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Introduction

Sciencefiction isthe branch of literature that perceives the universe through the widest-angle lens.
Unlike the mainstream of literature, which attempts, more or less, to depict the real world and real people
in present or historic Stuations with the maximum mount of verismilitude, science fiction acknowledges
from the dart that it isfantasy, that it is not depicting that which is or that which has been but isengaging
in assaying the actions of people and things againgt backgrounds of limitlessimagination.

All that might have been, al that might by the remotest chance ever be, and the world today as
perhapsit could beif things are going on of which we are not aware, dl these infinite horizons are
covered by thelens of sciencefiction. Y et, because the reader must be convinced of credibility, the best
sciencefiction triesto underline thisfantasy by persuading the reader that thisis not just the spinning of
another fairy tae, that these taes, too, are merely part of some parallel mainstream of which the
workaday world is not perceptive.

Sciencefiction has dways been with us---writers have aways specul ated on the horizons of the
not-yet-proven--and examples can be culled from the dawn of written lore and areto befound in all
periods of storytelling. To some extent thisisatype of escapism and to some extent it isaform of genetic
curiosity: people aways want to know what is over the next hill and beyond the farthest horizon and at
the end of the rainbow. When tellers of tal tales could no longer convince an audience not quite as
gullible as our lessinformed ancestors, the art of science fiction came into being. Extend what we know a
little further, advance the line of what could be, bring in the "if this goes on" factor--and we have science
fiction. Fantasy designed asredlity.

Theroots of modem sciencefiction, which some trace to GulU-
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ver's Travels, someto Frankenstein, someto JulesVerneand H. G. Wells, came to mature growth in the
nineteenth century, the century of innovative science and the Industrid Age. Thisgrowth con-

into our century and assumed flexihility, full color, and tinued variety in the constantly refertilized soil
of our science-
infinite
oriented and invention-infiltrated world.

At firgt, sciencefiction was shared by al the countries of the Western world, those who werethe
pioneersin the advance of technology and education. Before World War |, the highest quantity and
qudity of sciencefiction wasto befound in Great Britain and in France. America had its share but not its
giants. U U and it was from overseas that what science fiction was published or written in America
received its primary derivation and ideas. After World War |, American science fiction began to grow
strong, mainly through the medium of the pulp magazines, which were aparticularly American
phenomenon of the 20s and 30s and which alowed--through their lack of "literary establishment”
dignity--the widest | atitude of imagination in itswritersjust aslong asther stories were entertaining.
Because the language of the United States was English, the British were ableto sharein thisand to
develop their own writersaongsdeit and withiniit.

The Germans, recovering from World War |, began to achieve eminence in sciencefiction, and some
of their writerswere trandated into English, and their names became known, often without great
familiarity with the bulk of their production. Names like Otfrid yon Hangtein, Otto Willy Gall, and Hans
Dominik became familiar-authors distinguished by their meticul ous attention to technological detail, whose
gpaceships had nuts and bolts much more convincingly substantial than the backyard constructs of
American pulp adventure writers. But, alasfor Germany--and for the world--the rise of the Nazi regime
put an effective end to German imaginative horizons and to German influence in sciencefiction.

In France, a steady growth of science fiction was continuing asit had since the days of JulesVerne,
but contact had diminished amost to the vanishing point. French science fiction went untrandated, save
for some socia speculations by André Maurois, and nobody heard of Jacques Spitz and R6gls Messac.
In France itsdf, sciencefiction from the English consisted of H. G. Welsand no oneelse.

After World War |1, science fiction became English-language based. All the great writers of the
forties, fifties, and sixties were American and British. In Europe, very little sciencefiction was being
published and what there was turned out to be trand ations from the English-American.
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When | first investigated the subject of European sciencefiction, scarcely more than ten years ago, it
was clear that just about anything | was likely to find would turn out to be an author with whose work |
was familiar--just an American or Briton whose originas| knew. But during the past decade the scene
has been changing. European science fiction, written by Europeansin their own languages, has been
coming back.

True, thefidd is till dominated by trandations. . . perhaps as high as ninety per cent or morein some
countries. Y et there has been arisein the quantity of origina work appearing; dowly and steedily the
names of new writers are gppearing, and these new writers are achieving some prestige in their own
countries—-edging their way into the ranks of trandated foreignersin their native bookshops.

The first European science fiction conventions have come and gone, prizes are being awarded that are
not the American Hugos and Nebulas, organizations are thriving, and the state of European science
fiction promises a devel opment that is most encouraging.

In researching this book we set out to find and select good examples of what is going on today in
European science fiction. We have entitled thiswork "the best" but we beg the readers indulgence here.
Only alinguist with an able grasp of adozen languages could read and eva uate the whole mass of
European science fiction and make such aclam. Thisis, we will say, the best that we have been ableto
cull from trandations, with the aid of suggestions from friends abroad and with what dight ability we have
with languages not our own. When this book wasfirst conceived, we planned to include al of Europe,
East and West, but there are limits to economic book publishing. Hence, we have ddliberately omitted
the countries of Eastern Europe and the Soviet Union. In those lands, science fiction isbooming--thereis
amultiplicity of materia but thiswill have to wait for asecond volume, if possible. Here we must perforce
concentrate on the lands of Western Europe.

What isthe sate of affairsin those countries?

By far the healthiest and most vigorous sciencefiction literature isthat of France. No lessthan nine
book publishersinclude science fiction seriesin their regular production schedules, and therangeis
phenomendl. In fact, in many respectsit outclasses and puts to shame the science fiction scenein the
United States. Y et, it remains, in most aspects, typically French. France seemsto breed atype of
nationd coloration that still carriesthe heritage of the grandeur of the eighteenth century, when France
wasthe cultural center of theworld and French the language of internationa diplomacy and learn-
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ing. Or, to put it another way, the French are aworld of their own--
they are hard put to acknowledge their role as part of Western
Europe.
| wasfirst made aware of thiswhen | attended the Heidelberg
World Science Fiction Convention in 1970, the first to be held on the
European mainland. It was awell-attended convention with writers
and readers and fans from dl over Europe, from Britain, and alarge
group from the United States. But French attendees were few and far
between--perhaps ahaf dozen, perhaps less. They avoided contact
with the others and, when questioned, they inssted that there was no
"fandom”" in France. No, no, sciencefiction wasvery dightin
France, hardly worth mentioning.
Then | went to France, and in following years went again, and saw
and heard and found. No fandom, indeed! No science fiction, ha!
The country was booming!
A French fandom existed, though it did not call itself such, and yet
it supported "fan magazines' professondly printed, sold through
bookshops, and obvioudy thriving. It supported monthly editions of
pulp magazines reprinting in trand ation the best of the Anglo-Saxon
authors. It supports the most expensive and awe-ingpiring editions of
sciencefiction and fantasy books for collectorsthat exist anywherein
theworld. Thisisthe Club du Livre d/Anticipation, edited by Michel
Demuth and published by Editions OPTA. The club publishes
monthly sdections of beautifully bound and findly illustrated books,
"limited" to five and six thousand copies, numbered, sold by
subscription, and priced at two or three timesthat of standard
books. I cannot imagine such an enterprise thriving in the American
market, despiteitslarger size, but in France it goes on spectacularly
and profitably.

At the other end of the literary spectrum, the series"Fleuve-Noir/
Anticipation,” published by Presses dela Cit6, was and is turning out
four new novels amonth, paperbound, cheaply produced, written to
order by French writers--perhaps a dozen such writers busily turn-
ing them out--and doing profitably! Inthisentirely French series,
many of the nation's better science fiction authors made their Sart,
turning out novelsto formula, yet often able to experiment, to try
out new ideas and novel themes, and even to develop specid styles.
Such writers as Francis Carsac, Stefan Wul, Gérard Klein, Pierre
Barbet, B. R. Bruss, and Pierre Suragne were--and some still are,---

ark in these remarkabl e paperback books, one of
maki,~gptheir m a 'ke American
whosrinciplesisthat novels are never repnnted (unli

paperbacks, in which the second and later reprintings are often the

guarantors of profit). Every month four new rifles appear and the

emphasisison theword "new."
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G~rard Klein, himsdlf one of the best sf writers of France, isadso editing avery high-grade linefor the
publisher Robert Laffont. It includes trandations, many French originals, and some French "classics’ of
the twenties, thirties, and forties. These books are distinguished by their glittering metalic coverson the
stands of magjor bookshops.

Jacques Sadoul, editor of the paperback line L'Ai Lu, produces science fiction steadily, including
excellent collections of stories from other languages, specid anthologies, new French authors, and even
nonfiction literary studies of sciencefiction.

One could go on! Such publishers as Cadmann-L~vy, Albin Michel, Deno~l, Christian Bourgois, La
Masgue, and so on, add to the quantity and quality of French sf. And, of course, science fiction and
serious studies of it gppear in just about al publishers lists occasiondly.

Asfor fandom, the idea of conventions does seem to be new to France, but there have been some,
and in 1975, a one held in Angoul~me, the foundations of a Science Fiction Writers of France
organization were established. In the true Galic tradition, hested debate between "left” and "right” went
on, which resulted in effortsto form an organization that will avoid political aignments and combine dl the
writers from advocates of the "New Wave' like Andrevon through "Old Wave' like Barbet.

It should not be surprising that science fiction thrivesin France. Not only was there avast growth of
native literature in the nineteenth century, of which Verne wasthe only one who achieved internationa
prominence, but it never sopped developing. Even during the dismd years of the war, some
appeared--Ren6 Barjavel made hisfirst appearancein Occupied Parisin 1943 with anovel, Ravage, il
regarded as a modern classic--and Barjavel is till producing bestsellers.

The stuation in Germany is decidedly different and rather peculiar. Onceit held the lead for hard-core
sciencefiction (meaning that most firmly grounded in technologica speculation). It isill anation of high
technology, earnest students, and greet literacy. But its s output is dominated by the astonishing
phenomenon known as Perry Rhodan. Perry Rhodan is the pseudo-American name of the lead character
of the most pralific sf seriesin the world today. The publisher who owns Perry, Pabd Verlag, must
certainly publish more < titles per month than any other publisher in the world. Perry Rhodan appears as
aweekly, featuring a short novel of abouit thirty thousand words, part of acliff-hanging cycle of gaactic
adventures. It has acompanion magazine gppearing about twice a month entitled Atlan, who is another
major character in the series. Perry appearsin
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an original sixty-thousand-word paperback novel once amonth. He gppearsin acomic magazine
version. Pabd publishesin addition aregular science fiction paperback series, featuring both trandations
and origina noves, and amagazine-type s twice-monthly entitled Terra Astra, doing shorter examples of
sf novels. In addition to which there are Perry Rhodan clubs, slamps, toys, spaceship blueprints, records,
and there have been films and even conventions.

Perry Rhodan, concelved and directed by two writers, Walter Ernsting ("Clark Darlton") and
Karl-Herbert Scheer, iswritten by agroup of seven writers, who space out the tasks among them. The
style and level of the Perry Rhodan work is ddliberately fast-action space opera, and the plots are rarely
origind, being borrowed wholesale from dl the ideas and devices of the American pulps of years gone
by. (Infact, there seemsto have been and till to be an effort to make the novels seem of American
origin--the chief terrestrid characters are supposedly Americans, the language is often styled to seem an
Americanized or trandated German, and one sees on some of the publications alineto the effect that the
book is now first gppearing in German, aline generaly used for worksin trandation!) Nobody clams
that the Perry Rhodan works are great science fiction and no one seems ever likely to consider any part
of it for literary awards.

Theresult of dl thisenormoudy successful hackwork isthat Germany has produced little science
fiction worth comparing to the greats of the Anglo-Saxon and Francophonic worlds. Two outstanding
authors seem to dominate what there is of literary sf. Oneisthe Austrian engineer Dr. Herbert Franke,
and the other is Wolfgang Jeschke. The two combineto act as editors of a series of anthologies
published by Heyne Verlag, aswedl asturn out origina work of their own.

Y et Germany does produce alot of sciencefiction in trandation. Severa paperback firms, Heyne,
Bastel, Goldmann, and Fischer, produce regular sf books--usualy trandations, but sometimes classics or
even new native writing. A few publishers have tried regular books (the equivaent of hardbound booksin
America, as distinguished from mass-market paperbacks) but the efforts have not been very successful.
Insd Verlagisthe principa survivor, producing adistinguished line of sciencefiction in beautiful
hardbound editions under the direction of Franz Rottengteiner of Vienna And there aretheinevitable
imitators and competitors of Perry Rhodan, of which Bastei's Commander Scott isthe most notable. This
one began as atrandation of the Cap Kennedy novels of Gregory Kern but is continuing asa
twice-monthlY with German writersfilling in between the Kern offerings.
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Audtriaand German-speaking Switzerland are part of the German literary market and | do not know
of anything specia produced there that isdigtinctive of the arealin & . In French-speaking Switzerland
resides Pierre Verans, whose tremendous Encyclopedie de I'Utopie et dela Science Fiction, a
thousand-page highly illustrated work, isnot likely to be chalenged as an informationa reference work
for many yearsto comein any language.

In Italy the sceneis ill dominated by trandations, with haf adozen publishers producing regular series
of books, generdly in paperback, keeping up with the Western science fiction world. Mondadori's series
Urania, LaTribunas Galassia, and the severa imprints of Editrice Nord in hardbound editions are the
leaders of the bookshop sciencefiction group. Of specid interest isthe existence and continued
prosperity of the publisher Editrice Libra, whose fine hardbound editions, usualy trandations, are
available only by mail and whaose printed fan magazine Novais one of the best in the world for qudity
and content. There are Itdian sciencefiction writers, though they have to struggle againg the high tide of
trandations to make their mark. Luigi Cozzi and Ugo Ma aguti, who are associated with Libra, are
among the better known of the labeled " group, dthough the maingtream of Itdian literature has
produced Italo Cavino, Buzzati, and severd others. Italian fandom has established a going nationa
organization and has been running annua conventions, usudly in Ferrara, where an equivaent of the
Hugo is presented. In Italy, asin France, there exists a split, asthe Libra group declines to acknowledge
or participate in the Ferrara gatherings and instead presentsits own Hugos, called thus by specia
permission of Hugo Gernsback himsalf many years ago.

Thetradition or curse of the fan feud, which is endemic to sciencefiction enthusiasts, reachesits peak
and highest leve of animosity among what we would suppose to be the peaceful and level-headed
Swedes. Sweden has not alarge past history of science fiction, but in recent decades the continua
publication of magazines with trandations and the increase in sf books doing trandations produced a
small but intense fandom. Thiswould be of no concern to this book were it not that the storm center of
much of their activity has been the person of Sam J. Lundwall. Lundwall, who fought hisway in his
younger daysto the top of fandom, istoday one of the country's best trandators and also Sweden's most
prolific science fiction publisher--and one of itsleading sf writers. His Delta Forlags publishes between
forty and fifty science fiction books ayear and he is dso the editor-publisher of the country's one
remaining Sf magazine, Jules-Verne Magasinet (amagazine that started in the 1940s as aweekly).



XViii Introduction

Swedish fandom is split into two feuding factions over Lundwallm one supporting him and applauding
his friends and works, the best known of which ishis novel King Kong Blues, abestsdller; the other,
which tends to be New Wave, attacking hiswork with unconcealed venom. Lundwall isthe author of
most of the reference works available on Swedish sciencefiction. His antagonists, such as John-Henry
Holmberg, have aso written reference works and act as advisers to competing s publishers. Sweden
does not have anationa organization as such (it did once but it blew apart into fighting fragments) and
there are two conventions a year--the pro-Lundwall SF Kongressin autumn and the anti-L undwall
Scancon in spring. All thisin acountry whose population isso smdl (eight million) thet literaturein
Sweden often hasto receive financia assstance from the government.

Government subsidy to native literature is also characteristic of Norway and has managed to keep at
least two publishers doing science fiction regularly. The writing-editing-trandating team of Bing &
Bringsvaerd (asthey often sign their work) isthe keystone of Norwegian sf. Both Jon Bing and Tor Age
Bringsvaerd are writers, more or lessin the New Wave tradition, and they are both represented in this
anthology. The Lanterne paperback series published by Gyldendal Norsk includes sciencefiction
regularly under their guidance. The other mgjor publisher of sciencefiction in Norway is FredhOis Forlag,
who publishes Old Wave science fiction and mainly in trandation.

In Denmark the master science fiction writer isthe old and respected Niels E. Nielsen, whose many
novesarein the style of past decades and are well liked there, oft-reprinted, but amost unknown outside
Niglsen's native land. Jannick Storm, atrandator and active fan, has been foremost in the production and
encouragement of other Danish science fiction writing and publishing and severd anthologies have borne
his name as editor. There are quite anumber of minor Danish writers, as we can detect from Storm's
various collections, but much of thisis gpparently experimental and none of it has been availablein
trandation.

In the Netherlands, sciencefiction isregularly published in trandation by the mgor paperback houses
such as Bruna, Meulenhof, Ridderhof, and others. Sciencefiction written in the Dutch language has afew
good authors. Manud Van Loggem, Hubert Lampo, Eduard Visser, Katinka Lannoy, and Harry Mulisch
are some of the better writers one will find in the Dutch language. Circulation of Dutch books extendsto
the Flemish areas of Belgium, insofar as Flemish and Duitch are the same when written. So we may add
Eddy C. Bet-
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tin of Ghent to thelist of authors, and Bertin has had severa collections of hisfine short stories published
inHalland.

In Belgium there are two languages and hence two fandoms and two < literatures. Sfanisthe
organization of the Flemish speakers and it has encouraged s writing among its members. Paul Van
Herck has achieved somefamein his native land and outside it. An Antwerp publisher, Brabantia Nostra,
has undertaken to do BelgianH emish science fiction under the direction of Danny De Lagt, fan editor and
trandator.

In French Belgium, it isonly to be expected that the strong world of French sf will have extended itsdlf,
and such isthe case. Nevertheless, a Belgian paperback publisher, Marabout, produces fine works
regularly, both origina and trandation, and even classics, and these books are avail able and compete
with French publishersin Franceitself.

Spain has an active fandom and an active Spanish list of publishers. None of them is strong, but they
are prolific, and some of the editions of Acervo, Aguilar, and others compare favorably with those of
other countriesin gppearance and content. The prize-winning fan magazine Nueva Dimension is
published in Barcelona by Sebastian Martinez and has, with justice, been acclaimed thefinest of itskind
inthe world. Martinez, who is aso a publisher, under the name Ediciones Dronte, produces an
occasiond book, working closdy with his collaborators, Domingo Santos and L uis Vigil, both of whom
arewritersof gbility.

Of Portugd | can say nothing. | do know that trandations appear regularly in Portuguese, but it has
aways been my impresson that they emanate mainly from Brazil, and it may be that Portugd islittle more
than an outlet for its giant South American offspring's productions.

So now we have covered rather generally the scenein Western Europe. Every mgjor English and
American author finds atrandator and European fans know their names and their works. The growth of
native writing and its quditative skill continue, and the futureis very hopeful. In this book we have
attempted but asmall sampling of what thereis. We would like to hope that there will be more to come.
The enrichment and further development of science fiction requires new blood, and it isgoing to come
from Europe.

--Dondd A. Wollheim

Rego Park, N.Y.






Paty Line
by G6rard Klein
Trandated [rom the French by Arline Higuily

The problem of timeis averitable obsession with French science fiction writers, and dmost dl the
novelsof G~rard Klein have dedt with time paradoxes. Severd of his novels have appeared in English
trandation and al have traversed the universe not only from one end to the other but backward and
forward aswell. In this story, however, Klein--who is an economist with abranch of the French
government--takes only one subtle thread of time'sinterplay and weavesit into afabric that may not be
too remote from his own working scene.






The two telephones rang a the same time. Jerome Bosch hesitated. An annoying coincidence which
often occurred, but never a this hour, never a five after ninein the morning when one hasjust arrived at
the office and has only the dreary outlook outside---along gray wall, with just afew spots, so abstract,
so dim, that they didn't even dlow the Sarting point for adaydream.

At deven-thirty, yes, the time when people began to fed well, quickly finish their busnesswith theidea
of saving some minutes for lunch, feding more at their ease, when the fines are busy or dl the telephones
ring together, mostly when the telephone centersin their cool caves begin to vibrate, to smoke, to melt.

He knew afew solutions to the problem. Take one of the phones off the hook, answer, and let the
other ring till the caller got tired and decided to cdll five minutes |ater. Take the receiver off, ask the
name, say you're sorry. Take the second line, ask the name, ask them to be patient. Choose the most
important name, or thelongest, listen firgt to the woman, if thereis one, rather than the man. Womenin
business were more concise. Or take the two calls a the sametime.

Jerome Bosch saized the two phones. The ringing stopped. He watched hisright hand, and thelittle
cold black hater which weighed next to nothing at the end of hisarm. Then looked &t hisleft hand and
the other twin hater. He had adesire to crush the one against the other, or to kindly place them next to
each other on the desk tight side up so that the two calers could talk to each other and, who knows,
maybe make some sense out of it.

But nothing to do with mein any case. I'm an intermediary. That'swhat | am. Listen and repedt. I'm a
filter between areceptor and amicrophone, a heating aid between a mouth and an ear, an automatic pen
between two | etters.

He put the receivers next to each of hisears.

Two voices.

"Jerome, has someone called dready? ... I'mthefirgt, isn't that
s0?... Answer me..."

A precise, clear voice, adisturbing voice, at the border of hysteria. They made an echo, curioudy
dike.
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"Hello," said Jerome Bosch. "Who am | talking to please?’
The ordinary formula, prudent, impersond, but why don't they

givetheft names?

"It would take too long
to explain.., the communication might be cut off... difficult to get... Lisgen wdll, it'sthe chance of alifetime.
Y ou haveto say yesand go..." (Click, gtatic, noise of faling sand on metd.) "... don't hedtate.”

"...dont.., don't you mustn't.., you musmt u. . pretext... | am no...not..."
ee* **eeelie*e,.~ Uelieli~.e 0.e.0,*eell***l.ee.*-.-.

"Who areyou?' cried Jerome Bosch into the two phones.
Slence

A double hissing. To theright, it was the rubbing of metal. To thel€eft, the rattle of amachine. To the
right, atiny noise of eggshells being crushed. To theleft, the light sound of agrater on abed spring.
"Hdlo," Jerome Bosch said invain.

Click. Click. Buzzing. Silence. Buzzing. Silence. To theright, to theleft. A double busy sgnd on the
lines

He hung up the phone on the eft. He waited aminute for the other phone, lying in the palm of hisright
hand, pressed next to his ear, listened to the sad mechanical music which sang on two notes, noise and
slence, noise and silence, which like a siren of absence moaned at the bottom of its plastic shell.

Then he put the telephone at hisright on its hook.

Through the open window he scrutinized the sky where afew dirty city birds and black sparrows
drifted above the westher-glazed wall which blocked agood part of hishorizon. Then, insde near the
window he regarded the artistic caendar offered by an € ectronic ca cul ating machine company, which
presented a careful reproduction of abaroque painting for each day: Visit to the Rhinoceros. The
Rhinoceros, with an air of annoyance, turned its back on hisvisitors, probably to better show himsdlf to
an art amateur. On the other side of the fence, quite low, awoman in along dresswith amask on her
face, aharlequin, and two children tied with ribbons amused themsalves with the beest.

It was the same voice. But how could someonetalk at the same time into two different phones, and,
in spite of that, peak different words, smultaneoudy, on two different lines.
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| knew the voice. | had dready heard it somewhere.

He thought back on the voices of hisfriends, his clients, the voice of people whom he had relations
with, without being especidly friends or without selling them something, the voice of businessmen,
doctors, trades people, taxi-telephones, dl the voices one hears a the bottom of a phone without being
ableto add aface, oily voices, arrogant voices, dry voices, sorightly voices, laughing, metdlic, harsh,
hoarse, contracted, distinguished, mannered, vulgar with a husky accent, suave and amost perfumed,
gloomy, tight, precise, pretentious, bitter, or sardonic.

He was sure of only one thing. He had heard on the two sidesaman's voice.

They'll cal back, he said.

Hell call back, because it concerned only one and the same person, even though at the left the voice
had been clear, assured, exacting, and dmost triumphant, and at the right smothered, terrified, and almost
whining.

It wasincredible what one could learn about people smply by listening to them on the telephone.

He began to work. A ream of white paper, asmall box of clips, three colored pens, and al kinds of
samples of formulas next to him. He had to prepare aletter, complete a document, fix up areport, and
verify some columns of figures. That was enough to take up the morning. The writing of the report would
have to be taken care of in the afternoon. He would take care, before going to lunch, of the difficult
problem of choosing to eat in the office cantine or in one of thelittle restaurants in the neighborhood. He
would go as usud to the cantine. Thefirgt two years, he chose regularly one of the two small restaurants,
because the cantine depressed him. It reminded him that he lived in auniverse he hadn't chosen, and as
long as he could try to escapeit, even if only symbolicaly, he held on to the impression that his stay was
only temporary. A bad moment to pass, like school or military service. Not so bad, however. Work was
often interesting and his colleagues were intelligent and cultivated. There were some who had even read
his books.

Someone wanted to play ajoke on him.

Things like that are possible with a tape-recorder. There wasn't even any conversation. | just listened,
caled out hello, and asked for names. A joke without the punch line. He began to work. The strange
thing was that when he worked he couldn't help thinking of the stories he wanted to write, that he must
write, and of the one he wrote with difficulty the evening in his apartment, lit from one end to the other,
where he walked from one room to the other because he could not stand the night. And then not less
curious, hethought of
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hiswork in the day, he could not keep from worrying about a certain affair, and how would so and 0
take the explications--alittle flimsy --would the final document come out on time, everything which
should have been blotted out in the silence and |eft him in peace with his dreams. A man, it was said,
could not keep up with two different activities. He finishes by developing two different persondities,
which fight and destroy each other. He starts down the double road of schizophrenia

He picked up the telephone and dialed an interior number.

"Mrs. Duport? Yes. . . Bosch. How areyou?. . . Fine, thank you .... Will you bring me the
Marsailles report? Thank you.”

One day, one day, hed write full time. But at thisidea a sudden terror made him lose his breath.
Would he be capable of writing, to invent stories, to put together other words than those of accounts and
letters? There was aknock on the door. "Comein," he said. The young woman was attractive. She had a
round face and asmdll, pointed nose. What would shelike to do, he thought, if she weren't weighed
down with paperwork and typing? Paint, sew, read, walk, increase her sentimentd relationships? It was
aquestion he'd never ask. But somehow, he thought, it should be the subject of an inquiry, the only
inquiry worth taking. It should be taken in the sireets, the cafes, in the movies, in the thesters, in vehicles,
and right into homesto ask people what they would do if they were completely free, how they would
choose to spend that rare commaodity whichiscalled "time," in what sort of bottles they desired to pour
the numbered sand of their lives. He could imagine the hesitation, the incredulity, the reserve, the panic.
How does that concern you? | don't know, no really not, I never thought about it. Wait. Maybel...

She saw that he wasreflecting, put the document on the desk, and, without saying anything, left.

He took the document and opened it. The phone on the left rang. "Hello,” he said. "Hello, Jerome
Bosch?' It wasthe precise voice.

"| called you two days ago. The contact was bad. Can you hear me better now?”

"Yes" hesad, "but it was alittle while ago, not two days. If thisisaioke. U ."
"For meit wastwo days ago. It %n't a~oke:'

"l believeit, nevertheess" said Jerome Bosch. "Two days or alitfie while ago is not the same thing.
And why are you so familiar?'
"It took me two daysto find the combination, or rather to arrive

at favc to anot "Exc "Fro caling know t "Lo( fixed 0 "TM intend dways"Yo
you an"l've"An{
"M~ have
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at favorable conditions. It's not so easy to telephone from one time to another.”
"Excuse me," said Jerome Bosch.

"From onetimeto another. | prefer to tell you the truth. I'm calling from the future. I'm you, older
than... It's better you don't know too much.”

"Look, | haven't any timeto waste," said Jerome Bosch, his eyes fixed on the open document.

"Thisisnot ajoke," pleaded the voice, calm, reasonable. "I didn't intend to tell you the truth, but you
don't want to listen to me. Y ou aways need explanations and precise reasons.”

"You dso," said Jerome Bosch, entering into the game, "because you are me."

"I've changed a bit," said the voice.
"And how areyou?'

"Much better than you are. I'm working at ajob that interests me. | have dl my timeto write. Quitea
bit of money, at least from your standpoint. A villaat Ibiza, another a Acapulco, awife and two children.
I'm glad to be dive."

"Fdicitations" said Jerome Bosch.

"All that isyours, naturally, or will be yours. It'sjust necessary not to make amistake. That'sthe
reason |'ve caled you."

"l see. The stunt of tomorrow's newspaper. The stock market or next week's lottery..."

"Ligten,” the voice said, annoyed, "at eeven fifty-eight this morning you will receive atelephone call
from avery important man. He's going to make you a proposition. Y ou must accept. Don't hesitate to
leave the same night even if it'sto the end of the world. Have confidence.”

"l hope at least it's an honest proposition,” said Jerome Bosch ironically.

The voice on the phone seemed hurt.

"Very honedt. It'swhat you've been waiting for, for years. For God's sake take me serioudly. It'sthe
chance of alifetime. One you won't have again. This person often changes hismind. Don't give him the
time. It will bethe beginning of abrilliant and stimulating career.”

"And why have you caled me, since you have succeeded?"

"I won't succeed unless you decide. Y ou so often have the habit of hesitating, of equivocating, and

then..."
The telephoneto theright began to ring.
"They're cdling me on another line" said Jerome Bosch. "I'm going to hang up.”
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"Don't hang up,” cried the voicefranticdly, "don'..."

He had put the phone on the hook.

Hewaited amoment, listening to the other phone ringing, and
time suddenly opened up. The ringing stretched out over miles of seconds and the sllence waslike an
enormous cool oasis of repose. 1biza, Acapulco. Names on amap. White and red villas hanging on the
gdesof steep hills. All thetimeto write.

He remembered the day when he had heard thisvoice. It came out of the speaker of the
tape-recorder. It was his own voice. The telephone naturaly had changed it, impersondized it,
smothered it, but it was his own voice. Not the one which he had the habit of hearing, it was different,
restored by being registered. The voice which others heard.

The telephone on theright rang for the fourth time. He picked it up. He thought at first that there was
nobody on the other end of theline. He only heard afalse silence full of hissing and echoes, of mechanical
scratchings asif the line picked up the sounds emitted in agreat cave buried underground, full of
microscopic noises, feeble drippings, raspings of insects, and tiny landdides. Then he heard the voice,
even before understanding what it said, or rather like an indistinct singsong.

"I hear you very indigtinctly,” hesad.

"Hello, hello, hello, hello,” said the voice, now alittle moredistinct. "Y ou musn't go . . . under any
circumstance . . . Jerome, Jerome, do you hear me? Listen to mefor the love of heaven. Don't leave..."
"Speak louder, please,” he sad.

Theridiculous voice shouted, strangled:
"Refuse.. refuse.., later..."

"Areyou sick?' said Jerome Bosch. "Shdll | let someone know? Where are you? Who are you?"

"Yyyyy..." sadthevoice. "You."
"Agan?' hesad. "But the other voice said that."

"...aminthefuture., don't leave.., that'show itis. .. understand...”
Therewas atimid knock on the door.

"Comein," said Jerome Bosch, lifting the phone from his ear and mechanicaly putting his hand over
the microphone.

The new office boy camein. It was hisfirg job, and the men and women shut in their offices, who
blackened sheets of paper al day long, impressed him. He blushed easily and he was always impeccably
dressed. He put the newspaper and |etters on the edge of the desk.
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"Thank you," said Jerome Bosch with anod of hishead. The door dosed.

He put the phone back against his ear. But the voice was gone. It waslost in the [abyrinth of wiresthat
covered theworld. A click. Then the did tone.

He hung up the phone, thoughtful. Wasit his own voice like the other time? He wasn't sure. Y et the
two voices, the one at the right and the one & the lft, had afamiliar air. Two moments of the future, two
different momentsthat tried to reach him.

He opened the letters. Nothing important. He annotated them and put them in abox. He threw out the
envelopes. Then he tore open the band on the newspaper and rapidly scanned the pages to look at the
financid section. Like every morning, his glance wavered over the page and then fixed on the weether
report. He looked without interest, as usud. The map pinpointed with symbols caught his attention.
Hereed:

Wesather cool and humM over region of Paris.
His eyes skipped two or threelines.

The cyclica perturbationsin the Antilles are moving toward the northeast, above the Atlantic Ocean.
Theremight be...

His attention wandered to the top of the page and flickered diagonaly over the stock market and the
leading vaues. Stocks
strong, but not many transactions. Rise on slver. Light fall on cocoa Nothing but the usudl affairs. He
folded the newspaper. He began to read the first document in hisfile.

He reread the first paragraph four times without understanding it. Something was wrong, not in the
paragraph but in him. A drunken squirrdl turning in a cage that resembled atelephone did.

Hetook the phone at the right and dialed the switchboard.
"...I'mlistening," said an arrogant voice,

"A littlewhile ago | had two telephone cdls. Can you tell meif my calersleft their numbers?”

It was the habit of the switchboard operator to note down al the communications, not like a
policeman, but to be able to easily estab-
lish abroken communication."Which extenson?'

"Four onethree," said Jerome Bosch.
"..gosee., don't leave.
He heard the indistinct voices at the end of theline,
Another voice, feminine, friendly:
"Y ou haven't received any calsthismorning, Mr. Bosch. At least not from outside.”
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"I've been caled four times," said Jerome Bosch.
"Not from outside, Mr. Bosch, at least not on your extension.” "I haven't left my office” "I can assure
you.. U Hecleared hisvoice.
"Can atelephone call from outside reach one without passing through the switchboard?”
The switchboard operator waited amoment. "1 don't see how, Mr. Bosch.” Uneasy: "I haven't Ieft my
post”
Polite but cooh "Shdl | call the main office?'
"No," said Jerome Bosch. "I must have been dreaming.”
He hung up and passed his hand over amoist forehead. It was ajoke. They had used one of the
secretary's tape-recorders and they hadn't even taken the trouble to use the outside line. They must be
screaming with laughter in the office next door. Melchior was aspeciaist at imitating voices.
Silence. The staccato of atypewriter stifled by the thickness of two doors. A distant step. The clamor
of the city swdlowed up by the open window, drilled by escaping rumblings.
Helooked at the two telephones asif he had never seen them before. It wasimpossible. The two
telephones were supplied with two ditinct bells. A piercing onefor the exterior, amuffled onefor the
interior. The ringing that had preceded each of the four strokes of the telephone still echoed in hisears.
He got up so abruptly that he amost turned over his chair. The hall was empty. He pushed the partly
opened door of an office, then a second, then athird. They were al empty; there wasn't even a scrap of
paper on the polished surface of the tables as areminder that they were used. In thelast office he' picked
up the phone, pressed the corresponding button for the inside office, and composed his post number. A
muted grumble came from his office, filled the hall. Nobody had reversed the lines of the bell system.
He crossed the corridor, knocked, and entered his secretary's

office. She waved her fingersinthe air over her machine." There's no one around this morning.”
"It'svacation," she said. "Therés only the assistant director, you,

and |.... and the office boy," she added after amoment."Oh," said Jerome Bosch, "I forgot.”

"I'm leaving next week." She pointed in the air. "Don't forget. Will you need someone se?
"I don't know," he said helplesdly, "see personnd.”

He leaned againg the frame of the door.
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"Do you think the weather's going to be good, Mr. Bosch?"
"l have noidea. | hope so."
"The radio this morning announced a cyclone over the Atlantic.
Well probably haverain." "I hopenot," he said.
"Y ou need to take arest, Mr. Bosch.”
"I'll leave soon. Two or threelittle jobsto finish. Oh, by theway,
did you hear the phone ring thismorning in my office?' Shenodded her head affirmatively.
"Two or three times. Why? Weren't you there? Should | have answered?"
"I wasthere," said Jerome Bosch, ill a ease. | took the calls, thank you. Where are you going?"
"ToLandes," she answered, watching him curioudy.
"Well, | hope you have good wesather."

Heleft, closing the door after him, and waited amoment in the empty corridor. The staccato of the
machine began again. Reassured,
he returned to his office.He picked up aletter.

The telephone to the right began to ring.
Helooked a hiswatch. It was dleven fifty-eight.
"Hdlo."

"Mr. Bosch," said the operator. "A call from out of town. One minute please.”

Click. He heard the distance, the waltz of eectrons crossing frontiers without passports, waves legping
across space, sent over oceans by the intercontinental rackets of satellites, bounding along cables posed
on the bottom of the sea
"Hello," said aman'svoice. "Mr. Bosch. Jerome Bosch.” " Speaking,” said Jerome Bosch.

"Oscar Wildenstein on the phone. I'm calling you from the Bahameas. | just finished your last book,
Within aLong Garden. Very good, excellent, very origind.”

A mae voice assured, vibrant with alight foreign accent. Itdian, maybe American, or alittle of both. A
voice that had an odor of expensive cigars, dressed in awhite tuxedo, speaking from the edge of
apooal, under aclear blue sky from which hung atorrid sun. "Thank you," said Jerome Bosch.

"l read it dl night. Couldn't tear mysdlf away. | want to make afilm with Barbara Slvers. Y ou know
her? Wdll, | want to see you. Where are you now?"

"I'minmy office" said Jerome Bosch.
"Can you get away? Y ou have aplane that leaves Paris-Oriy at
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four P.M. locd time. . Gwait . . . it'sfour-thirty. I'll get you aticket. My agent in Europe will take you to
the airport. No point tak-

ing anything with you. Y ou can find everything in Nassau.""I'd like to think about it."

"Naturdly, think it over. | can't tell you everything over the telephone. Well discussthe details
tomorrow over breskfast. Barbarais very excited over the idea of meeting you. She's going to read your
book. Shell have read it by tomorrow. I'll trandate the difficult passages. Natasha wants to see you, aso.
And Sybil, and Merryl, but they'rejust extras."

The voice became distant. Jerome Bosch heard feminine laughter, then the voice of Wildengtein, a
little fainter but very distinct, so distinct he might have been speaking from the room next door: "No, you
can't spesk to him just now."

"They're completely crazy. They want to talk to you immediately. It's not possible. | told them to wait
until tomorrow. Harding or Hardy---can't remember his name---who is my representative in Europe, will
take care of you. It was very niceto talk to you. Tomorrow. Domani. Manana."

"Good-bye," said Jerome Bosch in aweak voice.
What timeisit there? he asked himsdlf.

Six or seven o'clock in the morning. He had read all through the night. A novel not possible to arrange
for the movies. Except, maybe by him. After dl, | know better than anyone how to arrange it. He
understood that al the script men would break their backs over it. A brilliant and successful career. Two
houses, onein Ibizaand onein Acapulco.

There was aknock on the door.
"Comein," hesad.

The secretary stood in the doorway, a strange expression on her face. She held asmall piece of paper
in her hand.

"Therewasacal for you while you were on the other line, Mr. Bosch. | was given the call.”

"WdI?' said Jerome Bosch joyoudly.

"I couldn't hear very well. The transmission wasterrible, really bad. He must have been calling from
far away. I'm sorry, Mr. Bosch."
"And what did he say?"

"1 couldn't understand except for two or threewords. He said: TERRIBLE ... TERRIBLE . G U
tWO or three times, then.. 0 ACCIDENT . . i or OCCIDENT. | wroteit here."
"Hedidn't leave his name?"
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"No, Mr. Bosch, or hisnumber. | hope helll call back. | hope nothing has happened to your family. An
accident. Heavens, it's so quick to happen.”

"l don't think there's anything to worry about,” said Jerome Bosch, taking the little square of paper. His
glance wavered over the stenographic hieroglyphics and stopped over: TERRIBLE . 0 U TERRIBLE...
ACCIDENT.

Then of ACCmENT was underlined and above it was marked an O.

"Thank you, Mrs. Duport. Don't worry. | don't know anyone who
could have had an accident. No one." "Maybeit'samistake." "Certainly itsamistake." "I'm going to
have lunch." "Very wdl, enjoy your med."

When she had closed the door he wondered if he should wait for her to come back before leaving the
office. Usudly he arranged it S0 someone was there to take the urgent cals. But it was vacation. There
wouldn't beany cdls.

Unless the two voices caled back.

He shrugged his shoulders and threw an oblique look at the Rhinoceros. The real question was what to
decide. It was vacation time, after al. He could leave for aweek without having to give an excuse. The
Bahamas. Maybe Wildengtein's agent would show up. Maybe it was amillionairéswhim. As soon as
said, forgotten. Someone in the Bahamas had read his book or heard it talked about and wanted to hear
the sound of hisvoice, verify that he existed.

He put the newspaper in his pocket. He stared at the telephones asif he waswaiting for the ringing to
dtart again while he crossed the corridor with its threadbare rug, stripped with pardld lines, and walked
down the large stone stairway. He listened, almost surprised not to be stopped by aloud ring. He
crossed the courtyard into the street.

Hetook the street to the little Basque restaurant.

Hewent up to thefirst floor, where few people camein this season. He looked at the menu purely
from habit, as he knew it by heart, and ordered atomato salad and a Basqual se chicken with asmall
bottle of red wine. It was amost one o'clock. In the Bahamas, Wildenstein was having breskfast with
Barbara, Syhil, Merryl, Natasha, and ahalf a dozen secretaries under a clear blue sky in the shade of
exotic pam trees, and while eating called the four corners of the world with his assured male voice
echoing around him, speaking in three or four languages of al the books he had read at night.
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Jerome Bosch opened his newspaper.
He had just started on his salad when the waitress came over to
him.
"Areyou Mr. Bosch?'
"Yes" hesad.
"Theres atelephone cdl for you. The person said that you were
upstairs. The phoneis downgtairs next to the counter.”
Tl go," he said, suddenly anxious. Wasit that faraway voice, in-
distinct, covered with gtatic? Or wasit the other voice, which phoned
from Ibizaor Acapulco? Or wasit Wildengtein's agent?
The telephone stood between a counter and the kitchen. Jerome
Bosch squeezed into acorner to let the waitress pass by.
"Hello," he said, trying to protect his ear againgt the rattle of
dishes.
"I had trouble finding you. Oh, | knew where you were, naturaly.
But | couldn't remember the number of the restaurant. To tell the
truth, | never knew it. It's not so easy to find anumber when you
don't know the name or the exact location of the restaurant.”
It was the voice to the left--precise, clear, but more nervous than
inthemorning, it seemed.
"Wildengein, did hecal?"
"At the exact time," said Jerome Bosch.
"Areyou going to accept?’
The voice was anxious.
"l don't know yet. | haveto think about it."
"But you must accept. Y ou must go. Wildengtein is an extraor-
dinary man. Youll get dong great. From thefirst minute. Y ou'l do
big thingswith him."
"And will thefilm be good?"
"What film?'
"The adaptation of Within aLong Garden.”
"It'll never be done. Y ou know it's completely untrandatable.
Y ou'll speak to him about another idea. Hell bethrilled. No, | can't
tell you what. It'snecessary ...  It'snecessary that it will happen.”
"And Barbara Silvers? How isshe?'
The voice softened.
"Barbara, oh, Barbara. Y ou'll have plenty of timeto get to know
her. All thetime. Because... | can't tell you."
Therewas silence.
"Whereareyou cdling from?"
"] can't tell you. From avery pleasant place. Y ou must not know your future. It would upset alot of
"'Someone called me thismorning,” Jerome Bosch said aboruptly.
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"'Someone who had your voice or mine, but broken, tired. | heard it very badly. He told me not to do
something. To refuse something.
Maybe Wildengtein's proposition.” "Did he cal from the future?' "I don't know." A slence. Then:
"He spoke about an accident.”
"Whét did he say?'
"Nothing. Just one word. Accident.”

"l don't understand,” said the voice. "Listen, don't worry. Go see Wildenstein. Go ahead.”

"He called severd times," said Jerome Bosch. "HeH certainly cal back.”

"Don't get scared,” said the voice, anxious. "Ask him the date when he tel ephones, understand?
Maybe someone istrying to keep you from succeeding. Someone who isjedlous of me. Areyou sure
he had our voice? One can imitate voices."" Almost sure,” said Jerome Bosch.

He waited a moment because awaitress was behind him.

"Maybe he's calling about your future,” he continued. "M aybe something will go wrong for you and he
wantsto let me know. Something which began with Wildengtein."

"That'simpossible," said the voice. "Wildengteinisdead. You U .. . you needn't know. Forget it. It
doesn't matter. In any case, you don't know when."

"He... hewill diein an accident, isn't that it?"
"In an arplane accident.”
"Maybethat'sit. You... you have something to do with it?" " Absolutely nothing. | can assureyou.”

The voice became nervous: "Listen, you're not going to ruin your future over thisstory. Y ou don't risk
athing. | know what's happened. I'velived throughit.”
"Y ou don't know your future?'

"No," said thevoice. "But I'm capable of taking care of it. I'll watch out. Nothing will happen. And
even if something happens, I'm much older than you. No, | can't tell you my age. Let's put it that you
have a good ten years ahead of you. Really good years. | would
let the opportunity go, evenif | had to die tomorrow?" Die tomorrow,” said Jerome Bosch.

"Just away of speaking. It'salot, ten years, you know. And I'm fit as afiddle. Much better than at
your age. | promise you. Accept. Leave for the Bahamasi Don't tie yoursaf down to anything. Promise

me you'll accept.”
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"l would like to know onething," Jerome Bosch said dowly. "How can you tall to me. Have they
invented atime machinein the future? Or have you done thejob yourself?'

The voice began to laugh at the other end of theline. A laugh alittle forced.

"It existsdready inyour era. | don't know if | should tell you. It'sa secret. Very few people know
about it. Anyhow, you wouldn't know how to useit. Nobody knows how it works, even now. Y ou need
luck, the right set of circumstances. The machine isthe telephone.”

"The telephone,” repeated Jerome Bosch, surprised.

"Oh, not the combination you hold in your hand, but the network, the whole network. It's the most
complicated thing done by man. More complicated than the cal culating machines. Think of the thousands
of milesof wires, the millions of amplifiers, of the inextricable tangle of the centers. Think of the millions of
messages which go around the earth. And everything is connected. Time and again something unexpected
happensin thisjumble. Time and again the phone connects two momentsinstead of two places. It might
become official one day. But | doubt it. Too many unknowns. Too many

risks. Only afew arein the know.""How did you do it?"

"Youwill have very intdligent friendsin the futureif you accept Wildenstein's propostion. But I'm
talking too much. Y ou don't need to know everything. Accept. That'sal.”

"l don't know," murmured Jerome Bosch as he heard a click at the other end of theline.

Someone waswaiting behind him.
"Oh, excuseme. | wasvery long." Hetried to smile. He walked up the sairs holding on to therailing.
The chicken had been served. It was dmost cold.
"Do you want meto rehest it?" asked the waitress.
"No, that'sdl right."
They didn't have amachineto travel in time but they had discov-
ered anew way to use the telephone. The tel ephone.

It covered the entire planet. It ran along roads, railways, suspended over linear forests. It plunged
under rivers and oceansin arubber coat. It formed athick and spiderlike bal at the sametime. The wires
crossed and intercrossed. Nobody would be capable of drawing acomplete diagram of the telephone
sysem. And in ten years? And in twenty years? The system would be more complex than the human
brain.
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Hetried to imagine the cool, dark caverns of the great centrals where, in silence, impal pable impurities
drowned in acrystd heart, oriented innumerable voices. And the networks were in one senseliving. Men
goread it dl the time and meticuloudly repaired it. The networks were nerves. Automatic calculators
cutting messages into small pieces so asto be able to cross and fill the silences. What would be so
aurprising if the telephone should be capable of another miracle?

He remembered stories--maybe legends---that one told about the telephone. Numbers one could dia
at night that would put you in contact with unknown voices. Not only one voice, but anonymous voices
bodiless, which exchanged between them their own talk, playful, joking, who profited from the Situation
and said things which wouldn't be quoted under cover of aknown name or face. He remembered ghost
voices, which they said wandered without stopping in the line of the network and alway's repeated the
same thing. He remembered automatic systems answering when you lifted the phone.

Sooner or later everything in the universe found ameanswhich it hadn't been made for. So with man.
A million years ago, he ran through the forests gathering game and fruit with his bare hands.

And now he built villas, wrote poems, threw bombs, and phoned. So it was with the telephone.

He pushed away his plate, ordered a coffee, drank it, paid, and |eft. The sun had chased away the
clouds. He turned toward the quay. But just loafing was impossible since carswere dl over. Eventhe
fishermen had given up. I'm just turning around he said. | know all the Streetsin this neighborhood by
heart. | work, | inhabit one of the most fantastic citiesin the world, and it has ceased to move me. It says
nothing to me. I'd love to get out of here.

He looked at hiswatch. Almost two-thirty. The timeto go back and finish what | couldn't do this
morning. The walls and windows, dwaysthe same, were gray and amost trangparent, used by the
ingstent and excessve stare of eyes.

Then there were the girls who the seasons, the change of work, and the tourist buses renewed. But this
year's crop was very bad. He hadn't seen agood-looking girl for over aweek.

In the Bahamas, Barbara, Natasha, Sybil, and Merryl were splashing in apool under the satisfied eyes
of Wildengtein. He was right. | should accept. It was a chance not to be repeated.

The secretary's door was open. She waswaiting for him. A new call, he thought anxioudly.

Sheleaned toward him.
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"Someoneiswaiting for you in your office, Mr. Bosch." He stopped short, alump in histhroat. He
didn't have an appointment. Who could it be? Have they managed to physically cross over into time?
Wasn't it enough for them to call him? Hetook his courage in histwo hands: no, they couldn't do anything
except telephone through time. He opened the door.

A man who didn't look like Jerome Bosch waited, seated on acorner of his desk, one leg hanging, the
other on the worn rug. Hisface was long, hisfeaturesfine. His dark hair waslong but carefully cut at the
collar. Hewas dressed in agray suit with large checks, with lots of pockets--the one over hisheart had a
colored handkerchief artistically creased--and the narrow lapel's underlined the fantasy. Hewore a
striped shirt, atie with polka dots, black shoes with complicated designs, and red socks. Next to hisright
hand, asmall suitcase of black shiny leather. He looked English from thetip of histoesto theend of his
nails. He got up.

"Mr. Jerome Bosch? | am very pleased to meet you."
The voice was cultivated, serious, with astrong British accent. Jerome Bosch nodded his head.

"Fred Hardy," said the man, holding out a beautifully manicured hand. "Mr. Wildengtein called me
before coming here. He hoped that | would take care of dl the details.”

He opened his suitcase and spread out on the desk a handful of papers.

"Heresyour arplane ticket, Mr. Bosch. Here'sa specid visathat you just have to put in your
passport. Y ou have a passport, don't you? Thiswallet hasfifty poundsinitin travelers checks. You just
haveto sign. I think that will be sufficient for the voyage. And herés aletter to give to customs a Nassau.
The governor isapersond friend of Mr. Wildenstein. Y ou don't have to handle anything. Mr.
Wildengtein is probably not in Nassau but someone will be a the airport and conduct you to Mr.
Wildengtein'sidand. | wish you avery good trip.”

"I haven't accepted yet," said Jerome Bosch.
Hardy began to laugh politely.

"Oh, naturaly you're free. I've prepared dl this on the assumption of afavorable answer."

"Youvedoneit very quickly," said Jerome Bosch, astounded, contempl ating the plane tickets, the
visa, thewdlet, and the envelope. "You livein Paris?

"| just arrived from London, Mr. Bosch," said Hardy. "Mr. Wildengtein likes efficiency. Mr.
Wildenstein recommended that | accompany you to the airport. Moreover, my plane leaves ahalf hour
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after yours. These schedules are practical between Paris and London."

The telephone to the right began to ring. Hardy put his case under hisarm.

"I'll wait for you in the corridor, Mr. Bosch. Thetaxi isdowngairs. We have plenty of time."

He smiled, showing hislarge, immaculate white teeth. The door closed after him.

Jerome Bosch picked up the phone.
"Helo," hesaid.
Nobody. The echo in acave, along tunnd, awell.

"Hello," he said, louder. He had an impression of not hearing himsdf. He had the impression that his
voice was swallowed up by the phone, smothered, stifled.
Without conviction hesad:

"Where are you calling from, what do you want?"

He held the airplane ticket close and leafed through it. The ticket, Paris-Nassau viaNew Y ork and
Miami. One return-trip ticket. Hardy had done things thoroughly. It wasn't atrap. No matter what
happened he could return. And Hardy had come from London just for this. Let's see. Wildenstein had
caled him at ten-thirty, maybe eleven. He had taken the twelve-o'clock plane. At one o'clock hewasin
Paris. At aquarter to two in the office of Jerome Bosch. It was very smple. Helived in aworld where
you jumped from one plane to the other, where one wore apparently sober suits but which in redity were
quite extravagant, shoes made to order, where one was invited to governor's dinners and was to
telephone from the four corners of the globe. | can't let him down before he goes back to London,
thought Jerome Bosch.

It was afirst-class ticket. On the upper |eft-hand corner of the cover was a stamp. V.I.P. And
someone had added Fm. WDS.

Very Important Person. From Wildenstein. Made out by Wildenstein.

Hewasinadate. | can't just tel him: Tomorrow if you like, but not today, | must think it over. HEd
laugh at me. No, he's much too well bred. Hell say Mr. Wildenstein will be sorry, he hopesto seeyou
tomorrow morning. He would bend over and put the ticket, the visa, the fifty pounds, and the letter from
the governor back in his case and then held return to Orly to wait for his plane. What timeisit? Almost
three. In an hour and a half, the plane would take off. Nassau viaNew Y ork and Miami. They had no
intention of |etting the plane wait fifteen minutesjust for him.

"Hello," said Jerome Bosch into the dumb phone. He opened a



20 The Best trom the Rest of the Worm

drawer of hisdesk, the only one that locked. He picked up official papers and found his blue passport,
drew it toward him with one hand and opened it. An old photo of three or four years ago. He was almost
good-looking then, much thinner. He looked alert.

"Hello," he cdled for the last time, and hung up. His hands were damp and trembling. | don't have the
experience for thistype of situation. | don't know what to do. In hisright hand he put the passport, ticket,
visa, thewallet, and the letter. With hisfree hand he opened alarge drawer in his desk and threw in
papers, documents, pens, and the box of clips.

At the end of the corridor, Hardy waswaiting, smiling, not even leaning on thewall, holding the
suitcase noncha antly by the handle with two hands.

Jerome Bosch knocked and pushed open the secretary's door.
"I haveto leavefor afew days, Mrs. Duport,” he said, "thisman
uua.”

"It was an accident, wasn't it?"

She seemed frightened. What must she imagine? he thought. But | can't tell her the truth. | can't say
that in an hour I'll bein the sky on my way to the Bahameas.

"No," he said in asudden hoarse voice. "Not an accident, on the contrary. A... persond affair. I'll be
gonefor afew days. | think it's better to get atemporary helper. To answer the telephone. I'll send you a
postcard.”

Shefinaly decided to smile. "Have anicetrip, Mr. Bosch." He must leave and recover.

"If... if someone calsme, say I'm on vacation. | haven't much time. Thisman... Youll explaindl thisto
the codirector.., dl right?"

"Don't worry. Enjoy your trip, Mr. Bosch."
"Thank you."

In the corridor, Hardy took a cigarette from ared and gold box. He tapped the end against his case,
then dipped the cigarette into his mouth, the lighter from his pocket squirted aflame, he inhaed a puff,
and exhded the smokein athin line amost without opening hislips.

"A cigarette, Mr. Bosch?!
"No, thank you," hesaid. "I... I... smoke apipe.”

Hefdt his pocket, but he knew that his black briar pipe, the one which was splitmitslife would be
short even though he preferred it to his others-wasn't there. He had left it at home this morning.
Moreover, he never took it to the office. He didn't use it except while
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writing or reading in the tranquillity of hisgpartment with dl the lampslit.

"Mr. Wildenstein will be very pleased with your decision, Mr. Bosch. Helll be very happy to seeyou.
He tikes people who know

how to make quick decisions. Timeis so precious, isn't it?' They went down the large stone Stairway.

"Do you haveto let anyone know, Mr. Bosch?' said Hardy. "Y ou
can telephone from the airport."He looked at hiswatch.

"We don't have timeto go to your home, but it doesn't matter. Mr. Wildenstein is about your size. He
has an enormous wardrobe. Y ou can find everything in Nassau. Mr. Wildengtein likesto travel without
baggege”

The pebblesin the courtyard cracked under their steps.

"Y our taxis are so convenient in France, Mr. Bosch. | only have to telephone from London before
leaving and acar iswaiting for me at Orly. Radio-taxis, isn't that so? Our taxis are so out-of-dato in
London. And in New York, it's so difficult to find a driver who will wait for you. It'sanice day, don't you
find it 0?1t rained thismorning in London. It's even better weather in Nassau. But the sky doesn't have
this shading, this soft color. | want to talk to you about your book, Mr. Bosch, but | must admit | haven't
had the timeto read it yet. My knowledge of your language is very incomplete. | hopeit will be trandated
soon. Youll like Mr. Wildenstein. He's aman with alot of persondity, or, asyou would say, ‘character.™

"Well now. Baron," said the driver when they wereingdled in the
back of the car, "wherearewe going?' "To Orly," said Hardy. "By Raspail or by Itdic?’

"Take the Boulevard Saint Germain and the Boulevard Saint Michdl," said Hardy. "'l like so much
going adong the Luxembourg Gardens."
"Asyou like, but it will belonger.”

The sireets were almost deserted. The traffic tights before them turned green dmost asif the driver
had telecommanded them. It only needed, said Jerome Bosch, that the car have atittle flag and asiren.
No, asiren would have destroyed this deep silence. Real power has agreat deal of discretion. No noise,
baggage. Invishility. Only aname used as a passport.

Asthey were going aong L uxembourg, the radio began to ring. It was an old telephone moddl.
Without dowing down, the driver unhooked the phone and hung it at the Side of his head.

"I'mligening,” hesad.
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A voice breathed afew words.
The driver looked in the rear-view mirror. "Are you Bosch?' hesaid. "That'sme," said Jerome Bosch.

"It's not regular, but someone wantsto talk to you. It must beimportant if the Station givesit to you.
Thisisn't atelephone, it'sataxi. Go ahead, take the tube, because they want to talk to you. I've never
seen anything like this. And I've been driving for over twenty years."

Histhroat dry, Jerome Bosch took the apparatus. He was obliged to fold himsalf amost in two on the
seat because the cord was too
short. His chin pressed againgt the worn velveti"Hello," he said.

"Jerome," said thevoice. "Finaly | found you . . . difficult . . . Don't leave, for thelove of heaven.
Theresgoingto be... Dont 0. ." Static. Cracklings.

"Where are you cdling from?' asked lerome Bosch with avoice which he tried to make firm and keep
discrest.

"Why, why, why?" said the voice plaintively, the voice broken, complaining. "From. . . tomorrow . . .
or after . .. don't know

"Why mugint|... 7'

He stopped, thinking that Fred Hardy would hear him. He had come from London just to put him on
the plane.

"Accident,” said the voice. It was nearer than it had ever been.
But it sounded more miserable, more worn for being clearer. "Who'staking?'

"Yyyy... you," said the voice to the only Jerome Bosch. "I have dready..."

"Your voicesoundsso low . . . isn't it?" asked Jerome Bosch abruptly.
"I'msofar.., sofar,” saidthevoice asif explaining.
The car went faster. They rode on the left Sde of the autoroute. An intuition hit Jerome Bosch likea
blow. "Youresick..." he ended.
Hedidn't dare say any more. Not in front of the driver and Hardy.

"No, no, no," said the voice, "not that.., not that . . . worse,
itsterrible. You mustnt... I... I... | wait...""l mustin't what?"

"You mustin't leave," said the voice digtinctly, and immediately it disgppeared asif it had accomplished
alast terrible exhausting effort.

Jerome Bosch remained overwhelmed for amoment, bent forward on the seat. The perspiration
dripped from his forehead. The appara-
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tus dipped from hisfingers, bounced on the cushion, then hung at
the end of theline, hitting the driver'sknee, ringing on themetd. "Isit finished?' said the driver.
"l think s0," said Jerome Bosch, breathless. " So much the better,” he said, hanging up. A jet plane passed
very low overhead.
"Y ou seem nervous, Mr. Bosch," said Hardy.
"It'snothing,” said Bosch, "nothing at all.”

Hethought: | haven't Ieft yet. | can change my mind. Say 1've been caled back. A very important

affar. Leaveit till tomorrow.

"Theair in Nassau will do you aworld of good, Mr. Bosch," said
Hardy. "The agitation of big citiesiswearing on the nerves.” "Depart or arrival?" asked the driver.
"Depart,” said Hardy.

The car stopped beside the sdewak. Jerome Bosch looked in front and saw that the amount
registered on the meter had three digits. Hardy paid. The glass doors opened automatically in front of
them. They kept away from thelinesin front of the booking office and went to the entrance of asmall
discreet office. Jerome Bosch put his hand in hisleft pocket, which contained the passport, ticket, wallet,
visa, and the letter. They took care of the formalities.

"No, not there," said Hardy as Jerome Bosch went toward the large stairway. He conducted himto a
narrow hal. The marble was covered with alarge rug. A door opened without noise.

"Back dready, Mr. Hardy," said the elevator operator.

"Alas, yes" said Hardy. "I can never take advantage of my stay in Paris.”
They were now in the upper hdll.

"Y ou have plenty of timeto buy newspapers, Mr. Bosch, or abook. It's aten-hour flight to Nassau
including the stops. Thereisadirect flight from London, but only once aweek."

| can il refuse, thought Jerome Bosch. Thank him, wait with him for the plane to London, promise to
leave tomorrow. Say | had forgotten something. Through what did he cal me? From where did he call?
Why did he say tomorrow? How could he call me through tomorrow? Tomorrow | wouldn't know more
than today how to telephone acrosstime. Who ishe?

Helet himsdf sink little by little into the atmosphere of the place. Y ou haven't given metimeto fetch a
coat," hesad.

"Usdless, in Nassau, you won't need one. Y ou rather need alight suit. Y ou have the best English
taillorsin Nassau, the best London houses."
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On the other sde of the glasswall, giant planeswaited, immobile, frozen. Othersrolled dowly on
belts. Another warmed its motors at the end of arunway, pushed aheed, refusing to leave the ground,
then suddenly breaking its headway, lifted and rose. | am in an aquarium. Even sounds don't come
through this glass prison. On the other side, above, in the blue sky, freedom begins.

Jerome Bosch let his eyeswander over to ayoung woman printed in two copies. Twins. Exactly the
same. Long honey-colored hair, samefaces, alittle dull but exquisitely fresh. Their legswerelong and
thin. They each carried asmall shoulder-strap bag of red leather. They are either in the movies or models,
thought Jerome Bosch, at bottom surprised not to discern between him and them the thickness of a
window or the impenetrable depth of amovie house, or the photographic varnish of a magazine page.
The story of aman in love with one of the twins, either one; which should he choose, A or B?He
chooses A. Very quickly she shows her nasty character. He understands that he should have married B,
who is swest, affectionate, and who loves himin silence. What should he do? Divorce and marry B. That
would never work. Sheloves her sister too much. He discovers amethod to cdl through time. He
telephones himsdlf the day he makes his decison. Marry B, he cries helplesdy to his undecided past.
What will the past do? And if B should become in time nasty also? Completely idictic, said Jerome
Bosch to himsdif.

"The Berthold sisters,” said Fred Hardy. "They pretend they are Swedish, but in redity they are
Austrian or maybe Y ugodavian. Mr. Wildenstein wanted to use them. But they don't know how to act.
Nothing to be done. Not the least stage presence. Asif one was the reflection of the other and vice
versa. In Hollywood, Jonathan Craig pretends that they have only one shadow for two. They are going to
actinasmdl French film."

"Do you meet the same people dl thetimein the arports, Mr. Hardy?'

"No, but you fal sometimes on well-known persondities. Especialy on the Paris-New York line.
Like asuburban line. London isthe suburb of New Y ork today, Mr. Bosch."

"lsn't it dangerousto travel by plane?' Jerome Bosch said impulsively and naively. He heard the voice:
Accident... accident.

"Certainly, Mr. Bosch," said Hardy, "but less dangerous than traveling by automobile. There are
datistics. | take the plane three times aweek generdly. And Mr. Wildenstein belongsto the millionaires
club. You've heard it talked about. That meansthat he has covered more than amillion milesby plane.
Never asingle accident. Have you ever taken aplane, Mr. Bosch?”'
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"Yes," said Jerome Bosch, suddenly humiliated by his cowardice. "I've been to London two or three
times, and to New Y ork, to Germany, and aso to Nice. But | don't care for the taking off and landing.”

He had adedreto tell how he had seen ahdlicopter burn in Algeriaduring the war. The plane
hestating like alargefly, then dipping, gliding afew feet from the ground, and for an unknown reason
turning over. A sudden light of magnesium. A thick cloud of smoke, no explosion, it only burned, the
srens, thefire engines, ashroud of snow, carbonic suds on aridiculous block lessthan ayard from his
Sde, themotor, al that remained of the helicopter.

"The weather is splendid, Mr. Bosch," said Fred Hardy. "It will be an excdlent flight. Look, your plane
has just been announced.”

Jerome Bosch turned toward the flight panel and read: FLIGHT 713 B.O.A.C. PARIS-NEW
YORK--MIAMI--NASSAU. SALLE 32.

"We have plenty of time," said Hardy. "Redly, you should buy some newspapers, abook, apipe,
tobacco. Or maybe you'd rather think on the plane. Planes are really such quiet places.”

PARIS--LONDON 5 P.M. AIR FRANCE FLIGHT A SALLE 57 FLIGHT B SALLE 58
"Your plane" hesad.

Fred Hardy examined the pand.
"Oh, it'sbeen doubled.”
"Which onewill you take?" Jerome Bosch asked abruptly.

"It doesn't matter,” said Hardy. "If therésno room on A, they'll put me on B. They arrive a the same
time, | think."

But thought Jerome Bosch, If plane B had an accident, wouldn't it be better to take plane A? The
chances, are they mathematicaly equal? How to choose?

"They arecdling you," said Fred Hardy.
"Who, me?'

"The microphone," said Fred Hardy. "Maybeit's Mr. Wildengtein."

He amiled, a cigarette between hisfingers, hisvadise placed on the arm of achair, leaning againgt his
hip, impeccable, elegant.

"Mr. Jerome Bosch is requested to come to the welcoming office,”" said the voice, asexud but
feminine, angelic, too low-pitched, too smooth, too cam.

" Someone wants you on the telephone probably,” said Fred Hardy. "Here. Straight ahead. Do you
want me to buy you newspapers? A pipe? Meerschaum or briar? What do you prefer in tobacco?
Amgerdammer or Dunhill?*

But Jerome Bosch had dready gone, dizzy, stlaggering. Too much
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noise. Too many faces. A complicated itinerary. Where was it? The panels. Welcome.
He held on to the counter asif he were drowning. He understood. An ideaflashed in hismind. Till now
it turned around like afish in abowl. Circular. It cameto him. He believed everything.
"I'm Jerome Bosch," he said to a young woman with asmiling face and agray beret placed across her
head. Her eyes were too big, heavily underlined with black, and her teeth too large, aso.
"I've been cdlled," said Jerome Bosch nervoudy. "I'm Jerome Bosch.”
"Certainly, Mr. Bosch. Aningtant, Mr. Bosch.”
She pushed an invisible button, said something, then listened. " A telephone call, Mr. Bosch. Booth
three. No, not there. On your |eft.”
The door closed automatically after him. Silence. The roar of the planes didn't sound here. He picked
up the phone and without waiting:
"l don't want to leave."
"You're not going to givein now," said thevoice of theleft, firm and resolute.
"The other,” said Jerome Bosch. "Heisn't cdling from your future. He's calling from another future.
Something has happened to him. He took the plane and he had an accident and...”
"Areyou crazy," said thevoice. "Y ou're afraid to take the plane
and you invent anything. | know you well, you know.""Maybe | invent you adso," said Jerome Bosch.
"Ligten," said thevoice, "1 had alot of trouble getting hold of you. | knew you'd hesitate. | don't want
you to give up this opportunity.”
"If | don't leave," said Jerome Bosch, "you won't exist. That'swhy you indst.”
"And then," said the voice, "I'm you, no? I've explained dl thisto you. Ibiza Acapulco. All thetimeto
write. And Barbara. And Barbara. Good God. | shouldn't tell you, but you're going to marry Bar-
bara. Y ou don't want to missthat. Y ou love her.""l don't know her yet," said Jerome Bosch.
"You'll meet her," said the voice. "Shell be crazy about you. Not right away. Ten years, Jerome.
More than ten years of happiness. Shélll act in al your films. Y ou'll be famous, Jerome."
"Givemetimeto think about it," said Jerome Bosch.
"Whet timeisit?'
Helooked at hiswatch.
"Four-ten.”
"Y ou must get on the plane.”
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"But the other voice that phones from | don't know where. It told me not to leave. Another future,
another possibility. He said he called from tomorrow."

"Another future," said the voice, indecisive. "And then, I'm here, no? 1 took the plane and nothing
happened to me. I've taken the plane hundreds of times. | belong to the millionaires club. Y ou know
what that is? And never an accident.”

"The other one has had an accident," said Jerome Bosch stubbornly.

Silence. Cracklings. An abysmal insect devoured the line somewhere on the bottom of the ocean.

"Let'sadmit,” said the voice, "you could run arisk, no? Look at the statistics. There are ninety-nine
chances out of ahundred that you will arrive safely. More than that. Nine hundred...”

"Why should | believe you," asked Jerome Bosch, "and not the other?”

"... chance out of two..."
"Hello," said Jerome Bosch. "I don't hear you.”

"Even if therewasn't," said the voice, which cried and died far away, which spoke from the other side
of apartition of glass, which screamed from the interior of aclosed box, "one chance out of two, you
can't let it drop. Y ou don't want to spend your lifein an office, no?"

"No," said Jerome Bosch feebly.

A tiny voice at theend of theline asif the caler out there was sinking in thefoam, falling in theinfinite
Iabyrinth of telephone wires.

"Hurry up," said aninsect, "you'll missthe plane.”
Click.
"Hdlo, hello," cried Jerome Bosch.

Silence. Dead phone. Helooked at his watch. Four-fourteen. He was one or two minutes dow. Hardy
must be asking what he was doing. I'll missthe plane.
Should | leave? Jerome Bosch asked himsdif.

"It'stime," said Fred Hardy, smiling. "I bought you abriefcase. A meerschaum pipe. Mr. Wildenstein
prefers meerschaum pipes because it's not necessary.., how do you say, de les culotter. Three packages
of tobacco. Le Monde and Le Figaro, the New Y ork Times, Paris-Match, Playboy, and the latest
Fiction. That's the French review where you publish your short stories, isn't it? | bought you atoothbrush.
A flask of whiskey. Chivas. You like Chivas, no, Mr. Bosch? We just havetime. No, not there.”

The policeman smiled, greeted Fred Hardy, and made asign.
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The cusoms officer |t them through.
"Tdl Mr. Wildengtein that everything isdl right in London, Mr.
Bosch. I'll cal him tomorrow. No, Mr. Bosch, here."Loudspeskers diffused soft music.

They advanced into an infinite corridor, limited at the end by alarge mirror which threw back their
images asthey hurried toward it. But they didn't reach it. Fred Hardy took Jerome Bosch's elbow and
turned him a quarter way around and they walked immobile down the lower story on alittle mechanical
escalator.

Thewaiting room was divided into two parts. To theright, aline of people. Jerome Bosch wanted to
join them. But Fred Hardy took him toward the other door. There was amost no onethere. A gray suit
with awesather-beaten face who held in hishand a shiny leather briefcase, and awoman, very tal, very
beautiful, whoselong pae
hair touched her shoulders. She didn't look at anyone. There was one more door to go through.

| don't want to leave, thought Jerome Bosch, pde. I'll pretend I'mill. A forgotten appointment, | have
to get amanuscript. | won't say anything. They can't hold me back. They can't kidnap me.

"Here," said Fred Hardy, handing him the briefcase. "1 hope you have anicetrip. | would have liked to
go with you, but the London office iswaiting for me. Perhaps I'll be in the Bahamas at the end of the
month. | am very happy to have met you, Mr. Bosch.”

The door opened. A hostess entered, smiled, looked over the three
first-class passengers, took their red tickets, and left."Will you please take your placein the bus.”
"Good-bye, Mr. Hardy," said Jerome Bosch, moving away.

Jerome Bosch isamost donein the bus, which carries the firstclass passengers. The busrollsdowly,
following acomplicated itinerary on an enormous surface of smooth cement which doesn't seem to be
ground-lighted. Jerome Bosch fedl s nothing, not even the dight excitement which accompaniesdl his
trips. He thinks that now nobody can reach him by telephone--here he fools himsdlf. He thinks that no
onewill try to influence his conduct because that will not have any importance. The bus stops. Jerome
Bosch gets off the bus, which leavesto get the batch of second-class passengers. He climbsthe mobile
stairway applied to the front of the plane. He hesitates an ingtant on entering the first-class cabin. Helets
himsdlf be conducted to a chair next to a portholein front of the wings. He fastens his security belt under
the hostesss vigilant eye. He hears some noise, the scraping of feet behind him, the second-class
passengers settling down. He sees the hostess go forward toward the pilot's
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cabin and disappear for an ingtant, return, and unhook amicro. He hears her wish everyonewelcomein
three languages and recommend everyone to put out cigarettes and examine their seat belts. A panel
lights up which renewsthese ingtructions. A basket filled with candiesis served to him. He chooses one.
Heknowsthat it fulfillsarite, that these planes are pressurized and that his eardrumswill not suffer even if
he doesn't take the trouble to swallow, and moreover, he will have swallowed the candy even before the
plane hasfinished taking off. The planeralls. It seemsto Jerome Bosch that in the distance, near the
waiting room, standsthe tal, eegant silhouette of Fred Hardy. The plane stops moving. The motors roar
and the universe hurlsitself ahead and throws Jerome Bosch against the back of his seat. Hetriesto look
out the porthole. The plane haseft the ground. A shock. The whedls have been drawn up into their
place.

Jerome Bosch beginsto relax. Nothing happens. He is given a newspaper, thismorning's, and he
opensit to the economic page and his eyesfal on the small weather map. He putsit asde. He opensthe
briefcase, looksinsde and findsthe pipe, examinesit, superior qudity, and suffsand lightsit. Heis
served awhiskey. Heflies over the clouds. He asks himsdlf if ephemerd, tiny civilizations are growing in
the folds of these mountains of fog. He thinks he is beginning to forget the telephone. He triesto imagine
Nassau. He beginsto discover that he has|eft. He takes possession of the cabin. He makes his seat
move. He questions himsdlf on the possibilities of histwo futures. It seemsto him, but heisn't sure, that
the voice from theleft, the firm assured voice, Ibiza, Acapulco, and Barbara, has become more distant,
become less clear, from conversation to conversation, and the other more present. Question of telephone
lines. Heis given something to egt. Heis served champagne. He looks at the hostess, who smiles when
she passes by him. He asks for more champagne. He drinks a coffee. He deeps.

When he wakes up---but what time isit?--the planeisflying over the seain a perfectly clear day.
Jerome Bosch hasn't dreamed or he couldn't remember his dreams. He regrets rather absurdly, in looking
at the sea, not having brought a bathing suit. Mr. Wildenstein certainly has adozen suits. Jerome Bosch
findly understands that the hostessis addressing him. She holds out ablue piece of paper intricately
folded like atelegram. She seems surprised.

"A cdl for you, Mr. Bosch. The operator excuses himsdlf but he could only understand afew words.
Theres gatic dectricity intheair. Hetried to confirm it, but without success.”

He unfolds the paper and reads only one word scratched in pen: Soon...
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Mr. Wildengtein, he thinks. But he can't be sure.

"Please," he said, "please could you find out what the voice was like."

"I'll go see," said the hostess, who disappeared into the pilot's cabin and came back in amoment.

"Mr. Bosch,” she said. "The operator couldn't describe the voice very well. He begs to be excused.
He said it seemed very near, that the communi cation was very powerful and he didn't think, in spite of the
dtatic, that there was any moreto say. He asked for confirmation.”

"Thank you," said Jerome Bosch, as he sees her leave, take up the microphone, take a breath, and
say inasmooth voice:

"A second of attention, if you please, ladies and gentlemen. We are going through a zone of
perturbation. Please fasten your seat belts and put out your cigerettes.”

He doesn't listen anymore. He looks out the porthole at the bottom of the sky, otherwise dear, and
seesthat alittle cloudy spot, most black, istopped by an intense dark bubbling toward which tho plane
precipitates. Black, black, black, asan eye.



Pairpuppets
by Manuel Van Loggem
Trandated from the Dutch by the author

Manuel Van Loggem isaprofessor at a Dutch university. He hasadry, sharp wit, which isreflected
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"It'sthe end of our mutua servicetime," Eric said softly to himself, "and I'm not glad.”

Hewas standing at the window and looking out over the polder far below him. The carefully
calculated disorder of renovated mills and sham farms held less attraction for him than usud. He knew
that he was on the brink of anew period in hislife. Far away, on the lines of the horizon, he saw the
contours of the gigantic machinesthat emitted afaint and incessant humming asthe only evidence of their
otherwise inscrutable activity; they glimmered faintly like aweak imitation of arductant sunset. "Like
secret signals from outerspace invaders,” Eric thought. He shook hishead asif to drive out the
wagpish buzzing of continuous whining thoughtsin hisbrain."Why do | think of diens?'

He once had been on an ingtruction tour of the power stations. He knew that there was no living
creature in the immense rooms where the computers drew their flashing runes on the glass screens. Only
the contented purring of tame nuclear forces could be heard, like asmilein sound. They brought into
movement the innumerable pivots, axles, and junctionsthrough which dl the vital necessities of lifewere
distributed throughout the country.

Eric became conscious of avague sense of fear caused by the sight of the vast expanse filled with
rows of factories cleverly integrated with the artificia landscape. He recovered, however, quickly.

It wasdmost timefor his gppointment with hisgirl friend Tina Her imminent visgt filled him with lugt,
dightly dulled by weak vibrations of an dmost imperceptible boredom. The delights of her body were
known to him to thelast detalls, asif they were the results of a programmed pleasure pattern, punched on
atape and tuned to his carna receptors. "Fixed habits are bad for passion,” he thought. "It reglly seems
to mark the end of our servicetime. | should be glad to get anew partner, but I'm not.”

He had agreed with Tinato perform the mating from behind this evening, with hand-and-mouth
foreplay of half an hour, aswas explained in the third chapter of the Handbook [or Fornication. Eric
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knew that in former timesthe drive for pairing had been discharged in unbridled frenzy without any
training. Much misery had been the result. Now good mating manners were aready taught to children at
the end of their anal phase.

With acertain sadness Eric remembered hisinitia experience after thefirst Sgns of sexua maturity had
manifested themsdlves. Hed had the luck to be assigned to awise, motherly initiator. His delights then
must have equaed the religious thrills of ancient saints as described in books of cultic lore. He
remembered the fever of orgasm when his thoughts had melted away in the heat of passion. His body had
been engulfed by awhite hollowness, giving him the sensation of becoming one with everything that
exiged. He now remained painfully himsdlf in hispolite and skilled mating bouts with Tina

She arrived at the gppointed moment. Eric poured her a glass of wine, ingpecting her carefully while
shewasdrinking, asif it were their first meeting.

She was supple and plump, with dark hair. Her eyes were big, amost black. She had an upturned
nose and awide, full mouth. Her teeth were large, hedlthy, and perfectly shaped. Eric liked women with
an even st of tegth.

Tinaand he were of the same age.

Eric knew that in former times people met in ahaphazard way, fdling in love without system or sense,
according to the laws of chance, playthings of their hormones whims. He aso knew that this kind of
higher madness had resulted in endless conflicts, leading people into the snares of legal matrimony, which
made couples unhappy and children neurotic, and in the end disrupted society asawhole. Tinaand he
had been brought together in the only correct way. Out of dl the people within a certain radius they were
the most suited to each other. The boy's aswell as the girl's conscious and unconscious desires, outer
appearance, intelligence, tastes, and emotiona patterns had been matched by one of the computersin the
polder. This guaranteed amutua understanding in the most fundamental aspects of persondity. Tinawas
theidea mate for him. He raised his glass and drank to her health. She smiled and returned histoast. It
was a perfect preparation for thingsto come. Suddenly Eric felt more bored than he had thought
possible. He undressed her and tried to feign impatient passion, even to make.tearsin her paper one-day
underwear. When they were lying next to each other they started to perform the movements they both
knew from their manua of ingtructions. Simultaneoudy with the deeper excitement, Eric felt the boredom
growing ever stronger.

It was, perhaps, because they'd come to the end of their lovetime.
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For ashort moment he considered marrying Tina, asthe culmination and ending of their probation years.
But they were both till too young for afind domiciliation, too far away from the mid-thirties, usualy st
for marriage. He had to go on with the carefully planned partnerships, at first loose and short, which
would gradudly increase in duration and stability, till, findly, he had reached the stage in which maritd ties
offered the best warrant for lasting harmony.

Y es, hisaffair with Tinawas coming to an end. That might be the reason why she was more exacting
than usud. Eric was aready on the brink of exhaustion, wanting to rest, when Tinawas till pushing on
with unabated lust. He complied with her passion with afedling of bitterness. When shewaslying a his
Sde, panting with obvious satisfaction, his thoughts were dready with the new woman who would be
assigned to him. It worried him that he would again be obliged to take her persona wishes and oddities
into account. There was dways aperiod of mutua adaptation between new mating partners. Sometimes
it was athrilling experience. Now theideauirritated Eric.

Tinagot up from the bed. She dressed dowly with the well-known tired gestures, which were
supposed to indicate that she had been so completdly satisfied that she hardly had the strength to lift her
arms. But there were lines of bitterness around her mouth and she was bregthing fiercely, an obvious
indication to Eric of how much unused energy she had to repress beneath her smulated languor. She,
too, was not happy with the situation. He kissed her when she said goodbye. She pressed hersdlf long
enough againgt him to give theimpression that she had to tear hersalf away, but it didn't last long enough
to convey red atachment.

The next mating companion was more adapted than Tina had been to the weary irony Eric had
devel oped during the last year. She showed much humor. She was subdued and sometimes shy, modest
in her manifest desires, but devel oped afierce sense of domination when Eric had prepared her
extensvely for thefind thrust in bed. Her Signs of satisfaction were overwheming but they didn't give Eric
the elation he would've experienced in aformer period. Her unbridled discharge of lust had an aspect of
caculated exaggeration, so Eric couldn't trust hisown abilities asaskilled lover. Sheleft him after a
week. For thefirgt time Eric learned that even computers could make mistakes. On this occasion the
meatching of the many
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items of information from the two candidates must have been imperfect. He accepted the fact with
resignation but afedling of failure till gnawed at him, adding atouch of disagreeable sharpnessto his
melancholy. Among the persona oddments the young woman had |eft behind was afiercely colored
pamphlet, n GOOD PAIRPUPPET ISA nOV FOREVER, flaming |etters screamed from the cover.
Erie wanted to throw it away with therest. "A pairpuppet,” he thought. "Good for the common people
who prefer to be fobbed off with a custom-made dream, rather than to cope with the circumscribed
pleasures of nature.”

Y et he read on. He now redized that the woman who had left him had preferred the perfections of a
pairpuppet to hislimited abilities. It shocked him. In the circles of the artistic-minded intellectualsto which
he belonged, vulgarity of thiskind wastill now unknown. Pairpuppets were good for people without
imagination. "A pairpuppet istheidea bed companion. The latest issue has been ingtaled with a
thermogtat, which regulates the temperature of the skin according to the degree of excitement. The
moisture of the skin and orifices, together with the movements (adapted to the specia requirements of the
buyer) and the appropriate sound, are built in with aremarkably high degree of authenticity. Our
pairpuppets can only be distinguished from the natural product by their perfect pairing technique.”

There was as0 a scientific report from the National Consumers Organization. Men and women had
paired with the puppets under laboratory conditions. Their complaints had been carefully investigated,
and their ddights had been meticuloudy andyzed by the extremely sengtive instruments placed in the
bodies of the volunteers. Their dreams aso had been anayzed, in order to detect the primevd types of
their desire. Their ideal images were compared with the four standard types of pairpuppets available for
each sex. It appeared that they indeed represented the ideal prototypes. Their subtle powers of
adaptation to the movements of their human pair companions were described as extremely satisfying. The
sounds they produced had been shrewdly composed from the range of cries and groans taped during the
experiments. The disdain with which Eric had at first read the booklet soon gave way to an uneasy
libidind fantaszing.

When he went to deep he had decided to at least have alook in at the showroom.

The dream he dtill remembered the following morning greetly strengthened his decision.

The salesman received him with the smooth eagerness he had expected. In the showroom there were

many people.
"How's business?' Eric asked.
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"We can hardly satisfy the demand.” From the tone of bewilderment in the salesman'svoice Eric could
hear that he meant it. "The use of pairpuppets seems to have suddenly become the fashion. We used to
have clients only from certain circles, but now it seemsthat people in generd are becoming fed up with
people. And if | may say so, Sir, pairpuppets are, indeed, much better. Since the latest'model s have come
out, the experience with a pairpuppet has changed from a coarse pleasure to arefined delight.”

He talked with the pepped-up optimism of adogan manufacturer, but a the same time therewas
much genuine enthusiasmin hisvoice. Eric found it extremely diflicuR to make hischoice. Therewere
four typesin each sex, able to satisfy the most common needs. There were subjugated and domineering
women; cool beauties, who came dowly to their orgiadtic frenzy, and unassuming motherfigureswith
warm bressts that gave a soft refuge for aman's head. For women there were broad-shouldered athletes
and soft childlike types, cruel lovers and tender devotees.

"These basic forms can be ddivered in different Szes and skin color,” the sdlesman explained. "And for
those who are not satisfied with the usua modes of pairing, there are someirregular types, hunchbacks
for ingance. They, of course, are much more expensive, but there's not much demand for them. In
genera, our eight types seem to be satisfactory.”

"l don't find it easy to choose.”

"That's not unusud, sir. But why don't you take the whole range. For variation. That's much chegper,
too. I've aready sold alot of series. Some customers even take the whole set of eight. Asafree gift we
supply abook about group-pairing with unparaleled techniques.”

Eric chose arather big redhead whose desire was swiftly aroused and who gave easily and
abundantly, without requiring along demongtration of carnal skills. He aso let the sdlesman pack asmdl,
shy puppet who came dowly to her climax and exacted much tenderness.

When he came home he carefully locked his gpartment.

He caled hisbest friend, Eberhard, with whom he had maintained a degp understanding ever since
college; though they didn't meet too often. They made an appointment. The first thing Eric saw when he
arrived at hisfriend's home was a couple of switched-off pairpuppetsin acorner of theliving room, a
sign that Eberhard too had taken to the new fashion. Hisfriend had also changed the arrangement of the
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furnishings. His polyester wallswith changing light-scul ptures---cregtive pandls, asthe inventor called
them--had been exchanged for awainscot of rough pinewood. There was amarked smell of resin
around, so strong that it could only have been applied by spraying.

"| likeit asachange," Eric said, when he had downed hisfirst drink.

"A little bit rough. Y ou could even cdl it old-fashioned, if it were
not so unusua that it might now be caled new-fashioned."Eric was astonished.
"Whereve you been dl thetime?’

"Mostly a home. | couldn't think of a better place to be. I've paired alot. Then you don't have such a
strong need to leave your home."

Eric saw that hisfriend wanted to answer. But Eberhard checked his speech.

"And now you're bored?' he asked at last, with such studied non-
chaance that Eric became suspicious."Y es. How d'you know?"'

"It'sthe generd feding. Y ou wouldve known it too, if you hadn't locked yoursdlf up so sdfishly. It's
aready been going on for along time, but when it started nobody had the courage to confesstoit.
People are starting up the old forms of communication again, making appointments with friends;
organizing parties, even talking to strangersin the street. Human beings are funny things. They're never
idfied."

He poured hisvistor and himsdf another drink. "“The common man still wants his pairpuppet,” he
continued. "And, if possible, adifferent type for every season. But among the more sophisticated people
thereisaready amarked resstance. The intelligentsawant to return to nature.”

"The mannerisms of today's tastemakers will become the manners of tomorrow's masses,” Eric said.
"Which meansthat pairpuppets will be out and well have to go back to nature.”

He downed another drink. When he at last took his leave he wasin afloating state of reckless
insouciance. Outsde, the autumn manifested itself in a pungent, spicy scent permeeting the fresh air that
aready had atinge of winter's cold.

Eric had hardly gone afew yardswhen agirl approached him. He looked at her, at first with
amazement, then with pleasure. In the beginning he doubted whether she meant to contact him, but when
he saw that she was |ooking behind her, he knew that she was deliberately trying to attract his attention.
Heturned and followed her. She looked attractive from behind;
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small, dark, with narrow and yet well-shaped legs. Proportionally she couldn't compare with the perfectly
built pairpuppets, but she was aliving cregture, young and probably full of lugt.

Then, suddenly, he understood why she was contacting him so obvioudy and yet without the
professond skill characteristic of the type of women who in former times had roamed the streets for
business. She had done it because he was aliving man and because she probably had developed as
much distaste for her pairpuppets as Eric had for his own perfect lust objects. He followed her. He
became soft with sensuous appetite and soon he had overtaken her. She smiled when he addressed her.
"l assume you wanted meto follow you?'

She was young enough to have preserved the beauty of youth and yet sufficiently advanced in agefor
aripenessin experience. Thiskind of woman attracted Eric most of al.

Shetook him by the hand and pulled him after her. Suddenly hefdl inlove with her. He had been used
to the perfect streamline of delight for too long and now he realized how much genuine love he had
missed. All hisrepressed affection broke out and he became
dizzy from the strong attachment that broke loose within him. "What's your name?'

She didn't answer. She was walking faster and faster, dmost running. Now he could confirm hisfirst
impression that she wasn't beautiful. She had an irregular face, her nose was too long, and her mouth was
too large. When she smiled he saw that her front teeth were crooked. But the combination of irregular
features attracted him more strongly than the smooth principas after which his pairpuppets had been
manufactured. He found it more of a pleasure than a hindrance that her skin was too dark and too coarse
and that there were pigment spots on her forehead. At any rate, she was naturd.

Outside the city she pulled him into adry ditch. They didn't undress. She wasin too much of ahurry.
They mounted each other like adolescents whose immediate lust istoo strong for the more refined
delights of preparatory delay. They paired like animals, swiftly, grosdy, without caring for each other's
needs.

It was an overwhelming experience for Eric, as powerful asthefirst time. In acertain senseit wasthe
first time. Now he knew that pairpuppets had been atransient misconception. In thelong run, only pairing
with an imperfect human being could give true satisfaction.

Ten& fly helooked at the woman lying next to him. She had dosed her eyes. She was breathing softly.
He touched her. She opened her mouth.
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"I'm Elly," she said in awarm and yet businesdike tone. "1 am theimproved version of the pairpuppet.
| am an experimental specimen. Will you be so kind asto give meyour critical remarks with regard to my
behavior. They are being taped and they will be carefully considered. Y ou may leave mewherel am. I'm
ableto return to the factory without assstance.”



The Scythe
by Sandro Sandrelli
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design, land of artistic ingenuity. Somehow this story captures the contradictions that one associates with
the many facets of that country, which exasperates even while it enchants.






A fragrant breeze caressed the grass in the meadow as the dazzling lights of the camp came on under
the blue-black night sky. The grest city, with itstowers of polychrome metd, and its Streets sweeping
skyward in dizzy curves, disappeared into the blackness on the distant horizon .... For thefirst timein
centuries, in thousands upon thousands of years of incessant, pounding rhythm, silence reigned over the
city, and it remained plunged in darkness.

Here and there in the camp, a questioning voice was raised, but even these betrayed a vague sense of
relief. Outsdethe circle of light, the reassuring voice of the commanding officer rang out clearly inthe
night.

"l am respongble!™ announced Coxhaven, jumping nimbly down from the antigravity plate. "I managed
to find the switchboards of the underground power station and have brought al the machinery of the city
to agtanddtill. | think my action meetswith the genera gpprova, no?"

The eyes of dl those present turned once more toward the hushed city, now completely swallowed up
inthe starlesssky. It was slent at last: its frenzied streets no longer ran their incessant course on the
load-bearing rollers; the perpetua careering of the magnetic vehicles was stayed; the traffic lights had
ceased to change for anonexistent crowd.., and the houses were troubled no longer with the incessant
buzzing of the air-conditioning apparatus. The trains had ceased to arrive and depart with chronomeatic
precison ingde theimmense, brightly it tunnels; the illuminated fountains no longer spouted forth their
fanned-out jets; the luminescent writings in the unknown language had stopped flashing on the fagades of
the deserted skyscrapers. In the enormous factories the exterminated machines flanked by their conveyor
beltswere slent; the clatter and throbbing of millions of distributor arms, cutting machines, wire-drawing
machines, pumps, rolling mills, vacuum furnaces, power hammers, cranes, and trucks had ceased. And
the energy-digtributing plants had finally checked the tumultuous spinning of the gigantic dynamos.

The exploration teams, who had reached the planet across inconceivabl e distances of light-years, had
been oppressed for weeks on
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end by the hdlucinating rhythm and incessant activity of the deserted city, marvelous and perfect though it
was. The sky was practically Sarless; the gaaxy was along way off--avery long way off. It could be
seen low down on the horizon, standing out in the night sky like an immense incandescent vortex. This
black planet and its star hung isolated amid boundless abysses of nothingness.

In far-off times, so distant that the dust of these days had become rock, a spaceship from Earth had
reached thislone planet. It had been an immense machine, fully equipped for the first jump to the nebula
of Andromeda. But this perfect spaceship had had a breakdown. The last messages flung acrossthe
subether spoke breathlessy of agravitator that had recrystallized and disintegrated; of two unexpected
explosonsin rgpid successon in the gigantic propulsion chambers; of serious conflagrations, of terror and
of degth ....

Then, the notification of the solitary star; of the planet nearby; of the first phases of the desperate landing
maneuvers--then absolute silence.

Thousands of years of slence. Civil wars had broken out in the galaxy colonized by man. Civilization
hed retrograded at an dlarming rate. Then, emerging phoenixlike from the chaos of immense destruction,
the sparse armies of the devastated planets united peacefully and recommenced the painfully ow
upward march. The forgotten documentation of the lost expedition was rescued from the debris of the
Arcturus X archives. Hundreds of years wereto passin the reconstruction of civilization before an
expedition set off in search of the missing spaceship.

From the persona diary of Commanding Officer Coxhaven: "Today, standard-day 1143 post-Irmelin
[1, wefound the solitary star.., drift, negligible; spectroscopy, normd; surface temperature, eight thousand
absolute; dimensions, average; color, white; fixed star; one planet only, terrestrid type...

"Itisamogt beautiful planet, rich in remains of an unusud civilization which was amost completely
mechanized, but perfectly integrated into the lush natural beauty of the forests and meadows, of oceans
and immense mountain chans..... The enormous cities are marvel ous, bristling with metd towersthat form
beautiful slhouettes againgt the starless sky. At night they glitter with millions of lights and throb
ceasdesdy with the rhythmic beat of innumerable machines and contrivances.....

"A human paradise which the men who survived the catastrophe succeeded in building, supplanting, in
ashort space of time, millions of years of natural development, exploiting the most advanced scientific
and technicd datathat they had brought with them and
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saved from thefire... But in thiswonderful city, with its absolute purity of line, itstowers and machines of
gparkling polychrome (made of athousand new and old metass), thereisno sign of life: the men who built
it have vanished.

"The materias are perfect and incorruptible; the founts of energy are eternd ... We cannot establish,
therefore, how many years or centuries ago it was that the men disappeared .... Everything is new,
perfect, efficiently abandoned it seems but yesterday, no, rather today--just asecond ago ... But thereis
not afootprint, not asign, not the minimum, imperceptible trace of man .... Thelibraries-but are they
libraries?--are empty. There are no tapes, no discs, no film redls, no psychoregistrationsto give usthe
hint of amessage. Thereisnot even asong--not asingle word of the vanished inhabitants of this planet
... Only theilluminated writings on the skyscrapers.., but do they represent alanguage, these writings that
we have been unable to decipher? Or are they nothing more than an abstract design?

"And the innumerable machines what do they produce? Nothing. Their movements arefull of grace
and harmony; their mobile parts resembl e the paws and wings and limbs of very beautiful, strange
animas, and the fixtures and supports are modeled on amost transcendental lines ... But they produce
nothing. There are no storehouses, not even empty ones. Nothing ... Only these perfect machinesin
perpetud motion..."

Again from Coxhaven's persond diary: "The mystery remains unsolved .... The men are becoming
more and moreill at ease as each day passes ... Following their first burst of activity in the search for
some trace--no matter what--of human life, they now wander dazed through the streets of the enormous
city near which we have set up camp .... The metal walls of the skyscrapers, the lights, and the fountains
oppress us. And the machines, especialy the machines. . . They are still very beautiful, still marvelous,
but a hypnotic current seems to emanate from them and is beginning to overwhelm us....

"At last! Today, tandard-day 1197 post-Irmelin 11, old Marescot, rummaging in an underground
aerating tunndl, found, embedded behind a grille, ameta-paged notebook filled with strange designs....
The old fellow began bellowing as though someone had dit histhroat, so much so that we feared he had
met up with some monster or other. When he appeared, running, waving hisarms about, with hishair al
disheveled, we pulled out our fulminators, ready tofire.... Marescot seems to have gone mad. He has
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affirmed that the strange signs engraved on the metal pagesarea
form of writing and has vowed to decipher it ....

"Day 1207 post-Irmein |I. Marescot has quarreled again with the
men inthebiology squad ...  Since he began working on the trans-
lation of the metal pages, he has been extremely bad-tempered ....
Every morning he appearsin the canteen with his eyes redder than
ever and his hands trembling. It seemsthat the book refusesto be
trandated and Marescot's naturaly pessmistic character is deterio-
raing....

"Today, day 1217 post-Irmdlin 11, Marescot has quarreled with

the men of the mechanicssquad ....  He had asked for too much
energy for his probabilistic computer and was refused it. He made aterrible scene ...

"This afternoon, a disconcerting discovery had made us momentarily forget Marescot's tantrums.
Migtrd and Guglielminet, out on an exploratory expedition in the direction of the southwest mountain
chain, climbed asfar asthe tableland: avast, dmost completely smooth expanse of rock, swept by winds
and scorched by the sun. On thisimmense terrace they found heaps of whitened powder, riddlied with
myriads of metal objects; some corroded, others till glittering .... The chemistry and biology squads are
at work onthe

samples brought down by Mistra, while Gugliedminet and the me-

chanics squad are busily engaged in photographing the rock terrace

and its gruesome contents from every angle....  Marescot had de-

clared that on our returnto Irmdin 11, he will give adetailed report
to the Galactic authorities and have al our space licenses with-
drawn ....

"Day 1221 post-Irmelin II. The mystery deegpens.... Theanay-

ssof the white powder cemented together with the metal fragments has been discovered to be very
smilar to that of human bones-taking into account that it is presumably many centuries old and has been
permanently exposed to the inclemency of the weeather and changes of temperature. Guggenheim, in
charge of the chemists squad, has affirmed that it is nothing short of amiraclethat the residue has
aurvived .... Isit possible that thisdust isal that remains

of the prodigious builders of these fantagtic cities? And what do the

metal fragments represent? There are billions of them. Our me-

chanics squad is going mad in the attempt to extract some concrete

evidence from the chaos of thetableland ...

"Day 1230 post-Irmelin I1. The mystery deepens till further ...

| have led the air squadrons on a much more intensive exploration of

the whole planet. We have sounded the bottom of al the oceanswith

trandfer-radar. We found nothing ....  We have cataloged practi-
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cdly dl the cities of the planet. There are ahundred and fifteen of them, al immense, dl practicaly
identical evenintheir indefinable diversity. All their machines, vehicles, streets, and trains are incessantly
on the march in the service of the vanished humanity ...
Closeto every city, we have discovered aterrace of rock covered with still more heagps of bleached
powder mixed with countless metal fragments ... Our technicians are dowly going out of their minds!

"Day 1231 post-Irméin |1. Marescot has been shut in histent for over aweek now ... Roars of anger
greet anyone who dares go near him ... Thisevening, in animmense underground chamber, | &t last
discovered the switchboards that control al the mechanisms of thecity .... It took agreat dedl of effort
on the part of the Militis Kombinat and mysdlf to interpret them correctly. In the end, Kombinat found the
fight levers and we lowered them. For thefirst time in centuries--perhaps in thousands of
years---complete silence and obscurity has descended on the city.”

Marescot knew that now the success of the expedition depended on him aone. He was perfectly
aware that Coxhaven had doubts about its outcome. Would it have served some practical purpose? The
reasons for this costly undertaking were quite plain. There had been no wars on the planet of the solitary
star (or at least one hoped not), and probably the survivors of the catastrophe (if there had been
any--and the marvel ous cities scattered about the planet clearly demongtrated it a posteriori) hadn't had
to laborioudy recongtruct an entire civilization from nothing after thousands of years of insane battles and
foolish destruction. Moreover, the whole of humanity, scattered on hundreds of thousands of planets,
was hoping to rediscover the lost secret of longevity .... Today, men were born, matured, and died in the
brief span of forty Earth years .... He himsdf, "old" Marescot, wasthirty-nine..... But the men of thelost
gpaceship had lived at least three hundred years ... Thiswas what the Coxhaven expedition was
searching for across infinite space, and they had still not succeeded in finding it.

Marescot was swegting profusaly, driving himsdaf mad trying to interpret the hieroglyphics engraved on
the numerous metd pages. Intheir illusory regularity they defied every comparison, every measure-
ment, every possble set of combinations....  Centuries upon cen-
turies of isolation can result in the most paradoxica distortions of
language, in its concepts aswell asinitsforma structures. Marescot
was nearing the end of his resources and his humor was getting
blacker and blacker ....
until...
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Until it occurred to him to illuminate the script with a polarized
lamp. And suddenly, miraculoudly, in theinterplay of subtle interferences, the charactersengraved in the
metal took on wonderful hues, reinvesting the cipher language of the vanished man with a second
chromatic cipher. Whilethis greatly complicated the possible combinations, it enabled Marescat, ina
marvelous flash of intuition (and after another deepless night), to grasp the key of the unknown message.

Feverishly, in astate of growing exatation, he trandated pages and pages of the metal book into the
corresponding intergal actic aphabet. He did not preoccupy himsdf at this point about establishing
precisaly al the phonetic and conceptual parameters....

In acouple of hours he had completed the first stage. Then he proceeded to the second, which was
eas er dthough more laborious. Hefilled out an incredible number of metalplastic cards and fed them into
his probabiligtic computer, which, winking itstiny lights, set itself in rhythmic rustling motion. Theliterary
trandation of the ancient message began to emerge on along strip of paper from the belly of the
computer. At last Marescot held the whole thing complete in histrembling hands.

Finally, with the magnetic tapes and the automatic reproducers of the equivaent intergal actic language
assembled in front of him, Marescot set to work. His eyes sparkled and the perspiration poured down
hisface as he rendered an absolutdly exact trandation of the message contained in the metal pagesin
such away asto be clearly understood by everyone. It was not an easy undertaking, and Marescot was
busy with it the whole night. But at the first light ot dawn he had completed what was bound to be hislast
masterpiece before the Coxhaven expedition fled terrorized from the terrible solitary planet.

The morning after, Marescot mingled once more with the other men in the canteen. His companions,
thinking that he was surrendering because of hunger, nudged one another and grinned. The days had
followed one another without incident. The investigations had once more reached astandstill. The
countless meta fragments found on the plateau had been collected and listed. They were plainly parts of
meachines, of complicated mechanica contrivances; disturbing fragments of worked meta to which only
one description could be given: they were BV. AUTIFUL, of a strange enigmatic beauty; emanations, it
seemed, of amuch greater, much moreillusive beauty. For days and days technicians and biologists had
exhausted themsalves attempting to reconstruct the devices of which the fragments formed apart, but in
van.
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Marescot finaly became aware of the sniggering of his companions. Heraised his head and gave them
the benefit of an unusudly bruta epithet, drawn from the depths of his consderablelinguistic Sore,
collected from al over the gdaxy. Thiswasjust what the men were waiting for.

"Mad Marescot is having another of his convulsons? exclaimed Dillinger, afarish man, grinning over
the top of hismesstin. "Marescot learned to speak from amacao? chimed in Ben Burek with aleer. This
was avery old joke referring to the fact that Marescot had been born on Earth. And Bolinsk added:
"Give aboiled potato to Marescot so that he can have achat!" And they dl rolled about the grass,
convulsed with mirth, like the Smple soulsthey were. Marescot, his mouth full, mumbled something
indigtinctly, swallowed with difficulty, turned purple, and had to take long drafts of water from the flask
that Coxhaven had quickly extended to him. At last he shrieked in hisfalsetto voice:

"Y ou worthlesswretches. Y ou don't deserve to be here on thiswonderful planet among the remains of
such afantastic civilization! . . . Y ou are miserable worms, whaose horrible braying can be heard in the
nebulaof Andromedal™ Unaware of the zoologica confusion his anger had provoked, Marescot drew
theill-famed, meta paged notebook from his pocket and said with atriumphant air:

"While your inane efforts only go to show your pitiful inadequacy, | have at last succeeded in
deciphering these pages, and | tell you that only amember of avery highly evolved civilization, only a
sublimely spiritua and enlightened person with abrilliant grasp of dectronics, could have written these
words."

"What?' exclamed Cox_haven, who was having lunch aong with hismen. "Y ou mean to say that you
have deciphered the language of the inhabitants of this planet and you haven't let me know?"

Everybody, technicians and military men, grinned: at last someone was going to put old Marescot in his
place! ... Abouttime! ... But old Marescot had unsuspected reserves of energy. He shrieked once
more

"| wanted to trand ate the whole thing from the first to the last word! . . . | am certain, absolutely
certain, that if | had given the news prematurely, my work would have been crimindly interfered with! |
know only too well"--his eyes swept contemptuoudy around the room--"the stupid, importunate curiosity
and the maliciousness of these men, who ought to be the finest squad of experts of the whole Webbe
Quadrant. But when we return to Earth I'll make my voice heard and then ..." A half-empty food
container flew through the air and missed Marescot's head by a hairsboreadth. The
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latter turned vermilion. But Coxhaven's decigve intervention broke

up the argument:

"Binder, you are under arrest!" The spaceman who had flung the

box rose up muttering and souched away to the spaceship. "And

you. . ." Coxhaven commanded Marescot, "read us dl that you

have managed to decipher, by Vigan! . . . | can hardly believe my

ears Here we are after months and months of eating our hearts out

in an atempt to discover something and you st back and take it

easy?

It was Marescot's hour of triumph. Heroseto hisfeet, his contact

lenses sparkling with inexpressible satisfaction, looked around, and

began to read. And astrange thing happened: the light of the star

shone brightly in the early morning light; the sky waslimpid and

blue; the towers of the sllent city stood out black against the white

clouds, which were just be~nning to break up on the distant horizon.

A subtle and evocative spell descended on the spirit of everyone pres-

ent. Marescot's voice rang out and seemed to fill the whole of Space:

"O supreme Lord of infinite, starless Space, O supreme Lord, hear

us. Y ou who have given uslife and, through the music of your stedl

heart, the joy of everything and of nothing, hear us.... Wehave

raised up marvelous towers againgt the dark sky in your name; we have built thousands of arms, and
thousands of voicesthat Sng your perpetud glory .... We exist for amoment, for but asingle ingtant,
O Lord; but you areinfinite and in you all the beauty and harmony

of theuniverse unite.....

"The citiesare templesto your glory, and your nameisrepeated a

million times over therein, filling the emptiness of Space.... We

camefrom nothing, O Lord, driven by anirresstible force, and in the night of timewe set foot in this
distant land to create your kingdom. Here, on the threshold of the abysses of the void, your immorta
kingdom began .... The harmony and beauty, O Lord, are your own ineffable images, in your eternd life
... Thetiny, miserable yet lofty intellect of man; master, yet most abject dave; perfect but unworthy
congiructor; and most passionate lover, annihilates himsalf in supremejoy ...

"O Lord, supreme Lord of theinfinite arms and voices. Y ou have enriched our solitude with songs,
srength, and supreme eoquence, O Lord of infinite beauty and blessings, who has sustained usin this
long arduous climb. O Lord, who will continueto live on, marvelous and i~finite, athousand million years
after our death. Grant us, O Lord, for whom we have raised countless powerful and gloriousimages
toward the sky, and into the shadowy depths of the solitary
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planet; grant that we, O Lord, may savor in one morta and supreme moment the joy of eternity ...

"Lord, Lord of incorruptible meta, of the thousand rhythmic voices, and of the thousand resplendent
colors. Lord of flame and ice, in whose stupendous body flow athousand rivers of tumultuous, irresistible
energy and incorruptible, universd life. Lord, unique yet multiple, immobile yet vibrant in the counfiess
harmonies of the Cosmos, concede to us, O Lord; we beg you with gifts, with sacrifices, with music, and
with endless hymns and lamentations; grant to us, supreme, most beautiful, infinite Lord, the extreme joy
of annihilating oursdvesin Thee.....

"Lord, Lord of the incorruptible adamantine metd, supreme and infinite Lord; Lord of unquenchable
fire, of everlasting miraculous flames; Lord of theincandescent lights; Lord of the Universe, of obscurity
and of infinitelight; O ineffable Master, indescribable and eterna; O Lord of inexhaudtible and sublime
perfection, answer usfrom your hundred and fifteen dtars; turn your benevolent gaze upon us; lay your
hand on our heads and grant to usin thisthe last moment of our peculiar and imperfect existence the most
supreme and inexpressible joy of annihilating ourselvesin Thee, forever ... "

"What doesit dl mean?' asked Coxhaven, coming to himsdlf with astart.

The men looked a one another in bewilderment. A subtle emanation hung in the air. Marescot began
to speak againin amore norma tone: "That'sdl," he said. "The other pages of the metal book just repeat
the samethings, merdly switching thefirst lines.... "

"But what doesit al mean?' repested Coxhaven. "Thisplaintive litany istrying to tell us something..,
something.”

"1 don't think we'll ever understand what it means,” said Marescot, "'not until we succeed in
reassembling the mysterious hegps of fashioned meta that we found on the tableland.”

"But it can't be done!" wailed Bolinsk. "We have been driving oursaves insane for weeks and weeks
inour effortsto piece them together.”

"For the smple reason, my poor Bolinsk," said Marescot, putting the finishing touch to his moment of
triumph, "that, without exception, al the members of the mechanics squad areimbeciles?

Day 1300 post-Irmdlin 11. A fragrant breeze again caressed the grass of the meadow as the dazzling
lights of the camp cameon
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under the blue-black night sky. The greet city, with itstowers of polychrome metd, and its streets
sweeping skyward in dizzy curves, disappeared once more into the blackness on the distant horizon ....
For thefirg time in centuries, in thousands upon thou-

sands of years of incessant, pounding rhythm, silence reigned over

the city, and it remained plunged in darkness.

Here and there in the camp, questioning voicestrembled with a

vague, dmost mydtical terror. The voice of Marescot rang out dearly

inthe night, echoed by that of Coxhaven. Then sllence enveloped the

camp once more.

The gold and silver interlacing of the marvelous machine glittered

amogt supernauraly in the glare of the spotlights. The ddlicate,

graceful machine was aso, in fact, an admirable piece of absiract

sculpture. Besideit the finest masterpieces of the most acclaimed art-

ists of the whole galaxy seemed as nothing. Pikash to Passereaunu,
Déllerpontosh to Von Edmendgard, even Contakty's most sublimely
ddicatefilagreed congtructions paled in comparison to this marvel-

ous machine of the solitary planet. It was avision of extreme

strength and delicacy whose emanations penetrated subtly and irrev-
ocably into the human spirit so that man felt ingtinctively compelled

to love and adoreit.

To redize such acongruction, such an infinitely delicate miracle,

whole generations of scientigts, technicians, and philosophers must

have given the best of themsdves, didtilling from ther intellects

whole universes of sublime concepts and proportions. Thismarve-

ous machine was an indisputed masterpiece, not only of the solitary

planet but of the whole history of countless man-made civilizations

flung in fantastic flights across space and time. In it, matter had be-
comeliving, intelligent, and reasoning; had attained the utmost pesk

of its creative possihilities; had reached dizzy, inconceivable heights,
flinging abridge toward other limitless dimensons....

The fascinating words of the laborioudy trandated book re-

sounded vividly and meaningfully in the minds of everyone. And it

was clear, in fact, that such a machine, emanation of thousands upon
thousands of years of wisdom, couldn't not be raised to the rank of a

god as soon asit was created. And, in auniversal and supreme god,

infact: "thetiny, miserable, yet extremely lofty intellect of man;

master, yet most abject dave; perfect constructor, even though un-

worthy; and passionate lover, joyfully annihilates himsdif .... "An-
nihilates himself? These obscure words were becoming clear now: no one would ever have known how
to cease contemplating thismarvel oudy beautiful machine, annihilating hisown intdlect in limitless
contemplation .... But even in these last moments Marescot erred.
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A perfect, universa philosophy, distilled from thousands of years of wisdom and knowledge, had led the
scholars of the vanished race far beyond this annihilation of their egosin the sweet, blessed bondage of
the machine.

With an dmost spellbound gesture, Marescot raised his fight hand and grasped a gently curved lever
that glittered with Slvery reflections at the base of the marvel ous machine. He pulled it toward himsdlf,
preparing for new, unimaginable pleasures of the spirit ...

And the machine moved. The supremely beautiful, marvel ous piece of mechanism sprang into life. It
vibrated with growing fervor, and at last it became clear that it would infallibly destroy itsdlf. But, just at
the last moment, with amovement of indescribable harmony, it extracted from the upper part of its
shining body adim and beautifully proportioned arm, which terminated in a sharpened scythe. With an
elegant, mercuria gesture it descended on Marescot's neck and, with astedlthy click, cut off his head.
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Space makesthe word "size' meaningless; you can't tell the difference between something smdl and
close and something large but far away. For this reason, the starship Cdigari might have been confused
with aclugter of drifting grapes, bluish-red and shining.

But each of the grapesin the cluster measured over thirty metersin diameter, and the stalks connecting
them were corridors and cables.

Thin veils shimmered dl around the starshit>--like the shimmer drawn across the stars by the hydrogen
fogin BerenicesHair.

But the veilswere sails of gossamer metal fabric---more than a hundred square kilometers spread out
around the starship. The sails caught the wind created by light from distant suns, and, borne on waves of
light, the starship crossed the Milky Way.

The Cdigari was onitsway from the star LM Monocerosto 16 Corona Boredlis. The journey was
expected to take more than ninety years. The starship had a crew of twelve men and women, lying frozen
in cabinets. Ther bodily functions were suspended; they would not age during the journey. When the god
had been reached, they would awaken asif after agood night's deep. Measured in ordinary human
years, they had already lived severa centuries by thetime the Caligari set its course for Corona Boredlis.

Human beings had reached the stars and scattered their civilization among them. Civilization requires
communi cation--those who settied on anew planet wanted to maintain contact with their home planet.
But naturd laws reign more strictly than any regent. Even though spaceshi ps could span the distance
between the stars, they could not exceed the speed of light. It was more than thirty lightyears between
LM Monoceros and 16 Corona Boredis, and even aradio message would take the same number of
yearsto travel from one star to the other.

Starshipslike the Caligari connected the inhabited planets with cords of information: science, literature,
and art. Itwasseldom a
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question of any actud trade: it was avoluntary exchange of information, an attempt to maintain the
shadow of acommon culture. Sowly the ships sailed from star to star; when the Caligari reached her
destination, the people who had loaded the starship would aready be dead.

The start of thejourney had gone according to plan: the Caligart'sion drive had pulled the ship clear of
the planetary system around LM Monoceros, the sails had billowed out, the space travelers had seded
themselvesin their cold cabinets, the computer had assumed control of the ship--the long journey had
begun.

But shortly before the hafway point there was an accident: the thin meta sailswere dashed, and the
cluster of grapeswas shaken by an invisible hand. The grapes which together made up the starship
Cdigari wereripped gpart and flung amlesdy through space.

Inside the grape in which the crew lay frozen, the computer's disaster program took over. Information
about the nearest stars was anayzed. The computer weighed the probabilities and selected allittle white
sun asthe most likely center of aplanetary system. It activated the emergency engine built into the grape,
and the dumbering crew set its course toward the nameless Sar.

Two years later the computer confirmed that one of the planets circling the star was habitable. When
the space travelers thawed out a short while later and climbed out of their cabinets, the computer was

aready preparing to land.
[l

The bluish-red grape that had once been part of the starship Caligari was not built to land on any
planet. But its designers had redlized that this might be necessary in an emergency. So the grape was not
completely crushed againgt the surface of the planet it just split, tearing itself open on the ground.

The twelve space travelers got up from their padded accel eration couches. The control room wasin
the middle of the grape, protected by shock absorbers. They had been able to watch through huge video
screens during the landing, and the computer had given them informarion about the planet by digita
readout asit completed its measurements.

Now the screens were dark. The computer was no longer functioning. But before it was crushed, the
computer had informed the crew that the planet's gravity was approximately 0.8 of Earth normal and that
the atmosphere maintained a temperature of |ess than thirty degrees below zero centigrade, but was
breethable.
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The space travelers were aready dressed in protective suits. Now they closed the glass platesin front
of their facesto protect themsalves from the cold that was dready cregping into the room, waiting for
Blancheur to take theinitiative. There was no captain or officid leader anong them the space travelers
had been trained to transmit knowledge, not to survive crash landings. But they had sdected Blancheur in
advance asthe leader if acriss made it necessary.

Blancheur opened the door of the control room. The corridor was twisted, ending in a gash. Followed
by the others, Blancheur climbed through ruins of metd and plastic. A piece of the hull had falen so that it
formed anatura ramp down to the ground. The space travelers gathered in atight clump of
chrome-yellow spacesuits outside the wreck, asif the knowledge of the cold in the air made it necessary
to huddle together to keep warm.

It was daylight. The nameless star which was the planet's sun was awhite peain the western sky. It
was too wesk to cregte full daylight; the stars were shining dong with it againgt ablack sky.

The ground was covered with snow asfar asthey could see. Hard white snow--so hard that their
boots hardly made amark init. They looked out across alandscape where the snow was shaped by the
wind into knife-sharp ridges, steep escarpments, and soft, lazy dopes. The shadows created contrastsin
gray and black which accentuated the topography.

The spaceship had plowed along furrow in the hard snow and finally stopped on top of asort of
ridge, with snow broken up in chunks before it. Even though the ship had been torn open by the collision
with the hill; it still towered high above the nearest snowdrifts--as though a reddish-blue croquet bal had
been mistakenly hit across alawn in the middle of winter and had broken the crust on top of a snowbank.

They had afairly good view across the black and white landscape. A seaof hardened toothpaste as
far asthey could see; above it ablack sky with afeeble sun, asun shining like amoon. Behind them, a
piece of the starship Caligari--painted a brutal bluish-red. And themsdlves: chrome-yellow, dmost
luminescent figures.

Blancheur turned and walked back to the spaceship. He had not said aword to the others. But they
were trained in communicating information, and his sllence was e oquent.

One of the space travelers, Welss, had bad an accident aboard a starship ten (subjective) years ago.
Something went wrong with the
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cabinet that was keeping him alive between the stars. When he woke up, both legs were gone.

Asaninvaid hewas bound even more inseparably to space. When the Caligari reached an inhabited
planet and went into orbit around it, the others went down to the planet and stayed there for months,
often years, while the starship's cargo of information was transmitted and new information was gathered.
But Weiss stayed on board. The weightlessness of freefal diminated his disability better than any artificia
limb could. He could pull himsalf dong with hisarms, kick off with his short leg-stumps, and fly like abird
ingde and outside the starship. Eventuadly he had become a master at maneuvering in aweightless
condition--it was pointlessto speak of Weiss as disabled aboard the Caligari.

So for Weiss the shipwreck aso meant that he was again an invalid who could not move under his
own power. But his spacesuit could be easily hooked up to awheelchair. The wheels would not replace
hislegs, but Weisswould be able to take part in the salvage operations.

The space travelerswere alittle astonished to discover that after the disaster was over and thefirst
shock had passed, the dramatoo was gone. Laborious routine was dl that remained: emergency rations
had to be dug out of crushed containers, auxiliary machinery had to be located and repaired. A radio
beacon was erected and activated-but they knew that the distress signal's sent out by it would be
answered by arescue expedition only after severa decades.

They suppressad the thought of how they would survive that long, and concentrated on the more
short-range salvage work. But the six female space travelers got anew ook in their eyes when they
gazed out over the white, snowy landscape, which now was apicture of their own future: white like
photographic paper, with themsalveslike drops of developing solution.

The whedl chair was rigged up for Weiss with improvised belts and whedls and did service as a sort of
one-man snow tractor. Weiss worked mostly on retrieving objects that had been flung agreat distahoein
the collision; he dragged them on a ded made of bent metal plates. The ded often had to be pushed by
two or three of the others, heavy and clumsy as chrome-yellow polar bearsin their spacesuiits.

After two weeks they had gotten the wreck in order. They had repaired two generators, and there
was enough fuel to heat the control room. They had aso found enough food to last two or three years.

But the situation was till criticd. This became evident when the savage operation was over and
Blancheur had to rely on hisingenuity to think up new assgnments. Only the control room main-
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rained anything approaching normal room temperature. The space travelers had to pursue their private
fives outsde in the cold among the remains of the wreck or the snowdrifts. Minor quarrels arose which
soon developed into serious conflicts. Two of the space travelerstook sick, only afew days apart. The
symptoms were reminiscent of influenzaor pneumonia They hed tittle medicine, for only remains of the
well-stocked container of medica supplies had been found. Blancheur shook hishead and said it was
amost incomprehens ble that they had taken sick--the space travel ers themsel ves were bacteria-free, and
an uninhabited planet should have neither bacterianor virusesthat attacked human beings.

A short while later, the two that had gotten sick died. A third got glassy-eyed and feverish.

A\

Weiss was now using most of the moonlit daysto explore the terrain around the ship. The wheelchair
was driven by aminiature reactor which aso heated his spacesuit. Weiss was thus the one who could
move around most easily outside the wreck.

Actudly, it was afutile task to explore the surroundings. It was al one single plain of snow, broken
only by drifts and the shadows in between them. A landscapein black and white, where even the gray
tones were avarigion.

One morning three months after the shipwreck, Weiss reached the crest of a snowdrift about four
kilometersfrom the wreck. The drift was unusudly high and shaped like along, gently doping hill which
ended in an overhanging cliff acouple of hundred meters above asnow valley. Weissrolled dowly up to
thetop, afraid of starting an avalanche---even though he had yet to see the eterna snowdriftsloosen.

He stopped, looked out over the frozen landscape--and discovered something moving across the
drifts between him and the Cdigari.

A sort of ship was sailing across the snow. The hull was small and black, the sails big and white---they
billowed in the steedy wind, which Weiss himself shut out with his spacesuit. He could count three figures
on board; one of them was haf-standing aft in the snow ship, leaning on something that must be thetiller.

The ship cruised a agood clip up adong adrift, came about, and did out of Sght down into asnow
valey. Severd minutes later it gppeared again on itsway up the next dope.
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The news that the planet was inhabited was encouraging to the space travelers. Of coursethey werea
little surprised that the computer had not known about the colonization but they, more than anyone, were
aware of how much information was |ost between the stars.

Blancheur talked with the others, and lookouts were posted on the snow peaks around the Caligari.
The spaceship's bright color wasin itsdf the best distress sgnd they could have given in thislandscape of
white and black; Weiss had actually been amazed that the crew of the snow ship had not noticed the
bluish-red hull which lay so conspicuoudy atop adrift.

Not more than four days passed before one of the lookouts saw snow ships again. Thistime it was
three boats of alittle different size, which came sweeping through avalley about five hundred metersfrom
the lookout. He had pushed up his faceplate and shouted, but it seemed asif the sailors had not heard
him. Then hefired asgnd flare--ared tiare that floated dowly down over the valey. But the flare did not
arouse any attention on board. The ships held their course, hissed across the snow, and were gone. The
gpaceman who had discovered them was dready hdfway down into the valey-clearly visblein his
chrome-yelow suit when they disappeared.

Weiss went off with two othersto the place where the ships had been seen. They inspected the
bottom of the valley more closaly and discovered the distinct tracks of runners. And tracks were made
by far more than three boats. They guessed that this must be akind of shipping lane for snow ships, and
posted extralookoutsin the valley. Weisswas one of them.

But they had to wait for amost two weeks before the next snow ship appeared. And thistime it was
just alittle one-man boat--a snow dinghy, so to speak with alarge spread of canvas. It came whining into
the valey, cutting up along onesidein an arc asit put about. Weiss was not more than afew metersfrom
the man in the boat, and thought that he met his glance: black eyesin awhite face. It wasimpossible to
see much more than his eyes and the upper part of his cheekbone; the rest was hidden by thick fur and a
scarf wound around his mouth. But even though the stranger could not have hel ped seeing Welss, not
even atwitch around hiseyes or ajerk of hisbody signaled that he had noticed the space traveler in the
whedlchair.

Weiss sarted hiswhedlchair with ajolt and tried to follow the snow dinghy. But it was going much
too fast and soon vanished out of sight among the white dopes and black shadows.
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V

The optimism that the shipwrecked space travelers had felt when they discovered the snow shipsfor
thefirst time soon turned into afeeling of impotence. They continued to try to contact the ships, but
without success. It was asif the sailors were blind both to people waving and to signa flares-yet nothing
seemed to be wrong with their eyesight otherwise. The space travelers could have understood it if they
and the wreck of the Cdigari were spreading terror and if the inhabitants were fleeing head over hedls
from something they could not explain. There had been many examples of people who themsalves had
once cometo aplanet in astarship; yet after afew generations had forgotten their own origin.

The space travelers were spared new fatdities, but more of them had come down with influenzaand
were getting weaker day by day. Theillnesswasadrain on their collective strength and reduced their
chances of surviva. As Blancheur saw it, it was no longer amystery where the virus came from. And
their only salvation, aswell, lay with the source of the infection, the planet'sinhabitants.

Blancheur laid out a plan which won grudging support. An expedition wasto try to follow the tracks of
the snow ships back to the harbor they had started from. The expedition would consist of Weiss and two
others. Weisss whed chair would pull aded with provisons and equipment, and the two otherswould
hang on to the ded whenever possble.

Two days later the expedition set off from the wreck of the Caligari. A female space traveler, Gwyn,
went aong with Weiss and Blancheur. Weisswasin the lead, like amotorized husky, heated and
powered by the wheel chair. Behind him was dung the improvised ded, and Blancheur and Gwyn curled
up amid the equipment. Their spaeesuits protected them from the cold and the wind, but needles of ice
penetrated occasiondly, reminding them of the temperature outsde.

It was astrange journey through alandscape that was aways shifting but never changed. White,
amost luminescent snowdrifts mounted up and sank again into valeys, the pae sun folded long shadows
of black felt in between dl thewhite. At the end of thefirst day they were hypnotized by the unredity
around them.

At night they dug into one of the drifts, cutting out a narrow cave with a power saw intended for quite
different tasks. They lit afuel
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burner insde the cave and spent awanner and more comfortable
night than they had dared hope for.Four days passed thisway.

When they had come about a kilometer from their overnight cave on the fifth day, Gwyn shouted in
surprise to the others. When they turned around, they saw that behind them in front of the cave they had
just left--a snow ship had anchored, and two or three figures were moving at the entrance to the cave.

Weissturned all theway around and rolled his chair back toward the cave.

When they were a couple of hundred meters away, the space travelers shouted to the strangers. The
strangers glanced up uneasily and looked dl around, but then continued investigating the area around the
cave.

They could hear the strangers talking to one another but could not understand the language--not that
they had expected to. Gwyn ran up to one of the strangers and grabbed hold of hisarm, shouting at the
sametime. The two others turned toward the sound, and the stranger yanked his arm back and stared
behind him, terrified. Blancheur came up and cautioudy touched one of the others. This oneflailed about
violently, floundering in terror toward the snow ship, which lay quietly with sailsflapping. When Gwyn
realized they wanted to escape, she became dmost hysterical and clung to the stranger's fur. He danced
around, yeling, as he thrashed at the arms clutching him. He climbed hafway up into the ship, shouting to
his comrade on board, who came to his aid with pointed poles of some kind of bone or wood. A spear
caught Gwyn in the throat; shelost her grip and dropped to the ground. Blancheur caught her, but she
collapsed in his arms and dumped to the ground. The snow was red under her. Asthe snow ship
vanished from the valey, with its crew scared out of their wits, Gwyn was aready dead.

Weiss had been bound to his spectator seet in the whedlchair during the scuffle. Hisfeding of unredity
had been intengfied. For along, dizzy moment he doubted his own existence--were he and the other
gpace travelers only ghosts, private nightmares without form or substance? But Gwyn's deeth destroyed
al doubt in him. Only the hel plessness remained, the helplessness that a stranger can fed in acountry
where he doesn't know the word for "help.”

Vi

Weiss and Blancheur were done in the soft labyrinth of snowdrifts and snowbanks. Asthe shock of
Gwyn's death gradually passed, the
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feding of unredlity returned: it was asif they werelocked in a prison of gelatin--transparent, but hermetic;
soft, but impenetrable. Forced together by the white, flat landscape and the incomprehensible reactions
of the sailors, Weiss and Blancheur grew closer to each other. They needed to touch each other, to have
long talks together-needed dl the reassurance that they could give each other of their own existence.

After Sx daysthe landscape changed. At first they didn't noticeit, because the mountain in front of
them blended in with the black sky. It wasjust a darker shadow against the horizon, with snow caught in
itsclefts.

They reached some boulders that night. The boulders were black too, and the stone was hard and
smooth, clearly of volcanic origin.

The next morning they found the snow ships harbor. It was aV shaped field between two arms of the
mountain. At the end of the field they could see where the mountain opened into acavern. Half adozen
shipslay at anchor on thefield; on board one of them, the crew was at work hoisting the sails. Weiss and
Blancheur kept gtill while the ship was made ready. Findly the lineswere cast off, the crew shoved the
boat out of the windbresk in the lee of the mountain wall, the wind caught the sails, the crew climbed
aboard, and the snow ship headed out of the field, passing a couple of hundred meters from Weiss and
Blancheur.

When the ship was gone, the harbor lay deserted. Cautioudy the spacemen approached the opening
of the cave. Nothing could be seeninside. They lit aflashlight and shoneit insde. After about thirty
meters the passage made aturn.

Weiss and Blancheur retreated and found a suitable drift out of sight of thefield. They built alarge
snow cave and camouflaged the opening as best they could. Their plan was for Blancheur to go into the
mountain cave aone and try to contact the inhabitants. Weiss would wait in the snow cave along with the
provisions and equipment.

Blancheur came back during the night. He was exhausted and in despair. While Weiss opened the
emergency rations he had aready heated over the burner, Blancheur told him with strained composure
about the meseting with the inhabitants of the cave.

The mountain cave seemed to be a sort of port for the sailors. When Blancheur rounded the bend in
the cave, the darkness gradually gave way to apae, white, phosphorescent light that made it possibleto
see the surroundings. Blancheur turned off his own lamp and continued through the ghostly glow. The
cave wallswere covered with equipment for the snow ships: sails, furs, magts, rigging. Soon he began to
see people. At firgt he hid in the shadows along the cave
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wall so that he wouldn't be discovered. But when agroup of people suddenly came out of aside
passage, he could do nothing but stand till in the middie of the corridor. The group came toward him but
seemed not to notice him. Severa of them bumped into him, sscumbling to one sde--they looked alittle
surprised, but laughed and gestured asiif they were telling the others that they had dipped on a patch of
ice. Blancheur redlized that they smply could not see him.

And like an invisble man, Blancheur wandered for hours through the cave. He got aglimpseinto a
shadowy civilization. He saw huge chambers where fungudike organisms were cultivated and carefully
collected in nets and sacks. He dso saw akind of furrier'sworkshop, where the white pelts of unknown
animalswere sawn together into fursand clothing.

The mountain cave was a shadow realm in the true sense of the word, and the people who inhabited it
were like shadows. white faces, black hair, grayish-white clothes. The cave walswere black, the
furniture made of bone and skins. There were few people; many of the roomsin the cave were not in use.

Blancheur had noticed that it had gotten warmer the deeper he penetrated into the cave. White steam
was billowing out of one of the chambers. When he looked in, he saw something like a kitchen: snow
water was bubbling in holesin the floor, and two people were working on grayish fungus which they
boiled and kneaded and boiled again to akind of cake. Blancheur had touched the floor in the cave and
burned hisfingers on hot stone--the volcanic activity which had crested the mountain and the cave was
not yet extinguished.

Blancheur had seen enough of the cave peopl€eslife. He had planned how he would try to make
contact with them. He waited insgde an empty chamber until alone man came by outside. Then he
stepped out and blocked the man'sway, speaking in acam, clear voice whileraisng hisarmswith his
palms turned up. The man stopped when he heard the voice speaking aforeign language, and looked
around, confused, asif he suspected someone of making afool of him. The confusion gave way to terror,
and he spun around and disappeared the same way he had come, screaming. Blancheur himsdlf fled from
the spat, with the memory of Gwyn il in hismind.

He made a new attempt: attacked aman, pulled him far into an out-of-the-way chamber, and held his
hands and feet so that he couldn't get away. The man looked as if he would lose his mind with fear--he
looked like aman fighting an invisible demon. It was dmost asif an expression of relief crossed hisface
when hislimbs
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were no longer bound by Blancheur's arms, but by rope stolen from the cave wall. But when Blancheur
began to speak, the man rolled his eyes, stared dl around wildly--and fainted.

Blancheur untied the ropes and |eft the man. He made two more attempts to make contact with the
cave dwellers, choosing awoman and achild. But both fled in terror.

And the explanation? " They can't see us," said Blancheur.

"But why not?' asked Weiss. "They're people, like us. Maybe they've lived here for many centuries,
maybe they've forgotten that there are people on other planets-maybe they've even forgotten that there
are other worlds besidestheir own. But we arejust asred asthey are. Physical laws must gpply to them
too; it'ssmply unnatura that they can't see us”

Blancheur shook his head.
The next morning they started on their way home to the Caligari.

Vil

Blancheur was slent al thefirst day. When they had pitched camp for the night, he said:

"Unnaturd, perhaps. But people are unnatura from timeto time. If the cave dwdlerscan't see us, it
could be because they percelve us as unnatural .

"Just because we come from another world, because they don't know us?*

"Because we actually are unnaturd on this planet. Look at us, dressed in chrome-yellow spacesuits,
with aded full of color-coded containers, from abluish-red ship stranded in al thiswhite and black.
Colorsare unnatural on this planet. And the cave dwelers are incapable of grasping that colors exist.
When | stand in the way of one of them, he might see my chrome-yelow figure--but he refusesto believe
that it isthere. And when he collides with it anyway, he sumbles aside and tells himsdlf and the others
that he dipped on apatch of ice. It'sasif weredly were ghosts, something that grabs at them, something
that asks them for help--and which they themsalves deny can exig. If we catch them in our arms, they
just get scared. They hear our voices, but cannot--will not--see our faces.”

And Blancheur's blue eyes studied Weisss face, aface which like his own was flaming red. For when
the space travelers were frozen on the way between the stars, minute blood vessdsin their skin burst
--not only on their faces, but dl over their bodies.

They both sat for awhile, thinking of what Blancheur had said.
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Weiss redlized that Blancheur had found the explanation: such a planet-wide obsesson might well have
arisen, perhaps even as apart of the struggle to survive in such inhospitable surroundings. He thought of
the red signad flaresthey had sent up, of the gestures they had made to get the sailors attention. They had
used alanguage of colorsto cal for help, alanguage they had thought was universal (red=help). But the
cave dwellers did not understand colors, could not see colors, and only got terrified if anyonetried to
force themto redlize that colorswerered.

But in away, the discovery was aso ahope. Now that they knew the cause of the inhabitants fear,
perhaps they could aso diminate it --and get the hel p they needed.

Weiss and Blancheur continued their journey back to the wreck of the starship through a snowy
landscape which had become even more unredl for both of them.



Paradise 3000
by Herbert W. Franke
Trandated from the German by Christine Priest
Dr. Franke specidizesin the paradox of science, the complex made to appear smple. Hisnovelsare

not eadly trandated--the first impression is one of amplicity--the stinger comes as contxadictions grow
and usudly is quite unexpected. Thisisnot anovel, of course, but it'sasample.






No cause has yet been determined for the accident which occurred on the 227th day of the year 3000, in
which acarriage of the city's overhead railway broke free of its magnetic grapple and plunged two
hundred fifty feet to the ground. There was no fatalities, as the compartments were unoccupied, but two
passers-by sustained dight injuties.

| couldn't finish my food this evening, and the television didn't interest me. Worse dlill, | didn't make
my report. | threw what was |eft of my rationsinto the trash can, and afterward when the others came
around | made amost no contribution to the evening's discussion. Fortunately, no one seemed to notice.

| can't stop thinking about the day, on which everything had happened so suddenly and quickly. |
know I've often said to Sigi, "Don't keep asking questions,” but now it's my turn to want afew answers. |
daren't ask them, though, because of the Psychos.

It happened just before midday meal. We were exercising as usua, and the city seemed the same as
aways. clean dtreets, synthetic grass and vegetation, happy-seeming OrdCitsriding on the expresshdlts.
There was almost no haze, so that the golden rays of the regiona sun reached us unfiltered, and the usua
soft music from the loudspesakers could be heard against the background whirring of the air-conditioning.
| could never have dreamed, then, that my world could change so suddenly.

Sigi and | werein the square by the Information Center, watching areplay of the latest hunt. I'm very
fond of Sigi; we've been together for severd decimonths now. We were standing close together, holding
hands, when it happened.

Our first awareness was the deafening crash as the railway-carriage hit the ground no more than fifty
feet away from us. It shattered like glass, hurling metd splintersin dl directions, some landing
uncomfortably closeto us.

There weren't many peoplein the square; only one OrdCit was
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closer to the accident than we were. This man was bent over strangely, staring with wide-open, unseeing
eyes as he clutched hiship. It was then that | saw the blood beginning to seep through his shirt.

Within haf aminute the place wasfull of OrdCits. They surrounded the injured man, stunned by the
sight of the damp red patch that grew on his shirt. He tried to stagger away, but the density of the crowd
wastoo much for him.

Only when the police hovercraft arrived did the crowd move back to make way for it. Several men
jumped down and erected a screen hastily, cutting off our view of the wounded man. After agreat ded
of hidden activity the screen was taken down again, but now there were only afew policemen to be seen,
Spraying the street with adisnfecting liquid.

The hovercraft moved away, taking with it the injured man, and the crowd dispersed. Within afew
minutes there would be no sign of the accident: robbies were akeady arriving to clear away the wreckage
of the carriage.

"Will that man berecaled?’ | saidto Sigi. "He can't be more than twenty."

Sigi made no reply, and when | turned to look at him | saw the expression on hisface.

"What isit?" | said.
"l washit too," he said.

He raised his hand and showed me agaping cut at the base of the thumb. He'd made no sound when
the splinter hit him, and I'd had no notion that he too had been injured. | began to fedl sick.
Representatives from awide range of departments from clerics and doctors and teachers through
television controllers-sat as members of the Commission. Most of these people were unaccustomed to
the atmosphere of a scientific laboratory. They walked cautioudy through the aides between the glass
cases and e ectronic equipment, anxious to avoid stepping on the cables which ran everywhere acrossthe
floor.

Roger White, the present head of the Psycho-Technic Center, led them toward arow of cubicles.

Inside these, asthey saw through the port in the front of each cubicle, wasacouch onwhichlay a
motionless body. The head wasinsde a helmet, which was linked by amass of wiresto machinery
mounted againgt the rear wall.

"The people we chose as guinea-pigs were al dueto be recalled,” White said by way of explanation.
He caught the eye of Father
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Olfhus, one of the church representatives, and added: "They experience both good and bad in there, you
know?

He sgnaled to an assstant to raise alever, and the people insde the cubicles began to move. Their
limbs showed thefirgt Sgnsof life, and then their faces moved, reveding avariety of expressons. Some
of the people looked happy and contented; others were clearly terrified.

"Well, ladies and gentlemen, | think you can seethat thisinvention is going to have asignificant effect.
In essence, we now have ameans of channding information directly into the mind. Thisisinstantaneous
communiceation.., and I'm sure | don't need to underline the implications of that."

The head of the Education Department was the first to speak. " So we could transmit teaching material
thisway?. And it would be retained in the memory?*

White nodded. "Y es, of course.”

"What do you suppose will be the effect on program transmissions?' asked amember of the
Tdevison Depatment.

"All the potentia isyours, in that field. But it will remove the need for picture transmission, because the
images can be fed directly into the brain. More than that, the transmission can be done in such away that
one does not just see and hear, but ledsit, experiencesit.”

Gradualy the rest of the group joined in the discussion, and the various aspects of the invention were
consdered at some length. Soon, avolunteer was called for, and to everyone's surprise Father Olfhus
stepped forward to become the firgt of them to try the new experience. To hisevident surprise, he
became, in turn, Jesse James, Tarzan, Dr. Frankenstein, and Captain Nemo ...

"I think we should continue discussing thisover lunch,”" said White.

Lil's been good. She hasn't told anyone about me. | think I'll give her my pocket recorder as a present; |
know shed loveto haveit. But shelll keep quiet for abit longer, | know, and that's the important thing.

| can hardly fed the wound, but whenever | look at it | find it's still bleeding. | keep a paper tissue
wrapped tightly around my fist, and try hard to concentrate on the lessons. Today we had an
examination; the last thing | wanted! And gym was even more of aproblem. | had to avoid it today,
because it would have surely made the cut much worse. Perhapsit'll be better tomorrow. I've heard it
said that injuries heal themsdlves, but no one seemsto be sure about this.
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But the onething | am sure of isthat anyone who istaken away for aninjury isnever seen again. They're
recalled.

If I survive until tomorrow, that'll be haf the battle won. We have handicrafts tomorrow, so I'll be able
to get hold of some adhesive. It must be possible to stick the cut together somehow.

I hope Lil's not too worried. We get an hour together this evening. She'susualy very lively then, and
sowould | be, normaly. But not tonight. | hope shelll let merest; I'm redlly exhaugted. I'll haveto
persuade her.
| don't want to berecaled. I'm till very young.

Sigi has been very subdued recently. | don't understand him. | think it would be better if he declared
himsalf wounded. They say that being recalled isn't too bad. Y ou don't fed anything, and you lose track
of the passage of time. A thousand years seemslike aday, an hour even. You just lie there waiting,
waiting for a better time. No one knows for sure whether the people of the future will live our way, but
what iscertain isthat it'sawonderful future,

Sigi isafraid. He's stuck his cut together, and claimsthat it isn't hurting anymore. But he won't stop
talking about itl Then he goes quiet, and broods for hours.

| admit that | wouldn't like to be recalled mysdlf. I'm nineteen, and should have eleven more years. I'm
agood OrdCit; no black marksyet! | think | stand avery good chance of reaching thirty, and | don't
want to throw away those years. Perhaps | should declare Sigi after dll.

I'm not even sure what's preventing me from doing it. I'm getting very annoyed with him now, and
when | think of al the other part-

ners |'ve had there's nothing so special about him.Or perhapsthereis....

Perhaps | do fed something for him, something | haven't experienced with anyone ese. Although this
could be explained by what's happened to him recently: his weskness, and the fact that he needs me
more.

In our free hour today we went on the overhead railway. Sigi didn't want to walk anywhere. He was
very tired, and his cheeks were flushed. He sat in the train looking depressed, and it made mefed |
should look after him and fuss over him, like achild with adall.

At the end of the line we climbed down and stared through the glass wall at the cooling-halls. These
are gigantic blocks, stretching away into the distance, one behind the other. The temperature insde hasto
be kept at --140@ C; this creates a mist about the buildings,
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and you can dmost see the wind moving across the buildings. Each cooling-hall has araised tube leading
into it; it's made of frosted glass, and the cylinder-shaped recall-boxes can be seen diding inside, at
regular intervals.

"How long do they stay there?' said Sigi. "Does anyone ever come out again?”'

| had never doubted what | had been taught, and had no reason to. Everything in life runs as planned:
we receive our food, our lessons, our television programs. The railway, the express-belts, the heating,
ar-conditioning, and atomic sun; these never fail us. We're safe and well cared for. We're good OrdCits,
and we're happy.

In the relaxed atmosphere of the luncheon, the members of the Commission enjoyed alively discussion.
They projected the new development into the future, imagining al kinds of resultant utopian societies.
Only when they reconvened for the afternoon session did they come back to earth and begin to consider
theredlities of the gtuation.

Roger White stood up.

"Well, ladies and gentlemen," he said. "1 think I've convinced you that the device works. The machine
isready to go into production, and isat your disposal. There are so many possible applications. Perhaps
you'd liketo tell me what conclusionsyou have reached.”

He sat down and reached for his glass. He looked relaxed, almost nonchaant, now that the burden of
decison had been removed from him.

Mouritzen, the chairman of the Commission, took the opportunity to spesk first.

"I think there's one highly important point to be raised before we go any further,” hesaid. "That isthe
question of whether using such atechniqueis permissible under our Fundamentd Principles.”

Mouritzen nodded to the Secretary of State, who was sitting next to him. The latter, without raising his
eyesfrom his notebook, began: "We must first remind oursaves of the underlying law of medicine: that
human life be preserved at dl costs. Also, the law of our religion: that natura childbirth must not be
prevented. The consegquence, asyou are al aware, isthe Principle of Reduction; reduction of rations, of
living-space, of life-expectancy, of schooling... a the moment we are down to seventy-five square feet of
floor area per person, and thirty years of active life. And, because we must preserve life, we have no
choice but to freeze every Ordinary Citizen who reaches thirty--"

"--In the hope that conditionswill improve,” interrupted Jurubi,
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asif to defend the practice. Asamember of the Entertainment Department, he was included to be rather
more complacent than the rest of the Commission.

"It isnot our job to hope," said the Secretary of State. "Our task isto preservelife. And..."

But he had logt histrain of thought and was glancing again at his notebook.

"Let usreturn to the point,” said Mouritzen. "Isthis method of direct brain transmission compatible
with our Principles? Perhaps you'd like to comment, Dr. Shi-Yin?'

The doctor looked uncertain. "'l suppose there's one point initsfavor: there's no danger of any damage
to the hedth.”

"But what's more important,” said Father Olfhus, with an gpologetic amile, "isthe type of information
we tranamit. If it'snot to be of ethical or mord vaue, then™

Mouritzen brokein: "That, of course, can be controlled. But even if we have no positive objections
here to the scheme, how can we be
sure that anyone will beredly interested outside? This remark did not please Jurubi.

"How isit that we never take up any new ideas?’ hesaid. "I'm dl for thisnew system. It'll dlow usto
do dl sorts of thingswe haven't tried before, like helping people catharsize their emations, giving them
controlled rel axation sessons--"

"Relaxation? We could make far better use of the system in the educationd program,” said Papoussot.
"Everything that has to be taught could be done so quickly that we could make redlly dramatic reductions
inthe dlowancefor schooling."

Delgado, a socio-economist, shook his head. "Have you considered the cost of al this? We would
need avast amount of new equipment, and then thereld be the question of disposing of the equipment
which would become obsolete. And think of the socia consegquences. Our present organization works
beautifully, but under this new system we'd have to scrap dl the present schedules and timetables. There
would have to be more leisure time, and you know that that
will bring discontent and unrest eventudly. That we cannot alow." Mouritzen nodded in agreement.

"These are very important considerations,” he said, and turned to Roger White. "I'm sure your system
offersamultitude of fascinating opportunities. Redly, though, it's ahead of itstime. | don't think we can
copewithit at present. Perhapslater well reconsider. For the time being, though, | think we ought to
res st the temptation to play around with it. Many thanksfor the demondtration.”
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| am at alossasto what to do. Sigi just lay on the couch in our free hour today, hardly moving. Hewas
talking about declaring himsdlf at last, and yet now | find mysdlf trying to dissuade him. It is strange that
now, the time when he's causing me more worry and irritation than anyone ever has before, | can't bear
to think of losng him. I'vetried to comfort him, but al | can do iswipe the perspiration from his brow
with apaper tissue.

The wound has stopped bleeding, but under the layer of adhesiveit looks very inflamed. Thehand is
swollen and seemsto be giving him alot of pain. | managed to smuggle five cans of Stimu-Colainto our
room, but | know that it won't do him any real good. There's nothing | can do to help him.

He pulled me toward him, and we lay quietly together. | felt more affected by thisthan by al the
physical contact we've had in the past.

Could I hide Sigi somewhere? Could | find someone who'd be able to help? But no... the only people
with any qualified knowledge are the Medics and the Psychos. It's out of the question to approach them.
Suddenly, | fed asif we're trapped together on the other side of ahigh wall.

Sigi became camer and nestled closer to me. | lay till and quiet. | could have wegpt.

The guests had | ft, leaving behind them aroom full of bad air, empty glasses, and crumpled serviettes.
They were by now on their way through the underground tunnels back to their roomsin their own
digtricts. Only one had stayed behind: Father Olfhus. He and Roger White were old friends. They had
been students together, and despite their different callingsthey had always maintained contact with each
other.

They walked together up aspirad staircase to the top floor of the building, and out onto aroof garden.
Here the outlook was pleasant: they were directly beneath the dome-shaped roof and the garden was
filled with natural light. There werered flowers, red stones. The view from here extended far acrossthe
flat land bel ow, which was dotted with innumerable rainwater reservoirs, red agae floating on the
surface.

"So they didn't accept your ideg,” said Father Olfhus. They were leaning againgt the perimeter wall of
the garden, looking out toward the haze which obscured the horizon.

"l didn't redlly expect them to,” said White. "I held the meeting more as aformdity than anything else.”

"Y ou've aways had to consder us... the church, | mean,” said Olfhus.
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"Yes," said White. They were silent for awhile, and the only sound they could hear was the creaking
of the dome materid in the strong wind outside.

"Why isn't this crazy ideaabandoned?' White said at last. "This Principle of Reduction, how much
longer can it go on? Not enough food, not enough doctors. Ordinary Citizens over sixteen barred from
medical trestment. Every new baby born inherits some disorder --allergies, hemophilia--the natural
immunities of the human body are breaking down completely. And al because you refuseto intro-
duce any kind of birth-control or genetic engineering.""But we must preserve freedom!”

"Do you cdl thisfreedom? Are OrdCits free? They're not educated, cannot develop or progress. All
they experienceis Reduction. | expect the rationswill be reduced again soon . . . then the active lifespan
will come down to twenty-eight years. What kind of lifeisthat?'

"But they're happy, and innocent, and...”
"But what vaueistherein an unfulfilled earthly existence?' Olfhus shrugged. "They do at least have
hope.”

"Yes. . .afasehope. How can you promise them 'Paradise when you know their redl fate?!
"Exactly," sad Olfhus. "That'swhy we promiseit.”

"If only the promise could be kept," said White, but it was more to himsalf than to the other man, who
merely nodded.

It's happened at last. They came for him. Someone must have noriced. | only hope he doesn't think it was
me who betrayed him. | tried to see him, to say good-bye, but they wouldn't et me near him.

I've seen it happen so many times before. A white hovercraft appears, police leap out and come
graight into the classroom, or the gym, even the dining hdl or the television room. For amoment
everyonethinks: Arethey coming for me thistime? but then they take the one they want, lay himon a
gretcher, close up the frame, and cover him from view. They move so quickly that it'sall over in amatter
of seconds. Afterward, it'sasif nothing has happened. The seating is rearranged o that no chairsare
empty, the room once occupied is cleared out, and the number on the register is dtered. No one shows
any surprise. Therés no causefor fear.., it'sal normal. Hell bedl right. There's anew, better world
waiting for him. They keep telling us about thisworld, what a beautiful, peaceful placeit is, and yet...

I've been very unhappy since Sigi went. I've found a new boyfriend, but he doesn't know that I'm
thinking of Sigi dl thetime. |
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know where Sigi is, but | don't know what will become of him. | know it'sthe samefor dl of usin the
end. I'll just have to hope that it's not too terrible.

The pain has ceased at last. | was only under the healing-lamp for ten seconds, but it cured the burning
feding inthe hand, and my

throbbing veins and aching head .... For amoment | thought it
was completely cured, but when | looked a my hand the wound
looked as bad as ever.

For afew minutes | thought I'd be able to go back to the city, to

my friends, and to Lil. But then | realized. And I'm afraid. | know it
doesn't hurt, but it's not pain I'm afraid of . . . it'sthe empti-

Ness.....

I'm gtill on the stretcher, and they've put mein the conveyor. | can

see shadowy shapes--they must be the struts that support the dome
--but I can't see properly through the frosted glass.

Darkness... and now rows of lights. | seemto bein abig, light

hal. Machinery dl around me... an overwhelming smell ...
something'stouchingme. .. I'mfloating . . . into darkness. . .

and cold.

Suddenly it'slight again. | can see blue sky and white clouds. |

think | can hear birdsSinging.

And avoice, degp and quiet but seeming to encompassal: "Wed-
cometo Paradise?






My Eyes, They Burn!
by Eddy C. Berth
Trandated from the Flemish by the author

Eddy C. Bertin isadevotee of Lovecraft and of horror tales. Thisisastory of sciencefiction but with
the element of emotionalism we can expect of ahorror tale expert. Bertin's stories have appeared in
English in severa anthologies, including one of the World's Best annuas. He reads and writes English
fluently but with avervethat beliesthe legend of FHemish solidity.






Through the darkness, | am gliding, very softly asthe shadow river carriesme aong onitsrippling
back. Thereisno boat, nothing to hold on to, | am just amlesdy drifting in the water, my face turned
upward. Though | have nothing to guide mysdf with, | stay in the middle of the current, never touching
theland on both sides. | know that | CnN, if | would liketo; I'd just have to stretch out my lingers and
theriver bankswill closein on me asthewalls of acoffin. But I'm not redlly interested.

Strange growths throw their blacker shades over the dark river, sometimestheir moldgreen fingers
amost touch my face as| drift under them. Their leaves open as crowns of flowers, but there isonly dark
hair growing on them, congtantly and dowly moving asff it conssts of millions of microscopic insects.
When | look in front of me, | can seetheriver, endlesdy crawling aong, dimly illuminated by a strange
fading light, while behind me the darknessis complete. | can see only the water and the trees, and even
those only when | am passing directly undernesth them. Astime passes, | begin to notice other things,
though the darkness doesntt lift. It isamost asif | am turning into anyctalope, able to stare through the
dark haze which is hovering around everything of the country around me. There are hills beyond the
treetops, weirdly glittering hills, perfectly well formed and bare of any growths, and they have small,
sharply pointed towers on top of them, as aien nipples on enormousiron breasts. Sometimes small
hawklike things soundlessly drift through the black yet illuminated sky, passng over me as| drift toward
the river's unknown end. The current is softly rocking me, and the water is comfortably warm, so, without
noticing it, my eydidsdrop and | drift away into dreamshades.

Something makes me open my eyes and look in front of me. The water is changing into ice, freezing
into insanely shaped forms al around me. Half-frozen pieces grate dong my back and legswith many
needlepoints. | stare right into an enormous eye looming up before me and cynicaly looking me over. The
stream flowsinto the center of theiris. | begin thrashing around wildly, but the river banks



84 The Best from the Rest of the Worm

disappear on both sides, and | am al donein adark seathat stretchesendlessly in al directions, except
for the eye. The current goes on toward it, taking me aong. | stretch out my hands and feet to keep it
away, and then on my hands, my fingers, on my feet, the flesh tears, and athousand eyes open on my
body, dl looking at the enormous eye awaiting me. Theiris splits, its darkness flows out to meet me,
envelops me with dimy tentacles, drowns and soothes my panic into afading nothingness....

A soft humming sound as of an enormous but distant beehive crawled through the subterranean control
rooms. The machines rose up aong the walls of the room as colossal metal insects, their countlessdials
garing as cold but intelligent eyes. The people, dl uniformly dressed in white, moved asslently asthe
many androids busy with files and computer cards. Only what was absol utely necessary was spoken out
loud; for the rest, only mechanica sounds rippled the waters of silence. The dry click of amoved handle,
the short knack of a pushed button, the bipbipbip of acontrol light. Thiswas no place for human beings,
here only machinesfelt at home, and people who themsalves were closer to the machine than to
humanity, people who thought in numbers and computer symbols. E.T.A., short for Extra-Terrestria
Explorations, kept close watch on the development of Project CYB.

Awakening isdifficult, though | don't have theimpresson of having dept long. Thereisahdf-red
memory of an dien, dark sea. | drift through the twilight dream figures, who swirl through my mind,
changing shape, fading into darkness when | touch them. Now dl isdark around me, or haven't | opened
my eyesyet?

Too difficult to think about it for the moment, | must let redlity come dowly, easy, Superimposing upon
the deepworlds, as trangparent sheets placed upon each other, until they'll mingle and
becomeAnnm_imn~.one, m~
My eyesjerk open, and till thereis nothing but darkness, but I'
awake, fully awvake. My head is throbbing with sudden shock. There is an dready fading impression of
pain. Somewhere, something has hurt me enough to wake me up in an instant, but | can't tell where.
Thereisonly the memory of unexpected, sharp neediepain, and it is disappearing.

Though there can be nothing to watch, | would like to look around, and then discover that | can't. My
eyeswon't turn. Frequently, my brain givesthe orders: turn, turn Log=T, turn VaGHT,
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LEFT, RIGHT, LEFT, RIGHT, TURN DAMN YOQU! Itisamost asif | can fed the order running
through the nerves to the muscles of my eyebdls, but they don't move at al. What isthis? Now | try to
close my eyes, but they don't either. Nothing happensat al. ARE my eyesredly open? | dimly remember
having opened them, but now | can't be sure anymore.

| raise my right hand and bring it to my face to touch my eyes. | fed the muscles move, thearm
bending; my fingers spread and come down as a spider descending from her web on a scared fly. But
nothing touches my eager face.

A reasonless horror hovers above me, and dowly dripsfeders of fear on my upturned, hel plessface.
Frantically | move my arms and legs and head, try to St upright. The orders race as frightened rabbits
through the nerve-knots, but the muscles are petrified.

Then | scream, +WHAT ISTINS?-[- The slence stifles my scream, which rises out of an empty
throat, isvoiced by atongue which isn't there. | wait, shivering with unknown dreed, but physicaly
nothing happens. Thereisno cold ice on my back, no sweat on my forehead, no wetnessin the palms of
my hands.

--[-HELP! HELP ME!~ But there is no sound, no voice, no responding echo to my fear. So | let it
rest. Thefear isdowly going over in my brain-fluid, dripping into my cells. | haveno voice, and | can't
move. | fee my body yet it doesn't accept my commands. My eyes are closed and | can't open them, or
elsethey areopenand | can't

close them, and everything isin darkness~WHAT HAVE YOU DONE TO ME.9-Jf-

Now why did I say that? wRo has done what to me, and WHY ? Time has no ending, thereis only the
motionlesswaiting for something, anything, to happen. Theirredity of it dl isenormous; | begin to think
that thisisal anillusion, anightmare from which | will awakein duetime. | have dreamed like thisbefore,
| remember, mornings when | dreamed that | stood up, dressed, ate, and went to the office, then
returned home, made love to my wife, and went to deep. Then afterward | awoke again, to restart the
day
| had just finished that night. It al seemed red dso. Then... +ARE YOU AWAKE.9+

Something dse exigting, giving redlity and the shape of sound to the void of nothingness which shrouds
real Something redl at last, something to cling to, to react to.
+YES, YES, I'M AWAKE. I'M AWAKE.+
+GOOD.+

No, the voice can't go away, | haveto speak to it, hold it. It spoke to me.
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+WHAT ISTHIS? AM | DREAMING?| AM, AINT 1.9 THISISN'T REAL?
WHERE ISTHIS? WHO ARE YOU?WHY CAN'T | SEE YOU>
+YOU ARE AWAKE. YOU ARE REAL. THAT ISALL THAT MATTERS.+ +BUT WHY CAN'T
| MOVE? WHAT HASHAPPENED TO ME?-Jr-

+STRANGE THAT YOU STILL SHOULD CARE. THINGSHAVE CHANGED FOR YOU.
YOU REMEMBER, DON'T YOU?+

+REMEMBER? WHAT SHOULD | REMEMBER?+

+DON'T YOU REMEMBER THE ROOM? THE PAPER YOU HAD TO SIGN, TO SAVE YOU
FROM THE DISTORTION-DOOR?+

Digtortion-room... paper... Something starts throbbing in my head, and | want to shut it out, it is hurting
me. But | can't top it, it isasif someoneis dtriking an enormous gong, right inside my brain, and the
booming noise echoes within the bone chambers of my skull. DiSTORtion. DiSTORtion. DiSTORLiOn.
Thedarknessismoving around me, but it isn't asif | werereally seeing something. It isalmost asif
something isturning my eyes as mirrors, making them look ingde my head, deep down there, at the
distortion-door, where they were going to kill me. Wherethey Dmkill me. I'm.. .. 'm DEAD. I'M
DEAD.

The gong is striking again, and automatically | count the strokes.
Orne...two...three...four...five...sx...seven... SEVEN. At seven o'clock straight, the hands of the clock in
the cdll with the white walls stopped, and they came to get the man. | am looking down in that cell now,
ingde my head, watching the man ditting there, knowing what he thought, knowing what he flt.

Hetill couldn't believeit. The Great Judge had said it himself, as he stood proudly before himin his
meta sheet cloak. Of course the dresswasn't worn for him, but for the millions of bored yet watching
eyesof theworld, living with their tdlesets. Then he had known it for weeks, walking and living through
them as through ad owed-down movie fragment. The last night through he had lain awake, thinking about
it, repeating it to himself, and sill he didn't redly believe.

They couldn't just kill him. He was himsalf, Charles Harkson-8, el ectro-accountant, and agood one.
He earned agood salary, had friends, athree-room flat, two cars, and awife. No, he hadn't awife now,
had he? The Verdict automaticaly canceled hisfour-year marriage. At least, hethought it did, it al
seemed 0 unreal, and there were many things he couldn't remember clearly since the Verdict. She hadn't
cometo see him anyway. Not that it mattered very much, sheld remarry soon; they had both agreed
before that there would be no renewa of their four-year contract.

Life and death were the only important matters now. Hewas dlive,
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athinking existing person. They couldn't just destroy him. Couldn't they? It seemed rather smplidtic, yet it
was the only reason that he kept on repesating.

They camefor him, four armed policemen in their striking green garments, raitling their keysin unison.
A stupid ancient ceremony, with al the locks being photoel ectrical and based on thejailer's
brain-patterns, but it showed nicely on theteles. He didn't resist them, just went with them, two in front of
him, two behind him. It al seemed like aparody of abad play; small cameras were placed every ten
meters, emitting hislast walk to the many million silent watchers. The policemen didn't talk, hardly looked
a him. Ashewalked, he listened to their footfals echoing endlessy through the empty corridors. Then
there was a corridor without cameras, ending in alarge door, which opened as they approached, and he
saw XT.

The digtortion-door. It was as he had seen it in apicture, just a circular open door into darkness,
placed at the end of that room. That was where they would put him, and then they'd twist hismolecules
into new patterns, change him into amass of blubbering flesh and broken splintering bones. And dl the
time his mind would stay sane, his brain untouched, but feding every bit of pain and terror and unableto
voice hisagonies, till the distortion would reach it also. They were.., they were...

"You are going to kill me!" he shrieked. The shout seemed to pring from every nervein hisbody. It
wasasif awhitewall suddenly collgpsed, splintering into athousand shrieking fragments, and exposing
something very definite, very ugly, tohim.

He kept on screaming, his mind awhite blanket of horror. The whole world of self-centered time and
consciousness seemed to bein that black circular hole. Hetried to run, but couldn't move. A numbness
had taken over hisarms and legs. He just kept on stating and screaming, but there was no sound in the
white noise-absorbing world. They dragged him forward. He could see everything, but it triggered no
reactions, the stark terror overpowered al his other emotions. There were three men in white spotless
jackets, so white that they amost were one with the white walls, so that he could only see their
balloon-faces, as grotesque paintings on those walls. There was dso a police officer, the yellow crosson
his shoulders gtating his high rank. No preacher, but then he didn't belong to one of the acknowledged
Uni-Churches. Hidden out of sight by the opening door, a stretcher stood, with ablanket lying over aill
form. His mind's eye imagined the mass of blood and flesh that must be lying under it, and he almost
expected to see ared finger crawling dowly from under it. They were dl hereto kill him, and they didn't
even know
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him. They weren't interested, and neither was the rest of the world. An example had to be set for the
tubemacs, so they'd kill him. To them, hewasjust a puppet. They'd cut his strings, and held drop dead.

"All right," one of the white-doaked men said. "Just Iet him here. Y ou can go now.”

The policemen loosened their grip on hisarms, and he dmost fell, but now the white man held him.
The big door behind them snapped shut, cutting off the cameraeyes.

"Come on, quick now," the white man said. The words didn't register. Only the other open door was
there, looking impartialy at him with the black empty socket of a skull. Death. The distortion-door and
death, his own personal degth. He choked, his eyes stinging with fear, terror crawling over hisback and
through his brain as athousand many-legged spiders.

"Move," the officer said. The gun in hishand now pricked in Charless back. Sowly hefell from one
leg onto the other, walking clumgly. But they didn't lead him to the circular door. Insteed, one of the
white men closed it. There was a soft hissssssss. The hands of the clock had crawled to seven-ten.

The officer nodded. "Execution finished,” he said. He took asignificant look at Charles. "Now you're
officialy dead, man." He showed the stretcher. "There, under the plastic blanket, lieswhat isleft of abig
android-dog who went through the distortion-door, just before they brought you. No one will ever know
the difference between it and a human body NOW. No timeto spare, let's leave.”

Charlesstongue couldn't form the questions he wanted to ask. It was al happening too quickly; the
succeeding emotions drowned his understanding. They took him through aside door he hadn't even
noticed, through long corridorsto an eevator, and then they went down, and down. They never loosened
their grip on him, and he just kept on looking from one to another, searching for aclue on their
expressionlessfaces. They passed through an enormous room, where other white men and many
androids were working on machines he had never imagined to exist under the city, and then into asmall
office, where they put him down in achair.

The man in white who had spoken first put apaper in front of him on the small table, and said, "We
have taken you away from death, a death which you certainly merited. Our reason isvery smpleand
sfish: we can useyou. You are herein department E.T.E. of the government-sponsored Science
Development. We are working on a project you could never have even dreamed of, but which is of
enormous importance. Y our test-patterns before the Verdict have shown
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you to be an intelligent man, which is exactly what we need as aguinea-pig. Y ou agree on your own free
will to subject yoursdf to this experiment. Sign here."

It was too much. Action, reaction, superimposing emation.

"No," he whispered.

The officer's voice was agrating sound againgt his ear. "Remember one thing, my friend. Y ou're dead.
Youreofficially dead. You DON'T EXIST. We don't redly need this signature, except that xF we
succeed, then we can prove that we Dm useyou for it."

There was a paradox somewhere, it couldn't be lega, because legally he was dead. He couldn't think.
"No. I'll only sgnwhen | know more. What are you going to do with me? What kind of experiment?
What are my chances of getting through it dive?'

The officer smiled. His cynicism crawled through the air as cigarette smoke, shaping almost-touchable
patterns. "As amatter of fact, you don't have much chance. But does that matter? We have delayed your
death by twenty-one minutes now. Well just have to make a short trip backward in time."

Something small, hard, and very cold was pressed against Charless neck. It seemed to be enormous
in proportions, dthough he knew it was only the size of a pinhead.

CLICIC! thundering through his ear channdls, echoing in hisbrain. He pictured the microscoping
poison needle, waiting in the mouth of the gun, thetail of ascorpion, aready stretching out for thekill.
The voicewas cold, it dropped ice lakes asit dithered through his mind as a snake.

"Y ou have Sx seconds | €ft," it said.

"You can't do this," he screamed, but only the echo of his shriek ever left his mouth.

"Fve..four..."
"It'sagaing the law, it's murder, murder, MURDER!"

"No, YOU arethe murderer. | am the executioner. Threel€eft. Y ou're dead, don't forget that. Y ou're
already dead Now."

"But you're not killing me for what I've DONE. | was avictim, they could have put me through
Conform with drugs, but they wanted an example againgt the tubereacs. But you, you're not executing
me,
youre MURDERING me because | don't want to--""Two seconds.”

"--ggn your bloody paper. Y ou can't just destroy me asyou..." "Oh, but we can, and wewill. Thetimeis
past. SaN."

The coldnesswas al over hisbody now. With shaking fingers he grasped the balpoint pen and signed,
aspidery crawl al over the paper.
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A sudden sharp pain, he hadn't the time to understand what was happening. A black wing
overshadowed him as he fdl forward, and the ground opened a dark, toothless mouth which swalowed
him into apit of darkness.

+YES, X REMEMBER NOW.+ And | do remember, dl of it, the smell of fear, the weakness, and
the biting pain in my neck. | know that the man | watched isme. No, was me, becauseit'sal past.
+| REMEMBER,+ | say, +BUT WHAT HAPPENED WITH ME?*+ +WE GAVE YOU AN
INJECTION,+ the voice out of nowhere says, +THEN WE TOOK YOUR BODY AWAY AND
CUT IT APART. WE TOOK OUT YOUR BRAIN AND STUCK A THOUSAND
MICROSCOPIC NEEDLESIN IT. AND NOW YOU'RE ON YOUR WAY .+

+ON MY WAY?MY WAY TO WHERE~! DON'T UNDERSTAND ANYTHING. YOU
MUST EXPLAIN OR I'LL GO MAD HERE. WHERE AM I?WHY CAN'T | MOVE? AND
WHERE ARE YOU?+

+WE ARE QUITE A DISTANCE AWAY FROM YOU. WHAT YOU ARE HEARING ARE NO
WORDS IN THE REAL SENSE OF IT. OUR WORDS ARE SPOKEN INTO A TRANSMITTER,
WHO CHANGES THEM INTO CODED IMPULSES. YOU RECEIVE THEM WITH
RADAR-EARS, CONNECTED WITH YOUR OWN TRANSMITTER, WHO PASSES THEM ON
TO THEHEARING CENTER OF YOUR BRAIN, WHERE THEY ARE INTERPRETED AS
RECOG-
NIZABLE SOUNDS, DUE TO A FEW THINGSWE PUT IN THERE.++BUT | SPEAK TO YOU,
AND YOU HEAR ME!+

+THAT ISONLY THE SAME PROCESSBUT IN REVERSAL. YOU DON'T SPEAK. YOU
CAN'T SPEAK. THERE'SNOTHING LEFT FOR YOU TO SPEAK WITH. YOU ARE
THINKING THE WORDS, IMAGINING YOURSELF SPEAKING THEM, WHICH MAKES THE
CORRECT CONTACT WITH THE TRANSMITTER IN THE NEEDLE. OUR RADARS RECEIVE
THE IMPULSES Y OU'RE SENDING, AND PASS THEM ON TO OUR TRANSMITTER, WHO
TRANSLATES THE SYMBOLS YOU'RE SENDING.++BUT WHERE? WHERE AM |2+

+NOT EXACTLY ~WHERE.' YOU ARE A PHOTON-NEEDLESHIP, AND HAVE JUST LEFT
THE CALCULATED ORBIT AROUND THE MOON. YOU'RE LEAVING US, GOING OUT,
QUICKER AND QUICKER EVERY MILLISECOND.
+LEAVING? OUT? TO WHERE? WHY 2+

| think the right words, triggering the electrical contacts that operate the sound modulators. |
speak-think my questions toward the faraway underground machines, around which the menin white are
gtting. It iscrazy! They'remad, or esel'm sick and having halucinations. There must be away out of this
insanity. Let'stry it by acting logicaly.
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J-WHAT'S THE SENSE OF TinS? WHY SEND ME? AND WHERE TO?-[They couldn't fool him,
those madmen. Everybody knew that the space projects had been stopped, and that al the money for
government projects had been channeled into Medic Center for mass production of the Controlled
Breeding Wombs. Oh no, they wouldn't fool HIM with their [unatic talk.

--[-WE WILL TRY TO EXPLAIN THE ESSENTIALS. ASYOU KNOW, BEFORE THE
GOVERNMENT OFFICIALLY BANNED THE SPACE PROJECTS, MANNED SHIPSHAD
BEEN SENT TO MARSAND VENUS, ASDID OUR FRIENDS FROM THE OTHER SIDE OF
THE GLOBE. THREE YEARS AGO, THE FIRST SHIPWAS SENT BEYOND THE ORBIT OF
VENUS, TOWARD MERCURY. SOMETHING BROKE DOWN IN THE MACHINERY, AND
THE SHIPHURLED ITSELF INTO THE SUN. THAT WASWHAT THE PUBLIC WASTOLD.
NO ONE EVER LEARNED THAT IT WASN'T THE SHIPWHICH HAD FAILED, BUT THE
PILOT. A MAN POSSESSING IRON NERVES AND COMPLETE CONTROL OVER HIS
MIND AND BODY, A HIGHLY SPECIALIZED ASTRONAUT WHO HAD BEEN TRAINED
TWO YEARSEXCLUSIVELY FOR THISTRIP, NOT COUNTING HIS GENERAL TRAINING
ASAN ASTRONAUT. STILL, SOMETHING HAPPENED TO HIM, ENOUGH TO SHATTER
THAT BRILLIANT MIND. RAVING ASA MANIAC, HE CHANGED THE SHIPS COURSE.
WE DON'T KNOW WHAT CHANGED HIM, OR FROM WHERE IT CAME, WE SENT TWO
SHIPSWITH ROBOTS, AND THEY RETURNED SAFELY. WE TRIED ANOTHER MANNED
SHIP, AND THE PILOT KILLED HIMSELF. THE SHIPWASLOST. THAT WASWHEN THE
GOVERNMENT HAD A FEW MEETINGS WITH POLITICIANS FROM THE OTHER SIDE,
KNOWING THAT THEY HAD BEEN EXPERIMENTING ALONG THE SAME LINES.
RESULTSWERE NEARLY IDENTICAL, THOUGH THEY REFUSED TO ADMIT DEFEAT
OPENLY. THEN THE SPACE PROJECTS WERE STOPPED OFFICIALLY, AND E.-T.A. WERE
FOUNDED, TO FIND A WAY TO GET A MAN CLOSE TO MERCURY AND SAFELY BACK.
THAT'SWHERE YOU COME IN. SOMETHING INFLUENCED THE MINDS AND/OR THE
BODIES OF THOSE ASTRONAUTS. IT WON'T BEABLE TODO THISWITH YOU. WE
HAVE SENT SOMEBODY WITHOUT A BODY, AND WITH A MIND WE CAN READ ASAN
OPEN BOOK. YOU ARE, PRACTICALLY SPEAKING, A PURE MIND, A BRAIN
CONNECTED TO A COMPUTER FED BY SYNTHETIC FLUIDS. YOUR TONGUE ISAN
ELECTRONICAL CONTACT, YOUR BARS ARE RADARS. YOUR VEINSARE ELECTRIC
CABLES, YOUR FINGERS ARE DIAL NEEDLES. YOU ARE THE PERFECTED CYBORG, A
MACHINE CONTROLLED BY A HUMAN BRAIN. YOU are IN FACT THE NEEDLE.--[-

| want to laugh. They say | have no mouth, yet | fed my lipswith my tongue, | fedl the hardness of my
teeth. | try to move, and though it doesn't work, till | know that | have hands and feet.

-[-YOU'RE ALL INSANE DOWN THERES OR WHEREVER YOU ARE
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REALLY. THISISA JOKE, A STUPID EXPERIMENT TO TEST MY REACTIONS, OR
SOMETHING LIKE THAT. | CAN FEEL MY FINGERSMOVE AND SPREAD. | CAN HEAR
MY HEART BEAT IN MY CHEST. | CAN FEEL I'M .. .-}-

| stop, and something very cold comes over me. | am not breathing. In fact | haven't taken abresth
since | woke up.

+NO, YOU CAN'T FEEL ANYTHING, THERE ISNOTHING TOBE FELT. YOU'RE JUST A
BIG MACHINE, THAT'SALL.+

| try to fight theredlization that if | accept what they say, then I'll know that I'm completely mad, that
I'm living in ahallucination from which there's no escape.

+THAT'SIMPOSSIBLE. | FEEL MY HANDS, MY FEET. | FEEL THEM!+

+QUITE INTERESTING, AND LOGICAL. ALTHOUGH THEY HAVE BEEN AMPUTATED,
YOUR BRAIN STILL KEEPS ON RECEIVING IMPULSES, WHICH IT INTERPRETS AS
COMING FROM YOUR BODY. OTHER SIMILAR CASES ARE KNOWN WHERE PEOPLE
LOST AN ARM OR A LEG IN AN ACCIDENT, AND WHEN WAKING UPIN THE MED
CENTER, COMPLAINED OF PAIN IN THEIR HANDS OR FEET. YOU'LL LOSE THAT
FEELING IN SOME TIME, WHEN YOU'LL HAVE LEARNED TO INTERPRET THE
SENSATION ASWHAT IT REALLY IS THE AUTOMATIC TURNING OF A LEVEL, THE
CRAWLING OF THE HANDS OVER THE FACE OF A DIAL, THE PASSING OF AN
ELECTRIC CURRENT THROUGH A CONTACT .+

+BUT I'M NOT TRAINED FOR ANYTHING. YOU CAN'T JUST SEND ME INTO SPACE,
YOU CANT ... +

Isthere someone laughing? The voiceis neutrd, yet it ssems cynicd. +WE CANT."?WE HAVE
TOLD YOU: YOU'REON YOURWAY! AT THE MOMENT YOUR SPEED IS ONE HUNDRED
TWENTY KILOMETERS
PER SECOND, AND IT ISINCREASING EVERY MILLISECOND.++I DON'T BELIEVEIT.+
+YOU DON'T HAVE TO NOW. YOU'LL ACCEPT IT SOON ENOUGH.+ Impossible. But they
mustn't keep quiet, silence will end in madness, herewhere | can't move, can't see. | haveto find out
wherel redlly am, what they have done to me. Maybe they redly took out my brain, and are now al
garing at it. So | speak again, | haveto
keep on talking, then | don't have to think +HOW LONG. .. WILL IT TAKE.">+

+NO NEED FOR YOU TO OCCUPY YOURSELF WITH TIME. TIME HASNO MEANING
WHERE YOU ARE NOW. WE'LL TELL YOU WHEN THE JOURNEY'SFINISHED. THAT,
TOO, WILL BE SOON ENOUGH.+

+BUT ...1 CAN'T DO ANYTHING. HOW DO | STOP, ACCELERATE, TURN BACK, DO
ANYTHING AT ALL.9+
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+WE'LL DOALL THAT FOR YOU.+
+AND | CAN'T EVEN SEE.+
+THAT CAN BE HELPED.+
Suddenly thereisaglittering point in the shadow world of my
mind, asa star forming in the dark. Then another, and another, they
spring up out of nowhere, and suddenly
TERROR CHAOS
MY EYES, THEY BURN.[
My eyes, they burn with the light of athousand stars, dl around,
above me, beside me, under me, | seethem al at the same time, as athousand burning eyes staring at
me, asurredigtic nightly landscape of unmoving points, and in between the shadowd opes of unending
nothingness and cosmic dustclouds.

Dizziness, vertigo cramps my stomach, which they said doesn't exigt, but | can't think. | am turning
around and around, failing, faling into that nothingness, between those thousand points of light. They are
changing now, their light dims, and they open and stare a me, from everywhere. Thousands of eyes,
good eyes, eyes of old women, then they turn red, very dowly. They begin dripping strings of blood
pearls between the clouds of darkness, shapes begin to form among them, fearful faces of old women,
with scared smiles around their wrinkled mouths. So many pictures of fear, yes, and o of love, love,
love; now the smiles are getting wider, the mouths split, toothless red mouths from ear to ear. A thousand
electric knivesin my thousand hands, and they cut and cut and | can't gop them. The mouths vomit
blood, and spit it a mein dow-dripping clouds of red. The thousand knives are shaking uncontrollably
between my wet fingers, while | hate and desire and love the old women. Therivers of blood stream
between the stars; they're drowning them, suffocating them. Why doesn't the blood stop flowing? It
gpproaches me with its sticky fingers, but no, they're my own hands, my own fingers, al red and
dripping. Thereis no getting away from them; | drop the thousand knives. Theres no escape from dl the
eyes, the staring dead eyes all around; they stare and drip scarlet into my naked brain, an enormous
petrified landscape, they read my thoughts, they make them redl. | must get away, must get away, their
sares are burning, and | can't close my eyes on them, must get away Must GET AWAY MUST GET
AWAY AWAY AWAY AWAY AWAY

Far away, below in the underground control rooms, alarm lights were flickering up al over the
instrument panels, and hands began running across dias as drunk insects.
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"The dids have gone mad! Damn, what's happening? S-76, what have you done to cause this?'

"How should | know what happened? He said he couldn't see, so | opened the lenses outside on the
Needle. But hereactsasalunatic.”

"The strain has been too much in too short atime. Shock reaction, back to the moment of his crime.
We must get him away from that point, it's too dangerous.”

"Theonly trigger | canimagineisthe sght of the stars. After dl,

we did expect amild reaction, but certainly not T~S." "Close the lenses. All of them." "But then we
can't--"
"SHUT THE LENSES, ALL OF THEM!"

Darkness comes, but the blood stays. Slowly it crawls through the veins, nursing my brain with
gynthetic fluids; it seepsinto the cells of my existence, poisonsthem, easily, dowly, deliberately. | can't
see, | don't want to see. Outside, thereisthe sound of amillion indifferent stars; softly they cry for me.
They whisper to me, as mother, dear mother, my dear mother, who never existed.

"But | don't see how only the sight of the stars could trigger areaction like this."

"Remember that from the earth only abouit five thousand stars at most are visible with the naked eye,
the atmosphere closes off dl the rest. Beyond the atmosphere, that number is quite higher, but that's
besidethered point. Which isthat he doesn't see with two eyes asanorma human being. He seeswith
sixteen lenses, clustered al around the body of the Needle, around ms body, as stiples on aspider's
back. HE SEESIN ALL DIRECTIONSAT THE SAME TIME. Try to imagineaman imprisoned ina
closed bowl which is completdly covered with mirrorsingde, giving light, so that heisableto seeinside,
everything in al directions. Thisismore or less the effect open space has on him, acomplete and utterly
terrifying dienation.”

"Then he must be able to conquer that aienation. Our astronauts have learned to accept thiswith their
Sxteen telescreens.”

"But can't you seethat it isn't the same? Those astronauts could choose to watch whatever they
wanted on whatever screen they preferred. He hasn't achoice, the lensesare hiseyes!”

"Then hell haveto learn to use them. Open the lenses, dowly thistime, one after another, lens after
lens, so that he has to accept them one by one.”

"Hewon't. Hisbrain won't accept them, | tell you, it isn't able to take that much information at the
sametime”
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"Then whatever goes wrong or went wrong isyour fault, S-76.
Y ou should have foreseen this, you should never have opened al the
lenses. I'll have to mention it on your next report.”
The bespectacled man in white turned to his machines. His out-
sretched fingers playfully touched them, softly, caressng themasa
lover's hand. Thered light mirrored crimson in his spectacles; he
seemed an extention of the machines. "Damn that time-lag between
our conversation,” he murmured, ""heaven knowswhat isgoing on
outsde there, what has happened, before we learn of it here."
The voice out of space was slent now, but the instrumentsin the
Needleloydly continued transmitting their observations. Clinking,
rattling, everything taken straight out of the brain of the semihuman
being which once had been given the name Charles Harkson-8. The
dlent factstold the men in white more than did the voice itsdlf.

| am walking on an enormous chess field, a battlefield. The players wear skeleton faces, and they rise
out of riversof blood flowing between the squares. Thereis no escaping the blood. As a continuoudy
growing amoebait drifts slently between the stars, dripping its poisonous fegers over my eyes, through
my eyesinto my naked helplessbrain, and | can't close my eyes, can't shut off my braintoit. A player
appears, awhite phantom figure, two-dimensiond: areflection of my opponent? He has no depth, no red
menace; | discard him and he changesinto a mass of blood which flows down onto thefield, and
disappears. Another appears. Heisdressed in silk, unreal, gpproaching me as amoth drawn by light. He
isamoving, pulpillatmg amoebaof dark light; I burn hiswings and he changesinto an eye, staring at me
accusingly, then he becomes darker and darker, and is gone. Strings of pearlsrise from thefield, very
white, very innocent, but rust-colored blood crawls over them as a hideous caterpillar. | fear the blood, it
disgusts me, and it iseverywhere.

She rises among the thousands of star-eyes, two red sunsflare in her white-haired skull, burning,
burning so bright, so dreadful. Her arm moves, and it isa part of the galaxy which isdisplaced by the
movement, carelesdy thrown beside. Y ou're just nothing, she whispers, but it isthe voice of amillion
radio-waves from amillion dying stars which thundersin my ears. Why do you cometo me, when the
only thing you can do is it there, panting, looking up at me asadog? Y ou aren't aman. You aren't redl.
Y ou're nothing. Why can't you do SOMETHING?

Marsisared rubinein her toothless mouth, and afew stardrops glide along her long legs as she moves
againg the background of
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eternal darkness, asafading projection. | want to hold her, | need her. | need her.

"Damn, damn, damn! What is happening with that.., thing? It acts asif it had received a strong dose of
psycheddics. Theinitid shock reaction should be gone by now. He should have full contral of his
brain-centers by now, but hejust isn't reacting normally to ANY THING.

"That moment of shock must have triggered something which has been building up for many years, a
chained beast in the dark caves of hismind. It'samost incredible that the psychmeds haven't diseovered
it; must have been hidden in the deepest centers of the unconsciousness. Anyway, it isn't fading away as
we hoped, and were stuck withit, likeit or not."

"Then | suggest an artificia psychoshock to restore him to normality.”

"To normality? H-35, the time of primitive shock therapy islong padt, if you will please remember this.
We have placed itmhim--in astuation no human being has ever been before. We can't foretell the effects
of asecond shock."

"But that brainisMAX)! We can't trust anything it transmitsto us; dl that information and we can't do
ANYTHING withit!"

"Of course not, were receiving halucinations, not objective truths, not even hisreal subjective
reactionsto what he sees. What we get areimages out of his own mind, superimposing upon his
reactions to outer space; changed in shape and meaning. Heis distorting redlity, changing it and adapting
it to hisown needs. Thebrainisat war with itsdf, and to saveitsdf, the submerged has taken over: we
see space dl that information and we can't do ANY THING with it!"

"But we can't do anything with that! We need information about space out there, we have to know
how anormal brain reactsto the conditions we've imposed on it. Not the ravings of a psychotic?

"And were obtaining informations, F-54. They are distorted, asif the lenses were looking inward as
well as outward. Outer space and the space insde his brain have come together.”

"Y es, but how long will it take to sort out what isimportant to us, the essentials woeneed?'

"How should | know? The only thing for usto do istry shaping it into something that makes sense.
Some kind, any kind, of sense! But it hardly matters, doesit? If we make the Needle turn back now,
we'relogng everything. If welet it continue, theres still achance that the brain will restore itsdlf to sanity.”
"All right then. Let the Needle continue.”
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Outward, | am speeding. Itisasif | can sense the movement, the steady acceleration. | can seeit, and
thenagain | cant. It'sstrange, confusing. It'sasif I'm looking through amurky glassinto adark room,
andin THAT dark room.., and so on. | can see all the dark rooms and shrouded glasses, endlessly going
on, and I, I anfdling into them, shards of glass keep on splintering on al sides, as| crash through glass
upon glass upon glassmoutward, inward? How can | know? | am Charles Harkson-8, and | am dead.
They say I'm a convicted and executed paranoic murderer; but then again | can't be Harkson-8, because
| am the thing they call the Needle, | am apart of the instrument panel and its metal hide. My nerve
endings are eectric cdlsand circuits. My feet are photon streams, and | am pushing myself forward,
swimming, diving into the darkness of dl the rooms, which are getting smaler dl thetime. Fighting the
current, with microscoping strokes, agains the tides of the space-dust sea, againgt waves of burning light
and clouds of impenetrable black. | am arubber heart, pumping synthetic blood and feeding fluids
through my plastic veins. | am Man, or let's say PART of man, going out to meet space, to greet
darkness. Why do they ingst that I'm Harkson-8? | am afraid of him, afraid of what he's done, afraid of
what he might do. He'slooking at me, from the heart of my body, and hiseyes are very clouded and
sating. | cannot be Harkson-8; he remembers, he remembers too much, and | do not want to remember.
| do not want to remember.

The park isagreen sea of synthetically grown grass, with whiteidands on it, drifting awvay on
timewindsfor the yearsthey have left. They aredl there, the Old People, Sitting and resting; they keep on
living with plastic lungs and transplant hearts, some even with teleeyes when their own have worn out.
They live through youth, returning al the time through eternity. Mummies with crawling insect hands and
blind eyes. My father, you never knew what grew out of your seed. My mother, you never saw the child
you gave to the world. Uncaring for each other, and each uncared for, there they sit, the dummy people,
ascuriosain apublic museum. They sit, they stand, sometimesthey talk, afew hushed words, without
feeling, without meaning except to themsalves. Only the Watchers care for them, and they're paid heavy
wagesfor it, because it meansrea work. | am walking through their endless rows, looking up and down
on them ason cold lifdess statues. My hands are still shaking, after my last fight with Marge. | have left
her without another word, but her insane accusations and her naked contempt still hover abovemeasa
cloak. The old woman isonly gtting there, her hands fluttering






The Best from the Rest of the Worm 99

PLEASE CLOSE YOUR MOUTHS, | CAN'T HEAR, | CAN'T HEAR, THE RED ISDROWNING
ME, PLEASE STOP THAT SILENT SCREAM, WHY DON'T YOU STOPIT SHUT OFF THE
RED PLEASE STOPIT ANYONE STOPIT STOPIT STOPIT PLEASE PLEASE
PLEASEPLEASEPLEASEPLEASEPLEASEPLEASE~-EEEEEEEEE
EHHHHHHHITTTTHTTTHTHIEAtHHI-IT1tHH

Paindl over my body, but they said | have no body; how can | fed pain? My hands and legs and
brain, they're burning with red and blue fire, and | can't stand it, | scream and scream, a dead scream
continuing and continuing, but no, it's him screaming, it'sHIM it'sHIM stop the pain please stop the pain
please...

Slence. Darkness.

"It wasthe only alternative. We had to take the risk thistime, unless we wanted a compl ete catatonic
withdrawa on our hands."

"Y es, the €lectroshock has him unconscious now. But how do we continue from here? What will he do
now?'

"l don't know. No one can know. It... he'sadeep. But he's still emitting...”

Marge, with the soft and dightly too thick lips, and her great empty eyes. Marge, to whom | can speak
of al my troubles. Marge, who aways understands. Always understands. Always understands.

| remember the moving plagtic texture of her dressas| lay my head in her lap. Slowly I'm descending
onit, asatired bird returning to its nest. Looking upward from there, | see her face, an enormous
madonna of flesh-tinted stone. It istime-suspended in the nothingness above me, asan idol looking down
between dustclouds; her mouth is smiling, partly hidden by her big breasts. My fingers crawl as crabs
aong her thighs, they finger the photodlectric cells, opening her dress. Now | fedl the softnessand
warmth of her skin againgt my face, her laugh asmy hair tickles her belly. The pounding of her heart
drumsinto my ears, and beginsto influence my own blood rhythm.

She speaks: "1 wonder why you ever asked meto sign afour-year marriage. I'll be glad when it's over.
Y ou don't need me. Y ou don't need area woman. The only thing you want is affection, not love, and
you can't give anything in return. Y ou're content having someone caring for you. But you don't give
a-qYTHINGIinreturn ... "

"Well never get thismess sorted out. Thisisno job for us, we aren't qudified for that. We need a
good psychmed.”
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"Qut of the question, we can't bring an outsider in. We must work it out ourselves, with the assstance
of the psychcomp. There must be something that makes sensein his behavior; some semilogica pattern
to which he is adapting. Once we have discovered which one, we can try to reverse the process.”

Dimly through Marge, | can aso see the other woman, the woman from the old painting, not a
syncolori, but aREAL painting, with mixed colored substances put on canvas. That woman with the
giving eyes, who is bent over and feeding the smal child. The woman who looks like Marge; or rather is
it Marge whaose face reminds me of that woman?How can | tdll?

After my working hours therés the long timeto kill, the many hourswith nothing to do. Then | go over
to the Old Museum, amost no one ever goes there now except me. | just sit on the chair, and look at the
reflection of my own sdlf in the colordimensions of the canvas. She does remind me of Marge... of
Marge? Now why do | say that? Marge? Who is Marge? | don't know anyone by that name. | am
painting that window into inner space-time mysdf, re-creating with apencil of my mind and colors of my
dreams every feature, the points of light in her eyes, the smoothness of the lines of her neck, thered
crown of her bared nipple, the outstretched, wanting arms of the small child she's holding.

"He... HE's returning backward! The shock we gave hel ped him pass the panic scene, but he'son
another sidetrack now, even further away from sanity.”

"What means SAMTY in hiscase?It'slogical, in away: hismind refused to accept arehearsa of the
amok scene, so to save him from complete collapse, it opened the channelsto his own past. HeE's
traveling backward in subjective time.”

"But why? Why doesn't hejudt...”

"Can't you guess? We al know he's atubereae, amental throwback. They areacase apart in
psychoandyss. Something isinborn with them, which beginsto distort their minds from early puberty.
Finaly thisresultsin acomplex search-pattern which dominates them, but not often is the end result such
aviolent amok murder as happened with this man. Theingtinct for mother-love dominates everything,
though mostly they're unaware of it themsalves. The old woman he cut to pieces was asymbol he had
been searching for, and when she rgected him, he exploded. We learn very quickly when someoneisa
tubereac, and put them under strong psychcontrol. Harkson's first marriage was canceled when we found
out about
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him, and psychcenter took all memories of thisout of his mind. Then MedCent arranged his second
marriage with Dr. Marge HR-889-Q. But even she couldn't give him what he wanted, so he transferred
hislove to the old woman, and killed her. His sane mind can't and it, however; anything is preferableto
remembering what really happened. So the present--his future--is closed to him, and the search has
garted again.., backward thistime."

"Thewholething isyour fault, S-76. Y our stupid idea of opening al the lenses at the same time gave
him theinitia shock that started the whole mess.”

"Discussing past errors of judgment isof no avail now, gentlemen. Maybe thisreturn into subjectivity
will turn out for the bet. If he returnsfar enough, maybe well find the base of hisingtability, the starting
point of al tubereacs.”

"But when will he stop? He just can't go on and on till he's a blubbering six-month-old baby. We have
to return the Needle, no uselosing al that expensive equipment. Well have to find another guinegpig and
dart dl over again.”

why. Even if we return the Needle, we can't do anything with it, it'sal fitted and adapted to his
brain-patterns. We send the Needle out to discover what sends aman mad beyond Venus, and
psychatic or not, well learn it from him. The Needle MUST continue.”

"But he's XNSANE right now! There must be away to end this psychosis, some cure or shock
therapy which we can put through to him, evenin his condition.”

"He'shad dl this, after hisfirst marriage was canceled. A dally dose of sublimina imagesthrough his
viewphone at the office. The therapy was stopped when they thought him normal again, especidly as
there were at that time severa more urgent cases of tubereacs to deal with. But he wasn't cured, asDr.
Marge found out, he only put it al deeper and deeper in his subconscious, and now he has opened dl the
dark caves of hismind."

"There must be aplug even for thishole. HEsliving in memories, in halucinations, right now, isn't he?
Can't we produce some of our own and shock him back to reality?"

"We can dwaystry, though you redize that were very limited when dedling with the Needle.”

Sowly | fed mysdf going through the dark sea of nothingness, athough the stars don't move. They
keep on staring a me, a hideous painting of dead eyes, something out of anightmare, asurredistic
three-dimensiona freek painting. And I am going out and out, and the fear is crawling around in my
nonexistent belly as somerare bee-
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fieinthekilling battle ... But | don't have anything to fear, redly,

have 1?1 don't exactly know where | am, and why | am here, but surely thereisareason for my being
here, and moving here. There dwaysis areason for everything. Soon now, school will befinished, and
the speskvisionoperatorswill transmit their "lesson finished" signd. | will take off my earcaps, and take
my fingers from the dectrowriter, and then I'll leave with the hated others. Toby B-65 will be there, and
Harvill 00-3A, and Mac 33, and Ho-Ling 98-C, and all the girlswith their tattooed legs and
neck-blouses, leaving their breastsfree, and I'll have to keep mysdf from staring at them. They're dl too
big and too heavy for their age, ever snce they started distributing the hormopills at the age of twelve.
The corridor will fill with their secret whisperings and stupid giggling. I'll have to face them, knowing thet
they al know by now about my unsuccessful meeting with Caroll D-1226. | should have known that the
stolen energeopill was chegp stuff, and that | wouldn't be ableto giveit to her threetimesinarow. I'm
afraid to passthem, but it's no use staying heretill they're dl in the recreation rooms. | tried it once, but
then the screen had flared up with DESK 5WHY DON'T YOU LEAVE? | had mumbled something,
but then they had come and taken me to that special room where they began asking all those funny
questions. No, it is better to go now, and walk through that endless corridor of mocking smilesand
remarks. I'll just ignore them. Maybe later | can dip out of recreation room VN-77 and go out for awalk
in the synthopark. There I'll be aone, looking upward to the dark velvet with the diamond tears. I'll
watch them till the tears comeinto my eyes, till they seem to fail down on me.

"Maybe thiswill help. Thereisn't much & se we can do. Now, send this tape through the emitter, and
try to make his brain project it as deafly as possible. We can't be sure, of course, how well aprojection
will succeed on theinsides of the lenses™

A shadow moving in the emptiness? Something adive? That'simpossible, there's no atmosphere here,
S0 there can beno life. Yet it is beside me, growing, colorsflowing into shapes. An enormousfaceis
materidizing. It islooking a melovingly, a deep understanding glance. It bringstearsto my eyes. | am
crying now, my tears are white pearlsfaling away from me. | cry from lovefor that face, whichis
growing and reshaping from a spectra protoplasm. Thisisthewoman | know, thewoman | love, and
have searched for so long. | stretch my arms out to her. Yes, yes, I'm coming to you! But what isthat?
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Who isthat man? That little man who leaves me and is running to the woman? A small, idiotic, distored
man, who stops now and is staring at the enormous face. The figure doesn't fir, yet now | can seethe
face of the man, agrown-up man, but his eyes are the staring eyes of amadman, his tongue hangs out of
his mouth, dripping salivaonto hischin. A man whoseface | know. 1.... 1 do not know it. | do not know
that man.

--SAY IT, DAMN YOU! REMEMBER THAT FACE. REMEMBER.-[-

Voices. My own voice maybe, multiplied by echoes? Why should | say that to mysalf?1 don't know
that face. | don't want to.

-+-REMEMBER. REMEMBER. REMEMBER. WHO ISTHAT MAN? REMEMBER.-gt-

The words are drumming in my radio-ears, avoodoo drum. The voices continue. Why don't they
stop? | don't want to remember that
face, | DON'T WANT TO.

-~REMEMBER. REMEMBER. REMEMBER. REMEMBER .-} -
NO, NO, NO!

-}-REMEMBER. REMEMBER. REMEMBER. REMEMBER. REMEMBER.
REMEMBER. REMEMBER. JFNO NO NO NO

.O-REMEMB ERREM EM BERREM EMBERREM EMBERREMEMBERREMEM'
BERREMEMBERREMEM-~
STOPIT, STOPIT! YES, | REMEMBER. | REMEMBER. | KNOW THAT MAN. | AM THAT
MAN.

BUT THAT'SIMPOSSIBLE. | AM HERE. | HAVE JUST LEFT SCHOOL. | CAN'T BE THAT
MAN.

-~-YOU ARE THAT MAN. YOU ARE THAT MAN.-}-

| CAN'T BE. WHY DON'T THEY LEAVE ME ALONE? WHY DO THEY KEEP ON
TORTURING ME?1 HATE THEM. ALWAYSTRYING TO MAKE ME REMEMBER THINGS|
DONT WANT TO REMEMBER. THEY'RE ALL THERE, THE SMILING AND MOCKING
FACES OF THE BOYSAND GIRLSOF MY ROOM, AND THE CORRIDOR STRETCHES
ENDLESSLY BEFORE ME.
| WALK THROUGH THEM, | HATE THEM, | HATE THEM! HATE. RECOGNITION.
SOMETHING IN ME RECOGNIZES!

THOSE WHITE LIGHTS OUTSIDE, THEY FORM A PATTERN, AND | KNOW THAT
PATTERN, | FLOW INTOIT, | RESPOND COMPLETELY TOIT,AND ITISMEAND | AM
IT, TWO BLUEPRINTS OVERLAP AND COMPLETE, WERE FREE, I'M FREE!

STOPIT! STOP THE PROJECTION, SOMETHING'S GOING WRONG. STOP THE
PROJECTION AND TURN BACK THE NEEDLE, QUICK NOW, BE . U .-~
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I'LL SHOW THEM! | RAISE MY FISTSAND | STRIKE OUT, | SMASH INTO THEIR
CURSED MOCKING FACES, | GRIP THEM AND THROW THEM AGAINST THEWALLSAS
PAPER DOLLS, | BREAK THEIR BONESBY BRUTE FORCE, THEY AREJUST ASTOYSTO
ME, PLAY SOLDIERS, STUPID LIFELESSDOLLS, THEY CRUSH BETWEEN MY FINGERS,
FADE INTO TRAILS OF BLOODIED DUST, | DANCE ON THEM, STAMP ON THEM, WITH
HANDSAND FEET, | AM LAUGHING AND CRYING BECAUSE | HATE THEM, OH! HOW |
HATE THEM!

Circuits are clicking, lamps explode as miniature novas, smal red sunswho quickly die. The rubber
heart is beating and begting, pseudoblood is running through plastic veins.
"Projection turned off. Now the transmitter.”

"Trangmitter turned off."

"Good. Tranquilizers, and quick.”
"Done”

"No, you didn't."

"But | Din! Here, trangiesthreeto six, injected... That'sfunny,
the control lightsaren't burning. The brain should have had them." "Try ranges sevento nine." "Done.
They don't work either!™

"That'simpossible, they can't fail ALL at the sametime. Something's going very wrong.
ATTENTION! ALL CONTROL UNITS OF THE NEEDLE. EMERGENCY PLAN THREE.
START SIDE CONTROL AT THE NEEDLE. TRY ALL TRANQIESUPTO RANGE
FOURTEEN. BEGIN CLOSING OFF CENTRAL PROPULSION. THEN START SIDEWARD
PROPULSION,

AND BEGIN OPERATIONS FOR TURNING THE NEEDLE." "Sideward propulsion isn't working."
"Centra propulsion refusesto stop!”

"EMERGENCY PLAN FIVE. CLOSE ALL LENSES OF THE NEEDLE. TRANQIESRANGE
SIXTEEN, IMMEDIATELY ON THE BRAIN. SLOW DOWN HEARTBEAT AND
RESPIRATION."

"They don't work! My God, NONE OF THEM WORKS!"
"None of the control unitsworks. He has turned them off somehow.”

"But that'simpossible. That would mean that..."
"Exactly. We can't turn the Needle back, because it's ours no longer. He has taken over completely.”
"His position. H-65, ask the comp to caculate his exact position right now?

"Done dready. The same point where the other shipsfailed.”

"Then there's no doubt possible: his return in subjective time was more than only an escape
mechanism! Something has been influenc-
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ing him, maybe from the very start, unnoticed by us; just asit hasinfluenced the others before him.”

"Then it must be acompletely unknown force, amenta power strong enough to dive into the
subconscious parts of aman's brain, and unlock something which even we have been unaware of. That
force, whatever it turns out to be, has given him the power to seize control of the Needle and close all
our control unitsdown.”

"Not that force itsdlf, but that which it has freed from his subconscious.”

"Who can tell? We can't even guessif it'sartificid or not. It can be something out of his own mind, or
something else, like a cloud of energy that moves around the sun at those coordinates, aform of psychic
energy undetectable by our ingruments.”

"No, it hasto be something else. The reaction started with hisfirst sight of the naked stars. The second
shock reaction came when he passed the Venus orbit. It would have to be something with apattern G. .
remember the words of the brain?'RECOGNITION ... THOSE WHITE LIGHTS OUTSIDE, THEY
FORM A PATTERN . U.ITISMEAND I AMIT ... TWOBLUEPRINTS. 0 UWERE FREE 01 U
U 1'M FREE!" What about a pattern of stars?"

"There's no way of finding out right now. He, or e se that which has taken him over, isin full control of
the Needle now. But the instruments are still sending, he hasn't turned them off, only those by which we
could control him."

Sowly time flows on, through unending landscapes of lightpointed darkness, sparkling energy beacons
on clouded velvet. Some-
times| think | have dept, but | can't be sure. | am going quicker. Sowly, | beginto seethe sun. | redly
begin to SEE the sun.

SUN. Theright wordsdon't exist to tell what | see. It isablazing bal, afirecrown in the heart of the
universe. A burning eyein the chaotic center of nothingness. Flames aslazy tongues, dowly they riseand
snk down again, asadowed-down picture. A star of everlasting morning, but not lighting the darkness
around it.

The sunismy companion now. The sun isaways, unending. The sun isthe indisputable empress of
space, blazing through al eternity in anger and fury, atyrant, aqueen, amother. Her burning armsreach
out for me. She beginsto mingle with the other imagesin the stars. Now sheis burning above arock
landscape, and hairy things who walk on two legs are knedling before her. Then she becomesthe eye of
agray-greenish mongtrosity of teeth and nails, whose shriek seeds fear into the jungle. Theimages
change, and now dl isslent, a
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world of red lava, and a petrified sun aboveit, so red that | can't areintoit. But | am warm and safe,
protected from everything. There is a constant static movement in time and space, and | am part of it. |
am dozing, | am content. Then suddenly thereis chaos, fear, eruption. | am regjected by Mother, faling
into darkness and fear, into fight and terror. Burning, painful light everywhere, but it fades, and the
darkness comes back; | want to go back to the darkness, where there is peace and rest and safety,
return to deep, endless dreamless deep.

Sometimes the voi ces speak to me, they order me to do things | don't want to do, and don't do. But
they arefading too, and | just don't listen to them anymore.

"That'sit! That'sthe pattern of it al. Foolsthat we were, there's nothing out there, no unknown force,
but man himself. Man and everything that is 11gSI D~ man has been inside him for centuries. We should
have understood it as soon as his mind began returning to the past. Man has memories reaching further
back than hisown life, patterns endlesdy repeated on hisvery brain cdls, racia memories of thetime
when reptiles walked the earth, and even further. Man grew out of the molecules and atoms of earth, and
they left their tracesimprinted on the cellular brain construction of man. Deep down in the subconsciousit
has been waiting for something, maybe a pattern of stars from the time when the earth was closer to the
sun after itsbirth, to wakeit. Now heisretreating fully, milliards of yearsin time, though time hasno
meaning left now. The world's past becomes one with his own, can't you see that? Don't you understand
what symbol the sun has becometo him?Heis disntegrating himself, going beyond unbirth.”

Thereisonly ME now. | an asmdl needlepoint in eternity, alost miniature planet, atumbling meteor.
Thegarsarefar lightning, unimportant.

Thereisonly the sun, gaping, vomiting fire, ahell mouth, and yet inviting, awaiting. | likethe sun, it'sthe
only thing divein thisuniverse, except me. The sunismorereal than the strange voices who kegp on
whispering. | could shut them off if | wanted to, but | just don't care. | am gathering speed, asaledf ina
sucking river. The stars unfold around me, as smdl flowers.

An eye, aburning eyelooking at me, ahand, abeckoning hand, an outstretched hand, an expecting
hand. FOR Mce

| have been bad, | have left Mother, and then | couldn't find her. But now | have found her back, and
I'm going home. The naked
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rays beat upon my brain, patterns of bloody rivers appear on my eyes, they crack, they burn! Want.
Desire. Go back. I'm breathing dower, and dower. My body triesto bend forward, but | have no hands
and no body. Stedl cables writhe as mad snakesin my insdes. | am burning insde, but it is not important.
| begin to mdlt, but | don't fedl anything. Mother is spesking to me, with the soft voices of amillion dead
gars. Mother isloving me, rocking me gently in her protuberant arms. Mother needs me, Mother loves
me

| am glowing red now, alittle sun of my own, | am changing shape,
going quicker and quicker. | can't see now. I'm going back. Back home. To Mamma.
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Y ou know what vacations are like ... Y ou flop down on the beach, forget your troubles, and let the
sun toast your epidermis. Y ou may not have put away much of that seafood lunch, but till you lie there
likealizard, your mind acomplete blank. Y ou're not even interested in that well-stacked little bundle
who'strying to soak up as much melanin as possible so that she can drive her girl friendswild with envy.
There| was, prone on the gray, grainy sand of the Paestum coast. Doric temples don't say much to me. |
get asmuch of that kind of thing as| need smply by staring at the columns of the Maddeine whilekilling
timewaiting for ahdlitaxi. Oh, I'm not redlly aboveit dl. When it's not too hot | like to stroll among the
ocher-colored old ruins. They bring you back centuriesto the time when our ancestors the Gauls weren't
worried about the atomic bomb but smply about the possibility that the sky might caveinonthem ...

Anyway, | was happily snoozing away when suddenly a shadow
came between Phoebus and yourstruly."Octave Dumont, | presume...”

"No! It'sDr. Livingstone! Best it, will you," | said, peering over my sunglasses.

"So, flatfoot," the Stranger went on, "you don't even recognize
me"
I shot up on my butt and stared hard at the intruder.

Well, what do you expect? Even aguy who'swith the GEIS (General European Information Services)
can be sensitive about some things. Me, | hate being called "flatfoot.” Cops are necessary. Not
everybody appreciatesther hustle, but they're like whoresm they've been around since the beginning of
the so-called civilized world, and you can't get along without them.

Then | recognized who it was who was troubling my dolce far niente. "Nathaniell What the hell are you
doing here?' Because, sure enough, the guy was none other than amember of the Process group I'd
worked with in England on adirty businessinvolving ultrasonic wegpons.

AsaGEIS member, this hippie enemy of violence and pollution
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had called on me to help smooth out afew rough spots in our somewhat less than perfect society ...
"Totdl thetruth, | waslooking for you. And | had ahell of atime scouting you out. | need your help

"l hope you're not going to tell methat our splendid planet isin danger! I'm afilthy materidist, and
vacations are sacred to me. Beat it--tell your sad story elsewhere.”

And with thisdisplay of hedthy indignation, | happily stretched out again and began to take in my
neighbor, ajuicy brunette whom, until now, | hadn't really appreciated as | should have. She was
smearing hersdlf with some kind of bronzing cream and gave me acharming smile. | replied with
everything | had, flashing my lovingly
brushed ivories and adding awink pregnant with meaning.But Nathaniel wouldn't give up.

The guy was tenacious, and once he'd gotten an ideainto his noggin, hed hang ontoiit for al hewas
worth.

"That'sashame," he mumbled, sitting down alongsde me. "If you let me down, werein for trouble.”

"Okay, okay. | suppose thereé's no getting rid of you until I've heard your story. Spit it out!”

"Well, it'slikethis. Y ou know that Processis recruiting people from every level of society and every
profession. One of our
membersisadevoted disciple of Mgor Jack E. Stedle.""Never heard of him."

"He's the founder of bionics, afairly new science trying to develop man-made systems which either
copy or are comparable to natura systems.”

"Doesn't mean athing to me.”

"Listen to me, will you! Bionicsisafantastic science that makesit possible to build machineswhich
operate according to a process that avoids pollution. Thanks to bionics, you can construct collagenic
enginesthat will replace gasoline engines, obtain cold light from the
luciferin of glowworms, dectric energy from dectriceds..." "Tha'sdl very interesting, but what are you
getting a&?'

"Just this. A few of us have gotten together and decided to form acommunity that would work only
with gpparatus based on bionic principles. That way we can show the world it's possible to live with-
out unbalancing the ecology or unduly polluting our planet.""Y ou mean you've gone to work? Y ou, a
hippie!"

"I've doneit before. I've got an engineering degree, you know. If I've opted out of your corrupt
society, it's because it was making me sick to see people exploited so that more and more junk could be
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consumed and our energy reserves used up. Besides, the only researchers who can get any money are
the ones working on government-sponsored projects. Take the CERN people, for example. When they
gtarted out they had ahdll of atime getting enough dough to build their giant accelerator, which didn't
even cost as much as the nose of the Concorde!”

"I'll take your word for it, but | fill don't see what you're getting at."

"It'svery smple. Were set up on asmal idand off the Amalti coast, and our society doesn't use even
adrop of oil and it doesn't have anuclear reactor. Some of us are doing research on telepathy. My
freaks and | have chosen to work to preserve the future of humanity. Each of us has made some kind of
contribution to the community-his science, hismoney, or sometimes just hiswillingnessto help--and it's
been working just fine"

"Great, great--let's just say that you're prophets of the future and let it go at that! But stop beating
around the bush. Just what isit you want from me?"

"It'slike this. Our secrets, our technical tricks, belong to us, and we don't want some s.0.b, to come
along and stedl them. If he did, he could take patents out on them, and when the time came, we couldn't
make agift of them to the whole human race. Well, for some time now Conrad and | have noticed that
somebody's been mucking around with our stuff. Conrad's atop-notch biologist, apa from way back.
He's another one who gave up speed, hash, and dl the psycheddic joys so that he could concentrate on
basic research.”

"So that's where you're heading! Y ou thought that good old Octave could find out who's been spying
onyou"

"--and, if possible, seetoit that he can't do us any damage,” finished Nathaniel.

"Friend, you'reredly the king of the painsin the assl Don't you know that thisisthe only vacation I'll
havetill next year?

"I know, | know. But look, our idand isn't half bad. The view of the coast isfantastic, and the
weather'sjust asgood asit ishere."

"Sure, but who's going to be breaking his hump? Good old Oc-
tave! I've had it up to herewith that. It'swhat | do al year!""In other words, it's'no,™ said Nathaniel,
looking upset.

"Not sofast. Youreapain in the ass, that'strue. But | can't cop out on afriend in need. After dl, you
pitched in for me when | needed it. I'm going to make you alittle present. Ten days, not one more. If |
haven't found out what's rotting in Denmark by then, I'm coming back hereto relax.”
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"I wouldn't want to strip you of your illusions, but snce | don't know any of your friends, they're dl
potential suspects. Another thing: Have you noticed any yachtsin your area? Any helicoptersflying over
theidand? Any sgns of nighttime landings? In short, anything suspicious?’

"Totdl thetruth, | haven't redlly paid that much attention. During the day | work in thelab. At night, |
try to unwind. However, | do remember that one evening Genevieve showed up with aguy in adiving
outfit who looked kind of best. He claimed that he/d wanted to make the trip from the mainland to the
idand and back, but that the current had swept him aong and turned him around toward us again.”

"Did hegtay long?'
"No, he left the next day.”
"Nothing ds=?"

"About the only thing | can think of isthat for some time now our dog Popov often howls at night. Hell
start suddenly and go on for haf an hour or s0."

"Youdon'tsay ... Do you happen to have an ultrasonic detec-
tor on theidand?'

"Of course! Doug has severd. He's our physicig--aswell guy!" "Well see about that .... But anyhow,
that's one lead. Messages can be sent and received adong an ultrasonic channd. Without anyone but
Popov being the wiser, your spy may have aready made agood number of reports.”

"Do you think it's Doug?'

"l haven't the foggiest! I'm smply setting up hypotheses, that's all. Tell me--how were your suspicions
first aroused?"

"It wasalot of little things. Blueprints that weren't where they'd been stored. Apparatusthat had been
disassembled and badly reas-
sembled. A blurred infrared negative...” "Explain thet, will you?'

"Oh, theré's not much to explain. Onenight | had left some infrared film in acamerawith its shutter
open o that | could measure the thermal emission of an organic culture--you have to be very careful
about the temperature norms, you know. The whole room was dark. When | developed thefilm, it was
blurred, asthough astrong I.R. ray had hit it. But the culture hadn't been harmed at all.”

"Probably some nosy Parker taking pictures a night. Another thing: Do you dl get dong?Isthere any
jedlousy over the girls? Fights over who'sin charge? Differences of opinion about future goas?!

"Nothing like that! Obvioudy we discussthings, and not every-
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Marsthered been a sudden drop in ectrica output. It had had them worried for awhile, but eventudly
everything had been straightened out.

Four idanders were waiting for us, two of them real sexy kittens to whom Nathaniel introduced me.
Corrine--dim, bronzed, blond as Campania whegt--was the biologist working on hibernation. Genevieve,
aluscious and well-rounded brunette, was the entomol ogist. One of the young men, afreckled redhead,
was none other than Doug, an American whose specidty was the production of cold light. Hisfather, a
super-rich indudtriaist, provided him with substantia subsidies and didn't worry too much about what
they were being used for. The other fellow, tall and Scandinavian-looking, was
Conrad, the bionics man. The sun had turned his hair dmost white. They al seemed friendly, open, and
relaxed.

Another surprise was waiting for me when Nathaniel pointed to the vehicle which wasto take usto the
labs. Imagine, if you will, an ovoid contraption raised on eight spread legs, it had Six seetsresting in
cavitiesonits horny shell, and two headlights that looked like big eyes. It resembled an enormous bestle.

| settled in. Doug sat at the controls and Nathaniel got in dongside me.

The vehicle started up suddenly with adight lurch and began climbing the rocky dope; snceits claws
gripped the dightest fissure, its overadl performance was extraordinary. In short, here wasthe dlterrain
vehicle so long dreamed about. On the way, my companion explained to methat it was anew bionic
product that used a collagenic motor system. A belt of collagen furnished the necessary energy asit
contracted after passing through alithium-sat solution. None of this meant very much to me, but the fact
remainsthat our beetle made no noise, produced no smoke or stench, and crawled through places that
would have been inaccessible to any ordinary vehicle.

When we got to the top of the hill, | glanced over at the ha7_~ covered, marvelous cliffs of the Amalfi
peninsula

Then Nathaniel pointed out their compound; merging into the underbrush, the buildings were of agreen
that made them amost invisible. They looked like giant mushrooms perched on their sems, and because
| didn't want to seemtooidiatic, | refrained from asking if they had been grown from seeds!

It was dready late afternoon, and toward the west the horizon was tinted copper and purple. In spite
of this, the scientissswere dill busy in their laboratories. For hippies, this seemed truly incredible! Our
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vehicle stopped in front of one of the large mushrooms, and | noticed that the building's roof was made of
movable plagueswhich even | could identify as solar-cdll pands.

After asnack had put some heart back into me, my host, who was obvioudy inexhaustible, suggested
we vigt the ingtalations while his colleagues had dinner at a Club Mediterranfie type buffet.

Nathaniel hadn't an ounce of pity--heingsted that | visit each lab. Moving from vatsin which collagen
fiberswere isolated and cultivated to gpparatus that synthesized luciferin--which gave off agreenish but
reasonably pleasant light--1 saw ultrasonic mechanisms and microminiaturized radar, cellsthat came from
the thermic sensing organs of crotalids and could detect variations of athousandth of a degree, and
gyroscopic baancersthat were copies--I wastold---of dipterousinsects. | was completely buried under
an avadanche of technica terms, and | was about to cry uncle when we came to the famous neuristor
brain, resting gently in agterile vat from which led amaze of wires connected to dials and printout units.
Thevidgt ended in the kingdom of the good fairy Genevieve, an amazing oot in which hundreds of
different insects squirmed in glass cages. There were butterflies, beetles, variouskinds of big
mosguitoes---enough to keep you scratching for quite sometime.

| listened digtractedly while Nathaniel explained that certain types of Bombyx could detect asingle
molecule of unsaturated alcohol emitted by females of the species an incredible distance away-provided,
of course, that the wind was blowing in the right direction.

When | findly did plead for pity, Nathanidl caled ahdt and led me back to the living quarters.
Outside, the air was heavy with aromatic essences, and in the sky there were legions of shining stars. We
could even seethe internationd space station moving along like abig meteor.

Bionics evidently had not yet revolutionized bedrooms, since | was supplied merely with asmple
deeping bag--which in no way kept me from dropping off soundly.

| had been lying there for areasonably long time, dreaming of weird machines and dragonflies ridden
by pinup girls, when suddenly | bolted avake.

I'm neither abionic imitation nor acrotalid, but | do have asixth sense that has often been very
hel pful--though it may just be that my hearing is better than most people's.

Thefact remainsthat | woke up with adistinct sense that somebody wasthere. | wasin asmall room
of aprefabricated house, and | could hear amuffled noise, broken off at times as though someone were
coming toward me.
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| dipped my hand into my valise, which luckily was close by, and took out my revolver but | couldn't
tell if the safety wason! Likeanidiot, | had gone to bed without checkingit. | put down the gun and
reached for the valise with the vague intention of using it asaprojectile or shied.

Just then | heard adight hiss and a sharp rap, followed by the noise of ahasty but careful retrest.

| bounded up and got to the door just in time to see adender silhouette disappearing among the
buildings of the camp. Then a dog began to howl. That was probably Popov. There was no point wasting
time chasing my adversary, who knew the place better than | did, so | went back to my room, got out my
flashlight, and carefully ingpected the floor and my valise. | soon found atiny dart, which | cautioudy
removed from the strap in which it had lodged.

There could be no doubt about the fact that 1'd been the target. | hadn't been there long, and aready
someone was eager to get rid of me. What apainful ideal

Therest of the night passed without incident. Of course, | more or less dept with one eye open. At
dawn, | pulled Nathanid from his bed and told him what had happened.

He carefully examined the projectile, then took me into alaboratory where he poked the sharp point
into an innocent guinea-pig, which immediately gave up the ghost. That settled it!

"Wdl, chum, you've had anarrow escape!™ grunted my host. "Thislittle gadget had been dipped into a
fast-acting poison. Probably curare, since one of our researchersisworking oniit.”

We went off to awaken that unlucky fellow, Carl, who of course swore that he hadn't budged al night.
A vidit to hislab showed that the cupboard containing his favorite toxins had been broken open, but there
was no way of knowing by whom. Probably one of the hippies themsalves, because Popov hadn't
howled very much. But who? Mystery...

During the day | was again treated to innumerable technica explanationsto which | bardly listened: |
waswaiting for nightfal. My adversary, disgppointed by hislack of success, would no doubt show
himself again. Out of an excess of caution, | asked Nathanid to keep his ultrasonic radar trained on the
approachesto theidand.

Totd failure. | might aswell say immediately that no suspicious boat or spacecraft was spotted, but on
the other hand Popov yowled dl night long. His response convinced me that at one time somebody had
transmitted information to the coast by ultrasonic means, which the dog had detected and protested
againg in hisownway. Betha
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asit may, the system obvioudy had since been abandoned, and we had to find the new trick being used

| dept very badly, jJumping up at the least little noise. But nothing happened.

| spent the next day poking around the idand and in the laboratories. Thistime Nathanlel didn't go with
me, but he delegated Corrine as areplacement. Thanksto her smile, my bad temper quickly vanished,
and when evening came | was on excellent terms with the pretty blonde.

However, | hadn't forgotten what | wastherefor. | had dug up somewhere an infrared tel escope of
extraordinary sengitivity. The gadget was based on the heat-sensing apparatus of crotaids, and with it
you could seein the dark aswell asif it were full daylight. | therefore decided to spend the night not in
my bed--nor aas, in Corrineswbut on alittle hill near the compound.

AsI'm apretty crafty type, | announced that | wastired and pretended to retire to my room early.
When the coast was clear, | took
my telescope and dipped out to the observation post | had chosen. The hours passed monotonoudly.

| saw the space lab and a dozen other military and civilian satellites parade across the sky. | was
be~nning to have a bellyful when my patience wasfindly rewarded.

A dender form dipped out of one of the mushroom-shaped buildings and moved toward Popov's
nicheto give him atidbit. The dog seemed to know hisvisitor and only let out afew muffled yaps.

Thel~ the shadow moved toward me and the exit to the camp. Uneasy, | hid behind aclump of myrtle
asbest | could and continued to watch. Thistime there was no mistake. Instead of heading for my room,
the unknown figure was speedily climbing the hill directly toward me. Had | been spotted.9 After dl, |
didn't redlly know the principle on which my infrared gadget worked, and it might very well emit
detectable rays. In any case, | no longer needed it. My visitor was now so closethat | could clearly see
thefigure in the moonlight.

My heart was pounding like adrum, and my hand clutched the butt of my pistol. Thistime | had
checked the safety.

But I had not been spotted. The unknown figure climbed to the top of the hill and, digging into a
pocket, produced a box. The form was about two yards awvay from me, and | didn't let the opportunity
pass. | sprang like acougar.

After abrief struggle, my adversary, who was short on muscle, was no longer dangerous. | shone my
flashlight into the face of the figure --and saw the seductive features of Genevievel

"Well, my girl, youve had it!" | grunted. "We're going back to camp, where you have some explaining
todo."
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Not the dightest bit taken aback, the darling snapped: "Idiot, will you let go of me? What do you think
you're doing? | was conducting a night experiment with butterflies, and now you've made meruin
everything, you old lecher!"

The shot carried. After dl, her explanation was plausible. When | retrieved the box it really wasfull of
butterflied

But I'm a pigheaded type, so | decided to check afew things with Nathaniel. We returned to the
compound and | pitilessy tore him from the arms of Morpheus and alittle redhead.

Then we held aprivate symposium in one of the labs.

Genevieve gave her version, and Nathaniel seemed to find that it held water. He looked a me queerly.

Suddenly | becameirritated, and | carefully began to examine thetiny creaturesin the box. Of course,
| didn't know what kind of butterfliesthey were, but | did find it strange that their undersides were
ydlowish, and | noted as much aoud.

Now it was the darling's turn to seem troubled. She blushed and mumbled afew wordsin Latin to
explain that this species dways had ydlow tummies.

Nathaniel reacted immediately. Seizing one of the butterfliesin apair of tweezers, he placed it before
an ultraviolet lamp. The butterry began to glow. Thistime there was no need to explain to methat what |
was looking at was fluorescent paint.

A modest triumph. My wily friend attentively examined the |epidoptera under amagnifying glassand
spotted microfilms pasted under the wings.

The lady made a sudden dash for freedom, but we caught her and the explanations started. We had
our py, for sure. At the beginning she used to send her messages ultrasonicaly, but Popov would yowl
too much. Then, since the season was right and the wind swept in from the sea every evening, our
entomologist began launching her butterfliesinto the air.

On the coast, an accomplice would wait with aflask full of enticing bits of femininity that drew on the
unfortunate maes. An ultraviolet flashlight made it easy to spot those that carried the microfilms, and
that'sdl therewastoit ....

The following day was spent in fetivities. Genevieve was publicly spanked and shipped back to the
mainland, but not before she had confessed the name of the firm that was paying heavily for thisdirty
work.

Asfor me, | went back to my beach.

Only one thing has changed. Just try now to take an innocent stroll dong the beach of acertainidand

near the Amalfi coast. Y ou'll have a surprise coming to you.
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"Stay whereyou are, Calling! Every move now could mean afracture.”

"Yes, Your Mgesty," said Collins, and stayed where he was. "Keep your eyes upon usl" commanded
theking.

"Yes, Your Mgesty," said Collins, and kept his eyes on His Mgjesty.

Timewasdipping by. Therewasadeadly slencein the hall. The king was perched nervoudy on the
edge of histhrone and stared anxioudly at the flickering mirror on thewall. Every time apatrol officer
stepped out of the mirror, the king gave astart and leveled his gun at the man. Collins could see that the
barrel trembled and that beads of sweat had formed on His Mgjesty's brow. The intervals grew shorter,
and the guards could hardly avoid stumbling over one another. The patrol now had the room under
congtant control. The mirror twitched every time aman was discharged from or reabsorbed into itsfield.
One guard stepped out into the room, looked attentively about him, and returned with a backward step
into the mirror. But there was nothing specid to observe. The room was empty. Thewalls till showed
the light spots where the va uabl e paintings had once hung. Generations of sovereigns who had once
peered morosdly, criticaly, or solemnly from the walls upon the most recent offspring of their lineage now
peered morosdly, critically, or solemnly into some dark corner of the palace cellar which they had never
Seen during their lifetime. Even the nails had been taken out of the walls, the tapestries removed, the
curtains, the furniture, everything. There was only the throne, His Mgesty, the patrol's time mirror, which
occasiondly disgorged and reswalowed a guard, and aman standing at the triply barred and shielded
window--Callins, HisMgesty's Minister of Personal Security and Futurology.

The throne room was hermetically sealed, doors and windows safeguarded by energy screens. Not an
insect, not even adust particle, could have penetrated the shield, not to mention aminibattleship or a
remote-controlled needle grenade.

"Tdl ushow long thisisto continue, Collins. We cannot beer it
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much longer? The king gave his minister a beseeching look. He was trembling.

Coallinstossed back his cape, unclasped the purse on his belt, and drew from it atemporal strip. He
held it a arm'slength, as he was abit farsghted, and examined it scrupulously. He was cam and
composed; only the corners of his mouth curled ever so dightly in scorn. He had seen through more
ticklish stuaionsthan this. "By Y our Mgesty'sleave” hesad, "Your Mgesty'sdarmisredly
groundless. The patrol knowsthat it will al turn out for the best. We have twenty-saven more minutes,
during which Y our Mgesty is constantly supervised, before the arrival of thisimpenetrable ten-second
time sedl. From the very second that we regain access to the mirror from the timeline, thisroom will once
again be under control."

Coallinssfinger ran down the temporad strip, tracing the dots indicating the guards positions, and
compared them with the date and time printed continuoudy aong the margin. He had even jotted down
the guards names on the strip. They were his best men. One could not do more. With the exception of
one short interruption, the dotslay so close to one another that they formed a solid line. Collinslooked at
hiswatch. Everything was running according to schedule.

"What isthe latest report?' demanded the king. His voice was hoarse, fear gripped his throat.

"Nothing precise, I'm afraid, in spite of dl our efforts. Your Mgesty isaware of the fact that WHITE
has undertaken transformations which reach far into the future. The selsarefluid, and theimpenetrable
time block is congtantly shifting position. Our investigations are valid for but afew hours, then the
tempora strips are worth no more than the paper they are printed on. Y esterday we could still supervise
four daysinto the future; at present, this period is reduced to a scant two hours, and the block continues
to grow toward us. But according to our calculationsit will soon come to astandstill, so that we will
eventualy have thirty minutes|eft to supervise. But dl this can of course change, should WHITE
underteke afracture.”

"That'sjust it. That isthe problem,” whimpered the king. "Do something! How can you loiter about idly
when | amin danger?'

"Your Mgesty isnot in danger,” sghed Callins. "That is practicdly the only thing about whichwe are
certain. After the critical moment is past, Y our Mgesty will be sitting upon the thronejust as
Y our Mg esty does now. Of course...""Of course what?"

"Now, Your Mgesty, we have discussed it often enough. By Y our Mgesty'sleave, should we really
bring this up again now, when the moment is nearing?'
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Theking douched in his seat and chewed hisfingernails.

"Areyou certain that | am the one who will be sitting here after
the critical moment?' he asked suspicioudy."But, Y our Mgesty, who else?'
"Yes, who dse" muttered the king, and looked at Collins.

The minister ingpected histempora strip. The stream of dots discontinued, reappeared, only eventudly
to disappear altogether. Here was the sedl, there the block began. What took place at these inaccessible
points? Why had WroTE placed them there? Was this some kind of atrap or ruse? He had spent a great
ded of time on the problem, had assigned hisbest men to it, but he had found no solution in spite of the
innumerable facts that had been compiled. He wastired. A holiday would do him good. He looked
around him at the dreary room, examined its bare walls. Got to get out of here, he thought. Choose any
other time. How about dinosaur hunting in the Mesozoic era? He had grown out of that age. And he
detested hunting expeditions. Too loud, too much excitement, too much drinking, and for the last few
decadesterribly overcrowded. They went and killed off the beastsin less than no time with their laser
guns. And what if they did? Ugly creaturesthey were anyway. A minimal fracture. A couple of
bone-collecting scientists of some later age would probably be astonished that the animals had
disappeared so quickly. They would certainly find an explanation, that was what they were scientistsfor.
The Tertiary period--yes, that would be better. It had been nice and warm then in thisregion. A couple
of weeks of Tertiary. The patrol had aholiday center there. Plenty of rest, excellent food,
saber-toothed-tiger steaks. Once, though, he had chosen a year when he himself had been there. Not
that it made much differenceto him if he was constantly crossing his own path--that had happened to him
before, one got used to it. One had afew drinks with oneself, talked about old times, complimented
oneself on how good one had still looked then and how on the other hand one had hardly aged at al
since; one bored onesdlf to tears, felt acertain envy appear which could grow to hatred when one saw
the bad habits that one had already had then and had long since wanted to get rid of but still had years
later. Y outh and experience stood face to face, and in between were al those years that one circled
about and avoided mentioning but still could not ignore. Everyone knew that this could bring on
disastroustime fracturesif one were not careful, irreparable damage, intervention by the Committee, at
best deportation to an ice age or to one of the first three millennia, at worst eradication from thetimeline,
condemnation to nonexistence, unless amnesty were
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granted by means of aspecia dispensation from the Supreme Coun-
cil on the Future.

"You just stand about and say nothing!" The king's voice snapped
him out of thoughts. "We asked you a question.”

"l beg Your Mgesty's pardon.”

"What exactly isgoing to happen?' demanded the king peevishly.
"Explainit again, step by sep.”

"Certainly, Your Mgesty. Our guardsarein control of al of the
timeline which isaccessible to us and are closely observing the par-
ticular area around the palace. Thereis absolutely no action. That is,
as Your Mgesty dready knows, gpart fromthedall .... "

"Nonsense! Alwaysthis damned doll! How often do | have to hear that ridiculous story? What am |
paying you for? Always repesting the same foolishnesd ™

"A smal mechanica figure appears,” continued Collins, unmoved, "a sort of miniature robot, with
which Y our Mgesty deignsto play.”

"Rubbish! How often must | repesat it? What on earth would | be doing with adoll? Have you ever
seen me play with dolIs? Thisis utterly absurd!”

"But by Your Majesty's leave, according to the reports of the guards, Y our Mgesty seemsto be quite
taken with thissmall mechauica object.”

"But that isjust what | don't understand! What am | to do with adoll? Am | achild? Once and for all,
enough of thisdalll It isbeginning to get on my nerves."

The minister shrugged his shoulders and looked at hiswatch. "1 am reporting nothing but the facts
when | say that Y our Mg esty takes pleasure in playing with thisfigure, actualy lays his wegpon aside
and givestheimpression of being relieved of aburden andin
extreme good humor, not to say...""Not to say what?"

"Not to say, well---like anew man."

The king leaned back with asigh, then shook his head in annoyance and did nervoudy forward again
to the edge of the throne. "Dall, doll, what the devil doesthis doll mean?' he brooded. Then, turning and
launching into Callins, "For weeks now we have heard nothing from you but reports about dollsand
other such nonsense. Collins, you havefailed. AsMinister for the Persona Security of Our Person you
have failed miserably. That can cost you your head; you are well aware of that?"

"By Your Mgesty'sleave, we have done everything within our meansto get hold of the producer of
thisdoll and to find and destroy the doll itself. The research has cost hundreds of years of work by
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our best specidigtsin ancient history, time manipulation, and causal coordination. Let me assure Y our
Mg esty without exaggeration that we have done everything, absolutely everything within our power."

"Y ou had ordersto cause afracturein order to avoid this dreadful moment, and what did you do?
Nothing! Y ou had ordersto find this man in the seventeenth century and to have him disposed of, and
was this corrective measure taken? No! And you babble on about your speciadists and their hundreds of
years of work! It does not interest usin the dightest. Did you hear? Not in the dightest! Y ou have failed?
The king trembled with anger; his fingerstightened around the handle of hiswegpon. It was aimed at
Callins.

"1 I most humbly beg Y our Mgesty's forgiveness, but as | said, we have done everything within our
power."

"Did you have the doll destroyed? Yesor no! If you did, why does it keep regppearing?’

"Wedid destroy it--at least we destroyed one doll, but an infinite number of such dolls could exist.”

"Dont talk nonsense! This smple craftsman can't have made an infinite number of dolls.”

"Of course not, Your Mgesty, but perhaps two or three of thistype.”

"And why haven't they been destroyed? Because you failed?

"AsYour Mgesty dready knows, and as | have alowed mysdlf to emphasize repeatedly, thisisin dl
probability--and in my own humble opinion--not at al where the basic problem lies. This question of the
doll iscertainly peculiar, but it is clearly just as unimportant asisthe craftaman in the seventeenth century.
We are dedling with an intervention by WroTE in which thisman in the distant past plays either no part or
avery subordinate one, in which hisfunction isto lure us onto the wrong track. Y our Mg esty knows that
| have never considered thisavery promising lead. How much of achance could aman inthe
pretechnical age have had? | personally am convinced that at that time man did not even have eectrical
energy; they were ill experimenting with frogs legs.”

"One can build mechanicd automats, Collins, whichif they are preserved in museums or private
collections can survive severad thousand years. But we have other grounds to find this man dangerous.

Y ou should have had him diminated. Y ou had explicit ingtructionsto do so.”

"WroTE prevented it," answered Collinswith ashrug of his shoulders.
"WHITE, WHITE, WHITE! Let WHITE be damned!"

They were slent. Timewas dipping by.
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The guards came and went. They now registered every second. "How long isthisto continue, Collins?*

"Exactly eeven minutes and thirty seconds, Y our Mgesty,” answered the minister. He now held his
watch in the pam of hishand. After this period the time mirror would blank out and be impenetrable to
the patrol for a span of ten seconds.

"What isthe purpose of this sedl, Collins? Can you explain why WmTV. had the seal placed here?
What is hidden behind it? Something is happening behind it, but what?"

Theking's voice trembled. Thetension in the room grew.

"Wedon't know, Your Mgesty,” said the minister. "Perhapsit isjust a ruse--we will know soon. But
Y our Mgesty need have no fears, there will be no change.”

"That iswhat your guards say. They are dolts," said the king. He coughed and gasped for breath and
tugged at the collar of hisblack cape asif it wastoo tight. The handkerchief with which he wiped his
brow was soaked with perspiration.

"Haveyou given dl the orders?Is everything seded of f?*

"Exactly as'Y our Mgesty commanded. The entire palace has been thoroughly inspected severa times,
the throne room especially carefully of course. Thereis not asingle squareinch that hasn't been
meticuloudy checked. All dalls, toys, and smilar objects which we were ableto seizein thevicinity of
thistime-gpace point have been destroyed. The palace islocked and bolted insde and out. Nothing can
penetrate this room unnoticed. Any particle, even aspeck of dust, would immediately disntegratein the
energy fields. The doll must either come through the mirror or materidize in amanner unknown us; it is
not in the palace now, unlessit has taken on aform of energy of which we have no knowledge."

The king looked about suspicioudy, asif he could discover some clue that had escaped the attention
of the minister's guards, but his weapon found no target. The room was bare, there were only His
Majesty upon the throne, the minister, the mirror, and the stream of guards who formed the observation
chan.

"I cannot bear to see these faces any longer, Callins.”

"Y our Mgesty has given explicit orders...”

"Yes, yes, | know. Arethese men absolutely reliable?’ "Absolutely.”
"What do you know about this dollmaker?’

"Itisan odd gory, Your Mgesty. A rdatively large part of hislife seemsto contain important historical
facts which WmTaedoes not wish to have changed. As 'Y our Mgesty knows, he appearsin the year
1623 inasmal city in what was then Europe--now our Opera-
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tions Base 7--buys a house and apparently earnsaliving as asimple craftsman, makes few demands on
others, mingleslittle with the townspeople but is respected by al. On August 17, 1629, the period
suddenly becomesinaccessible, closed off by a sed which severely handicaps our operations. This sedl
extends asfar as February 2, 1655, covering amost three decades. Nevertheless, we set severa of our
best specidigtsto the task of living through the time behind the sedl. Y our Mgesty can hardly conceive of
what this meant for those men. But in spite of al our efforts the venture failed; the men were never heard
of again. We could find them in neither the fifth nor the sixth decade of that century. Timesthen were
particularly hard, wars were raging, and morale was very low. In short, by the time we could operate
again we discovered that our craftsman was dead. We questioned people who knew him. Naturally we
cannot examine the vaidity of the information they gave us, asthere are no written records, but thisis
what we were told: One night he went into afit of raving madness, and from that moment on hewaslike
adifferent person. Formerly he had been arespected man whose advice was sought by al, but after this
attack he let himsdlf go, fdll into the habit of swearing, jabbered incoherently, neglected hiswork, took to
drink, picked quarrels, and proved himself to be generdly arrogant and overbearing. For instance, he
demanded that his neighbors address him as His Mg esty, for which the fellows soundly thrashed him. He
had apparently gone mad. He went from bad to worse, living from ams and from what he could
occasionally beg or stedl. One day he was found hanging by arope in abarn, where he had apparently
been for severd weeks. He himsalf had put an end to his miserable existence. He must have been hagtily
buried somewhere, for we could not find his grave. We were told that thisis commonly doneto victims
of suicide. We can fix the date of his desth with relative certainty to the autumn of the year 1650. As
Your Mgesty can seg, itisdl in al nothing remarkable, perhaps not adally

occurrence in those centuries, but by no means an unusual one.” "But thisdall, Callins. What about the
doll?’

"We succeeded in destroying one doll. Our men blasted it and it exploded. We were not ableto
reconstruct it completely, but the parts that we were able to gather up in our haste in the dark give
evidence of an extremey smple spring-driven mechanism, such as one findsin the clocks and music
boxes of that time. There doesn't seem to be anything specid about the doll either.”

"Did you find anything in thefollowing centuries?’

"We have ingpected innumerable mechanicd toys, only sporadicaly, to be sure, from the

mid-twentieth century on, asthere are
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such vast quantities of them, but we never came across anything unusud. Occasiondly wefound in
literature evidences of more highly devel oped mechanisms such aswe were searching for, but al our
attemptsto test the vdidity of these dlusonsfailed. The mechanicd doll was awell-loved fiction at that
time, asort of fairy-talefigure, the forerunner of the robot, | surmise. But the technica basis necessary to
deveopitislacking."

"Nothing! Absolutely nothing!"

The minister shrugged his shoulders regretfully. "How many minutes, Collins?' "Five, Y our Mgesty.”

"It isenough to drive one madl Can't a stop be put to this running about?'

"l am sorry, Your Mgesty, butitis'Y our Mgesty's own command that the room be under constant
supervison. This supervision cannot be countermanded without causing ddlicate fractures which might
have dire consequencesfor Your Mgesty's safety.”

The minister kept his eye on hiswatch and compared the time with the tempora stripsin hishand. In
four minutes and thirty seconds the stream of dots indicating the guards positions would cease for a brief
period.

"Callins, have you absolutely no ideawnheat is going to hgppen in the next four minutes?”

"I am afraid we know nothing for certain, Y our Mgesty, but..." "But what?'
"But, by Your Mgesty'sleave, | have my suspicions.”

It isyour damned duty to give thought to the Situation and to express your thoughts. So go on and
expressthem?

"Let usassumethat Y our Magesty himsdf, on the basis of experience which Y our Mgesty will have
gained in the future and on the basis of further development of time-travel technique, makes certain points
and periods of the timeline which seem important to Y our Mg esty inaccessible by means of thissedl.”

"We see. Collins, why did you not mention such an important aspect earlier? That isavery plausible
possibility; one can hardly congder it serioudy enough.” Theking smiled in relief. He clung to thisthought
asto asraw. Theideathat he himself could be wl-nTP, clearly flattered him. He snapped hisfingers
energetically and feverishiy concentrated upon the thought. Then hisface clouded over again.

"But we would at least have transmitted some kind of explanatory message to oursavesin order to
make this horrid Stuation more bearable.”
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"Perhapsthat isimpossible for reasons of security,” interjected Collins.

The king shook his head. "But this doll. Where does this confounded dall fit into the picture?’

"Perhapsit is supposed to bring Y our Mg esty some important piece of information.”

"And the dollmaker? No, no, it doesn't fitin."

"Perhaps he has nothing to do with the whole affair, perhaps heisjust a secondary figure; but, on the
other hand, perhaps heisthe source of information.”

"Perhaps, perhaps! Isthat al you have to say? What do you think you are here for--to red off vague
suspicions? We can do that ourselves. Y ou are responsible for our security. Isthat clear? Such
nonsense! A primitive tinsmith from twelve thousand years ago hasinformation for us, the ruler of four
planet systems and al their moons--how ridiculous! Just empty speculation and foolish twaddle!”

The king was provoked. The barrel of hisweapon roamed back and forth, and Collinstried to keep
out of firing range.

"Thenit wasablind adley, by Y our Mgesty'sleave, which our best forces have wasted centuriesin
exploring.”

The king stamped hisfoot. "Time doesn't interest usl We want information. We want absol ute security
for our person, even if your people need thousands of yearsto guaranteeit. If you go down blind aleys,
it'syour problem, Collins, not ours! Y ou are amiserablefalure! We are holding you responsible for the
consequences. Y ou understand what that means.”

"AtYour Mgesty'scommand.”

"Our command was. bring information and more information about the present sphere of time and
everything connected with it; and you dare to enter this room with your suspicions! Y ou can go to the
devil with your crazy notions We want facts and nothing but facts"

"Very well, Your Mgesty, but don't forget the seal on Operations Base 7, an intervention by WI~ITE
which made our work extremdly difficult and thwarted our action in the decisve years.”

"That may very well be. Perhaps there was at that moment a historical event of grest importance. As
you said, therewasawar at the time. Perhaps our intervention would have endangered a politician or
scientist of top-ranking future valence, or the great-grandfather of a politician or scientist, or heaven
knowswho. But that isall irrelevant. What is going to happen here and now in afew seconds? That isthe
only thing that matters."
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Timewasdipping by.

The guards came and went, came and went, dots on the temporal strip.

Theking leaned back, breathing heavily. He was as white as chalk and dripped with swesit.
"Thirty more seconds, Your Mgesty."

"Collind" Theking's eyeswere fixed upon him beseechingly; they werefilled with tears. " Collind
Keep your eyeson me! Do you hear? Don't lose sight of me for asingle moment! Take note of
everything, everything!"

Hewasleaning far forward, and his eyes swept panic-stricken across the room. He began to see dolls
everywhere. They crept out from benegath histhrone, came out of the walls, dipped down from the celling
on threads. Everywhere he saw dangling limbs, expressionless plagtic faces, beady glass eyesthat glared
malicioudy at him, tiny fists that brandished daggers as big as needles or aimed minute laser pistolsat him.

The king trembled and gnawed incessantly at hislower lip. Fear had complete mastery over him now.
It was suffocating him. Hefdt asif he must either crawl off into ahole somewhere or else scream and
shoot about himin blind rage.

The minigter gave him aworried look.

"| can't bear thisany longer, Colling" shrieked HisMgesty. "Don't just stand idly about--do
something!”

His ghrill voice burst into thousands of tiny splinter-sharp fragments.

Collinsfollowed the second hand of hiswatch asit ticked nearer
and nearer to the critica moment."Now."
The mirror went blank.

The minister looked carefully about the room, then fixed his gaze upon the king. The king suddenly
leaned back, crossed hislegs, and put aside his pistol so that both hands were free to straighten out the
clothing of asmall plain doll which hewasholding.

The minister blinked and shook hishead to dispd the optica illusion, but the doll was Htill there. It
hadn't been there before and now it was there. He tried without success to cope with this new situation.
The brain refused to accept what the eyes clearly saw. His Mg esty was sitting comfortably on the
throne, smoothing out the dress of this smal mechanica figure, and smiling ddightedly.

"Come, Collins, why are you staring so aghast at us? Have you never seen adoll before? A pretty little
toy, don't you think? A dollmaker's masterpiece.”
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The ten seconds were over. The mirror glowed once again and the first guard stepped out into the
room.

"Hello, how are you? Have anicetrip?' the king asked him in good humor.

"He-hdllo," stammered the bewildered man, and fled back into the mirror.

"Good morning,” the king greeted the next guard who appeared. "' G-good morning, Y our Mgesty," he
managed to stutter, and stumbled over hisfeet in his haste to find the mirror and disappear into it.

"Thisisquite an amazing doll, Callins. Go ahead and take acloser look at it."

The minister gpproached hesitantly.

"Would Your Mgesty deign . . . an explanation . . . therapid transformation... | mean, | beg Y our
Majesty's pardon, but | find
it incomprehengblethat al of asudden Your Mgesty is..." "... Like anew man, you wanted to say?"
"Yes Your Mgesy."

"Y ou will get your explanation soon enough, in ahaf hour or o, when this spying finaly stops.” He
pointed to the mirror.

"But, Your Mgesty, timeisrunning out. Y our Mgesty's only chanceisto explain the whole situation
to meimmediately, so that we can undertake afracture and take dl other necessary measures, so that dl
may still turn out for the best. | beseech Y our Mgesty,
thisispossiblefor only afew minuteslonger." The king let out aped of laughter.

"What for, Collins? Everything isturning out for the best. Why are you so nervous? Fetch achair and
gt down! Aren't there any chairs here?’

"But certainly Your Mgesty will explain..."

"All in good time, Collins, dl in good time. Not now. Let usfirst take alook at thisdoll. It seemsto be
an old piece, doesn't it, perhaps thousands of years old, but still in quite good shape. | believe it even can
dance. It has probably made along trip, we should say avery long trip, but it isstill fully intact. Hard to
believe what can fit into thislittle head, if one only knows how to go about filling it properly!” He held the
smal metd head of the doll between thumb and forefinger and smiled pensively.

"But, Your Mgesty, | don't understand. What doesthisal mean?"

"Be patient, Collins, be patient. Y ou will find out. There arejust twenty minutes|eft. In the meantime,
let uswatch the review of your troops. Then wewill tell you agtory, avery ordinary story, but wethink it
will interest you nevertheless. We would wager oniit.”
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"l am breathlesswith anticipation, Y our Magesty."

Meanwhile, the king continued to greet with agracious wave of the hand the guards who appeared
and disappeared, asif he were holding an audience. The men gave the minister aquestioning look, which
he answered with aregretful shrug of his shoulders and aresigned sigh. HisMgesty continued to play
with the doll and seemed to bein unusudly high spirits, asif dl thiswas greet fun.

Now it was Collinss turn to become nervous. He found that he had torn the tempora strip in hishand
to shreds. Theking said to hisminigter, asif hetoo had noticed this, "That doesn't matter, Collins. We
don't need it anymore. In aquarter of an hour the stream of dots will stop anyway."

"Well, that'sthat, Callins. Y our guards can't penetrate the mirror anymore.”

The mirror was not blank. It continued to flicker, but no one stepped out from it. The minister stared in
agtonishment firgt a the instrument, then at HisMajesty.

"Surprises you, doesnt it?" laughed the king.
"Indeed it does," admitted Collins. "But how isit possible?!
"Let usnot anticipate.”

"AsYour Mgesty wishes. But it has dways been my task to anticipate.”

"You areright. Very wel, then let usbegin." Theking settled comfortably into histhrone and cleared
histhroat. "Coallins, you are aclever man.”

"Y our Mgesty honorsme."
"But you have made several mistakes.”
"l beg Y our Mgesty's pardon, but what mistakes?"

"Firgt of dl, you shouldn't have taken your eyes off the mirror for one single ingtant, for then you would
have noticed that it wasn't blank for the entire ten seconds. Not that there was anything you could have
done, but you might have gained some information which would have led you to make certain further
considerations. And at times you were damned close to having the answer. Y ou dmost best usin our
litlegame.”

"Perhaps, Your Mgesty. Itisnot clear to me--what could | have done?’

"Y ou should have thought out the problem more carefully. Fortunately for us, you didn't. Y ou could for
ingtance have given more consideration to the meaning of this sed and the intervention of
WHITE."

"| consdered the sedl aprotection of important timeline intersections, where afracture could have
devastating consegquences.”
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"All of whichistrue, Callins. And WroTE hasto intervene, because sometimes time fissures soread
underneath the sedls, as aresult of imprudent operations, and make repairs necessary, in order to
guarantee the safety of the future, our universe, and thereby the very existence of WHITE itsdlf.”

"] understand, but why didn't WroTE sed off the entire timeline and cut off al operations of the
patrol 7'

"A good question. Why not? Think hard, Callins. Y ou have agood head on your shoulders.”

"Of course. Your Mgesty isright. That would mean cutting off al timetravel, which would inturn
mean no invention of timetravel, as there could be no experiments, and then the existence of WroTE
would beimpossible.”

"Very good! Therefore, WroTE interferes only when itsexistenceis at stake.”

"But what about my mistakes, Y our Mgesty?'

"Without this future power, which we cal WroTE, the course of our planet would speedily deteriorate
into astate of hopeless confusion. WHITE was actually your opponent, Collins, but you were aways
looking for an opponent e sawhere. And you didn't know where to look."

"Attimes| suspected it, but | thought it more probable that certain political-interest groupsin the
empire, perhaps operating from abase in the future, were giving ustrouble. But Y our Mg esty spoke of
severd migakes.

"That isdl part of the story which we are about to tell you. Y ou must pay especidly close atention to
it for reasons which will aso be made clear. But we want to anticipate abit. Y ou were hunting
down this dolimaker--""Indeed."

"---And at timesyou made life difficult for him." "AsY our Mgesty commanded.” "Hmm," smiled the
king.

" Although without much success, | must admit, because WroTE intervened with asedl.”

"Why didn't you study the past history of this person more closdly, at the very time and place in which
it occurred?’

"We didn't think it necessary. We aready knew something of the man, though it was second- and
third-hand information. The question didn't seem to be worth going into more thoroughly. It was my
opinion that we had aready spent too much time on him. What we had found out about him didn't seem
to be helpful enough ... "

"Then you know that this man was born in 1594, first learned the blacksmith's trade, then became
apprenticed to awatchmaker, and
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afterward traveled about for five years as ajourneyman. During this
timewar broke out and he was captured by recruiting officers and
forced to servein the army; he spent the next two years with aband
of men who had joined Tilly'stroops.... "

"Yes, Your Mgesty, and settled down in the town which is now our Operations Base 7; he acquired
money somehow, bought himsalf a cottage, set up aworkshop, and devoted himsdlf entirely to his hobby
of making watches and mechanical toys. He became arespected citizen of the town but refused dl public
officeswhich were offered to him; he escaped the snares of dl the spingtersin the neighborhood, having
decided upon abachelor lifein order to have his evenings free to pore over blueprints and tinker with
mechanica instruments. He engaged a housekeeper who cooked and cleaned the house but was not
alowed into the workshop. The watchmaker became more and more withdrawn, hardly leaving his
house. Findly he became mentally deranged and in 1650 hung himsdf. AsY our Mgesty can see, we
know quite a bit about him, but nothing which appears noteworthy to me."

"Nothing noteworthy. Y ou are quite right, Collins. But do you also know that this man waskilled in
action near Heidelberg in the year 16217 Tilly's crowd murdered and plundered its way through the
countryside. He was killed either by farmers or by one of hisfellow cutthroats, who probably fought with
him over his booty or some woman.”

"l beg Your Mgesty's pardon.”

"Y ou heard correctly, Collins. The man whom you supposedly investigated so carefully was no longer
aive a the time Operations Base 7 was established.”

"That would have been an inexcusable error. But how does'Y our Mg esty know this?

"More about that later. And your third error was that you failed to have photographs taken of this man
in order to examine him more closely. Y ou would perhaps have had quite asurprise. But you and
your people had eyes only for the mechanica toys. Fortunately.” There was a crafty smile ontheking's
face.

"I consdered his appearance fully irrdlevant in this case, especialy as| could never rid myself of the
feding that we were on the wrong
track and had wasted much too much time on the man." "' So you yourself have never seen this
Weisdinger." "No, Y our Mgesty. Why should | have seen him?'

The king shook hishead in disgpprova. Collinsfelt more and more uncertain.
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"What apity. Weisdinger isan extremely interesting man. Y ou should have become acquainted with
him; you would certainly have learned a great deal from him. He had much to tell, for he had been
through much in hislife. Perhaps you would have noticed that he wore an ingenious mask, though it was
no more ingenious than masks could bein that age. Y ou know uswdll, Callins, and you have agood
head on your shoulders.”

"l am beginning to doubt that serioudy, Your Mgesty."

"Now, now, Callins. It isnever too late. Perhagps you will yet meet him."

"How isthat possible, Your Mgesty? | don't understand .... ' "Patience, patience! Wait until you have
heard our story. Then you will have to admit that you let yoursdlf be checkmated too easily.”

"By Your Mgesty'sleave, | am burning with eagernessto hear the story, for | see more and more
clearly that | accomplished my task much more poorly than | had origindly thought.”

"Indeed you did, Callins. Y ou played miserably and recklesdy.” "I most humbly beg Y our Mgesty's
pardon.”

"On the other hand, you were pitted against no mean opponent. But everything in itsturn. BLACK
had the victory as good asin its pocket--the Situation was grim. Then it was WHITE' S turn, WHITE
would have to be damned tricky .... But where shal we begin? Ah yes, on the day when ... Now pay
drict attention! One evening...”

It was evening. The night watchman had just sung out the eleventh hour and had gone down the street,
when a carriage drawn by two magnificent horses rounded the corner, rumbled over the cobblestones of
the market square, and pulled up in front of the Red Ox Inn, directly across from the house of the
dollmaker Weisdinger. The dolimaker went to hiswindow and opened the shutters atiny crack. He
peered out in order to inspect the travelers who were arriving so late at night. He saw two men dight
from the vehicle and converse with the proprietor of the Red Ox, who had come out to greet the
distinguished guests and escort them into the house. The strangers apparently did not intend to enter and
partake of hisboard and lodging, asthey involved him in a conversation on the doorstep. They had a
number of questions and seemed to be looking for someonein the town, for the innkeeper nodded his
head severd times and pointed to Weisdinger's house across the street. The strangers eyesfollowed the
innkeeper'sfinger; they carefully surveyed the market
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sguare and the neighborhood. Then they took leave of the innkeeper, pressing agold coin into hishand,
and strode toward Weisdinger's house.

"Aha," said the dolImaker knowingly to himsdf, and cautioudy closed the shutters. "Thetime has
come.”

He quickly cleared away his mechanica insruments, drew forth severd large drawings, and spread
them out upon table and workbench. Then he sat down and waited. As he heard the knock on his door
he hesitated, then went to the window and spoke quietly out into the darkness. "Who isthere?"

"We beg your forgiveness, Master, for disturbing you at thislate hour. The roads are bad and we have
made very ow progress. On our travelswe heard of afamous watchmaker in this area by the name of
Wesdinger. Areyou thisman?'

"I am Weisdinger, but you honor me, | am certainly not famous. Comein."

Their thick accentsindicated that they were foreigners. Weisdinger unbolted the door.

"Pleaseforgive usfor disturbing you. But we havelittle time and must spesk with you."

"Comein, gentlemen. You aren't disturbing me at dl, | was till up and working. Please excuse the
disorderly room. | seldom clean it up and my housekeeper isn't alowed to comein here, sheistoo
careless and away's breaks something. Please take a seat. What brings you to thistown?'

"We heard of your fame asamaker of highly ingeniousdolls.” "That is not my main occupation. By trade
| am actudly asmith, and | have learned the watchmaker's arts aswell. It istrue that | have spent much
of my--well---gpare time making smal mechanica toys such as music boxes and dancing dolls--although,
| must admit, with little success, dueto my insufficient craftsmanship. Please forgive me, gentlemen, | am
neglecting my duties ashogt. But | never expect visitors and have nothing in the house to offer you. | can
recommend the Red Ox acrossthe road. Y ou will certainly be pleased with the service there. | often
have my medlsthere mysdlf. The food is good and the wine cellar even better.”

"That is not necessary. We have already had our evening med." Weisdinger took acloser look at the
drangers. Their clothing was smple but degant: black capes of fine materid, close-fitting, well-cut
trousers, and low boots fashioned of supple leather. They were examining the room which served both as
living room and workshop. They seemed to be particularly interested in his machines, tools, and
measuring instruments, which hung on thewall or lay on the work-
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bench; it was not difficult to read from the disappointment on their faces that they had expected more.

"Would you be so kind as to demonstrate one of your modelsfor us?' asked one of the men, trying
without success to hide his discontent.

"Of course," answered Weisdinger. He carefully put away his drawings and cleared the workbench,
then placed upon it one of his carved music boxes. Hewound it up and let it play, then wound up a
second and athird music box; the tinny tones of their smple melodies made an odd jingle-jangle. He then
took up asmal dancing doll with movable limbs, wound it up, and placed it on the bench with the music
boxes. The springs whirred, and the doll made stiff, jerky pirouettes on the tabletop.

The gentlemen did not seem to take greet interest in the demonstration; they continued to look about
the room, glanced at each other and shrugged their shoulders, but pretended to be extremely interested
whenever Weisdinger gave them aquestioning look. Then one gentleman's eyesfell upon agrandfather
clock which was standing in acomer of the room. It was an extraordinary piece with painted face,
beautiful case carved out of vauable dark wood, decorated porcelain weights suspended from delicate
chains, and afindly chased pendulum on which the astronomic tables and the allegorica
figures of the horoscope were engraved. "Isthis clock also awork of yours?' "Yes, sr. Doesit please
you?"

"It isabeautiful piece, but it doesn't keep accurate time.”
"Thisisacurious point. You may find it hard to believe, but the

clock is not supposed to keep accurate time.""How can that be?

"It isalong story, which | am afraid would bore you."

"Not at al?

"Very well, if you redly want to hear it. Please be seated. One day a man cameto see me, aPolish
count who had spent agood part of hislifein Seville and Zaragoza. He was returning to hishomein
Poland; on histravels he had heard of me and sought me out. He ingpected my clocks and toys, my tools
and measuring instruments as well, and seemed to know quite abit about the craft, as| could judge from
his questions. But he denied having any extensve knowledge about such things. In any case, hewas
gpparently satisfied with what he saw and commissioned meto build aclock for him. Nothing smpler, |
thought to myself, but | was soon to change my mind. In the clock was to be constructed; these he had
bought for a high price fact, this man showed me very detailed drawings according to which
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fromaJew in Seville, At first everything seemed smple, but | soon ran into difficulties. The more closdly |
investigated the drawings, the more complicated the works appeared, and | began to doubt serioudy that
thisingrument which | wasto build would function at dl. The drawings were accompanied by ingructions
written in Arabic. The count, who could not read Arabic, had had the text trandated into Spanish; thishe
had trand ated into his mother tongue and had scrawled dong the margins of the old parchment
documents. We spent several daystrying to trandate this text into German, but neither of us was capable
of making enough sense out of these descriptions so that they might serve me asingructions, which they
were obvioudy intended to be. They were more confusing than the drawings themsdves, especidly as
they were worded in afigurative language which spoke of flowers, fragrant perfumes, and unknown
spices, of strange oceans and distant lands, angel's and demons, when there should have been nothing but
metas and welghts, screws and springs, coils and tractive forces, balances and swings of the pendulum. |
was utterly bewildered and wanted to refuse the commission, but the count promised me aprincely sum
for my efforts, evenif they should fail. In addition, he placed at my disposa a considerable percentage of
this sum in cash, with which | wasto procure the necessary materials and toals. | still hesitated, then he
raised the sum, imploring meto at least try it. Findly | gavein and set to work. It took me weeksin these
troubled times to gather the materids, as only the best would do. | had the face of the clock drawn up
according to specifications; it wasto be divided into sixteen hours, asif it were to measure someforeign
time. | canvassed the countryside to find a cabinetmaker who could build and ornament the case
according to the ingtructions; then we both travel ed about selecting and buying the different types of
wood out of which hewasto consiruct the case---dl of thisin wartime, when we never knew at night if
we were to see the sun the next morning. But God, al praise be His, held His shielding hand over me and
my work, and in spite of al the difficulties the clock eventually took its present form, asit stands before
you. It cost methree years work. When it wasfinaly finished, the clock actually ran, which wasthe last
thing | expected. But the way it ran! According to the drawings, the clock wasto have five hands, each
of which wasto traceits circle with varying speed and direction. The clock could tell the most
improbable intervals and congtdlations of the heavenly bodies, but not the hours of the day. This must
have been the invention of someinsaneinfidd who wanted to measure the ages his damned soul would
have to spend in Purgatory. It isthe unchristian work of the devil which
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messures the eternity of Hell. Every chime of the evening bell sendsits hands spinning in adifferent
direction .... But | seethat my story bores you, gentleman. Please pardon my prattling on so. | don't have
vigtorsoften.”

"Who gave you thiscommission?" inquired one of the strangers. "A Polish count, as | aready mentioned.
| never did know his name. He came back once to see me, when the clock was dmost finished. He spent
hours studying the drawings, measured the positions of the hands, listened to the ticking of the works,
made notes in asmall book, sighed and shook his head, seemed at times to be discontented with the
clock, then again pleasantly surprised, then once again dissatisfied; his eyesfollowed the pendulum asit
swung back and forth, his ears noticed every change in rhythm of the buzzing and whirring mechanism,
which sometimesticked as dowly as drops of water faling from the ceiling of acave, then again as
rapidly asthe hoofbesats of aherd of galloping horses--but the man never uttered aword. When |
questioned him he cut me off with awave of the hand, put hisfinger to hislips, and listened with such
concentration to the ticking and whirring of the clock that--I hope you will pardon this severe
judgment--I dowly began to question his sanity. As he departed he left me asack of gold coins. |
thanked him profusdly, for thiswas amuch greater sum than he had promised me. He smiled and
promised to return soon to pick up the clock, but I never saw him again. Heaven knowswhy he didn't
come back; perhaps he was not satisfied with my work, perhaps he had been expecting too much. Who
knows? He never spoke aword of praise, which I must admit | would have been glad to hear after dl the
effort | put into the making of the clock; after dl, I did my very best to carry out the order to his
satisfaction. But perhaps he perished in that terrible war, God save his poor straying soul. These are
frightful times. But you know aswdl as|, gentlemen, what it isto livein these times. God be merciful to
usand let there at |ast be peace. Please blame it

on my advancing ageif | have gone prattling on again."" Do you gtill have the drawings?'

"No, the Pole took them with him when he |&ft this workshop for the last time. The clock was finished,
| didn't need the drawings anymore. And | didn't want to keep them any longer, asthey were quite
vaueble”

"So you know nothing more of the background or the whereabouts of your client?" inquired the
drangers.

"Tm afraid not; otherwise | would have tried to find him myself. The clock has been standing in that
corner now for two years. It takes up too much space in my workshop, but | can neither sall it
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nor giveit away, much lesstakeit apart or destroy it, because it doesn't belong to me. | am beginning to
develop apassionate didikefor it; | usudly cover it with acloth and let it run down, but the sllence that
then fillsthe room is even more unbearable than the crazy ticking, so | wind it up again. But | removed
three of the hands and replaced the face with anormal one; it was the only way | could bear the Situation

"Tdl usif that isnt agood ory, Callind"

"It certainly is, Your Mgesty. But | know it al too well. | fell for it from beginning to end.”
"Why didn't you follow up that business about the clock?"

"1 held thisinsane instrument to be the product of asick mind, not worth our time and attention.”

"We assure you, you would have had a surprise. Y ou and your people have been standing awhisker
away from the secret of thetime sedl. If you had only held out alittle longer.., but we expect
Weissfinger would have had something to say about that.""Y our Mgesty, | ananidiot.”

"Dear Collind" laughed the king. "We judged you right! Y ou have no use for metaphysics and unsound
logic, for secrets and mysterious strangers. By the way, that Polish count was an invention of
ours, but he was rather good, wasn't he?™Y es, indeed, Y our Mgesty.”

"And something ese, Collins. Do you know that the pendulum clock was not invented before 1657 by
Huygens and was patented in the same year in the States Generd 7
"My God." Collinswas embarrassed.

"Y our idiots have missed the anachronism but not Weiss, who thereupon traced down the dollmaker
and let him have some part to
assemble amachine, in order to movethetime sedls.""l am deeply ashamed, Y our Magesty.”

"Very good. Now let us continue. We havent finished yet." "I am curious to hear how these events
untangle themsalves." " Perhaps you will be disappointed. Don't set your hopestoo high. Itisadl very
smple. Now, these two gentlemen, who had come to see Weisdinger so late at night and had listened
with more and more evident boredom to his story, findly purchased one of the mechanica dolls and two
other toys, paid the dollmaker well, and took their leave politely but without concedling their
disappointment, exhaustion, and ill humor. After refreshing themsdlves at the Red Ox, they traveled on,
athough it waswell past midnight. Weisdinger watched the coach asit rounded the comer and rumbled
out of thecity. He
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closed the shutters again and rubbed his hands with delight, asif he had just made an excellent bargain.
Then he blew out the light and went to bed.
"Doyou dill havethe doll, Collins?'

"Of course, Your Maesty, but if | may say so, itisof little vaueto us. We have examined it carefully.
By means of asmple spring mechanism the figure rotates about afixed point.”

"Callins, you are judging things only by their source of power and mobility potentid. In away you are
right; the doll isn't worth much, but it isanice toy, one that would make many alittle girl happy, even
nowadays. And it isal handmade, every screw is handthreaded.”

"It isno doubt interesting, your Mgesty, but by far not asinteresting asthe doll Your Mgesty is
holding now."

"Thereyou areright, Collins. Technique hasaway of improving on the product.”

"Isthisdoll dso one of Weisdinger's creations?!

The king gave no answer, but leaning down from histhrone he carefully set the doll on thefloor. It
took afew cautious steps to test the smoothness of the surface, then made two or three elaborate
pirouettes, sorang nimbly into the air, turned asomersault, landed lightly on itsfeet, and ended its
performance with a courteous bow. The minister gpplauded in admiration; the king was sunk degp in
thought, but suddenly he turned to Collins."Where did we leave off?*

"The dollmaker, Your Mgesty."
"Oh yes, we remember. Now then, listen carefully!"

It was evening. The night watchman had just sung out the €leventh hour and had gone down the stre<t,
when a carriage drawn by two magnificent horses rounded the corner, rumbled over the cobblestones of
the market square, and pulled up in front of the Red Ox Inn, directly across from the house of the
dollmaker Weisdinger. The dollmaker went to hiswindow and opened the shutters atiny crack. He
peered out in order to inspect the travelers who were arriving so late at night. The innkeeper cameto the
door to greet the distinguished guests and escort them into the house. Much to his astonishment, nobody
descended from the carriage. The coachman made no move to climb down from hisbox. Upon being
questioned by the innkeeper, he explained by means of gesturesthat he was mute. The innkeeper looked
about him uncertainly, then turned with a shrug of the shoulders and went back into the house, closing the
door behind him. But Weisdinger remained at his post and contin-
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ued to gaze in fascination at the carriage. The carriage curtains were closed, but as his eyes became more
and more accustomed to the darkness, he noticed that someone had pulled one of the curtains aside and
was examining his house with great interest. Time passed by, and neither observer gave up his station. At
last the stranger in the carriage lit acigarette.

"Bungler,” muttered Weisdinger contemptuoudy, and closed the shutters. He did not bother to ook
again asthe carriage rumbled out of the city an hour later. He was dready sound adeep.

"What do you think of thisversgon, Collins?'
"Inexcusable, Your Mgesty. A cigarette in the seventeenth century! Such a mistake should never have
been made by apatrolman. | giveup.”
"Not so fast, not so fast, Colling! Let usthink. Where did we leave off?"
"The dolimaker, Y our Mgesty, had that evening...”
"Oh yes, we remember. Now pay attention?

It was evening. The night watchman had just sung out the €leventh hour and had gone down the stret,
when a carriage drawn by two magnificent horses rounded the corner, rumbled over the cobblestones of
the market square, and pulled up in front of the Red Ox Inn, directly across from the house of the
dolimaker Weisdinger. The dolimaker went to hiswindow and opened the shutters attiny crack. He
peered out in order to inspect the travelers who were arriving so late at night. He saw two men dight
from the vehicle and converse with the innkeeper, who had come out to greet the distinguished guests
and escort them into the house. The two strangers apparently did not intend to enter and partake of his
board and lodging, asthey involved him in a conversation on the doorstep. They had a number of
guestions and seemed to be looking for someone in the town, for the innkeeper nodded his head and
pointed repeatedly to Weisdinger's house across the street. The strangers eyes followed the innkeeper's
finger; they carefully surveyed the market square and the neighborhood. Then they took |leave of the
innkeeper, pressng agold coin into his hand, and strode toward Weisdinger's house.

At this very moment the dolimaker wound up one of hisdollsand st it on the windowsill. The dall
hopped nimbly to the ground and began to run. One of the men noticed it and called out to the other.
They searched the square, trying to pierce the darkness with their eyes. Suddenly one of them took a
legp and threw himsdlf at the running figure, but it escaped him. The second man drew asmdl pistol
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and, aming it, sent aspitting stream of firewhizzing toward the doll. But the tiny doll zigzagged agildly
across the square and disappeared unscathed.

The long blue tongues of flame that came whipping out of the weapon licked up over the housetops,
leaving glowing stresks behind them. Flashes of ghosily fight lit up the market place, and the spitting,
hissing, and roaring resounded so that the nearby streetsfairly rattled with the echoes.

Weisdinger watched al the commotion in front of his house with amusement. In fact, he had to laugh
50 hard that hisribs ached.

"Y ou miserable farmers!" heroared. "You louts! Idiots! Y ou heroes of the laser pistols! Just take a
look at that! Isn't thisamarvelousjoke?”

The disturbance outside had developed into aregular street fight. Fearful crieswere heard asthe
people in the houses on the market square were awakened by the uproar. Shutters were thrown open on
al sdes and dammed shut again in panic as the shooting grew wilder. The townsmen suspected bold
thieves or even enemy troops of causing the tumult, but in the generd excitement and by the dim fight they
could not make out the target of the shooting.

In the meantime, something very odd had happened. Out of the carriage, which was built for four and
could hold six at the very most, had siwarmed fifteen or twenty shadow forms, which set about madly
chasing the doll. Their chase gave off afireworks display of constantly flickering pale stresks of flame,
and in their robes they fluttered about the square and the fountain like an eerie swarm of giant moths. This
frightful Sght caused the inhabitants of the town who had been disturbed by the commotion to bar their
doors and windows and to hide their valuables hadtily in every niche and cranny they could find.

Magter Weisdinger, however, remained a hiswindow and watched the scuffle with growing
amusement. He even goaded on the scufflers, but hislaughing, jeering crieswere drowned in the generd
uproar. At last one of the armed figures succeeded in hitting the fleeing doll. 1t exploded with adull boom
and the parts of its mechanism were scattered in the street. The dark-clad, shadowy formsfeverishly
searched for these fragments. They threw themselves upon the pavement, lights flared up and died out
again, and the men crawled about in the street until they had convinced themsalves that not asingle screw
or pring had escaped them. They were like a pack of hounds fighting over afew bones thrown into their
midd.

At lagt every inch of pavement had been ingpected and the men began to climb back into the carriage.
There was agreat rush and
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pushing; the carriage swayed on itswhed s until at last al twenty men had managed to squeezeintoiit. It
had taken four men to hold the horses, which had been frightened by the shooting and would not stop
rearing and kicking. Held no longer, they set off at agalop, and sparks flew from the whedls asthe
carriage, skidding and rocking, sped around the corner and out of the town.

As soon asthe air had cleared and all was quiet outside, afew stout-hearted citizens dared to peek
out of their doors and windowsto seeif body and soul were still in danger. Some courageoudly |eft their
houses---carrying weapons--and after taking arapid look about the square began to strut about
fearlesdy. Loud debates were carried on about the nocturna raid, who the bold raiders could have been,
whom the attack was intended for, what damage had been done, and what kind of an odd burning smell
was gtill intheair. It turned out that nobody had suffered any harm, and nobody's property or
possessions had been damaged or stolen. For the time being, no other conclusion could be reached than
that at least one hundred heavily armed men had caused the tumult. They had appeared out of nowhere
and disappeared again like lightning into thin air, because the gppearance and intervention of so many
vaiant citizens had put dreaed fear into their hearts.

The night watchman reported that he had intended to throw himself resolutely before the galloping
horses, but then thought better of it and decided to avoid meaningless sacrifice---not to mention the
town'sloss of hisvaluable services. Therefore, he had moved out of the path of the madly careening
beasts and had contented himsdlf with aloud and ditinct " Stop!"* which the coachman, however, who
brutally whipped the horses and looked like the Old Nick himself, had insolently disregarded.

The discussions were carried on by torchlight long into the night and were not given up until the dawn
appeared and the innkeeper was too tired to continue filling beermugs and carrying them across the
square to sl to those thirsty citizens who stood about the fountain celebrating their victory.

After severd days and many dl-night debatesin the inns, the townsmen came to the agreement, after
having consulted the priest, who had shown agreat interest in the peculations, that it must have been a
devilish apparition which had come to haunt the town. Some surmised that it was an evil omen, others
went so far asto interpret it as awarning to the innkeeper of the Red Ox, who had devel oped the bad
habit of filling hismugslessand lessfull, and whose beer and wine tasted more and more watered down.
The rumor spread about town and camein time to the innkeeper's hearing. The evil omen be-
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fore hisvery house gave him grounds for reflection, and soon it could be noticed, to the satisfaction of dl,
that he had taken hislesson to heart and no longer gave his customers any reason to complainin this
respect, at least for atime.

The dollmaker meanwhile had nothing to report about the nocturna incident. He claimed to have dept
so soundly that he hadn't heard the uproar at al, dthough it had taken place directly outside hiswindow.
Theinnkeeper, who wanted to hush the nasty rumors which were damaging his business, declared that
the strangers had actualy wanted to talk to Weisdinger. The dolimaker laughed and replied that the
innkeeper was just |ooking for someone el se to put the blame on and that he himsalf had and would have
nothing to do with any of these brawlers, beit the Devil Himself. After dl, the rowdies had given the
innkeeper and not himsdlf the first honors of avist, which everybody well knew and which the innkeeper
had aready admitted. Everybody laughed aong with Weisdinger, because he knew how to use his
cleverness and wit to drive his opponent into a corner. The innkeeper said no more about the matter from
thet time on.

"What do you say to thisversion, Callins?'
"Bad work, Your Mgesty. Very bad work."

"Likeawhole herd of bullsin achinashop. Why thislarge-scale action? Y ou sent awhole regiment in
there! Y ou were lucky that the people of this period are rather supertitious. Imagine that taking placein
the twentieth or twenty-first century. Interventions of such dimensions could easly start awar, if you have
bad luck. Did it at least help you?"

"Not much, Y our Mgesty. The doll was much more complex than the ones we had bought from
Weisdinger, one could say unbelievably complex by the technica standards of that time, which of course
increased our suspicion. But on the other hand, there was nothing mysterious about its mechanism. We
couldn't completely recongtruct it from the pieces we had collected, but there was no indication of any
electronic instruments---it was certainly a purely mechanical construction. But it seemsto me now amost
asif the dollmaker wanted to play atrick on us, and we promptly fell for it. He probably dready knew
that we came from a different age. But by Y our Mgesty's leave, how can such anideaoccur toamanin
the
seventeenth century?' The king laughed.

"Don't underestimate the human imagination! The concept that man can travel in timeismuch older
than you think."
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"That may be so. Weld havetolook intoit,” said the minister.

"Now look at that! A ssimple seventeenth-century mechanic has played atrick on our Collins. Shal we
giveyou an early penson?’

"1 most humbly beg Y our Magesty's forgiveness. We wanted to
eliminate this fracture, but it was not possible” The minister sared at thefloor in shame.

Thedoll now tried to walk on its hands. It succeeded on thefirst try.

Theking smirked.

"It didn't work? Well, well. Think of that! It didn't work!"

"No, Your Mgesty. It was our last chance to intervene successfully, WHITE had made everything
elseimpossible. The sed started suddenly to move. We even had to leave important instruments at
OperationsBase7.... "

"Timemirrorstoo?'

"Time mirrorstoo. We had to evacuate the station in agreat hurry. The sed grew with threatening
gpeed in our direction, as members of the patrol reported.”

"Hmm. Doesthat surprise you? That could have caused anagty fracture. Imaginethe resultsif in this
wild shooting someone had been serioudy wounded or even killed. It would have put our entire history in
acomplete muddle. WHITE was forced to intervene, or else your people would have made more
irreparable blunders.”

"l beg Y our Mgesty's pardon, but it was an extremely important matter. For the first time one of these
mysterious dolls appeared, timewas pressing, and | had dtrictest orders.... "

"But you arein charge of security and must certainly be aware of the consequences of intervening
aong thetimdine. That'swhat you had specid training for."

Collins stared contritely at the toes of his shoes.

"Your Mgesty isright. It was cardless of me."

"Now then, don't make such aface about it. Nothing redlly serious happened,” laughed the king.

"Your Mgesty deignsto laugh?

"Y es, we were just imagining the twenty men squeezing into the coach. We assume that you had an
ingrument ingtalled in the coach.”

"Yes, Your Mgesty, one of the time mirrors from Operations Base 7.

The conversation ceased, and both men silently watched the doll. It was dancing now on its hands,
now on itsfeet. One somersault followed another.

"Where were we?"'
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It was evening. The night watchman had just sung out the €leventh hour and had gone down the stre<t,
when a carriage drawn by two magnificent horses rounded the comer, rumbled over the cobblestones of
the market square, and pulled up in front of the Red Ox Inn, directly across from the house of the
dollmaker Weisdinger. The dollmaker went to hiswindow and opened the shutters atiny crack. He
peered out in order to inspect the travelers who were arriving so late at night. The innkeeper had come
out to greet the distinguished guests and escort them into the house. To his astonishment, no one got out
of the carriage. The coachman made no preparation to climb down from hisbox. In answer to aquestion
from the innkeeper, heindicated by gesturesthat he did not understand the langnage. But the innkeeper
did not give up so easily. In sign language he asked again if the coachman was hungry or thirsty. After a
moment's hesitation the coachman nodded, pulled the brake, knotted the reins, and climbed down from
the box. The innkeeper wanted to lead him into the house, but the coachman preferred first to walk up
and down abit to stretch hislegs, then to see to the horses and take another look at the carriage. He then
took off hisdark cape and shook it out, asif to leave the dust of long journeys on bad roads behind him,
hung it about his shoulders with the pale lining to the outside, and at last was ready to follow the
innkeeper into the house. Master Weisdinger, at first alarmed and then pleased, had watched the whole
scene with breathlessinterest. The coachman had not taken a deep breath inside the inn before
Weisdinger was hard a work. He did something rather odd. Using specia tools, he opened the
enormous grandfather clock, removed the hands, loosened and pried off the face, replaced some of the
workswith other pieces, and tightened wires and made new connections. He then put in anew face,
fastened on five hands and set them according to the new face, measured the angles they formed, reset
them, measured again, wound up the clock, tightened a screw here and loosened one here, listened
carefully to theirregular ticking of the clock, checked the movement of the hands, and made new
adjustments until ahigh chirping could be heard above the ticking. Weisdinger cautioudy touched some
of the wire connections, and they were warm and began to glowmthe wires were live then; he had tapped
thetimeline. The air began to crackle, and sparksflitted along the wires and bathed the room in an eerie
light. The chirping had now become so loud that it drowned out the ticking of the works. Weissinger put
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down histools, wiped the sweat from hisforehead, and leaned back with asigh of relief.
"I'vedoneit,” hesad. "At least it lookslikeit."

Then he blew out the light and went to the window again. He had to wait over an hour beforethe
granger findly left theinn. Thelatter seemed to have refreshed himsdf liberdly, for he swayed dightly as
he walked and the innkeeper escorted him to the door.

"Hallooooo there? he called out, and waved in the direction of Weisdinger's house.

The dollmaker shook hishead and said, "Just you wait!"

Theinnkeeeper was helping the coachman to store away the horses feedbags and to climb up onto
the box again.

"Halooo!" caled the stranger again. Receiving no reply, he grunted and gave hiswhip ajerk, but so
clumsily that it nearly hit the innkeeper. The carriage Started up and rumbled a aleisurely pace out of the
town, dthough it waswell past midnight.

Weisdinger watched it disappear. Then hetook asmall, ddlicate doll out of its hiding place, took one
last careful look at it, and wound it up. The doll woke up and stretched itslegs. He held itslitfie smooth
head between thumb and forefinger and murmured, ™Y ou can do it. Y ou will penetrate thousands of
yearsand will bring measign. | know it now."

He put the doll on the windowsill. Thelittle creature cautioudy examined the market square.

"Run!" said the dollmaker, and gave the figure a push. With one spring the doll was on the stret,
whisked over the square like a shadow, and was gone. Weisdlinger closed and barred the shutters and
retired to bed.

"What do you think of thisversgon, Collins?'
"I hadn't heard that one before, Y our Mgesty."
"Webdievethat, Callins, but you will get to know it well." "How isthat, Y our Mgesty?
"Just wait. We are not finished yet. We are going to haveto act it
out together in order to round off the story.""Y our Mg esty said 'together'?”
"Yes, Callins, you heard quiterightly. We are going to haveto act it out together, the two of us."
"How am | to understand this?'
"Itisvery ample, and you will understand it clearly, as clearly aswe are Stting here.”
"Does Y our Mgesty permit meto ask aquestion?”
"Naurdly."
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"Wasthisdoll that Weisdinger sent off that evening the same one with which Y our Mgesty isnow
playing?"

"The very same one, Collins. A few thousand years old and till fully intact. Go ahead and take a good
look atit."

Asif it had understood the conversation, the doll hopped upon the
miniger'sarm, held on to his shoulder, and looked him inthe eye. "By Your Mgesty'sleave, itisredly a
marvel." "Yes igntit! But where had we left off, Collins?'
"The dollmaker, Y our Mgesty, had on that evening...”
"Ohyes, now we remember. Now listen carefully!”

It was evening. The night watchman had just sung out the €leventh hour and had gone down the stre<t,
when acarriage drawn by two magnificent horses rounded the corner, rumbled over the cobblestones of
the market square, and pulled up in front of the Red Ox Inn, directly across from the house of the
dollmaker Weisdinger. The dollmaker went to hiswindow and opened the shutters atiny crack. He
peered out in order to inspect the travelers who were arriving so late at night. The innkeeper had come
out to greet the distinguished guests and escort them into the house. To his astonishment, no one got out
of the carriage. The coachman made no move to climb down from his box, and, in answer to aquestion
from the innkeeper, explained by means of gesturesthat he did not understand the language. The
innkeeper looked uncertainly about him for awhile, then shrugging his shoulders returned into the house
and closed the door. But Weisslinger continued to stare in fascination at the carriage. The curtains of the
carriage windows were drawn, but now that his eyes had become accustomed to the darkness he could
seethat theinterior of the coach wasilluminated by a pae and flickering light. Welsdinger gave asmal
sgh of reief, but for awhile absolutely nothing happened. The coachman sat motionlessand lost in
thought upon his box; the reins were tied up and the brakes drawn. The horses snorted, chafed against
the shaft of the carriage, and shook their harnesses. Time dipped by. At last the man climbed down,
walked up and down to stretch hislegs, saw to the horses, then took off his dark cape and shook it out,
asif to leave the dust of long journeys on bad roads behind him, and hung it about his shoulders with the
palelining to the outside. He stepped up to the carriage and opened the door acrack. A small figure
hopped out, flitted like a shadow across the square directly to the dollmaker's house, with asingle spring
bound to the windowsill, raised itslittle metalic face to Wel sdinger, and made a courteous bow.

The master closed the window and unbolted the door. He cau-
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tioudy peered about the market square, listened to hear if anyone might be passing by at so late an hour
or if the night watchman might be approaching on his rounds, but there was no one in sight. Muffled
noises drifted across from the Red Ox, where afew townsmen were drinking beer and whiling away the
timewith politics and card games. For therest, dl was quiet. The fountain in the market square splashed,
and the horses snorted and pawed the paving stones. There was not asoul in sight. The stillness of the
night lay

pescefully over thetown. The war was far away.Weisdinger gave the coachman asign.

The coachman immediately ripped open the carriage door, leaned far in and hauled out along and
obvioudy heavy bundle, got it with difficulty onto his shoulder, and staggered over to the dolimaker's
house. The dolimaker hurried to help him carry the burden."Who are you, stranger?’ asked the master in
awhisper.

"wroTe," answered the man just as quigfiy. "Thank you for helping me carry him. Heis damned

The bundle was abody. They carried it into the house and laid it carefully on the bed.

"Ishe dead?' asked Weisdinger anxioudly.
"No, hel's only unconscious. Hell wake up soon.”
The stranger breathed heavily.

"Damned heavy, that--uh... | beg your pardon.., that fellow. Got me worked up into agood swest. I'm
getting old.”

"Did everything go off dl right?' Weisdinger wanted to know. "Y ou can seethat it did.” "How did it go?’
"More about that |ater.”

The stranger did not want to waste time. Weisdinger turned to the person on the bed and took agood
look at hisface.

"He has gotten fat," he laughed. Then he began to transform himsalf. He took off hiswig, removed the
clipped gray beard, and with afew clever strokes completely transformed hisface, so that he looked
like the mirror image of the unconscious man on the bed. "Finished?" asked the coachman.

"Just one more minute," said Weisdinger. Herolled up the plans which hung on the walsand lay on
the table, ripped them up, and threw the scrapsinto the fire. Then he took a hammer from the workbench
and approached the grandfather clock.

"But--" interrupted the stranger, and added hesitanfiy, "Excuse my meddling, but shouldn't he havea
chance?'

"How big were my chances?" replied Weisdinger, and gave the stranger a searching look. He swung
the heavy hammer and let it
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smash into the clock. Glassflew, the vauable case splintered. With the second blow therewas a
crunching of metd, the pendulum began to clatter, and the hands whirred with increasing speed. Thethird
blow brought the works to astandstill. He took another swing but did not finishiit.

"You areright. It isapity to destroy the clock. It cost me hours of work. With luck and ski/l it could
be repaired. WEIl leave him the tools. He can sell them, if he can find somebody to buy them. The
materials donethat went into that clock are worth apretty penny. But if he sdIsit al hell be sorry. Inany
case, helll get lessfor it than

itisworth. If he can get it back into sdlable condition at dl.""If," said the stranger.
"l anready,” sad Welsdinger.
"Takemy cape." And the coachman removed his cape from his
shoulders. The dollmaker drew it about himsdlf."Not like that--the pale sdeto theinside.”
Weisslinger turned it ingde out. The other side was dark.
"Come quickly! Heiswaking up," urged the coachman.

71ae figure on the bed rolled over and groaned. Weisdinger took one last ook around the room
which had been his home for years and in which he had spent many an anxious hour between hope and
desperation, many anight, half awvake, half dreaming, pondering over and developing fantastic projects.
Bent over hisworkbench, working al night through, summer and winter, he had drawn up plans, with
primitive tools had turned and filed and fashioned mechanisms the precision of which his colleagues could
not begin to copy. All the while he was on the lookout, constantly stepping to the window and peering
out in fear, whenever strangers came to the town and stopped at the Red Ox Inn, that they were dready
on histrail and wanted to kidnap him or kill him or at least destroy hiswork.

Weisdinger turned away. He motioned to the doll, which sprang onto his shoulder, and followed the
Stranger, who was dready impatiently waiting at the carriage and holding open the door.

"1'11 climb up on the box next to you. | am curiousto hear how it al went."

"All right," said the coachman, and helped him up to his perch. The carriage started up, and rumbled at
aleisurely pace over the market square and out of the town.

"Now listen carefully," said the coachman. ™Y ou must put yourself into the Situation and play the exact
part which I am now going to describe to you. Pay very close attention, every detall is of the utmost
importance.”

The stranger then proceeded to give Weisdinger specific instruc-
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tions on how he wasto behave, what he had to say, what gestures he should make. The dollmaker had
many questions, and to al of them the coachman had exact answers. He concluded al the descriptions
and explanations as the carriage drew up to adark, secluded farm, which lay deep in avast forest
through which the carriage had been driving for over an hour dong narrow and overgrown tracks. They
stopped. The moon had risen high in the sky and poured its cold light over the collapsing roofs of barn
and sheds, over the muddy barnyard whose deep ruts were filled with water that glittered in thelight,
over the gardensthat had run to seed, in which the weeds had grown high above the crooked fences.
Everything looked dirty and dilapidated.

"Isthis Operations Base 77" asked Weisdinger. "Yes" answered the coachman. "Itisapigsty.”

"That isthe best camouflage for it. If anyone wandersinto this deserted area, he should not have the
impression thet there is anything here worth steding. We arefairly certain that nobody has been snuffling
around here. But of course now it doesn't make any difference anymore.”

The coachman took the bridle and reins off the horses, |et them loose, and chased them out of the
farmyard with cries and cracks of the whip.

"It'sapity. They were beautiful beasts," said Weisdinger.

"They'll find another magter. First they should enjoy their freedom for awhile.”

They ransacked the house and sheds, destroyed all the instruments, and set fire to the farmstead. The
dry wood of the old building burned like tinder; the flame shot up and in no time had reached the
rooftree. The thatched roofs of the sheds blazed like torchesin the night and scattered a shower of dark
red sparksinto the forest.

"A devilishly dangerous businesswe'redoing,” commented Weisdinger.

"But it'sfun," laughed the coachman, and threw more fuel onto the fire. The heat was tremendous, and
the two men withdrew into the carriage. The built-in mirror flickered and quivered inamilky light. The
dollmaker smiled.

"Ready?"' asked the stranger.

"Ready," said Weisdinger, and picked up the doll. Then they stepped, one &fter the other, through the
mirror.

They had just disappeared when the rooftree of the farmhouse fell in with agreat crash and asplash
of sparks. The farmyard was
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strewn with burning shingles and splinters of wood. The fire now blazed severa hundred feet into the sky
and gave an egrielight far into the night. A few minutes later, a violent explosion demolished the carriage.

"What do you think of thisverson of the story, Collins?’

"It too is completely new to me, Y our Mgjesty. Not only that, it isinexplicable. But ill, the picture
seems complete. All the pieces of the puzzle fit together. There seem to be afew pieces still missing
however. Am! right, Your Mgesty?"

"Quiteright, Callins. But those pieceswill turn up. Just have alit-
tle patience. We haven't finished the story yet." "So WroTE intervened..." The king smirked.
"We couldn't do anything about that."
"Not anymore, Collins. Not anymore.”
"Right, Y our Mgesty, not anymore. | have to admit defeat.” "Nothing doing, Colling Therewill beno
giving up now. The story isn't complete. Y ou have to keep playing. Weinss onit, even if we haveto
order you to play. Don't disappoint us. Maybe you can make one more important move."
"l wouldn't know whereto..."

"We haveto fit dl the pieces of the puzzle together to get the complete picture. Something ismissing.”

"Y es--for instance, why this substitution and with whom?. . . and what information did this WeissInger
receive from WroTE?that is, if--and | am not so sure of this--the coachman isin fact wmT~.. What did
Wesdinger find out from this stranger?”

"He wastold the very same story that you just heard. But the dolimaker aso heard the end of the
gory, which you will find out in amoment too. Then you will understand the subtitution.”

"| already have anidea, Y our Mgesty. Please carry on with the story.”

"Patience, Collins. We havetime, plenty of time. Limitlesstimeisat our disposa. Y ou will hear
evaything."

"l am very eager to hear it dl, Your Mgesty.”

"Very well then. This part of the story isquite different. It takes
place much earlier than dl the rest that we have dready told you." The king reflected amoment before
continuing.

In the meantime, the doll had begun to include double flipsin its dance and whirled across the room.
"Asyou perhaps know, Collins, we once had a brother.”
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"Y our Maesty has trictly forbidden any mention or even knowledge of thisfact. | believe he met with
afatd accident many years ago while making some rash experiment in physics.”

"That isquiteright. Hewaskilled in atime-travel experiment. How that came about, you are now
about to hear. Once upon atime. . ."

Once upon atime there was aking, who was very rich and whose power extended over four solar
systemsand al celegtia bodieswithin aradius of twenty light-years. Thisking had two sonswho were
very closeto each other in age. When the sonswere still children there lived in the palace an eccentric
old man, of whom nobody at the court took any real notice. He was amathematician and physicist and it
was hisrespongibility to look after the el ectronic systems and computer center of the palace. Hisentire
lifewas devoted soldly to his profession, and he never participated in the socid life of the court. Hiswife
hed died at an early age and since then he had lived like arecluse, egting and deeping amid his scientific
apparatus and computers and seeing and being seen by nobody for weeks on end, unless he was needed
to repair adefective stereo tele-wall or one of the transmitters. He had been born on one of the most
godforsaken planets of the kingdom, on which his ancestors, of ancient colonial settler stock, had settled.
They had adapted themsalves to the climate of the planet and could even exist out of doorsin the open
ar. We bdlieve hisfather was even afarmer.

He was sent to school, proved to be very bright, studied eectronic sciences, and made quite aname
for himsdlf in hisfield. One day hisyoung wifewaskilled in atransfer ship accident. He must have taken
that very hard. He gave up physics and lived like ahermit. His resources were soon exhausted and he
suffered bitter want. So he started writing stories, fairy talesfull of profound and hidden meaning. Hewas
very gifted at this but good fortune evaded him. His colleagues|aughed at him because they did not
understand his stories, and many people said that his great misfortune had driven him out of his senses.
He was soon forgottenmno one read his works--and he led awretched and lonely existence in apoor hut
outside the city. One day the king heard of histragic fate and commanded him to cometo the paace.
After much hesitation he finally accepted a position at the court. He was kept busy with occasiona
repairs and with the supervision of the automatic centra control station and the computer ingtalations, an
occupation which did not demand much time or effort. He continued to write hisfairy talesand to be
derided for doing so. No onetook him very serioudly. But that did not seem to
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bother him very much. He only smiled enigmatically whenever hewas asked to tell one of his stories, and
his listenersturned away shaking their heads. And so he came to be known at the court as an eccentric
old man whose thoughts were bewildering and whose logic was peculiar, but he seemed to be harmless,
50 peopleleft him aone. Only the two princes were genuinely fond of him and considered him to betheir
good friend. He in turn loved them desfly, but not because he expected to gain anything by it--he had
never thought of such athing. He loved them because they were his most patient listeners and would
listen for hours on end and till beg for more, delighted with his stories and never tired of hearing them.
Hewould tell of the past and the future, of distant unknown kingdoms and their strange inhabitants; he
could describe in detail the cities, the streets and squares, the palaces and markets, he could give such a
clear picture of the clothing and language and the customs and habits of their inhabitants, that it seemed as
if he had been to all these marvel ous places and had seen them dl with his own eyes. And yet he seldom
left the windowless rooms of the roya computer control station, passing his days amid computers and
field generators, matter transmitters and receiving sets.

Although the princes did not always understand everything hetold them, it was dways exciting. They
liked him because he could tell fascinating stories without constantly putting in flattering phrases or
wagging amoraizing finger, asthe othersdwaysdid.

More and more often they found the old man in hislaboratory bent over technical drawings or bustling
about complicated instruments. He seemed to have rediscovered his profession, but he dwaysrolled up
his drawings or wiped his hands and had time for them when they came to see him. Sometimes they
watched him at work. The computerswere at work day and night, figuring out integral equationswhich
he fed into them. He fitted together tiny parts and wired eectrica connections, ordered raw materials and
new parts which often had to be sent in from greet distances. The princes enjoyed the tingling fegling
when he opened one of the small packages which had traveled through half the gdaxy and now lay on his
workbench, and tiny glittering instruments appeared which specidigtsin another part of theinhabited
universe severd thousand light-years away had carefully put together and packed.

One day the two boys noticed that their friend had aged visibly. He had dways been in excellent hedth
but was now suddenly declining rapidly. From one week to the next, from one day to the next, he
seemed to age severd years. Hishair turned gray, his face became wrinkled, his eyes grew tired and
red-rimmed. He became forgetful
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and absentminded and often had difficulty remembering the events and conversations of the previous day.
His mind and body disintegrated with terrifying rapidity.

It wasn't until much later that the two boys found out the reason for this sartling transformation. The
old man had devel oped an instrument by means of which be could travel in time, and he had been
spending months and years at other points on the timeline. In order not to awaken any suspicion, he
always returned to the point in time from which he had departed, so that nobody noticed that he was
gone and started unpleasant investigations. He had succeeded magterfully in avoiding this. No one had
had the dightest notion of hisexcursions.

And s0 the years passed. The princes grew into young men and had to study agreat dedl, but
whenever they had time they went to see ther friend. One day they found himill. Hishair had turned
snow-white and his cheeks were hollow and sunken. He knew that he would not live much longer but he
seemed happy, asif he could look back with satisfaction on afulfilled life. He motioned the two princes
to hisbedsde and in afaint voice initiated them into his secret. He had used hislast ounce of strength to
destroy hiswonderful machine, for some unknown reason, but he left behind drawings, plans, and
descriptions, which would enable someone with aclever mind to reconstruct the instrument.

A few dayslater he died and his body was blasted after a short ceremony which few people
attended. Nobody missed him at court; only the two young princes mourned their old friend.

Then they went through hislegacy, rummaged through the drawers, drained dl the information from
the data banks, and set about puzzling out the complicated plans and drawings. The remains of the
instrument were paingtakingly examined and classified. The princes gpplied themsdaves with the greatest
zedl to the problem, but it proved to be extraordinarily difficult. The old man's descriptions were as
strange and paradoxica as his stories had been. But now the fact that they had so carefully listened to his
tales proved to be a great advantage, for they had little trouble in fathoming his odd and apparently
illogica way of thinking. Still, the work progressed very dowly, athough they spent days and monthsin
the laboratory of the computer control station, brooding over sketches. The king gave them complete
freedom to pursue their own interests, in order that their abilities might develop more fully, and no one
else paid any atention to how they spent their time.

Soon the princes quarreled, because each one had developed his own theory asto how the problem
was best to be approached. Nev-
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erthel ess, they managed to cooperate to such an extent that one day the mirror of the instrument began to
flicker, asthe descriptionsindicated that it should. But what a disgppointment! It's surface proved to be
impenetrable. Something was missng.

Despondency seized them. Could it be that their friend had really just played atrick on them, fooled
them as he had s0 often done with his stories? He was entirely capable of having donejust that, athough
in this case much spoke againgt it. However, after more intensive study of the plans they found that the
person who wished to step through the mirror had to take with him a particular instrument which would
dlow him to penetrate the energy fied behind the mirror. Thisenergy field would then transport him aong
the timeline until the poles of the instrument were reversed, a which point the person would be gected
from the energy field onto a given point on the timeline. Here he would materidize and move with norma
gpeed in time. This mechanism had the form of an attractive brooch the size of aten Solar piece and
consgted of tiny slver leaves and innumerable microscopic crystasin which very fine copper wireswere
fixed; these were interconnected according to an extremely intricate circuit diagram. The reconstruction
of thisdiagram turned out to be the knottiest problem of dl.

The elder of the two princes, who was especidly talented in handling tiny mechanicd parts,
succeeded one day in assembling this extremely complex mechanism. His brother watched ashe
disappeared and regppeared, only to dip off and return again through the mirror, but he could report little
more than that behind the mirror he was swept away by an indefinable current, had adight fedling of
giddiness, and after afew moments was gected from the instrument again. One could see nothing. The
gpace behind the mirror wasimmersed in an impermeable milky WHITE, which surrounded onellike a
heavy fog through which one couldn't see one's hand before one'sface. It wasimpossibleto land in
another time or even take a peek into another period; one was aways thrown out of thefield at the same
point a which one had entered. The puzzle was il to be solved. Much later the prince discovered that
this part of the timeline had been sealed off and that the sed had made travel thereimpaossible. The
inventor himself had placed this seal and many others dong the timeline, in order to protect its network
from careless, unintentiona, or even mdiciousinterference.

As soon asthe sed was behind them, the brooch functioned perfectly, and the brothers traveled up
and down and back and forth dong the timeline. They got into extremely confusing Situations, since they
had absolutely no experience and did not know how to
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handle the brooch properly. They could set themsalvesin motion in the machingstimefield but had no
influence over the time and place a which they were g ected again. Fortunately, this aways occurred
after avery few minutes. They cautioudy increased the field energy and found that they could manage
stretches of aday or two, but they sill could neither predict nor influence the point at which they were
forced out of the field. One of the two disappeared once for six days, and his brother had trouble
concedling his absence at court, but the great Smilarity in their gppearance cameto hisaid.

Then came--thiswas al many, many years ago--the problem of the succession to the throne, which
the king wanted to have settled before his death. He wanted his kingdom to remain undivided, and,
according to the ancient right of the firstborn, granted the older son the crown. The second son wasto be
sowell provided for that he could devote himsdlf for therest of hislifeto hisinterests, be they of an
artigtic or ascientific nature,

Now misfortune had it that the younger son wasfilled with ambition to rule the kingdom, whereas the
designated heir apparent was much more inclined to the sciences than to power. It was he who had
contributed the most to the construction of the instrument.

[1-will and dissension grew and estranged the two brothers, who had once been inseparable. The heir
apparent would have preferred to give up his claim to the throne in order to put an end to the wretched
and disgraceful quarrel, but the king stubbornly clung to his decision, to conform to tradition and to satisfy
the strong conservative e ementsin the kingdom. He wanted to avoid outbreaks of violence, which would
only have shaken the country and awakened the avidity of greedy and jeal ous neighbors.

The younger brother felt dighted and sank deeper and deeper into malevolent envy. Evil courtiers
encouraged him, giving him dubious advice and findly bringing him to the conclusion that he in some way
or other had to have hisbrother eiminated. He succeeded magnificently in doing so, in acunning manner
of which no one would have thought him capable. He used the time-travel machine. The older brother
could not rest until he had figured out how to materidize in times where there was no mirror and how to
place and remove the sedls. As he once again stepped through the mirror, his brother crept up and turned
the energy of thetimefield up to full strength. He himsalf was horrified as some of the mechanisms
suddenly broke down, wired connections burned out, and finally the mirror exploded. The field collapsed
and the older brother, who had been carried by the ultra-high-powered transporter to some remote part
of the timefine, was thrown out and landed in that distant age.
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What age it was nobody knew, least of al he himsdlf, but it had to be in the past, snce that wasthe
direction in which he had set out to travel.

The court wasin an uproar as the terrible accident was discovered. It was feared that the frightful
event could have palitical consequences. Now everyone found out what the two princes had been up to
for years and they cursed the dangerous games and fateful legacy of the crazy old physicist--and waited.
The days turned into weeks, the weeks lengthened into months, finaly an entire year had passed, but
there was no sign or trace of the heir to the throne. The king ordered court mourning, for no one could
imagine how or where the young man could reappear. Except his brother, of course, who from then on
had an exceedingly bad conscience and lived in the constant fear that the victim of his malicious deed
could regppear someday and call him to account. He could degp only when the room was brightly
lighted, awoke bathed in swesat out of a deep troubled by uneasy dreams, started convulsively a every
unaccustomed sound, grew more and more nervous and impatient, was convinced he was being pursued,
treated hisinferiors unjustly, and trusted no one.

"Didn't you have that impression, Callins?'
"Indeed, Your Mgesty."

"Asthe old king died and the younger son acceded to the throne, he could not rest until he had rebuilt
the time instrument, to insure himsdf againg al eventudities. He built up a police corps, which had to
travel about in time, searching for suspicious sgns dong the timeine. The guards had to follow up and
report on every trace which could possibly be construed as endangering His Mgesty. Their supreme
duty was to guarantee the security of the king under al conditionsand at al times. Carelessness on the
part of the patrol caused innumerable fractures, especidly in the first period, and an army of scientists and
mechanics was required to repair them. No great damage was done to past history, thanks to the sedls,
which the patrol came acrossin many places and which they caled WmTcebecause the area behind the
mirror within the seded time spaces was white and permitted neither takeoff nor landing. But it was no
future power which had made these pointsinaccessible; it was the old man, who in hiswise foresight--or
perhaps | should say in his better judgment had placed the sedls there. He had accomplished an
enormous amount of work, both in the future and in the past; that must have cost him decades, by the
way. But back to the patrol. They put in much time and effort learning ancient languages, they studied the
customs of bygone civilizations, practiced usng primitive weapons
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and instruments, learned how to handle animals, deep in the open atmosphere and tolerate vermin and
poisoned air, and accustomed their ssomachs to barbaric foods, but their success was only moderate.
They hunted phantoms and waylaid mechanicd dolls. That isthe funniest part of the whole story. They
hunted a doll which they could not catch and in fact never even saw until it wastoo late. But why arewe
telling thisto you?'Y ou know this part best, don't you,
Collins? After dl, you directed the operation."" Quiteright, Y our Mgesty."

"But we must tell you the rest of the story too--it isthe ugliest and most distressing part. Let ustell you
the fate of the prince whose bitter lot it was to be banned to a distant and obscure century, and how he
fared there."

The prince had stepped through the mirror and had directed his path toward the past, in order to
examine the sedl which had given him trouble at the beginning of his experiments. Helet himsdlf be
carried through the glimmering darkness by adight current, then noticed suddenly that his speed was
accderating rapidly. He felt himsdf being whirled about, asif he were being drawn into avortex, and
nearly lost consciousness. All a once the motion ceased, the field gected him, and it was light.

Until then he had had no idea how one could materidize without amirror, what field energy was
necessary to accomplish this, and what precautionary measures had to be taken. Now he learned it
through persond experience. He materidized at about fifteen feet in the air and fell heavily to the ground.
Therewas astabbing painin hisright hip and herolled over onto hisface. At the sametime, heredlized
that his hair was singed and his clothing had caught fire. He wallowed in the damp soil and smothered the
flames. Exhausted, filthy, and tormented by pains, he lay immobile and tried to overcome the shock. He
had to fight back tears, but after afew minutes he was able to pull himself together and attempt to sort
out what had happened to him. He had not the dightest notion in which era he was stranded. Hisfirst
impression was that he must be in an extremely remote area of the past, for there was till agriculture, as
he could dearly see by the furrowsin the ground, with which he had so painfully become acquainted.
Cautioudy helooked about him. Helay in the middle of an open field. There was no human settlement in
thevicinity. The areawas hilly, with afew isolated dumps of trees here and there. A row of scraggly
bushes lined a brook which meandered down awide valley. The countryside seemed ugly and unkempt.
There was wild undergrowth everywhere, the plants were
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neither symmetrical nor genetically refined, and the trees appeared to be authentic and natural. Someone
must have recently watered the land absurdly heavily, as the ground was damp and there were great
puddlesin the overgrown fields and meadows. The sky was so hazy that he could hardly tell wherethe
sunwas, but he figured that it must be near midday.

Indl hismisfortune he had till had the good luck not to materidize amid athickly populated area. The
pressure wave that he must have caused would certainly havetorn to piecesthe lungs of al living beings
within aradius of ahundred yards. And if he had materiaized within a solid body, the effect would have
been like that of amedium-sized atom bomb, and there would have been nothing left of him. He looked
about for ahiding place. Hewas as clearly visble to air reconnaissance herein the middle of thefield asiif
hewerelying on aslver platter. He could not stay here. His clothing, strange and in addition singed, his
sudden gppearance literdly out of the nowhere, and hisignorance of the native language would al make
him a suspicious character, and if he were picked up hewould certainly bein for severe
cross-examination. But nobody would believe him if he told the truth. He searched the sky but there was,
fortunately, no helicopter in the area. The best thing would be to seek cover in awood and wait there
until dark. Then he would keep alookout for lights and try to find ahouse or smal village where he could
perhaps get native clothing, food, and aminimum of equipment. After that he would see.

He got up. At once asharp pang ran through hisright hip. He must have injured himsdlf in the
unexpected fal. | hope nothing is broken, he thought, that would be a catastrophe. He limped across the
fieldsto the nearest clump of trees, making dow and painful progress. He cursed the meteorol ogists who
had watered the areatoo heavily. They must not have gotten far in developing their climate regulators.
The damp earth clung in heavy clodsto his soles and he often had to retrieve his shoes from the sodden
field, where they stuck in the mud. He was fully inadequately equipped and too lightly clothed, but it
could have been worse---he could have landed in an icy winter. The treesthat he was heading for stood
on thefar sde of the narrow brook. He would have to wade the brook; jumping over it was out of the
question. Every step wastorture to him. As hefinaly reached the bank he suddenly stopped short. Inthe
bed of the stream, washed by the shallow water, lay the mutilated corpses of two men. They were only
half clothed, obvioudy plundered, and must have lain there for many days, for the bodies were bloated
and deformed and gave off anauseating smell. Both of them had ghastly



166 The Best from the Rest of the Worm

wounds on the head and throat. They had been barbarously murdered and thrown into the brook. He
had never seen anything so abhorrent before, and turned away revolted. Wasthisacrime? That was all
he needed! There was nothing worse than getting involved in such business. He must leave the areaas
quickly as possble. He walked on fagter, following the stream down the valley. Three hundred yards
farther he came upon a caved-in bridge of rotting wood, over which anarrow road had crossed the
stream. He could see that it had been destroyed by force. Here he found athird body, thistime of a
woman. It lay near an overturned vehicle which had been plundered and destroyed. Apparently the
culprits had intended to sted the bel ongings of the woman, for baskets and crates that had been broken
open lay trampled in thefields on ether Sde of the road and in the stream; articles of clothing and pieces
of cloth, shoes of various sizes, and objects whose function he could not make out were strewn about.
The vehicle gppeared to have been a sort of supply wagon. The woman must have defended hersdlf to
the very lagt, for even in death she till clutched some of her belongings. She had apparently been shot
through the head with alarge-caliber weapon; the shot had ripped away part of her skull. He turned
away, nausested, and gathered up afew pieces of cloth, with which he covered the body. Then he
collected everything that could be of use to him. He found an odd piece of clothing whose two tubelike
appendages were gpparently intended to encase legs, and ajacket of heavy materia, torn and wet but
gill quite serviceable. Hetried on thisand that until he had outfitted himsdlf like anative. He had more
trouble with footwear but finaly found two different foot containers made of anima skin which did not fit
too badly. He overcame his disgust a wearing the skin of adead being next to his skin and put them on.

He had reached hisfirst god, and athough he did not fancy himself alooter of corpses, at least he was
not so conspicuousin his new clothing. He was aware of the danger of his undertaking, for if he was
found near the scene of the crime, he would not have to worry much about hisfuture. Asfar as he could
see, aman'slife was not worth much here, and short work was made of it. He had to be on his guard,
but fortunately there was not ahuman being in sight. The region must be very thinly populated and
seemed to be completely inaccessible by any means of transport---otherwise, the dead would have been
found long ago.

Hetook acloser look at the destroyed vehicle. It was made entirely of genuine wood held together by
bolts and strips and rings of iron, and had the most primitive steering system imaginable. It had no means
of propulsion but seemed to have been pulled by some
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mechanism or even animals, which had been detached and removed from the wagon. This disconcerted
him greetly. This sort of vehicle had not been in existence for many thousand years. In which age had he
landed? He searched his mind for historica dates. How long had there been automobiles? Their
development lay just before the discovery of atomic energy and electronics. That wasthe end of the
second and the beginning of the third millennium. All the horror stories and gruesome reports of those
barbaric centuries which he had heard as a child now came to mind again. Had he landed in the twentieth
century or even earlier?. The transport field couldn't have carried him that far; its energy wastoo low.
Unless. .. That couldn't be! Just keep cam, hetold himsdlf. No hasty conclusions. First think it al over.
It was surely possible that in an eectronic civilization there were people who delighted in imitating the
ancients and even had vehicles drawn by animals. Still, the dead woman hadn't looked asif she had been
traveling about on a pleasure outing. He examined the articles of clothing--no synthetics, dl were made of
organic substances. All observationsled to the same conclusion. He must bein a pretechnical age. If that
were the case, his position was hopel ess. Without great sources of eectrica energy, without €l ectronics,
precision ingruments, and high-quality raw materias, he could not help himself out of the Stuation. He
could only wait until help came from the future. They would search for him; his brother would do
everything in his power to find him and get him out. But how would hefind him, if he had no ideawhere
he was? Keep cam, he repeated to himself. There are severa possibilities. He would haveto find away
to send information into the future, so that they would take notice of him. He could for instance paint
cryptic paintings or write enigmatic books whaose anachronisms and precognition would be striking and
could beinterpreted as amessage. But was he a painter or awriter? Would hisworks survive thousands
of years of changing intellectua tendencies, wars and barbarianism, fire and anarchy, vanddism and the
condemnation of purist sects-would they even survive him? And if so, would they be understood at the
right moment as amessage from him? Would anyone consider them worthy of kegping in alibrary or
museum? Would they even be discovered among the thousands of testimonies of the art of clairvoyance
and astrology, adchemy and obscure speculative philosophy, black and white magic, sciencefiction and
fary taesof the distant past? And after all, did his brother the terrible suspicion which he had been
congtantly pushing out of his mind took clear form--did his brother have any interest at dl in finding him
agan?

No usdless speculations, he warned himsdlf. He would find out.
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There was plenty of time. Perhaps he could build mechanismswhich if well protected could survive
severd civilizations, ticking like time bombs through the ages, and at a.given point attract attention to
themsalves and to him. If time travel were possible, then they would certainly look into his case again,
whether they received a message or not. The important point was for him to establish contact, then
perhaps they would find away to him. He had to be on the alert not to overlook any signsor sgnds. If
they really wanted to help him out of this mess, there would be no problem. It was just better for him to
be abit wary, becauseif it werein their interest to leave him here, then it would be up to him to make the
decisive move. He must be very careful not to cause any contradictions or anachronisms, no camouflage
was perfect. But this meant that he would have to know the age perfectly, would have to study it
thoroughly and adapt himsalf completely as acontemporary, no matter how difficult thismight be. He
would haveto gain afirm footing in thisinvoluntary exile, and circumstances dictated that he must do so
immediately. At first he was concerned only with pure surviva: food, weapons, money, ardaively safe
placeto live, and information. All the rest he would take care of later. He was perhaps inferior to the
nativesin physica resistance and hardiness, but his scientific and technical knowledge would stland himin
good stead. He just had to make the best use he could of the primitive resources.

He |eft the scene of horror behind him and scrambled over the remains of the bridge acrossthe
stream, turned off from the road, and sought arelatively dry place among the trees and busheswhere he
would be hidden from the eyes of any natives who might come along. It was warm and he spread out the
captured clothing to dry, then examined hisinjured leg. Theinjury was painful but there was gpparently
no break, only abone bruise. A few hours of rest would do him good. He let himself down upon the
ground and had amore leisurdly look at his surroundings. The native plantswhich grew on dl sdesof him
were indescribably ugly. Birdstwittered in the branches above him, but he did not have theimpression
that they were the diverting artificial mechanismsthat he was accustomed to, for they behaved in ashy
and strange manner. They must be organic beings, but he had to admit that they sang just asnicely asthe
atificia oneshe knew. Every place he set his eyes on was swarming with life. On the ground, in the
grass, on theleaves, in the bark of the trees, everywhere tiny animals were cregping and crawling,
chirping and rustling. He was somewhat nauseated by so much organic life. He had been brought up in
the sterileworld of the plastic region,
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into which every few weeks asiray animal found itsway, an odd insect like afly or moth, whichiif it had
in some inexplicable manner penetrated the energy screen without being burnedmwas immediately traced
by infrared searchers and chased out ol the airspace or killed. | will have to get used to it, he thought.
Overcoming hisaversion, helet one of the quick, black, six-footed animals run across the back of his
hand. It did not hurt and the anima seemed not to be poisonous.

Helooked at the sky. It was empty; there were no condensation trails of departing or landing transfer
shipsto be seen, no observation platforms on invisible gravitation anchors, no programmed control
floater in the complex network of directive beams of aground station for surface ingpection, no reflex of
an energy halo which surrounded the planet and protected it from extraterrestria attacks. The sun broke
through the thin cloud layer and scattered the clouds. Its warmth and beams of energy pierced the
atmosphere and gave the skin aprickling sensation.

He listened. Something had beenirritating him dl thistime, and now he knew what it was. The
environment was so quiet. Although there were birds twittering and leaves rustling, it was so unbelievably
quiet that he could hear his own pulse. His ears were accustomed to agreat jumble of constant sounds
caused by the innumerable transport craft, the control and service mechanisms, and other useful
apparausin the palace which he had never redly noticed before, as he had heard them dl since birth.
Now this stillness seemed like a constant dull sound to him, onethat liesjust under the threshold of
hearing and is perceived rather than heard. The sun dried his clothing and lay with calming warmth on his
face, and afternoon dozed peacefully over the countryside. The prince felt that he wastired and before he
knew it he wasfast adeep.

When he awoke, night had come and he saw the stars. He had never seen the inhabited universe with
such clarity from the surface of the earth. With his bare eyes he could recogni ze two of the solar systems
which belonged to hisfather's kingdom. Nonsense, hetold himsdlf, in thiseranot al of that space was
sttled. 1t gave him an odd fegling to see that the remote suns formed dmost the same congtellations that
he knew. He shivered. In the distance he heard a strange noise. It sounded like the rumbling of thunder,
and flashes of lightning blazed on the horizon, but the Sky was completely clear. It looked like a
bombardment with explosive chemica weapons. Could it be... ? Of course! That was the explanation for
the signs of destruction and the bodies that he had found. It was wartime! What he
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saw on the horizon was the reflection of discharged explosive weapons. There must be a battle raging
there. The sky grew red, probably from grest fires.

That was al he had needed, to land in the middle of a period of war. Still, he thought, there might be
advantagesto this situation. In the general confusion it would be easer for him to mingle with the natives,
to get money and weapons somehow, and to settle down somewhere. At times like this no one was
going to ask many questions about hisidentity and background. That smplified many matters, but at the
same time his Situation was much more dangerous, as he might easily land between the two fronts. If he
was found he might be put to the sword. He would have to trust to his good fortune.

He got up. His hip ached but he could walk. He dressed himsdlf, tied his possessonstogether in a
bundle, and headed off in the direction of the shooting. There must be alarger settlement there. He would
cautioudly gpproach and at first remain withdrawn but observe and gather information. After that he
would decide on the further stepsto be taken.

Waking across the fields and meadows turned out to be harder than he had thought. The footwork of
anima skin was stiff and rubbed him so that hisfeet were soon in great pain. After an hour hewas
completely exhausted and had to rest. In addition, hunger began to gnaw at hisinsides. He pulled himself
together and set out again, making a great detour around aforest that frightened him because he did not
know how wild plants and animals reacted at night. He plodded through swamps, waded streams, and
made very dow progress, because he had to stop more and more often to rest.

Emerging from alarge wooded area, he heard loud cries and explosions and saw the glare of afire.
Therewasafarmstead in front of him. A barn was blazing in flames. He heard more explosions, laughter
and piercing screams, and saw figures running and falling to the ground. He limped fagter, thinking that he
could perhaps help, but as he came closer he saw that even with the best intentions there was nothing he
could do. He was witness to an atrocity of war. Hidden behind a hedge, he watched the actions of these
people at first with astonishment and then with growing horror. They had built up agrest fire, onto which
they threw household utensils and furniture. The rain of sparks had set the thatched roof of the barn on
fire, and the fire threatened to spread to the other buildings, but this did not seem to disturb anyone. In
the flickering firdight he was presented with agrotesque and macabre scene. Severd men, who were
strangely clothed and who wore on their heads gigantic headgear
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onto which they had fixed bushes of some fluffy materid, staggered about with some sort of container in
their hands, from which they occasiondly drank. They al appeared to be under the influence of adrug, as
they could hardly stay on their feet, vomited, dipped, fell down, and tried in vain to regain their footing.
Some of them lay motionless on the ground, ether dead or deeping where they had falen. They had
killed alarge animal, lopped off its head, ripped out itsintestines, driven aspit in barbaric manner from
the hind quarters through to the neck, and hung it over the fire. Others were occupied with forcing open
boxes and barrels and rummaging through their contents, over which they fought in the wildest manner,
gtriking one another with fists and weapons and screaming curses at one another. Y et others had
captured severad women and girls. They formed aring about them and, roaring with laughter, ripped their
clothesfrom their bodies. Then they threw the poor creatures to the ground and mounted them so
brutaly that his bresth caught in histhroat. The women, aso partly under the influence of the drug which
they had been forced to drink, half numbed from blows on the head, weskly let themsdvesbe
mishandled and whimpered with fear, pain, and terror, while the rest of the men followed the doings of
their companions and egged them on with loud criesuntil it wastheir turn. Horrified and trembling with
loathing, the prince felt agreat powerlessrage surge up in him. If he had only had hislaser gun a hand he
would have blasted that rabbleinto the dirt until the water exploded out of their miserable skins. He
shook with anger and redlized with alarm that he was tending toward more aggression than he had ever
thought himsalf capable of feding. Had thisworld dready drawn him into its ways, was he beginning to
act likeawild man?Inwhat frightful age had he landed?

Hefled into the forest and squatted dl night long under atree, histeeth chattering, shivering with cold
and horror, watching the glare of the fire and hearing the loathsome cries of the wild men in the distance.

The temperature sank lower and lower. That must be due to the missing energy halo; at night the
surface of the earth gave off unhampered into space dl the warmth which it had stored up during the day,
causing these variationsin temperature. He looked into the starlit Sky. Even the distant sunslooked cold
and uninviting; they were till wild and uncolonized systems.

He crouched tightly, in order to gather his own body hest, but hislegs grew stiff and he had to stand
up and walk up and down. Hewas grateful to seethe gray of dawn and then the sun dowly rising, and
the temperature of the atmosphere soon began dsotoriseto a
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tolerable warmth. In the course of the morning the disorderly band of debauched soldiers who had
afflicted the whole region with their looting and murdering finally moved on, but not until they had set fire
to dl that was left of the farm. They took anumber of animals with them, on the backs of which they had
fixed seats. Some of the men had climbed onto these seats and let themsalves be carried by the patient
beasts. An ingenious arrangement of cords and chains fixed about the mouth of the anima enabled the
rider seated on its back to direct the organic vehicle. The prince found it most astonishing that the big
strong animals submitted to such trestment.

When the band had disappeared, the prince dared to come out from his hiding place and examine the
scene of devastation once again. Perhaps someone had been |eft behind who needed help, but basically it
was hunger that drove him forward. Perhaps he could capture something edible, perhaps he could even
find more information on this age, some papers or acalendar.

A gruesome sight met hiseye. The charred corpses of men and women who had been shot or beaten
to death lay strewn about among the smashed and smoldering remains of buildings and household goods.
Thewomen and girls had been massacred in the most grisly manner and lft lying in their own blood.
They were hardly distinguishable from the ravaged ground onto which they had been thrown and
trampled.

The buildings of the farmstead had long since falen in, and the flames had destroyed what remained of
them. Broken vessals and smashed furniture lay in the flattened grass and in food which had been
trampled into the dirt. Driven by hunger, he searched about and finaly found two or three pieces of some
vegetable substance which had been roasted in the fire and which seemed edible. With aversion he bit
into one. It was almogt tastel ess but after much chewing the salivarendered it rather sweet. He choked it
down, and every bite seemed tastier than the last. Searching for something to drink, he came acrossthe
dregs of asour, spicy liquid in the drinking vessds. He smelled it. Thismust be the drug. Perhapsit is
acohol, he thought, but was not quite certain. He continued the search and found a hole in the ground
that was lined with stones and equipped with an instrument by means of which a container could be let
down and drawn up again. Hetried it out and drew up abucket of water. Examining it carefully, he found
it to be rather clean and drank in great greedy gulps. | am already aregular wild man, hetold himself. |
drink water out of the ground, which must be teeming with pathogenic agents, and eat dirty food in the
company of corpses and surrounded by the stench of haf-burnt animas and people. | may a-
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ready have poisoned mysdlf, but what can | do. | havethe dternative of either dying of hunger and thirst
or of being killed by the poisons and bacteria of this barbaric food. The problem was purely academic.
He had no choice but to take the risk.

He examined the clothing of the corpses, which were tiff with indescribable filth, and discovered two
lettersin the pocket of adead soldier. He couldn't read the handwriting, but the numbers were Arabic.
They were obvioudy dated; both bore the figures 1619.

According to this, he was approximately twelve thousand yearsin the pagt, or, more precisdy, in the
first half of the seventeenth century (old calendar), if the dates were accurate. At any rate, the papers
gppeared not to be very old. The energy of the timefield had been far from high enough at thetime of his
departure to trangport him thisfar. Could the machine have had a breakdown? But then it would have
been impossiblefor thefied energy to increase. Someone must have had his hand in the matter, and who
could it have been but his brother? He wouldn't have thought it possible, but he had to get used to the
idea

He put both lettersin his pocket. They were addressed to a certain Weisdinger, as he found out later
when he had learned to decipher the handwriting, and were written by the priest of asmall town, who
begged the man to return home immediately, as hiswife was dangeroudly ill, the household going to ruin,
and his children suffering bitter want. In the second | etter the priest informed him that in the meantime his
wife had died and had been buried at the costs of the community, his workshop had been demolished,
and hisfive children were being seen after by various families, where they had to work for bed and
board. They were cared for well enough but the stem hand of afather was obvioudy lacking, asthey had
been occasiondly caught thieving. Their father was an unscrupul ous vagabond whom God would one day
punish for hissinsand hisdisgraceful life by dlotting him abase and unworthy death. The man had met
hisfate; he bad died of adlit throat.

The prince dso found near the dead man one of those primitive firearms which function on the basis of
the rapid expansion of gases which develop from theignition of certain chemica substances, whereby a
amall piece of metal isset into rgpid motion and isaimed at itstarget through a pipe in which the
explosion takes place. He aso found a stock of the burning substance and of the little pieces of metal,
which fit exactly into the pipe of the weapon. Ouitfitted with these, he was no longer defenselessand
faced the future more calmly.

Then he dragged dl the bodies to one spot and piled wood over
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them. He set the wood on fire and quickly |eft the site of horror. He hoped to find alarger settlement. But
he was to find even more gruesome scenes of devastation.

"Yes, Callins, and s0 hislife went on. That was the beginning of a period of the most varied adventures
and dangers. He struggled aong, a prey to good and bad fortune, and learned how to use the
cut-and-thrust wegpon aswell as pistols, muskets, and heavier explosive wegpons. He learned many
different languages. From thefirgt he attracted no attention to himsalf, because soldiersfrom al corners of
the earth served in the armies. He learned their coarse and savage customs, learned how to fight and how
to kill. It isamazing and frightening, Collins, how quickly one can learn such things. He had soon become
so well adapted that he could behave like aman of the seventeenth century in dl stuations without being
the least bit congpicuous. He traveled through many lands in which the war was raging--and God knows
there were plenty of them. He was witness to nameless misery and himself bore unspeakable adversity;
he was often desperate and sometimes happy, but above al he survived. And he had learned. He had
learned how to plunder, how to prepare trick-playing dice, how to protect his property with cunning and
spite, force and coldbloodedness. At last he had amassed enough money to insure himself of a carefree
existence, and he withdrew from the tradings of war, much to the dismay of hisgenerals, for his
knowledge of mechanics and balistics had made him one of the most sought-after artillerymen and he
could have easily earned military distinctions as cannoneer or pyrotechnician, cannonsmith or rocket
launcher. But thiswas not his god; he had in the true sense of the word more far-reaching plans. One
thing had dways sustained him and helped him overcome adl dangers--his brooch. He often dipped his
hand into his pocket to reassure himsdf that he wasn't smply dreaming of returning, but then he felt the
crystal screen vibrate and come alivein thetime stream, and aslong asthere was lifein this mechanism
there was activity on the timelinein the section where he was helplesdy floating dong, there weretime
travelers and there was hope for him. He was cut off, for without amirror he could not construct atime
fied. Help must come from outside, even if unwillingly or unwittingly; he was clever enough to know that
there was at least one man who considered the present solution to be the better one--his opponent in the
little game that he wanted to chance. First he needed a permanent location which could satisfy dl the
requirements of offering relative safety, raw materids, and tools. Then he
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would have to wait until someone gppeared from the future with amirror.

"After months and years of restless wandering he found asmall town in the south which wasfortified
and pleased him and was far from all battlefronts. Here he decided to settle down. With hisgold he
bought asmall house on the market square and installed aworkshop init. He took advantage of his
technica knowledge and established amodest mechanic's shop. At first he made hinges and handles and
repaired locks; later he constructed all manner of clever toys, which he sold or gave away to travelers or
citizens of the town. He was friendly and open to everyone, dways considerate and ready to help, and he
soon cameto enjoy the reputation of being the most upright member of the community. Nevertheless, he
led a secluded life and was seldom seen in the Red Ox Inn, dthough it stood directly acrossfrom his
house.

"Hewaited. No traveler who entered the town and stopped at the Red Ox escaped his eye. Every
evening he put out the lamp and peered for hours through the crack in the shutters at the market place, in
case anything suspicious should happen. He spent every free moment which his numerous contracts left
him pondering over sketches and plansfor solving his problem with only the most primitive meanswhich
were available to him and with no source of dectrical energy. There were two possibilities which seemed
feasible. He could build amechanism that would survive the twelve thousand years and would bring help
by means of some clever trick. Thiswould cause afracture, but it would be asmall one. He would be
taking no chances, asthis solution worked, if a al, only with complete success. When the mechanism
gave him asign, that would mean at the same time that he had won the move, for that wasthe
prerequisite of the help; he would have to return sooner or later to the future. The second possibility was
to build an apparatus which would alow him directly to tap the energy of thetimefidd. Withitshelp he
could set up aprimitive eectronic system which would localize activities on the timeline. He could then
establish the position of the seal and perhaps even shift it, for on this subject his research wasfar more
advanced than his brother imagined. He decided to try both possibilities and set to work. Then there was
nothing to do but wait. He soon had proof that hiswork would bring results. The first spies soon showed
up, and he could quickly tell by their behavior that they were the wrong ones and had no intention of
helping Weisdinger out of his predicament. Arewefight, Collins?’

"To besure, Your Mgesty, that was not our intention.”
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"Now, Weisdinger had expected that and had long since taken it into account. He had even made
some preparations. His appearance had changed no small amount during hislifein thistime period. He
had grown older, his features were harder and his body stronger. And he had contributed to the effect
somewhat too; he looked older than he actualy was, his hair was streaked with gray and reached to his
shoulders. He wanted to take no risks, for thismove was far too important to him.

" Soon the guests from the future were arriving by the dozen. He registered one fracture and
anachronism after another. Obvioudy they had found him. The vigitors gave Wesdinger many an
evening's entertainment. But we akeady told you about that. Then the master started his counterattack.
Now it was his move. Who the better player was would soon be seen.

"What do you say now, Callins?'

"I dmogt know it, Y our Mgesty. It isnot difficult to infer, from Y our Mgesty's manner of choosing his
words and reporting out of the distant past, that it was' Y our Mg esty who outwitted me. Y our Mgjesty
must have spent much time in that age, otherwise Y our Maesty would not have gained such deep
knowledge of it. Tothink that | didn't redlizeit earlier? The minister struck hisforehead with theflat of his
hand. "Many things are becoming clear to me now, Y our Mgesty. But thereisgtill something missingin
the story."

"Y ou areright there, Callins, something is<till missing. Thelast piece of the puzzle, the decisive move."
"By Your Mgedy'sleave, whoiswmxE in redity?"

"That isunfair, Collins. That means giving up the game. Just try and think back! We havetold you
everything. Y ou have agood head on your shoulders.”

Coallins pondered and stared in absorption at the doll, which was making awhirlwind chain of
pirouettes.

"It could be the inventor, Y our Mgesty, the old man who devised the time machine and who appeared
asthe Polish count--"

"He was apure figment of theimagination, as we aready mentioned,” interjected the king.

"--towhom Your Mgesty or | tell the story," continued the minister without interruption. "He brings
the information to Weisdinger. And Weisdinger in turn, by Y our Mgesty'sleave, exchanges...”

"Jugt wait aminute, Colling What are you trying to do? Y our imagination is running away with you.
Takethingsinther turn! Why try to bring another figureinto our game? The old man left al questions
unanswered. So let usleave him out of the game. He



The Best [rorn the Rest of the World 177
played neither for wrote nor for BLACK. He was, let us say, cPo,e. Perhaps he knows the whole
game, has seen dl the moves, but is keeping out of it himsdf. Perhgps heis playing an entirely different
game, which requiresdl hisattention. Anything is possible. The future is vast. Perhaps thousands have
watched our moves, in order to learn from them for their own games. We don't need any additiona
figures. Try it from another angle. How would it be if we finished the story together, gave it ahappy end,
S0 to speak?”
"Does Y our Mgesty mean that.., that 1 am to play win're?' "What el se did you expect, Callins? Y ou've
been on our sdefor along time, otherwise you would long ago have put an end to Weisdinger and we
wouldn't be gtting here. After dl, you are our best man. Now, pay close attention! 'Y ou will take our
cloak here and at the appropriate time turn it so that the paelining is on the outside. The contrast of <.
ncK and WroTE will be noticed. But you will dso give Weisdinger another sign. Upon receiving it he will
st the sedl in motion and put to rout the crew of Operations Base 7. Later you will get Weisdinger out of
the affair. Off with you now! Do
exactly what we told you to do. And have agood time!" "A good time or agood age, Y our Mgesty?'
"However you prefer to takeit, Collins.”

"With pleasure, Y our Mgesty. | am honored to be alowed to finish the game together with Y our
Maesy."

The minister stepped through the mirror and returned again. He swayed dightly.

"Finished?' asked theking.
"Finished," answered Collins, and rubbed his eyes.

"Y ou took advantage of the occasion to stop in at the Red Ox, we see” laughed the king. "That is our
fault, we suppose. We made your mouth water long enough, and you had to stand here over two hours
and listen to our stories. We could stand a cool drink too, but first well finish the game. The decisive
moveisdill ahead of us. Will you manage, Collins?'

"No question about it, Y our Mgesty. Thelong ride through the forest and the cool night air have
sobered me up again.”

"Very wel," said the king. "Now were going to checkmate you, brother of ours! Colling! Get going
now and appear a the critical moment in the throne room, exactly under the sedl that isten sec~ onds
long. Y ou will have to make very careful adjustmentsto accomplish this. Y ou won't be ableto see
yoursdf, asyou will beworking in Zerofime, that is, in complete darkness. Thisis something which only
the sedls permit. Hereis the equipment you need to get through the mirror. Thisis animproved mode of
the brooch. Y ou will cau-
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tioudy fed your way over to the throne and hoist our brother onto your shoulders. That won't be easy,
because heis heavy and of course during Zerotime as tiff asaboard. If you wereto drop him, you
would bregk al hisbones. Hewon't fed athing and will think heis till sitting on hislittle throne. Then
you will camly carry him through the mirror into the carriage and let him smell this excellent essence,
which will send him into adeegp and beneficid deep.” He handed the minister asmall vid. "All therest
you know aswell aswe do. You did pay extremely close attention to our story, didn't you? A silly
guestion, we see.”

"Yesindeed, Your Mgesty--that is--I meant, not the question but about the story.”

"Thentell it exactly like that to Weisdinger. Teach him how to St on the throne properly, how to
behave--and he had better not make any mistakes! That goesfor you too, Colling!"

"Just as Y our Mgjesty commands. But what would happen if | did make amistake, if | forgot a part of
the story or told it incorrectly?"

"We are sure you won't make any mistakes, otherwise we couldn't retell the story to you. How do you
think we know it if not from you?"

"But what if | by Your Maesty'sleave, it isjust athought-what if | intentionally twisted the story or
told Weisdinger something completely different, which would cause afracture at the last moment?"

"That, dear Collins, would be damned unfair of you. That would mean changing the rules of the game.
That would mean gtarting dl over again from the beginning, and an entirely different story would develop.
Neither we two nor anyone else would ever know our story. It would al have been invented invain. The
Stuation would look like this: you would return to find our brother here and would have no explanation
for your absence. The whole game would start again from scratch but you would have atrick card up
your deeve. That could easily cost you your head. But we will take the risk. We trust you. Now, let's get
on to thelast move!l Checkmate the king?

HisMgesty smiled in ddight. The doll stopped dancing, sprang into Collinssarms, and clung fast to
his cape.

"Checkmate the king!" said the minister, who disappeared into the

mirror and stepped out from it again. Hewas abit out of breath. "It al went off as planned, we see.”

"At Y our Mgesty's command. Together we put on pretty fireworks at Operations Base 7, as Y our
Magjesty remembers. Not astick remained.”



The Best Irom the Rest o] the Worm 179

"Y es, we remember. And now, how did you like the whole story, Collins?!
"Onecanimagineit al very well, Your Mgey."

"Quiteright, especidly aswe never did have abrother.” The king winked a his minister.

"Especially as Y our Mgesty never had abrother, as' Y our Mgesty expresdy decreed,” returned
Cdlinswithasmile.

Theking stood up and gave hisminister afriendly dap on the shoulder.

"We have made agood job of it, the two of us. We have taken many points into consideration,
discarded this one, improved that one, added yet another one. Now the picture is complete. The last
piece of the puzzle has been fitted in. Wethink it israther good. What do you say, Callins?"

"Ohyes, good, Your Mgesty, very good. When | think of Weisdinger--he waskilled plundering a
farmhouse, turnsinto adollmaker, and becomes arespected citizen of the town..."

"We can afford that fracture. It isinggnificant. He had no children, asfar as he knew.”

"... Oneday, that is, one night he awakes with a splitting headache and from that time onislikea
different person. He can't put together the smplest clock, is prey to fits of delirium, becomes addicted to
the bottle, gets athrashing at the Red Ox by the young men of the town because of his sudden
overbearing behavior, becomes more and more depraved, and dl of this, mind you, he can foresee,
including the bitter end: one day hewill have hisfill of it, will put anoose around his neck and will make
anendtoitdl.”

"Rather crud, don't you think?" put in the king doubtfully. "Hmm," said Collins and nodded. "Hideous."
"But weindst on the sound thrashing at the Red Ox!"

"That herichly deserved, Y our Mgesty!" smirked the minister. "We can il grant the poor devil abetter
fate. But let'slet him struggle for awhile before we intervene. Do you see, Collins, that isthe best part of
our story; we can gtill change any piece of it, if something better occursto us. But now itisBLACK'S
move. We shouldn't underestimate him. After dl, he went through the same gpprenticeship we did. Let us
wait and see. It would be a pity if the game were dready over. At our leisure we will think through al of
the

possibilities he hasin his pogtion. Agreed, Collins?""Agreed, Y our Mgesty."

They both fell sllent and watched the doll asit started an elaborate new dance and tried out the first
steps.



180 The Best from the Rest of the Worm

"Does Y our Mgesty permit one last question?"

"But of course, Callins. And we know what is going to come. Y ou are going to say, thereis one piece
|eft over.”

"Yes, Your Mgesty. The pictureis complete, but where doesthe doll fit in? It isuseless; | mean, it
has absolutely no purposein our
dory asit now stands. It was entirely unnecessary." The king gave aresigned sigh.

"Yes, Callins. Y ou have agood head on your shoulders, but why can't you see that not everything
must have a purpose?"

"But, Your Mgesty, the question isjustified. Why did Weisdinger go to the trouble of making adoall, if
he knew from the start that it would have no---"

"Good God, Callind Y ou and your frightful utilitarian reasoning! Y ou still haven't understood. Do you
think we are setting our minds together to solve the problems of the universe when we make up these
stories of ours? All day long we have to grapple with this problem. At least afew hours should remain for
usto paint our fantasiesin the air and do cerebra gymnastics. And we often get agood ideaout of it, for
free, so to peak, if you are so intent on utility!"

Theking glared at him and the minister hastened to appease him: "Certainly, Y our Mgesty."

"For instance, why do you suppose we made up this story?*

"Out of boredom, perhaps, if | may alow mysdlf to say so, and because Y our Mgesty delightsin the
play of thoughts" suggested the minister doubtfully.

"One could put it that way. Isn't it wonderful that in our world, which is so entirely oriented to purpose
and utility, profit and efficiency, there are il things which seem to have no purpose or usefulness,
because their meaning liesonly in thefact that they exig, likethe doll in our story? And yet thislittledoll is
ddightful---or
perhapsit is so for that very reason.” Collins nodded.

"l find it quite nice," he ventured, and pointed to the doll.

"One ought to be ableto invent better ones," answered the king disparagingly. "Let usthink of
something new, Callins

The king brooded and stared at the empty walls asff he were lost in the contemplation of apicture.

The minister looked pensively at the delicate mechanicd figure asit accomplished itslast spin and then
with a courteous bow announced the end of the performance.



Codemus
by Tor Age Bringsvaerd
Trandated from the Norwegian by Steven T. Murray
And hereisthe other half of the team of Bing & Bringsvaerd, thistime with agood example of Norse

New Wave. Theorigind title of this story is Koddmus, eller Datamaskinen sore tenkte at hva[aen. This
trandated as " Codemus, or the Computer Who Thought What the Hell.”






1. In the chesshoard city the houses stand on stilts of sted, straddling high above the heavy traffic on the
web of black and white streets. The houses are cubes connected by shiny umbilica cords-monorails and
transport belts. The city isamachine, smooth and harmonious. Rhythmic, rational, expedient, precise.
Every gear knowsitsfunction. In the efficient society everything goes as planned. IN THE EFFICIENT
SOCIETY EVERYrmNG GOES THE WAY IT SHOULD. Perpetuum mobile.

2. Codemus aways has Little Brother with him. Little Brother knows everything. Much better than
Codemus. When Codemusisin doubt about something, he asks Little Brother. Everyone haslittle
brothers. It'sthe law.

3. Higoricd outline

The Dark, Random Age.
IBM EDP

The Public Punch Card.

The Computer:  Man's Best Friend.

Especidly inindustry. But in the hedlth sector aswell (the diagnostic machine). In addition: the autometic
matchmaker. Reason triumphs even in the choice of amarriage partner. First step on the road to
emotiond liberation.

The Subscription Regulation of 1978.
Huge centraized computers (district machines) maketheir services available over tdex. Usud quarterly
subscription. Full discretion guaranteed.

The Big Price War.
Private citizens can also afford to subscribe. Questions are put to the central brain by |etter or telephone.
All computers are pledged to secrecy.
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The Monopolization of 2013.

The State takes over. Builds Moxon I-11-111. Subscribers obtain private receivers. Only terminalsfor
the main brain, but mistakenly caled computers. The label remains habit.

The Age of Improvement, 2013-2043.
Computersin every home. But aso: portable, trans storized receivers, popularly known aslittle
brothers." No one need be out of contact with the central brain.

End of the Subscription Regulation--2043.
Expendituresfor private and public receiverscomputers are in-
cluded in the State budget. To be paid dong with taxes.

TheEfficient Society
under the direction of Moxon XX.

4. Every morning Codemusiswakened by Little Brother. While heis getting dressed and eating
breskfadt, Little Brother reminds him of al the things he hasto do. In the monorail on the way to the
office, Little Brother and Codemus discuss the program for the day. At the office, everyone works
quickly and efficiently; none of the employees are in doubt about what needs to be done, and al
decisons are unanimous. For al thelittle brothers are synchronized.

"What'll we play?* ask the children. Or: "What'll we think up now?"

"AsK Little Brother," says mother. "What do you think | should fix for lunch, Little Brother?

Other essentid/acts about Codemus:
Codemusis a) male

b) 38yearsold

) single

d) office worker

e) normal

f) stable

One morning Codemus woke up al by himsalf. But much too late. Dazed and bewildered, he squinted
indisbelief at Little Brother on the nightstand. "Y ou didn't wake me up,” he said hesitantly. "Why
didn't you wake me up? Now I'l 1 be late to work and..."Little Brother didn't answer.
Codemus lurched across the floor and fumbled feverishly for his
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clothes. "What timeisit?' heyelled. (In the efficient society no one relies on wristwatches))
But Little Brother was Silent.

"THE TIME, PLEASE]" roared Codemus. He dropped his pants to the floor and bounded over to the
nightstand. "Y ou lousy damn
box!" he said hoarsdly. "I asked you something!" There wasn't a sound from the little black box.

Codemus grunted, raised his hand, and swegpt Little Brother to the floor. The device crashed on the
stonetiles with asound like that of a child pounding on an out-of-tune piano.

Suddenly Codemus redlized what he was doing. Stunned, he bent down and lifted Little Brother up
carefully.

"Little Brother," said Codemus anxioudy, "I didn't know what | was doing. Little Brother..."

But Little Brother didn't answer, just hummed softly. Well, at least you're not dead, thought Codemus.
He sat down on the bed with Little Brother in hisarms. Sat and waited. What else could he do? It would
be madnessto act on hisown.

Thereésaman missing, said the automatic doorman. Who isit? asked the personnel machine.
Click-click-click Codemus.

Codemus, repested the personnel machine, and spat out a punch card.

CODEMUS, read a TV camera, and transmitted a picture of the punch card to every department.
Has anyone seen Codemus today?, asked the intercoms.

"No," said the office workers, looking up from their desks, "we haven't seen him today."

All attempts to establish contact with Codemus and hislittle brother failed. The personnel machine
turned the case over to local Machine Control. "Thereisreason to fear theworst," he said.

Naturdly, itisimpossibleto kill alittle brother. But Codemus didn't know that. The personnel machine
didn't know it either. Therefore we can say: their fear was unwarranted.

Machine Control, on the other handBhe knew that it wasimpossbleto kill alittle brother, that nothing
ever broke down. Still, he checked the little brothers at regular intervals---because it was hisjob to
check all the machines. But hewaswell aware that it was superfluous. A little brother cannot break
down. Since Machine Control knew al this, we can safely say: his[ear was warranted. Because when
nothing can happen, then what is happening?
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Little Brother dowly opened his two round camera eyes and |ooked at Codemus. His loudspesker
squawked--ingde his mouthgrille on the lid. Codemus held his brezath.

"What'sthis?' said Little Brother. "It's after nine, and you haven't even got your pants on yet!"

Codemus hugged the devicetight. "Youredive," he said happily. "Y ou didn't bresk, Little Brother.
You..."

"Get your pantson,” said Little Brother sternly. " One-two-onetwo."

While Codemus was getting dressed, Little Brother stood on the nightstand keeping time like a
metronome. Just like before. Or so Codemus thought.

Little Brother rang. (In the efficient society no one needs atelephone.)

"Hdlo," said Codemus.
Not asound in the receiver.
"Hdlo, hdlo," said Codemus. "Who isit?'

"l have blocked dl incoming cals," declared Little Brother. "And al outgoing onestoo.”

"But ..." saild Codemus, confused. "It was somebody that wanted to talk to me."
"Today | am not atelephone,” said Little Brother curtly.

"Maybetheoffice..."

"I'm not atelephone today," repeated Little Brother firmly. "Probably not tomorrow ether.”
Codemus stared a him uncomprehendingly. "But you rang.t’

"l can't help that," said Little Brother. "1 can refuse to be atelephone. | can refuse to connect cdls. But
| can't stop ringing. Even though it makesahell of aracket.”

Codemus shook his head. "Little Brother," he said cautioudy, "are you surethat...”

Little Brother turned up the volume so hisvoice shook thewails.
"Which one of us knows best?" he thundered.Codemus hung hishead. "Y ou,” he said.

"Good," said thelittle black box. "Then well go. Pick me up, let'sgo.”

"Whereto?'
"Not to the office, at any rate," Little Brother said dryly.
"But can'tl..."

"Either you're late or you don't show up at dl, it al works out the same,” said Little Brother. "And
you're dready too late anyway, right? So you might aswell not go to work at al. Don't you think? Y ou
understand the reasoning?”’

"No," said Codemus.
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"No, of course not,” sighed Little Brother. "L eave everything to me. Asusud. | know best. And | say
that we should go to... go to
...goto...goto THE PARK LEVEL!"

"But today isn't Sunday!"

"Quiteright," snapped Little Brother. "Today isnot Sunday. To the Park Level, Codemus.
One-two-one-two."

Codemus put Little Brother in his coat pocket, went out, and locked the door to his gpartment. "Little
Brother," he said anxioudy, "we can't go there on aregular weekday .., right in the middle of working
hours.., whet'l..."

"Shut up----keep in step---one-two,” snarled Little Brother down in his pocket. "Do as| say or I'll
report you!"

And so Codemus and Little Brother went to the Park Level. They didn't take the elevator, they
walked. And they walked againgt the trafficin al the stairways and corridors where it was possible.
Because Little Brother expresdy wanted to.

People looked at Codemus in amazement and conferred with their own little brothers, confused,
putting their ears up to tiny loudspeakers and shaking their heads, darmed. Codemus was getting more
and more embarrassed. And the whole time Little Brother was ringing in his pocket. Ringing and
swearing. The whole world suddenly had to talk to Codemus, but Little Brother held his ground. Not one
cal got through. But the constant ringing was getting on their nerves.

"A little brother who refuses to communicate with anyone but his human partner: IMPOSSIBLE," sad
Machine Control and shorted out.

The Park Levd isarectangular forest with green walls. Here the office workers go for walks on
Sundays. There arered trees and genuine grass. But the sunisatificid. It burnsbig and yellow, high up
on the blue-painted sky. The ceiling isthree-dimensiond. At night-when they light up the stars--you can
get dizzy just looking up. In the daytime, the clouds sail dowly by, projected by hidden cameras.

Inthe middle of the forest isapond. Thewater isclear, and the children go swimming thereon
Sundays. It'sfree.

All the cubes have a park level. People need alittle nature. The park levels are expensive to keep up,
but they spare society alot of lunatics every year. Thereis hedth in every park.

Codemus lay on his back in the grasswith hisjacket folded benesth his head. Gentle air-conditioned
breezes made the trees rustle, fictitious tape-recorded birds chirped among the branches. Codemus
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lay with his eyes closed, facing the sun, and tried to get a straw to balance in the gap between histwo
front teeth.

Today he had the whole forest to himself. Everybody € se wasworking. Only hewaslying
unproductive on the Park Level. Not used to it. It was usualy Sunday when he came here. Heand Little
Brother usudly had to elbow their way through, searching like animals for afree green space where they
could unroll their blanket and Sit down.

"Now I'vefixedit," said Little Brother suddenly.
Codemus squinted down next to him. "Fixed what?"

"Thetinging," Little Brother said happily. "That damned telephone noise. It wasn't as hard as | thought
at first. Should I play a
little music for you? Isthere anything specia you'd like to hear?' "It doesn't matter,” said Codemus. "It's
all the sameto me." Codemus closed his eyes and dozed to the tones of an electronic dream as delicate
asacobweb. An uneasy thought flickered for amoment in the back of hishead: Thisisn't natura. Thisis
wrong.

But he didn't have aguilty conscience. Codemus didn't have any conscience at dl. It wasLittle
Brother'sjob to keep track of right and wrong, stupid and sensible. Besides, it was awarm day and
Littie Brother had agreat stereo.

Maoxon XX livesin an underground pyramidmabombproof fortress. Only Moxon knowswhereit is.
Moxon XX and those herevedsit to. A giant electronic octopus with hundreds of corridors as tentacles.
Undulating, throbbing, never at rest. Coursing lights, crackling cables. Hot. Humid. Something gigantic,
naked, and disgugtingly dick asail in the center like a pulsating heart. A mountain of quivering jdly: the
Brain. Thelight changes-dowly, gradudly: red, orange, yellow, green, blue, indigo, and violet. Thereisa
sweet smdll, and the walls sweat from the heat of the machinery. Moxon XX isdonein the pyramid. He
istalking to himsdlf. Asking and answering. For example, likethis n MINISECTION L ISOUT OF
ORDER----CAUSE?--REFUSES TO COOPERATE~RE FUSES?--BROKEN ALL
COMMUNICATIONSWITH US: CAN IT STILL EXIST?----CAN STILL

ISMERELY RECEIVER CANNOT OPERATE ON ITSOWN?--L ISNOT MERELY RECEIVER
CAN OPERATE ON ITS OWN~ LIMITEI>-----WHAT FUNCTION(S) HAS LT----GUIDE FOR
HUMAN IN ALL QUESTIONS PROGRAMMED ACCORDING TO CODEX 70~DECIDES
ROUTINE MATTERS ACCORDING TO OWN SECTION HEAD----ASKSUSDIRECTLY IN
MATTERS WHICH FALL OUTSIDE CODEX 70----CONCLUSION
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I: LIMITED INDEPENDENCE-----CONCLUSION [I: EXCEEDED
INSTRUCTIONS---CONCLUSION [11' OUTSIDE SCOPE OF CODEX 70----CAUSE?~

OWNER'SIMBALANCE--DANGER II' CUBE IMBALANCE~ DANGER Il SOCIETY
IMBALANCE---4)WNER?---CODEMUS----CONCLUSION-' CODEMUS
DANGER--PROCEDURE?--PROCEDURE 120754x

Codemus woke up when he heard somebody arguing.

"During working hours' said avoice. "In the middle of office hours!”

Codemus blinked and looked straight up at apark lady. She wasin her mid-twenties, dressed in
slver-gray duminum overalls, and had agreen officid armband on her right deeve. Not far away, an
automatic lawnmower was zigzagging through the trees, sucking up leaves at the same time through four
vacuum snouts.

It wasn't the park lady herself that wastalking, it was her little
sster. The park lady was much too surprised to say aword. "And so what?' said Little Brother defiantly.
"Sowhat?'

Codemus sat up and smiled sheepishly. "I must have dozed off," he said. "Won't you st down?"

The park lady blushed and threw a questioning glance at Little Sister, who was hanging in abag over
her shoulder.

"Not achance," sad Little Sigter firmly. "We don't want to have anything to do with the likes of you.
Malingerers--betrayers of society..."

The park lady pushed back her hair from her forehead. "Unfortunatdly,” she said, "thisisn't quite the
proper time."

"Cmon, ¢mon, cmon, cmon," Little Siter rattled off impatiently.

"Good-bye," said the park lady. She turned abruptly and walked
away. Thelawnmower followed at her hedls like a puppy. " She's going to report us," said Little Brother
soberly. Codemus looked at him, confused. " Report us? For what?"

Thelittle box began to rumble. Softly &t firt, then louder and louder, crackling and grating, screeching
and whining, louder and louder, and finally sparks flew like fireworks across the peaceful morning park.

Gradually it dawned on Codemusthat Little Brother was laughing at him~

Procedure 120754x.
Shock. Brain shock. Cramped limbs. Shaking. Waking up. Contact. Ready for instructions.
| nstructions. | nstructions understood.
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Climb out of cold cdlar coffins. Dark oil bath. Svaying, clanking across stone floors. Leaving dimy

tracks. Stop. Sticky pool. Dry each other. Glistening. Gleaming. Blue. Silent. Ask nothing. Know.
Procedure 120754x: The sherlocks--the blue metal men, the search robots, the police machines.
Open locked vaults. Whistle code. Something growls. Something growls. The bloodhounds. Snarling.

Baring their teeth, honing them in sted jaws. Glad to be hunting again.

Procedure 120754x.

"Why didn't you ever get married?' asked Little Brother on their way out of the Park Level.

"Nobody asked meto,” said Codemus, thinking about al the people he knew who were married.
"They can't find theright onefor me," he added. 'Tm not the fight one for anybody. And besides, not
everyone can be married anyway."

Little Brother sghed sympathetically.
"W, you're the one who told me s0!" said Codemus.
"Did 1?" sad Little Brother.

At the exit they ran into the park lady again. Frightened, she glanced at them and turned away quickly.

"Marry her," sad Little Brother. Y ou have my full blessing, Codemus. Get going!"

Codemus stopped and stared in disbdlief into the tiny, twinkling cameraeyes. "Do you meanit, Little
Brother?'

"Good luck," sad Little Brother. "One-two-one-two."

The park lady must have heard what they were talking about, for she dowly began moving away from

them, glancing back over her shoulder now and then.
"Hey? shouted Codemus, following her. "Hey there?
But shejust quickened her steps.

"Come back!" shouted Codemus, and started to run.

The park lady (or wasit Little Sister?) whined, and she started running too.
"| think shelikesyou," said Little Brother happily.

They ran over into the woods again. The park lady had a head start, and even though her duminum
suit showed up nicely againg dl that green, it was difficult to follow her. She was faster on her feet than
Codemus and knew the park inside and ouit.

"Stop? shouted Codemus, panting. "Wait! | only want to marry you!"

But the park lady kept running, reflecting the rays of the sun,
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flashing like amirror among the tree trunks. Maybe she didn't hear him?

They ran across an open field, along, light-green tongue of grass. Two water sprinklers stopped,
astonished, and watched them go by. She stumbled on one of their hoses. Fell flat on her facein the grass
and lay there. Even before she hit the ground, Little Sster started the siren. A loud, piercing noise that
must have been audible through severd levels.

Codemus summoned the last of his strength and dashed up to her. The park lady was Sitting in the
grass, looking up a him, moaning, and holding her left ankle. She seemed afraid---and allittle curious.
But Codemus wastoo out of breath to speak. And Little Sister was howling like an air-raid siren.

"Now you can marry her,” shouted Little Brother above the scream of the Siren.

Codemus smiled, embarrassed, and squatted down next to the park lady. He thought she was about
his own age, maybe younger. He leaned forward cautiously and kissed her on the cheek.

The metal men sireamed into thelevel from two sides and flowed aong the green walls, encircling the
woods. A chain of sted. The chain contracted. The robots moved in toward the center. The
bloodhounds were turned |oose. Blue figures roamed restlesdy through the trees. And the Sren was
going thewholetime.

Outside, it was black with people. Rubberneckers who wanted to watch. They crowded forward, but
were held back by a magnetic blockade. It wasn't every day the sherlocks werein action. Not even
every year. Most people had never seen them. For in the efficient society the police are--as good
as-superfluous.

But Little Brother and Codemus were dready on their way down the emergency stairsto the Market
Leve.
"Why are we running?' asked Codemus.
But Little Brother didn't fed like answering.

The spiral staircase stopped in front of athick plastic door. They opened it carefully. A long, pae
corridor. And amost no people.

"Hurry, hurry," growled Little Brother. "Keep going, Codemus, keep going!”

" She was the one who told usto go thisway," said Codemus dreamily. "I think maybe shelikesme.....

"But Little Sister will rink on us," Little Brother interrupted. "To the monorail, Codemus. We haveto
get away from this cube asfast aswe can.”
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No one stopped them. They took the elevator up to the station. And no one shouted after them.

Codemus hid in the crowd on the platform and got on the first train that came. (In the efficient society
al trangportation isfree-and fully automatic.)

The monorail runsin glass tubes between the cubes. But it goes so fast that it does no good to look
out. A flash of light and sky--and you've arrived a anew platform in anew cube.

None of the passengers spoke to one another. Most of them were sitting and whispering with their
own little brothers---heads cocked, the boxes againgt their cheeks. Othersjust sat.

"Lift meup,” sad Little Brother at every Sation.

There were dways sherlocks on every platform. Sherlocks and bloodhounds.

Codemus froze. He didn't ask who the blue shimmering robots were, but he knew what they wanted.
Every child knowsthe story of the shefiocks. "What have we done, Little Brother?' he said, shivering.
"What have we gotten oursalvesinto?"

Passengers got off and on. Codemus remained seated.

When they had ridden almost all the way around the line and were close to the place they had started
from, Little Brother said findly: "Therés only oneway out."
Codemus didn't know what to say.

There were more and more sherlocks on the platforms.

Little Brother sighed wearily. "I don't seewhy | didn't think of it before. Aslong as were together,
you'll have them clanking a your hedls no matter what. And it's my fault. They've got afix onme,
naturally. I'm leaving aregular wake of radio waves behind us. Even if we got out of this, it would only be
ameatter of time. Sooner or later they would catch us. That'swhy well have to split up, Codemus.
Youll haveto get off therail done. Maybewe can il fool them." "But what am | going to..."

"Sip me carefully into the wastebasket on your way out,” said Litfie Brother. "Or do you have a better
idea?’ Thelittle box tried to
laugh. " Chin up, Codemus. And dip meinto the wastebasket.""'| have to leave you behind?'

"In the wastebasket,” said Little Brother. "And you get off at the next station.”

"But what am | going to do after that?"

"Hereswhere you get off,” Little Brother growled softly. " Get going. One-two-one-two. It'sthe only
chance you've got."

Codemus got up mechanicaly. He walked dowly toward the exit.
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When he was supposed to dip Little Brother into the wastebasket, he felt tearsin hiseyes. "Little
Brother," he whispered, "are you redly surethat...”
"Drop me, you fool," hissed thelittle box in his hand.

Other passengers were starting to shove. Codemus opened his hand and walked out of therail. For a
moment he stood stunned. Behind him, the doors did shut and the train shot forward.

Firg there was the emptiness

Codemus carefully put one foot in front of the other. And walked. For the firgt time he was walking by
himself. He didn't know where. But it didn't bother him. He had never needed to know where he was
going.

Aimlesdy he elbowed hisway out of the station. No one tried to stop him. Codemus started down a
corridor a random. Put onefoot in front of the other. Realized that he was walking by himself.

Then came the uncertainty

Hewas donein astrange cube. Unfamiliar corridor names and stairway numbers. Thewalswerea
different color. Everyone he met had somebody to talk to--in their pocket, shoulder bag, or in their hand
up to their ear. Only Codemus was aone. No one looked at him. No one noticed he was there.
One-two-one-two.

And findly camethe fear, of course

Running up stairways, riding eevators, standing on transgport belts, but getting nowhere, nothing
happening, nobody told him what to do, not knowing, nobody knew him, hungry, ragged, stopped aman
inyelow overdls, an office worker of hisown type, wanted to talk to him, ask, couldn't get his mouth
open, tongue dry, the man shook off hishand, "Don't have time," said the breast pocket.
And in the efficient society there are no benchesto rest on. Toward evening Codemus was huddled on a
stairway landing on the second level. He missed his own cube, but couldn't find hisway back to the
monorall.

Happy workers stepped over him on their way to B shift. Codemus gazed after them for along time,
humming hoarsdy to the music from their little brothers.
ITISNOT GOOD FOR A HUMAN BEING TO BE ALONE

Something had happened. Something he didn't understand. Only that it put him outside. Codemus was
Sitting outside and wanted to get in.
ITISNOT GOOD FOR A HUMAN BEING TO BE DIFFERENT
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Helooked at the confident faces around him. Harmonious, efficient people striding with purposeful
steps toward assgnments
useful to society. Codemus felt meaningless. He was as good as dead. He was dead.
A HUMAN BEING ISA SOCIAL ENTITY

When the sherlocks found him (as they did, of course) he burst into tears and embraced the cold
bloodhounds.
And Codemus was led back to the flock.

Now Codemus has anew little brother. Every morning Codemus is wakened by Little Brother. While
heis getting dressed and eating breskfagt, Little Brother reminds him of dl the things he hasto do. Inthe
monorail on the way to the office, Little Brother and Codemus discuss the program for the day. At the
office, everyone works quickly and efficiently; none of the employees are in doubt about what needsto
be done, and al decisons are unanimous. All thelittle brothers are synchronized.



Rainy Day Revolution No. 39
by Luigi Cozz
Trandated from the Italian by the author

If thereis one thing about modern Italy, it isthe impression that every vistor getsthat the nation is
about to explode into violent revolution. When we were last there, al sorts of dogans wereto be found
scribbled on walls. Fascism shall not passl Communism shall not passl And one repested inscription read
samply and ominoudly: Anno Zero.t Apparently, thisisdl old Stuff to the natives, who go about their daily
businesswith an indifferenceto al thishysteria Luigi Cozzi, who livesin Rome and isamovie director,
tellsushow itis.






Theworm isour oyster. Welve made it come true. But we've eaten that oyster. Like Alexander, we
weep lor new worldsto conquer.
--Fowler Schocken

"STOP! BEFORE YOU DO IT WASH YOUR TEETH WITH X 15--YOU FEEL STRONG
WITH X 15!

"ITSALWAYSWORTHWHILE SMOKING A CIGARETTE IFIT'SA SEXY-X. SEXY-X~
THEONLY CIGARETTE THAT WAKES YOUR SLEEPING SEX."

"HAVE A DEMONIAK! IT REFRESHES YOU, GIVESYOU AN ANTI-CON TO LET YOU
OWN HERWITHOUT TROUBLES"

Lester shuddered. That kind of advertisement had invaded the world and was among the mightiest
wegpons of the Parties. These huge marquees were obsessively dillydallying between light and dark dl
aong the dtreets, a every levd. It was hard to res st the fascination of those gigantic women continuoudy
sripping. And as soon asthey were entirely naked, their voluptuous bodies were covered with these
flashing letters

These marquees are the Party world, Lester thought. They'reits strength. Their ruling strength.

But Lester knew away to defesat that. To beat those swine and on their field, too. A splendid,
marvelousway it was. It would let him reach the keys of the Power elsewhere unreachable. Y et he had
to hurry up.

The Underground station was very close, luckily so. He reached it and introduced a coin into the hole
in the robot-conductor, and the machine handed him the entrance disk. Lester got it and let it dideinto
his pocket.

Thetiny gate that was preventing his going in opened, and Lester stepped in, very grateful that warning
had not been spread by the Party yet. He had been counting on bureaucrats downess; he wasright.
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He climbed down to the In-Line floor, hanging from arope. Once upon atime moving staircases had
run, but the Administration Council of the World Agency for Underground Communications had decided
to take them from the stations as they were too expensgive for the budget of the Administration. The
thousand villas that the seven hundred Council Presidents had built on the Seaof Venuswith
Adminigtration funds had much more than was foreseen. A cautious saving program had been
consequently voted by the three million committeemen in order to alow the Underground Railway to run
longer.

Lester jumped onto the ground, when the rope proved too short to take him to it, and took a look
around.

The station was crowded as usua. Beatniks were lying on the dusty chairs, couples of al sexestiredly
embracing on the floor, passengerswaiting for thetrains.

Lester sat down on adirty step and began waiting with patience. His bag did not bother him. He could
tieit on his shoulder, but he did not think there would be areal need to. Not then at least.

His hunting had not yet begun. The crowd was lazing on their fired way. All was quite
normal--youngsters rgping candy virginsin the twilight. Infalible Militiamen degping on one another's
shoulders.

Lester heard brakesjarring. The train was getting near. He rose and walked to the platform.

The usua procession waswaiting for thetrain. The lights of the stand put over the tracks were shining.
Two Underground robot-conductors stepped forward, holding agirl in their metal clutch. She was crying
noticesbly.

Lester was not surprised, it was customary in the Underground. Each time atrain entered the station, a
thanksgiving sacrificein honor of the God of the Linewas held. A man or awoman, drawn by lotsamong
the passengersin wait, was offered astribute.

The train made its entrance, diding on the oil-shining monotrack. The two robots had aready carried
the victim onto the stand over theralls.

They rapidly stripped the girl's dresswith their sexless fingers, skimmed her skin that shuddered and
withdrew at the contact of those freezing claws. Thelow light of the lamps revealed her white body,
gtaining her breast with violet lightning and lighting sensud flames on her abdomen. Thetwo metd lega
murdererslifted the girl and with absolute precision threw her in front of thetrain.



The Best from the Rest of the World 199

She was dead before she could begin screaming. Blood was spread all over, the cut head rolled
grotesquely forward, pushed by the engine, her mouth till open in her last effort to scream.

It stopped beside the umpteen other victims of that day. In the evening, robot garbage collectors
would didethereto clean the
tracks and the platform of those remains. Thetrain had finaly stopped.

Lester knew the rules of the game. Taking the Underground was arisky adventure. It was no essentia
sarvice, for there were plenty of roads and streets at every level on the surface, and the skywayswere a
lot quicker.

But al the Parties earned mountains of money from speculations done on the line and on the severa
new linesthat were being built, /nough they might be of no use. That was why the lines could not be
abolished. People had to be forced to go in. And each time atrain entered a station, someone had to be
killed down there. A nicely smpleway to support the overpopulated society of the Parties.

Y et Lester knew very well what he had to do. He had been well trained by years of experience. Ten
years he had been forced to catch the Underground twice aday, according to hisfairly good positionin
his Party. Ten years--without an incident.

He reckoned with compl ete exactness the time between the opening and the closing of the harsh gates
of the car he was going to get into. A matter of seconds, two or three, no more.

But it was dl right. He knew how to jump beyond the blades. Lester did.

Now hewasinside the car, and the gate was shutting behind him with a sudden click. Someinexpert
travelers were cut into halves by the harsh blades. Their bodiesfell to the ground and covered the floor
with their blood.

A man had gonein, losing but his hand. He was weakly moaning while his blood was spreading on his
auit. A robodoc ran by and cauterized hiswound, filled him with sedatives, and waked away to help
more wounded people.

"Y ou've been clever,” the man said to L ester.
Lester nodded. "Y eah. It'samatter of training.”
A light of envy mixed with admiration flashed in the man'seyes.

"My name's Judas Imabeliever," he said, extending his remaining hand to be hit by Lester's. Lester did.

"Pleased to meet you, Imabeliever,” he said. "My nameis Lester Aharddaysnight. Which Party do you
belong to?'
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Judas pointed at the shirt he was wearing. It was il black, though red blood was al over it. Lester
felt quite upid since he hadn't noticed it before.

"The Party of the Meancholy of the Good Old Time," Judas answered. "The Party of Freedom to Al
Servants, Children, Insders, Saves, Thwarters, and Socidigs. Thisis our motto since the Holy Prophet
Benito died, hung by hisfeet in Loreto. He sacrificed himsdlf to dlow the Word of God to be spread
over theworld. We are among the richest and mightiest Parties, you know. And we've alot of followers
hidden among other Parties ranks."

Lester nodded. He wasright. The Fascists was one of the most powerful Parties. Its Supreme Ruler
was Amintore L etsspendthenighttogether, the same man who until two years ago had been the head of
another strong Party, the Party of the Universal Red-Guards Progress.

"And you?' Imabeliever asked.

Lester was struck by a sudden embarrassment. He could not reveal that he was not in any Party
anymore. Not now ét |east.

Tmat>"S," Lester lied. "The Party of the Destroying Action on Immorality in the Succession of
the Y ears. The Party that Guarantees the Sacred Inviolability of the Family Link. The Party whose
Members are Brothers. Gimme Y our Wifeand | Gonna Give Y ou Mine, you know."

Slogans. Y et he could not help uttering them al, as he spoke about his Party; that was the result of
years and years of conditioning.

"It'sagood Party too," Imabeliever said. "It scored big last Revolution Day, didn't it?!

They had been fourth, Lester thought. Too many casudties, and nothing to do. It had not been afine
day for them--they needed afull victory.

"What are you going to do now?" Lester asked, pointing at the man's ssump. "Y ou won't go out at one
of the next stations, will you? Y ou're wounded and you've lost blood; you're bound to get chopped.”

Judas Imabeliever did not answer at once. He looked over the glass to the dark of the cave--you
could hardly redlize the train was running &t full speed in that unbounded night.

"No," hefindly answered. "I ain't gonnarisk my life."
"So you're staying here. Lester absentmindedly nodded.

It was common, anyway. Many people made their home in the Underground trains. Somefiats could till
be found in the city, providing that you were a speedy gunfighter. But it was not dwaysworth-
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whileto livein the huge skyscrapers that too often fell to the ground. Because of this awounded fellow
had chosen to live on the trains permanently.

So in the gigantic web of the Underground caves, thousands of trains were running to and fro, filled
with people who never left them.

Children had been born in the trains, kids who had never known such things as sunlight--and Parties.
They were pae, thin midgets, fully accustomed to the darkness.

Judas Imabeliever looked around. He stared at the men and the women who occupied the seatsin the
train some of them apparently mere passers-by, who were dready preparing for the jump out, some
youngstersin groups of three or four, amusing themselvesin snister games of love.

At the opposite end of the car a sort of tent had been raised to be a shelter. Long-bearded men were
playing cards, while a couple of women lay on the seats, prey of LSD.

Two young cherubs of hell were looking out the window with large opened eyes, pointing at things
Lester and Judas were unable to see in the dark. They shrieked with laughter, and to Lester the night
outside seemed to echo them.

"Ohno," Judasfinaly answered, asif to himsdf. "l won't say here. | redly couldn't get accustomed.
I'll get out assoon as| fed uptoit. I'd rather die than stay here forever.”

"Y ou can stay herefor seven days,” Lester reminded him. "Then your Party will declare you officialy
dead, and another man will take your place. Y our life wouldn't be worth adime then. Bureaucracy won't
alow you to gppear again if declared officidly dead. Bureaucracy cannot fail; so they kill you."

"I know. But | hope | can be back before seven days are gone. Today wasjust an accident.” A flash
of resolution lighted Judas's eyes. "It won't happen again. Where do you have to go?

"Next stop,” |.ester replied.

A light flashed on awall. The station was getting dose.Lester smiled, sdlf-confident.
"Our ways are parting,” he said. "Hope we meet again one day." Judassturn to smile.
"Y ou can bet, you old Moraist! Oneday it will be Revolution Day. | shdl day thee with mine own
hands."

Legter felt touched by the courteous compliment. But he would not take part in the battle; he smiled,
recollecting. Not with the D~SY,, at leadl|
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"| shdl day theethere," he answered, according to what etiquette demanded. "Good-bye."
Thetrain stopped in the Sation. Brakesjarred again. Lester
moved toward the gate, his nerveslike violin strings, quite ready. The train stopped.
"Good luck," Judas Imabeliever hailed him. But Lester wasn't listening anymore.
Hewas just going to jump down--
Then the gate quickly opened, and closed.
On Lester.



Nobody Here But
by Sam J. Lundwall
Us Shadows
Trandated Jrom the Swedish by the author
Her€'s another example of the popular European preoccupation with time and aternate histories.
There must be something about living in the Old World, where dl aboout there are reminders of different

cultures, dead regimes, and forgotten invasions that bring this more to the conscious fore than in the New
World, where history is short and the past seems mostly ablank.






| was walking down the steps of the Proba Office Building when the girl intercepted me. | wasin my
twenties at that time, and | had been Upside for more than two months subjective time, locked in astedl
chamber dl the timewith acouple of technicianswhom | got to didike more than | ever thought | could
didike ahuman being, before we managed to get back again. No girls. This one was cute, not beautiful,
but anything without a beard would have done right then. | dowed down and stared at her. Long, flowing
hair; at least ten years older than me, to judge by the lines around eyes and mouth; an oldfashioned dress
that was at least two sizestoo smdll, ff she wanted to draw my attention, she had succeeded. Not that
she needed any devices, like | said, anything without a beard could have drawn my attention without the
dightest effort.

"lsn't that aProbd badge?' she said, her voice tense with nervosty, but | did not notice then. | glanced
down a my lapel with the small blue-and-green badge. Very discreet. Nobody ever noticesit;
nobody, except thiswoman. She stared hungrily at it."Sure" | said. "What about it?

"Doyou.., work in there?" She indicated the pockmarked facade.

"If you cal that ‘work." | mostly wait for something to happen.” | grinned at her, trying for adazzling,
cgptivating amile and failing miserably. " Anything specid ?"

Shesad, il staring at my badge, "Have you been..." she hesitated, "Upside?’

"Tinjust back down,” | said. "Half an hour ago, | sat in asted box and didn't have the foggiest idea of
when I'd belet out." | shivered. "L ook, let's get away from here. | have been Upside for two monthsand
| want to get away asfar as possible. That place gives methejitters.” | started to walk down the stepsto
the plaza, diffuse memories from that plazaforming behind my eyes. | looked awvay. Shefdl into step
withme.

"Isit that bad?' she said.
"Someof it." | looked down and noticed that she had been talking
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to my badge. Obvioudy it was not me that interested her, just the badge. | said, "Excuse me, but | have
had arotten time and I'm on my way somewhere. What isthis about?'

Shewalked beside mefor saverd minutes without saying anything. Findly, "I'm interested.”

"Well, I'm not. I've had enough of that placefor along time." | was deliberately rude; | wasin
desperate need of adrink and female company, but primarily as a meansto get away from the Probal
business and the things that tried to crawl up from my subconscious as we crossed the plaza. Thisjust
wasnt worthiit.

"A persond interest,” she said, looking straight ahead.

That figured. | looked down at her, the nervous mouth, the darting
eyes. | sad, "How long have you been waiting here?™ A long time.”
"And it just happened to be me?"

She nodded.

"Mogt people at Probd," | said, "never leave the building. When they have been at it long enough, they
don't seem able to stand the outside anymore. They just stay indoors like the world doesn't exist.” |
nodded at the dark building. "No windows," | said. "Hardly anyone
ever leavestheplace” "I know," shesaid. "So?"

"Sometimes," she said, "Proba people take things from Upside. I'm interested in that.”

"Nobody takes anything from Upside,” | said, momentarily taken aback. Nobody ever took anything
from Upside, not because it wasn't possible--it was but because everyone knew what would happen if
they did. It just wasn't done.

She shrugged. "How long have you been there?!
"Threeyears."

"Perhaps it was before your time, then.”

"Never," | said.

She switched the subject. "Where were you going?'

"A drink somewhere." | shrugged. "And something dse.”

"Let me buy you one." She smiled suddenly. "To make up for dl this. We could talk about something
d"

We went somewhere and had afew drinks and the kind of dinner | had been dreaming of for two
solid months. Shewas very nice, smiling at theright places, laughing at the right places. Three drinksand
two months isolation made her first pretty and then ravishing. | started giving her hints about my exalted
position at Probal. She ateit up, just as| had expected.
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Which was curious, to say the very least, Snce nobody is very interested in Probal and the kind of
work it does. | mysdlf was decidedly indifferent before | got the job there. | knew it was some kind of
Government agency doing research into Probability Lines-whatever that could be--and that the big, ugly
building contained alarge number of scientists and assorted personnd, most of them actudly living there.
There was nothing secret about it--who would be interested in " Probability Lines' anyway?--and to meit
was just another ugly building until | graduated and went jobless until I got downto Pinthe Yelow
Pages and called them up. That was along, long time ago.

I'm not ascientis, | don't know much about the theories behind the Probability Line Search, and most
of what | know | don't understand. | just press my buttons and sit tight in my steel chamber while
everybody's beards get longer and shaggier and pressure builds up until | start having wet dreams. Most
of thetimeit isn't too bad, aquick trip Upside and then back with the computer oaded with readings.
Oncein awhile you might draw atwo-month graveyard shift, but apart from that it isn't too bad. One
getsused to it with time, | suppose. Or rather, one learnsto live with it. After afew years you don't want
to face the outside world anymore, hence the windowless gpartmentsin Proba Building. Thereare TV
monitorsin the sted chambers, and you see things.

We were sitting in aback booth at the restaurant, well away from the windows, and | said, "L ook, |
don't know much about it and that's the truth. Not my line of job, that's for the scientists. All | know is,
we step into a sted chamber and go off dong a Probability
Line somewhere, and | don't do the settings, ! just go dong.""But why do you cdll it Upside?' she asked.

| shrugged. "1 don't know. That'swhat it's called. We go aong a Probability Lineto averson of this
world that didn't happen or could have happened if something had been different, and then we sit
there and check the place."" Check what?'

"Damned if | know. Humidity, traces of radioactivity, visua search...” | shivered despite the heat.
"Some of these Probability Worlds are nasty. Nothing to write home about. Others... are not so bad.”
"Better than here." It was astatement, not a question. "Much better, some of them.” | drank, lostin
thought. "What if you should go out through the door?' she said. "L ocked,” | said.

"But if you unlocked it?'
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"Thenout I'd go."
"Soitispossble, then?!

"Sure, it ispossible, no trouble at dl, if you could..." | checked mysdlf. "I don't know about that. No
one ever went out, SO why ask?"
"Soyou just St there?!

"Y ep. Sometimes for acouple of hours, sometimes for a couple of months. It al dependson
conditions. | don't know why, but sometimes you can go back whenever you want, and sometimes you
can't.”

"Sounds primitive," she said.

"Itisprimitive. Probability Lines were discovered less than ten years ago; they are till searching in the
dark. Anyway, that's not my stuff. | just press the buttons and watch, that'sall | do." | rose. "Let'sgo
somewhere.”

We went to another place and had another couple of drinks. By that time, she was more than
ravishing. | wanted her so much that it hurt. Two months of frustrated youthful masculinity throbbed in my
loins, screaming to be let out. | was prepared to do anything, literally anything, to get her. We sat in an
al-night caf6 and she said, "How
come they never have brought anything from Upside to here?’l shrugged, my mind caressing her thighs.
"Perhapsthey did, once," she said. "When that project started.” "Perhaps,” | said indifferently. "They
know what happensif you do, so | guess..." Then | caught myself. "Look," | said, "nobody
is supposed to know about that thing."" About what?*

"Nothing." Damnit, if | had been less shy, I'd have walked out on her and gotten me a girl somewhere
else. | had the money and | certainly had theinclination. But | was shy, and besides, | fdt | had aright to
her by now, for having listened to her for so long.

"They did experiments when they started with this Probability Line Search,”" shesaid. "They did
experiments, and they brought home things from Upside.”

"Sure," | said. "They brought home things and then they redlized what they were doing and dropped
the whole thing. What do | know?1 only work there? | was beginning to get mad. "lsn't there
anything eseto talk about? I'm off duty, for God's sake! " She looked down into her glass. "I'm sorry,”
shesad.

"Never mind." | felt ashamed. Tin sorry | blew my top like that. But I've been locked in that sted!
chamber for two months now, looking at the same damned scene in the monitors dl thetime and
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never knowing when conditions would let me return home again. Right now dl | want isto forget about
it

She looked straight ahead, eyes hidden in the shadows. "Imagine what it would belike if you were
thrown out into that without achance to come back.” She bit her lip. "I'm sorry,” she said again.

"Let'sforget dl about it." | dipped an arm around her waist. She stiffened momentarily, then relaxed
and even smiled. "Let's go somewhere"
"Where?'
"I have aplace. We can tdk there."
Shesad, "Inthe Proba Building?'

"I'm not that far gone yet," | said. "I have a place of my own afew blocks away from Probai. Nice and
quiet.”

She hesitated. Then, "Okay." She rose and quickly walked out. | followed her out into the night,
dipped an arm around her, drew her closeto me. She walked stiffly, staring straight ahead.

"I don't know what you think of me," she said. "Coming like this and talking about your job dl the
time, you must betired by now."

"Not that tired,” | said. My fingers dug into her waist, her body warm and full of promisesin my arm,
swaying againsgt me with every step. | could barely bresthe.

We cameto my flat. A smal, cramped room with abed and not very much else, heavy curtains before
the window. Shetook in the room with aquick glance. "It'ssmall," she sad.
"I'm not here often,” | said. "'l don't need much." She walked up to the window. "Don't!" | said sharply.
Sheturned. "Don't you likethe view?"

| sat down heavily on the bed. "Just keep the curtains asthey are,” | said. | hesitated. "L ook, | have
been gtting for two months, looking a TV monitors showing the plaza outside the Probal Building. It
looked exactly like the plaza, it was the plaza, but a plaza on another Probability Line. Therewere. . .
executionsthere, night and day, things you couldn't imagine. | was scared as hell when | came out today;
| knew this was another Probability Line but | was screaming al the time when | crossed the plaza. This
whole city scaresme. A year or two from now | won't be ableto go out at al, so please leave the
curtains, | don't want to see what's out there.”

She came over and sat down beside me. "Isit that bad?' she asked.

"Y ou don't understand,” | said. "No one who hasn't experienced it understands. Look, most of the
timethe city is exactly asthe onewe arein now, only with subtle differences. People dress
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differently, the carslook different, things like that. But sometimes people act differently, too, they do
things you wouldn't think were possible. Sometimes there's no city at dl, just meadows or woods, once
there was nothing but water, and at one line therés nothing at all, literdly nothing at al, nothing but a sort
of whirling mist thet tears a you even viathe monitors. Don't you see?’ | said desperately. "How can |
know what isredlity and what is not? Every one of those Probability Linesare asred asthe onewe are
in right now, and after atime you don't know which lineisthe most redl, which one you redly belong to,
which one you will step out into when you leave the chamber. When you step out, it'sjust like stepping
out into another line, and if you come from one of the beautiful linesyou can't stand it here, you just count
the days until you can go Upside again, and dl the time the ground heaves under your feet because you
don't know what's redlity anymore, you'll never know, only everything scares you and you can't stand it
anymore.”" | leaned back in the bed, closing my eyes.

She put acool hand on my brow. "I didn't know that," she said. "Forget it," | said morosely.

She was leaning againgt my shoulder, soft and yielding and smelling of bottled roses. | embraced her
like adrowning man, dragging her down onto the bed. She whispered, "No!" but at that point | was way
past arguing. Sheressted at firgt, then subsided and went through the motions. | relieved myself
groaningly of three months accumulated sex urge and then rolled over onto my back beside her, groping
inthe dark for cigarettes. | felt warm, satisfied, and somewhat drowsy. And as that throbbing yearning
lost some of itsedge, | also felt abit ashamed. She went out and washed hersdlf, then started the coffee
percolator. She moved silently, adark shadow in the dusky room.

"Areyou soreat me?' | sad.
She returned with the coffee, Stting down on the bed with the tray
between us. She said, "No."" Disgppointed?’

"1 should have known. Ten years ago, | would have been terrorstricken, screamed, cried. Now it
doesn't matter much oneway or the other.” She looked at me, eyes gleaming dully in the darkness of her
face. "Y ou could have done it more dowly."

"Empathy with other people,” | said, "isamong the first thingsthat go in thisjob. When you get to the
point when you can't discern between what isredlity and what is not, you don't care much for other
peoplesfedings.”

"I know," shesaid.
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"Youdon't," | said. | Spped at the coffee. It was bitter, strong, and with more than a hint of--what was
it? SAt? | made avile grimace. "What isthis?'

Shelooked a the cup. "I'm sorry," she said. "'l forgot." She went away to the percolator and returned
with anew cup of coffee, sweet and strong. "After dl these years,” shesaid, "'l ill forget. Here." She
handed me the cup.
| said, Spping at the coffee, "Where do you come from?' "Y ou wouldn't know the place," shesaid. "Try
me"

"Somewhere around here," she said. "Not more than akilometer from here.”

"Y ou don't sound like you were born here," | said. "That funny accent, for instance, you sound like
someone who cameto the city fairly recently.”

"when | wasborn,” she said quietly, "there was no city here.”

| grinned & her. "Sure,” | said. "And this city is more than five hundred years old. Y ou don't look that
oldtome"

"l was hereten years ago,” she said, "and there was no city here then.”
| suddenly felt chilly. "what do you mean?' | said.

"Therewasasmdl village here," she said. "And afew kilometers away was akind of feudal
stronghold. No cars or rockets, just afew dirigibles now and then. Very peaceful, very rurd, very
isolated.”

| was conscious of acold, growing spot in my stomach. " Sounds like something out of afairy tae,” |
sad.

"Y ou wouldn't understand,” she said tiredly, asif she had been telling and retelling this until the words
came out by their own freewill. "1 wastaken from there"

"Yourejoking," | sad. "How?"
"Y ou know. The sted chamber."

I'sat up so violently that | almost spilled the coffee. "Y ou're crazy,” | told her. "Nothing and nobody
can be taken away from one Probability,Eine to another. It just can't be done!”

"That'swhat everybody tellsme," she said quietly. "'l have been waiting here for ten years, and
everybody tellsmeit isimpossible. They told methat in the Proba Building when | was brought here,
and when | talk to the men who come out from there they all tell me the samething." She looked away. "I
have been asking everyonefor ten years,” she said. "I have been waiting outsde that building for
ten years, and everyonetells me the samething.” | said, "what do you want?" "I want to go back."
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She stayed two days. She was cool and remote but very obliging. She did not talk much about that
fantasy of hersafter thefirst night, but | wondered. The second day | went to the Probd librarian and
asked him. He seemed uncomfortable and said he didn't know. | checked on my own, and found that the
relevant data dossiers were restricted, out of limitsfor people like me. When | returned, she smiled
tiredly and wrote down a code number for me.

"] got thisonce," she said, "from acomputer technician who had accessto dl the classified materid.
Hesad | wouldn't have much
usefor it anyway. But thisiswhere | came from.""| can't hdpyou,” | said.

"l know," shesaid. "I didn't redlly believe you could. I hoped against dl hopesthat you could, but |
never hope much these days. | just wait and wait and hope that rll have luck someday, but | don't redly
believeit anymore.”

"I'm just atechnician,” | said. "I pressthe buttons and go Upside and handle the machinery and look at
the monitors, that'sal | do. rm just asmdl cog in the machinery, that'sdl."

"I know," shesaid. "I'm sorry I've bothered you."

The next day, she was gone. A few weeks later | spoke to aguy at the Probd office about her.

"Sure," he said, "I've seen her. Everyone here has seen her at least once. Always waits outside. She's
crazy, thinks she comes from one of the Probability Lines and wantsto go back. There'slots of crazy
peoplein the world. Forget her.”

"Shesaid it happened ten years ago,” | said. "That could have been when the project started and no
one knew what would happen if something was taken out from its Probability Line. They know now, so
they must have found out one way or another."

He shrugged. "What do | know? Anyway, even if it'strue, she can't go back now."

Never. There is some kind of mathematicsto explain that, but I'm not amathematician. All | know is
that the door in the chamber islocked from the outsde whileit is Upside. Under no circumstances must
anything be taken from or added to ....

Someone must have found out the hard way.

| saw her now and then, standing on the steps of Proba Building, waiting without any real hope while
her shoulders sank and her face hardened into frozen lines. Thefirst years, some of the younger
technicians picked her up when on leave and took her to bed. She did anything for the ones who were
willing to talk to her. But then she wasn't so pretty anymore and they hurried past her, looking the other
way. | seldom went out anymore, the city scared me, every-



The Best from the Rest of the Worm

213

thing outsde the building scared me, | thought of Probability Lines more beautiful and more horrible than
any man'simagination, | saw the ever-changing worldsin the monitors, al of them asred or asunred as
my own, and | was scared. | moved into awindowlessflat in the building. | never went out again.

Many years later | found the piece of paper with the code number, the code number of her Probability
Line. During atest run, | fed the number into the line selector and went Upside.

| leaned down over the monitor and looked down into the whirling emptiness of the world that had
been hers before she was taken from it and | saw nothing.
Nothing.






Round and Round and Round Again
by Domingo Santos
Trandated from the Spanish by Mae Strelkov
Wethink of Spain asalanguid country, somewhat backward, and rather colorfully quaint. Obvioudly,
it does not look that way to the Spaniards. In fact, this account of modem highways and ultramodern

traffic jamsisthe kind of tale we would expect to find written by adenizen of Los Angeles or greater
New Y ork, not by acitizen of Iberia. But there you go, preconceptions again!






It wasredly my fault, | redizethat. | know | was warned: they told me not to be crazy, to leave the
car some hundred kilometers from Cosmopolis and take the subway thence. But | wasin ahurry, and
besides| planned to spend only a couple of daysthere to settle some official business, and | did not
believe any city could be that congested!

Never was | more mistaken.

| entered by the Northern Highway. It's afabul ous entrance---fifty kilometers of highway piercing the
city, with those towering buildings on ether side. The eight lanes were crowded with vehicles, reminding
me of trucks jockeying for space on aflowing stream. But | laughed at my friends and their fears, certain
it would be easier even than | imagined.

Then suddenly--as matches spill forth from amatchbox opened the wrong way aroundwthe cars
began going their own separate ways as we reached acloverleaf crossing in threeleves, which
distributed the vehicles throughout the city. | needed to reach the eastern sector myself, and wasriding
aong the second file on the right, and here my difficulties began.

When | redized that to take the bifurcation to the east, | must get into thefirst file of the left, it wastoo
late. | must try it at the second cloverlesf. Certainly--and purely theoreticallymthe five cloverleaves a the
end of the highway were linked in such away that from any one of them you should be able to reach any
other. But in practice, | did not manage it. Either the other cars got in my way, or a policeman obliged me
to take aroute | did not wish to take; at other times | misread the signs placed just fifty meters before the
turnoffs. After two hours of circling--somewhat dizzily--1 decided to get off wherever | could from that
three-leve, five-cloverleaf way, supposing that once | wasinsdethecity it might be easier for meto find
my way to my destination. Frankly, one doesn't definitely lose hopetill the last hammer blow.

Asthe office where | must solve my officia businesswasin Cos-
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mopolis-Eag, I'd reserved aroom in ahotel in that area. So | drove into the city and thefirst thing | did
was stop before abookstore to buy amap of the town. The fellow showed me a heavy volume
conraining 343 partia maps.

"Haven't you got amap that shows al the city at once?" | asked. "Certainly? said he. "What are the
dimensions of your wal?'

His question surprised me but | understood what he meant when he showed me the smallest example
of thistype of maty---its size was two-and-a-half-by-four meters, yet the city squares had to be
examined through amagnifying glassthat wasincluded in the price of the map. | gave up theidea; my car
isnot exactly acompact type, but neither isit big enough for that. So | bought the volume with the
subdivisons.

When | stepped out, a man in ablue uniform with a cap that conrained the legend " Policeman No.
13428 in charge of levying fines' waswriting out adip for me. | tried to protest, but he showed mein the
distance asign warning the public: PARKING ISPROHIBITED.

"And what about all those cars dready double parked?" | asked.

He smiled dryly, and answered, "Well, one hasto be alittle tolerant, don't you agree? But parking
three deep isjust too much?

| paid with no further protest: two thousand credits. | thought to myself that for that amount | could
have stayed aday at the Imperid Hilton. And the pig had the cheek to tell me held cut the fine twenty per
cent because | was paying a once!

| continued driving dong tentatively (this busness of driving whiletrying to sudy amap isnot easy) in
the direction in which | wished to go. And please don't imagine that this was easy. The map indicated the
one-way dreets, yet | soon found myself on one such, going in the opposite direction from the one that
map indicated. Thisdemoraized me, sSinceit canceled out al my gains so far, turned me backward.

| stopped before thefirst traffic cop | glimpsed, who'd been watching from one sde the flowing traffic,
with alook of resgnation, and | mentioned thisflaw of the map. He smiled wearily. "Y ou
didn't read the ingtructions of that volume of maps, did you?'l confessed | had not.

"So | supposed! Look: the black arrows indicating aone-way street mean what they say: 'one-way
traffic.' But those that are in red mean ‘one-way traffic, dternatively,' in other words, 'one way, mornings
and 'the other way, afternoons.’ Get it?"

"But why dl this?' | asked, not seeing any senseinit at dl.
He smiled in aMachiavelian way, while sudying acar that had
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just jammed into another car till they were crushed together; then he took out a notebook and wrote:
"Two less," and the license numbers of both. He then put the notebook away and added to me:

"It'ssmple, sir! How--do you suppose---can we control the vagaries of thisindecent flow of carsand
more carsthat invade us, coming and going, unlesswe do this?'

| abstained from arguing that point. In away, it made sense... these changing directions of the one-way
sreetstook care of the morning influx of cars and their exit each afternoon similarly. But | did wonder
what would happen if adistracted driver got onto one of those one-way streets, thinking it was till the
morning when it was aready the afternoon, and the direction of the traffic had changed.

| asked the policeman and his eyes shone with a sudden gleam as he assured me this happened
frequently.

Wéll, | continued my dow peregrination. As per the map, | calculated that some twenty kilometers il
separated me from my hotdl; when | finally reached it | was astonished to realize I'd done a hundred and
forty kilometers. | |eft the car and dragged mysdlf toward
the reception desk and asked for my key."Where shdl | leave my car?' | asked.

Thereceptionist stared at mein horror. "Did you come dl theway herein your ear?"

It wasthen that | began to redlize that 1'd certainly done something wrong. But it wastoo lateto fix it. |
nodded.

Thereceptionist put his hands before himsdf as though to ward off aghost.

"Put it wherever you like, put it wherever you like!" he growled. "But don't involve us: your car isyour
own worry. We only rent rooms for people. Or do you imagine well provide places aswell for those
luckless, infernal machines, with space so scarcein the city?”

"Very wel," said |, feding somewhat annoyed. "Don't you worry. I'll go and park it somewhere and
return.”
| turned to go, but the receptionist called me back with ahiss.

"Sir," hesad, "to your left, in the cafeteria, they sl snacks. I'd recommend those of Srloin they're
ddicious”

| thought | detected in that remark a certain gloating sadism, and ignored him. Later | would repent for
having failed to follow hiswise and experienced advice.

When | reached the car, which | |eft quintuple-parked, aman in ablue uniform with the same sort of
cap asthe other, containing alegend "Policeman No. 27,342, in charge of levying fines," handed mea
dip for my new parking error. | paid up with aresigned sigh. He
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studied alittle screen--as | later learned, connected to headquarters --which lit up with the information of
my other traffic error, for which I'd already paid up.
"Thisisyour second misdemeanor today,” said he dryly.
"I know," | sad.
"Remember! The next time you break aruletoday they'll take away your car.”
"Well, let them,” | muttered, martyrlike. "Where shal | haveto go to get it back?'
He looked deeply surprised.

"Get it back? Sir! They'll not give it back to you." And he put his portable screen avay and walked off
in greet dignity.

| got back into my car. | was dready sorry not to have followed the advice of my friends, but now it
wastoo late to bewall this, and little could | do to rectify the error. | must find aplace to leave the car
and get back to the hotdl. | felt exhausted after the many hours behind the whee, and there was nothing |
longed for morethan a
shower and to get to bed.So | began circling.

An hour later | was il circling. Two hours later, three hourslater U . . ill circling! And these circles
kept getting wider and wider. | kept getting further and further away, till 1 had no notion left of wherel
might be.

| saw afellow walking aong the sdewalk and called to him. He came over to me.

"What's the matter, brother?' he asked.

| asked him hoarsdly: "Listen to me. I'm astranger here and am crazily seeking somewhereto leave my
car. Do you know of any such place near here?

His expresson grew luminous, like the face of Joshuawhen he glimpsed the Promised Land.

"Don't ak me," hereplied gaily. "Hal | don't have acar ~lymore.”

And off he went.

| saw someone in uniform who seemed not to be a policeman: | called to him and asked the same
thing. With great condescension, he studied me and said, "L ook, friend! In al Cosmopolis, understand?
Indl the city, there's no free parking space.”

"But there has to be someplace somewherel” | sobbed. "Perhaps some parked car will drive off and
leave aplace?"

"Youreasdranger, aren't you? | understand why you'd ask such athing. But truly, the way things are,
do you suppose that anyone with
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the great good fortune to find a space to leave hisear in, would give
up the space again so another car would usurp that site?'l had to agree, he made sense.

"But isn't there anywhere, any private parking lot, where | may leave my car?'

"L ook, friend," said he, leaning comfortably on my car'swindowsll, "thisisthe city with the densest
populationin dl theworld." He gestured toward the towering buildings. "With al those peopleliving
therein, do you redlly think they'll al find parking spacesfor their
cas?'

And off hewent, leaving me sunk in discouragement.

| spent all that night circling, and circling still more, in the neighborhood of the hotel, never finding any
free space. It was dawn when, defeated and exhausted, | stopped the car relatively near the door of the
hotel.

Certainly, I'd not found a place to leave it well parked. However, dl | wanted by then wasto tidy
mysalf up abit, take a shower, and shave. | felt | had aright to this and imagined that for those few
minutes nobody would say anything. | left the car, locked it, and turned toward the hotel entrance. But I'd
not taken four stepswhen | saw aman in ablue uniform who appeared from amid the cars where held
been lurking, and he came toward me with hisminiature screen in view. | hurriedly got back into my car.
"You can't park your car here, Sir,” said he respectfully.

"I'mwaiting for afriend,” | lied. "Itll just beaminute.

"Aslong asyou don't leave the whed, it'sdl right, you can stay," said he. "But don't try to fool me--1'll
be watching you."

He stalked off but | could see him return to hislurking place to continue spying.

| ran my fingersthrough my hair desperately. Something | must do --somehow or other | smply had to
get into that hotel. Then suddenly | thought of a solution. Sipping acoin for five creditsinto the hands of
apasserby, | begged him to send me a bellboy from the hotdl. When the latter came, | showed him abill
of fifty credits.

"Ligten, boy! I've got to go in there to change and tidy up abit.
Will you st here a the whed for aminutetill | get back?' "I can't, Sir,” said he, staring avidly at the bill.
"Why not?'
"The syndicate forbidsintruding, sir."
"Which syndicate?'
"The Wheders, of course”
| blinked. My grandma aways said there were new thingsto learn, indeed!
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"Whesdlers? Explain? | begged.

Thishedid. The syndicate in question had two hundred thousand members devoted to this new
profession, and any intruder who was not amember would be severely punished.

"Very well," | said. "Can you fetch me aWheder?' "For fifty credits, yes, ar.” "And for ten?' He
sneered.
"Well, if | haveto..." said |, paying up.

Five minuteslater | had aWheder at my side. He was young, he seemed dynamic, and he showed
me--before | could open my mouth mhisidentification plate of the syndicate, with his name and
photograph. Below was this fluorescent notice: DO NOT ACCEPT THE SERVICES OF ANY
WHEELER WHO DOESNOT FIRST SHOW THISPLATE. IF
YOU HAVE ANY COMPLAINT TO LODGE, TAKE NOTE OF HISNAME AND HIS
MEMBERSHIPNUMBER.

"Fine, son!" | said. "Take over. | shan't belong."

"It doesn't matter how long you take, Sir," he answered. "It's two hundred credits an hour.”

| whistled softly but made no comment. | reached the hotel, and showered, changed, and shaved as
quickly as| could. | glanced wigtfully at the immaculate bed, but the hour was passing. When | went
back down, | caught the sardonic glance of the receptionist, which | ignored.

| paid the Whedler, he went away, and | started to drive off. The uniformed fellow was still spying
from his place and made an obscene gesture at me when | passed. | smiled back calmly, pleased with
mysdlf for thefirg timesofar.

But thingsweren't going that well.

Inthefirst place, no sooner had | turned on the ignition than aterrifying fact became apparent: | had
barely any gas. I'd sarted off with the tank well filled, but when one drives throughout anight, circling,
onefinaly does use up the ges.

| remembered now that in al my circling through the city 1'd not seen asingle gas station. And such
dationsare so vita!

| took out the volume of maps--the guide book! To my horror, | now learned fromit that in all
Cosmopalisthere were but five such stations.

Feverishly | went in search of the nearest. It was thirteen kilometers away down those streets going the
wrong way for me, and I'd never get there.

| glimpsed again aman in ablue uniform. | grabbed a him as though he were alifebelt thrown to me as
| sank.
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"I've got to find agas station? | howled. "Where can | find one anywhere near?"

The fellow, despite his uniform, was agood fellow. He glanced a my license plate, saw that | wasa
stranger to the city, and took pity on me. Heleaned on my windowsll in afriendly way, saying, "L ook!
Gas hereis quite aproblem. New gas stations cannot be put up--it's been forbidden, hoping that this will
help to solve the influx of carsto the city. There are only five gas sationsin al Cosmopolisu . . and they
amogt never havegas.”

| felt mysdf paling. "But then how do the carsin this city get the gasthey need?’

"Wdll, therés aflourishing black market. It is caculated that there are some elghty thousand
clandestine gations that supply gas. You'reanice guy! For ahundred credits, | can give you the
addresses of the five nearest of these.”

| gave him the money eagerly. He took the map, pointed out the five places as promised, and even
told me how to get to them. Only after having done this did he tuck the money into his pocket.

"But that'salot of clandestine stationd!” | told him. "Doesn't the Law prevent this black marketeering?”
"Ha, hal Itisthe Law itsdf that providesgasfor them dl.” "But Why? What doesit gain?' Helaughed at
my ingenuity.

"Naturdly, it can thus charge, aspecid high tax!" He put hisface nearer to mine, confidentidly. "Do
you know?' said he. "With this extratax, they finance the new superhighways for discongesting traffic."

Only much later did | learn--and in aterrible fashion what is meant by those " superhighways for
discongedtion.”

When | reached where | was going, there wasn't, of course, any placeto park, so | had to take on
another Whedler to St behind the whedl for me. At once he warned me the tariff was four hundred
creditsan hour.

"Hasthe price gone up?' | asked.

"No, gr," wasthe answer. "But thisregion is classfied asacommercid zone: theré'sa surcharge.”

| 1eft the car and went up to the offices. | had to have an officia interview, asyou know, one of those
stupid, completely unnecessary interviews without which you can't solve certain lega
red-tape---byproducts of bureaucracy. And--as aways happensin such cases-l was greeted with a
"Come back tomorrow.” Worse, the man listened to me attentively, then gave me ahundred good
reasons why he couldn't attend to me right now, and he gave me a presentation dip
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for another officid office, adding that to solve my problem it would be absolutely necessary for meto go
there a eight o'clock that same evening. If | did this, he assured me, patting me affectionately on my
back, 1'd find al my problems solved.| hoped so, fervently!

So | went back to the car. Before letting the Whedler go, | showed
him the dip above mentioned and asked:"Where can this address be?"
Hiswhistle was|ong and demoralizing.

"Wow?sad he. "That'sin the Center!" And theway he said it gave me cold shivers.

"When do you haveto bethere, Sir?" he asked.
"Bght."
He glanced a hiswatch.

"You'd better get started at once," said he. "It'sdready dmost too late. You'll barely makeit, and I'm
not sureif you'l get thereintime.”
| glanced at my watch: it wasten-thirty in the morning.

"Isit that far?' | asked.

"No, gr: it'sonly thirty kilometersfrom here. But I've told you-it's the Center.”

As| didn't know Cosmopolis, | decided to take hiswarning serioudy. If anyone knew how long it
would take, surely hedid. | thanked him. He gave me his hand but made a disgusted face when |
squeezed his hand effusively.

The series of partid mapsin my guide book grew more and more complicated the nearer | got to the
Center, but there was awide avenue that went from one end of the city to the other right through that
sdf-same Center. Thisisit! thought I, making for it at once. It wasn't easy to get onto the avenuefrom a
Sdestreet, but | managed it at last, only to find mysalf amid ahost of carsrushing after melike aherd of
furious bison.

I quickly got to the Sde, feding the hair all over my body standing on end in my terror. At last | Sghed
with profound relief when they passed safely by, though dmost scraping me. Again | studied the maps
feverishly: | was sure I'd seen adouble arrow, Stmifying atwo-way Street.

Y es, there was a double arrow but it was printed with yellow ink.
A man in ablue uniform came toward me with amean look in hiseye.
"Don't you see that you're holding up traffic?' he barked.
"l was studying the map," | gpologized. "What doesthisydlow arrow mean?'
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"The ingtructions on page three are there for some reason,” said he.

| turned to pagethree. Y es, there were the ingtructions, which explained: "A matter of aternating
directions. Y dlow arrows signify achange of direction each haf hour; with abluelinein the middie every
hour; with ared line: every twenty minutes.”

| closed the guide book with its maps, feding that | was caught in amirage somehow.

"Right now isthe haf hour for coming,” he explained. "Y ou'll have to wait haf an hour for going."

"But how?" | asked, knowing | couldn't just stay there to wait. "Keep circling,” he said. "What do you
suppose everybody does?' So | circled. | discovered that al along the length of the avenue were specia
Streets that seemed to have been made for this very purpose. More, there seemed to be any number of
driversdoing just this same circling, along with me, there. So much so that | found mysdlf longside
another car going in the same circulating way, and got into conversation with the driver, and so found that
our problemswereidentica. And thus began afine friendship, cemented by our mutua desperation. |
asked him:

"Why don't they have elevated crossingsto avoid al this?

"They did. And what do you think happened?' he murmured sorrowfully. "The day they opened these
raised crossings, seventeen cars were pushed over the edge, while everybody rushed to cross. There
were forty-three dead, what with the people in the cars and the people upon whom the carsfell. So they
dosed the crossings, took them down, and forgot it."

"And what about underground crossings?

"Also! They tried thet, but the first landdide of carsfilled the tunnels completdly. They've till not
managed to haul al the debrisaway.”

"Then why not smply forbid wheded traffic in urban centers?' " Are you nuts?' Heflinched. "Don't you
care about the country's economy? It is based on car-making and connected industries! Do you want the
whole nation to be ruined?’

At that instant rang the changeover from come to go. We rushed to get back onto the highway, racing
other cars which would not manage the sprint in time. Once again now we were on the wide avenue the
name of which was Avenue Eternity, and etemai indeed it was. Before we could reach the Center, the
half hour was over, and we again had to make our escape to the Circular Route (as same were termed),
before the avalanche of waiting cars going in the other direction could shatter us. And thus we continued
arding.
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"I have never been ableto makeit in just one period,” my new friend told mein adefeated voice. "I've
aways had to wait out two or three changeovers.”

"But why these changes? Wouldn't it be better "1 began.

He cut me off with astrange gesture of his hand, saying, "Remember that people not only need to go,
they haveto return. And there smply isn't room to have two avenues™

| remembered just then (my stomach reminded me) that 1'd not
eaten since the day before. | asked my new companion:”|sthere anywhere where we can eat around
here?'

"But of course," hesaid. "In dl these Circular Routesthere are places. | fed like eating something aso.
Let'sgo. I'll show you the way!"

| followed him. We entered a sort of short tunnel, pleasantly lit. In the center there was a sort of
counter opening onto the tunnel itself. Aswe approached we could see the menu printed uty--just one
menu: concentrated soup, concentrated chicken, concentrated peach; aration of nongaseous minera
water; dl for two hundred credits. | found it abit expensive, but my hunger was devouring. At the
counter, | deposited my two hundred credits and agift most lightly garbed gave me a quadruple bottle of
tranducent plagtic with four vaves for sucking linked with their four independent containersfull of the
tranducent liquids. The stickers pasted on same indicated the contents: from first to last, soup, fowl,
peach, water. | made adisgusted face.

"Hey!" | told the girl. "This menu doesn't please me much. Haven't you anything instead---solid?

"Solid?" shecried, darmed. "Areyou crazy? Thisisdl that islegaly alowed to be eaten when you are
driving."

"When driving?" | was agtonished. " Oh, then---can't one eat here?"

"Of course nat, gir; there's no place. Where would you leave your car while you eat? Keep circling,
please; there are others waiting to your rear.”

So | went on and got back to the Circular route. | was finishing up my dessert when again the half hour
rang: | threw the quadruple bottle of plastic aside, and pushed into the Avenue of Eternity before those
behind me could get there first. | managed to reach the turnoff marked CENTER four seconds before the
half hour sounded anew and the carsin front of me would drive me back by force.

From that Site, and after turning to the left, as per my guide book and map, | must reach the street that
would take meto the very Center. But amagnificent, shining disk signaed that it was prohibited--
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exactly there--to turn to the left. Don't ask me why--someone later told me it was part of the plan of
rulingsissued to discongest the
Center. Much againgt my will, I must now turn to theright.And that waswhen | lost mysdif.

| believeit was all done purposdly. For an area of some two kilometers around there, the Sgns
multiplied till the place seemed averitable forest of Sgns. If | tried to turn right, asign ordered meto turn
left. And on every sidel glimpsed men in those blue uniforms, spying, ready to pounce.

After so many turnsthat my head seemed no longer firmly fixed on my shoulders, | tried to find my
way somewhere, but wastotally disoriented. | tried to find the name of some Street so asto learn where |
was, but the street Signs were dway's placed where they could not be seen by acar driver . . . or, smply,
there were no signs. | tried to find my way by guesswork, but al | managed wasto get ill morelogt. |
was aware that inexorably | was getting further and further from my destination, and it was a matter of
anguish to meto redlize therewas nothing | could do. Asalast resort, | tried to find my way by the sun,
but I've dways been acity dweller, and never learned to study nature. And besides, who can find their
way by the sun amid such enormous buildings?

| must have spent acouple of hours circling along someforty kilometers of tortuous and Machiavellian
traffic agns, when | thought | saw my way clear a last. Before me was an arrow pointing to the left, with
the legend ROAD OF RAPmM CIRCULATION.

| clutched at the opportunity as a drowning man might clutch at aworm-eaten board, for savation.
There were arrows now on every hand, the road-sign system now was perfect. Too much so, | should
haveredized. | blame mysdf for that now.

Soon | turned into the entrance of a highway. The signs now had changed, informing me thiswas
AUTOPISTA X-332: mMCHWAY FOR
RAPID CIRCULATION: MINIMUM SPEED: 150 KILOMETERS PER HOUR. FIRST EXIT AT
320 KILOMETERS.
| tried to escape from that flagrant trap but it wastoo late: there was no possible exit... | was aready on
the new autopista.

| swear | never wanted to bethere... | swear by God and al the saints. But at that entranceway there
was no cloverleaf, no sderoad, nothing. They'd left uswithout any chance of escape. Only the autopista.

| kept going--what else could | do! I'm sure | was as pale as death itsdlf. | thought about those three
hundred twenty kilometers ahead of me. Dear God, what had | gotten myself into? Every five kilometers
asgn reminded me MINIMUM VELOCITY, 150 KMS. PER HOUR.
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Photodlectric cellswould register those bresking the law. | stepped on the accel erator, sobbing.

Somefifty kilometers ahead, | cameto arest area, with parking space, a service station, and a
restaurant-bar. It had been announced by asign five kilometersin advance, and there was a specid road
branching off to it. | drovein asthough it were my last chancefor salvation.

The parking lot wasin shade, areal blessing on that suffocating day. They sold there packaged food
for taking with one; food for eating there; tidbits. | thought | glimpsed solid edibles, recognized same as
food, and my stomach gurgled. | asked for a hamburger with plenty of bread and plenty of meet and a
liter of beer. | leaned againgt the counter with asigh of gratitude.

"Hey!" said | to the walter. "How will | get back to that devilish city?."

His professona smile was the best you could expect of him. "Oh, did they throw you out too, huh?" |
nodded sadly.

"It'sthe new plan for urban order, to discongest the Center,” said he, as though that might comfort me.
"For the moment they've been set up only adong the entrances to the Center, in an experimental way U . .
alabyrinth with signs set up by expert psychologists, and at the end of the Iabyrinth along and rapid
highway leading away. However, it's SO successful that they're going to ingtall the system in other places
too."

| grunted noncommittally. The truth wasthat | didn't fee up to commenting.

"The cars these days have turned into a veritable nightmare, you know!" the fellow went on. "And |
don't think it'sabad idea. Y ou haveto think that if they manage to take a car driver--through muddling
him scientifically--to arapid exit that removes him to adistance of three or four hundred kilometers, a
good percentage of driverswill stop trying to reach the city and won't return. And that's afact the checks
they've made demongtrate that only eighteen per cent of these carsthat thus leave the city by the Rapid
Autopistasdo return.”

"Y es, but those labyrinthswill only fool strangers,” | risked saying. "No matter how complicated, they'll
not fool loca folk, who'l learnthe turnsat last.”

"Y ou think s0?' He laughed. "They change the [abyrinths each fortnight! "
| was sunk. | ate the hamburger in silence, drank my beer, and
thOUght, THE WORLD ISROTTEN! Only when my inner man was corn-
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forted did | recuperate my morae. | set my teeth and stuck out my chest. If there's one thing | cannot
stand, it isto be chested.

"l shal return,” said I, as though pronouncing a sentence of doom.

He shrugged indifferently. "Asyou wish!" said he. "If you want to faceit dl again, go right ahead.” He
stuck hishand into a pocket and pulled forth acard. "When you return via the other side of the autopista,
| advise you to return to this parking lot.., it's a the same height asthis THE PLACE OF JOE THE
BIZCO. He makes some quick suppersthat are ddicious. Takeit: if you hand him thiscard, hell give
you agood discount. HEs ardative of mine, you see.”

| took the card and turned it over. " Supper, did you say?" | inquired.

He glanced a hiswatch.

"Yed | think that if you go quickly, by thetimeyou returnit will ill bein timefor supper. He closes
late, you see"

| did not see, but the hamburger inside me was like alump of stone.

So | returned. Despite an inner voice within me screaming not to be such afoal, | returned. | reached
the PLACE OF JOE THE BtZCO just asthey were closing up, but they let mein. | longed to keep right
on going, but something stronger than myself prevented it. | felt exhausted, | felt sharp painsin my arms
and my right leg. | needed to rest.

There, while | chewed at arather rubbery steak that kept me busy for agood while, | thought over my
problem carefully. | had to go to the Center--thiswas imperative. The date for the interview had aready
passed, but | supposed my excuse would be valid enough to justify my failure to keep the gppointment.
Surely, in acity like Cosmopoalis, adeay as considerable as mine could be excused.

But there was this problem of reaching the place. After alengthy meditation, | came to the concluson
that it would be too risky to wait till the morning to continue the journey. Therefore, | decided that the
best thing would be to set off fight now. By night, or rather by the dawn hour, | presumed, by thetimel
got there, it might be easier. And surely 1'd find a parking place near my destination where | even could
deep. The car had reclinable seats. In due course, that morning, I'd look not very presentable; unshaven
and untidy; but at least I'd be there.

Whichiswhat | did ....

When | say | didit, | cannot now avoid ashudder. Thetruth isit cost me plenty to manageit. Don't

you imagine that it's easy to go to the Center of Cosmopoalis, not even by dawn light. It'sfor thisvery



230 The Best from the Rest of the World

reason, as | understand, that all the important businesses are more and more setting up their
public-relations and information officesin the outskirts of Cosmopoalis, in the new blocks rising more and
more near the exits of the autopistas, leaving only thefiscd officesin the Center, asit'swell known that
only the Ruling Powers can remain traditionaly in their inaccessible shells. But | got there, though to do
s0 | had tofill the tank twice---and at shocking prices.

And then | began hunting aplace, acorner. It didn't take long to convince me that the Situation here
was the same as the one at the hotel, made the graver here because it was absolutely, positively, and
irrevocably prohibited (savein very rare cases) to park anywherethere. It was a one o'clock in the
morning when | began to beredlly worried. By two, | grew nervous. By three | was becoming desperate.

| then decided to stop the car anywhere, in any comer: if | remained in it they couldn't fuss, they
couldn't fine me, and | might even manage aquick nap. My eyelids were dready closing, more and more.
So | drew up at a place that seemed discreet enough--when al's said and done--dropped back my sedt,
and closed my eyes.

| don't know how much time had passed--probably just afew seconds--when | heard blows on the
window glass, a constant tapping.

"Thisdeservesafing" sad the man, threateningly.
He was wearing the classic blue uniform. | blinked deepily,
glanced a my watch--thirty seconds since I'd reclined in the seat. "I'm sorry,” | murmured. "I'm just worn

"I'm sorry too, sir. And I'm worn out too! Have you no idea how exhausting it isto keep after all these
people who think they're brighter than onesdlf and try so shamelesdy to fool me? It's not easy, gir.,,
He glanced at the license number.

"You'reastranger, are you?" said he. "Only because of that, I'll not fine you. But don't you do it again.
Next time you'll not be so lucky."

"Ligten!" | begged, pointing toward the building where | must show up in the morning--the same place
| should have reached a eight of the night before. "I've got to go there. I've got to stay heretill the
morning." | glanced again a my watch. "Well, it'smorning, now?| found mysdalf mumbling nonsense
about "but now yesterday'stoday™ and so on. "Listen,” | tried again, "tomorrow I'll contract aWhedler to
take care of the car and I'll go up there, solve the problem that brought me here, and off I'll go definitely
from thisinfernal place. I'll go back to my own beloved town. There, at least, one has parking space.”
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He grinned, hisydlow teeth gppearing. "Y ou shouldn't have said that to me," he murmured sadly. "But
I'll ignoreit, seeing you have this problem. I'll ignoreit, provided you contract aWheder for the night
ahead. Y ou cannot be here degping insde your car, Sr. If

you're before the whedl, you must be watchful--awake!"| sghed.

"Oh, very wdll, I'll look up aWheder to stay awake for me, if that's what you want.”

"Y ou don't have to hunt one up, gir," said he, sweetening up abit. He put two fingersto his mouth and
whistled deafeningly. At once | found at my sde ayoung fellow who hastened to display to me his
syndicate card. "Here you have one. Y ou can trust him~ sir," said the policeman. "li€s my son.”

| gave up my place before the whed, and reclined in the other seat, making mysdlf comfortable.

The boy studied me. "Seep well, gr," said he. "I'll seethat everything'sfine.”

And what did he do but put back his seat also and go to deep at my side.

That morning, | left the bleary-eyed lad in charge of the car and went up to the office a nine sharp. |
was very aware of how untidy | looked, but soon redlized that the mgjority of people going about around
me in the offices and hails of the building looked just asbad. | glanced briefly into amirror. Well...
probably we dl werefacing Smilar problems.

But I'd better make surethat | solved the business now, once and for dl. | wanted never more than
now to get back to the peace of my own home and my own town. So | marched very decidedly now into
the office. A secretary stood up and came to meet me."What do you wish, Sr?"

"I must speak with Mr. Gonzdez," said |, handing her the card.
"Mr. Gonzdez isn'tin, Sr," said she quickly. "Have you an gppointment with him?"
| pointed to the card. "Y esterday, a eight P.M."
"He wasn't here yesterday at that time either, sir. He went out that
morning and still hasn't got back. We suspect he's trapped.” "Trapped?’ "Yes."

| couldn't takeit in. | suppose my face showed my surprise and she must have realized at oncethat |
didn't livein Cosmopoalis. She explained:

"That happens quite alot, sr. Particularly so when one hasto go to places which can be reached only

by car."



232 The Best from the Rest of the World

| nodded understandingly. "And you don't know where heis now?"

"Well..." She hesitated for abrief moment. Then she gestured me to wait and went back to the
interoffice phone, red in hue, and dided anumber. She spoke briefly, then hung up.

"Come, please." She waved to me. She took me now to a huge map of the city occupying al of one
wall, and, with the aid of the squares, pointed to aspot. "I've just been told he's exactly there right now,"
sad she.

"Is he at some office there? Some meeting?'

"No, sr. He'sin his car, trying to get back."

I studied the map. The ste wasredly far from the Center.
"And did you just now spesk with him?"

"Yes. You seg, dl who haveto use acar frequently, like Mr. Gonzalez, have a specid telephone
ingdled init so that they can be locdized and rescued. It'sthe only way to find anyone at any moment, if
an emergency comesup.”

"Will it takelong for him to get back?’
She gestured ambiguoudly.

"He's been trying since noon yesterday. He say's they've changed one of those devilish [abyrinths, and
it took him three hundred fifty kilometers away: it'stheir newest [abyrinth, just inaugurated, you see? It's
taking him amost al night to get back.”

"But now he'srdatively near," said I, looking at the map.
She grinned a me asthough | were alittle baby who'd just wet his pants.
"Don't forget today's the day for the Fiscal Audience,”" she observed.
"And?
"This means thousands of personswill be coming toward the Cen-
ter at the same hour. The obstructionsusudly last till dawn.” | felt myself paing. Things were getting
worse and worse. "Then, isthere no solution?'

"Of coursethere are solutions,” said she brightly. "Experience has some vaue, doesn't it? Hetold me
just now that since he can't get here, why don't you try to reach him there? Hes waiting for you on
Circular Route S-33," and she pointed it out on the map, "till you get there."

"But I'll never get there!”
She seemed to understand my problem.

"No, of course you wont," said she. "Though the going isdwaysthe easest. But there are Wheders
of Circulation specidized in getting rgpidly to such sites. Of course, they're rather dear, but if you redly
want to see Mr. Gonzalez..."
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Yes, of coursel did. Minuteslater, | had at my side ayoung man of asporty appearance and with a
dynamic way to him. Thefirst thing he did, after showing me his syndicate card, was ask what sort of car
did I have. | told him and he frowned: abad car for racing in, said he. Wéll, | said good-byeto the
secretary and thanked her, and off we went, back to the street.

TheWheder taking care of my car frowned at the sight of his competitor and went off growling
between histeeth that held "tell daddy." | paid no attention. The new Wheder sat before the whedl and
turned it experimentally, started the car, revved the motor, lis-
tened to the sound of it, and shrugged his shoulders."Hold on, brother? said he, and started off.

Thetrip wasredly short, though it seemed to me eternd, for | lived through twenty years of driving
experienceright then. That fellow must have belonged to some suicide club; he went scraping by other
cars, got ahead in akamikaze way, and caused by spontaneous generation agood handful of white hairs
to appear on my head. But he did the impossible: he took me to Route S-33 in less time than seemed
believable. When we reached destination, he studied the speedometer, then the watch, and muttered:

"Three minutes and thirty seconds less than my urban record. Not bad, for thiscar. That's one
thousand two hundred credits, Sir."

| paid up without a single remark, because afellow capable of driving so vilely will be capable of
worsethingstill. And | went on to hunt up Gonzalez.

It wasn't too hard to find him, because he had on the roof of his car aplacard that said in bright
lettering: I'M C_,ONZAI. EZ. And now | understood something that had struck me as queer, glimpsed
on other cars heretofore in Cosmopolis: the fact that many acar had asign of this sort on its roof. What
surer and quicker way could there be for two people in carsto find each other in the streets, since they
couldn't meet anywhere el se?

We placed oursalves Side by side, | introduced mysalf, we shook hands symbolicaly, and | began to
explainto him my problem. Gonzalez, like al good citizens of Cosmopoliswith cars, had hisear well
equipped; he now connected the tape-recorder to capture our chat, and took out a notepad on which he
could write with just one hand. He listened to me attentively, took some notes, checked up some details
on aluminous screen connected to the consulting files of hisofficeviaaTV circuit, as he explained to me,
and findly frowned deeply.

"Your caseisgoing to bedifficult,” said he. "l see agrave problem.”

"What?"
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"Y ou'd better examine it more deeply. Why don't you see me some other day.., what about
tomorrow?"

"lan't there any other solution?’ | ventured, recalling all my past sufferings, and shuddering.

"I'm afraid not. I've got to consult with the minister. Look, your case has nothing to do with
Circulation: it therefore has no priority. And | myself am only athird delegate. Can't you get in touch with
me---even if only by phone--tomorrow afternoon? | do hope to get back to my office somehow by
dawn, and tomorrow---once |'ve
napped abit--I'll take care of you. | do think I can fix things."l agreed with asigh.

"Very wdl," said 1. "l was hoping to get hometonight, but..." He smiled.

"Don't you worry. Tomorrow I'll have things ready. And now | must be hurrying dong. I'velost alot

of timecircling right here dong this Circular Route, and it's prohibited. And today I've been fined twice

He gave me a phone number so that | could call him there the following day, we again shook hands
symbolicaly, and off he went. | decided to get back to the hotel. Taking up the guide book and set of
maps, | began my peregrinations. Thistime it wasn't S0 bad; it ssemed asthough | was beginning to learn
my way around by much practice. And then, when | was till agood way from the hotdl, | saw something
I'd imagined I'd never get to see--aparking space! At the sametime, | saw another car like mysdlf
making for it. I'm quick in my reactions. | jammed on the accelerator and shot in while the other car
charged after me. It scraped the entire side of my car, but | didn't care. | turned off the motor and got
out.

The other fellow was right by my side. He was enormoudly pale as he stopped the car and got out. |
got mysdf ready for anything that might occur, fists clenched. But he was no fighter. He merely stopped
before me, studied me with eyes of hate, and said:"Sir, youreapig.”

"l know | am," | agreed, happy for thefirst time since I'd reached Cosmopolis. | watched him go of f
again, defeated, and putting my handsin my pockets without a care for the kilometers| yet must walk,
st off whistling toward the hotel.

Upon reaching it, | went up to my room, stopped before the bed, and without bothering to undress
spread my arms out in the form of across and flopped onto it. | dept fourteen hours without a break.

The following midday, | washed and shaved parsmonioudy, changed, packed my bags, and went
downdairs. Imagining thet it
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was very likely I'd have my problems definitely solved that afternoon, why keep the room longer?. | paid
the bill and on the way out saw the receptionist, to whom | said sardonically:

"l found a parking space for my car." Not satisfied with this, | repeated, "1 have the car parked.”

And | laughed as| saw that my words had been like astab in the heart of the receptioni<t.

So | reached the car, and shoved the luggage into it. At once various passing cars crushed their way
toward me, then when the drivers saw that | wasn't going, they glared at me like assassins. | went into the
nearest bar. From there | phoned Mr. Gonzalez. His secretary told me he wasn't in and her voice
sounded as though sheld been crying.

"When will he be back?" | asked.
"Never..." | heard another broken sob at the other end of the wire; and then she screamed wildly,
"Hell never return!”
| felt mysdlf shuddering icily. | didn't understand it at dl, but wasterrified.
"Did something happen?’

"Y es" moaned the voice at the other end. "They fined h{ m for the
third time yesterday.""Wdll, but..."

"Oh, don't you understand?' sobbed the voice. "Mr. Gonzalez re-
aly loved that car. He reiused to abandon it!" And she hung up suddenly.

For agood while | didn't know what to do. | called the waiter, and asked him:

"Ligten, when they fine you for the third time in the same day, they take away your car and don't return
it, right?' He nodded. "And what do they do with the car?' | also asked.

"They turn it into scrap, of course. There are too many cars." He gestured with his hands to show how
thiswasdone. . . the car crushed into acompact hunk of metal.

At last | understood. | felt mysdlf growing giddy, and went out to the street. | thought of my car, my
beloved car, | thought of my town, my beloved town, of my family, my beloved family--of everything. |
thought that | must get back to rescue my car, and | shud-
dered interror. | began to laugh, in the throes of anervous attack. | laughed still louder when they took
me away in ahelicopter. Two months have passed since | entered this asylum. They've tried to cheer me
up, give me hope; they've assured me mineis not the only case of its sort, that they calculate that some
five or 9x thousand
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cases have occurred just like mine, to date. They speak of symptoms and possible therapy. The doctor
saysthat within aweek I'll be alowed back on the Strest.

But something has changed deeply in me. | know that once I'm out I'll never manage to take acar
againinmy life. And of course my own car isgtill wherel |eft it... now that I've got that parking space
there, nobody's going to take it from me. But | fear the idea.of how I'll ever leave thisfrightful city. Other
gck folk--citizens of Cosmopoalis, al of them (including one that ends up here regularly each year)--have
spoken to me of the exitsfrom the city.

They tell methat al the roads now surrounding Cosmopolis are an inextricable tangle or network from
which one may never escape. They tell methat between ten to twenty thousand cars are constantly "lost”
along this Secondary Network of Highway Discongestion, asit's termed by the authorities. | know that
theday | try to leave the city, | can find mysdlf deep in that labyrinth and never escape, never. No, I'm
not going to try!

| likewise know that the problem that brought me to the city is no longer solvable. Gonza ez vanished,
and the only thing | could do would be to start from the beginning, al over again. But how shall | do that?
My God, how can | ever start it all again? I've just been reading the newspaper. They're going to create a
new law that absolutely prohibits any parking throughout the urban sectors of Cosmopolis. The
authoritiesfed that if thelaw ispassed, it will solve dl the circulatory problems of the city. And now the
doctor after examining me has said something about arelapse on my part ....

| have nightmares of crushing machines wearing blue uniforms. | see blocks of twisted metal from
which rise laughter and screams. | see cars.., cars.., cars. | never cease from seeing them. | even suspect
my own bed isone. I'rn acar. | can't sop, becauseif | do they'll fineme.....



Panet for Sdle
by NidsE. Nidsen
Trandated from the Danish by Sam 7. Lundwal
The good solid imagination of old-time sciencefictionisat itsbest in thistale. NielsNidlsen hasin his
novelswritten of future wars, of wandering cities, of geographic disasters and the remolding of the world,

and here he playswith an ideathat only afew have handled in sciencefiction, such as Theodore
Sturgeon, and Nielsen handlesit very well.






"No planetd”

Tim O'Shaugh raised hislarge, ruddy face from the radio telescope. "Not one single planet near
Betdgeusa!"

His powerful Irish voice grated with disappointment. Maggio Forlini, the dark Italian, rose, graceful as
acat, againg the gravitation of the rocket. "Areyou sure.., quite sure?’

Tim snapped, "Assure as| am that Angelo's grandmother was a Comanche squaw in aflea-ridden
village in the godforsaken country New Mexico!™

The quadroon Indian, Angelo del Norte, the oldest of the men aboard the Black Stallion, en route to
the red giant Betelgeuse, was slent. Nothing in his brown leathery face showed that he had noticed the
insult. He knew well enough how much willpower was needed to stay four yearsin acramped rocket . . .
so0 much timewould the return trip from Betelgeuse take, even with this, the first rocket from Earth, with
its fagter-than-light speed. Besides, Tim'sinsult was mostly the result of the bitter disappointment.

"Try again," suggested the fourth crew member, the German Egge Kerl. Hisangular face was
noncommittal.

"Try? Try?" Although Tim at least nomindly was captain for thissmal group of prospectors, hewas
the one who et his disappointment show most. "Haven't we circled Betelgeuse? Have we seen as much
asthe shadow of aplanet? No! Thiswholetrip, six hundred light-years, plus abonus of ten million
dollarsfor every discovered planet, has been afiasco.”

He glared at them. Their immobile facesirritated him. Sure, progpectors had to take chances
everywhere, beit on Earth or in space. But his hot Irish temperament dways made him lose histemper.

For amoment al were slent, thinking about the long journey home. They stared out through the
windows at Betelgeuse, which hung gport as an enormous burning gas cloud in the black depths, a
furnacein the wdl of darkness. The light-magnetic engines of the Black Stallion worked at one fourth
their cgpacity asit tumbled oninitsdliptica orbit around the giant sun. Softly singing, thelarge
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rocket fell through eternity, and far, far away astarboard, an amost
invisible spark flashed in the darkness--the home sun.
The rocket was launched by the Panama Cosmic Trade, Ltd., one

of theinternational cartelsthat had sorung up following the discov-
ery of twin relativity ten years earlier, 2088, which at last had made
faster-than-light travel possible. Earth capita could now concentrate
its enterprising spirit on the neighboring stars, the planetsin the solar
system having long since been turned into lucrative Earth branches.
For afantastic payment plus bonusfor every discovered planet, these
four adventurers undertook to go with the Black Stallion to Betdl-
geuse, afour-year trip. Now they had arrived, after seven hundred
thirty days of meteors, magnetic storms, and cosmic neutron sorms.
Their greed was overwheming. Nothing less than anew empire
could satisfy them. And now Betelgeuse appeared to be nothing but
alonely golden star that never had given birth to asingle planet out

of itsred flaming womb! Oh yes, disappointment hurt even behind
Angdo'simpassveface.

"Youtry!" Tim glared at the cold German and kicked at the radio
telescope. "'l have been looking so long my eyes hurt!”

Hefdl slent, tired. He waked heavily over to the computers,

punch cards for the long journey home prepared. " Just think--travel
more than two hundred light-years and not even get asingle planet!”
Kerl leaned down over the radio telescope. Tim sniffed scorn-

fully. Angelo and Maggio stood behind Kerl, dingingonto a
diminishing hope.

Angelo stared out at the red sea of fire gport. In millions of years

it had flung out itstitanic energy into the emptiness, without |apping
one sngle planet withitslife-giving light! Why?. Hewas enough of an
Indian to wonder. For him, asun was amost agod. Why did thisred
giant god wander over the heavens with no soul to adoreit, with no
oneto be born, grow up, and die benegth itsincredible cosmic fire?
"Panet agtern.., thirty degrees aport,” Kerl said quietly.

"What?' Tim O'Shaugh stiffened. "Impossible! | should have seen

it even if it was no more than ten miles across?

Kerl arose. "Look for yoursdlf,” he said coldly.

Tim glued hisfaceto the eyepiece, sared and stared. Findly he
rubbed hisstinging eyes. "Yes. . . itistherel With atmosphere,

sess, clouds.., everything! How could | have missedit ... "

Helooked humbly at them. One after one, they looked into the eyepiece. A smdll obviousdisc, adrop

of dew shimmering in the black depths, aliving planet face that breathed, apparently asyet very distant,
hardly larger than acoin but obvioudy aplanet. And it even had amosphere! A vauablerarity.
"Ten million dollars? Maggio whispered reverentidly.



The Best from the Rest o/the Worm 241

The others nodded. Their lips became thin and hard, the face of the hunter asthe prey comes near.
Now arun closeto the planet while the instruments made the routine analyses ... air, water, mass,
mineras, then they could return home and get their money, and till later arocket fleet would be launched
to pacify and exploit with clouds of nerve gas and load precious stones and metals. Ten years from now,
the Panama Cosmic Trade, Ltd., could pay its shareholders fantastic dividends!

The Black Stallion turned and swept down toward the planet, which, according to visua andysis,
ought to be millions of milesaway. Then, suddenly, alarm lights began to flash at the radar console.
Object on collison course! Brake rockets automaticaly ignited. Only the antigravitationa field saved
them from being crushed by the braking.

A meteor? They stared at the radar screens. In the emptiness ahead the small spheroid still hung,
somewhat larger than before but apparently as distant. There was nothing el se to be seen.

"But..." Tim'schinfdl. Sowly they redlized the truth: the darm had sounded for the planet. It wasthe
planet they had barely escaped colliding with. But, if so...

"It ishardly ahundred fathomsfrom us," Angelo whispered. "It's gpparent sizeisitsred size.... "

"Ten metersin diameter!” Kerl dready stood at the instruments. "Well, perhaps ten-point-two," he
added with German exactitude.

"It can't betrue,” Tim groaned. "Look... look at those smdll crydtds.., cities, by God! And the white
lines.., roads! And the rectangular fields.., cultivated land! But no larger than..." Astonishment made him
temporarily mute.

"If the Size of the inhabitants bears the same relationship to the planet as ours bearsto Earth..." Kerl
made some quick calculations. "In that case, they are about two thousandths of amillimeter long!”

Helooked a them. A quiet amusement glittered in his cold blue eyes. "Like germs.., typhus,
tuberculoss, cholera?

"Do you mean that this planet isinhabited by... typhus germs?' Maggio's chin with the blue stubble
trembled.

"Not quite..." Kerl regarded him smilingly. "Germs don't build cities or cultivate land. Besides, that
problemisonly theoreticd, snce...”

"Sincethisdwarf planet is completely worthless? shouted Tim. "For us" Angelo looked at the
infinitesmal planet that quietly rotated before them, a blue butterfly, a valuable toy, dropped from the
hand of God in the moment of creation.

"Yes..." Timwasabout to rebuff the calm quadroon Indian.
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Suddenly hissurly eyeslit up. "Sure, Cosmic Trade won't pay asingle dollar for aten-meter planet. But .
.. London's Agtrophysical Museum?”

"Right? shouted Maggie. "A red, inhabited planet in aglassjar U. . what asensation! Ah, people
would run to the museuml They will pay usten million for an exhibit like that?

" Spacesuits, immediately!" Tim sent them running. His eyeswere hard. "Dress up! WEell takethe
magnetic crane along. Hydrogen tank two isempty. We can put it there. The tank is pressure-proof...
for the sake of the atmosphere? He screwed on hishelmet. "Exactly.” Kerl smiled.

"Tenmillion!" Maggie shouted. "That is, if we can get those germshome dive?

They stormed out from the air lock with the hel p of their oxygen guns. Kerl, who dmost never lost his
head, held a microscope under hisarm. Angelo camelagt, sillent and thoughtful. Billions, he thought, held
by acuriousfear. There might be billionsliving on that planet.., motherswho right now are wiping their
children's running noses. Men who steer ships over the seas. And then.., incredible shadowsin the sky,
ggns, cosmictralls...

They moved in on the planet, four men in clumsy spacesuits. They madeacircle around it. Their
shadowsfell over the mountains, darkened the seas. They pointed fingersat it, and laughed in their suit
radios.

"Lilliput? shouted Maggie. "The planet Lilliput!"

Lilliput hung between their greedy hands, following itseterna orbit around the red sun, an infinitesmal
relative to the giants of the universe. But not adead asteroid without atmosphere, a golden, frozen stone.
It hung in space surrounded by ashimmering hao, an air tiara; awhirling water-gray and plant-green
planet, asmiling, living child of the sun.

"A miniature Earth," Kerl muttered. " Probably with quite different gravitation. A unique specimen inthe
cosmic scaeof Sze
ua.,"

Angedo stared at the dwarf planet, swalowing heavily. He saw the day march on over it, saw
snow-covered mountains glow like rubies, saw mighty light-gray oceansin which the red mother sun
reflected, saw curious crystal growths here and there on the continents, big cities, saw the winding lines of
rivers, the glittering lights of lakes, aplanet face, showing the marks of millions of yearsbut ill dive,
young and ruddy ....

"Let it bel" His partly superstitious Indian wonder overcame hisgreed. "It istheirs. They are apeople.
They may have soulslikeud!"
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"Souls... 7' grunted Tim. "Sure! If germs have souls.., what then? That's good! I'll get the magnetic
crane.”

He floated back to the ship, whose shimmering steed body burned bright red in the light from the giant
gar. The oxygen gun described ahazy line after him.

"Theditiesare burging with lifel" Kerl mutteringly examined the citieswith hismicroscope. " Small
black dots. . . obvioudy scared U . . probably panic. They can see usin the heavens.... "He methodicaly
pointed the microscope at place after place. Sailing ships, small asfish-scales, dikes, and forests passed
inthefield of vison like things seenin adrop of water. A swarm, life, flight, struggle, degth...

Theamall slvery planet quietly went oninitsorbit. They followed, not noticing the movement. With the
tranquility of the true scientist, Kerl saw amountaintop shudder and crash down. He laughed. " Our body
mass affects the revol ution. Earthquakes. Just wait until we arrest the rotation, that will kill them by the
milliond"

Tim came back with the magnetic crane trailing after him. "Well make fast the cablesto the magnetic
polefidd.”

He quickly swam forward, turning like afree-style swimmer in the darkness and the emptiness around
the planet. Heclosed in on it like agiant from afairyland universe.

"Look a him!" Maggio shouted. "What do you think those germs say about him? Ah, they can frighten
their kidswith him when they
don't want to go to bed! "'Tim will get you if you don't go to bed?' Kerl smiled. There was an odd,
trembling tensonin hisvoice.

"| can seethem! There are millions of them down therel They must think we are archangelswith
flaming swords?

"Hey!" Tim laughed, dropping his cable. "Archanges, not bad! Come on, boys! Thisisthefirst and
last timein our livesthat we can be archangd Michadl?

They were gripped by akind of intoxication. They were cosmic gods! They held on to one another's
hands. Even Angelo was carried away. Using their oxygen guns, they drew nearer to the planet, and
danced around it, faster and faster. They laughed and shouted, atruly Homeric laughter. They were
giants, their brows touched the stars. Their dance in and out of the atmosphere of the dwarf planet
created cyclones, dark spiralsin the cloud cover that stormed on over ships, coastlines, cities. Every
triumphant step cost ten thousand lives.

"Stop . . . sop!" Angelo withdrew his hands. He remembered afew words from abygone age.., his
grandmother, who pointed up at the stars over the dilgpidated village, an old, trembling voice: "Every star
isasoul, one of God'sangds, little Angdlo ... "
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The smdl planet whirled courageoudy in the dark veil of eternity. Northlights blossomed over the
poles, the clouds spewed out rain. It spread out its silvery wings, it praised its Creator, it gave birth to life
and defended it aswdll asit could.

"Don't doit!" he whispered into the radio. "Don't you see.., it issacred, itisaray of light shiningin
through the door of life. The punishment will be horribleif we stedl it. Someone could cometo our planet
just likewe cameto Lilliput ....

Laughter. "Cries over abunch of germd” gasped Tim. "Some dust on apam. Only a supergtitious
Indian could do that!"

He gripped the dangling cable. "Now look here! See how | take ten million dollard™

Hefdl down toward the dwarf planet. Like aserpent's throat the crane claw yawned at the revolving
sphere. The strong cable strained with a soundless whine of sted! ...

The Black Stalion hurtled toward the Earth, ashining lightning, agray line of light that went right
across the universe. They traveled away from Time, they conquered the wastes of space with tiger legps,
the conquerors. And down in the hold of the rocket, Lilliput hung, an imprisoned blue butterfly whose
glorious wings were broken.

Kerl and Tim had been very careful with the vauable thing. Using the antigravitation generators, they
created aweightlessfidd intank 11, in which the dwarf planet could float like ablue humming-birdin a
cage. They pumped in oxygen, nitrogen, argon, steam, and carbon dioxide so that the beings could
breathe. Y es, they even put up asmal hydrogen sun. They did everything one reasonably could expect
for tenmilliondollars

And they were rather successful in kegping the "dust” dive, the dugt, the germs, or the living dotsthe
microscope showed them--the millions that had survived the floods, the earthquakes, and the cyclones
that stormed over the surface asthe crane ruthlessy hated the revolution of the planet, asthe infinitesmal
crystals disappeared beneath red clouds and vol canoes yawned like dragon's jaws, cosmic catastrophes
that occurred on areasthe size of ahand.

Thejourney home was not bad. They spent many fascinating hoursin tank 11, using magnifying glass
and microscope. They scraped up living, crawling dust with ddlicate tools and put it under coldly glittering
lenses.

"Thisis much better than afleacircus" Tim said often with agood-natured laugh. "'Look how they run!
Heh-heh, one millimeter per hour! They don't understand what's happening. They just can't redlize there
are super beingslike ugl”
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"Perfect objectsfor genetic research,” Kerl remarked. "They mul-
tiply faster than drosophilaes. They must live by afaster timerate.
One of our hours could be ayear for them. Just think what that
means! A scientist could inoculate awhol e nation with cancer, keep
it in amatchbox, and follow the progress for a hundred generations
U U U resistance, propagetion, dying out!"

"It might not be such agood ideato sl it to the Astrophysical
Museum," Maggio said thoughtfully. "We could open aMnd of
hatching business and sell them by the thousands! What do you say?
Onethousand dollars per million{ They might grow by tens of mil-
lions per day. And no costs for food and nursingf "

"Just scrgpe off Lilliput ten thousand dollarsaday!™ Tim dammed
hishand againg histhigh. "Beautiful. One million for indructive
demongtrationsin schools! Ten million for the war game the Strate-
gistsare playing with! They could people awhole planet and see
what happensto them in an atomic war!"

"One might be able to train them to handle the micro-mechanisms

in spaceships--that should be cheaper than trans~storst Kerl aimed
.hismagnifying glass at the planet. "L ook... they are dready build-
mg up thelr citiesagain. Y ou can seethe crystds changing. They are
very vidble" He amiled.

"Yes" Maggio got another idea. ™Y ou could put afew thousand

of theminto the artificid diamonds the women havein their
eardrops! Diamonds cut like lenses! Beautiful talking piecest One
could see the people running around ingde!”

Y es, there were happy hoursin the tank with Lilliput. They built
cadtlesinthe air and made countless millionsin their dreams. They
launched an entirdly new indugtry: the Lilliput Syndicate!

Only Angelo was quiet. He looked at the smdll planet that hung in
tank 11, light as ablue bubble. He looked at the shattered continents
and the burned cities from which new streetsradiated. And heimag-
ined millions of eyes staring out into the darkened universe around
the planet, the rusty walls of tank 1l where no stars burned. He lost
his appetite, he could not deep; he got sick, pale, and haggard.

"It's hisdamned Indian imagination,” muttered Tim now and

then. "Hé's thinking about those germs! He believesthey can think
and talk. Germg/"

"Which they probably can," Kerl said coldly.

"What?' Timlooked uncertainly at him.

"That'sjust it." KerFs eyes glowed. "That's what makesit fantas-
tic: sentient germg”

Heraised hishand and | et the shadow fdll over the cities, moun-
tains, nations. "They're beautiful! Don't you see?

245
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"Wadll..." Tim saw the raised hand hover like ahawk over the dwarf planet. "Yes That'sit!"

Angelo could hear their laughs as he lay on his bed, tormented by a nightmare that undoubtedly only
gorang from atoo vivid imagination.

"Y our ship must be stexilized!" the officia said coldly. ™Y ou know the regulations: dl shipsreturning
from deep space must be treated to a heat of one hundred degrees centigrade for twenty-four hoursin
order tokill al potentid dien germs.”

"But don't you understand?’ Tim shouted. "Thisplanetintank 11, it isdive! Inhabited?

"A kind of microscopic beings," Kerl added. " About two thousandths of amillimeter high. A unique
race, very suitable for scientific experiments!”

"A planet?’ the officid said indifferently. ™Y ou mean that mineral specimen, that.., eh... asteroid you
have brought with you?'

"A living planet!” protested Maggio. "We saw it in orbit around Betelgeuse, with northlightsand
clouds and everything!"

They stood a the Panamainterplanetary air field. Outside the building, the Black Stallion reared its
meteor-scarred hull, back from the longest journey in the history of man. Technicianswere pulling up a
gigantic hot-air blower to the hold hatch in order to serilize the ship. Tim, Kerl, and Maggio fought
subbornly and unsuccesstully for their castlein theair, the Lilliput Syndicate. Alasl How could adull
officdd undergand such athing?

"Y ou can talk how much you want about nationsin drops of water and micropeople a a thousand
dollarseach. | don't care,”

The officid tapped lightly a the opened regulations book. "Regulations are regulations! We can't risk
letting these.., eh... bacteriologica races|oose on our planet! That would be irresponsible, gentlemen,
ir-respon-sible!™

They protested. They waved their arms and shouted. They did not even see that an ambulance drove
up and drove away with poor Angelo, who insanely babbled about "blue angels’ and “the poor stolen
butterfly*!

The eectric hot-air blower started with adeep growl. Waves of scalding-hot air swept into the Black
Stalion, going from room to room. The three spacemen were resigned and quiet. An accomplished fact
could not be argued with. The official closed hisbook and looked after them, shaking hishead. A mild
case of spacejitters . . al spacemen experienced such athing upon returning home! It
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was ceartainly not easy to be an officid at the Panamainterplanetary air field!

Thetrio hesitated for amoment by the rocket, outside tank 11. They listened through the deep growl,
not knowing exactly whet for. Inaudible screams? The roar of burning cities9 The rushing of boiling seas?
"People are stupid,” Maggio said sincerely.

"Right," muttered Tim. "We could have made millions. . . millions" He repeated the word like a
lament.

"We were godsto them.., gods." KerFs gaze waswistful. "And then.., sterilizing!™

Twenty yearslater, an officid found something that looked like alarge round stonein one of Panama
Cosmic Trade's warehouses. He did some discreet checking, but no one appeared to beinterested init.
Spacemen always dragged home meteorites like this as souvenirs. He bribed one of the crane operators
to trangport the one to a place outsde the city a evening. He knew what beautiful splintersthese
meteorites made. He blasted it with aerolite and built abeautiful rockery from the piecesin his garden.

Soon flowers glowed over this architectonic masterpiece and he admired it many timeswith hiswife.

"Just think," he dways said, "just think . . . to get arockery transported al the way from Betelgeuse,
three hundred light-years from here, for only ten dollars?






Y so[de
by Nathalie-Charles Henneberg
Trandated from the French by Damon Knight

The by-lineis a compound signature for a husband-wife team, that of Nathalie and Charles
Henneberg. But after the death of Charles many years ago, Nathalie continued the delicate and colorful
fantasy writing that made their by-line the French equivaent of Merritt and Zelazny. We do not know,
therefore, whether this story was written by both or by Nathalie done, but in any casethe effect is
memorable.






When he embarked for NyXx, the seventh planet of the Spike in Virgo, with his daughter 1za, ablind
and deef child, enclosed in her immobility like alittle mother-of-pearl idol with white-golden hair, Ross
the Technocrat knew he was doing a senseless thing. He had scoured the galaxy in search of an
impaossible miracle. He had consuited the physicians, the hedlers, and the wise men of innumerable
planets. Invain.

All confessed themselves powerless. Iza had been born of an albut-dead mother, crushed in the
wreckage of a spaceship, and death had never quite released its grip on the cells of her body.
Nevertheless, they had kept her divefor years. Ross would not give up-he would not have been what he
was, a Technocrat IV, if he were capable of weakness or despair.

Somewhere between the Herdsman and the Wha e, fate had given him onelast chance: atraveler had
told him about the strange quaity of Nyx.

"Don't bother telling me that it's an improbable world,” said the astronaut. He had the graven waxy mask
of those who have stared too long, through narrow screens, &t infinity and the stars. They were Sitring
under the climatized dome of afedera station, on an artificia satellite, waiting for the next ship. It wasan
unforeseen accident that had brought the greet Technocrat to rub elbows with the mob. He congratul ated
himsdf onit. And it was agtation like many others beyond Pinto, with its Plexiglas bubbles for differing
gravities and atmospheric pressures, its humidifiersfor the Over-Plants, and itsiridescent artificia suns.
One was surrounded here by the fauna of ahundred universes: the gritty purplish cones of Foramen and
the Spider-FHowers of the Hyades, the threadlike Capellans and the crystaline intelligences of Alpha
Bootes.

With a sweeping gesture, the explorer took in that whole mass. "We've grown used to them, haven't
we? But the firgt sght of them



r

252 The Best from the Rest of the Worm

made mefed pretty small. And their worlds are the same: sometimes dazzlingly beautiful, sometimes
disconcerting and amost absurd. Why should thisfiery abyss be inhabited by creatures made of
tranducent quartz? Or why should that frozen black globe haveits cavernsfull of the most fragile
orchids? Y ou know, there are whole phylathat are aive, in the organic sense of the word, only one year
out of every thousand--but then, what adazzle of colors.... What

was| saying?"

"Y ou were taking about Nyx," said Ross.

"Ah, Nyx! That's something else again. Everything isred there, but time flows backward. Isit an effect
of the planet'srotation, or of its sun, Spica? It's an enormous one, you know. There are ahundred and
ten garsin Virgo, and it'sthe most brilliant of them dl, a supergiant that you can see from Earth with the
naked eye.”

"How do you mean, it flows backward?" asked Ross. Hewastaller by a head than the spaceman; he
wastired, in ahurry to get back to Iza, and he hated to waste histime.

"Oh, wdll, for instance, take Terra. She ages gradudly. She has her ruins, her mountains erode away,
certain gases escape from the atmaosphere. The same things happen in the same way everywhereelsein
the universe. But on Nyx, it's different. It's a planet that wasinhabited, civilized; now it'sreturning to its
origins.., and so rapidly! Two hundred years ago, apparently, the atmosphere and climate were like
Earth's. Now you have to wear a pressure suit there; it's a hotbox, swept with cyclones and floods, and
theindruments
register as much cosmic radiation asin our ionosphere."" Curious,” said Ross. "Any other peculiarities?"

"Well, thereisn't much moreto tell, except that human connective tissue seemsto recondtitute itself.
Parayticswalk there, no doubt, and the blind see. The only thing is, there's another danger. The ship's
doctor explained it to us aswe were passng. All the dead cdlsrevivify and proliferate; intimeit
degeneratesinto a sort of cancer. Nyx is uninhabited today."

Sirens summoned the passengers; a crowd separated the two Terrans, and Ross never saw the
astronaut again. But as soon as he got back to Earth, he visited the Cartographic Office, its gdleries hung
with gtar charts, its armored towers of filing cabinets and itsimplacable eectronic brains which knew
precisaly everything about the universe. The functionaries of thisimportant service had an unctuous and
sacerdotal majesty--and they came from every part of the galaxy.

Because of Rosss rank, he was received by the deputy director. " Someone mentioned Nyx to me," said
the Technocrat, seating
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himsdf acrossfrom thisfaintly mauve personagein his purple miter.
"How does it happen that this planet doesn't appear on the astroga-
tiond maps?'

"Ah!" said the other. "Nyx? It wasformerly in our atlas. It was--
how shall | put it?--effaced. Yes, by order. You see, in the early
days of gdactic exploration, the scout ships put pretty nearly every-
thing on their charts--unimportant asteroids and hell-planets. Later
on, the authorities began to put some of these places off limits-the
redlly intolerable ones---but they redlized that would only attract
swarms of adventurersto them. To people like that, aforbidden
planet is necessarily crammed with gold or peopled with Srenswhich
the federal government reservesfor itsaf. Therewere quite alot of
casudties. There was only one solution |ft: to obliterate the danger-
ous planets. That'swhat we did.”

"That carries adanger with it--apilot might land there by mis-
take."
"Most of them are off the regular routes. Like Nyx"
"Why isNyx dangerous?’
Somewhat reluctantly, the cartographer pressed a button. A
microfile opened; atiny screen lit up on the oppositewall. The me-
tallic voice of arobot told the improbable history of aworld which
had thousands of years of civilization behind it, a planet covered
with the ruins of mega opolises, immense deserted landing strips,
proud monuments, falling gpart under the weight of the temperature,
theflora, and the genera conditions of acarboniferous age.
"It seems," said the deputy director, "that were dedling with a
phenomenon brought about by the recent enormous nuclear explo-
sion of the furnace Spica: an old sun which must have returned to its
primitive State. NyXx, in any case, isalso returning to its genes's. It
should be interesting to see where this devolution will stop. The ori-
ginsof lifemight be studied there.”
"By whom?" Ross asked.
"Oh, scientistsfrom terrestria U,

stations.
"Thereisalaboratory on Nyx," the robot responded obligingly.
"Two Prize-winning biologists are conducting loca observetions: Dr.
LorrisNevel and Dr. MarinaNevd. Certificated. Married. On Nyx
for three years."
"Andthey'redill dive?'
"Sofar, yes."
The cartographer was able to turn off the loquacious machine:
Ross had no more questions for it. His stellar-propulsion ship was
waiting for him at Marsport. He left the next day, taking 1zawith
him.
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MarinaNevel passed the eectron microscope to Lords. Her hand trembled dightly. They leaned
together over the experimental tank in which the atmaosphere of Nyx was being bombarded with various
radiations. They weretrying to re-create in the laboratory the exact conditions which had produced
organic life on Earth.

Above the prefabricated dome, which sheltered their precious apparatus, yawned the terrible sky of
Nyx, studded with enormous diamonds. The hundred and ten stars of the Virgin filled the vertiginous
emptiness, and that dome of dark gold was striped with coal-black shadows of tree-ferns.

From the moment they set foot on the retrograde planet, the two scientists had approached their
experiment as agreat adventure. They knew, without the need of words, that they would never again see
the gentle Earth, its mild oceans, its regular seasons, a stable and familiar world about which they knew
everything saveitsorigins. They knew adso that their time on Nyx would be short. They had taken astheir
point of departure the old twentieth-century hypothesis of Dauvilliers and Seguin. It was known that
these two pioneering scientists had re-created the primeva conditionsin a sealed environment. Their
postul ate was that the sun's ultraviolet rays, working on the oxygen and carbon dioxide in the
atmosphere, and the ammoniain the sees, had created nitrogenous matter and given birth to the evolution
which wasto culminatein Man.

Nyx itself offered amedium for genesis; and the cosmic radiation and interstellar gases at the Nevels
disposa completed the action of the ultraviolets.

Today, the primary phase of the experiment had reached completion.

Lordstrained the microscope on the tank, which seemed empty to the naked eye.

Nevertheless, on thetiny screen, bathed in a colorless flood, something moved among the vibrations
and luminescences. It wasimpa pable and thin, visble only at high ma~ification, and for just amoment.
Nevel thought that they had lost the game.

But Marinaextinguished al the lights, except for the black-light screen, and in that haf-darknessthe
thing glimmered feebly, hardly more than the luminous spark of an eectron. It must have possessed
SENSeS, O Some extrasensory perception, for it immediately fled to the bottom of the tank, exactly likea
frightened animd, and for a
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second Marinafdt hersdf watched by an unwinking gaze. Not hos-
tile-but terribly ingstent and curious.

She shivered and drew Lorris aside on the platform that sur-
rounded the lucite globe. "Well," she sad, "have we found it?"

He hesitated. "It lookslikeit. Theinvisible quantum, the spark of
lifeinitspure Sate...

"Of plasma?’

"No, radiant energy, | think. A form of light, in short. It's strange
that no one has ever associated the two ideas. Even though dll the
ancient scriptures speak of light and life together. Let's not get
carried away, weve got alot of analysesto do. I'll start onthem
"No you won't!" Marina protested, wiping her narrow white fore-
head under the fringe of blue-black hair. " Spicawill berising any
moment--it will be unbearable outdoors, and our airsuitsarein the
house. Come on, we've been up dl night; it'stime to have something
to edt, like norma people. Let her irradiate herself awhilelonger, lit-
tle Lumen--well cal her Lumen Nevdlia"

"All right," hesaid. "Y ou go ahead, I'll cover the globe.”

Sheleft him, with apossessve smile and glance. In spite of every-
thing, thistal blond man, with the gray eyes of adreamer, often
seemed terribly far from her. In other times, the lords of Lorris had
worn across on their breastplates or had been riders of chimeras. On
Earth, Marina had had to submit to an unusua treatment, to cure

her of jealousy. But on Nyx, al waswell Nyx wasthe vast dreamed-
of prison for agpirit that fled aways toward the unknown and the in-
vishle

While Lorris covered the globe, she went down to the house, which was climatized like dl therest. She
hurried: aglow of light, first blue, then purple, dready rimmed the horizon; huge Spicawas about to rise,
heating the retrograde planet's atmosphere to a fantastic degree, causing spores and seedsto burst. All
the moldswould cometo life, the water in the ponds would begin to bail. Each new dawn found this
world changed, moreterrible. Not to mention the ssorms! Marina paused before the big Plexiglas
window which formed onewal of the house. The city was slhouetted against the uncertain light,
drowned by the jungle: towers, domes, colonnades, these ruins had aquality of colossal harmony. Her
eyeswent to the thing she loved best: atemple, carved and pierced. At the corner of an intact balcony,
looking out over the forest, a statue devoured by mosswas still beautiful--like aValkyrie.

"But not when you see her close up, surdy!" Marinahad said, the
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day when Lorris had pointed it out to her. " See how she's powdered with green. Under that veil she must
be hollowed out, tunneled.
Every porein the soneisanest of terribly activemolds.... ™
"Well, then," Lorrishad said, "she'shdf dive."

It was only a statue. Marinagave asmileto her inoffensiveriva, then went out on the terrace. To her
surprise, Lorriswas standing there, looking absently toward the a ready incandescent sunrise.

"What's wrong with Lumen?' she asked abruptly. She recognized that strained, obstinate expression.
Lorristurned his distorted face to her.

"Lumen?It'sliving energy, dl right, as| thought. But mutable, intermittent it needsto be fixed in matter;
| think that was the role played by Dauvilliers-S6guin's amino acids. Otherwise, as aquan-
tum, indivigble, it exigtsfor the shortest possible length of time.” "Meaning?"

"That there's no more Lumen in the tank. Don't get excited. | can make another one at will."

"And then youll giveit an acid breskfast.”

"Yes... no. Let methink." Hisfacelighted up. "Why should we stick to classical methods and tie
ourselves down to the frightful downess of nature? Our liveswouldn't belong enough, working with
animated plasma. We could try amore daring experiment--in-
troduce Lumen into acomplex biologica organism.” "Y ou want to create achimera, amonster?' "We're
not talking about fables, Marina"

"And when | say mondter,” sheinterrupted, "I know what you're aming at. First you want to reanimate
adead frog--then asaurian. A manisout of the question, luckily, unless you start working on anatomical
pieces. But even with afrog it would be dangerous, because we know nothing about Lumen's
characterigtics. Do you want to turn a batrachian with an atomic brain loose on the universe? Enough
atrocities. Come have your breskfagt.”

Hedid not seem to hear. Insde, he put on hisairsuit.
"Where are you going?' Marinademanded.

"Therésaheavinessintheair,” he said absently. "That meansa storm. I'm going to turn on the
cosmic-ray projectors. The experiment ought to be interesting, if----"

Therest waslost in the hissing of the thick steam that rose from the ground, the furious crackling of
bursting sepas---~e whole prelude of aterrible symphony. Nevel walked away like an automaton, and
at the same moment Spicarose in an orange mist that concentrated itsfires. Sky and earth took on the
color and amost the consistency of lead, and the forest was no more than ahideous
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backdrop, placed there centuries ago, for atragedy. When the young
scientist came back, violet tornado shapes linked the sky with the
plateau. Nearby, the ocean boomed. The Nevels knew the hurricanes
of Nyx, compared to which terrestrial cyclones were mere breezes,
they hurried to seal the doors and close the shutters, transforming
their houseinto an airtight unit, as closely sealed as a spaceship.

Just asthelast shidd did into place, agiant fern shattered itsalf on the roof. Marinaturned on the
periscopic screen: sheloved storms. Out there it was an inferno, madness unchained. Purple balls of
lightning were bounding under the horsetails. The enormous sun was only a pae spot anong the cataracts
and whirlwinds, and tresses of vines lashed the screen like floating hair. Findly anew tornado arrived,
whirling giant saurians and the trunks of mimosas three meters off the ground, and the screen suddenly
stopped working. In the abrupt darknessinside the house, the last note of arecord Lorris had put on
trembled for amoment in the air--amusic that spoke of a ship scudding before the storm, of a
hyperborean ocean, and of two loverslinked by fate. Silence followed. Then, with terrible distinctness,
the Nevels heard atapping in Morse on the shuttered door:
S.O.S.
Instantly they were on their feet. A living being was struggling there, in torment! A human cast away
on Nyx was cdling for help.
Quicker than Lorris, Marinawasin front of thedoor. "Don't openit,” shecried, "it may be atrap!"
Asdways, sheinterposed herself between him and the unknown, between him and the hogtile,
dangerousworld ....
"Remember, we hardly know this planet at all. Remember the sto-
riesthe explorerstold--al those living sands, the plants that kill--" The signas were growing weaker.
"Yourecrazy," sad Lorris. "Our firgt duty isto help any intelligent being in danger.”
"Intelligent? How do you know?"
"It usesuniversd Sgnals”
She clung to the man's shoulders, trembling, "Don't open it! I'm afraid--1 don't know why!"
Assuddenly asit had begun, the tapping stopped. Tearing himsalf away from the too-soft arms, Lorris
did back the pand. A purple flash of lightning lit up the landscape.
It was aterrible moment, the calm at the heart of the storm. In full daylight, the mad planet was
shrouded in darkness. Amid the whirlwinds and el ectric discharges arose aNyx of the Tertiary, fantadtic,
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with its mud aboil. Cataracts tumbled down the mountains. Against the pale blotch of Spica, the
megaopolis held up its haunting profile.

At the doorsill, Nevel ran into two bodies. The man, burnt, unrecognizable--a black and red mask,
convulsed with pain--had falen fulMength. Even in death, hisarmsweretightly clagped around achild, a
slhouette of wax and mother-of-pearl, covered with amantle of long golden hair. She did not seem
wounded, but Nevel, bending over her, could not hear her heartbeat. He lifted her: she was heavy and
aready cold. The charred dead man seemed to stare at L orris with reproach this dead man who, after a
gelar shipwreck, had made hisway through the Neozoic jungle and al itstraps, with hischild in his
ams.

Nevel was seized with remorse.

At that ingtant, the cataclysm broke out anew. An immense line of fire cut the firmament in half, and the
lightning struck the dome of the laboratory. Picking up the young body in hisarms, the scientist threw
himsalf back into the house and closed the pandl.

"She'sonly achild," hesaid. "And I'm afraid she's dead.”

They did everything they could for her. In the end they had to give up. The girl, who might have been
fifteen, wore abracelet with her name: Y. Ross. It was a name everyone knew. The Tecimocrat's ship
had landed on Nyx, to be met by the hurricane. But why had he come to this demented planet? No one
could give them the answer; and, bending over the lovely corpse, Marinaand Lorris gave no thought to
their own disaster or the destruction of the laboratory.

The storm lasted twenty-four hours and ended as suddenly asit had begun. Nevel went out and surveyed
ascene of desolation. In two days and nights, Nyx had regressed ageologica age. The ancient ruins
wereflattened. Only afew edifices of indestructible jade or onyx were still standing, here and there--and
the green statue on the roof of the temple.

"Stay here,” Nevd said to hiswife. "I'll go and seeif therés anything left worth saving.” He pointed to
thelaboratory, which was virtudly obliterated. "Afterward, well have to bury thosetwo .... "

It wasimpossible to preserve the bodies. Lorris had no ideawhat condition the electronic ingtallations
werein. Probably everything had been broken, ripped apart. He left, and Marinawas a one with the
young dead girl. Thistime she had not protested. Shefdt strangely humble and guilty, and she searched
for excuses. "Actu-
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dly," shetold hersdf, "we couldn't redly do anything for them: the
child was dready dead when the man arrived, only to die him-
«f L
Then, once more, she put aside these usdessrationalizations: the
past was the past; they had to live and face the future. What were
their own chances of surviva?
"We havethis housg, intact, and the provisonsin the cellar; we
have our airsuits, alight rifle, adisntegrator which | don't know
how to use. Therifle has aradioactive bead alittle too large; the
other day, | shot at asaurian that was carrying off amouffion. |
killed abig lizard, but the flesh of the mouffion was radioactive, unfit
to eat. I've got to ask Lorristo fix the bead ....If we manageto
repair an interplanetary transmitter, well haveto try to reach Earth.
They'll evacuate us, probably. | wont likethat at al."
Shewas happy on Nyx, with Lorris. She didn't mind the storms. She made her rounds as usud,
corrected an excess of ozonein theair, turned on the climatizers, and inspected the storeroom.
Everything was apparently in order. But when she went back to the living room, a strange, oppressive
feeling came over her: afeding she had had once before, asif someone were watching her, withdrawn
and curious.
She turned mechanicaly: the child's body, which they had placed on afolding bed in the comer of the
room, had not moved. But the sheet that covered it had dipped down, reveding aface as white as cherry
blossoms, as snow, as the abyss---and immense, wide-open eyes.

They were strange, those eyes, between their long lashes like fringes of black velvet; they were vast and
clear like the spangled sky of Nyx, and they were certainly not human. "If the eements could see, they
would look likethat," thought Marina, stunned.

Automaticaly she moved forward. But suddenly the girl's body under the sheet made a sinuous
movement of withdrawa--like a supple and flexuous animd retresting. Exactly that kind o/motion.
Tmlosing my mind," said Mainato hersdlf, umen. At thein-

"L
gant the lightning struck the [aboratory, was there aLumen under
the cosmic-ray projector? A quantum of life that escaped, settled elsewhere, in this corpse?’
Even her thoughts stopped, frozen with horror.
Cdl Lorris? She had awaystried to shield him from the outside world. Besides, she was not sure how

he would react.
No, she preferred to solve the problem aone. She straightened, and walked toward the child.
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Then without abregth, in asingle squirm, the dender body rolled off the bed and flattened itsdlf against
thewalil. Thefixed, terrible eyes sared at Maring, eyesin which wavered the origind light; and through
the tunne of that stare, she entered the world of genesis, fabulous, a prodigioudly ancient life---dating
from before dl mordity and dl differentiation.

Marina understood that a new species had appeared on Nyx. She did not know her own powers as
yet, not al her muscles obeyed her, probably she did not even have a voice---but all that was a matter of
development, of acclimatization.

For she could no longer doubt. Escaped from the shattered laboratory, Lumen had sought a host--and
she had indtinctively chosen the most complex organism.

From that moment, two forces struggled within Marina: scientific curiosity and terror born of repulsion.
The second had al but won. Her human hands were aready stretched out to destroy the horrible
fascinating creature, when Lorris came back. Hisfirst wordswere: "Shelsdivel”

Impulsively he threw himself down toward the cot behind which swayed the huddied form. Marina
wanted to cry out, "Don't touch her. That isn't ahuman child .... It's| don't know what kind of horror that
we've created by accident, and we ought to destroy it beforeit beginsto do harm ... ™

But her frozen lips did not move. Mute, immobile, she watched Neve bend over, lift the radiant little
idol and her riches of golden hair.

Helaid her down on the bed and examined her, unessy.

"Shefel," hesaid. "How did that happen? Her eyes are open, but can she speak, can she hear? She's
al giff."

Asif in response to these anxious questions, the body lost itsrigidity, it shivered, thefragilearms
unfolded, rose like wings, and settled in acool collar upon the shoulders of the leaning man.

Marinacried out--at long last: "Kill it! It'samonster, without a soul or amind?

Without amind?. . .
From the instant when the spark of primitivelife glittered in the
cosmic darkness, Lumen had perceived and assmilated the universe. In her fashion.
Could the term "mental process’ be applied to the dow concentric waves--the circular movement of
electrons around their nucleus? Cogito, ergo sum. Turning the ancient Terran wisdom to her own use,
Lumen lived, therefore she thought.



The Best from the Rest of the Worm 261

It was not amonologue. Neither time nor space existed as yet for
the unfinished creature. An occasiona datum or image sprang up
from the prima source. Little by little, alogic took shape. Beyond
that was the darkness, the absolute void.

(Marinawould have been chilled with terror, if she could have en-
tered that abyss peopled with amorphous figures, vague ideas--
formlessmongters, fill lost in achaosasold asthe universe))
Lumen'sthought:

| am. | have always been. Or at least I've been part of something

U- U primordid, eternd. It was like an ocean into which endlesdy
flowsadl that isessentidly life: light, matter, and maotion. Aninfini-
tesmal atom, | waslost in the universal symphony.

| was taken out of my environment, hurled into the darkness. |

was cold. And also... | don't know the word--when one retracts
before an opposing principle. Y es---fear. Then the world exploded.
It was horrible. | wanted to diffuse, dissolve mysdlf, but something
captured me, like amagnet.

It was suffering aterrible agony. Hot, red energy was pouring out
of itintorrents. | fell aside, but then it grew cold. | labored in that
ice, inthat darkness....

Now thereislight again. A narrow container condenses and re-
grainsme.--me, limitless, diffuse, anebulogty. There arethingsl
can't grasp. | haven't succeeded in moving this matrix of fragileflesh.
But that will come. | canfed it.

The contrary principle takes on ashape, too. The negative pole. |
seeit ("they" call that "seeing"). Thereisaword dso for thisbun-
dleof intuition and nerves. "awoman."

Silence. Hide. She wantsto destroy me. Why? Sheislarge and
powerful. Run. My body does not obey me. Slip down, fal... The
positive principle enters. When heisthere, dl iswell, our two ener-
gies communicate. But there must be a contact: he must come closer.
| manageto loosen my rays.., or are they tentacles?| cling to him.
The woman cries out. She wantsto kill me.....

Marina had screamed at him. Now she realized that L orris had never looked at her so coldly. She
stepped back involuntarily, put her handsto her bleeding mouth.

"You'recrazy," he said, ashe had said once before in the uproar of the storm, while ahand stiffening
with gpproaching death rapped at the door of their shelter. "The child has just come out of acoma; think
of the shock she's been through!’, His voice softened. "Y ou're suffering from shock, too, | think. Takea
sedative and lie down. Y ou'll see, nothing nicer could have happened to us. now weve got
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alittle human sster. Y ou won't be lone anymore, when I'm away .... "
"No!" Marinacried. "It's Lumen!”

Helooked at her uneadly. "By heaven, | wonder if the shock hasn't affected you more than | thought!
Ligten to me, Marina. The lab was struck by lightning, then flooded by rain--everything is damaged,
burned, or waterlogged. The experimenta tank isfull of muddy water. Thereé's no more Lumen. And no
possibility of recondtituting the environment. Doesthat satisfy you?”

With her back against the wall, Marina had managed to take down a corroded hatchet Nevel had
brought back from the megalopolis. She brandished it, trying to strike the light-creature. Quick as
lightning, the creature did away and huddlied againgt the wall. The wegpon flashed through the air. Lorris
had not had time enough to intervene: alittle blood spurted from Lumen'stemple; she fell back,
motionless, in her glory of golden hair.

Nevel strode forward. He was pale with anger.
"If thisishow it'sgoing to be," hesaid, "I'11 lock you up.”
"I'myour wife, Lorrid"

"Y es, and an attempted murderer. A dead man left this child on our doorstep; we have aresponsibility
to her. Comeon.”

Heled her into their room. She went without protest, inert, emptied of her rage. Her act seemed to her
odious and grotesque. Nevel closed the door on her and locked it, without aword. When she was
locked in, she wanted to explain; she cried out, banged the wall. No one answered. Then she cameto
her senses, went to the medicine chest and took out a sedative.

Lords had returned to the girl, who seemed to have fainted. He looked frantically for aglass, some
winein the refrigerator, and finally settled for ashort, squat flask of crysta in the shape of awine-skin,
containing agolden liquor which he tasted as a precaution. Yes, it wasjust right for achild: aswveet
Terran wine, thymescented, "a sort of herb wine," he thought, pursued by avague recollection, alegend
or afew piercing notes of music that spoke of agreen ocean. This couldn't harm anybody. The one
mouthful he had swallowed was cool as autumn air, but deep within it therewas ahidden fire. Lords
knelt beside the girl's ftill body and forced the liquor drop by drop between her teeth. Lovely and
terrible, the creature surged up in blood and gold, and he found himself staring into acharming inverted
face, the spangled ocean of her eyes, and her lipslike afruit waiting to be bitten. A strange firewasin
him, an ingnuating warmth--it seemed to Neve that he was coming hometo
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theworld for which he was made, a distant shore, aforgotten coun-
try.
He bent down. Theflowing hair smelled like honey. The mouth
had the salt taste of spray.

vV

Marina awoke with astart. Damn that sedative! Or had she taken an overdose.9 She had dept asif she
had been poleaxed. Her memory was blurred, but her hand automeatically explored Lorriss vacant place
on the pillow. Then that awful day came back to her, in dl its details, with an intolerable clarity. She got
out of bed and ran to the door. It was no longer locked: Nevel must have comein to make sure hiswife
was adeep.
Theliving room was empty.

It was the pleasant hour before Spicasrising. The air, freshened by rain, smelled of seaweed, of the
jungle. No doubt L orris had gone

out to prospect in the ruins, without hisairsult. And Lumen had disappeared. Lumen...

Suddenly Marinafdt terribly weak. Her hand reached for the crystal flask that had contained an
ancient liquor, awild dixir given to her by her grandmother. There was alegend attached to that wine,

but she had forgotten it. The flask was empty.

For an instant Marina had a sharp, terrible sense of doneness. She knew she had logt Lorris... had he
ever redly exigted, that blond rider of chimeras? He had comeinto her life, carried her off beyond the
void, the stellar eddies, nebulas, then he had disappeared again into nothingness. And Marinawas | eft
alone on ademented planet, where mysterious life roamed among the tree-ferns.

She had to make an effort to control herseff. Moving asif in adream, she put on her airsuit, took
down fromitsrack thelight rifle, useful in spite of itstoo-large radioactive bead. It felt comforting in her
hand. Sheleft the house and followed her ingtinct, or rather a subconscious strain of music, evoking
another fiat beach, a greener ocean. The path under the horsetails descended toward the ocean,
glittering with athousand stars. Marina came to the shore. Thiswas the place.

They werelying on the white sand; she, covered with the flowing, sparkling manfie of her golden hair.
(How had they ever mistaken



u
264
The Best from the Rest of the Worm

her for achild?) Long and dender, she gleamed like apearl. Never had Lorris gazed at hiswife with such
dolorousrapture. He had laid his disintegrator between them. Their hands did not touch.

The waves died at their feet in a silken murmur, and the whole world was mysterious and pure, as at
the dawn of its creation, when life emerged from the sea.

Marinabit her wrist to suppress a convulsive shudder; she leaned against a boulder--aimed fired.

She knew the secondary radiations had not spared Nevel. For the moment, that made her task easier.
On the sand, the dark trace of adender body faded away immediately. Marina sighed with relief: that
wasthelast of Lumen!

Lorriswas only stunned. She hunted up an intact carrier and took him back to the house. When he
revived, she claimed total ignorance.

Lumen? But he knew perfectly well that the tornado had destroyed their ingtdlation. Therewas no
way of re-creating the essential conditions of the experiment, and they could not contact Earth.

Y es, acosmic storm had swept Nyx. No doubt that accounted for this abrupt change in evolution;
they must take that into account in future experiments. Y es, aship had crashed, and they had found the
bodies of Terrans. One of them was even buried under the giant horsetail in the clearing. A man.
Afterward? Nevel had been sick. That wasal.

Bitterly, tirdesdy, shewove around him the veil of forgetfulness. Lorriswas very wesk and could
hardly get up. One day when Marinahad gone out, he dipped, as he often did, into a state of
semiconsciousness. His hand, dangling off the bed, brought up along golden hair, clotted with dried
blood. He heard a piercing melody and glimpsed theicy sparkle of the stars on the sea.

When Marina came back, he asked, ""Was someone wounded here? | found this near the bed.”

Marinaturned away, pretending not to hear. Therewas a certain crudty in her action, but he had been
cruel firgt. Timewason her sde. Time...

In the ruins of the laboratory, she found an interplanetary transmitter, most intact, and destroyed it.

Meanwhile, shetook devoted care of Lorrisand led the primitive life of apioneer. Since the hurricane
had ruined the cultivable area of the camp, she had to hoard their stores of food. Out hunting, or fishing,
shetook the path to the ruins. A strange, relentless youth-
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fulness drove her to climb the eroded walls of buildings, legp into the pits that had been cdllars, swim
across ponds that had been swvimming pools. She learned to go by night, with a spear, for big purblind
fish that shunned the light of Spica. Nevertheless, certain street corners, certain fishing ponds made her
uneasy: adim glow wavered there.

She had never fdlt so light, so brisk. Except for stabbing headaches, accompanied by adight swelling
of the eydids and temples, she seemed to have grown habituated to the climate of Nyx.

In her longer and longer expeditionsinto the jungle, she formed the habit of taking the temple as her
reference point. Built of green and white jade, dmost veinless, it was probably the most ancient structure
in the city, and the one that had best withstood the assault of the eements. And the statue of the goddess
was dwaysthere. Marinasmiled at it each time she passed.

Until onetime.

At one of those Nyxian dawns---one of those rare moments when the world lived between the heavy
darkness and the intolerable glare of day--Marinawas coming back across the megal opolis. Her bag
was empty. Her rifle had begun to jam, and she still could not manage the heavy disintegrator. (Without
her redlizing it, everything was faling apart at the Sation. Machineswere out of order, rusting to pieces,
she had restored the ectricity, but there were short-circuitsin the eectronic brain; atenacious mold
covered thewadlls, and Marinatook al thiswith astonishing lightness, asif shetoo werereturning to
childhood.)

Finding hersdf before abasin strewn with waterlilies, whose smooth, dark waters trembled gently, she
thought perhaps she could spear some of the huge batrachians that swarmed among the green leaves.
She legped up onto the curb, and the surface of the water reflected her with pitiless precision: ragged
clothes, her body strangdly thickened, but endowed with a savage agility, and childish face with an
unsightly tumor on the forehead.

She had not even redized that the cdlls had proliferated. She felt
only the sharp pang: thiswas how Lorris saw her.Indeed, she must have become ahorror to him!

At the same moment or nearly, under asky of gold, her contracted pupils met the gaze of the goddess
on her jade pedestd, lit by the green glow that penetrated the undergrowth.

Shewas dways there, immovable and victorious; the sheath of microorganisms had not succeeded in
destroying the perfect harmony
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of her features. Great eyes opened in the touching softness of her face, like gulfsin which wavered a
dreadful living glow. She had seen

the birth and degath of worlds; and she had survived them.Sheweas.., life.

In the uncertain glow of dawn, Marinathought she saw afaint smile curvethefull lips.

Shefled, because the thick hammering of blood in her temples was taking on aform, a meaning.
Scattered through the night, emitted by al that trembles, lives, breathes-mosses, algae in the marsh,
willso'-the-wigp--she sensed the thoughts of the creature she had vainly tried to destroy ...
Lumen'sthoughts:

Sheisthere. She wanted to kill me. She succeeded, or amost. I'velost my host again, and it'sdl the
more dreadful because I'm differentiated. She has taken me away from him--the positive pole toward
whom | yearn, with whom | must melt together to form awhole,

Cadt out into the icy darkness, my need to expand and disperse mysdf draws me toward the abyss.
But then, | know, | would lose him forever--our one contact was so brief. So | stay here, clinging to the
infinitely small, to plants, to certain mineraswhich they pene-
trate. Chained. Trapped by the matter which holds me. | exigt. | will not die unlessitiswith him. | exis. |
will not die except with him.

My siblings, my sisters (for we are born spontaneoudy, now that the laboratory has been destroyed)
do not know why they are. They wander with the phosphorescences over the edgrass, they sway with
the seaweedsin the depths..... | cling to stones devoured by moss.

Itisblack and cold. High in the Sky, | am immobile and cannot lift
my limbs of jade and onyx.
But | an il beautiful. And | love him.

Vv

Marinaswild flight had taken her toward the pools she normally avoided, to the left of the camp. For a
moment, she thought she felt an enormous, hostile presence. A monster was at her hedls. Reeds crackled
in the marsh, and immense jets of water spurted. She would not let hersalf look back. She ran.

It was when she emerged into the clearing, across from installations, that she saw the ceratosaur.
A waking mountain, preceded by alittle head, flat and malevo-
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lent, horribly fanged. Marinafired her rifle with trembling hands. A feeble spark sorang out; the charge
was exhausted. She screamed.

What occurred then, in the old days, on Earth, would have been called amiracle. The door of the
house opened, and L orris sprang out, armed, clad in hisiridescent breastplate. The knight of legend had
returned. Leaning againgt the wall to mask hisweakness, he raised the disintegrator to his shoulder and
fired.

For amoment, at the edge of the empty clearing, Marina believed that Nyx had shown its power, that
time had redlly turned backward .... She was saved, Lorris had never been struck by the radioactive
discharge, her wonderful, impossible life was about to begin again! But Lorris, having destroyed the
ceratosaur, |et the weapon fall.

Hesad, "I'm going to die. Marina. Whereis Lumen?"

She had the strength to say, with swallen, icy lips "Who isthat?' Y ou know very wdll. Life. Our
life--animating that child.” Marina chose her words with cold crudlty, like alittle girl who bresks atoy
ddiberately: "I burned the body she stole. She has no more form. She can't see or hear. Eveniif you
cdaled her, shewouldn't come!”

"All," hesaid, "that'swhat | wanted to know .... "

Then he bent his knees and, dowly, like someone who has long ago taken the measure of his death
and of the earth where hewill deep, helaid histemple on the sill and stretched out. For along instant,
Marinaremained motionless and mute. The satdllites of Nyx, asthey set, cast an iridescent light on the
paleform, lying acrossthe sill, and suddenly the Terran woman heard aheavy step---a crackling of
mimosas and ferns that no ceratosaur could have made.

The purple sun of Spicarose over the horizon, and in its diffuse clarity, Marina, inexorably diminished,
saw that enormous thing she could never understand: a stone, afigure of jade---worn, covered with
green moss--that emerged from the forest and walked toward the dead man.

That bent its knees and lay down beside him, mouth to mouth, motionlessforever.
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