INTRODUCTION

Though it is contrary to my general practice to intro-

duce my own works, I decided to say a few words to go
before this collection and some before each story itself
because I have put this one together out of materials

drawn from the beginning, middle and recent sections of

the eighteen-year period I have been writing. I have
changed during that time, a condition I share with the
world around me, and I redden now or blanche (as the

case my be) to read over much that I once considered
adequate. For this reason, there are dozens of stories that
I prefer keeping interred beneath bright covers in yel-
lowing sheets, stories that 1 will never willingly see re-
printed. I feel some affection for the ones I have gathered
here, however, and I will say some things about them in

the proper places.

The nature of my work and my working habits shifted
radically in the late 60's, when I went in more heavily
for the writing of novels. I had started out as a short
story writer, and I still enjoy writing short stories
though I no longer do nearly as many as I used to in a
year's time. The reason is mainly economic. I went full-
time in the late 60's, and it is a fact of writing life that,
word for word, novels work harder for their creators

when it comes to providing for the necessities and joys of
existence. Which would sound cold and cynical, except

that I enjoy writing novels, too.

I have no desire to explain, attempt to justify or apol-
ogize for anything that I have written. I have always felt
that a story should be able to deal with such matters
itself. My individual forepieces are intended only to place
them within the context of my own evolving experience
—which makes this an autobiographical work for me, if

not for anyone else.

So, to even things up and answer a number of re-
quests, I'll tell you a little about myself (purely subjec-
tive, not dust jacket material)-—

If I couldn't write worth a damn, I think I'd like to
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own a hardware store. I've long been fascinated by the
enormous varieties of tools used to maintain our society,
as well as the clips, hinges, pins, brads, screws, pulleys,
wires, chains, clamps and pipes that hold it together. Not
to mention the putty, piaster, cement and paint that keep
it looking well io places. Even more than a book store,
where I probably wouldn't get to read much anyway, I
believe that I could have been fairly happy m a good
general hardware shop,

But then, I would probably open late and stay open



late because I'm a night person- I prefer sunsets to sun-
rises. I pick up steam in the late hours. I've probably
done most of my best writing after midnight.

There is a group of writers living within about a 100-
mile diameter circle around here who get together once a
month for lunch. On one such occasion, Stephen Donald-

son asked me what book by someone else I wished I had
written. I gave him a quick answer which seemed ap-
propriate at the moment. I thought about it later, though,
and changed my mind. Something like War and Peace or
Ulysses, while impressive or dazzling, massively tragic or
comic and invested with tons of scholarly and lay mana
would only be egotistical choices, not things that I could
have enjoyed writing as well as enjoyed having written—

if I were able. I got it down to two books—one tragic,

one comic—and I couldn't decide between them: Mal-

raux's Man's Fate and Norman Douglas' South Wind. I

have nothing deeply philosophical to say about either of
them here, just a wistful bit of self-revelation and an
attempt to answer Steve's question honestly in a place
where I am talking about myself, anyway.

The most encouraging thing I have seen in recent years

was nothing at all. That is to say, nothing where I had
expected to see something. Back m 1975, I visited Trinity
Site, which is open to the public one day a year. It had
been some thirty years since the first atomic bomb was
detonated over that hot, dusty, windy plain. A long line
of cars was met by a military escort at a shopping center
north of Alamogordo and taken some seventy miles out

into the White Sands Missile Range. We finally parked,
disembarked and walked to Ground Zero. There was

realty nothing to see. I had read how that first blast had
left a crater of fused aluminum silicates twenty-five feet
deep and a quarter-mile across. It was gone. The desert
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winds had filled it in, the desert plants (unmutated) had
taken root above it. The radiation level was only slightly
above normal background. The place looked pretty much

like parts of my backyard. After a moment's disappoint-
ment at the absence of a spectacle following the long
drive, I suddenly felt elated as I realized how completely
the earth had recovered in the span of a single genera-
tion, Life's resilience.

Some years ago, a scientist who was planning on

beaming some television pictures outward, in an attempt

to communicate something concerning us and our ways to
whatever might be watching the late show, asked me

to suggest some of the content for the program. Along

with a lot of predictable technical and social stuff, I re-
call suggesting a symphony orchestra with closeups of the
individual instruments being played, sailboats and—I be-
lieve—a flight of hot air balloons—as these seemed three



sorts of objects where form has been so perfectly and
uniquely married to function that our tools have become
works of art—which I suppose puts even my esthetic
thinking into a kind of Platonic hardware store.

I enjoy being a writer and I even like the paperwork.
That's enough about the author. Here are the stories.

PASSION PLAY

This was my first published story, as it states below. A
while back, Jonathan Ostrowsky-Lantz, the editor of
Unearth: The Magazine of Science Fiction Discoveries—

a noble publication dedicated to the encouragement of

new science fiction writers—began a policy of reprinting
first stories by professionals in the area, along with
introductory essays by the authors telling how the stories
came to be written and including some advice to begin-
ning writers.

For whatever such a preface may be worth in this
place, 1*11 cause it to occur between here and the story
itself—

INTRODUCTION

I had wanted to write for many years, but did not

have an opportunity until I had completed my master's
thesis and taken a job with the government. I was
assigned to an office in Dayton, Ohio for training, and I
reported there on February 26, 1962. As I had decided

to try writing science fiction, I spent a week reading all
the current science fiction magazines and some random
paperbacks. I then sat down and began writing, every
evening, turning out several stories a week and sending
them off to the magazines. I drew a number of rejection
slips, and then in March I received a note from Cele
Goldsmith at Ziff-Davis, saying that she was buying this
story, "Passion Play." It appeared in the August, 1962
issue of Amazing Stories.

Whether it actually was or was not, it seemed to me

an almost classic case of applied insight, because I had
done something right before I wrote it which I had not
done before. I had gathered together all of my rejected
stories and spent an evening reading through them to see
whether I could determine what I was doing wrong. One
thing struck me about all of them: I was overexplaining.
I was describing settings, events and character motiva-

THE LAST DEFENDER OF CAMELOT 5

tions in too much detail. I decided, in viewing these
stories now that they had grown cold, that I would find it
insulting to have anyone explain anything to me at that
length. I resolved thereafter to treat the reader as I would
be treated myself, to avoid the unnecessarily explicit, to



use more indirection with respect to character and moti-
vation, to draw myself up short whenever I felt the
tendency to go on talking once a thing had been shown.

Fine. That was my resolution. I still had to find a story
idea to do it with, as I was between stories just then.
Now, I do not know how other people do it, but there is

a certain receptive state of mind that I switch on when

I am looking for a short story notion. This faculty is
dulled when I am working on a novel, as I Usually am

these days, so that if I want it now it generally takes me
a full day to set up the proper mental climate. It comes
faster if I am between books. Whatever, in those days I
kept it turned on almost all the time.

The government wanted everyone in my class to have

a physical examination. They gave me the forms and I

drove up to Euclid over a weekend to see the closest

thing we had to a family doctor, to have him complete

them. When I sat down in his waiting room, I picked

up a copy of Life and began looking through it. Partway
along, I came upon a photospread dealing with the death

of the racing driver Wolfgang von Tripps. Something

clicked as soon as I saw it, and just then the doctor called
me in for the checkup. While I was breathing for him

and coughing and faking knee jerks and so forth, I saw

the entire incident that was to be this short short. I could
have written it right then. My typewriter was in Dayton,
though, and I'd the long drive ahead of me. The story

just boiled somewhere at the back of my mind on the

way down, and when I reached my apartment I headed

straight for the typewriter and wrote it through. I even
walked three blocks to a mailbox in the middle of the

night, to get it sent right away.

Cele's letter of acceptance was dated March 28, almost
a month after I'd begun writing. Strangely, the day that
it arrived I had gotten the idea for what was to be my

next sale ("Horseman!", Fantastic Stories, August, 1962).
I returned the contracts on "Passion Play" and followed
them with "Horseman!" 1 sold fifteen other stories that

year. I was on my way.
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I cannot really say whether I owe it to that resolution

I made on reviewing my rejects, but it felt as if I did and
I have always tried to keep the promise I made that day
about not insulting the reader's intelligence.

Another factor did come into operation after I sold

this story. It is a subtle phenomenon which can only be
experienced. I suddenly felt like a writer. "Confidence"

is a cheap word for it, but I can't think of a better one.
That seems the next phase in toughening one's writing—

a kind of cockiness, an "I've done it before" attitude. This
feeling seems to feed something back into the act of compo-



sition itself, providing more than simple assurance. Actual
changes in approach, structure, style, tone, began to occur
for me almost of their own accord. Noting this, I began

to do it intentionally. I made a list of all the things I
wanted to know how to handle and began writing them

into my stories. This is because I felt that when you

reach a certain point as a writer, there are two ways you
can go. Having achieved an acceptable level of compe-

tence you can keep producing at that level for the rest

of your life, quite possibly doing some very good work.

Or you can keep trying to identify your weaknesses, and
then do something about them. Either way, you should

grow as a writer—but The second way is a bit more
difficult, because it is always easier to write around a
weakness than to work with it, work from it, work through
it. It takes longer, if nothing else. And you may fall on
your face. But you might learn something you would not

have known otherwise and be better as a result.

These are the things I learned, or fancy I learned, from
"Passion Play" and its aftereffects. I do have one other
thing to say, though, which came to me slowly, much
later, though its roots are tangled somewhere here:

Occasionally, there arises a writing situation where you
see an alternative to what you are doing, a mad, wild
gamble of a way for handling something, which may

leave you looking stupid, ridiculous or brilliant—you just
don't know which. You can play it safe there, too, and
proceed along .the route you'd mapped out for yourself.

Or you can trust your personal demon who delivered that
crazy idea in the first place.

Trust your demon.
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At the end of the season of sorrows comes the time of
rejoicing. Spring, like a well-oiled clock, noiselessly indi-
cates this time. The average days of dimness and moisture
decrease steadily in number, and those of brilliance and

cool air begin to enter the calendar again. And it is good
that the wet times are behind us, for they rust and corrode
our machinery; they require the most intense standards of
hygiene.

With all the bright baggage of spring, the days of the
Festival arrive. After the season of Lamentations come

the sacred stations of the Passion, then the bright Festival
of Resurrection, with its tinkle and clatter, its exhaust
fumes, sorched rubber, clouds of dust, and its great prom-
ise of happiness.

We come here each year, to the place, to replicate a
classic. We see with our own lenses the functioning prom-
ise of our creation. The time is today, and I have been
chosen.



Here on the sacred grounds of Le Mans I will perform
every action of the classic which has been selected. Be-
fore the finale I will have duplicated every movement
and every position which we know occurred. How fortu-
nate! How high the honor!

Last year many were chosen, .but it was not the same.

Their level of participation was lower. Still, I had wanted
so badly to be chosen! I had wished so strongly that I,
too, might stand beside the track and await the flaming
Mercedes.

But I was saved for this greater thing, and all lenses
are upon me as we await the start. This year there is
only one Car to watch-number 4, the Ferrari-analog.

The sign has been given, and the rubber screams; the
smoke balloons like a giant cluster of white grapes, and
we are moving. Another car gives way, so that I can drop
into the proper position. There are many cars, but only
one Car.

We scream about the turn, in this great Italian classic
of two centuries ago. We run them all here, at the place,
regardless of where they were held originally.

"Oh gone masters of creation," I pray, "let me do it
properly. Let my timing be accurate. Let no random var-
iable arise to destroy a perfect replication."

The dull gray metal of my arms, my delicate gyro-
THE LAST DEFENDER OF CAMELOT

scopes, my special gripping-hands, all hold the wheel in
precisely the proper position as we roar into the straight-
away.

How wise the ancient masters were! When they knew

they must destroy themselves in a combat too mystical
and holy for us to understand, they left us these cere-
monies, in commemoration of the Great Machine. All

the data was there: the books, the films, all; for us to
find, study, learn, to know the scared Action.

As we round another turn, I think of our growing cities,
our vast assembly lines, our iube-bars, and our beloved
executive computer. How great all things are! What a
well-ordered day! How fine to have been chosen!

The tires, little brothers, cry out, and the pinging of

small stones comes from beneath. Three-tenths of a sec-

ond, and I shall depress the accelerator an eighth of an
inch further.

R-7091 waves to me as I enter the second lap, but I



cannot wave back. My finest functioning is called for at
this time. All the special instrumentation which has been
added to me will be required in a matter of seconds.

The other cars give way at precisely the right instant.
I turn, I slide. I crash through the guard rail.

'Turn over now, please!" I pray, twisting the wheel,
"and bum."

Suddenly we are rolling, skidding, upside-down. Smoke
fills the Car.

To the crashing noise that roars within my receptors,
the crackle and lick of flames is now added.

My steel skeleton—collapsed beneath the impact-
stresses. My lubricants—burning. My lenses, all but for a
tiny area—shattered.

My hearing-mechanism still functions weakly.

Now there is a great hom sounding, and metal bodies
rush across the fields.

Now. Now is the time for me to turn off all my func-
tions and cease.

But I will wait. Just a moment longer. I must hear
them say it

Metal arms drag me from the pyre. I am laid aside.
Fire extinguishers play white rivers upon the Car.

Dimly, in the distance, through my smashed receptors,
I hear the speaker rumble:
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"Von Tripps has smashed! The Car is dead!**

A great sound of lamenting rises from the rows of
unmoving spectators. The giant fireproof van arrives on

the field, just as the attendants gain control of the flames.

Four tenders leap out and raise the Car from the
ground. A fifth collects every smouldering fragment.

And I see it all!

"Oh, let this not be blasphemy, pleasel" I pray. "One
instant more'"

Tenderly, the Car is set within the van. The great doors
close.

The van moves, slowly, bearing off the dead warrior,



out through the gates, up the great avenue and past the
eager crowds.

To the great smelter. The Melting Pot!

To the place where it will be melted down, then sent
out, a piece used to grace the making of each new per-
son.

A cry of unanimous rejoicing arises on the avenue.
It is enough, that I have seen all thisi

Happily, I turn myself off.

HORSEMAN'!

Horseman! was my second published story. As with the
previous one (and within a few weeks of that sale), it
was purchased by a lady I met only once—Cele Gold-

smith, a charming person, whose taste I considered im-
peccable. She bought stories from a great number of

now well-known writers at the beginnings of their
careers—Ursula K. Le Guin, Piers Anthony, Thomas

Disch . . . Amazing Stories and Fantastic Adventures

came into an autumn bloom in those final Ziff-Davis days.

This story was suggested to me while driving south on
Route 71 in Ohio, by a pre-storm cloud formation which
resembled a group of horsemen.

~ When he was thunder in the hills the villagers lay
dreaming harvest behind shutters. When he was an ava-

j1 lanche of steel the cattle began to low, mournfully,
IT deeply, and children cried out in their sleep.
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He was an earthquake of hooves, his armor a dark

tabletop of silver coins stolen from the night sky, when
the villagers awakened with fragments of strange dreams

in their heads. They rushed to the windows and flung their
shutters wide.

And he entered the narrow streets, and no man saw
the eyes behind his wvisor.

When he stopped so did time. There was no movement
anywhere.

—Neither was there sleep, nor yet full wakefulness
from the last strange dreams of stars, of blood.

Doors creaked on leather hinges. 0il lamps shivered,
pulsated, then settled to a steady glowing.

The mayor wore his nightshirt and a baggy, tossled



cap. He held the lamp dangerously near his snowy whisk-
ers, rotating a knuckle in his right eye.

The stranger did not dismount. He faced the doorway,
holding a foreign instrument in one hand.

"Who are you, that comes at this hour?"

"I come at any hour—I want directions, I seek my
companions."

The mayor eyed the beast he rode, whiter than his
beard, whiter than snow, than a feather

"What manner of animal is that?"

"He is a horse, he is the wind, he is the steady pound-
ing of surf that wears away rocks. Where are my com-
panions?"

"What is that tool you carry?"

"It is a sword. It eats flesh and drinks blood. It frees
souls and cleaves bodies. Where are my companions?"

"That metal suit you wear, that mask . .. 2"

"Armor and concealment, steel and anonymity—pro-
tection! Where are my companions?"

"Who are they that you seek, and where are you
from?"

"I have ridden an inconceivable distance, past nebulae
that are waterspouts in rivers of stars. I seek the others,
like myself, who come this way. We have an appoint-

ment."

"I have never seen another like yourself, but there are
many villages in the world. Another lies over those hills,"
he gestured in the direction of a distant range, "but it is
two days travel."

THE LAST DEFENDER OF CAMELOT 11
"Thank you, man, I will be there shortly."

The horse reared and made a sound terrible to hear. A
wave of heat, greater than the lamp's, enveloped the
mayor, and a burst of wind raced by, bowing the golden
blades of grass which had not already been trampled.

In the distance, thunder pealed on the slopes of the
hills.

The horseman was gone, but his last words hung upon
the wind:



"Look to the skies tonight!"
The next village was already lighted, like a cluster of
awakened fireflies, when the hooves and steel grew si-

lent before the door of its largest dwelling.

Heads appeared behind windows, and curious eyes
appraised the giant astride his white beast.

This mayor, thin as the gatepost he leaned upon, blew
his nose and held his lantern high.

"Who are you?"

"I have already already wasted too much time with
questions! Have others such as myself passed this way?"

"Yes. They said they would wait atop the highest hill,
overlooking that plain." He pointed down a gentle slope
which ran through miles of fields? stopping abruptly at the
base of a black massif. It rose like a handless arm, turned
to stone, gesturing anywhere.

"There were two," he said. "One bore strange tools,

as you do. The other," he shuddered, "said, 'Look to the
skies, and sharpen your scythes. There will be signs, won-
ders, a call—and tonight the sky will fall.' "

The horseman had already become an after-image, ha-
loed in the sparks thrown from struck cobblestones.

He drew rein atop the highest hill overlooking the
plain, and turned to the rider of the black horse.

"Where is he?" he asked.

"He has not yet arrived."

He regarded the skies and a star fell.

"He will be late."

"Never."

The falling star did not burn out. It grew to the size

of a dinner plate, a house, and bung in the air, exhaling
souls of suns. It dropped toward the plain.

A lightning-run of green crossed the moonless heavens,
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and the rider of the pale green horse, whose hooves make
no sound, drew up beside them.

"You are on time."



"Always," he laughed, and it was the sound of a scythe
mowing wheat.

The ship from Earth settled upon the plain, and the
wondering villagers watched.

Who or what did it bear? Why should they sharpen
their scythes?

The four horsemen waited upon the billtop.
THE STAINLESS STEEL LEECH

There came a point when I was turning out lots of short
stories, so many that Cele suggested running two per
issue to use up my backlog, with a pen name on the

second tale. She suggested Harrison Denmark as the

nom de typewriter. I agreed and this, my first effort at
something slightly humorous, appeared under that by-
line. It never occurred to me that Harry Harrison, living
at the time in Snekkerson, Denmark and author of The
Stainless Steel Rat might somehow be assumed to be the
author. It occurred to Harry, however, and he pub-

lished a letter disclaiming authorship. * I was not certain
he was convinced when I later told him that it had

never occurred to me. But it had never occurred to me.

They're really afraid of this place.

During the day they'll clank around the headstones,

if they're ordered to, but even Central can't make them
search at night, despite the ultras and the infras—and
they'll never enter a mausoleum.

Which makes things nice for me.

They're superstitious; it's a part of the circuitry. They
were designed to serve man, and during his brief time on
earth, awe and devotion, as well as dread, were auto-
matic things. Even the last man, dead Kennington, com-
manded every robot in existence while he lived. His
person was a thing of veneration, and all his orders were
obeyed.

And a man is a man, alive or dead—which is why the
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graveyards are a combination of hell, heaven, and strange
feedback, and will remain apart from the cities so long
as the earth endures.

But even as I mock them they are looking behind the
stones and peering into the gullies. They are searching

for—and afraid they might find-me.

I, the unjunked, am legend. Once out of a million as-



semblies a defective such as I might appear and go un-
detected, until too late.

At will, I could cut the circuit that connected me with
Central Control, and be a free 'bot, and master of my

own movements. I liked to visit the cemeteries, because
they were quiet and different from the maddening stamp-
stamp of the presses and the clanking of the crowds; I
liked to look at the green and red and yellow and blue
things that grew about the graves. And I did not fear these
places, for that circuit, too, was defective. So when I was
discovered they removed my vite-box and threw me on

the junk heap,

But the next day I was gone, and their fear was great.

I no longer possess a self-contained power unit, but

the freak coils within my chest act as storage batteries.
They require frequent recharging, however, and there

is only one way to do that.

The werebot is the most frightful legend whispered

among the gleaming steel towers, when the night wind

sighs with its burden of fears out of the past, from days
when non-metal beings walked the earth. The half-lifes,

the preyers upon order, still cry darkness within the vite-
box of every 'bot.

I, the discontent, the unjunked, live here in Rosewood
Park, among the dogwood and myrtle, the headstones

and broken angels, with Fritz—another legend—in our
deep and peaceful mausoleum.

Fritz is a vampire, which is a terrible and tragic thing.
He is so undernourished that he can no longer move

about, but he cannot die either, so he lies in his casket
and dreams of times gone by. One day, he will ask me

to carry him outside into the sunlight, and I will watch

him shrivel and dim into peace and nothingness and dust.

I hope he does not ask me soon.

We talk. At night, when the moon is full and he feels
strong enough, he tells me of his better days, in places
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called Austria and Hungary, where he, too, was feared
and hunted.

"... But only a stainless steel leech can get blood out

of a stone—or a robot," he said last night. "It is a proud
and lonely thing to be a stainless steel leech—you are
possibly the only one of your kind in existence. Live up
to your reputation! Hound theml Drain theml Leave your
mark on a thousand steel throatsl"

And he was right. He is always right. And he knows



more about these things than I.

"Kenningtoni" his thin, bloodless lips smiled. "Oh,

what a duel we fought! He was the last man on earth,

and I the last vampire. For ten years I tried to drain him.
I got at him twice, but he was from the 0ld Country and
knew what precautions to take. Once he learned of my
existence, he issued a wooden stake to every robot—but

I had forty-two graves in those days and they never found
me. They did come close, though....

"But at night, ah, at night!" he chuckled. "Then things
were reversed! I was the hunter and he the preyl

"I remember his frantic questing after the last few
sprays of garlic and wolfsbane on earth, the crucifix
assembly lines he kept in operation around the clock—
irreligious soul that he was! I was genuinely sorry when
he died, in peace. Not so much because I hadn't gotten
to drain him properly, but because he was a worthy op-
ponent and a suitable antagonist. What a game we
played!"

His husky voice weakened.

"He sleeps a scant three hundred paces from here,
bleaching and dry. His is the great marble tomb by the
gate. . . . Please gather roses tomorrow and place them
upon it."

I agreed that I would, for there is a closer kinship
between the two of us than between myself and any 'hot,
despite the dictates of resemblance. And I must keep my
word, before this day passes into evening and although
there are searchers above, for such is the law of my na-
ture.

"Damn them! (He taught me that word.) Damn

them!" I say. "I'm coming up! Beware, gentle *bots! I
shall walk among you and you shall not know me. I shall
Join in the search, and you will think I am one of you. I
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shall gather the red flowers for dead Kennington, rubbing
shoulders with you, and Fritz will smile at the joke."

I climb the cracked and hollow steps, the east already
Spilling twilight, and the sun half-Udded in the west

I emerge.

The roses live on the wall across the road. From great
twisting tubes of vine, with heads brighter than any rust,
they bum like danger lights on a control panel, but
moistly.



One, two, three roses for Kennington. Four, five...

**What are you doing, 'hot?"
"Gathering roses."

**You are supposed to be searching for the werebot
Has something damaged you?"

**No, I'm all right," I say, and I fix him where he
stands, by bumping against bis shoulder. The circuit com-
pleted, I drain his vile-box until I am filled.
'Tfou are the wereboti" he intones weakly.
He falls with a crash.

Six, seven, eight roses for Kennington, dead
Kennington, dead as the *bot at my feet—more dead—
for he once lived a full, organic life, nearer to Fritz's or
my own than to theirs.
"What happened here, ehot?" '
"He is stopped, and I am picking roses," I tell them.
There are four *bots and an Over.
"It is time you left this place," I say. "Shortly it will
be night and the werebot will walk. Leave, or he will

end you."

"You stopped himi" says the Over. "You are the
wereboti"

I bunch all the flowers against my chest with one arm
and turn to face them. The Over, a large special-order
*bot, moves toward me. Others are approaching from all
directions. He had sent out a call.

"You are a strange and terrible thing," he is saying,
and you must be junked, for the sake of the community."

He seizes me and I drop Kennington's flowers.

I cannot drain him. My coils are already loaded near
their capacity, and he is specially insulated.

There are dozens around me now, fearing and hating.
They will junk me and I will lie beside Kennington.

**Rust in peace," they will say. ... I am sony that I
cannot keep my promise to Fritz.
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"Release himi"



No!
It is shrouded and moldering Fritz in the doorway of

the mausoleum, swaying, clutching at the stone. He al-
ways knows....

"Release himi I, a human, order it"
He is ashen and gasping, and the sunlight is doing
awful things to him.

—The ancient circuits click and suddenly I am free.
"Yes, master," says the Over. "We did not know. ., .*'

"Seize that robotF
He points a shaking emaciated finger at him.
"He is the werebot," he gasps. "Destroy biro! The one

gathering flowers was obeying my orders. Leave him

here with me."
He falls to his knees and the final darts of day pierce

his flesh.
"And got All the rest of you! QuicklyI It is my order
that no robot ever enter another graveyard againi”

He collapses within and I know that now there are
only bones and bits of rotted shroud on the doorstep of

our home.

Pritz has had his final joke—a human masquerade.

I take the roses to Kennington, as the silent *bots file
out through the gate forever, bearing the unprotesting
Overbot with them. I place the roses at the foot of the
monument—Kennington's and Fritz's—the monument of

the last, strange, truly living ones.

Now only I remain unjunked.

In the final light of the sun I see them drive a stake
through the Over's vite-box and bury him at the cross-
roads.

Then they hurry back toward their towers of steel, of

plastic.
I gather up what remains of Fritz and carry him down

to his box. The bones are brittle and silent.

, It is a very proud and very lonely thing to be a



stainless steel leech.
A THING OF TERRIBLE BEAUTY

I rather liked this one when I wrote it, but I don't re-
member why or how I came to write it. Perhaps Ham-

son Denmark had taken on a life of his own. Perhaps

he's that gentleman I see walking along Bishop's Lodge
Road every day, sometimes in both directions....

How like a god of the Epicureans is the audience, at a

time like this! Powerless to alter the course of events, yet
better informed than the characters, they might rise to
their feet and cry out, "Do not!"—but the blinding of
Oedipus would still ensue, and the inevitable knot in
Jocasta*s scarlet would stop her breathing still.

But no one rises, of course. They know better. They,
too, are inevitably secured by the strange bonds of the
tragedy. The gods can only observe and know, they can-
not alter circumstance, nor wrestle with ananke.

My host is already anticipating the thing he calls "ca-
tharsis." My search has carried me far, and my choice
was a good one. Phillip Devers lives in the theater like
a worm lives in an apple, a paralytic in an iron lung.
It is his world.

And I live in Phillip Devers.

For ten years his ears and eyes have been my ears and

eyes. For ten years I have tasted the sensitive preceptions
of a great critic of the drama, and he has never known

it

He has come close—his mind is agile, his imagination
vivid—but his classically trained intellect is too strong,
his familiarity with psychopathology too intimate to per-
mit that final leap from logic to intuition, and an ad-
mission of my existence. At times, before he drops off to
sleep, he toys with the thought of attempting communica-
tion, but the next morning he always rejects it—which is
well. What could we possibly have to say to one an-
other?

—Now that inchoate scream from the dawn of time,
and Oedipus stalks the stage in murky terror!
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How exquisitel
I wish that I could know the other half. Devers says

there are two things in a complete experience—a moving
toward, called pity, and a moving away from, called
terror. It is the latter which I feel, which I have always
sought; I do not understand the other, even when my

host quivers and his vision goes moistly dim.

I should like very much to cultivate the total re-
sponse. Unfortunately, my time here is limited. I have
hounded beauty through a thousand stellar cells, and here
I learned mat a man named Aristotle defined it. It is
unfortunate that I must leave without knowing the entire
experience.

But I am the last. The others have gone. The stars

move still, time runs, and the clock will strike

The ovation is enormous. The resurrected Jocasta bows
beside her red—socketted king, smiling. Hand in hand,
they dine upon our applause—but even pale Tiresias

does not see what I have seen. It is very unfortunate.
And now the taxi home. What time is it in Thebes?

Devers is mixing us a strong drink, which he generally
does oot do. I shall appreciate these final moments all the
more, seen through the prism of his soaring fancy.

His mood is a strange one. It is almost as if he knows
what is to occur at one o'clock—almost as if he knows
what will happen when the atom expands its fleecy chest,
shouldering aside an army of Titans, and the Mediter-
ranean rushes to dip its wine-dark muzzle into the wvacant
Sahara.

But he could not know, without knowing me, and this

time he will be a character, not an observer, when the

thing of terrible beauty occurs.

We both watch the pale gray eyes on the sliding panel.
He takes aspirins in advance whea he drinks, which

means he will be mixing us more.

But his hand ... It stops short of the medicine chest
Framed in the tile and stainless steel, we both regard

reflections of a stranger.



"Good evening."
After .ten years, those two words, and on the eve of the

last performancel

Activating his voice to reply would be rather silly, even
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if I could manage it, and it would doubtless be upsetting.
I waited, and so did he.

Finally, like an organ player, I pedalled and chorded
the necessary synapses:

Good evening. Please go ahead and take your aspirins.
He did. Then he picked up his drink from the ledge,
"I hope you enjoy Martinis."

/ do. Very much. Please drink more.

He smirked at us and returned to the living room.
"What are you? A psychosis? A dybbuk?"

Oh, no! Nothing like that—Just a member of the
audience.

"I don't recall selling you a ticket"

You did not exactly invite me, but I didn't think you
would mind, if I kept quiet.

"Very decent of you."

He mixed another drink, then looked out at the build-
ing across the way. It had two lighted windows, on differ-
ent floors, like misplaced eyes.

"Mind if I ask why?"

Not at all. Perhaps you can even help me. I am an
itinerant esthetician. I have to borrow bodies on the
worlds I visit—preferably those of beings with similar
interests. -

"I see—you're a gate-crasher.'*

Sort of, I guess. I try not to cause any trouble, though.
Generally, my host never even learns of my existence.

But I have to leave soon, and something has been trou-
bling me for the past several years. . . . Since you have
guessed at my existence and managed to maintain your
stability, I've decided to ask you to resolve it.



"Ask away." He was suddenly bitter and very of-
fended. I saw the reason in an instant

Do not think, I told him, that I have influenced any-
thing you have thought or done. I am only an observer.

My sole function is to appreciate beauty.

"How interesting!" he sneered. "How soon is it going
to happen?"

What?
"The thing that is causing you to leave."
Oh, that...

I was not certain what to tell him. What could he do,
anyhow? Suffer a little more, perhaps.
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"Well?"™
My time is up, I told him.

"I see flashes," he said. "Sand and smoke, and a flam-
ing baseball."

He was too sensitive. I thought I had covered those
thoughts.

Well. . . The world is going to end at one o'clock,.
"That's good to know. How?"

There is a substratum of fissionable material, which
Project Eden is going to detonate. This will produce an
enormous chain reaction....

"Can't you do something to stop it?*'

/ don't know how. I don't know what could stop it. My
knowledge is limited to the arts and the life-sciences.—
You broke your leg when you were skiing in Vermont

last winter. You never knew. Things like that, I can
manage.

"And the horn blows at midnight," he observed.

One o'clock, I corrected. Eastern Standard Time.

"Might as well have another drink," he said, looking at
his watch. "Ifs going on twelve."



My question ... I cleared an imaginary throat.

"Oh, yes, what did you want to know?"

—The other half of the tragic response. I've watched

you go through it many times, but I can't get at it. I feel
the terror part, but the pity—the pity always eludes me.
"Anyone can be afraid," he said, "that part is easy. But
you have to be able to get inside people—not exactly the
way you do—and feel everything they feel, just before
they go smash—so that it feels you're going smash

along with them—and you can't do a damn thing about

it, and you wish you could—that's pity."

Oh? And being afraid, too?

"—and being afraid. Together, they equal the grand
catharsis of true tragedy."

He hiccupped.

And the tragic figure, for whom you feel these things?
He must be great and noble, mustn't he?

"True," he nodded, as though I were seated across the

room from him, "and in the last moment when the
unalterable jungle law is about to prevail,, he must stare
into the faceless mask; of God, and bear himself, for that
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brief moment, above the pleas of his nature and the
course of events."
We both looked at his watch.

**What time will you be leaving?"
In about fifteen minutes.

**Good. You have time to listen to a record while I
dress."

He switched on his stereo and selected an album.
I shifted uneasily.

// it isn't too long....

He regarded the jacket.

"Five minutes and eight seconds. I've always main-
tained that it is music for the last hour of Earth."



He placed it on the turntable and set the arm.
"If Gabriel doesn't show up, this will do."

He reached for his tie as the first notes of Miles
Davis* Saefa limped through the room, like a wounded thing
climbing a hill.

He hummed along with it as he reknotted his tie and’
combed his hair. Davis talked through an Easter my with
a tongue of brass, and the procession moved before us:

Oedipus and blind Gloucester stumbled by, led by
Antigone and Edgar—Prince Hamlet gave a fencer's

salute and plunged forward, whUe black Othello lumbered
on behind—Hippolytus, all in white, and the Duchess of
Malfi, sad, paraded through memory on a thousand
stages.

Phillip buttoned his jacket as the final notes sounded,
and shut down the player. Carefully rejacketting the rec-
ord, he placed it among his others.

What are you going to do?

**Say good-bye. There's a party up the street I hadn*t
planned on attending. I believe I'll stop in for a drink.
Good-bye to you also.

"By the way," he asked, "what is your name? I've

known you for a long time, I ought to call you something

now.'*

He suggested one, half-consciously. I had never really
had a name before, so I took it.

Adrastea, I told him.

He smirked again.

**No thought is safe from you, is it? Good-bye."
Good-bye.

He closed the door behind him, and I passed through
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the ceilings and floors of the apartments overhead, then
up, and into the night above the city. One eye in the
building across the street winked out; as I watched, the

other did the same.

Bodiless again, I fled upward wishing there was some-
thing I could feel.

HE WHO SHAPES



This is the original novella for which they gave me a
Nebula Award at that first, very formal SFWA ban-

quet at the Overseas Press Club, and which I expanded
at Damon Knight's suggestion into the book The Dream
Master. The novel contains some material which I am
very happy to have written, but reflecting upon things
after the passage of all this time I find that I prefer this,
the shorter version. It is more streamlined and as such
comes closer to the quasi-Classical notions I had in
mind, in terms of economy and directness, in describing
a great man with a flaw.

Lovely as it was, with the blood and all. Render could
sense that it was about to end.

Therefore, each microsecond would be better off as a
minute, he decided—and perhaps the temperature should
be increased . . . Somewhere, just at the periphery of
everything, the darkness halted its constriction.

Something, like a crescendo of subliminal thunders,
was arrested at one raging note. That note was a distillate
of shame and pain and fear.

The Forum was stifling.

Caesar cowered outside the frantic circle. His fore-
arm covered his eyes but it could not stop the seeing, not
this time.

The senators had no faces and their garments were
spattered with blood. All their voices were like the cries
of birds. With an inhuman frenzy they plunged their dag-
gers into the fallen figure.

All, that is, but Render.
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The pool of blood in which he stood continued to widen.
His arm seemed to be rising and falling with a mechan-
ical regularity and his throat might have been shaping
bird-cries, but he was simultaneously apart from and a
part of the scene.

For he was Render, the Shaper.

Crouched, anguished and envious, Caesar wailed his
protests.

"You have slain him! You have murdered Marcus
Antonius—a blameless, useless fellow!"

Render turned to him and the dagger in his hand
was quite enormous and quite gory.



"Aye," said he.

The blade moved from side to side. Caesar, fascin-
ated by the sharpened steel, swayed to the same rhythm.

"Why?" he cried. "Why?"

"Because, " answered Render, "he was a far nobler
Roman then yourself.**

"You lie* It is not sol"
Render shrugged and returned to the stabbing.
"It is not true!" screamed Caesar. "Not truel"

Render turned to him again and waved the dagger.
Puppetlike, Caesar mimicked the pendulum of the blade.

"Not true?" smiled Render. "And who are you to

question an assassination such as this? You are no one!
You detract from the dignity of this occasion! Begone!"
Jerkily, the pink-faced man rose to his feet, his hair
half-wispy, half-wetplastered, a disarray of cotton. He
turned, moved away; and as he walked, he looked back

over his shoulder.

He had moved far from the circle of assassins, but

the scene did not diminish in size. It retained an elec-
tric clarity. It made him feel even further removed, ever

more alone and apart.

Render rounded a previously unnoticed corner and
stood before him, a blind beggar.

Caesar grasped the front of his garment.
"Have you an 1ill omen for me this day?"
"Beware!" jeered Render.

"Yest Yes!" cried Caesar. "'Bewarel' That is good!
Beware what?"

"The ides—"
“Yes? The ides—?-

"—of Octember."
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He released the garment.

"What is that you say? What is Octember?"

"A month."



"You liel There is no month of Octemberi"

"And that is the date noble Caesar need fear—the
"non-existent time, the never-to-be-calendared occasion."

Render vanished around another sudden corner.
"Wait! Come backl"

Render laughed, and the Forum laughed with him.
The bird-cries became a chorus of inhuman jeers.

"You mock me!" wept Caesar.

The Forum was an oven, and the perspiration formed
like a glassy mask over Caesar's narrow forehead, sharp
nose and chinless jaw.

"I want to be assassinated tool" he sobbed. "It isn't
fairl"”

And Render tore the Forum and the senators and the
grinning corpse of Antony to pieces and stuffed them
into a black sack—with the unseen movement of a single
finger—and last of all went Caesar.

Charles Render sat before the ninety white buttons and

the two red ones, not really looking at any of them. His
right arm moved in its soundless sling, across the lap-level
surface of the console—pushing some of the buttons, skip-
ping over others, moving on, retracing its path to press the
next in the order of the Recall Series.

Sensations throttled, emotions reduced to nothing,
Representative Erikson knew the oblivion of the womb.

There was a soft click.

Render's hand had glided to the end of the bottom
row of buttons. An act of conscious intent—will, if you
like—was required to push the red button.

Render freed his arm and lifted off his crown of Me-
dusa-hair leads and microminiature circuitry. He slid
from behind his desk-couch and raised the hood. He
walked to the window and transpared it, fingering forth

a cigarette.

One minute in the ro-womb, he decided. No more.
This is a crucial one. . . . Hope it doesn't snow till later—
those clouds look mean....

It was smooth yellow trellises and high towers, glassy
and gray, all smouldering into evening under a shale-
colored sky; the city was squared volcanic islands, glow-
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ing in the end-of-day light, rumbling deep down under
the earth; it was fat, incessant rivers of traffic, rushing.

Render turned away from the window and approached

the great egg that lay beside his desk, smooth and glit-
tering. It threw back a reflection that smashed all aqg-

uilinity from his nose, turned his eyes to gray saucers,
transformed his hair into a light-streaked skyline; his

reddish necktie became the wide tongue of a ghoul.

He smiled, reached across the desk. He pressed the
second red button.

With a sigh, the egg lost its dazzling opacity and a
horizontal crack appeared about its middle. Through the
now-transparent shell. Render could see Erikson grim-
acing, squeezing his eyes tight, fighting against a return
to consciousness and the thing it would contain. The

upper half of the egg rose vertical to the base, exposing
him knobby and pink on half-shell When his eyes

opened he did not look at Render. He rose to his feet

and began dressing. Render used this time to check the
ro-womb.

He leaned back across his desk and pressed the but-

tons: temperature control, full range, check; exotic
sounds—he raised the earphone—check, on bells, on

buzzes, on violin notes and whistles, on squeals and
moans, on traffic noises and the sound of surf; check, on
the feedback circuit—holding the patient's own voice,
trapped earlier in analysis; check, on the sound blanket,
the moisture spray, the odor banks; check, on the couch
agitator and the colored lights, the taste stimulants

Render closed the egg and shut off its power. He pushed
the unit into the closet, palmed shut the door. The tapes
had registered a valid sequence.

"Sit down," he directed Erikson.

The man did so, fidgeting with his collar.

"You have full recall," said Render, "so there is no
need for me to summarize what occurred. Nothing can

be hidden from me. I was there."

Erikson nodded.

"The significance of the episode should be apparent to
you."

Erikson nodded again, finally finding his voice. "But
was it valid?" he asked. "I mean, you constructed the



dream and you controlled it, all the way. I didn't really
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dream it—in the way I would normally dream. Your
ability to make things happen stacks the deck for what-
ever you're going to say—doesn't it?"

Render shook his head slowly, flicked an ash into the
southern hemisphere of his globe-made-ashtray, and met
Erikson's eyes.

"It is true that I supplied the format and modified the
forms. You, however, filled them with an emotional sig-
nificance, promoted them to the status of symbols corre-
sponding to your problem. If the dream was not a valid
analogue it would not have provoked the reactions it did.
It would have been devoid of the anxiety-patterns which
were registered on the tapes.

"You have been in analysis for many months now," he
continued, "and everything I have learned thus far serves
to convince me that your fears of assassination are with-
out any basis in fact."

Erikson glared.
"Then why the hell do I have them?"

"Because," said Render, "you would like very much to
be the subject of an assassination."

Erikson smiled then, his composure beginning to return.

"I assure you, doctor, I have never contemplated
suicide, nor have I any desire to stop living."

He produced a cigar and applied a flame to it. His band
shook.

"When you came to me this summer," said Render,

"you stated that you were in fear of an attempt on your
life. You were quite vague as to why anyone should want
to kill you—"

"My position! You can't be a Representative as long as
I have and make no enemies!"

"Yet," replied Render, "it appears that you have
managed it. When you permitted me to discuss this with
your detectives I was informed that they could unearth
nothing to indicate that your fears might have any real
foundation. Nothing."



"They haven't looked far enough—or in the right
places. They'll turn up something."

"I'm afraid not."
"Why? "

"Because, I repeat, your feelings are without any ob-
jective basis. —Be honest with me. Have you any infor-
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mation whatsoever indicating that someone hates you
enough to want to kill you?"

"I receive many threatening letters... .**

"As do all Representatives—and all of those directed to
you during the past year have been investigated and found
to be the work of cranks. Can you offer me one piece of
evidence to substantiate your claims?'*

Erikson studied the tip of his cigar.

"I came to you on the advice of a colleague," he said,
"came to you to have you poke around inside my mind to
find me something of that sort, to give my detectives
something to work with. —Someone I've injured severely
perhaps—or some damaging piece of legislation I've
dealt with ..."

**~And I found nothing," said Render, "nothing, that is,
but the cause of your discontent. Now, of course, you are
afraid to hear it, and you are attempting to divert me
from explaining my diagnosis—"

"I am not!"

*Then listen. You can comment afterward if you want,

but you've poked and dawdled around here for months,
unwilling to accept what I presented to you in a dozen
different forms. Now I am going to tell you outright what
it is, and you can do what you want about it."

"Fine."

"First," he said, "you would like very much to have an
enemy or enemies—"

"Ridiculous!"

**—Because it is the only alternative to having
friends—"

**T have lots of friends!"



**—Because nobody wants to be completely ignored, to

be an object for whom no one has really strong feelings.
Hatred and love are the ultimate forms of human regard.
Lacking one, and unable to achieve it, you sought the
other. You wanted it so badly that you succeeded in con-
vincing yourself it existed. But there is always a psychic
pricetag on these things. Answering a genuine emotional
need with a body of desire-surrogates does not produce

real satisfaction, but anxiety, discomfort—because in these

matters the psyche should be an open system. You did not
seek outside yourself for human regard. You were closed
eff. You created that which you needed from the stuff of
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your own being. You are a man very much in need of
strong relationships with other people."

"Manure 1"

'Take it or leave it," said Render. '*! suggest you take
it."

"I've been paying you for half a year to help find out
who wants to kill me. Now you sit there and tell me I
made the whole thing up to satisfy a desire to have some-
one hate me."

"Hate you, or love you. That's right."

"It's absurd! I meet so many people that I carry a
pocket recorder and a lapel-camera, just so I can recall
them all...."

"Meeting quantities of people is hardly what I was
speaking of. —Tell me, did that dream sequence have a
strong meaning for you?"

Erikson was silent for several tickings of the huge wall-
clock.

"Yes," he finally conceded, "it did. But your interpreta-
tion of the matter is still absurd. Granting though, just
the sake of argument, that what you say is correct—what
would I do to get out of this bind?"

Render leaned back in his chair.

"Rechannel the energies that went into producing the
thing. Meet some people as yourself, Joe Erikson, rather
than Representative Erikson. Take up something you can

do with other people—something non-political, and per-
haps somewhat competitive—and make some real friends

or enemies, preferably the former. I've encouraged you to

for



do this all along."
"Then tell me something else."
-Gladly."

"Assuming you are right, why is it that I am neither

liked nor hated, and never have been? I have a responsi-
ble position in the Legislature. I meet people all the time.
Why am I so neutral a—thing?"

Highly familiar now with Erikson's career. Render had

to push aside his true thoughts on the matter, as they were
of no operational value. He wanted to cite him Dante's
observations concerning the trimmers—those souls who,
denied heaven for their lack of virtue, were also denied
entrance to hell for a lack of significant vices—in short,
the ones who trimmed their sails to move them with every
wind of the times, who lacked direction, who were not
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really concerned toward which ports they were pushed.
Such was Erikson's long and colorless career of migrant
loyalties, of political reversals.

Render said:

"More and more people find themselves in such circum-
stances these days. It is due largely to the increasing
complexity of society and the depersonalization of the in-
dividual into a sociometric unit. Even the act of cathect-
ing toward other persons has grown more forced as a
result. There are so many of us these days."

Erikson. nodded, and Render smiled inwardly.
Sometimes the gruff line, and then the lecture

"I've got the feeling you could be right," said Erikson.
-Sometimes I do feel like what you just described—a unit,
something depersonalized...."

Render glanced at the clock.

"What you choose to do about it from here is, of course,
your own decision to make. I think you'd be wasting

your time to remain in analysis any longer. We are now
both aware of the cause of your complaint. I cant take

you by the hand and show you how to lead your life. I

can indicate, I can commiserate—but no more deep prob-
ing. Make an appointment as soon as you feel a need to
discuss your activities and relatff them to my diagnosis."

"I will," nodded Erikson, "and—damn that dream!
It got to me. You can make them seem as vivid as waking
life-more vivid. ... It may be a long while before I can



forget it."
"I hope so.**

"Okay, doctor." He rose to his feet, extended a hand.
"Ill probably be back in a couple weeks. I'll give this
socializing a fair try." He grinned at the word he nor-
mally frowned upon. "In fact, I'll start now. May I buy
you a drink around the corner, downstairs?"

Render met the moist palm which seemed as weary of

(he performance as a lead actor in too successful a play.
He felt almost sorry as he said, "Thank you, but I have an
engagement."

Render helped him on with his coat then, handed him
his hat and saw him to the door.

"Well, good night."

-Good night"

As the door closed soundlessly behind him. Render re-
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crossed the dark Astrakhan to his mahogany fortress and

flipped his cigarette into the southern hemisphere of a

globe ashtray. He leaned back in his chair, hands behind
his head, eyes closed.

"Of course it was more real than life," he informed no
one in particular, "I shaped it."

Smiling, he reviewed the dream sequence step by step,
wishing some of his former instructors could have wit-
nessed it. It had been well-constructed and powerfully
executed, as well as being precisely appropriate for the
case at hand. But then, he was Render, the Shaper—

one of the two hundred or so special analysts whose own
psychic makeup permitted them to enter into neurotic
patterns without carrying away more than an esthetic
gratification from the mimesis of aberrance—a Sane
Hatter.

Render stirred his recollections. He had been analyzed
himself, analyzed and passed upon as a granite-willed,
ultra-stable outsider—tough enough to weather the basilisk
gaze of a fixation, walk unscathed amidst the chimarae

of perversions, force dark Mother Medusa to close her

eyes before the caduceus of his art. His own analysis had
not been difficult. Nine years before (it seemed much
longer) he had suffered a willing injection of novocain
into the most painful area of bis spirit It was after the
auto wreck, after the death of Ruth, and of Miranda, their
daughter, that he had begun to feel detached. Perhaps he
did not want to recover certain empathies; perhaps his

own world was now based upon a certain rigidity of feel-
ing. If this was true, he was wise enough in the ways



of the mind to realize it, and perhaps he had decided that
such a world had its own compensations.

His son Peter was now ten years old. He was at-

tending a school of quality, and he penned his father a
letter every week. The letters were becoming progressively
literate, showing signs of a precociousness of which Ren-
der could not but approve. He would take the boy with

him to Europe in the summer.

As for Jill—Jill DeVille (what a luscious, ridiculous
namel—he loved her for it)—she was growing if any-

thing, more interesting to him. (He wondered if this was

an indication of early middle age.) He was vastly taken

by her unmusical nasal voice, her sudden interest in archi-
tecture, her concern with the unremovable mole on the
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right side of her otherwise well-designed nose. He should
really call her immediately and go in search of a new
restaurant For some reason though, he did not feel like it.

It had been several weeks since he had visited his

club. The Partridge and Scalpel, and he felt a strong de-
sire to eat from an oaken table, alone, in the split-level
dining room with the three fireplaces, beneath the arti-
ficial torches and the boars' heads like gin ads. So he
pushed his perforated membership card into the phone-

slot on his desk and there were two buzzes behind the
voice-screen.

"Hello, Partridge and Scalpel" said the voice. "May I
help you?"

"Charles Render," he said. "I'd like a table in about
half an hour.*'

"How many will there be?**
"Just me."

"Very good, sir. Half an hour, then.—That's 'Render'?
—R-e-n-d-er-2"

"Right."
*Thank you.'*

He broke the connection and rose from his desk. Out-
side, the day had vanished.

The monoliths and the towers gave forth their own
light now. A soft snow, like sugar, was sifting down



through the shadows and transforming itself into beads
on the windowpane.

Render shrugged into his overcoat, turned off the lights,
locked the inner office. There was a note on Mrs. Hedges'
blotter.

Miss DeVille called, it said.

He crumpled the note and tossed it into the waste-
chute. He would call her tomorrow and say he had been
working until late on his lecture.

He switched off the final light, clapped his hat onto

his head and passed through the outer door, locking it as
he went. The drop took him to the sub-subcellar where

his auto was parked.

It was chilly in the sub-sub, and his footsteps seemed
loud on the concrete as he passed among the parked ve-
hicles. Beneath the glare of the naked lights, his S-7
Spinner was a sleek gray cocoon from which it seemed

turbulent wings might at any moment emerge. The double
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row of antennae which fanned forward from the slope
of its hood added to this feeling. Render thumbed open
the door.

He touched the ignition and there was the sound of a

lone bee awakening in a great hive. The door swung
soundlessly shut as he raised the steering wheel and
locked it into place. He spun up the spiral ramp and came
to a roiling stop before the big overhead.

As the door rattled upward he lighted his destination
screen and turned the knob that shifted {he broadcast
map. —Left to right, top to bottom, section by section he
shifted it, until he located the portion of Carnegie Ave-
nue he desired. He punched out its coordinates and
lowered the wheel. The car switched over to monitor and
moved out onto the highway marginal. Render 1lit a
cigarette.

Pushing his seat back into the centerspace, he left all
the windows transparent. It was pleasant to half-recline
and watch the oncoming cars drift past him like swarms of
fireflies. He pushed his hat back on his head and stared
upward.

He could remember a time when he had loved snow,
when it had reminded him of novels by Thomas Mann
and music by Scandanavian composers. In his mind
now, though, there was another element from which it



could never be wholly dissociated. He could visualize so
clearly the eddies of milk-white coldness that swirled
about his old manual-steer auto, flowing into its fire-
charred interior to rewhiten that which had been black-
ened; so clearly—as though he had walked toward it
across a chalky lakebottom—it, the sunken wreck, and
he, the diver—unable to open his mouth to speak, for
fear of drowning; and he knew, whenever he looked upon
falling snow, that somewhere skulls were whitening. But
nine years had washed away much of the pain, and he
also knew that the night was lovely.

He was sped along the wide, wide roads, shot across

high bridges, their surfaces slick and gleaming beneath
his lights, was woven through frantic cloverieafs and
plunged into a tunnel whose dimly glowing walls blurred
by him like a mirage. Finally, he switched the windows to
opaque and closed his eyes.

He could not remember whether he had dozed for a
moment or not, which meant he probably had. He felt the
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car slowing, and he moved the seat forward and turned

on the windows again. Almost simultaneously, the cut-off
buzzer sounded. He raised the steering wheel and pulled
into the parking dome, stepped out onto the ramp and

left the car to the parking unit, receiving his ticket from
that bos-headed robot which took its solemn revenge on
mankind by sticking forth a cardboard tongue at every-

one it served.

As always, the noises were as subdued as the lighting. The
place seemed to absorb sound and convert it into warmth,
to lull the tongue with aromas strong enough to be

tasted, to hypnotize the ear with the wvivid crackle of the
triple hearths.

Render was pleased to see that his favorite table, in
the comer off to the right of the smaller fireplace, had
been held for him. He knew the menu from memory,

but he studied it with zeal as he sipped a Manhattan and
worked up an order to match his appetite. Shaping ses-
sions always left him ravenously hungry.

"Doctor Render ... 2"
"Yes?" He looked up.

"Doctor Shallot would like to speak with you," said
the waiter.

"I don't know anyone named Shallot," he said. "Are
you sure he doesn't want Bender? He's a surgeon from
Metro who sometimes eats here... ,**



The waiter shook his head,

*'No, sir—'Render'. See here?" He extended a three-
by-five card on which Render's full name was typed in
capital letters. "Doctor Shallot has dined here nearly
every night for the past two weeks," he explained, "and
on each occasion has asked to be notified if you came
in."

"Hm?" mused Render. 'That's odd. Why didn't he
just call me at my office?"

The waiter smiled and made a vague gesture.

"Well, tell him to come on over," he said, gulping his
Manhattan, "and bring roe another of these."

"Unfortunately, Doctor Shallot is blind," explained the
waiter. "It would be easier if you—"

"All right, sure." Render stood up, relingquishing his
favorite table with a strong premonition that he would
not be returning to it that evening.
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"Lead on,"

They threaded their way among the diners, heading up
to the next level. A familiar face said "hello" from a
table set back against the wall, and Render nodded a
greeting to a former seminar pupil whose name was
Jurgens or Jirkans or something like that.

He moved on, into the smaller dining room wherein

only two tables were occupied. No, three. There was one
set in the comer at the far end of the darkened bar,
partly masked by an ancient suit of armor. The waiter
was heading him in that direction.

They stopped before the table and Render stared down

into the darkened glasses that had tilted upward- as they
approached. Doctor Shallot was a woman, somewhere in

the vicinity of her early thirties. Her low bronze bangs

did not fully conceal the spot of silver which she wore on
her forehead like a caste-mark. Render inhaled, and her

head jerked slightly as the tip of his cigarette flared. She
appeared to be staring straight up into his eyes. It was an
uncomfortable feeling, even knowing that all she could
distinguish of him was that which her minute photo-

electric cell transmitted to her visual cortex over the hair-
fine wire implants attached to that oscillator converter:

in short, the glow of his cigarette.

"Doctor Shallot, this is Doctor Render," the waiter was
saying.



"Good evening," said Render.

"Good evening," she said. "My name is Eileen and

I've wanted very badly to meet you." He thought he
detected a slight quaver in her voice. "Will you join me

for dinner?"

"My pleasure," he acknowledged, and the waiter drew
out the chair.

Render sat down, noting that the woman across from
him already had a drink. He reminded the waiter of his
second Manhattan.

"Have you ordered yet?" he inquired.

"No."

". . . And two menus—" he started to say, then bit
his tongue.

"Only one," she smiled.

"Make it none," he amended, and recited the menu.
They ordered. Then:

"Do you always do that?"
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"What?"
"Carry menus in your head."

**0nly a few," he said, "for awkward occasions. What
was it you wanted to see—talk to me about?"

"You're a neuroparticipant therapist," she stated, "a
Shaper."

"And you are—?"

**—a resident in psychiatry at State Psych. I have a
year remaining."

"You knew Sam Riscomb then."

"Yes, he helped me get my appointment. He was my
adviser."

"He was a very good friend of mine. We studied to-
gether at Menninger."

She nodded.



"I'd often heard him speak of you—that's one of the
reasons I wanted to meet you. He's responsible for en-
couraging me to go ahead with my plans, despite my
handicap."

Render stared at her. She was wearing a dark green

dress which appeared to be made of velvet About three
inches to the left of the bodice was a pin which might
have been gold. It displayed a red stone which could

have been a ruby, around which the outline of a goblet

was cast. Or was it really two profiles that were outlined,
staring through the stone at one another? It seemed
vaguely familiar to him, but he could not place it at the
moment. It glittered expensively in the dim light.

Render accepted his drink from the waiter.

"I want to become a neuroparticipant therapist," she
told him.

And if she had possessed vision Render would have
thought she was staring at him, hoping for some response
in his expression. He could not quite calculate what she
wanted him to say.

"I commend your choice," he said, "and I respect your
ambition." He tried to put his smile into his wvoice. "It is
not an easy thing, of course, not all of the requirements
being academic ones."

"I know," she said, "But then, I have been blind since
birth and it was not an easy thing to come this far."

"Since birth?" he repeated. "I thought you might have
lost your sight recently. You did your undergrad work
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then, and went on through med school without eyes.
That's—rather impressive."

"Thank you," she said, "but it isn't. Not really. I heard
about the first neuroparticipants—Bartelmetz and the rest
—when I was a child, and I decided then that I wanted

to be one. My life ever since has been governed by that
desire."

"What did you do in the labs?" be inquired. "—Not
being able to see a specimen, look through a micro-
scope ... ? Or all that reading?"

"I hired people to read my assignments to me. I taped
everything. The school understood that I wanted to go

into psychiatry and they permitted a special arrangement
for labs. I've been guided through the dissection of ca-
davers by lab assistants, and I've had everything de-
scribed to me. I can tell things by touch . . . and I have



memory like yours with the menu," she smiled. " 'The
quality of psychoparticipation phenomena can only be
gauged by the therapist himself, at that moment outside
of time and space as we normally know it, when

he stands in the midst of a world erected from the stuff
of another man's dreams, recognizes there the non-
Euclidian architecture of aberrance, and then takes his
patient by the hand and tours the landscape. ... If he
can lead him back to the common earth, then his judg-
ments were sound, his actions wvalid.' "

"From Why No Psychometrics in This Place," reflected
Render.

"-by Charles Render, M.D."

"Our dinner is already moving in this direction,'* he
noted, picking up his drink as the speed-cooked meal
was pushed toward them in the kitchen-buoy.

"That's one of the reasons I wanted to meet you," she
continued, raising her glass as the dishes rattled before
her. "I want you to help me become a Shaper."

Her shaded eyes, as vacant as a statue's, sought him
again.

"Yours is a completely unique situation," he com-

mented. "There has never been a congenitally blind neu-
roparticipant—for obvious reasons. I'd have to consider
all the aspects of the situation before I could advise you.
Let's eat now, though. I'm starved."

"All right. But my blindness does not mean that I have
never seen."
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He did not ask her what she meant by that, because

prime ribs were standing in front of him now and there
was a bottle of Chambertm at bis elbow- He did pause

long enough to notice though, as she raised her left hand
from beneath the table, that she wore no rings.

"I wonder if it's still snowing," he commented as they
drank their coffee. "It was coming down pretty hard
when I pulled into the dome."

"I hope so," she said, "even though it diffuses the light
and I can't 'see' anything at all through it. I like to feel
it falling about me and blowing against my face."

"How do you get about?"

"My dog, Sigmund—I gave him the night off," she
smiled, "—he can guide me anywhere. He's a mutie Shep-
herd."



"Oh?" Render grew curious. "Can he talk much?"
She nodded.

"That operation wasn't as successful on him as on

some of them, though. He has a vocabulary of about
four hundred words, but I think it causes him pain to
speak. He's quite intelligent. You'll have to meet him
sometime."

Render began speculating immediately. He had spoken

with such animals at recent medical conferences, and

had been startled by their combination of reasoning abil-
ity and their devotion to their handlers. Much chromo-
some tinkering, followed by delicate embryo-surgery,

was required to give a dog a brain capacity greater than
a chimpanzee's. Several followup operations were neces-
sary to produce vocal abilities. Most such experiments
ended in failure, and the dozen or so puppies a year on
which they succeeded were valued in the neighborhood

of a hundred thousand dollars each. He realized then, as
he 1it a cigarette and held the light for a moment, that
the stone in Miss Shallot's medallion was a genuine ruby.
He began to suspect that her admission to a medi-

cal school might, in addition to her academic record,
have been based upon a sizeable endowment to the col-
lege of her choice. Perhaps he was being unfair though,
he chided himself.

*'Yes," he said, "we might do a paper on canine neu-
roses. Does he ever refer to his father as 'that son of a
female Shepherd'?"
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"He never met his father," she said, quite soberly. "He

was raised apart from other dogs. His attitude could

hardly be typical. I don't think you'll ever learn the func-
tional psychology of the dog from a mutie."

"I imagine you're right," he dismissed it. "More
coffee?"

"No, thanks."

Deciding it was time to continue the discussion, he
said, "So you want to be a Shaper...."

"Yes . "

"I hate to be the one to destroy anybody's high ambi-
tions," he told her. "Like poison, I hate it. Unless they
have no foundation at all in reality. Then I can be ruth-
less. So—honestly, frankly, and in all sincerity, I do not
see how it could ever be managed. Perhaps you're a fine



psychiatrist—but in my opinion, it is a physical and men-
tal impossibility for you ever to become a neuropartici-
pant. As for my reasons—"

"Wait," she said. "Not here, please. Humor me. I'm
tired of this stuffy place—take me somewhere else to talk.
I think I might be able to convince you there is a way."

"Why not?" he shrugged. "I have plenty time. Sure—-
you call it. Where?"

"Blindspin?"

He suppressed an unwilling chuckle at the expression,
but she laughed aloud.

"Fine," he said, "but I'm still thirsty."

A bottle of champagne was tallied and he signed the

check despite her protests. It arrived in a colorful "Drink
While You Drive" basket, and they stood then, and she

was tall, but he was taller.

Blindspin.

A single name of a multitude of practices centered

about the auto-driven auto. Flashing across the country

in the sure hands of an invisible chauffeur, windows all
opaque, night dark, sky high, tires assailing the road be-
low like four phantom buzzsaws—and starting from

scratch and ending in the same place, and never knowing
where you are going or where you have been—it is pos-
sible, for a moment, to kindle some feeling of individu-
ality in the coldest brainpan, to produce a momentary
awareness of self by virtue of an apartness from all but a
sense of motion. This is because movement through dark-
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ness 1s the ultimate abstraction of life itself—at least that's
what one of the Vital Comedians said, and everybody in
the place laughed.

Actually now, the phenomenon known as blindspin

first became prevalent (as might be suspected) among
certain younger members of the community, when moni-
tored highways deprived them of the means to exercise
their automobiles in some of the more individualistic
ways which had come to be frowned upon by the Na-
tional Traffic Control Authority. Something had to be
done.

It was.
The first, disastrous reaction involved the simple en-

gineering feat of disconnecting the broadcast control unit
after one had entered onto a monitored highway. This



resulted in the car's vanishing from the ken of the moni-
tor and passing back into the control of its occupants.
Jealous as a deity, a monitor will not tolerate that which
denies its programmed omniscience: it will thunder and
lightning in the Highway Control Station nearest the

point of last contact, sending winged seraphs in search of
that which has slipped from sight.

Often, however, this was too late in happening, for the
roads are many and well-paved. Escape from detection
was, at first, relatively easy to achieve.

Other vehicles, though, necessarily behave as if a rebel
has no actual existence. Its presence cannot be allowed
for.

Boxed-in on a heavily-traveled section of roadway, the
offender is subject to immediate annihilation in the event
of any overall speedup or shift in traffic pattern which
involves movement through his theoretically vacant posi-
tion. This, in the early days of monitor-controls, caused
a rapid series of collisions. Monitoring devices later be-
came far more sophisticated, and mechanized cutoffs re-
duced the collision incidence subsequent to such an
action. The quality of the pulpefactions and contusions
which did occur, however, remained unaltered.

The next reaction was based on a thing which had

been overlooked because it was obvious. The monitors
took people where they wanted to go only because people
told them they wanted to go there. A person pressing a
random series of coordinates, without reference to any
map, would either be left with a stalled automobile and
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a "RECHECK YOUR COORDINATES" light, or would

suddenly be whisked away in any direction. The latter
possesses a certain romantic appeal in that it offers

speed, unexpected sights, and free hands. Also, it is per-
fectly legal: and it is possible to navigate all over two
continents in this manner, if one is possessed of sufficient
wherewithal and gluteal stamina.

As is the case in all such matters, the practice diffused
upwards through the age brackets. School teachers who

only drove on Sundays fell into disrepute as selling points
for used autos. Such is the way a world ends, said the
entertainer.

End or no, the car designed to move on monitored
highways is a mobile efficiency unit, complete with
latrine, cupboard, refrigerator compartment and gaming
table. It also sleeps two with ease and four with some
crowding. On occasion, three can be a real crowd*

Render drove out of the dome and into the marginal



aisle. He halted the car.

"Want to jab some coordinates?" he asked.

"You do it. My fingers know too many."

Render punched random buttons. The Spinner moved

onto the highway. Render asked speed of the vehicle

then, and it moved into the high-acceleration lane.

The Spinner's lights burnt holes in the darkness. The
city backed away fast; it was a smouldering bonfire on
both sides of the road, stirred by sudden gusts of wind,
hidden by white swirlings, obscured by the steady fall of
gray ash. Render knew his speed was only about sixty
percent of what it would have been on a clear, dry night.
He did not blank the windows, but leaned back and

stared out through them. Eileen "looked" ahead into

what light there was. Neither of them said anything for

ten or fifteen minutes.

The city shrank to sub-city as they sped on. After a
time, short sections of open road began to appear.

"Tell roe what it looks like outside," she said.

"Why didn't you ask me to describe your dinner, or
the suit of armor beside our table?"

"Because I tasted one and felt the other. This is dif-
ferent."

"There is snow falling outside. Take it away and what
you have left is black."”
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"What else?"

"There is slush on the road. When it starts to freeze,
traffic will drop to a crawl unless we outrun this storm.
The slush looks like an old, dark syrup, just starting to
get sugary on top."

"Anything else?"

"That's it, lady."

"Is it snowing harder or less hard than when we left
the club?"

"Harder, I should say."
"Would you pour me a drink?" she asked him.

"Certainly."



They turned their seats inward and Render raised the
table. He fetched two glasses from the cupboard.

"Your health," said Render, after be had poured.
"Here's looking at you."

Render downed his drink. She sipped hers. He waited
for her next comment. He knew that two cannot play at
the Socratic game, and he expected more questions be-
fore she said what she wanted to say.

She said: "What is the most beautiful thing you have
ever seen?"

Yes, he decided, he had guessed correctly.

He replied without hesitation: "The sinking of
Atlantis."

"I was serious."

"So was I."

"Would you care to elaborate?"

1t! sank Atlantis," he said, "personally.

"It was about three years ago. And Godi it was lovely!

It was all ivory towers and golden minarets and silver
balconies. There were bridges of opal, and crimson
penants and a milk-white river flowing between lemon-
colored banks. There were jade steeples, and trees as old
as the world tickling the bellies of clouds, and ships in
the great sea-harbor of Xanadu, as delicately constructed
as musical instruments, all swaying with the tides. The
twieve princes of the realm held court in the dozen-
pillared Colliseum of the Zodiac, to listen to a Greek
tenor sax play at sunset

"The Greek, of course, was a patient of mine—

paranoiac. The etiology of the thing is rather complicated,
but that's what I wandered into inside his mind. I gave
him free rein for awhile, and in the end I had to split
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Atlantis in half and sink it full fathom five. He's playing
again and you've doubtless beard his sounds, if you like
such sounds at all. He's good. I still see him periodically,
but he is no longer the last descendent of the greatest
minstrel of Atlantis. He's just a fine, late twentieth-
century saxman.

"Sometimes though, as I look back on the apocalypse
I worked within his vision of grandeur, I experience a



fleeting sense of lost beauty—because, for a single mo-
ment, his abnormally intense feelings were my feelings,
and he felt that his dream was the most beautiful thing
in the world."

He refilled their glasses.

"That wasn't exactly what I meant," she said.
"I know."

"I meant something real."

"It was more real than real, I assure you.'?*
"I don't doubt it, but..."

"—-But I destroyed the foundation you were laying
for your argument. Okay, I apologize. I'll hand it back
to you. Here's something that could be real:

"We are moving along the edge of a great bowl of

sand," he said. "Into it, the snow is gently drifting. In
the spring the snow will melt, the waters will run down
into the earth, or be evaporated away by the heat of the
sun. Then only the sand will remain. Nothing grows in the
sand, except for an occasional cactus. Nothing lives here
but snakes, a few birds, insects, burrowing things, and a
wandering coyote or two. In the afternoon these things
will look for shade. Any place where there's an old fence
post or a rock or a skull or a cactus to block out the sun,
there you will witness life cowering before the elements.
But the colors are beyond belief, and the elements are
more lovely, almost, than the things they destroy."

"There is no such place near here," she said.

"If I say it, then there is. Isn't there? I've seen if
"Yes ... you're right."

"And it doesn't matter if it's a painting by a woman
named O'Keefe, or something right outside our window,

does it? If I've seen it?"

"I acknowledge the truth of the diagnosis," she said.
"Do you want to speak it for me?"

"No, go ahead."
He refilled the small glasses once more.
THE LAST DEFENDER OF CAMELOT 43

"The damage is in my eyes," she told him, "not my
brain."



He 1lit her cigarette.
"I can see with other eyes if I can enter other brains."
He 1it his own cigarette.

"Neuroparticipation is based upon the fact that two
nervous systems can share the same impulses, the same
fantasies. .. ."

"Controlled fantasies."

"I could perform therapy and at the same time ex-
perience genuine visual impressions."

"No," said Render.

"You don't know what it's like to be cut off from a

whole area of stimuli! To know that a Mongoloid idiot

can experience something you can never know—and that

he cannot appreciate it because, like you, he was con-
demned before birth in a court of biological hapstance, -
in a place where there is no justice—only fortuity, pure
and simple."

"The universe did not invent justice. Man did. Un-
fortunately, man must reside in the universe."

"I'm not asking the universe to help me—I'm asking
you.'*

"I'm sorry," said Render.
"Why won't you help me?"

"At this moment you are demonstrating my main rea-
son."

"Which is .. .T

"Emotion. This thing means far too much to you. When

the therapist is in-phase with a patient he is narco-
electrically removed from most of his own bodily sensa-
tions. This 1s necessary—because his mind must be
completely absorbed by the task at hand. It is also nec-
essary that his emotions undergo a similar suspension.
This, of course, is impossible in the one sense that a per-
son always emotes to some degree. But the therapist's
emotions are sublimated into a generalized feeling of
exhilaration—or, as in my own case, into an artistic re-
verie. With you, however, the 'seeing' would be too much.
You would be in const