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short, quick prayer to La Guada-
lupana.

It was in his mind that his wife’s
full name was, after all, Maria de
Guadalupe.

“T'u cafe,” she said, pouring it
as soon as he entered; hot and
strong and sweet. “sTu quieres una
torta?”

He proceeded cautiously with
his supper at first. But although his
sense of taste was distorted, im-
parting a faintly odd flavor to the
food, it seemed that tonight his
throat at least would give him no
difficulty. Afterwards, as she fin-
ished washing the dishes, he ap-
proached and embraced her, one
arm around her waist, one hand on
her breast, and thoughtfully and
gently took her ear between his
teeth. She said, “;Como no?” as
usual.

But afterward she did not, as
usual, say, “jAy, bueno!”

And afterward, also, in the bit-
terness of failure and the fatigue of
despair, turning his thoughts to
other things, he had his idea.

Surely, if he were to pull off a
great coup—arrest someone be-
sides a troublesome borracho for a
change, for example—surely this
would restore his so-greatly fallen
credit with the police department,
to wit, Don Juan Antonio. At least
so he reasoned. He had the vague
notion that the plan was not per-
fect, that, if he considered it care-
fully, he might find flaws in it. But
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he didn’t wish to consider it that
carefully; the effort was too great;
there were too many voices mut-
tering ugly things and distracting
and bothering him, and besides, if
he were to decide against the plan,
he would have no reason for get-
ting up. His pains were worse, and
he knew he could not get back to
sleep again. Therefore he should
get up, and if he got up, there was
nothing to do but leave the house.

And therefore he might as well
try to carry out his plan.

He rose and dressed, buckled on
his gun-belt, reassured himself of
his flashlight, and went outside.

Dawn was yet not even a prom-
ise on the horizon. The stars were
great white blazes in the black sky.
He searched for Venus, hugest of
all, remembering stories of how im-
portant she had been in the old re-
ligion, before the Conquest—but
either she had not yet risen to be
the morning star, or he was looking
in the wrong place, or some tree or
hill obscured her—

He did not need his flashlight
yet, knowing the way hereabouts as
well as he did his own house, or
his own wife. He knew the very tree
stump which, suddenly, unkindly
. . . but, somehow, not unexpect-
edly . . . began to croak, “Carlo’
el loco. Carlo’ el loco. Soon you
will be encountered in the Miseri-
cordia. jJaja! jLoco Carlo’l”

The officer drew his gun, then
thrust it back. A bullet was un-
doubtedly of no use. “Wait,” he
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said. “As soon as it is day and I
have finished with my other duty,
I will return and cut you up and
pour petroleo on you and burn you
up. Wait.”

The tree trunk fell silent at once
and tried to hide itself in the black-
ness. But Carlo knew very well
where it was, and passed on, giving
many grim nods as he thought of it.
He strained his ears but heard
nothing of what he hoped he
might. Doubtless the malefactors
had done their original work kilo-
meters away, back in the wooded
slopes of the mountains. Deer
poachers worked the same terri-
tory, usually in pairs, one to hold
the bright light to attract and fas-
cinate the animal, and one to shoot
it as it stood exposed. One man
could carry half a deer easily
enough. Such poachers needed
neither roads nor paths either com-
ing or going; it was useless to at-
tempt to catch them.

Not so, however, with the wood-
cutters, those thieves of natural re-
sources and national patrimony,
denuding the forested hills and
leaving them a prey to erosion!
The more he thought of them, the
more he realized the iniquity of
their crimes. Moreover, look what
great rogues they were even when
in towrr—Consider how those
cousins Eugenio and Onofrio Cruz
(a choice pair!) had sneered and
gibbered at him only the day be-
fore, in the plaza. In fact, on re-
flection, not only yesterday, either.
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And why? For no reason. So, clear-
ly, Carlos’s previous attitude had
been wrong. Woodcutters were not
mere poor devils toiling hard to
earn their bread, and currently for-
bidden even to toil by burdcratas
intent on their own devious ends;
merely to confront the axe-men
and issue warnings was not
enough. The darkness of the woods
became overshot with red, scarlet
and crimson. They needed to be
taught one good lesson, once and
for all. Ladrones. Hijos de putas.

But even two men could not
carry on their backs enough wood
from forest to town to make it
worth the effort. A woodcutter re-
quired a horse, or a mule, or, at
very least, a burro. Which confined
him largely to paved or at any rate
beaten thoroughfares. There were
at least twenty such on this side
of the town, but the nearer they
approached to town the more they
combined, so that, for the practical
purposes of the moment, there were
only five to be considered. The San
Benito road led into the main high-
way too far south; daylight would
find them in the open. The road
of the old convent led past a check-
point. A third was too long and
winding; a fourth had in recent
months become identical with one
of the local creeks. Carlos was not
very strong on arithmetic, but he
felt fairly certain that this left but
one road. To his surprise, he real-
ized that he had, presumably while
calculating, reached just that one.
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It now remained to consider exact-
ly, or even approximately, where
on that road might be the best
place for his emboscada. Too close
to the woods, the criminals might
escape back into them. Too near
the town, they might find refuge in
house or patio. An ideal situation
would be a place where the road
was not only sunken but surround-
ed by walls on either side, not too
near and not too far. Such a situa-
tion was not only ideal, it was ac-
tual, and it contained, moreover, a
niche in which had once reposed
an image of La Guadalupana be-
fore the Republic was secularized.
Carlos snickered, thinking of the
astonishment of the rogues as he
sprang out upon them from that
niche, pistol in hand!

He was still snickering when
something seized hold of his foot
and sent him sprawling.

The fall jarred his back and all
his other bones. It sickened him,
and all his quiescent pains flared
up. Voices hooted and gibbered
and mocked; faces made horns and
spat at him. He lay there in the
road, fighting for breath and for
reason, sobbing. By and by he was
able to breath. The darkness was
only darkness once again. He
groped about, his fingers recoiled
from what they found, then groped
again and found the flashlight. He
gave a long, high cry of anguish
and of terror at what the yellow
beam disclosed lying there in the
road: the body of a man lying on
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its back in a pool of blood. It had
shirt and pants and hands and
feet, all as a man should.

But where a man’s head should
be, it had no head.

Slowly, slowly, the sky light-
ened. Mist mingled with the smoke
and obscured the sun. Carlos Rod-
riguez N., with burning and smart-
ing eyes, paced back and forth in
the road. He had been doing so for
an hour, two hours, three—who
knows how long? He dared not
sleep. Suppose someone were to
steal the body? He had not dared
return to town and report the kill-
ing, for the same reason. He had
been sustained in his vigil by the
certain knowledge that daylight
would bring people out on the
road, and that he could send one
of them into town with his mes-
sage—preferably one of a group of
mature and respectable ciudada-
nos whose testimony about the
body would be incontrovertible.
But as it happened, the first ones
along the road were a pair of boys
taking four cows out to pasture.

Or one boy taking two cows. It
was no longer possible for Carlos
to be sure if he were seeing single
or double. One boy and two cows,
Two boys and four cows. One body
with no head. Two bodies with no
heads. The sky was grey and cold
and the treacherous sun feared to
show itself. Eventually he was sat-
isfied there were two boys, for one
of them agreed to run back with
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the message and Carlos could see
him running at the same time he
could see the other boy drive the
cows off the road so as to get them
past the body. Life or death, the
cows must eat. The boys were out
of sight, the cattle, too, and some-
one was shouting, still shouting,
had been shouting forever. With a
shock, he recognized his own voice,
and fell silent.

Flies began to settle on the blood
and on the body. Very soberly, very
tiredly, Carlos observed the corpse.
He did not recognize it. It looked
neither familiar nor strange; it
looked merely at rest, with no more
problems. It didn’t even seem so
odd any morc—one had heard be-
fore of murderers removing the
heads of their victims in order to
destroy or at lcast delay identifica-
tion . . . Rest. And no problems.
How long would it take the boy to
get back to town?—and how long
for Don Juan Antonio to arrive?
And then? And what then? Would
he commend Carlos? Curse him?
Discharge him? Arrest him? Com-
mit him?

The man’s arms and legs began
to tremble. He tried to repress the
tremors, failed, seated himself on
a stone, placed his back against the
side of the roadside wall, placed
his revolver in his lap, and without
volition or premonition immediate-
ly fell asleep. His head jerked back
and he jumped forward and up-
ward with a cry of alarm, thrust-
ing his hands forth to catch the re-
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volver. He did not catch it, neither
did he see it fall, neither could he
find it. His shout and motion star-
tled the flies and they rose from the
drying blood with an ugly, thrum-
ming buzz. Carlos pitched forward
onto his hands and knees, stared
stupidly at the dark pool with its
blue lights. The blood was still
there.

But the body was gone.

Everything whirled around and
around, and Carlos whirled with
it, staggering along the road with
arms outstretched to keep from
falling. He had slept, he had slept,
after the hours of keeping awake
to guard the body in the darkness,
he had fallen asleep in the earliest
daylight! Now he was worse off
than ever, for now Don Juan An-
tonio knew there was a body—and
how would Carlos be able to ac-
count for its loss? Weeping, sob-
bing, cursing, stumbling along, he
knew that he could account for
that no more than for the loss of his
revolver. He was certainly doomed.

Unless— Unless—he provided
another body, so no one would
know the difference.

Below him he saw the railroad
tracks. Half-sliding, he descended
the slope and ran along the rails.
He knew who had, who must have
done this to him! Who else but the
woodcutters, those thieves and sons
of harlots? Why else but to take re-
venge upon him for his intended
capture?—and to prevent his ever
doing so! But he would show
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them, now and forever. They had
incited the entire poblacion
against him, but he would show
them . . . He came to a switch
and just a short distance away was
the equipment shed of the mainte-
nance crew, with its weathered in-
scription: This Edifice And Its En-
tire Contents Is The Property Of
The Republic. With his shoulder
skewed around he burst it open,
seized up the first grass-machete he
saw, and rushed out again. Had he
time? Would he be in time? Would
Don Juan Antonio have been
awake? Been elsewhere? How soon
would he start out? Carlos prayed
for time to stand in between Don
Juan Antonio and the barbarous
plot of the woodcutters.

And luck was with him. The
mists parted as he came back over
the slope and there down below
was a man leading a burro laden
with wood. Cautiously and care-
fully, so shrewdly that he was
obliged to smile to himself and to
stifle his own laughter, Carlos ap-
proached bent over and on crouch-
ing knees. The burro approached,
the burro passed, Carlos rose to his
feet and darted forward on his toes.
The machete swung. The body fell,
spouting blood. Carlos kicked the
fallen head like a football, watched
it drop into the underbrush. He
threw the body over his shoulder
and ran and ran and ran and ran,

' “Carlos,” said Don Juan An-
tonio. “Carlos! Do you hear me?
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Stop that! Stop that and listen to
me! Do you hear—"

“No use, jefe,” said his assist-
ant, Raimundo Cepeda. “It’s the
shock—the shock. He won’t come
out of it for a while.”

Don Juan Antonio wiped his
face with an impeccably ironed
and cologne-scented handkerchief.
“Not he alone . . . I am also in
such a situation. Dreadful. Horri-
ble. People do not realize—"

“Poor young man,” sighed the
elderly jailor, Uncle Hector, shak-
ing his head. “Only consider—"

Don Juan Antonio nodded vig-
orously. “By all means let us con-
sider. And let us consider the
whole case. Thus I reconstruct it:

“We have that precious pair, the
coarsely handsome cousins Eu-
genio and Onofrio Cruz. Osten-
sibly and even occasionally wood-
cutters. On the side—drunkards,
when they had the money; thieves
. . . and worse . . . when they
had the chance. Partners against
the rest of the world, fighting often
between themselves. Last night
they go out to cut wood, illegally.
And on the way back a quarrel
breaks out. Who knows why? For
that matter, perhaps Eugenio
merely decided on the spur of the
moment to kill Onofrio. At any
rate, he does kill him, with a blow
of his axe. Then, to conceal the
identity of the corpus, with the
same axe he decapitates it. And re-
turns to his hut, carrying the head.
Also, the defunct’s wallet.
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“Once there, the thought occurs
to him that he should not have left
the body. With daylight coming,
it will soon be found. So he pre-
pares a pile or pyre of wood. With
all the burning of fields and thick-
ets, one more smoke will hardly be
observed. Should anyone smell
anything, they will assume it to be
a trapped deer. And he goes back
to gain the body. But meanwhile
the police have not been idle. Of-
ficer Carlos Rodriguez Nunez is not
only up and around, but he has also
located the corpus and is guarding
it. Eugenio conceals himself. By
and by the sun begins to rise, the
little brothers Santa Anna ap-
proach, and Carlos sends one of
them with a message to me. But
the child is, after all, only a child;
he doesn’t go to the right place,
wanders around, time is lost.
Meanwhile Carlos, content that all
will soon be well, sits down and
falls asleep. Erroneously,” he add-
ed, with emphasis, “but—under-
standably. Understandably.

“Out from his place of conceal-
ment creeps the criminal murder-
er Eugenio Cruz. He steals both
Carlos’s service revolver and the
corpus, loads it on the horse which
he had brought with him and also
concealed at a distance, returns to
his hut. There he decides that he
has not enough wood to incinerate
the victim. So he conceals the
corpus inside the hut and goes out
for more wood. Meanwhile the un-
fortunate and valiant Carlos awak-
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ens, discovers his loss. By dint of
the faculty of raciocination so
highly developed in our police, he
deduces who the killer must be and
where he must have gone. He
tracks him down, securing, along
the way, a machete. He confronts
the arch-criminal. He kills him.
Again, I must say: erroneously.
And again I must say: understand-
ably. Doubtless the murderer Cruz
would have attempted to escape.

“At any rate, this second slaying
is witnessed by the much respected
citizen and veteran of the Revolu-
tion, Simon-Macabeo Lopez—"

The much respected citizen and
veteran of the Revolution, Simon-
Macabeo Lopez, snapped his sole
remaining arm into a salute, and
nodded solemnly.

“—who had risen early in or-
der to go and cultivate the piece
of land granted him by a grateful
Republic. Veteran Lopez immedi-
ately and properly proceeds to in-
form me, arriving at the same time
as the little brother Santa Anna.
The police at once move to investi-
gate, and we find—that which we
found. A body here, a body there,
here a head, and there a head, Car-
los in a state of incoherent shock.
So. Thus my reconstruction. What
do you think of it?”

There was a silence. At length
the assistant head of the police
said, “Masterful. Masterful.”

“Thank you.”

“It is such a reconstruction, so
neat, so lucid, so full of clarity, as
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is usually to be met with only in
the pages of criminal literature.
But . . . sefior jefe . . . it is
not the truth. No, I must say, it is
not the truth.”

Don Juan Antonio snapped,
“Why not?”

Cepeda sighed, gestured to the
unfortunate Rodriguez. “Because,
sefior jefe, you know and I know
and almost everybody in town
knows why. That bitch, that strum-
pet, Lupe de Rodriguez, was, cuck-
olding poor Carlos with the cou-
sins Eugenio and Onofrio Cruz,
too. One man was not enough for
her. And Carlos was blind to all.”

“Truth,” said the jailor, sighing.

“Truth,” said the veteran, nod-
ding.

“Truth,” said the other police-
men, shaking their heads, sadly.

Don Juan Antonio glared. Then
his expression relaxed, and he low-
ered his head. “It is the truth,” he
said, at last. “Ay, Carlos! {Woe of
me! jHombre! The husband is al-
ways the last to learn. For weeks,
now, I have scarcely been able to
look him in the face. Why, the very
honor of the police was imperilled.
How the railroad men were laugh-
ing at us. Mother!

“So, my poor Carlos—You fi-
nally found out, eh? Neverthe
less!” Don Juan Antonio all but
shouted at the others. “It is my re-
construction which must stand,
do you agree? Carlos has suffered
enough, and moreover, there is the
honor of the police.”
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“Oh, agreed, agreed, sefior jefe,”
the other officers exclaimed, hastily
and heartily.

“We may depend upon the dis-
cretion of the Veteran Lopez, I as-
sume?”’

The old man placed his hand
over his heart and bowed. “Secure-
ly,” he said. “What Carlos did may
have been, in some sense, techni-
cally illegal; I am no scholar, no
lawyer. But it was natural. It was
male”

“It was male, it was very male,”
the others all agreed.

Don Juan Antonio bent over,
took the weeping Carlos by the
shoulder, and tried to reassure him.
But Carlos gave no sign of having
heard, much less understood. He
wept, he babbled, he struck out at
things invisible, now and then he
gave stifled little cries of alarm and
fright and scuttled backwards
across the floor. The chief and the
others exchanged looks and com-
ments of dismay. “This commences
to appear as more than temporary
shock,” he said. “If he continues
like this, he may finally be encoun-
tered in the Misericordia, may God
forbid. You, Gerardo,” he directed
the youngest officer, “go and solicit
Dr. Olivera to appear as soon as
convenient. He understands the
techniques of modern science
. . . Take no care, Carlos!” he
said, encouragingly. “We shall
soon have you perfectly well . . .
Now . . . There was something
inmymind . . . Ah, Cepeda.”
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“Yes, Sir Chief?”

“You said, ‘. . . with Eugenio
and Onofrio Cruz, too.” Too. Who
else? Eh? What other man or men
—1 insist that you advise me of
their names!”

Rather reluctantly, the assistant
said, “Well . . .sir ... I
know of only one other. Ysidro
Chache. The curandero.”

Astounded, first, then outraged,
then determined, Don Juan An-
tonio arose to his full height. “The
curandero, eh. That mountebank.
That whore-monger. That charla-
tan.” He reached over and took up
his cap. “Come. We will pay a call
upon this relic of the past. Let us
inform him that the police have
teeth. Eh?”

The jailor, old Hector, shook his
head vigorously. The even older
veteran of the Revolution put out
his hand. “No, no, patron,” he
said, imploringly. “Do not go. He
is dangerous. He is very danger-

ous. He knows all the spirits and

the demons of the woods. He can
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put a fearful curse upon you. No,
no, no—"

“What!” cried Don Juan An-
tonio, scornfully. “Do you think for
a moment that I put stock in such
superstition?” He stood brave and
erect, not moving from his place.

Old Hector said, “Ah, patron.
It is not only that. I, after all, I,
too, am a civil servant. I do not—
But, sir, consider. The curandero
knows the power of every root and
herb and leaf and grass. He is fa-
miliar with each mushroom and
toadstool. Consider, consider—a
single pinch in food or drink (and
what man has a thousand eyes?)
—Consider the result of such poi-
son! Sterility, impotence, abortion,
distortion of vision, paralysis of the
throat, imaginary voices, dizziness,
pain, swelling of the eyes, burning
of the chest and heart, hallucina-
tions, wasting away, insanity, and
who knows what else? No, patron,
no, no.”

“He traffics with the devil,” old
Lopez muttered, nodding.
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“Hm, well,” said Don Juan An-
tonio. “This commences to sound
like a matter for the priest, then,
would you say?”

“Securely, the priest! If not, in-
deed, the bishop!”

Instantly the chief of police re-
turned his cap to its place. “Obvi-
ously, then, it would be unfitting
for a servant of the secular Repub-
lic to mix in such a matter. I thank
you for calling this to my atten-
tion. We shall not dignify the old
fraud with our presence.”

His eye at that moment was
looking out the window. He
seemed startled. “Speaking of the
—Heh-hem. Did I not mention the
good priest? Look.” The good priest
was indeed at that moment cross-
ing the plaza, his technically ille-
gal cassock covered by an unobjec-
tionable overcoat for most of its
length. Preceding him was his
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sacristan, bearing the small case in
which, all knew, were carried the
vessels for the administering of last
sacrament.

“Hector—do me the favor, go
and enquire, who has died?—and
then go and see what is keeping
the doctor. jAy, Carlos, hombre!”

Hector trotted out. A moment
later he returned close enough to
call a name before proceeding to
the physician’s office.

“What did he say?” Don Juan
Antonio inquired. “Who?”

“Sir, Abuelita Ana. You know,
the—"

“What?” Don Juan Antonio was
surprised. “Grandmother Ana?
Who would have expected it? She
had been dying as long as I can
remember her. Well, well, well

” His mouth still astonished,
he lifted his right hand and slowly
crossed himself.
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Young (24) and talented Samuel R. Delany was born and brought
up in New York City and now lives there with his wife. “Some
time back at the Bronx High School of Science, I won a handful
of literary awards—writing seriously since. Wrote my first SF novel
fie years ago.” [ Delany’s BABEL-17 won this year’s Nebula award
for best novel (a tie with FLOWERS FOR ALGERNON by Daniel Keys).]
“Hobbies? Music—the listening to and writing of—mathematics,
and cooking. This story,” continues Mr. Delany, “was drafted in
a confusion of American impressions during my first month in the
U. S. after a year abroad (mostly Greece and Turkey).”

CORONA

by Samuel R. Delany

PA RAN oFF TO Mars CoLoNY
before Buddy was born. Momma
drank. At sixteen Buddy used to
help out in a copter repair shop
outside St. Gable below Baton
Rouge. Once he decided it would
be fun to take a copter, some boot-
leg, a girl named Dolores-jo, and
sixty-three dollars and eighty-five
cents to New Orleans. Nothing
taken had ever, by any interpreta-
tion, been his. He was caught be-
fore they raised from the garage
‘roof. He lied about his age at court
to avoid the indignity of reform
school. Momma, when they found
her, wasn’t too sure (“Buddy?
Now, let me see, that’s Laford.
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And James Robert Warren—I
named him after my third husband
who was not living with me at the
tine—now my little James, he
came along in . . . two thou-
sand and thirty-two, 1 do believe.
Or thirty-four—you sure now, it's
Buddy?”) when he was born. The
constable was inclined to judge
him younger than he was, but let
him go to grown-up prison any-
way. Some terrible things hap-
pened there. When Buddy came
out three years later he was a
gentler person than before; still,
when frightened, he became vio-
lent. Shortly he knocked up a
waitress six years his senior. Cha-
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grined, he applied for emigration
to one of Uranus’s moons. In twen-
ty years, though, the colonial econ-
omy had stabilized. They were a
lot more stringent with applicants
than in his pa’s day: colonies had
become almost respectable. They'd
started barring people with jail
records and things like that. So he
went to New York instead and
eventually got a job as an assistant
servicer at the Kennedy spaceport.

There was a nine-year old girl
in a hospital in New York at that
time who could read minds and
wanted to die. Her name was Lee.

Also there was a singer named
Bryan Faust.

Slow, violent, blond Buddy had
been at Kennedy a year when
Faust’s music came. The songs
covered the city, sounded on every
radio, filled the title selections on
every jukebox and scopitone. They
shouted and whispered and
growled from the wall speaker in
the spacehangar. Buddy ambled
over the catwalk while the cross-
rhythms, sudden silences, and
moments of pure voice were picked
up by jangling organ, whining
oboe, bass and cymbals. Buddy’s
thoughts were small and slow. His
hands, gloved in canvas, his feet,
rubber booted, were big and quick.

Below him the spaceliner filled
the hangar like a tuber an eighth
of a mile long. The service crew
swarmed the floor, moving over the
cement like scattered ball bearings.
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And the music—

“Hey, kid.”

Buddy turned.

Bim swaggered toward him,
beating his thigh to the rhythms in
the falls of sound. “I was just
looking for you, kid.” Buddy was
twenty-four, but people would call
him ‘kid’ after he was thirty. He
blinked a lot.

“You want to get over and help
them haul down that solvent from
upstairs? The damn lift's busted
again. I swear, they're going to
have a strike if they don’t keep the
equipment working right. Ain't
safe. Say, what did you think of
the crowd outside this morning?”

“Crowd?”  Buddy’s  drawl
snagged on a slight speech defect.
“Yeah, there was a lot of people,
huh. I been down in the mainte-
nance shop since six o’clock, so I
guess I must’ve missed most of it.
What was they here for?”

Bim got a lot of what-are-you-
kidding-me on his face. Then it
turned to a tolerant smile. “For
Faust.” He nodded toward the
speaker: the music halted, lurched,
then Bryan Faust’s voice roared
out for love and the violent display
that would prove it real. “Faust
came in this morning, kid. You
didn’t know? He’s been making it
down from moon to moon through
the outer planets. I hear he broke
’em up in the asteroids. He’s been
to Mars, and the last thing I heard,
they love him on Luna as much as
anywhere else. He arrived on earth
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this morning, and he’ll be up and
down the Americas for twelve
days.” He thumbed toward the pit
and shook his head. “That’s his
liner.” Bim whistled. “And did
we have a hell of a time! All
them kids, thousands of ’em, I bet.
And people old enough to know
better, too. You should have seen
the police! When we were trying
to get the liner in here, a couple of
hundred kids got through the po-
lice block. They wanted to pull his
ship apart and take home the
pieces. You like his music?”

Buddy squinted toward the
speaker. The sounds jammed into
his ears, pried around his mind,
loosening things. Most were good
things, touched on by a resolved
cadence, a syncopation caught up
again, feelings sounded on too
quickly for him to hold, but good
feelings. Still, a few of them . . .

Buddy shrugged, blinked. “I
like it.” And the beat of his heart,
his lungs, and the music coincided.
“Yeah. I like that.” The music
went faster; heart and breath-
ing fell behind; Buddy felt a
surge of disorder. “But it’s . . .
strange.” Embarrassed, he smiled
over his broken tooth.

“Yeah. I guess a lot of other
people think so too. Well, get over
with those solvent cans.”

“Okay.” Buddy turned off to-
ward the spiral staircase. He was
on the landing, about to go up,
when someone yelled down,
“Watch it—!”
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A ten gallon drum slammed the
walkway five feet from him. He
whirled to see as the casing split—

(Faust’s sonar drums
slammed.)

—and solvent, oxidizing in the
air, splattered.

Buddy screamed and clutched
his eye. He had been working with
the metal rasp that morning, and
his gloves were impregnated with
steel flakes and oil. He ground his
canvas palm against his face.

(Faust’s electric bass ground
against a suspended dissonance.)

As he staggered down the walk,
hot solvent rained on his back.
Then something inside went wild
and he began to swing his arms.

(The last chorus of the song
swung toward the close. And the
announcer’s voice, not waiting for
the end, cut over, “All right all you
little people out there in music
land . . ")

“What in the—"

“Jesus, what's wrong with—"

“What happened? I told you
the damn lift was broken!”

“Call the infirmary! Quickl!
Call the—"

Voices came from the level
above, the level below. And foot-
steps. Buddy turned on the ramp
and screamed and swung.

“Watch it! What’s with that

guy—l’

“Here, help me hold ...
Owww!—"

“He’s gone berserk! Get the doc

up from the infirm—"
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(“. . . that was Bryan Faust’s
mind-twisting, brain-blowing,
brand new release, Corona! And
you know it willbe a kit! . . .”)

Somebody tried to grab him,
and Buddy hit out. Blind, rolling
from the hips, he tried to appre-
hend the agony with flailing
hands. And couldn’t. A flash bulb
had been jammed into his eye
socket and detonated. He knocked
somebody else against the rail,
and staggered and shrieked.

(“. . . And he’s come down to
Earth at last all you baby-mom-
mas and baby-poppas! The little
man from Ganymede who’s been
putting the music of the spheres
through so many changes this past
year arrived iz New York this
morning. And all I want to say,
Bryan . . .”)

Rage, pain, and music.

(“. . . is, how do you dig our
Earth!”)

Buddy didn’t even feel the nee-
dle stab his shoulder. He col-
lapsed as the cymbals died.

Lee turned and turned the vol-
ume nob till it clicked.

In the trapezoid of sunlight
over the desk from the high, smali
window, open now for August, lay
her radio, a piece of graph paper
with an incomplete integration for
the area within the curve
Xt + Y* = k¢, and her brown fist.
Smiling, she tried to release the
tension the music had built.

Her shoulders lowered, her nos-

FANTASY AND SCIENCE FICTION

trils narrowed, and her fist fell
over on its back. Still, her knuckles
moved to the remembered rhythm
of Corona.

The inside of her forearm was
webbed with raw pink. There
were a few marks on her right arm
too. But those were three years
old; from when she had been six.

Corona!

She closed her eyes and pic-
tured the rim of the sun. Centered
in the flame, with the green eyes
of his German father and the
high cheekbones of his Arawak
mother, was the impudent and in-
sousiant, sensual and curious face
of Bryan Faust. The brassy, four-
color magazine with its endless
hyperbolic prose was open on her
bed behind her.

Lee closed her eyes tighter.
If she could reach out, and per-
haps touch—no, not him; that
would be too much—but someone
standing, sitting, walking near
him, see what seeing him close was
like, hear what hearing his voice
was like, through air and light: she
reached out her mind, reached for
the music. And heard—

—your daughter getting along?

They keep telling me better and
better every weeck when I go to
visit her. But, oh, I swear, I just
don’t know. You have no idca how
we hated to send her back to that
place.

Of course I know! She’s your
own daughter. And she’s such a
cute little thing. And so smart.
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Did they want to run some more
tests?

She tried to kill herself. Again.

Oh, nol

She’s got scars on her wrist half-
way to her elbow! What am I do-
ing wrong? The doctors can't tell
me, She’s not even ten. I can’t
keep her here with me. Her fath-
er's tried; he’s about had it
with the whole business. I know
because of a divorce a child may
have emotional problems, but that
a little girl, as intelligent as Lee,
can be so—confused! She had to
go back, I know she had to go
back. But what is it I'm doing
wrong? I hate myself for it, and
sometimes, just because she can’t
tell me, I hate her—

Lee’s eyes opened; she smashed
the table with her small, brown
fists, tautening the muscles of her
face to hold the tears. All musical
beauty was gone. She breathed
once more. For a while she looked
up at the window, it's glass door
swung wide. The bottom sill was
seven feet from the floor.

Then she pressed the button for
Dr. Gross, and went to the book-
shelf. She ran her fingers over the
spines: Spinoza, The Bobsy Twins
at Spring Lake, The Decline of the
West, Tize Wind in the Wil —

She turned at the sound of the
door unbolting. “You buzzed for
me, Lee?”

“It happened. Again. Just about
aminute ago.” '

“I noted the time as you rang.”
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“Duration, about forty-five sec-
onds. It was my mother, and her
friend who lives downstairs,
Very ordinary. Nothing worth not-
ing down.”

“And how do you feel.”

She didn’t say anything, but
looked at the shelves.

Dr. Gross walked into the room
and sat down on her desk. “Would
you like to tell me what you were
doing just before it happened?”

“Nothing. I'd just finished lis-
tening to the new record. On the
radio.”

“Which record?”

“The new Faust song, Corona.”

“Haven’t heard that one.” He
glanced down at the graph paper
and raised an eyebrow. “This
yours, or is it from somebody
else?”

“You told me to ring for you
every time I . , . got an attack,
didn’t you?”

“Yes_”

“I'm doing what you want.”

“Of course, Lee. I didn’t mean
to imply you hadn’t been keeping
your word. Want to tell me some-
thing about the record? What did
you think of it?”

“The rhythm is very interest-
ing. Five against seven when it’s
there. But a lot of the beats are left
out, so you have to listen hard to
getit.”

“Was there anything, perhaps
in the words, that may have set off
the mind reading?”

“His colonial Ganymede accent
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is so thick that I missed most of the
lyrics, even though it’s basically
English.”

Dr. Gross smiled. “I've noticed
the colonial expressions are slip-
ping into a lot of young people’s
speech since Faust has become so
popular. You hear them all the
time.”

“I don’t.” She glanced up at the
doctor quickly, then back to the
books.

Dr. Gross coughed; then he
said, “Lee, we feel it’s best to keep
you away from the other children
at the hospital. You tune in most
frequently on the minds of people
you know, or those who've had
similar experiences and reactions
to yours. All the children in the
hospital are emotionally disturbed.
If you were to suddenly pick up all
their minds at once, you might be
seriously hurt.”

“I wouldn’t!” she whispered.

“You remember you told us
about what happened when you
were four, in kindergarten, and
you tuned into your whole class for
six hours? Do you remember how
upset you were?”

“I went home and tried to drink
the iodine.” She flung him a brutal
glance. “I remember. But I hear
mommy when she’s all the way
across the city. I hear strangers
too, lots of times! I hear Mrs. Low-
ery, when she’s teaching down in
the classroom! I hear her! I've
heard people on other planets!”

“About the song, Lee—"
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“You want to keep me away
from the other children because
I'm smarter than they are! I know.
I've heard you think too—"

“Lee, I want you to tell me
more about how you felt about this
new song—"

“You think I'll upset them be-
cause I'm so smart. You won’t let
me have any friends!”

“What did you feel about the
song, Lee?”

She caught her breath, holding
it in, her lids batting, the muscle
in the back of her jaw leaping.

“What did you feel about the
song; did you like it, or did you
dislike it?”

She let the air hiss through her
lips. “There are three melodic mo-
tifs,” she began at last. “They ap-
pear in descending order of rhyth-
mic intensity, There are more
silences in the last melodic line.
His music is composed of silence
as much as sound.”

“Again, what did you feel? I'm
trying to get at your emotional re-
action, don’t you see?”

She looked at the window. She
looked at Dr. Gross. Then she
turned toward the shelves. “There’s
a book here, a part in a book, that
says it, I guess, better than I can.”
She began working a volume from
the half-shelf of Nietzche.

“What book?”

“Come here.” She began to turn
the pages. “I'll show you.”

Dr. Gross got up from the desk.
She met him beneath the window.
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Dr. Gross took it and, frowning,
read the title heading: “The Birth
of Tragedy from the Spirit of Mu-
sic . . . death lies only in these
dissonant tones—"

Lee’s head struck the book from
his hands. She had leapt on him as
though he were a piece of furniture
and she a small beast. When her
hand was not clutching his belt,
shirt front, lapel, shoulder, it was
straining upward. He managed to
grab her just as she grabbed the
window ledge.

Outside was a nine story drop.

He held her by the ankle as she
reeled in the sunlit frame. He
yanked, and she fell into his arms,
shrieking, “Let me die! Oh, please!
Let me die!”

They went down on the floor
together, he shouting, “No!”
and the little girl crying. Dr. Gross
stood up, now panting.

She lay on the green vinyl, curl-
ing around the sound of her own
sobs, pulling her hands over the
floor to press her stomach.

“Lee, isn’t there any way you
can understand this? Yes, you've
been exposed to more than any
nine-year old’s mind should be
able to bear. But you've got to
come to terms with it, somehowl!
That isn't the answer, Lee. I wish
I could back it up with something.
If you let me help, perhaps I
can—"

She shouted, with her cheek
pressed to the floor, “But you can’t
help! Your thoughts, they’re just as
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clumsy and imprecise as the oth-
ers! How can you—you help peo-
ple who're afraid and confused
because their own minds have
formed the wrong associations!
How! I don’t want to have to
stumble around in all your insecu-
rities and fears as welll I'm not a
child! I've lived more years and
places than any ten of you! Just go
away and let me alone—"

Rage, pain, and music.

“Lee—”

“Go away! Please!”

Dr. Gross, upset, swung the
window closed, locked it, left the
room, and locked the door.

Rage, pain . . . below the
chaos she was conscious of the in-
fectious melody of Corona. Some-
body—not her—somebody else
was being carried into the hospi-
tal, drifting in the painful dark,
dreaming over the same sounds.
Exhausted, still crying, she let it
come.

The man’s thoughts, she re-
alized through her exhaustion, to
escape pain had taken refuge in
the harmonies and cadences of
Corona. She tried to hide her own
mind there. And twisted violently
away. There was something terri-
ble there. She tried to pull back,
but her mind followed the music
down.

The terrible thing was that
someone had once told him not to
put his knee on the floor.

Fighting, she tried to push it
aside to see if what was under-
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neath was less terrible. (“Buddy,
stop that whining and let your
momma alone. I don’t feel good.
Just get out of here and leave me
alone!” The bottle shattered on
the door jamb by his ear, and he
fled. She winced. There couldn’t
be anything that bad about put-
ting your knee on the floor. And so
she gave up and let it swim toward
her—

—Suds wound on the dirty
water. The water was under his
knees. Buddy leaned forward and
scrubbed the wire brush across the
wet stone. His canvas shoes were
already soaked.

“Put your blessed knee on the
floor, and I'll get you! Come on,
move your . . .” Somebody, not
Buddy, got kicked. “And don’t let
your knee touch that floor! Don’t, I
say.” And got kicked again.

They waddled across the prison
lobby, scrubbing. There was a sign
over the elevator: Louisiana State
Penal Correction Institute, but it
was hard to make out because
Buddy didn’t read very well.

“Keep up with ’em, kid. Don't
you let ’em get ahead’n you!” Big-
foot yelled. “Just ’cause you little,
don’t think you got no special
privileges.” Bigfoot slopped across
the stone.

“When they gonna get an auto-
matic scrubber unit in here?” some-
body complained. “They got one in
the county jail.”

“This Institute” —Bigfoot lum-
bered up the line—“was built in
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nineteen hundred and forty-
seven! We ain’t had no escape in
ninety-four years. We run it the
same today as when it was builded
back in nineteen hundred and
forty-seven. The first time it don’t
do its job right of keepin’ you all
inside—then we’ll think about
running it different. Get on back
to work. Watch your knee!”

Buddy’s thighs were sore, his
insteps cramped. The balls of his
feet burned and his pants cuffs
were sopping.

Bigfoot had taken off his slip-
pers. As he patrolled the scrub-
bers, he slapped the soles together,
first in front of his belly, then be-
hind his heavy buttocks. Slap and
slap. With each slap, one foot hit
the soapy stone. “Don’t bother
looking up at me. You look at them
stones! But don’t let your knee
touch the floor.”

Once, in the yard latrine, some-
one had whispered, “Bigfoot? You
watch him, kid! Was a preacher,
with a revival meeting back in the
swamp. Went down to the Emi-
gration Office in town back when
they was taking everyone they
could get and demanded they
make him Pope or something over
the colony on Europa they was just
setting up. They laughed him out
of the office. Sunday, when every-
one came to meeting, they found
he’'d sneaked into the town, busted
the man at the Emigration Office
over the head, dragged him out to
the swamp, and nailed him up to a
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cross under the meeting tent, He
tried to make everybody pray him
down. After they prayed for about
an hour, and nothing happened,
they brought Bigfoot here. He’s a
trustee now.”

Buddy rubbed harder with his
wire brush.

“Let’s see you rub a little of the
devil out’n them stones. And don’t
let me see your knee touch the—"

Buddy straightened his shoul-
ders. And slipped.

He went over on his backside,
grabbed the pail; water splashed
over him, sluiced beneath. Soap
stung his eyes. He lay there a mo-
ment,

Bare feet slapped toward him.
“Come on, kid. Up you go, and
back to work.”

With eyes tight Buddy pushed
himself up.

“You sure are one clums—"

Buddy rolled to his knees.

“I told you not to let your knee
touch the floor!”

Wet canvas whammed his ear
and cheek.

“Didn’t I?”

A foot fell in the small of his
back and struck him flat. His chin
hit the floor and he bit his tongue,
hard. Holding him down with his
foot, Bigfoot whopped Buddy’s
head back and forth, first with one
shoe, then the other. Buddy, blind-
ed, mouth filled with blood, swam
on the wet stone, tried to duck
away.

“Now don'’t let your knees touch
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the floor again. Come on, back to
work, all of you.” The feet slapped
away.

Against the sting, Buddy
opened his eyes. The brush lay
just in front of his face. Beyond
the bristles he saw a pink heel
strike in suds.

His action took a long time to
form. Slap and slap. On the third
slap he gathered his feet, leapt. He
landed on Bigfoot’s back, pound-
ing with the brush. He hit three
times, then he tried to scrub off the
side of Bigfoot’s face.

The guards finally pulled him
off. They took him into a room
where there was an iron bed with
no mattress and strapped him,
ankles, wrist, neck, and stomach,
to the frame. He yelled for them
to let him up. They said they
couldn’t because he was still vio-
lent. “How’m I gonna eat!” he de-
manded. “You gonna let me up to
eat?”

“Calm down a little. We'll send
someone in to feed you.”

A few minutes after the dinner
bell rang that evening, Bigfoot
looked into the room. Ear, cheek,
neck, and left shoulder were
bandaged. Blood had seeped
through at the tip of his clavicle to
the size of a quarter. In one hand
Bigfoot held a tin plate of rice and
fatback, in the other an iron spoon.
He came over, sat on the edge of
Buddy’s bed, and kicked off one
canvas shoe. “They told me 1
should come in and feed you, kid.”
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He kicked off the other one. “You
real hungry?”

When they unstrapped Buddy
four days later, he couldn’t talk.
One tooth was badly broken, sev-
eral others chipped. The roof of
his mouth was raw; the prison
doctor had to take five stitches in
his tongue.

Lee gagged on the taste of iron.

Somewhere in the hospital,
Buddy lay in the dark, terrified, his
eyes stinging, his head filled with
the beating rhythms of Corona.

Her shoulders bunched; she
worked her jaw and tongue against
the pain that Buddy remembered.
She wanted to die.

Stop it! she whispered, and
tried to wrench herself from the in-
articulate terror which Buddy,
cast back by pain and the rhythm
of a song to a time when he was
only twice her age, remembered.
Oh, stop it! But no one could hear
her, the way she could hear Buddy,
her mother, Mrs. Lowery in the
schoolroom.

She had to stop the fear.

Perhaps it was the music. Per-
haps it was because she had ex-
hausted every other way. Perhaps
it was because the only place left
to look for a way out was back in-
side Buddy’s mind—

—When he wanted to sneak
out of the cell at night to join a
card game down in the digs where
they played for cigarettes, he
would take a piece of chewing gum
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and the bottle cap from a Doctor
Pepper and stick it over the bolt
in the top of the door. When they
closed the doors after free-time, it
still fitted into place, but the bolt
couldn’t slide in—

Lee looked at the locked door of
her room. She could get the chew-
ing gum in the afternoon period
when they let her walk around her
own floor. But the soft drink ma-
chine by the elevator only dis-
pensed in cups. Suddenly she sat
up and looked at the bottom of her
shoe. On the toe and heel were the
metal taps that her mother had
made the shoe maker put there so
they wouldn’t wear so fast. She
had to stop the fear. If they would-
n't let her do it by killing herself,
she’'d do it another way. She went
to the cot, and began to work the
tap loose on the frame,

Buddy lay on his back, afraid.
After they had drugged him, they
had brought him into the city. He
didn’t know where he was. But
he couldn’t see, and he was afraid.

Something fingered his face. He
rocked his head to get away from
the spoon—

“Shhhh! It’s allright . . .”

Light struck one eye. There was
still something wrong with the
other. He blinked.

“You're all right,” she—it was a
she voice, though he still couldn’t
make out a face—told him again.
“You're not in jail. You're not in
the . . . the joint anymore. You're
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in New York. In a hospital. Some-
thing’s happened to your eye.
That's all.”

“Myeye . . . ?”

“Don’t be afraid any more,
Please. Because I can’t stand it.”

It was a kid’s voice. He blinked
again, reached up to rub his vision
clear.

“Watch out,” she said. “You'll
get—'”

His eye itched and he wanted to
scratch it. So he shoved at the
voice.

“Heyl”

Something stung him and he
clutched at his thumb with his
other hand.

“I'm sorry,” she said. “I didn’t
mean to bite your finger. But you'll
hurt the bandage. I've pulled the
one away from your right eye.
There’s nothing wrong with that.
Just a moment.” Something cool
swabbed his blurred vision.

It came away.

The cutest little colored girl
was kneeling on the edge of the
bed with a piece of wet cotton in
her hand. The light was nowhere
near as bright as it had seemed,
just a nightlight glowing over the
mirror above the basin. “You've got
to stop being so frightened,” she
whispered. “You've got to.”

Buddy had spent a good deal of
his life doing what people told
him, when he wasn’t doing the op-
_posite on purpose.

The girl sat back on her heels.
“That’s better.”
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He pushed himself up in the
bed. There were no straps. Sheets
hissed over his knees. He looked at
his chest. Blue pajamas: the but-
tons were in the wrong holes by
one. He reached down to fix them,
and his fingers closed on air.

“You've only got one eye work-
ing so there’s no parallax for depth
perception.”

“Huh?” He looked up again.

She wore shorts and a red and
white polo shirt.

He frowned, “Who are you?”

“Dianne Lee Morris,” she said.
“And you're—" Then she frowned
too. She scrambled from the bed,
took the mirror from over the ba-
sin and brought it back to the bed.
“Look. Now who are you?”

He reached up to touch with
grease crested nails the bandage
that sloped over his left eye. Short,
yellow hair lapped the gauze. His
forefinger went on to the familiar
scar through the tow hedge of his
right eyebrow.

“Who are you.”

“Buddy Magowan.”

“Where do you live?”

“St. Gab—" He stopped. “A
hun’ ni'tee’ stree’ ’tween Se’on and
Thir’ A'nue.”

“Say it again.”

“A hundred an’ nineteenth
street between Second an’ Third
Avenue.” The consonants his
nightschool teacher at P.S. 125
had laboriously inserted into his
speech this past year returned.

“Good. And you work?”
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“Out at Kennedy. Service assist-
ant.”

“And there’s mnothing to be
afraid of.”

He shook his head, “Naw,” and
grinned. His broken tooth reflect-
ed in the mirror. “Naw. I was just
havingabad . . . dream.”

She put the mirror back. As she
turned back, suddenly she closed
her eyes and sighed.

“What'sa matter?”

She opened them again. “It’s
stopped. I can’t hear inside your
head any more. It’s been going on
all day.”

“Huh? What do you mean?”

“Maybe you read about me in
the magazirie. There was a big ar-
ticle about me in New Times a
couple of years ago. I'm in the hos-
pital too. Over on the other side,
in the psychiatric division. Did you
read the article?”

“Didn’t do much magazine
reading back then. Don’t do too
much now either. What'd they
write about?”

“I can hear and see what other
people are thinking. I'm one of the
three they're studying. I do it best
of all of them. But it only comes in
spurts. The other one, Eddy, is an
idiot. I met him when we were
getting all the tests. He’s older
than you and even dumber. Then
there’s Mrs. Lowery. She doesn’t
hear. She just sees. And sometimes
she can make other people hear
her. She works in the school here
at the hospital. She can come and
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go as she pleases. But I have to
stay locked up.”

Buddy squinted. “You can hear
what's in my head?”

“Not now. But I could. And it
was . . .” Her lip began to quiv-
er; her brown eyes brightened.
“ . .1 mean when that man
triedto . . . withthe . . .” and
overflowed. She put her fingers on
her chin and twisted. “. . . when
he . . . cuttinginyour . . .”

Buddy saw her tears, wondered
at them. “Aw, honey—" he said,
reached to take her shoulder.

Her face struck his chest and
she clutched his pajama jacket., “It
hurt so much!”

Her grief at his agony shook
her.

“I had to stop you from hurting!
Yours was just a dream, so I could
sneak out of my room, get down
here, and wake you up. But the
others, the girl in the fire, or the
man in the flooded mine . . . those
weren't dreams! I couldn’t do
anything about them. I couldn’t
stop the hurting there. I couldn’t
stop it at all, Buddy. I wanted to.
But one was in Australia and the
other in Costa Rica!” She sobbed
against his chest. “And one was on
Mars! And I couldn’t get to Mars,
I couldn’t!”

“It’s all right,” he whlspered,
uncomprehending, and rubbed her
rough hair. Then, as she shook in
his arms, understanding swelled.
“You came . . . down here to
wake me up?” he asked.
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She nodded against his pajama
jacket.

“Wlly?”

She shrugged against his belly.
“I ... Idon’t .. . maybe the
music.”

After a moment he asked. “Is
this the first time you ever done
something about what you heard?”

“It's not the first time I ever
tried. But it’s the first time it ever

. . worked.”

“Then why did you try again?”

“Because . . .” She was stiller
now. “ .. I hoped maybe it
would hurt less if I could get—
through.” He felt her jaw moving
as she spoke. “It does.” Something
in her face began to quiver. “It
does hurt less.” He put his hand on
her hand, and she took his thumb.

“You knew I was . . . was
awful scared?”

She nodded. “I knew, so I was
scared just the same.”

Buddy remembered the dream.
The back of his neck grew cold,
and the flesh under his thighs be-
gan to tingle. He remembered the
reality behind the dream—and
held her more tightly and pressed
his cheek to her hair. “Thank you.”
He couldn't say it any other way,
but it didn’t seem enough. So he
said it again more slowly. “Thank
you.”

A little later she pushed away,
and he watched her sniffling face
with depthless vision.

“Do you like the song?”

He blinked. And realized the
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insistent music still worked
through his head. “You can—hear
what I'm thinking again?”

“No. But you were thinking
about it before. I just wanted to
find out.”

Buddy thought a while. “Yeah.”
He cocked his head. “Yeah. I like
it a lot. It makes me feel . . . good.”

She hesitated, then let out: “Me
too! 1 think it's beautiful. I think
Faust’s music is so,” and she whis-
pered the next word as though it
might offend, “alive! But with life
the way it should be. Not without
pain, but with pain contained, or-
dered, given form and meaning, so
that it’s almost all right again.
Don’t you feel that way?”

“I...don’t know. I like it .

“I suppose,” Lee said a little
sadly, “people like things for dif-
ferent reasons.”

“You like it a lot.” He looked
down and tried to understand how
she liked it. And failed. Tears had
darkened his pajamas. Not want-
ing her to cry again, he grinned
when he looked up. “You know, I
almost saw him this morning.”

“Faust? You mean you saw
Bryan Faust?”

He nodded. “Almost. I'm on the
service crew out at Kennedy. We
were working on his liner when

.” He pointed to his eye.

“Hi is ship? You were?” The won-
der in her voice was perfectly chil-
dish, and enchanting.

“T'll probably see him when he
leaves,” Buddy boasted. “I can get
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in where they won’t let anybody
else go. Except people who work at
the port.”

“I'd give—" she remembered to
take a breath, “—anything to see
‘him. Just anything in the world!”

“There was a hell of a crowd out
there this morning. They almost
broke through the police. But I
could’ve just walked up and stood
at the bottom of the ramp when he
came down. If I'd thought about
it.”

Her hands made little fists on
the edge of the bed as she gazed at
him.

“Course I'll probably see him
when he goes.” This time he found
his buttons and began to put them
into the proper holes.

“I wish I could see him too!”

“I suppose Bim—he’s foreman
of the service crew—he'd let us
through the gate, if I said you were
my sister.” He looked back up at
her brown face. “Well, my cousin.’

“Would you take me? Would
you really take me?”

“Sure.” Buddy reached out to
tweak her nose, missed. “You did
something for me. I don’t see why
not, if they'd let you leave—"

“Mrs. Lowery!” Lee whispered
and stepped back from the bed.

“—the hospital. Huh?”

“They know I'm gone! Mrs,
Lowery is calling for me. She says
she’s seen me, and Dr. Gross is on
his way. They want to take me back
to my room.” She ran to the door.

“Lee, there you are! Are you all
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right?” In the doorway Dr. Gross
grabbed her arm as she tried to
twist away.

“Lemme gol”

“Hey!” bellowed Buddy. “What
are you doin’ with that little girll”
Suddenly he stood up in the middle
of the bed, shedding sheets.

Dr. Gross's eyes widened. “I'm
taking her back to her room. She’s
a patient in the hospital. She
should be in another wing.”

“She wanna go?” Buddy de-
manded, swaying over the blank-
ets.

“She’s very disturbed,” Dr. Gross
countered at Buddy, towering on
the bed. “We’re trying to help her,
don’t you understand? I don’t
know who you are, but we’re trying
to keep her alive. She has to go
back!”

Lee shook her head agamst the
doctor’s hip. “Oh, Buddy .

He leapt over the foot of the bed,
swinging. Or at any rate, he swung
once. He missed wildly because
of the parallax. Also because he
pulled the punch in, half com-
pleted, to make it seem a flounder-
ing gesture. He was not in the Lou-
isiana State Penal Correction Insti-
tute: the realization had come the
way one only realizes the tune
playing in the back of the mind
when it stops. “Wait!” Buddy said.

Outside the door the doctor was
saying, “Mrs. Lowery, take Lee
back up to her room. The night,
nurse knows the medication she’
should have.”
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“Yes, doctor.”

“Wait!” Buddy called. “Pleasel”

“Excuse me,” Dr. Gross said,
stepping back through the door.
Without Lee. “But we have to get
her upstairs and under a sedative,
immediately. Believe me, I'm sorry
for this inconvenience.”

Buddy sat down on the bed and
twisted his face. “What's . . . the
matter with her?”

Dr. Gross was silent a moment.
“I suppose I do have to give you an
explanation. That’s difficult, be-
cause I don’t know exactly. Of the
three proven telepaths that have
been discovered since a concerted
effort has been made to study
them, Lee is the most powerful.
She’s a brilliant, incredibly crea-
tive child. But her mind has suf-
fered so much trauma—from all
the lives telepathy exposes her to—
she’s become hopelessly suicidal.
We're trying to help her. But if
she’s left alone for any length of
time, sometimes weeks, sometimes
hours, she’ll try to kill herself.”

“Then when’s she gonna be
better?”

Dr. Gross put his hands in his
pockets and looked at his sandals.
“I'm afraid to cure someone of a
mental disturbance, the first thing
you have to do is isolate them from
the trauma. With Lee that’s impos-
sible. We don’t even know which
part of the brain controls the tele-
pathy, so we couldn’t even try lobo-
tomy. We haven't found a drug
that affects it yet.” He shrugged. “I
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wish we could help her. But when
I'm being objective, I can’t see her
ever getting better. She’ll be like
this the rest of her life. The quicker
you can forget about her, the less
likely you are to hurt her. Good-
night. Again, I'm very sorry this
had to happen.”

“G’night.” Buddy sat in his bed
a little while. Finally he turned off
the light and lay down. He had to
masturbate three times before he
finally fell asleep. In the morning,
though, he still had not forgotten
the dark little gir]l who had come
to him and awakened—so much
in him.

The doctors were very upset
about the bandage and talked
of sympathetic opthalmia. They
searched his left cornea for any
last bits of metal dust. They kept
him in the hospital three more
days, adjusting the pressure be-
tween his vitreous and aqueous hu-
mors to prevent his till now un-
discovered tendency toward glau-
coma. They told him that the thing
that had occasionally blurred the
vision in his left eye was a vitreous
floater and not to worry about it.
Stay home at least two weeks, they
said. And wear your eyepatch un-
til two days before you go back to
work. They gave him a hassle with
his workmen’s compensation pa-
pers too. But he got it straightened
out—he’d filled in a date wrong.
He never saw the little girl again.

And the radios and juke boxes
and scopitones in New York and
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Buenos Aires, Paris and Istanbul,
in Melbourne and Bangok, played
the music of Bryan Faust.

The day Faust was supposed to
leave Earth for Venus, Buddy went
back to the spaceport. It was three
days before he was supposed to re-
port to work, and he still wore the
flesh colored eyepatch.

“Jesus,” he said to Bim as they
leaned at the railing of the observa-
tion deck on the roof of the hangar,
“just look at all them people.”

Bim spat down at the hot mac-
adam. The liner stood on the
take-off pad under the August sun.

“He’s going to sing before he
goes,” Bim said. “I hope they don’t
have a riot.”

“Sing?”

“See that wooden platform out
there and all them loudspeakers?
With all those kids, I sure hope
they don’t have a riot.”

“Bim, can I get down onto the
field, up near the platform?”

“What for?”

“So I can see him up real close.”

“You were the one talking about
all the people.”

Buddy, holding the rail, worked
his thumb on the brass. The mus-
cles in his forearm rolled beneath
the tattoo: To Mars I Would Go
for Dolores-jo, inscribed on Sat-
urn’s rings. “But I got to!”

“I don’t see why the hell —”
“There’s this little nigger girl,
Birn—”
o« uh?’,
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“Bim!”

“Okay. Okay. Get into a cover-
all and go down with the clocker
crew. You'll be right up with the
reporters. But don’t tell anybody I
sent you. You know how many peo-
ple want to get up there. Why you
want to get so close for anyway?”

“For a . . .” he turned in the
doorway. “For a friend.” He ran
down the stairs to the lockers.

Bryan Faust walked across the
platform to the microphones. Com-
ets soared over his shoulders and
disappeared under his arms. Suns
novaed on his chest. Meteors
flashed around his elbows. Shirts
of polarized cloth with incandes-
cent, shifting designs were now be-
ing called Fausts. Others flashed
in the crowd. He pushed back his
hair, grinned, and behind the
police-block hundreds of children
screamed. He laughed into the
microphone; they quieted. Behind
him a bank of electronic instru-
ments glittered. The controls were
in the many jeweled rings hanging
bright and heavy on his fingers.
He raised his hands, flicked his
thumbs across the gems, and the
instruments, programmed to re-
spond, began the cascading intro-
duction to Corona. Bryan Faust
sang. Across Kennedy, thousands
—Buddy among them —heard.

On her cot in the hospital, Lee
listened. “Thank you, Buddy,” she
whispered. “Thank you.” And felt
alittle less like dying. <



SCIENCE

MUSIC TO MY EARS

by Isaac Asimov

ABOUT TEN YEARS AGO, IN A FIT OF fatherly pride, I bought a piano
and installed it in my living room. My two children (then very young)
would, I reasoned, soon reach the age when they could, with very little
in the way of actual beating and maiming, be induced to practice. Even-
tually, they would learn to play, and the house would be filled with beau-
tiful music.

Each child, in turn, reached the age of musical apprenticeship, and
each practiced for a couple of years with only moderate beating and vir-
tually no maiming. However, my semi-irresistible force had encountered
two entirely immovable bodies, and the children won out—bloody, as
the saying goes, but unbowed.

So now an unoccupied piano fills the living room and grins at me.
I never learned to play the piano myself (or any instrument), but I can’t
resist beating the keys with one finger now and then and trying to work
out the queer hieroglyphics of written music.

Although I usually hit the correct notes, the amount and intensity of
objection from the rest of the family whenever I play the piano is inde-
scribable. Nobody thinks that my one-finger rendition of “Dancing Cheek
to Cheek” represents true beauty.

Hurt to the core, I have bought myself a small recorder (a little wooden
pipe with holes), and I sit with it in my attic and moodily finger it as I
blow. I have worked up a rendition of “The First Noel” that peels the
wallpaper off the walls, but fortunately, my “Annie Laurie” flattens it
right back on again. )

And now it has occurred to me to exceed all previous feats of intellec-
tual derring-do, and set myself to working out some sense in all these
notes I hit and blow, even though I have never studied music in any way.

Here goes, and wish me luck—
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It all begins with Pythagoras, the Greek philosopher who, about 525
B.C., discovered that two or more strings, plucked together, made a
combination of sounds that was pleasing to the car if the lengths of
those strings were in the ratios of small whole numbers.

Nowadays, we don’t talk about lengths of strings, but of frequencies—
the number of times per second that the strings beat back and forth in the
sound-making vibration. Each musical note has a fixed frequency, and
combinations of musical notes sound pleasant when the frequencies are
related to each other in ratios of small whole numbers.

For instance, if one frequency is just twice another, the notes blend
together perfectly in our ears.

If we take three notes together, then the harmony is particularly good
(at least to ears brought up in our particular culture) if the frequencies
are in the ratio of 4 to 5 to 6. This combination of notes is called the
“major triad.”

Well, then, we now have four notes we can rely on to sound good in
almost any combination, whether struck consecutively or simultancously,
and these we can label, 4, 5, 6, and 8. As you sce, 4, 5, 6 make up a
major triad and 8 is twice 4.

Next, in order to produce more notes, we ought to sec if there is any-
where we can form a second major triad. Why not consider 8, which
is the only one of the four members that is not part of a major triad al-
ready. Suppose we consider 5Y3, 6%4, and 8. These are in the 4, 5, 6
ratio.

Now we have six numbers: 4, 5, 5V3, 6, 6%43, 8, making up two inter-
locking major triads.

But the list of numbers is curiously unbalanced as we have them at
this point. The central four notes are clustered together with separations
of less than unity. The extreme notes are not so close. The first number,
4, is a full unit removed from its neighbor, 5, while the last note 8 is
more than a unit removed from its neighbor, 624. It would be nice if we
could fill in those large gaps with members of still a third major triad.

To do that, let’s consider that 4 (at one extreme) is the beginning of
one triad, and 8 (at the other extreme) the ending of another. Why not
build a triad on 6, which is the number midway between the extremes.
The numbers 6, 7%, and 9 are in the 4, 5, 6 ratio and 7%4 nicely fills
the gap between 6%3 and 8.

Unfortunately that leaves the gap between 4 and 5 still unfilled and
supplies us with a 9 that opens a new gap beyond the 8. We can kill two
birds with one stone by dividing 9 by 2 and forming another number that
will do just as well as 9. (In music, two notes with frequencies in the
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ratio of 2 to 1 sound very closely related, as I said before.) Half of 9 is
4V, which exactly plugs the hole between 4 and 5.
Now we have the following set of numbers:

4r 4‘/2' 51 5'/31 6: 6%: 7‘/2, 8

All are separated by intervals of less than unity. Because there are eight
notes from 4 to 8 inclusive, the interval from a number to its double is
called an “octave.” This is from the Latin word for “eight.”

These eight numbers represent the common musical scale we use today
—the “major scale.” There are minor scales and fancy “modes” that were
used in ancient and medieval times, but if you think I intend to budge
one inch away from the major scale, you are out of your mind.

We can extend the octave in both directions. We can begin with 8 and
write another series of numbers each of which is twice the correspond-
ing number of those we already have. Or, beginning at 4, we can work
backward to write a series of numbers each of which is half the series of
numbers we already have.

We would have, for instance:

first octave— 2, 2%, 2%, 224, 3 , 33, 3%, 4
second octave—4, 4Y%5, 5 , 5 , 6 , 624 , 7%, 8
third octave— 8, 9 , 10, 1025, 12, 135, 15, 16

Thus, if you go to the piano and strike the white notes in order, you
will hear a “tune” that will repeat itself six times, because the piano
covers a little over seven octaves.

What do these numbers mean as far as frequency goes? We can take
them literally and say that by 4 we mean a sound wave with a frequency
of 4 waves per second. Such a sound wave, however, has a frequency too
small to hear.

If we add octaves to the right, however, doubling and redoubling the
frequency, we will soon reach audible sounds. Six octaves to the right,
we reach one which extends from 256 to 512. These numbers, viewed as
frequencies (so many waves per second) make up the middle octave of
the piano keyboard—or would, if the 4, 5, 6 ratios were followed exactly.
That middle octave would have notes with frequencies:

256, 288, 320, 341'5, 384, 42624, 480, 512

Physicists would be content to work with this because these numbers
arise from doubling and redoubling the original 4, 5, 6 ratio. Musicians,
however, use as their basic standard the note I have labelled 4263%4,
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except that they tune it to 440, and then build the entire octave about
that, If all the notes of the octave had their frequencies raised in exact
proportion (which they don’t, as we shall soon see), then the notes of
the middle octave of the piano would be:

264, 297, 330, 352, 396, 440, 495, 528

and at least we would get rid of fractions.

Obviously, though, musicians aren’t going to call the notes by their
frequency numbers. This would be cumbersome even if the musicians
of centuries past had known about frequencies. Instead, they used letters
and syllables.

One system originated not long after the year 1000. An Italian musi-
cologist, named Guido of Arezzo, made use of an octave with one note
(495) omitted. He also composed (according to tradition) a hymn to
John the Baptist, which goes as follows:

Ut queant laxis resonare fibris,

Mira gestorum famuli tuorum,

Solve polluti labii reatum,
Sancte Ioannes.

The first italicized syllable was note 264, the second was note 297
and so on up to the sixth italicized syllable which was note 440. From
this hymn, which must have been popular, the notes were given
names of the syllables:

264, 297, 330, 352, 396, 440, ——, 528
ot re mi fa sol la ) ut.

Note 528, you see, begins another octave and is “ut” again, so that
we have ut, re, mi, fa, sol, la over and over again.

In the time since Guido, some changes have been made. The gap be-
tween 440 and 528 is uncomfortably large and note 495 was very com-
monly used to fill that gap. It needed a name, too, and was given “si.”
This may very well represent the initials of “Sancte Ioannes” in the final
line of Guido’s hymn.

There has been a tendency, however, to change the “si” to “ti” in order
not to have two notes begin with the same consonant.

Then, too, the monosyllable “ut” is the only one that ends in a plosive
consonant, which makes for difficulty in singing the scale with the proper
flamboyance. Consequently, “ut” was changed to the sonorous “do,”
with an initial consonant not like any of the others. That gives us:
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264, 297, 330, 352, 396, 440, 495, 528
do re mi fa sol la ti do

which is the scale most of us have been taught to sing.

Another system used is to give the notes successive letters of the alpha-
bet. Since the standard note, the one to which all instruments are tuned,
is 440, it is only fair to call it A. The next note, 495, is B, the next, 528,
is C and so on up to G, which is the seventh note. The eighth note is 880,
the octave of 440, and it is A again.

Working backward and forward from A, we have the following com-
parison of the syllable-names and the letter-names:

do re mi fa sol la ti do
C DEF GABC

The eight notes of the octave (seven really, for the eighth begins a
new octave) were worked out entirely from the 4, 5, 6 ratio here in this
article. The question, though, is whether the notes are spread more or less
equally across the gap of the octave. We can check this by taking the ratio
of the frequencies of each successive pair of notes:

D/C = 297/264 = 1.125
E/D = 330/297 = 1.111
F/E = 352/330 = 1.067
G/F = 396/352 = 1.125
A/G = 440/396 = 1.111
B/A = 495/440 = 1.125
C/B = 528/495 = 1.067

The seven intervals in the octave fall into three groups of ratios. There
are three representing a ratio of 1.125, two of 1.111, and two 1.067,
The first two, 1.125 and 1.111, are quite close together, while 1.067 is
roughly half the size if we consider the figures on the right-hand side of
the decimal point (which represents the amount by which the fre-
quency of one note is in excess of the one before). If we lump the
first two ratios together as representing “whole intervals” and the third
as a “half interval,” we can list the scale as follows, including the size
of the intervals:

cCMDbDMEF)FO)G(1)A)B (%) C

In singing the scale, we are used to placing the five whole intervals
and the two half-intervals exactly as shown above. If we begin with one
of the notes representing a C on the piano and hit the white notes
successively in either direction, we hear the familiar scale going up or
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going down and can sing with it. If, however, we start on any note other
than C, match our voice to it as “do,” and then try to go up or down the
scale, we find the piano hits “wrong” notes.

This seriously limits musical flexibility and the thing to do is to fill
in the five large intervals with half-way notes, so that one can place a
half-interval or a whole-interval anywhere one wishes all along the piano
keyboard. There are five intervals to be filled and the result might be
labelled as follows:

X X X X X
CDETFGABC
do re mi fa sol la ti do

The five “X”s are the five half-way notes that fill in the whole intervals
in the major scales. They represent the five black notes present in each
octave on the piano keyboard. As you see, they have to be arranged in
groups of two and three in alternation because that is dictated by the
pattern of whole intervals and half intervals.

Counting both white and black notes, there are now thirteen notes in
the octave or rather twelve notes, for the thirteenth starts a new octave,
These twelve or thirteen are easier to handle than the eight notes were,
for the pattern of black keys makes it easy to identify keys. Every white
key immediately to the left of the group of two black keys is a C. Every
white key immediately to the right of that group is an E and so on.

It is convenient, on the piano (though not necessarily on other in-
struments) to make the twelve intervals in this thirtecn-note C-to-C oc-
tave exactly equal, in terms of frequency ratios. The second C has a fre-
quency just two times that of the first C, so we must have some ratio such
that, when twelve of them are multiplied together, the value 2 is
reached. That is x12 = 2. It turns out that x = 1.0595.

If we keep this ratio and build upon the note of A having a frequency
of 440, we end up with the eight white keys of the middle octave of the
piano having frequencies like this:

261.6 293.7 329.6 349.2 392.0 440.0 493.9 523.2
The five black keys of that same octave would be:
277.1 311.0 370.1 415.5 466.4
How does one name the black notes? In the syllable-system, it is possi-

ble to have each black note named according to the initial consonant of
the note before, followed by an “i,” thus:
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di ri fi si ki
do re mi fa sol la ftido

As it happens, the two ordinary notes that are followed by a half-
interval already end in “i” (mi and ti), which makes for pleasant sym-
metry.

Iflythe letter system, the black notes are named according to the white
notes they adjoin in either direction. If they are related to the white note
at the left, they borrow its letter with the added word “sharp” (%) to
indicate the black note is higher than the white (rising up sharply). If
they are related to the white note on the right, they borrow its letter with
the added word “flat” (b) to indicate the black note is lower than the
white (squatting down flatly).

Thus, the black note “ri”, between “re” and “mi,” is letter-wise between

D and E. It can be called either Dgor Ep —that is “D-sharp” or “E-flat.”
. 3 € based on 4, 5, 6 ratios, D-sharp and E-flat need
not be exactly identical, and the amount by which they vary may differ
with where you start the scale. On the piano, however the black note
comes exactly half way between D and E (in this case), so that D#
and Ep are identical.

Each one of the five black notes can be expressed, letter-fashion, only
with a sharp or a flat, and each can use either. Thus:

between C and D —— C# or Dp
between D and E — — D# or Eb
between F and G — — F or Gp
between G and A —— G# or Ap
between A and B — — A# or Bp

A sharp raises a note a half-interval, and a flat lowers it a half-interval.
This means that some of the white keys can be expressed by means of
sharps and flats. For instance, E and F are half an interval apart and so
are B and C. Therefore E could be expressed as Fp and F could be ex-
pressed as E#. Similarly B could be expressed as Cb and C could be
expressed as B#. This placing of sharps and flats in the white-key names
is not common, but it is legal and, sometimes, useful.

If we list the full range of notes from C to C, counting both black and
white notes and, arbitrarily, giving each black note its “sharp” name,
we have:

C Ci DD EF Ff G G A Af B C

There is just half an interval between one of these notes and the next
and to get a whole interval you merely start with any note and move two
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to the right Cor two to the left). Then, too, if you run off the right end
(0}- left end) you just repeat the whole batch of letters and keep on
going.

If we want a major scale, we can start anywhere, if we remember to
keep the pattern of intervals in the order: whole, whole, half, whole,
whole, whole, half.

If we start at C, then it’s easy. The white notes are arranged in the
proper order and we have:

CDEFGABC

If we start with D, things are not quite so simple. The first whole
interval carries us to E, but the second takes us to F#. Then the half
interval moves us to G. The following whole intervals carry us first to
A, then B, but the third takes us to C4. The final half interval brings us
back to D. (The eighth note is always the same 3s the first.) Thus:

D EFf G A BCE§ D

By similar reasoning, we can start with any other note, either white
or black, and work out the major scale. Let’s use the other white notes
in order as starting points, leaving out, for now, note F.

We get:

4 G A B Ci D§ E

B CD E Ft G
C# D E F Gi A
B C# D E F G# A B

Each of these scales is identified by its first note. If you begin with
C you are in the “key of C” (actually it’s “key of C major” but I'm dealing
only with major and I don’t even want to be reminded there’s anything
else). Then, in succession, the scales I've given above are the “key of D,”
the “key of E,” the “key of G,” the “key of A,” and “key of B.”

Notice that in each case the letters progress from the first note to the
return of that first note without skipping a single one. Some of them
have sharps attached, but that doesn’t count as far as the letter is con-
cerned. Indeed, sharps and flats are called “accidentals,” as though they
are unimportant frills attached to the letter, the identity of which being
what really counts.

Notice also that each of the keys whose scales I have listed above has
a different number of sharps.

Suppose we list each key starting with C (or C#) and ending with B.
(Why complicate things by repeating C at the end), and suppose also

>Qom
@ >
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we arrange them in the order of increasing number of sharps. We have:

KeyofC—C D EF G A B
Keyof G—C D E F§f G A B
KeyofD —C# D E Ff G A B
Keyof A—C# D E Ff G# A B
Keyof E —C# D E Ff G A B
Keyof B —C# D§ E F§ Gi A#f B

I don't have to belabor the pleasant pattern that appears here as the
sharps gradually build up in number and position. This pattern exhibits
itself in musical notation. On the extreme left of each staff, you place no
sharps, 1 sharp, 2 sharps, and so on, to indicate where you are making
use of the key of C, G, D and so on. That tells you where you place your
“do.” The order and position of the sharps placed not only tell you which
notes you must routinely sharp if you are to stay in key, but they make

Tetty pattern, too. (In order to show it, I would have to make
use of a musical staff and all sorts of symbols, and I beg your indulgence.
Another time, perhaps.) .

But now let’s return to the key of F. If we start with F and try to make a
major scale with intervals of whole, whole, half, whole, whole, whole,
half, we end up with the following:

F G A Af C D E F

We have two A’s (the fact that one of them is sharped is irrelevant)
and no B. This is not permitted. We must have a B. In order to get one,
we must give A# its alternate name, Bb. Now we have:

F G A B CDEF

This is the only major scale starting on a white note that must use a
flat. (The others can’t. If you tried to express them with flats, you would
find a letter left out in every case except C, which has neither sharps nor
flats.)

Is the key of F the only one with flats? Not at all; there are black keys
upon which we can start a scale. If we try those, we find that it is sharps
that, in every case, omit a letter. Therefore, we will try all but G}, using
flats only.

As our guide, we will use the complete scale, white and black notes,
with the flat-names given to the black notes: '

C Db DEb EF Gb G Ab A B B C
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Using this, the key of C still gives us the white keys, C to C inclusive
with no flats at all. The key of F gives us the scale included just above,
with a single flat. Now let’s start with the four black keys, omitting for
the nonce Gp.

Db Eb F Gb Ab Bb C
Eb F G Ab Bb C D Eb
Ab Bb C Db Eb F G
Bb C D Eb F G A Bp

These scales are in the key of Db, Ep, Ap, and Bb. Let’s list the sym-
bols starting with C and ending with B or Bp, in order of increasing
numbers of flats, and let’s include the keys of C and F. Thus:

Keyof C —C D E F G A B

Keyof F —C D E F G A Bb
KeyofBb —C D Eb F G._A _Bp
Keyof Eb —C D Eb F G Abp Bb
Key of Ab—C Db Eb F G Ab BbH
Keyof Db—C Db Eb F Gb Ab BbH

Here again is the same pretty pattern—in flats rather than sharps,
.and the musical notation reflects the prettiness.

But there is still one key left over, and that is the key of Gb which
presents special difficulties. If we start with Gb and follow the thirteen-
note octave in its flatted version, we get a major scale like this:

Gb Ab Bb B Db Eb F GhH

Of course, we see that the letter C is omitted, and that this scale is no
good. We can switch from G to the equivalent F# and try to use the
sharped version of the thirteen-note octave. Now we have:

F£ G# A% B C# Di F Fi

Now the letter E is omitted and apparently we can’t write a scale in
either the flat or sharp version. This in itself is an interesting symmetry,
for we have one key (that of C) which can be written in both the flat
and sharp version and here we have one that can be written in neither.

But wait, suppose we write B as C}§ or F as Fp, as I indicated earlier
we were permitted to do. In that case, we can write this key in both
flats and sharps, thus:

Gb Ab B> Cb Db Eb F Gb
Ff G# AR B C4 D§ Ef Fi
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Now let’s put them in the C to B order:

Keyof Gb—Ch Db Eb F Gb Ab Bb
Keyof Ff —Cit D Ef Fi G# Af B

As key of Gb, this scale has six flats and fits right at the end of the
system of flatted keys, continuing the pattern. And, in its alter ego as the
key of F4, it possesses six sharps and fits the end of the system of sharped
keys neatly.

We can therefore set up the following interesting table:

Key Number of Key Number of
Sharps Flats

C 0 C 0

G 1 F 1

D 2 Bb 2

A —3 Eb 3

E 4 Ab 4

B 5 Db 5

F4 6 Gb 6

There are all sorts of symmetries in this table, but you can amuse your-
self with them. They don’t require pointing out.

All of this, you must understand, is music to my ears and mind, but
is nothing at all to my fingers. My mind understands this, but my fingers
can’t make head or tail out of it. My mind looks at the piano keyboard
with infinite satisfaction, and my fingers go “Huh?” All I can do at the
liaii;mo is tap out something like “Dancing Cheek to Cheek” with one

ger.

—But in any key you please.



The recent experience of paying cash money to see a play about
a swishy gorilla has put a serious crimp in our theatre-going habit
(mot to mention making our blood boil), but that did not lessen our
enjoyment of this amusing backstage look at a production in the
theatre of the absurd. Miss Basch (MAToG, August 1966) has
studied for the theatre and appeared in off-Broadway plays.

ALAS, POOR YORICK!
| KNEW HIM WELL ENUFF

by Joan Patricia Basch

COMEBACK

Interviewed in his pied-a-terre at
Forest Lawn, the smiling star of “The
Creeping Skull”, which premieres
this week on the Transvaal drive-in
circuit, discussed a career which
seems to typify the invincibility of
actors.

“I seldom get such acting oppor-
tunities as in this picture,” said the
bodiless thespian frankly. “For some
time—ever since my career was in-
terrupted by death—all I ever got to
do was dress up the set! All anyone
cared about was my looks. Nobody
gave a damn whether I could ACT or
not. And then, there’s jealousy, too.
I remember a production—I won’t
mention any names, of course—in
which I tried to DO something with
my role. As written, it was strictly a
deadhead. Even “Yorick” had more

104

potential! Well! The commotion, you
wouldn’t believe. They tried to drop
me from the cast . . . bury me in
cement. . . . It's all been hushed

up of course.”
“Do you believe in ‘typecasting’?” I
(cont. on.page —)

MISS CASSANDRA STRAUSS IN

NEW YORK TO MRS. EILEEN
WEISBARD IN MAJORCA
Dear Eileen,

Dig the enclosed clipping,

which I cut from the newspaper
(unidentified) in which my gro-
ceries came wrapped yesterday—
arriving at almost the same time as
your long-awaited card and new
address. I am absolutely certain
that the show which isn’t named
in the interview is the one I was
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in, and I get so annoyed when I
think that whoever read that thing
in the paper probably thought it
was all a gag or something.

Before you get all excited over
my landing a part straight from
school, I'd better explain that I
only had one line. (The Line was:
“What does it all Mean?”) Still, I
kept in mind Stanislavski’s dictum,
“There are no small parts, only
small actors.” It's such a comfort.

The show was sort of off-Broad-
way, but not entirely, since Les
B was i ‘d-nev-
er recognize him in person, wear-
ing his own face. He’s very hand-
some . . . could have been a ro-
mantic lead if he weren’t a serious
actor.

Greg, the director, is youngish,
but balding—on the chunky side,
with a pouty mouth. He’s very in-
tense and restless and takes actors
aside for private briefings, from
which they emerge with an inward
look. During the second week, he
took me aside and asked how 1 felt
about my line. I said I felt it
should be longer, and he tightened
up. He can’t stand wisecracks. He
asked me if I were a virgin, and
when I said yes, he nodded as if he
had suspected as much. He asked
how old I was, and I said nine-
teen, and he said I was full of de-
fenses; if I wanted to be an actress
I couldn’t go on cutting myself off
from Life with glib flippancy. I
would have to learn to Communi-
cate in a Human way; without
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words. I was so terribly ashamed
I got a sort of sick feeling in my
stomach, but I kept from crying
and smiled and thanked him.
Only, when my line came up, my
voice stuck. I get so confused
sometimes; I don’t want to be a

smart aleck, and . . . but I don’t
want to get off on that.
The play, “HEINRICH:

FAUST IN THE THEATRE OF
'THE ABSURD”, was translated
from the Serbo-Croatian by Les's
Yugoslavian wife, Dinka, just for
him. All during rehearsal Dan,
the stage manager, kept saying,
“They loved it in Dubrovnick,”
and laughing through his nose.
Actually, the play has never been
produced in Dubrovnick. It’s too
contemporary. It’s a version which
shows that Faust and Mephistoph-
eles had a homosexual Thing;
Margareta is a prostitute and frigid
until Heinrich rapes her on stage,
and Martha is really her mother,
who drove her to everything by be-
ing so puritanical, although she
herself has eyes for Mephistopheles
who turns out to be her father.
And no one can communicate,
And it strikes at American mate-
rialism. Anyway, it looked like a
sure-fire success d’estime—but one
of the critics came out and said
that it’s time to revive “Peg O'My
Heart.”

ANYWAY, the business men-
tioned in that clipping started up
just before dress rehearsal. Here’s
the scene:
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The set wasn’t up yet, and the
playing area was marked off by
folding chairs. Les was stage cen-
ter by a table with the skull on it,
under the jailhouse glare of the
work-light. Cynthia, a willowy
blonde TV actress who plays Mar-
gareta, was standing by, very quiet.
(She once made a wisecrack, and
Greg Martin, the director, can’t
stand flippancy.)

Sitting beyond the playing area,
with containers of coffeec and a
smog of cigarette smoke, were the
actress playing Martha, a heavy-
set brunette in her forties, and the
actor playing Mephistopheles. He
is weedy and hunted looking and
had his beard trimmed for the part.
Dan, the stage manager, who is
about twenty-four and has red
hair, was just behind the pro-
scenium arch, holding the book,
although Les hates to be prompt-
ed, no matter what. I was sitting
next to him. Natch. (I have a lot
to tell you about Dan, but it needs
a separate letter.)

Greg, of course, was out front
with Moira, the assistant director,
a stark brunette with long straight
hair. Somewhere in the gloom
Dinka, Les’s wife, was knitting, as
usual.

It was very quiet, except for the
usual rustle of scripts and shuffle
of coffee containers underfoot,
and random bangings off.

Les was doing his big scene, in
which he addresses the skull with
marked animosity. He picked up a
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wooden frame. (Luckily, we had
all the props before the property
manager landed in the hospital
with a slipped disc.) Les looked
through the frame as he talked. “I
hold the mirror up to Life—Life,
the distorted reflection of grinning
Death! Laugh at me, Death! I
smile back into your intrinsic grin
with jolly camaraderie! I laugh!
Why don’t you laugh, you mocker?
Laugh! Laugh! LAUGH! . . .”

. and the skull went “Ha
ha” in a snide way.

Martha gavi nervous giggle.
Mephisto said, “I've HAD?E%’%H" -
bolted. Cynthia shrieked, jumped
off the stage and hurled herself on
to somebody in the darkened
house. I can recall all of these de-
tails now, but at the time I was
mainly aware of Les, who had
stepped backward, nearly falling
off the stage. Dinka scurried to
him and made him sit down, with
his legs hanging over the edge. She
fussed over him in an angry way
and put a sweater around his shoul-
ders. Then she turned to scold
Greg. “My husband is an artist.
An artist, do you understand? It is
not for him, these practical jokes.
What fool did this?”

Confusion was the keynote.
Dan was the first to gingerly ap-
proach the skull. In reaction to
Dinka, Greg blustered, “Are you
responsible for this nonsense,
Dan?”

“No,” Dan said soberly. He had
his back to Greg, which cut off our
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view of the skull. “It's stopped
now.”

“What do you mean, ‘stopped’?”

“It's been Reacting.”

Bedlam.

“I probably just imagined it,”
said Dan with an ambiguous little
smile. He returned to his chair and
concentrated ostentatiously on
making little notations in the
script.

Greg passed a ukase to the effect
that it was Mass Hypnotism. He
demanded that Les take the scene
from the top. Mephisto returned,
sullen with shock and curiosity.
Martha, who had gone out to
throw up, resumed her place with
an air of conscious virtue. Cynthia
reappeared, red eyed. She’s basic-
ally a disciplined actress. Which
is a pity, since I was general un-
derstudy.

Les was hardly into his speech
when he stopped and said, “It is
reacting.”

“How do you mean, ‘reacting’?”
asked Greg. “It's solid ivory,
smooth and shiny.”

“So it doesn’t have much to work
with!” shouted Les, losing his tem-
per for the first time in history.
“You know nothing about Acting-
from-Within!  You're  obsessed
with the Flesh! Acting is of the
Soul! Your kind are all alike!” This
really hurt Greg, because he’s from
TV. Luckily, Martha suddenly
squealed, “There are no small
parts, only small actors,” and had
raving hysterics.
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Dan loped across the stage and
slapped her. I ran to the dressing
rooms, finally found a tap which
worked and wet a handkerchief
which I placed on her brow.
Martha came out of it shouting,
“Take that clammy rag off my face,
you simpleton!” which rather
threw a spanner in my spiritual
works. Recoiling, I caught Dan’s
eye, and he snickered, which made
it a joke between us, and then I
felt better. (Sometimes I think he
can read my mind, which is em-
barrassing and infuriating and in-
convenient, yet for some reason it
always makes me feel happy, in a
blushing kind of way.) Martha
apologized, though, clutching my
hand and crying.

Greg went out to call the con-
valescing property manager, who
lived around the block, and I got
coffee for everybody. We drank it
huddled in the rear of the house,
twisted around with our backs to
the stage. Every now and then we
could hear a jaw-like “click,” so
we kept our voices down. Moira
accidently brushed against Me-
phisto, and he screamed. She
made him wipe up the coffee.
Various uneasy suggestions were
broached. Burning? It would take
a crematorium, and no death cer-
tificate had we. Throw it in the
river?

Mephistopheles said he had a
lacrosse stick’ backstage which he
would be glad to volunteer if Dan
wanted it for scooping up the skull
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and dropping it in wet cement.
There was no wet cement avail-
able, however. The clicking sound
seemed to get stronger. To be per-
fectly honest, I was beginning to
feel terribly sorry for the skull but
was afraid to say anything for fear
they would make me take it home
as a gift. I was in the midst of this
inner struggle when Greg came
back. Moira whispered, “We were
just saying that maybe wet cement
might do the trick . . .” when a
slight, sandy-haired man appeared
at Greg’s elbow.

He wore casual clothes with a
touch of plaid, smoked a pipe and
carried a briefcase ruffling with
papers. He must have been sitting
somewhere in the darkened house,
but no one had noticed him or
knew when and how he got in.

“I'm from Equity,” he said in a
curt undertone. Greg's eyeballs
showed white like a shying horse’s.
“I'd like a word with Mr.—um—
Martin.”

The two of them moved out of
earshot, but we could see that they
were having an argument. The
man left. Greg came back.

“Forget the cement,” he said
dully. “That was a representative
from Actors’ Equity.” (As if we
didn’t know.) “We can’t replace
the skull. We could have replaced
it during the first week, but it’s too
late now. The skull stays.”

“But it’s a prop!” someone cried.

“No, it isn’t. It’'s a bona fide,
paid-up, card-carrying member of
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Actors’ Equity. That man who was
just here said, ‘Drop that individ-
ual from the cast, and we close the
show.” The skull stays, or we go.”

“Unions!” said Dan. “Ha!”

“Unions are very fine!” fired
Dinka. “How else could such pro-
tection be achieved?”

“I'll quit,” said Martha. “I don't
care if I'm blackballed for life.”
My ears pricked up, since I was
general understudy.

Moira spoke up, “Of course we
can’t fight Equity.” She paused
dramatically. “But, we can get a
priest. To exorcise the skull.” We
gasped. Dinka, who seemed to be
making up for lost air-time, was
the first to comment. “We must not
give in to superstition,” she said
sternly. Moira snapped back that
she was bored to death with the
narrow-mindedness and intoler-
ance of agnostic materialists. She
went onto say that, since there
were no more practical suggestions,
she would be glad to contact a
priest she knew.

Les made one of his rare off-
stage statements by remarking
that, to the best of his knowledge,
an exorcism could not be per-
formed without all sorts of dispen-
sations, etc. “We'll get them,” said
Moira firmly, having regained her
cool. “T'll explain that it's a rush-
job. We have to open in a couple
of days.” To further questions she
replied airily that Father Lewen
was a Jesuit. He could fix it—else
what are Jesuits for?
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Greg and Dan went to see Mel-
vin, the prop man. The rest of us,
united by adversity, congregated
in the Chinese restaurant across
the street. By the time we reached
the fortune cookies, they came
back and sat down, primed with a
story of sorts.

It seems that the skull belonged
to a distant relative of Melvin’s, a
remittance man who wanted to act
so much he finally started his own
Co-operative Theatre Group to
Bring Back Theatre. Nobody could
stand him, and there was a lot of
dissension. He met his death dur-
ing an impromptu Policy Meeting
in the scene-dock, but what with
one thing or another, it never came
to trial. It turned out that he had
willed his skull to the stage-prop-
erty house from which Melvin
(not having a wide choice) had
rented it. I burst into tears. Dan
played “Hearts and Flowers” on an
imaginary violin. Greg glared at
me from under his eyebrows and
said that I wouldn’t be so senti-
mental if I had met the skull's
original. Melvin had described
him as being so virulent that Mel-
vin’s spontaneous response upon
viewing the relic was wonder at
the improvement wrought by time.
“Age did not wither, nor rental
stale, his infinite obnoxity.” said
Dan reassuringly.

Moira left after the fortune
cookies (not helpful) to find Fa-
ther Lewen, whose church was in
the neighborhood.
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Next day, rehearsal was held at
a studio in the West Forties, since
they were putting up the set at the
theatre. (I heard that the crew
worked around the table with the
skull on it. They tried to keep up
their spirits with jolly music over
the P.A. system, but the skull sang
along in a loud tuneless voice. Just
hitting its stride, I guess.) Moira
was absent, consulting with the-
ologians, and Dan commuted be-
tween theatre and studio. He and
Greg took turns calling the Equity
office to check on the representa-
tive’s credentials. He was bona
fide, all right, and things were so
chilly at the other end that we
knew something was up, probably
our number.

We were at the theatre bright
and early the next day. Except for
the kitchen table cum skull center
stage, the set was up, all cube-like
units and black velour drapes.
Dinka lamented, “My husband is
an artist, not an acrobat.” But it
was beautiful, and we knew it. We
scattered out front and stood with
our coats on and sighed. They were
setting the lights, in a spatter of
cryptic orders, an occasional tinkle
and bang followed by an Anglo-
Saxon monosyllable, and sporadic
hammering. The set dissolved and
reformed under the changing
lights, taking on color and drain-
ing it away.

Father Lewen was a big, fair
man of about fifty, genial and soft
voiced, with a lantern jaw. He and
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Moira had come before the rest of
us to get set up. An exorcism needs
props: bell, Book and candle, and
all like that. (Dan put a sand
bucket on stage so that the candles
wouldn’t violate fire regulations.
We had become very jumpy.)

They lit the stage with a blue
moonlight effect, one diffused
beam from above on the skull. The
little orange flames of the candles
seemed to burn without casting
light. Someone in the sound booth
struck chimes . . . three slow
solemn notes reverberating into
stillness. We sat very quietly out
front. I tried to pray, was too ex-
cited.

Father Lewen, vast and dark
outside the central fall of light, be-
gan to chant in Latin. Then he
broke up and couldn’t go on, he
was laughing so hard—not out
loud, but you could see his shoul-
ders shaking. He just about got
hold of himself when the skull
said, “Shocking exhibition,” and
started him off again. (It was the
first time the skull had actually
said anything, but it seemed like a
natural enough development, all
things considered.)

In a flash, Greg was out of his
seat and leaning on the stage. He
looked up at the priest and said
urgently, “I feel that you’re not in
this scene. What'’s your Action?”

“My action?”

“You're losing your concentra-
tion because your Action isn’t
clear. Perhaps we can find it.”
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“Mr. Martin,” Father Lewen be-
gan.

Greg interrupted him to say
cordially, “You can call me ‘Greg’.
Everybody does.”

There was a pause. “And you
can call me ‘Dad’,” said Father
Lewen coldly.

“You're joking, of course,” said
Greg, with a measure of tolerance
in deference to the cloth. I Viewed
with Alarm. Greg went impervi-
ously on.

“To begin with,” he said, “you’ve
got to find the Basic.” He rolled up
his eyes and plucked at his lower
lip. “Try to pinpoint your concept
of Evil.”

Father Lewen seemed to forget
Greg. He wore a thoughtful look
as he gazed at the skull. “That’s no
Spirit of Evil,” he said.

“But it’'s not a Miracle of God,
either,” Dan’s voice said tenta-
tively from the second row, “. .
‘they are neither hot nor cold, and
shall be spewed out’?”

“No-0-0,” Father Lewen mused.
“One can't really call such a spirit
tepid, can one?” He made his way
carefully down the little flight of
steps leading from the stage and
peered into the dark for Dan, who
seemed to have struck a chord. But
then, after Greg, almost any new
acquaintance must have seemed
like a soul mate.

At this point, there came the
patter of little feet down the aisle.
It was the Equity representative,
coat flapping, pipe en guarde in his
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teeth. “What is this?” he snapped.
He was followed by a short, stout
blonde of about fifty, wearing dark
glasses like his and carrying a clip-
board upon which she kept making
notes as she trotted briskly in his
rear.

Greg desperately tried to ex-
plain that what we were doing was
a concerted attempt to abide by the
ruling on firing. To make the best
of it. No go. The word “arbitra-
tion” was sounded. The E.R. went
on like a machine gun. “What you
are doing is highly unethical and
prejudicial to the profession as a
group. What you call ‘exorcism’—"
he looked around challengingly—
“is tantamount to depriving this
individual of his life, without
which token employment is imma-
terial. If every director—" he made
stabbing motions with his pipe at
poor Greg—“regarded himself as
licensed to murder the actors he
finds himself stuck with, it could
mean the End of the Theatre as
We Know It Today.” The blonde
woman was scribbling furiously
and nodding her head. “The cir-
cumstances of this particular case
have unusual features. I quite rec-
ognize that.” (Puff-puff on the
pipe. Greg smiled with a craven
hope.) “But it creates a precedent
we cannot afford to overlook. This
kind of thing could easily become
common practice. Think about it.”

Greg stood there a moment with
a hangdog look and then suddenly
pushed by and hurried out. I saw
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Father Lewen and Dan at the back
of the theatre, silhouetted against
the sunlight in the lobby. As Greg
tried to pass between them, they
seized him.

The E.R. and his blonde left by
a side exit, just as someone dropped
something heavy and metal back
stage. The effect was of their dis-
appearing in a clap of thunder.

We watched the pantomime of
Father L. earnestly asking Dan
something, Dan replying, and
both of them eagerly haranguing
Greg, whose head turned from side
to side like a spectator’s at a tennis
match. Then Greg came down the
aisle again. He raised his voice and
said, “Take a break. I want you
ready in makeup and costume at
two sharp.”

We dispersed. I cornered Dan
in the lobby, where he was smok-
ing a cigarette in a long rakish
holder; work clothes, grime, un-
shaven stubble and all. “It’s none
of my business, of course,” I said
hypocritically, “but what was that
all about.” Dan just leered, and
said, “Wait!” -

Father Lewen came up. They
looked at each other. “What is out-
side both Church and State?”
asked Father L. in the jocular tone
of one who poses a familiar riddle.
“SHEER PROFESSIONALISM,”
Dan said, putting it in quotes.
Father L. went off chuckling.

Around three o’clock (since two
had been announced), the cast
was on stage to have costumes and
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makeup checked from out front.
Greg cleared his throat nervously
and leaned his elbows on the stage.
He said, “Before we start, I'd like
to give you all some general notes.”
This isn’t standard procedure, so
there was a rustle, like a faint
breeze wafting through the French
Revolution. Starting with me,
Greg gave everyone notes, working
up to Les. “Les: too introverted . . .
you have the sense of futility down
pat, but I also want to feel this
Faust Figure reaching out with
tremendous energy from futility,
even though in a futile way.”

The point of all this dawned on
us as Greg, his eyes squinty with
nervousness, directed his next re-
marks in the skull’s direction.

“I haven’t given you notes up to
now,” he said, “because I wanted
to arrive at a concept from watch-
ing you work freely, without block-
ing your creativity. I think that
now I know what’s needed. I want
you inscrutable, as still and silent
as Death itself. I want you to keep
everything inside, and then make
your innermost being a blank. I
want you pared down to the bare
bones of the part, as it were. Your
presence is so strong, that if you
play without any cheap emotional-
ism, you dominate throughout—
it'’s fantastic. Remember, keep it
under. A stillness and silence. . . .
BEING, WITHOUT ACTUALLY
BEING PRESENT, is what you
work on. And I want you to know
that you're doing a beautiful job.”
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Well, it worked. Dress rehearsal
was Hell, of course, but at least it
was Hell on Earth, without super-
natural addenda. Then we gave a
performance and closed.

The criticism, such as it was,
leaned heavily on the “Theatre of
the Absurd” angle. Things like: “It
entirely fulfills its claim of belong-
ing to the theatre of the absurd.”
And: “It’s absurd, alright.” And:
“Absurdest yet.” And: “I never
saw anything so absurd in my life.”
They all said that Les Strove Val-
iantly to Transcend His Material.
Some said that the rest of the cast
“strove gallantly against the odds
but succeeded only in trying too
hard.” Others said the cast “shared
the audience’s apathy.”

I suppose you might say I got a
mention. Oh God. One of them
said, “I never knew people could
actually trip over their own feet
until I saw this stunt performed to-
night by a pretty, wild-eyed lass
loosely attached to the cast. It was
the only authentic symbolism in
the play.” Well, if I tell about it,
maybe it will stop being so awful.
Anyway, he did say 1 was pretty.

I would have saved the reviews
so that I could look back and laugh
someday, but I didn’t think I could
count on it. I did get a summer
stock job, through Dan, who will
be director. Which goes to prove
that the best things in life are the
fringe benefits. Write to the Oz
Playhouse, Oz, Kansas. A post
card isn't enough.
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Love to you and Lennie and Iris
and Susie.

Cassie
P.S. T forgot (probably a mental
block)—“The Women’s Wear

Daily” said that the show “was re-
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deemed by some fine stage pictures,
such as one dominated by a skull
which emanated a baleful Being in
Non-Being.” One thing you've got
to say for ol' Fang. He could take
direction.

<

TIME

I like to think that certain bygone men

And I, could we have breached the glassy wall

That sunders now from then, we could have all
Been friends, shared drinks and thoughts, and then,

Enlarged in mind, each one have gone his way:
Like scoffing Lucian, merry Franklin, Lord
Dunsany, and Descartes with clanking sword;
Intrepid Burton, from some tropic fray;

Demokritos, Bob Howard, caustic Twain.

The wall is thick. These bubbles known as men,
When once they burst, cannot be blown again.
I wonder, as time’s flood sweeps on amain,

Will any man, when I have reached my end,
Wish likewise that he could have been my friend?

—L. SpraGcUE DE Camp



J. G. Ballard has described Vermilion Sands as an “exotic
suburb” of his mind. Judith Merril has written that it is in
Vermilion Sands “above all that we find the merging place
of all the extremes and opposites in the sand-sea, light-dark,
freezing-burning alternatives of Ballards “inner landscape’”
—that area (in Ballard’s words) “where the outer world of
reality and the inner world of the psyche meet and fuse.”

CRY HOPE, CRY FURY!

by J. G. Ballard

AGAIN LAST NIGHT, AS THE
dusk air moved across the desert
from Vermilion Sands, I saw the
faint shiver of rigging among the
reefs, a top-mast moving like a sil-
ver lantern through the rock spires.
Watching from the veranda of my
beach-house, I followed its course
towards the open sand-sea, and
saw the spectral sails of this spec-
tral ship. Each evening I had seen
the same yacht, this midnight
schooner that slipped its secret
moorings and rolled across the
painted sea. Last night a second
yacht set off in pursuit from its
hiding place among the reefs, at its

helm a pale-haired steerswoman
with the eyes of a sad Medea. As
the two yachts fled across the sand-
sea, I remembered when I had first
met Hope Cunard, and her strange
affair with the Dutchman, Charles
Rademaeker. . . .

Every summer during the sea-
son at Vermilion Sands, when the
town was full of tourists and
avant-garde film companies, I
would close my office and take one
of the beach-houses by the sand-sea
five miles away at Ciraquito. Here
the long evenings made brilliant
sunsets of the sky and desert, cross-
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ing the sails of the sand-yachts
with hieroglyphic shadows, signa-
tures of all the strange ciphers of
the desert sea. During the day I
would take my yacht, a Bermuda-
rigged sloop, and sail towards the
dunes of the open desert. The
strong thermals swept me along on
a wake of gilded sand.

Hunting for rays, I sometimes
found myself carried miles across
the desert, beyond sight of the
coastal reefs that presided like
eroded deities over the hierarchies
of sand and wind. I would drive on
after a fleeing school of rays, firing
the darts into the overheated air
and losing myself in an abstract
landscape composed of the flying
rays, the undulating dunes and the
triangles of the sails. Out of these
materials, the barest geometry of
time and space, came the bizarre
figures of Hope Cunard and her
retinue, like illusions born of that
sea of dreams.

One morning I set out early to
hunt down a school of rare white
sand-rays I had seen far across the
desert the previous day. For hours
I moved over the firm sand, avoid-
ing the sails of other yachtsmen,
my only destination the horizon.
By noon I was beyond sight of any
landmarks, but I had found the
white rays and sped on after them
through the rising dunes. The
twenty rays, each a pearl-like
white, flew on ahead, as if leading
me to some unseen destination.

The dunes gave way to a series
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of walled plains crossed by quartz
veins. Skirting a wide ravine whose
ornamented mouth gaped like the
doors of a half-submerged cathe-
dral, I felt the yacht slide to one
side, a puncture in its starboard
tyre. The air seemed to gild itself
around me as I lowered the sail. At
this point I discovered that who-
ever had last serviced the yacht
had not bothered to pump up the
spare.

Kicking the flaccid tyre, I took
stock of the landscape—sub-
merged sand-reefs, an ocean of
dunes, and the shell of an aban-
doned yacht half a mile away near
the jagged mouth of a quartz vein
that glittered at me like the jaws
of a jewelled crocodile. I was twen-
ty miles from the coast, my only
supplies a vacuum flask of iced
martini in the sail locker.

The rays, directed by some mys-
terious reflex, had also paused, set-
tling on the crest of a nearby dune.
Arming myself with the spear-gun,
I set off towards the wreck, hoping
to find a pump in its locker.

The sand was like powdered
glass. Six hundred yards further
on, when the raffia soles had been
cut from my shoes, I turned back.
Rather than exhaust myself, I de-
cided to rest in the shade of the
mainsail and walk back to Cira-
quito when darkness came. Behind
me, my feet left bloody prints in
the sand.

I was sitting against the mast,
bathing my torn feet in the cold
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martini, when a large white ray
appeared in the air overhead. De-
taching itself from the others, who
sat quietly on a distant crest, it had
come back to inspect me. With
wings fully eight feet wide, and a
body as large as a man’s, it flew
monotonously around me as I
sipped at the last of the lukewarm
martini. Despite its curiosity, the
creature showed no signs of want-
ing to attack me.

Ten minutes later, when it still
circled overhead, I took the spear-
gun from the locker and shot it
through its left eye. Transfixed by
the steel bolt, its crashing form
drove downwards into the sail,
tearing it from the mast, and then
plunged through the rigging onto
the deck. Its wing struck my head
like a blow from the sky.

For hours I lay in the empty
sand-sea, burned by the jewelled
air, the giant ray my dead compan-
ion. Time seemed suspended at an
unchanging noon, the sky full of
mock suns, but it was probably in
the early afternoon when I felt an
immense shadow fall across the
yacht. I lifted myself over the
corpse beside me as a huge sand-
schooner, its silver bowsprit as long
as my own craft, moved through
the sand on its white tyres. Their
faces hidden by their dark glasses,
the crew watched me from the
helm.

Standing with one hand on the
cabin rail, the brass portholes
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forming haloes at her feet, was a
tall, narrow-hipped woman with
blonde hair so pale she immediate-
ly reminded me of the Ancient
Mariner’s nightmare life-in-death.
Her eyes gazed at me like dark
magnolias. Lifted by the wind, her
opal hair, like antique silver, made
a chasuble of the air.

Unsure whether this strange
craft and its crew were an appari-
tion conjured by my mind out of
the murder of the sand-ray, I raised
the empty martini flask to the
woman. She looked down at me
with eyes crossed by disappoint-
ment. I remembered the broken
glass rattling inside my skull.
Then two members of the crew
ran over to me. As they pulled the
body of the sand-ray off my legs, I
stared up at their faces. Although
smooth-shaven and sun-burnt,
they resembled masks.

This was my rescue by Hope
Cunard. Resting in the cabin be-
low, while one of the crew wrapped
the wounds on my feet, I could see
her pale-haired figure through the
glass roof. Her preoccupied face
gazed across the desert as if search-
ing for some far more important
quarry than myself.

She came into the cabin half an
hour later. She handed me my
driving license and sat down on
the bunk at my feet, touching the
white plaster with a curious hand.

“Robert Melville—are you a
poet? You were talking about the
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Ancient Mariner when we found
you.”

I gestured vaguely. “It was a
joke. On myself.” I could hardly
tell this remote but beautiful young
woman that I had first seen her as
Coleridge’s nightmare witch, and
added: “I killed a sand-ray that
was circling my yacht.”

She played with the jade pen-
dants lying in emerald pools in the
folds of her white dress. Her eyes
presided over her pensive face like
troubled birds. Apparently taking
my reference to the Mariner with
complete "seriousness, she said,
“You can rest at Lizard Key until
you're better. My brother will mend
your yacht for you. I'm sorry about
the rays—they mistook you for
someone else.”

As she sat there, staring through
the porthole, the great schooner
swept silently over the jewelled
sand, the white rays moving a few
feet above the ground in our wake.
Later I realised that they had
brought back the wrong prey for
their mistress.

Within two hours we reached
Lizard Key, where I was to stay
for the next three weeks. Rising
out of the thermal rollers, the is-
land seemed to float upon the air,
the villa with its terrace and jetty
barely visible in the haze. Sur-
rounded on three sides by the tall
minarets of the sand-reefs, both
villa and island had sprung from
some mineral fantasy of the desert.
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Rock spires rose beside the path-
way to the villa like cypresses,
pieces of wild sculpture growing
around them.

“When my father first found the
island it was full of Gila monsters
and basilisks,” Hope explained as
I was helped up the pathway. “We
come here every summer now to
sail and paint.”

At the terrace we were greeted
by the two other tenants of this
private paradise—Hope Cunard’s
half-brother, Foyle, a young man
with white hair brushed forward
over his forehead, a heavy mouth
and pocked cheeks, who stared
down at me from the balcony like
some moody beach Hamlet; and
Hope’s secretary, Barbara Quimby,
a plain-faced sphinx in a black bi-
kini with bored eyes like one-way
mirrors.

Together they watched me
brought up the steps behind Hope,
a curious look of expectancy on
their faces that changed to polite
indifference the moment I was in-
troduced. Almost before Hope
could finish describing my rescue,
they wandered off to the beach-
chairs at the end of the terrace.
During the next few days, as I lay
on a divan nearby, I had more time
to examine this strange ménage.
Despite their dependence upon
Hope, who had inherited the is-
land villa from her father, their
attitude seemed to be that of
palace conspirators, with their
private humour and secret glances.
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Hope, however, was unaware of
these snide asides. Like the at-
mosphere within the villa itself,
her personality lacked all focus,
her real attention elsewhere.

Whom had Foyle and Barbara
Quimby expected Hope to bring
back? What navigator of the sand-
sea was Hope Cunard searching for
in her schooner with her flock of
white rays? To begin with I saw
little of her, though now and then
she would stand on the roof of her
studio and feed the rays that flew
across to her from their eyries in
the rock spires. Each morning she
sailed off in the schooner, her opal-
haired figure with its melancholy
gaze scanning the desert sea. The
afternoons she spent alone in her
studio, working on her paintings.
She made no effort to show me any
of her work, but in the evenings,
as the four of us had dinner to-
gether, she would stare at me over
her liqueur as if seeing my profile
within one of her paintings.

“Shall I do a portrait of you,
Robert?” she asked one morning.
“I see you as the Ancient Mariner,
with a white ray around your
neck.”

I covered the plaster on my feet
swith the dragon-gold dressing
gown—left behind, I assumed, by
one of her lovers. “Hope, you're
making a myth out of me. I'm sorry
I killed one of your rays, but be-
Tieve me, I did it without thinking.”

“So did the Mariner.” She moved
around me, one hand on hip, the
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other touching my lips and chin as
if feeling the contours of some an-
tique statue. “I'll do a portrait of
you reading Maldoror.”

The previous evening I had
treated them to an extended de-
fence of the surrealists, showing off
for Hope and ignoring Foyle’s
bored eyes as he lounged on his
heavy elbows. Hope had listened
closely, as if unsure of my real
identity.

As I looked at the empty surface
of the fresh canvas she ordered
brought down from her studio, I
wondered what image of me would
emerge from its blank pigments.
Like all paintings produced at Ver-
milion Sands at that time, it would
not actually need the exercise of
the painter’s hand. Once the pig-
ments had been selected, the
photo-sensitive paint would pro-
duce an image of whatever still life
or landscape it was exposed to. Al-
though a lengthy process, requiring
an exposure of at least four or five
days, it had the immense advan-
tage that there was no need for the
subject’s continuous presence.
Given a few hours each day, the
photo-sensitive pigments would
anneal themselves into the con-
tours of a likeness.

This discontinuity was respon-
sible for the entire charm and
magic of these paintings. Instead
of a mere photographic replica, the
movements of the sitter produced a
series of multiple projections, per-
haps with the analytic forms of cu-
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bism, or, less severely, a pleasant
impressionistic blurring. However,
these unpredictable variations on
the face and form of the sitter
were often disconcerting in their
perception of character. The run-
ning of outlines, or separation of
tonalities, could reveal telltale
lines in the texture of skin and
feature, or generate strange swirls
in the sitter’s eyes like the epileptic
spirals in the last demented land-
scapes of Van Gogh. These unfor-
tunate effects were all too easily
reinforced by any nervous or an-
ticipatory movements of the sitter.

The likelihood that my own por-
trait would reveal more of my feel-
ings for Hope than I cared to admit
occurred to me as the canvas was
set up in the library. I lay back
stifly on the chesterfield, waiting
for the painting to be exposed,
when Hope’s half-brother ap-
peared, a second canvas between
his outstretched hands.

“My dear sister, you've always
refused to sit for me.” When Hope
started to protest Foyle brushed her
aside. “Melville, do you realise that
she’s never sat for a portrait in her
life! Why, Hope? Don’t tell me
you're frightened of the canvas?
Let’s see you at last in your true

ise.”

“Guise?” Hope looked up at him
with wary eyes. “What are you
playing at, Foyle? That canvas
isn’t a witch’s mirror.”

“Of course not, Hope.” Foyle
smiled at her like Hamlet leering
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over Ophelia. “All it can tell is the
truth. Don’t you agree, Barbara?”

Her eyes hidden behind her
dark glasses, Miss Quimby nodded
promptly. “Absolutely. Miss Cun-
ard, it will be fascinating to see
what comes out. I'm sure you'll be
very beautiful.”

“Beautiful?” Hope stared down
at the canvas resting at Foyle’s feet.
For the first time she seemed to be
making a conscious effort to take
command of herself and the villa
at Lizard Key. Then, accepting
Foyle’s challenge, and refusing to
be outfaced by his broken-lipped
sneer, she said, “All right, Foyle.
I'll sit for you. My first portrait—
you may be surprised what it sees
in me.”

Little did we realise what night-
mare fish would swim to the sur-
face of these mirrors.

During the next few days, as our
portraits emerged like pale ghosts
from the paintings, strange phan-
tasms gathered themselves beside
us. Each afternoon I would see
Hope in the library, when she
would sit for her portrait and lis-
ten to me read from Maldoror, but
already she was only interested in
watching the deserted sand-sea.
Once, when she was away, sailing
the empty dunes with her white
rays, I hobbled up to her studio.
There I found a dozen of her paint-
ings mounted on trestles in the
windows, looking out on the desert
below. Sentinels watching for
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Hope’s phantom mariner, they re-
vealed in monotonous detail the
contours and texture of the empty
landscape.

By comparison, the two por-
traits developing in the library
were far more interesting. As al-
ways, they recapitulated in reverse,
like some bizarre embryo, a com-
plete phylogeny of modern art, a
regression through the principal
schools of the 20th century. After
the first liquid ripples and motion
of a kinetic phase, they stabilised
into the block colours of the hard-
edge school, and from there, as a
thousand arteries of colour irri-
gated the canvas, into a brilliant
replica of Jackson Pollock. These
coalesced into the crude forms-of
late Picasso, in which Hope ap-
peared as a Junoesque madonna
with massive shoulders and con-
crete face, and then through sur-
realist fantasies of anatomy into
the multiple outlines of futurism
and cubism. Ultimately an impres-
sionist period emerged, lasting a
few hours, a roseate sea of powdery
light in which we seemed like a
placid domestic couple in the sub-
urban bowers of Monet and
Renoir.

Watching this reverse evolution,
I hoped for something in the style
of Gainsborough or Reynolds, a
standing portrait of Hope wearing
floral scarlet under an azure sky, a
pale-skinned English beauty in the
grounds of her country home.

Instead, we plunged backwards
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into the nether world of Balthus
and Gustave Moreau.

As the bizarre outlines of my
own figure emerged, I was too sur-
prised to notice the strange ele-
ments in Hope’s portrait. At a first
glance the painting had produced
a faithful if stylised likeness of my-
self seated on the chesterfield, but
by some subtle emphasis of design
the scene was totally transformed.
The purple curtains draped be-
hind the chesterfield resembled an
immense velvet sail, collapsed
against the deck of a becalmed
ship, while the spiral bolster
emerged as an ornamental prow.
Most striking of all, the white lace
cushions I lay against appeared as
the plumage of an enormous sea-
bird, hung around my shoulders
like an anchor fallen from the sky.
My own expression, of bitter
pathos, completed the identifica-
tion.

“The Ancient Mariner again,”
Hope said, weighing my copy of
Maldoror in her hand as she saun-
tered around the canvas. “Fate
seems to have type-cast you, Rob-
ert. Still, that’s the role I've always
seen you in.”

“Better than the Flying Dutch-
man, Hope?”

She turned sharply, a nervous
tic in one corner of her mouth,
“Why did you say that?”

“Hope, who are you looking for?
I'may have come across him.”

She walked away from me to the
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window. At the far end of the ter-
race Foyle was playing some rough
game with the sand-rays, knocking
them from the air with his heavy
hands and then pitching them out
over the rock spires. The long stings
whipped at his pock-marked face.

“Hope . . .” Iwent over to her.
“Perhaps it’s time I left. There’s no
point in my staying here. They've
repaired the yacht.” I pointed to
the sloop moored against the quay,
fresh tyres on its wheels.

“No! Robert, you're still reading
Maldoror.” Hope gazed at me with
her overlarge eyes, carrying out
this microscopy of my face as if
waiting for some absent element in
my character to materialise.

For an hour I read to her, more
as a gesture to calm her. For some
reason she kept searching the
painting which bore my veiled like-
ness as the Mariner, as if this im-
age congcealed some other sailor
of the sand-sea.

When she had gone, hunting
across the dunes in her schooner, I
went over to her own portrait. It
was then that I realised that yet
another intruder had appeared in
this house of illusions.

The portrait showed Hope in a
conventional pose, seated like any
heiress on a brocaded chair. The
eye was drawn to her opal hair ly-
ing like a soft harp on her strong
shoulders, and to her firm mouth
with its slight reflective dip at the
corners. What Hope and I had
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not noticed was the presence of a
second figure in the painting.
Standing against the skyline on the
terrace behind Hope was the image
of a man in a white jacket, his head
lowered to reveal the bony plates
of his forehead. The watery outline
of his figure—the hands hanging
at his sides were pale smudges—
gave him the appearance of a man
emerging from some drowned sea,
strewn with blanched weeds.

Astonished by this spectre ma-
terialising in the background of the
painting, I waited until the next
morning to see if it was some ab-
erration of light and pigment. But
the figure was there even more
strongly, the bony features emerg-
ing through the impasto. The iso-
lated eyes cast their dark gaze
across the room. As I read to Hope
after lunch I waited for her to com-
ment on this strange intruder.
Someone, plainly not her half-
brother, was spending at least an
hour each day before the canvas
to imprint his image on its surface.

As Hope stood up to leave, the
man’s pensive face with its fixed
eyes caught her attention. “Robert
—vyou have some kind of wild
magic! You're there again!”

But I knew the man was not my-
self. The white jacket, the bony
forehead and hard mouth were sig-
natures of a separate subject. After
Hope left to walk along the beach I
went up to her studio and exam-
ined the canvases that kept watch
for her on the landscape.
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Sure enough, in the two paint-
ings that faced the reefs to the
south I found the mast of a wait-
ing ship half-concealed among the
sand-bars.

Each morning the figure
emerged more clearly, its watching
eyes seeming to come nearer. One
evening, before going to bed, I
locked the windows onto the ter-
race and draped a curtain over the
painting. At midnight I heard
something move along the terrace,
and found the library windows
swinging in the cold air, the cur-
tain drawn back from Hope’s por-
trait. In the painting the man’s
strong but melancholy face glared
down at me with an almost spec-
tral intensity. I ran onto the ter-
race. Through the powdery light a
man’s muffled figure moved with
firm steps along the beach. The
white rays revolved in the dim air
over his head.

Five minutes later the white-
haired figure of Foyle slouched
from the darkness. His thick mouth
moved in a grimace of morose hu-
mour as he shuffled past. On his
black silk slippers there were no
traces of sand.

Shortly before dawn I stood in
the library, staring back at the
watching eyes of this phantom visi-
tor who came each night to keep
his vigil by Hope’s picture. Taking
out my handkerchief, I wiped his
face from the canvas, and for two
hours stood with my own face
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close to the painting. Quickly the
blurred paint took on my own fea-
tures, the pigments moving to their
places in a convection of tonalities.
A travesty appeared before me, a
man in a white yachtsman’s jacket
with strong shoulders and high
forehead, the physique of some in-
telligent man of action, on which
were superimposed my own plump
features and brush moustache.

The paint annealed, the first
light of the false dawn touching
the sand-blown terrace.

“Charles!”

Hope Cunard stepped through
the open window, her white gown
shivering around her naked body
like a tremulous wraith. She stood
beside me, staring at my face on
the portrait.

“So it is you. Robert, Charles
Rademaeker came back as you . . .
The sand-sea brings us strange
dreams.”

Five minutes later, as we moved
arm in arm along the corridor to
her bedroom, we entered an empty
room. From a cabinet Hope took a
white yachting jacket. The linen
was worn and sand-stained. Dried
blood marked a bullet-hole in its
waist.

I wore it like a target.

The image of Charles Rade-
maeker hovered in Hope’s eyes as
she sat on her bed like a tired
dream-walker and watched me
seal the windows of her bedroom.

During the days that followed,
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as we sailed the sand-sea together,
she told me something of her affair
with Charles Rademaeker, this
Dutchman, recluse and intellectual
who wandered across the desert in
his yacht, cataloguing the rare
fauna of the dunes. Drifting out of
the dusk air with a broken yard two
years carlier, he had dropped an-
chor at Lizard Key. Coming ashore
for cocktails, his stay had lasted
for several-wecks, a bizarre love-
3ayll between himself and this shy
and beautiful painter that came to
some violent end. What happened
Hope never made clear. At times,
as I wore the blood-stained jacket
with its bullet hole, I guessed that
she had shot him, perhaps while
she sat for a portrait. Evidently
something strange had occurred to
a canvas, as if it had revealed to
Rademacker some of the unstated
elements he had begun to suspect
in Hope's character. After their
tragic climax, when Rademaeker
had either been killed or escaped,
Hope searched the sand-sea for
him cath summer in her white
schooner.

Now Rademacker had returned
—whether from the desert or the
dead—cast up from the fractured
sand in my own person. Did Hope
really believe that I was her rein-
carnated lover? Sometimes at
night, as she lay beside me in the
cabin, the reflected light of the
quartz veins moving over her
breasts like necklaces, she would
talk to me as if completely aware of
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my separate identity. Then, after
we had made love, she would de-
liberately keep me from sleeping,
as if disturbed by even this attempt
to leave her, and would call me
Rademacker, her clouded face that
of a neurotic and disintegrating
woman. At these moments I could
understand why Foyle and Bar-
bara Quimby had retreated into
their private world.

As I look back now, I think I
merely provided Hope with a res-
pite from her obsession with Rade-
maceker, a chance to live out her il-
lusion in this strange emotional
pantomime. Meanwhile Rade-
maeker himself waited for us near-
by in the secret places of the desert.

One evening I took Hope sailing
across the dark sand-sea. I told the
crew to switch on the rigging lights
and the decorated bulbs around the
deck awning. Driving this ship of
light across the black sand, I stood
with Hope by the stern rail, my
arm around her waist. Asleep as
she stood there, her head lay on
my shoulder. Her opal hair lifted
in the dark wake like the skeleton
of some primeval bird.

An hour later, as we reached
Lizard Key, I saw a white schooner
slip its anchor somewhere among
the sand-reefs and head away into
the open sea.

Only Hope’s half-brother was
now left to remind me of my pre-
carious hold on both Hope and the
island. Fovle had kept out of my
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way, playing his private games
among the rock spires below the
terrace. Now and then, when he
saw us walking arm in arm, he
would look up from his beach chair
with droll but wary eyes.

One morning, soon after I had
suggested to Hope that she send
her half-brother and Miss Quimby
back to her house in Red Beach,

Foyle sauntered into the library. I

noticed the marked jauntiness of
his manner. One hand pressed to
his heavy mouth, he gestured scep-
tically at the portraits of Hope and
myself. “First the Ancient Mariner,
now the Flying Dutchman—for a
bad sailor you're playing an awful
lot of sea roles, Melville. Thirty
days in an open divan, eh? What
are you playing next—Captain
Ahab, Jonah?”

Barbara Quimby came up be-
hind him, and the two of them
smirked down at me, Foyle with
his ugly faun’s head.

“What about Prospero?” I re-
joined evenly. “This island is full
of visions. With you as Caliban,
Foyle.”

Nodding to himself at this,
Foyle strolled up to the paintings.
A large hand sketched in obscene
outlines. Barbara Quimby began to
laugh. Arms around each other’s
waists, they left together. Their
tittering voices merged with the
cries of the sand-rays wheeling
above the rock spires in the blood-
red air.

Shortly afterwards, the first
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curious changes began to occur to
our portraits. That evening, as we
sat together in the library, I noticed
a slight but distinct alteration in
the planes of Hope’s face on the
canvas, a pock-like disfigurement
of the skin. The texture of her hair
had altered, taking on a yellowish
sheen, its locks more curled.

This transformation was even

) the following
day. The eyes in the pa d

developed a squint, as if the canvas
had begun to recognise some im-
balance within Hope’s own gaze. 1
turned to the portrait of myself.
Here, too, a remarkable change
was taking place. My face had be-
gun to develop a snout-like nose.
The heavy flesh massed around the
lips and nostrils, and the eyes were
becoming smaller, submerged in
the rolls of fat. Even my clothes
had changed their texture, the
black and white checks of my silk
shirt resembling the suit of some
bizarre harlequin.

By the next morning this ugly
metamorphosis was so startling
that even Hope would have noticed
it. As I stood in the dawn light, the
figures that looked down at me
were those of some monstrous sat-
urnalia. Hope’s hair was now a
bright yellow. The curled locks
framed a face like a powdered
skull.

As for myself, my pig-snouted
face resembled a nightmare visage
from the black landscapes of
Hieronymus Bosch.
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I drew the curtain across the
paintings, and then examined my
mouth and eyes in the mirror.
Was this mocking travesty how
Hope and I really appeared? I de-
cided that the pigments were
faulty—Hope rarely renewed her
stock—and were producing these
diseased images of ourselves. Aft-
er breakfast we dressed ind our

achting clothes and went_down
t,o : . said nothing to
ope. All day we sailed within
sight of the island, not returning
until the evening.

Shortly after midnight, as I lay
beside Hope in her bedroom be-
low the studio, I was wakened
by the white rays whooping
through the darkness across the
windows. They circled like agi-
tated beacons. In the studio, care-
ful not to wake Hope, I searched
the canvases by the windows. In
one I found the fresh image of a
white ship, its sails concealed in a
cove half a mile from the island.

So Rademaeker had returned,
his malign presence in some way
warping the pigments in our por-
traits. Convinced at the time by
this insane logic, I drove my fists
through the canvas, obliterating
the image of the ship. My hands
and arms smeared with wet paint,
I went down to the bedroom. Hope
slept on the crossed pillows, hands
clasped over her breasts.

I took the automatic pistol
which she kept in her bedside ta-
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ble. Through the window the
white triangle of Rademaeker’s
sail rose into the night air as he
raised his anchor.

Halfway down the staircase I

.could see into the library. Arc

lights had been set up on the floor.
They bathed the canvases in their
powerful light, accelerating the
motion of the pigments. In front
of the paintings, grimacing in ob-
scene poses, were two creatures
from a nightmare. The taller wore
a black robe like a priest’s cassock,
a pig’s papier miché mask on his
head. Beside him, acolyte in this
black mass, was a woman in a
yellow wig, a powdered face with
bright lips and eyes. Together
they primped and preened in
front of the paintings.

Kicking back the door, I had a
full glimpse of these nightmare
figures with their insane masks. On
the paintings the flesh ran like
overheated wax, the images of
Hope and myself taking up their
own obscene pose. Beyond the
blaze of arc lights the woman in
the yellow wig slipped from the
curtains onto the terrace. As I
stepped over the cables 1 was
aware briefly of a man’s cloaked
shoulders behind me. Then some-
thing struck me below the ear. 1
fell to my knees, and the black
robes swept over me to the win-
dow.

“Rademaeker!” Holding a paint-
smeared hand to my neck, I stum-
bled over the pewter statuette that



126

had struck me and ran out onto
the terrace. The frantic rays
whipped through the darkness like
shreds of luminous spit. Below
me, two figures ran down among
the rock spires towards the beach.

Almost exhausted by the time I
reached the beach, I walked clum-
sily across the dark sand, eyes
stinging from the paint on my
hands. Fifty yards from the
the white sails of an immense
sand-schooner rose into the night
air, its bowsprit pointing at me.

" Lying on the sand at my feet
were the remains of a yellow wig,
a pig's plaster snout and the tat-
tered cassock. Trying to pick them
up I fell to my knees. “Rade-
maeker . . . !”

A foot struck my shoulder. A
slim, straight-backed man wearing
a yachtsman’s cap stared down at
me with irritated eyes. Although
he was smaller than I had imag-
ined, I immediately recognised his
sparse, melancholy face.

He pulled me to my feet with a
strong hand. He gestured at the
mask and costume, and at my
paint-smeared arms.

“Now, what’s this nonsense?
What games are you people play-
ing?”

“Rademaeker . . .” I dropped
the yellow-locked wig onto the
sand. “I thought it was—"

“Where’s Hope?” His trim jaw
lifted as he scanned the villa.
“Those rays . . . Is she here?
What is this—a black mass?”
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“Damn nearly.” I glanced along
the deserted beach, illuminated by
the light reflected off the great
sails of the schooner. I realised
whom I had seen posturing in
front of the canvas. “Foyle and the
girl! Rademaeker, they were
there—"

Already he was ahead of me up
the path, only pausing to shout to

i watching from
the bows of the yacht:.

him, wiping the paint off my face
with the wig. Rademaeker darted
away from the path to take a short
cut to the terrace. His compact
figure moved swiftly among the
rock spires, slipping between the
sonic statues growing from the
fused sand.

When I reached the terrace, he
was already standing in the dark-
ness by the library windows, gaz-
ing in at the brilliant light. He re-
moved his cap with a careful ges-
ture, like a swain paying court to
his sweetheart. His smooth hair,
dented by the cap brim, gave him a
surprisingly youthful appearance,
unlike the hard-faced desert rover
I had visualised. As he stood there
watching Hope, whose white-
robed figure was reflected in the
open windows, I could see him in
the same stance on his secret visits
to the island, gazing for hours at
her portrait.

“Hope . . . letme—"

Rademaeker threw down his
cap and ran forward. A gunshot
roared out, its impact breaking a
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pane in the French windows. The
sound boomed among the rock
spires, startling the rays into the
air. Pushing back the velvet cur-
tains, I stepped into the room.

Rademaeker’s hands were on
the brocaded chesterfield. He
moved quietly, trying to reach
Hope before she noticed him. Her
back to us, she stood by the paint-
ing with the pistol in her hand.

Over-exci dy—the—intense
rom the arc-lamps, the pig-

ments had almost boiled off the
surface of the canvas. The livid
colours of Hope’s pus-filled face
ran like putrifying flesh. Beside
her the pig-faced priest in my own
image presided over her body like
a procurator of hell.

Her eyes like ice, Hope turned
to face Rademaeker and myself.
She stared at the yellow wig in my
hands, and at the paint smeared
over my arms. Her face was empty.
All expression had slipped from it
as if in an avalanche.

The first shot had punctured
the portrait of herself. Already the
paint was beginning to run
through the bullet-hole. Like a dis-
solving vampire, the yellow-
haired lamia with Hope’s fea-
tures began to spiral downwards.

“Hope . . .” Rademaeker moved
forward tentatively. Before he
could take her wrist she turned
and fired at him. The shot tore the
glass from the window beside me.

The next shot struck Rade-
maeker in the left wrist. He
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dropped to one knee, gripping the
bloodied wound. Confused by the
explosions, which had almost
jarred the pistol from her grip,
Hope held the weapon in both
hands, pointing it at the old blood-
stain on my jacket. Before she
could fire, I kicked one of the arc-
lights across her feet. The room
spun like a collapsing stage. I
pulled Rademacker by the shoul-
der on tothe terrace.

We ran down to the beach.
Halfway along the path Rade-
maeker stopped, as if undecided
whether to go back. Hope stood on
the terrace, firing down at the rays
that screamed through the dark-
ness over our heads. The white
schooner was already casting off,
its sails lifting in the night air.

Rademaeker beckoned to me
with his bloodied wrist. “Get to the
ship. She’s alone now —forever.”

We crouched in the steering
well of the schooner, listening as
the last shots echoed across the
empty desert.

At dawn Rademaeker dropped
me half a mile from the beach at
Ciraquito. He had spent the night
at the helm, his bandaged wrist
held like a badge to his chest,
steering with his one strong hand.
In the cold night air I tried to ex-
plain why Hope had shot at him,
this last attempt to break through
the illusions multiplying around
her and reach some kind of reality.

“Rademaeker—1I knew her. She
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wasn’t shooting at you, but at a
+ « . fiction of yourself, that im-
age in the portrait. Damn it, she
was obsessed with you.”

But he seemed no longer inter-
ested, his thin mouth with its un-
easy lips making no reply. In some
way he had disappointed me.
Whoever finally took Hope away
from Lizard-Key would first have
to accept the overlapping illusions
that were the fabric of that strange
island. By refusing to admit the
reality of her fantasies, Rade-
maeker had destroyed her.

When he left me among the
dunes within sight of the beach-
houses he gave a brusque salute
and then spun the helm, his figure
soon lost among the rolling crests.

Three weeks later I chartered a
yacht from one of the local ray-
fishermen and went back to the
island to collect my sloop. Hope’s
schooner was at its mooring. She
herself, calm in her pale and an-
gular beauty, came to greet me.

The paintings had gone, and
with them any memory of that
violent night. Hope’s eyes looked
at me with an untroubled gaze.
Only her hands moved with a
restless life of their own.

At the end of the terrace her
half-brother lounged among the
beach chairs, Rademaeker’s yacht-
ing cap propped over his eyes.
Barbara Quimby sat beside him. I
wondered whether to explain to
Hope the callous and macabre
game they had played with her,
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but after a few minutes she wan-
dered away. Foyle’s simpering
mouth was the last residue of this
world. Devoid of malice, he ac-
cepted his half-sister’s reality as
his own.

However, Hope Cunard has not
entirely forgotten Charles Rade-
maeker. At midnight I sometimes
see her sailing the sand-sea, in

PUTSUTL Of & WHITE Shrip-~ith_white
sails. Last night, acting on somie

bizarre impulse, I dressed myself
in the blood-stained jacket once
worn by Rademaeker and sailed
out to the edge of the sand-sea. I
waited by a reef I knew she would
pass. As she swept by soundlessly,
her tall figure against the last light
of the sun, I stood in the bows,
letting her see the jacket. Again I
wore it like a target.

Yet others sail this strange sea.
Hope passed within fifty yards
and never noticed me, but half an
hour later a second yacht moved
past, a rakish ketch with dragon’s
eyes on its bows and a tall, heavy-
mouthed man wearing a yellow
wig at its helm. Beside him a dark-
eyed young woman smiled to the
wind. As he passed, Foyle waved
to me, and an ironic cheer carried
itself across the dead sand to
where I stood in my target-coat.
Masquerading as mad priest or
harpy, siren or dune-witch, they
cross the sand-sea on their own
terms. In the evenings, as they sail
past, I can hear them Jaughing. <
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