






















































































































SOULMATE 

raced cars in the mountains of 
Italy. He'd been a skydiver too, a 
polo star, tennis champion ... 
In the scrapbook she'd seen in his 
apartment while waiting for him 
to pack, the clippings had shown 
him wearing flowers, holding lov
ing cups, receiving kisses from 
movie stars, shaking hands, and in 
each photo his face wore exactly 
the same smile, showed exactlv 
the same number of shining 
teeth. She also recalled him in the 
baggy white trousers and black 
belt of a karate expert, and won
dered with a sudden chill if ·she 
could do it ... 

She put the thought from her 
mind. She had no intention of 
challenging him to open combat. 
Perhaps in the very heat of love 
. . . But not the first time, no. 
She wanted to learn if he was 
perfect in his love-making, as he 
was in everything else. There is tzo 
reasmz to be othenl'ise, he would 
say. She felt her legs go tingly-· 

Then the car topped a ridge, 
and despite herself she felt joy 
rise insider her breast. "Oh! Stop!" 

She was so entranced by the 
great sprawl of masonry that she 
didn't feel the car halt. The house 
. . . it could have been called a 
castle, if its stvle had not been so 
anomalous, fitting no time and no 
place, but creating its own atmo
sphere. The tile roofs caught the 
reddening rays of the sun and in 
some areas glowed like- hot coals, 
and in others turned a sullen 
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black-red. Below them the walls, 
once whitewashed, were streaked 
with gray where the plaster had 
peeled away from the abode. Vines 
rose from the ground like green 
surf, and the bougainvillea was a 
red flame crawling along the gal
lerv. Pointed arches made her 

of Arabian nights, but the 
front of the house was Grecian, 
with pillars and stone steps and a 
mosaic walkway leading down to 
a stone arch with a wrought-iron 
gate. The lawn was a sparkling 
emerald set in the slaty stone of 
the desert ... 

"Lovely," she said, looking over 
at him. Without expression he put 
the car in gear and started down 
the slope. She had a feeling that 
he never actually thought about 
anything, but merely waited until 
the time for action and then took 
the appropriate step. As he crossed 
a clear stream, she felt the cool
ness rise to her face. She wanted 
to wade among the rocks and pick 
the watercress which matted the 
surface-but that would be over
playing it. For a moment she 
hated herself, hated the need to 
play a part, and wished she could 
retain her feeling of girlish sur
prise for a while longer. But it was 
too late; she had played too many 
parts, there were too many masks 
within easv reach. She felt her 
throat asst.ime the shape which 
would give her words the right 
tone of respectful indulgence, and 
said: 
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"Your mother loved it here, I 
imagine." 

·"Yes." 
His tone was flat, which made 

her think he didn't want to talk 
about his mother. He'd never 
mentioned her, not even when he 
talked about his vouth, and the 
album had contai~ed no pictures 
of her-nor of his father either, 
for that matter. 

The road surface changed from 
gravel to paving blocks, skirting 
the eight-foot stone wall as it 
climbed the ridge and came down 
behind the house. A studded 
wooden gate swung open an in
stant before the car's bumper 
touched it; the car rolled into a 
cobbled courtyard, shaded by pep
per trees, and stopped. Turning, 
Anne saw a man bar the gates and 
walk toward her. She felt a tremor 
of uneasiness in her breast. His 
eves, like black cherries, were 
fi~ed on her. He wore baggy 
linen pants and a leather jacket, 
unbuttoned, which hung to his 
waist. He set each sandaled foot 
directly before t.he other in the 
manner of an Indian; his face was 
mahogany, with a hatchet chin 
triangulating up to a broad Mayan 
forehead. She thought he was 
go~ng to approach her, but at the 
last minute he turned and opened 
the car trunk. 

"Go with him," said Dirk. 
"He'll tak«; you to your room." 

She climbed out of the car and 
walked to the rear. "Buenas 
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tardes," she said, but the man 
only lifted out her bags and 
walked toward the house. She fol
lowed him, recalling that Dirk 
had not spoken to him, nor had 
he spoken to Dirk. What about 
those stories of happy servants 
greeting the master? Rejoicing 
over the arrival of his bride? Hol
lywood hogwash. This is the way 
it is. Servants are animated furni
ture; vou treat them as such when 
,·ou've been wealthv for centuries. 
i will have to lea~n . . . 

\Vhen she saw her room, her 
breath left her again. Paneled 
walls of white, inlaid with golden 
scrolls. A tapestry on the wall, 
definitely a Fragonard, with an 
impossibly sweet nude girl sitting 
with a fullv clothed man in a 
jewel-like g~rden. The fireplace 
was fronted by blue porcelain, 
garnished in delicate nymphs and 
shepherds. 

Hearing a sound from the 
bathroom, she went in and saw a 
dark woman in a brown, sack-like 
dress bending over a long black 
tub fitted with gold faucets. The 
vanity alcove and long douching 
stool revealed that it had been 
designed for a woman. 

The woman straightened, wip
ing her hands on her dress and 
regarding Anne with a complete 
absence of expression. Anne 
smiled and tried her Spanish. "Me 
llamo Ana. Y usted?" 

The woman did nothing; her 
eyes gave no evidence that she 
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was even trying to understand. 
"No habla espanol?" asked 

Anne. "You speak English? Parlez 
,·ous francais? Sprechen sie 
Deutsch? Govoreetye Porusski ?" 

Each question was followed by 
that buzzing silence during which 
two people look at each other and 
realize they cannot speak. Anne 
felt a sudden, naked fear. 

"Is there a telephone?" 
The woman stood like a wall. 

Anne made the motion of dialing, 
raising a receiver to her ear. The 
woman said: 

"No." It was a vibrant sound 
coming from deep in her chest, 
reminding Anne of those voice
boxes they put in people whose 
throats have been eaten out by 
cancer. Then the woman walked 
past her and left the room. 

Oh well . . . Anne's fear 
faded as she undressed and 
stepped into the tub. The water 
was exactly the right warmth, im
bued with a minty fragrance. The 
mirrors were placed so that she 
could watch herself in the bath. 
Her ivory shoulders gleamed, her 
breasts_ were buoyed up into a 
fertile fullness. Just as good as 
they were twenty years ago. Forget 
the surgery, the hormone treat
ments. No babies had gnawed at 
those succulent pink tips, that was 
the reason. Would Dirk expect 
children? Sudden fear of pain, 
dread of entering the black knot of 
nothingness. Doctors, drugs, un
controllable babble. What 11'ould 
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she tell? All those old families had 
that yearning for a male heir to 
carry on the line. Probably the 
only reason they ever married. A 
woman was a brood-mare, a gar
den of flesh in which to plant 
their seeds. 

She shivered. The water had 
cooled. She twisted the hot water 
tap and listened to the trickle 
from distant pipes draw nearer 
until it coughed and gurgled into 
the tub. She let the spreading 
warmth soothe her bodv and 
rested the back of her neck-on the 
cool tiles. She looked up at the 
light and yawned. 

There will be no children, she 
thought. 

A starter whirred, an engine 
coughed. She jumped out of the 
tub, seized a large mauve bath
towel and ran barefoot onto the 
lawn. A dusty blue pickup was 
disappearing over the far ridge, 
trailing a Spencerian scroll of gray 
dust. The sun blazed red on a 
distant mesa; the desert lav shad
owless in the growing dusk: It was 
like a moon landscape, lonely and 
frightening. 

She saw Dirk standing motion
less near the front gate. Loneliness 
drew her to him; she felt grateful 
to him simply for being human, 
and being there. The cropped 
grass tickled the soles of her feet 
as she approached him. When she 
was six feet awav, he turned, and 
she knew he'd b~en aware of her 
presence all the time. 
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"I sent them away for the 
night," he said. "I thought it would 
be nice to be alone." 

She said nothing. Why should 
she be afraid? 

"Why indeed?" he said, with a 
half smile. She realized he'd read 
her mind, but there was no time 
to consider it, for his hand came 
out like a striking cobra and jerked 
the towel from her body. She 
stood naked, forgetting even to 
hold her breasts erect. She became 
aware that her bodv, half bent in 
concealment, ha·d gradually 
evolved into an attitude of femi
nine submission. She found the 
pose restful, and hated herself 
for enjoying it. A thought came 
into her mind like a shadow from 
antiquity: I am yours, my Lord. 
Do what you will. 

And he did, seizing her in his 
arms and drawing her to him in a 
kiss which reduced her muscles to 
water. His mouth drew the 
strength from her body; she 
drooped to the ground and lay on 
the grass with the blades prickling 
her back. She saw no emotion in 
his face as he looked down at her; 
he seemed to be measuring the 
precise distance between her 
breasts, · the exact depth of her 
navel, the circumference of her 
thighs. It was a calculating look 
which left out any recognition of 
her as a \Voman. 

"Dinner is readv, Anne. \Ve'll 
eat first." · 

As he walked away in steady, 
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even paces, she knew she would 
enjoy killing him. 

The dining room occupied the 
long nave of the house. A stone 
fireplace rose at one end. Dim 
lights glowed from niches along 
the walls. Sometimes the lights 
went dim, and she could hear the 
distant hum of a generator. In a 
way the sound reassured her; in 
another way, it reminded her of 
the darkness which billowed and 
swirled behind the light. But the 
food was hot, and delicious, all of 
it prepared and waiting on an 
electric hot plate set in the center 
of the long oak table. Mock turtle 
soup; a salad of cucumbers, let
tuce, green peppers; fresh-water 
trout, golden-browned; and a 
thick filet which divided itself 
into pungent pink squares the 
moment her knife touched it. She 
ate with silver so heavv that her 
wrist ached by the ti~e she had 
finished. Dirk took the wine from 
the silver bucket beside him and 
came around the table to fill her 
goblet. She drank and wondered 
what she could say to him. For 
God's sake, three hours and I'm 
bored. The silver, the deep-piled 
carpets, the portraits which lined 
the wall, the crvstal chandelier, 
these were things· she had always 
wanted. Now she felt a frighten
ing emptiness. Of course, she 
thought, I 110 longer want them 
-because I have them. I must 
leam to e11joy what I have. 

She allowed the wine to flow 



SOULMATE 

into her mouth, trying to savor 
the taste with her tongue and 
throat. Do I really like wine? she 
wondered. She stroked the jew
eled crest of the goblet with her 
thumb and wondered: Do I 
really like jewels? Who am I? 

"Dirk-?" 
"Yes, Anne." 
I would dearly love to climb 

this loveh· table and stride down 
its length; kicking all this precious 
trash to the floor and smashing all 
this lovely glass; and at the end of 
the walk I would smash my foot 
into your too-perfect, too-hand
some, too-confident face; and 
then maybe you would realize 
that I am what men have made 
me, an unclean vessel, a filthy, 
selfish, whoring bitch whose only 
genuine feeling in life has been 
hatred. 

"I think I'll go to bed, Dirk." 
He rose and dabbed his lips, 

nodding. "l\1 y room is next to 
yours, when you're ready." 

As she undressed and per
fumed her body, she felt a snarl
ing bitterness which warred with 
the tingling anticipation in her 
loins. Sumll)On her, like a . . . 
hell, she didn't know what. So 
brusque and offhand. That's the 
way they were, these aristocrats. 
Her day would come. Mean
while, play it cool. Put on the 
sheer black, enter smiling, shy 
and demure as a lamb to slaugh
ter ... 

Everything changed when she 
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entered his room. He stood nude, 
his body highlighted by the glow 
from her room. She loved the 
flat double planes of his upper 
chest, the ridged perfection of his 
stomach, the long clean golden 
triangle of his torso. He took her 
hand and said : 

"Anne, you're lovely." 
He disrobed her with a ten

derness that made her feel pure 
and virginal, then lay her down 
on the silken sheet-golden man, 
symbol of purity and light, love 
and goodness, so holy that her 
heart ached to receive him. He 
made love to her with such subtle 
sweetness that each movement 
was a sigh of perfumed air in a 
sultan's garden, each touch a note 
of music pulsing along her nerves. 
She seemed to be climbing a 
mountain, out of a valley of slime. 
Soon she would reach the 
top, Nirvana, Heaven, what
ever ... 

Suddenly Dirk stopped mov
ing. For a moment her actions 
continued, like an engine that 
turns over after the switch is off. 
Then she became aware that his 
weight had gone inert, like cold 
mutton. The temperature of his 
skin, a moment ago like sun
warmed stone, had become neu
tral. His eyes-she twisted her 
neck to look, and her jaws gaped 
open, locked in a soundless 
scream. 

His eyes were not eyes but 
painted glass. Not that they had 
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ceased to see, but that they had 
never seen. The lovely body was 
not dead, it had never lived. 

In a frenzy she pushed herself 
from beneath him and leaped out 
of bed. Her skin tried to crawl 
off her body. She sensed a pres
ence behind her which raised 
each single hair on her head, 
drew each cell of her flesh into a 
knot of cold fear. 

She turned. 
It lay in the fireplace, a mass 

of gray writhings. It made a dry 
whispering sound as its gray thou
sand-tentacled shape spread out 
across the hearth. It came nearer, 
not exactly moving, but rather as 
though its mass had filled the cav
ity of the fireplace and was 
spreading into the room. 

Ageless, eternal, utterly loath
some. She screamed, and the 
sound ripped apart the veils of 
deceit she had so carefully 
wrapped around herself. She 
knew what she had become, whv 
she had found no peace and joy 
in men. 

Hat.e exploded inside her 
brain, burning away all fear. The 
thing was Evil. It had planted its 
seed in her ... Ah, when? So 
many years ago, when she had 
walked in the park that strange 
cricket-chirruping afternoon, and 
the man had paid her a quarter to 
sit on his lap. The thing had been 
so tiny at first, like a spider inside 
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her brain, growing as it fed on 
small tidbits: a peek at a class
mate's test paper, a lie which di
vided a yellow-haired girl from 
the boy Anne wanted, a 
few coins taken from her mother's 
purse ... 

She shrieked with rage and 
lunged at the shape which now 
covered most of the floor. She 
stamped it with her bare feet, her 
mouth spraying spittle as she ut
tered the foulest obscenities she 
could think of. A tendril slid 
around her ankle and climbed her 
leg, entering . . . Oh, God, no! 
Another encircled her waist, hot, 
drv, slick like the surface of moth 
wi-ngs. She clawed it with her fin
gernails, but it seemed only to 
swell and grow, pulsating with 
pleasure. She screamed as it en
wrapped her neck and forced its 
way between her jaws. Even then 
she did not surrender, but 
clamped her teeth on the rubbery 
substance and ground them from 
side to side. 

Swelling with contentment, 
the creature fed silently on tht 
ripened fruit. The white body of 
Anne was visible here and there. 
still struggling in the coils. After 
a time her head appeared, its 
blue eyes shining, its perfect white 
teeth exposed in a rictus · of 
death. 

The creature began to divide 
itself, and then there were two. 
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IN BLACK OF MANY COLORS 

by Neil Shapiro 

HER NAME WAS CINNABAR AND and alive. Her legs were daintily, 
she spun in a stationary orbit prettily crossed, and ever so care
three hundred miles above the fully uncovered. Her cheeks were 
deepest part of the deepest ocean. flushed, and her hands were folded 
She slept as she had been sleeping over her breast. She floated, sleep
for a hundred years. But she ing, in a transparent crypt; it 
awaited no kiss, no prince, and seemed as if her beauty had 
she did not expect to live happily burned its way out. At first, the In
ever after. For her, it was enough stitute had wanted to encase her 
to know that she need only live in a thick, opaque coffin behind 

. when she was needed. Even that three locked hatches to which 
'.did not make her happy-at the only they would have the combi
i time, nothing could have achieved nation. But, instead, they had 
. that-but it did make her waking settled on this revolving, rotating 
~hours more bearable to know that display. It might have proved 
. sleep, short bursts of death, different had she been ugly. But if 
waited for her like a healing, com- she had been ugly, or even plain, 
forting balm. .. there might now be no stories to 

She was very beautiful in her tell of her . 
. sleep. Her long, auburn tresses She was condemned to be dis-
were artistically arranged so that played, to be used; to be simply 
they always looked wind-tossed Cinnabar. 

67 



68 

Condemned? Yes, condemned is 
certainly the word. 

The people who knew of her, 
who planned around her, had a 
legend about her. Or perhaps, just 
a dirty joke. They said that some
day the stars would fly to her cof
fin to wake her, and that she would 
be raped by the sun. But that was 
just a joke; people like to hear 
themselves talk poetically even if 
it's about something which 
shouldn't be mentioned. 

At the time Star-Captain Lync 
Harley awakened her, she had 
been sleeping for at least one 
hundred years. It is possible that 
had she known they would need 
her again, she would have chosen, 
or stolen, a permanent death. 
One of the few things which kept 
her sane was her belief that one 
time she would go to sleep and 
they would not need her, and she 
would never awaken. Perhaps 
that is a measure of her, that she 
would delude herself for another's 
benefit. But, it could be, that she 
wasn't really all that sane. 

Lync Harley, though, was 
known to be a sane man. He 
had to be, it was the prime qual
ification for his work. You just 
can't have insane space-captains, 
not if you ever want to see them 
again after their first launching. 

His robot servants, his crew, 
awoke Cinnabar with the applica
tion of the sixty drugs and the 
twenty devices, and then they 
brought her along to the captain's 
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cabin. It is told that Cinnabar 
cried four tears when she realized 
she was awake, and did not say 
one word for many hours; But 
this is usually discounted, as the 
report came from a peculiarly 
unreliable robot. Even so, there 
are still arguments at the Institute 
about causes and effects and Cin
nabar. But even arguments do not 
portend agreement or belief, one 
way or the other. 

Cinnabar delicately seated her
self in the deep-cushioned chair 
across the desk from Star-Captain 
Harley. She did not speak, and 
she did not smile. But she was 
not snubbing him; she very rarely 
smiled. Put yourself in her posi· 
tion; if you knew you were going 
to be used again, how much 
would you smile? 

Lync saw she was beautiful. But 
that did not influence him; he had 
seen more beautiful girls than he 
could remember. He had made 
love with more beautiful girls 
than he could remember. To him, 
at that time, Cinnabar was some
thing more or perhaps less than 
that. She was a tool. 

"You know, you're a bit of a 
legend," he said, rather noncom
mittally. 

Cinnabar glanced up at him 
from where she had been staring 
at her hands folded in her lap. 

"I know," she said. "Which 
version do you prefer? The one 
which says I'm insane or the one 
that goes that I'm only sick, or do 
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you like the one that says I am the 
reincarnation of the Madonna, 
but childless?" 

Harley was flustered, he wasn't 
used to sarcasm. "I never thought 
much about it," he said. "But 
then, I don't know enough about 
you, even though I've read the 
scientific explanations." 

"Scientific?" she asked. 
"Yes," he said, "of course. Your 

genes." He wondered vaguely if 
he was blushing. 

"Genes," she repeated, "of 
course. Genes." She laughed, and 
her laughter sounded piercing, 
vet melodious. "Genes." More to 
herself than to Harley she whis
pered, "Double, double, toil and 
trouble: Fire burn and cauldron 
bubble." There was a smile on her 
face now. 

Lync didn't know what to 
make of that, and so he ignored 
it. "You," he said, "are a telepath. 
The only one, the first one, and 
perhaps the last one." 

She interrupted him again. 
"Telepath," she said, and the 

laughter was back in her voice. 
But whether it was laughter at 
Harley or herself could not be 
known. "Telepath, eye of newt 
and toe of frog: Wool of bat and 
tongue of dog." 

Harlev was confused and it 
showed. · \Vhat was worse, he 
knew it did. This further un
nerved him. The girl was talking 
nonsense to him. He did not be
lieve in nonsense. 
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"Shakespeare," she said. "Mac
beth. How are your hands, Cap
tain?" 

"Are you all right?" he asked. 
"The ship's medical dispensary 
can be put at your service. I was 
told that you'd be ... " He 
stopped suddenly and his eyelid 
twitched. 

''I'd be what?" she asked sweet
ly. 

Lvnc controlled himself. "A lit
tle ~neasy," he said smoothly, 
"unnerved perhaps." 

"Nothing can unnerve me," she 
said. The laughter was gone now; 
it might never have been there. 
"Because everything can hurt me. 
If vour life is fire, flames can no 
longer burn you and cauldrons no 
longer scald you." 

She was silent; he found he 
didn't like that. 

"Tell me," he said, ."how is it to 
be like you are?" 

Cinnabar looked surprised and, 
like all emotions, she wore the ex
pression well. "You are the first to 
ask me that, so I'll tell you. It is 
bad, very bad. I have •read the 
ancient books, and I would prefer 
Hell to my present life. I can feel 
minds and all of them are the 
same." 

Her eyes were turned away 
from Lync, and they were like 
blue lights. 

"It's like living with a million 
songbirds. Each individual song is 
beautiful at times, low pitched or 
high. But taken together, all of 
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them at once, it can be quite pain
ful." 

"And mv mind?" Lvnc was sur
prised to hear himself ask. But, 
somehow, it seemed important to 
him that he know what type of 
song he was singing. 

"You have a flavor of death and 
fear. Your mind is like a brand. 
But I can stay with you for a short 
period without going more insane 
than I have to. Onlv when there 
are many people do 'I feel myself 
dying. Please," her voice was 
now nearlv inaudible, "mav we 
talk of so~ething else?" , 

He groped for the words. ''I'm 
supposed to brief you," he offered. 

"Then brief me, Captain. We 
all have to follow our orders. 
Sometimes, though, I wish I could 
convince myself that I was more 
important than a set of orders. 
Even highest orders." 

Captain Harley could see the 
girl was terribly discomforted and 
that she would prefer to be left 
alone. But, he thought, once he 
got the briefing over with, she 
could disappear for the rest of the 
voyage. At least, until she was 
needed. 

"We have been assigned to con
tact a quasi-humanoid race on 
Beta Lyrae Three. Rather, you 
have been assigned. I am ordered 
to assist you." 

"What are they like?" she 
asked. 

"They are rather tall and thin. 
Their facial features are not as 
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prominent as in humans, and 
they wear no clothing." 

"But what are they like?" she 
rep.eated, accenting the last word. 
She seemed more animate now, 
interested, as a chisel would be in 
a block of marble. Marble it would 
carve or be shattered upon. 

"\Veil, from what the scouts re~ 
port, they have two viable civili
zations existing side by side. One 
is highly mechanized with all the 
trappings that implies. But the 
other is arboreal. Each city is built 
near a forest. It appears that the 
beings spend the first half of their 
lives in the cities and the other in 
the forest. It is rather an idvllic 
idea, I suppose." · 

"Why am I needed, Captain?" 
It was perhaps a question, but she 
phrased it like an accusation. It 
was as if, Harley thought, she 
thinks I picked her up on my own 
initiative. 

"They refuse contact. They 
have murdered all of the regular 
contact teams assigned to them. 
They are the most wildly exopho
bic race we have yet met. But, 
part of their race is very close to 
discovering a star-drive of their 
own. They must be contacted and 
brought into the Institute of 
Worlds." His last words were de
livered in a singsong voice as he 
parroted the official report. 

She replied to an earlier part of 
his speech. "Not murdered, Cap
tain, only killed. Humanoids of 
-different species cannot murder 
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one another." Her voice became 
harsh suddenly, "I will leave 
now. We will talk later." As she 
spoke she was walking to the door, 
and on her last words, it closed be
hind her. 

As was her practice, Cinnabar 
began to strike up conversation 
with a few of the star-ship's com
plement of robots. As she did not 
expect the robots to be cold, logi
cal, aloof and forbidding; to her 
they were warm and emotional, 
and they talked to her and com
forted her. This would have sur
prised their builders, but Cinna
bar took it as a matter of course. 

She talked with one older robot 
whose hull was pitted and dull. 
His name was Four, a low and 
distinguished number. 

Cinnabar enjoyed being around 
robots and around ones like Four 
in particular. His thoughts were 
like tiny, cold ice-cubes that 
would slither up and down her 
body, cooling her from the fires. 

"It beats me," Four said, "why 
you don't go up three decks, over 
two halls, into the main lavatory 
and slit your wrists." 

"You wouldn't understand," 
Cinnabar gently told him. "I am 
able to delude myself that life 
has meaning." 

"Still," Four said, "you can't live 
among your own kind, so why live 
at all?" 

Cinnabar reached down to the 
floor and lifte4 up a small cleaning 
robot. It whirred and curled its 
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long, whisker-like sensors around 
her wrist. It attempted to polish 
her arm, like a kitten licking a 
face. 

"There are reasons," Cinnabar 
said, and lowered her light bur
den back to the deck, "besides, I 
ca11 live, I've proved it. I am over 
a hundred years old, and that 
may be a record." 

Four reverted to his primal 
heritage of logic. "That doesn't 
count; you haven't been awake for 
a hundred years." 

"If you were a telepath like my
self, you might know what you 
are talking about. If out of a hun
dred-plus years I've been awake 
for twenty, what difference does 
that make? For a telepath, twenty 
years is more than a hundred. 
I'm old, I know that. Old people 
begin to fear true death. The idea 
clutches at me, and sometimes I 
feel certain I prefer fire and death 
to nothingness. But never during 
the times I feel myself burning." 

For a moment, Four was silent. 
It was obvious he was trying to 
think deep, unrobotic thoughts. 

He asked with metallic plead~ 
ing, "Can you read my mind, Cin
nabar?" 

"Yes." 
"Is it as bad for you as your 

own kinds'?" 
"Only at times like this when 

you try to think like a man. At 
other times your thoughts are 
clean, like polished cogs and shin
ing gears." 
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''I'm sorry," Four said, "it won't 
happen again. Occasionally I 
worry whether I have a mind." 

"What kind of man is the cap
tain?" Cinnabar asked. 

"As captains go he is more me
ticulous than some and less so 
than others. Why do you ask?" 

She brushed the tiny skittering 
ones away from her legs and an
swered him. 

"Because, in all my hundred 
years he is unlike others I have 
met. His thoughts, while painful 
and flaming, have an added di
mension or perhaps a subtracted 
one." 

'.'While you sleep, do you ever 
feel lonely dreams?" Four asked. 

"No, I don't know. Why would 
it matter?" 

"I'd rather not say. I may have 
computed everything wrong. But 
I, myself, have never noticed any
thing unusual about our captain." 

"I suppose I don't either, not 
really. But after all this time, I 
can hope. He may be different, I 
may be able to live with him. His 
thoughts may not burn quite as 
deeply or as harshly as others." 
Her voice changed from tones of 
wistfulness to those of macabre 
humor. "He may even give me 
cause to be grateful. He may kill 
me." 

"At times," Four said, "your 
emotional illogic verges on being 
calculable." 

Captain Harley, at his court-
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martial, never seemed to be so 
much a man obsessed with guilt, 
as one obsessed with his own in
nocence. This defense, or lack of 
one, was not the most fruitful of 
courses he could have pursued, 
and there were varying reactions 
to it. As Vanessa Insoul, a Com
mander of the Institute of Worlds 
put it, "The man was an animal. 
He didn't need orders; he needed 
personal ethics. It would be ludi
crous to even hint that the fault 
did not lie with the man. It could 
not lie elsewhere." 

There were conflicting opin
ions on that however, as expressed 
to this very day by such as Ma
dame Jousey, also a Commander 
of the Institute, who has never 
backslid in her belief that, 
"Harley acted under drives and 
desires that may be found in any 
manf and understood by few. 
That we even brought him to trial 
was worse than injustice. It was 
a travesty. But, then, so is the 
Universe." 

Whichever of the two major 
opinions is correct, the story re
mains the same, only the moral 
changes. It is not entirely impos
sible for one story to have two 
conflicting morals; at times it is 
even quite interesting. 

But all that only concerns pe
ripherally what was happening 
somewhere out in the Cygnus re
gions of space, out where the stars 
do not all bear known names, and 
where all maps are not even yet 
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drawn. It was a fitting place for 
the first move, not quite out in 
the wilderness but neither in the 
midst of civilization. 

Harley invited Cinnabar to 
share dinner with him in his 
cabin. There is no logical explana
tion for this. One thing he knew, 
must have known, were the dan
gers of fraternization. He had no 
way of knowing what it would 
lead to, but that is small excuse. 
For accepting, the blame must be 
placed with Cinnabar, who knew 
herself as no one else was 
equipped to. But recriminations 
are useless now. 

Lync was seated at one end of 
the long table and Cinnabar at 
the other. Like a medieval King 
and Queen, neither of them trust
ing the other not to poison the 
food, but not wanting to eat 
alone. 

"What do you do all day?" 
Lync asked. 

"I talk with the robots," Cinna
bar answered. "I find them to be 
companionable on trips such as 
this. On this ship there is one in 
particular who strikes me as being 
a fine example of his species. He 
is cold at first, but one can get to 
know him from cog to wheel, if 
one is willing to spend the time." 

Harley smiled. "I would," he 
said, "hardly think that the effort 
would be worth the rewards." 

Cinnabar reached to the plate 
of apples before her and slowly bit 
into one. She felt the captain's 
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mind around hers like a warm 
presence. It was a new feeling for 
her, but she knew it all too soon 
could change, and she would 
again be seared. 

"I find them relaxing," she ex
plained. "They do not have actual 
thoughts, but something different. 
They are, well, different." 

The captain refilled his wine 
glass. He appeared to study his 
reflection on the surface of the 
liquid. 

"I suppose that robots would be 
easier on you than humans." 

She took that as a question. 
"Yes, they are. There are twenty
two robots in the between-walls of 
this ship. Being around an equal 
number of people would drive me 
close to insanity." 

"You can, I assume, put up 
with one person at a time? His 
thoughts?" 

In a way his question caught 
her off guard. She had known the 
general direction of his thoughts, 
but she had hoped he wouldn't 
vocalize them, as she didn't know 
how she would-or should-re
ply. Reading minds, or rather 
knowing them, did not always 
provide her with the right, the 
soft answer. And as she had spent 
the majority of her life asleep, she 
had never developed the art of 
guile to the magnificent heights 
that most people achieve. 

"Yes, I can put up with one at 
a time. Please, don't take that per
sonally. I have found, in the past, 
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that you of space have the fresh
est, cleanest minds. But, you are 
still human." 

Harley rose from his place at 
the table and walked to where she 
was sitting. He placed his hands 
lightly on her shoulders and stood 
behind her. 

"Human?" he asked. 
"If you could see your own 

mind now," she said, "vou would 
know what I mean." · 

"Whv?" 
"Please. Leave me alone now. 

I must withdraw again. It's been 
too long. Too long. It always has 
been, always will be. Excuse me." 

She rose and Lync's hands feU 
from her shoulders. He looked 
chagrined. 

"Will you dine with me tomor
row night?" he asked. 

"I don't know. I may, I may 
not. We may both be dead by 
tomorrow. We may hit a star." 

"We'll have no such luck," 
Lync said. "We'll be alive tomor
row and one day closer to our 
goal. But perhaps the food will be 
better." 

"Perhaps," she said, and left. 

The following afternoon she 
still had not decided whether she 
would see him at dinner. Under
stand that she was not debating 
whether or not to be polite. She 
was deciding whether · to place 
herself within a radius of pain. If 
it had been a question of polite
ness only, she would not have 
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gone. The opposite of politeness 
is an instinct. The former is 
learned and Cinnabar, of course, 
had never learned it. 

She sought out Four for his ad
vice. 

"I don't know," she said to that 
robot, "whether I should accept 
his invitation or decline it. It 
could cause me pain if I do and 
may cause him pain if I· don't." 

Four thought it over, a process 
which took him nearly a millisec
ond. "It depends on which in
stinct you wish to place first," he 
said, "self-preservation or gregari
ousness." 

"That's just it. I don't know 
which is the more important. 
I don't care all that much for self
preservation. But I don't know if I 
like people enough to decide for 
gregariousness." 

"How much do you like peo
ple?""Four asked. As a machine it 
was important to him to qualify 
and quantify data, and to keep his 
own memory banks stocked. It 
wasn't, therefore, truly a question 
on his part. 

"Well," Cinnabar said slowly 
and deliberately, "I like them in 
theory, but the practice takes a 
lot out of me." 

"It will have to be your own de
cision. I have not enough relevant 
data to compute it for you. The 
captain may wish your presence 
at his table for any number of rea
sons. He may want to talk to 
you, to hear you, to watch you, to 
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molest you, or any combination of 
approximately three hundred and 
forty-one actions/' 

"Oh, damn," Cinnabar said 
(but with class), "I just don't 
know what to do." Again she 
mumbled in half whisper, "how 
weary, stale, flat and unprofitable 
seems to me all the uses of this 
world. Shakespeare. Hamlet." 

"Tell me," Four seemed as inter
ested as he could appear, "who 
is this Shakespeare you're contin
ually quoting? At first, I thought 
he was an old Commander of the 
Institute, but the central indexes 
contain no references." 

"No references?" There was 
amazement in her voice. 

"To his works, but not to the 
man." 

"Oh. He was an old author 
and was popular in the ancient 
times." 

"I didn't realize you were a 
student of History." 

"I'm not." 
"Then," Four said, his voice 

modulated to carry reasonable lev
els of curiosity, "why do you read 
him?" 

She paused and said something 
else from what she first looked as 
if she was getting ready to say. 
"We're alike," she said. "We both 
are trapped by other peoples' 
minds, by their emotions. We 
both walk the same maze·." 

"I see," Four said. "Sometimes 
I feel sorry for you. Or if not 
sorry, my circuitry is disturbed." 
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Cinnabar reached up and 
placed her slim arms on his shelf
like .shoulders. 

"Four, I don't know what I 
would do without you and your 
kind. Whom else could I talk to? 
I must be very tiring for you." 

"Tiring?" Four imitated a hu
man laugh. It was a fair try. 
"Hardly. On the contrary. Be
ing your slave, what should I do 
but tend upon the hours and 
times of your desire? Shakespeare, 
mv dear Cinnabar. Sonnet Fiftv-
Seven." -

She finally decided to dine 
with the captain. At that point it 
might have been best for her,and 
the captain, if their ship had 
plunged into the black heart of a 
neutron star. But that's only one 
opinion; you may disagree. 

"Come in," Lync said, and she 
seated herself at her end of the 
table. Demurely, shyly. 

"Why not move down here?" 
He frowned. "Being that close to 
me wouldn't affect your condition 
adversely, would it?" 

"No." She reseated herself at 
that place. "I don't suppose it 
will. As I said, I can stand one 
person's thoughts." 

"Tell me," Lync said, "what 
do you think of the stars?" 

"They're quiet from far away," 
she said. "Sometimes I have short 
small dreams while I sleep. I 
dream that I'm awake but still 
floating among them. Then they 
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change to cold, bright diamonds 
scattered around me like sand, 
precious sand. I can see them 
spinning in my dream, around 
and around me, throwing sparkles 
of color against the walls of my 
crystal cocoon. But the dream 
never ends happily. They spin too 
fast, too long, and the colors 
change to liquid fire which eats 
its way into me and bathes me in 
its heat. I . . ." She stared at 
the food before her. ''I'm sorry, 
Captain. I did not mean to rant 
so. I will control myself." 

"No, it's all right. No one 
should have to control himself 
while talking about the stars, 
leastwise not while traveling by 
them. The stars affect me also, 
though I have known them long. 
They are silent and mysterious; I 
see no fire in them. They are 
keeping me from finding some
thing. At times," his voice became 
forced and his eyes dropped from 
hers, "at times I think I mav be a 
lonely man." · 

"Lonely?" 
"Yes, in a way. You and I are 

opposites. In a crowd you are 
uncomfortable as you are pressed 
in on from all sides. But in a 
crowd I feel no one. No matter 
how manv are around me." 

"I would guess," she said, "that 
the results are the same for both 
of us. You must be a very strong 
man," she paused, "at least you 
remain alive. You never sleep, not 
really, not for years and years at 

FANTASY AND SCIENCE FICTION 

a time. It must be horrifying. I 
can't imagine never having an es
cape." 

''I'm not strong," Harley said. 
"Of the two of us, you probably 
have the most in your favor. I only 
go on and on never doing any
thing but what I've done before." 

"Strange," she said, "when you 
talk like that your mind seems 
nearly musical and blends with 
my own. I have never had that 
happen before. I don't know what 
to make of it." 

Their eves met for a brief in
stant, and ·then they each glanced 
away. 

"I think we should eat. It will 
get cold." 

"Yes," Cinnabar said, "it will 
get cold." 

Their ship was of the newest 
type. Spiritually it had its beauty, 
but esthetically it had the shape 
of a blind worm. Sinuously long, 
having no front, no back, it 
inched its way to the stars at rela
tively slow and worm-like speeds. 

Like a worm disturbing, ingest
ing, excreting the earth around it, 
the ship moved its way through 
the Universe, bending and shap
ing its medium around it. Chang
ing it, enriching it, living from 
its energies, sucking more of it in 
from ahead, leaving wha:t it had 
used behind. 

There was an eye in the worm, 
a blind eye. 

Up in the nose of the ship was 
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the lounge, the blind eye of the 
ship. Up where the hull was like 
glass, in the beginning of the area 
where the Universe was always 
changing, always being molded, 
where light-speed was translated 
from a dream to a crawl. \Vhere 
the stars appeared to dance. 

Soft chairs and couches lined 
the interior of the eye, three or 
four along each wall of the 
lounge. Lync and Cinnabar sat 
together on one divan where all 
the walls shimmered. The ship 
cleaved its way through the stars 
and distorted them, seemingly 
changed them by its passage. The 
multicolored lights of the changed 
stars reflected from their eyes. 

"Thoughts," Cinnabar whis
pered, "the colors are the way 
thoughts should be, but never 
are. " 

"Sometimes," Lync said, "I 
think this is the way the stars are 
in reality ·but that normally man 
changes them in his mind so that 
he cim understand the image." 

Cinnabar glanced at his hand 
where it rested lightly on her ar~ 
and then looked back out on the 
spectacle of the warped stars. 

"Your thoughts," she said, "are 
close to this." She pointed to the 
pinwheels, the spirals, the stars. 
"That, or I have become attuned 
to you." 

Lync turned to her and smiled. 
His own face cast a shadow 
across hers so that the colors did 
not fall on her. 
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"I think that I may have talents 
of my own." His voice was low 
but vibrant. "I cannot read 
thoughts, but I can see your mind. 
It puts this," his gesture encom
passed the Universe, "to shame." 

When she spoke, her voice was 
harsh and she moved her face so 
that it was no longer under his. 
"Don't even joke about that. You 
can't know what it is like." 

He rose from the couch and 
pressed his hands flat against a 
section of; the glass. It was as if 
he was attempting to hold back all 
the colors that flickered outside. 

"Your thoughts," she said, un
steady, her hands moving to dif
ferent rhythms, "don't voice it. 
It won't make any difference if 
you say it or not. The answer is 
no, there is no way I can do that." 

"I have to ask." He turned 
from the window so that he faced 
her silhouetted against the colors. 
"I have to at !east try." 

She turned from him, from the 
stars, and brought her hands up 
to her eyes. "I don't want to hear 
it, please." 

"You and I have the whole 
Universe to run to. \Ve don't have 
to go to Beta Lyrae Three, or any
where they can use you. I know 
how painful this is for you. You 
can't refuse me, it'd be insane." 

"Then, we have insanity. I 
can't run, Lync; I never learned. 
Now, it's too late." She looked 
back up at him, her expression 
was tortured, pleading. 
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He ran his hand along the 
window; it left streaks of wet be
hind it. "I can force you, you 
know. The ship is still my com
mand. I can turn it to any direc
tion I choose." 

Tears ran down her cheeks. In 
the light from the stars they glit
tered like multifaceted diamonds, 
all colors, all light. "Don't Lync. 
Don't go on. It wouldn't be that 
way, it couldn't. I know." 

Lync leaned back against the 
glass wall. The light reflected off 
the gold bars on his uniform's 
shoulders and trickled its way up 
his face like reaching, macabre, 
ghostly hands. 

"I won't force you," he said, 
"even if I could. Listen to me, 
there is only one way for us, my 
way. If we wait much longer, 
we'll never have the chance. 
They'Jl take you to use you again. 
While you sleep I'll grow older 
and die." 

She sat up straight, pressed 
against the soft couch. Her eyes 
were closed. The multicolored, 
spinning lights met only the flesh 
over her eyes. 

''I'm blind," she said, and more 
tears squeezed out from under her 
lids. "They've made me that way. 
I have to do what I've always 
done. I've never done anything 
else. Your thoughts are like silk 
against skin, but there is a 
rougher fate waiting for me. One 
I can't avoid. I don't expect you 
to understand, but you have to re-
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spect this. But don't ever forget I 
wanted to go with you. I do, now. 
I want to, but I can't." 

Now, when Lync spoke, it was 
as if he disbelieved everything, 
what he had heard, what he had 
seen, the entire Universe of light. 

"No," he said. "I will force you, 
then. I will lock you into the be
tween-walls of this ship and take 
you to a place of life, our life." 

"You won't do that," Cinnabar 
said. Her eyes were open now 
and dry. "You can't." 

Outside, on either side of their 
worm, the lights whirled and co
alesced. The stars ran one over 
the other like liquid flames, like 
liquid ice, like flowing earth. 

He cradled her head on his 
arm, and bent to her. Their eyes 

, met, their lips, their bodies. 
"You can't," she said softly 

now. "I ·know your mind too well. 
Your thoughts are too crystalline, 
too soft, too blue, too human. You 
will do what we have to." · 

He felt as if he was a puppet 
on strings. He felt, he felt, he 
didn't know. 

"I will, then," he said. "You're 
probably right. We can never run, 
even together. If we did, it would 
be too far, too fast, too long. We 
would lose each other when one 
of us fell." 

He kissed her again. She felt 
his mind all around her. 

"Soon, it will all be over," she 
whispered, "too soon. I know, I 
can tell." 
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"No," he said, "we will have as 
long as we need, as long as we 
need." 

"\Ve will have," she said, "our 
time. If time allows." 

He looked into her eves and 
they reflected all the colo;s of the 
dawn. 

Beta Lyrae Three. The name 
rolls off your tongue; the letters 
seemed to be arranged to be 
spoken. Beta Lyrae Three, with an 
internal alliteration. Listed in the 
Ephemris as being Earth-like, a 
good joke that. Earth-like only 
means that the ground, sky, trees, 
animals, insects, and weather 
won't unite into a homicidal hive
mind to consciously kill you. But 
that thev'll each trv to do it on 
their o~n. Survivai just doesn't 
figure into it; after all, how many 
could survive on Earth itself, 
without the benefit of their en
vironmental controls? 

Bad enough, but there were 
natives. Natives may have all 
sorts of practices to welcome alien 
visitors, all of them can be spec
tacularlv fatal. But it was Cinna
bar's job to go down and contact 
them. We've already covered how 
she felt about that. If vou use a 
tool ·long enough a~d hard 
enough, then right before it 
breaks it may only be good for 
that one chore. If it's senti~nt, it 
may even begin to look forward to 
being used. 

Lync remained in the ship, in a 
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circular orbit one hundred miles 
above Beta Lyrae Three. Cinnabar 
took a boat down to the surface to 
begin opening the first channels 
of communication between two 
races, courtesy of all those good 
genes she had. 

She landed alone between one 
of the forests and one of the cities; 
it seemed the logical thing to do. 
She waited. 

Nothing. 
Then she decided it was time. 

She called out with her mind. She 
was a telepath, but she could 
speak also. She had never tried to 
keep this secret from Lync, but 
she had seen no reason to men
tion it. And, naturally, he had 
never asked. 

Someone says, ''I'm a telepath." 
The natural reply, the usual an
swer is, "Prove it. Read mv mind." 

How many people would say 
to a telepath, "Prove it. Say some
thing to me"? Not very many. 
People have all they can do to 
live with just one set -of thoughts 
in their heads. 

She called: Friend. Friend. 
Come. Talk. Friend. 

Short symbols, no words only 
ideas. 

The other side of her mind 
scanned around itself, without 
any effort on her part. She could 
feel her mind spinning and twist
ing, being drawn to receive other 
thoughts, other beings. There was 
something out there, a question
ing thought grasping at the ten-
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drils it had found in its own 
mind. 

Friend Cinnabar thought. She 
concentrated to transmit her 
thoughts on the same frequency? 
wave? band? that the other part 
of her mind was receiving on. Fi
nally, she had it. Her mind, both 
sides, bent like a leaf towards the 
sunlight. 

A reply came to her. Hazy, 
not fullv understood. But imme
diately -she realized there was 
something wrong, something she 
had never encountered before, 
something she had never dared to 
hope for. Something wrong? 

The reply became stronger and 
multivoiced. It was as if it was 
being reinforced time after time. 
It echoed and re-echoed within 
her. Obscure; yet imploring. Dis
tant, but with her. 

Something wrong? She smiled 
and laughed. She drove herself to 
the limits of her powers. "Here," 
she shouted out loud, still laugh
ing, "here!" 

The ship circled the world. 
Lvnc stood at the controls. Cin
nabar's laughter filled the control 
room, from a speaker on one of 
the panels. 

Lync turned, disturbed by the 
hatch opening behind him. It was 
Four. 

"What are you doing on the 
bridge?" he asked. "You haven't 
been sent for. Are you malfunc
tioning?" 
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Four seemed unsure of himself, 
interesting in a robot. He 
wheeled back and forth around 
the room, like a man or a lion 
pacing. 

"No. All circuitry is intact. I 
have a suggestion." 

"Robots," Lvnc reminded him, 
"don't make s~ggestions." 

Four continued to talk, ignor
ing his captain. "Get her away 
from there. Send me down to 
bring her back, or go yourself. 
Something is wrong. I have a 
premonition." 

"You're relieved of duty. Report 
to your power-niche and remain 
there for the duration of the voy
age. You are malfunctioning." 

"Don't be fortune's fool," Four 
said, his voice filled with static, 
"fly now. While there is time." 

"Leave," Lync said harshly. 
"That's an order." 

"I'm sorry," Four said, "I have 
acted illogically. You are right, 
of course, there must be a fault 
in my circuits. But still, but still 
-" He turned and left. 

Lync returned to monitoring 
the controls. Twenty-four hours, 
he thought. Twenty-four hours and 
his orders were to join her, as by 
then first contact should be estab
lished. 

It already seemed a long day. 
A very long day. 

They were wearing blue and 
gold loincloths. They were hu
manoid. 
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Friends. Cinnabar thought. 
And her world changed. 
The humanoids formed an in

tricate pattern around her. Sud
denly, their bodies became designs 
in a larger matrix, their waving 
arms turned motion into poetry, 
and poetry into a dance. 

Cinnabar listened to the music 
of the dance. Emotions, alien but 
familiar, flowed around and 
around her, but softly, gently. 
She felt her own mind go out to 
them and blend with the whole. 
She held her arms out to them, 
and as the dance and the minds 
called for it, she whirled about 
raising her arms high and sinu
ously above her head. Like a bal
lerina on ice, like Diana in the 
forest glen, she danced. She 
danced, she danced. She danced. 

''I'm home," she whispered, 
"''m home." She danced faster 
and then faster. The wind 
whipped at the branches of the 
nearby trees, and the movement 
of their leaves was accentuated 
and embellished by the dance. 
One of the leaves fell from its 
branch and floated until it settled 
into Cinnabar's flowing hair, 
where it became a streak of russet 
whipped through the streamered 
air. 

One mind touched hers, caress
ingly, and she answered. Another 
mind, and another. They were 
all the same, and they were all 
different. They were a part of her, 
and her of them. 
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"Telepaths," Cinnabar said 
while she laughed and danced. 
"You're all telepaths and I'm not 
alone any more." 

She cried, she laughed, she 
sang, and she wept. And she 
danced, her body controlled, 
coaxed, by one mind, one hive
mind; and she was a part of that 
mind. She was a part of the 
dance. 

After a time (times?) the 
dance slowed, and the dancers be
gan to drift back into the forest. 
Soothing thoughts of reassurance 
came to her; she knew they would 
return. They would not abandon 
her, any more than she could 
abandon them. 

Soon she was again alone. Re
action gripped her, and she shiv
ered in the cool night air. Ex
hatJStion dropped her on her 
knees, and she leaned her fore
head against the bole of a tree. 

The communicator buzzed in 
her ear. 

Lync's voice came to her, tin
nily, distorted by distance and 
transmission. "What happened? 
You didn't report. Are you all 
right? I'm not supposed to join 
you for another hour, but I can be 
with you in fifteen minutes if you 
need me." 

"It's all right," Cinnabar re
plied. "I've established contact. 
Yes. Contact." 

"\Vhat's wrong?" 
''I'm not going back, Lync." She 

steadied her voice. "Not ever." 
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"What?" 
"They're like me, Lync. Tele

paths, an entire race. I will 
never be alone again, ever." 

"I didn't realize you were still 
alone," he said. 

"Lync, I'm tired, I didn't mean 
that. Of course, you'll stay here 
with me, say you will. Together, 
it will be wonderfut Together." 

'Til be right down there. I have 
a fix on you, don't leave that spot. 
Don't worry, everything will be all 
right." 

"Lync, nothing's wrong. Every
thing's right. We won't have to 
run. You understand, Lync?" 

There was no answer. She 
leaned back against the tree and 
closed her eyes. She thought that 
he would be with her soon and 
she could explain. The thought 
comforted her, and she slept. 

She dreamed of dancing. 

It had been a week since Lync 
had joined her. In that time they 
had set up a rude shelter, a lean
to of tree limbs, and they had just 
begun to realize that they were 
now on their own, that their fu
ture was theirs alone. 

They were happy, for the most 
part, and that was a new and 
unique experience for them. Cin
nabar had changed from being a 
beautiful, troubled girl and had 
matured into a truly delightful 
person. Her faculty of reading 
emotion had metamorphosed 
from a personal torture into an 
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interpersonal wonder. She would 
read Lync's moods and plan her 
actions to please him. For if he 
was pleased, how could she help 
but feel likewise? 

But there was always the same 
argument, the same worry, that 
lingered on their horizon. 

"I think," Lync said one day as 
the setting suns were slowly turn
ing their forest to gold, "I think 
we should find them, go to them." 

She would always pretend in
nocence at that question, no mat
ter how many ·times it had been 
answered for her previously. 

"Who, Lync ?" She watched the 
sunset, her face bathed in the 
gold. 

"Your natives," Lync · replied. 
Then, reasonably, "If we're going 
to be living with them, on their 
world, we should at least have met 
them. by now. If they're like you 
tell it, they should know we're 
here, they should have been here 
by now." 

"They know. They'll be here, 
all in good time." 

He turned to her, and for a 
moment, as the golds played 
across her face, he imagined they 
were back in the lounge under the 
stars. But it was only the sunset, 
and the feeling of deja vu soon 
left him. 

"Yes," he agreed, "it has been 
good," but the tone of his voice 
was unsure. "But I worry. After 
all, I was trained to worry. Those 
types of lessons are hard to forget, 
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even if they may not be needed." 
But, he thought, he was with 

Cinnabar, and he would not 
worry. As he thought that, he 
saw a smile fleet across her fea
tures. 

He smiled in return, and they 
slept. 

She woke to the dance. 
The figures whirled about 

her. Dozens, scores, all moving to
gether in their unearthly, natural 
rhythms. She smiled and rose. She 
looked for Lync, but the dancers 
hid him from her, weaving in and 
out of her sight. Their emotions 
flooded through her, cascading 
along her mind. The dance was 
again in control, and she gave 
herself to it gladly. Faster they 
danced and to even more intri
cate patterns, but her body moved 
gracefully and surely controlled 
by the thoughts and directions 
of the others. 

A circle of dancers formed 
around her, and she spun in the 
middle as its pivotal center. It 
widened, and as the radius grew 
larger, th~ circumference revolved 
slower. Soon she was able to see 
between the gaps as the dancers 
moved further and further apart. 

She could see now. 
She screamed in horror at what 

she saw, and, futilely, she tried to 
break through the imprisoning 
circle to Lync's side. Lync was 
encompassed by a dozen natives. 
But those who moved in around 
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him were not dressed in the ar
boreal garbs of the ·dancers but 
wore strange clothing and carried 
what were obviously weapons. 

She called to him but couldn't 
hear his reply. His own circle was 
closing in on him, but his was not 
of dancers. 

And still, around her, the 
dance continued. 

She laughed but realized the 
hysteria that was threatening her. 
She had one weapon, her mind. 

Stop she flung the thought 
viciously around her. Still they 
danced and the others were now 
closer to Lync. 

Then the thoughts of the danc
ers came to her; they could share 
no words, but emotion was plain. 
A feeling of regret, of utmost sor
row, and underlying that, a bed
rock of necessity. 

She fell to her knees; ripples of 
agony tore through her, red and 
painful and yet familiar. Under 
all the pain she could read what 
they were doing. They were send
ing her own mind-thoughts back 
to her, those that she had been 
relaying to them. And along with 
her own mind was an overlay of 
another's. One she could not help 
but relay to them. 

The colors of it ripped at her 
like knives within her skull. Nau
sea and fear drove her prone on 
the ground, that and a knowledge 
she couldn't face. But they 
wouldn't relent; they had to ex
plain. 
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Red for greed. 
Black for fear. 

Y ellaw for lust. 
Crimson for hate. 

Green for deceit. 
And with it all, the pain of 

knowing. Her eyes were tearful 
and her face was contorted into 
hard, muscular lines. Her mind 
locked to the alien frequency and 
refused to let go. She tried to pull 
back as if from a crevasse, but 
gravity pulled her irresistibly 
forth. 

She could hear Lync, as if in a 
dream, a dream of a world with 
no pain. He was shouting at her 
to leave, run, to save herself. This 
struck her as absurdly funny, and 
she laughed, not knowing she 
was crying. The ground pressed 
up against her and the sky 
weighed heavy upon her back. In
side of her, pressing to explode 
her skull, was all of the greed, 
hate, desire and fear. Not her 
own, one can live with his own. It 
was amplified and multiplied un
til it reached a level where pain 
mutated and became something 
-else, very nearly death itself. 

She was alone; the dance had 
moved to the other side of their 
clearing. She raised her head 
from the ground but could not see 
Lync; the patterns hid him. Each 
second her mind, a nexus of 
agony, filled higher. She knew it 
was her time, her fate. She 
crawled. Every inch she moved 
was a sacred journey; every rock 
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that scraped her, a crown of 
thorns. The knife Lync had used 
to cut wood beckoned to her like 
a star. She clutched at it but could 
not feel it in her hand. 

She raised the knife and 
plunged it deep, deep, into her 
breast. The forest and the trees, 
the natives and the sky spun 
wildly. In the center of the ka
leidoscope world was Lync. The 
pain abated as the grayness of 
nothingness closed over her. 

She awoke and could feel Lync 
near her. She saw his mind and 
held it close to herself. She 
opened her eyes and was sur
prised at how weak she felt. 

Lync's voice was barely louder 
than the soft whining of the 
ship's drive. "Don't talk," he said. 
They were again in the lounge, but 
the shutters were drawn and 
polarized, and his face glowed 
only in the white light of a fixture, 
light as white as from a moon. 

"I've got to talk." The pain had 
left her mind and now was only 
in her body. But it was a relief to 
have pain she could understand. 

"Don't," Lync said. "Four days, 
we'll be back. You'll need your 
strength." 

"They wanted to kill you," she 
whispered, "and they had to. 
They could hear my mind, and 
part of my mind always listens to 
yours." 

"I don't understand." 
She forced herself to speak. She 
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was beginning to fear silence. 
"They listened to you from me. 

I had joined their hive-mind. My 
own mind had searched out theirs 
and formed a bridge, which even 
I could not break. Your mind 
could not have done that; you do 
not have this-this talent. Even 
thev could not have found your 
mi~d on their own, but I had in
vaded their thoughts. Part of my 
mind is always listening to yours. 
I can't help that." 

"You loved me," Lync said, not 
realizing he sp·1ke in the past 
tense. 

"Yes, I did. I will." She found 
now that her eyes were closed it 
was easier to talk. "Mistake. I for
got. Forgot what you were, what 
we all arc. I either couldn't or 
wouldn't know. From my mind, 
they heard yours, and they 
showed me what it was to them. I 
had to stop my mind from receiv
ing your own. They could hear 
me and not you, but I was be
tween you both. I had to do it." 
She tried to open her eyes to see 
his face, but they were still closed. 
She could feel sleep before her. 

"I had to get out from the mid
dle. I had to give us time." 

"Time," Lync repeated. His 
hand clutched hers. "Time." 

"Lync," she coughed and won
dered at the salt taste, "thev won
dered if someone like me' could 
retain a human outlook. Tell 
them no, that I failed." 

"It was success," he said, "but 
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I'll tell them it was failure. They 
couldn't understand this success." 
He bent over her, and she forced 
her eyes open and tried to smile. 

"He," she said, "was even 
blinder than 1." She was surprised 
that she could still laugh. 

"Don't," Lync said, "don't." 
She felt his other hand caress her 
forehead. 

"Let me not to the marriage of 
true minds admit impediments," 
she quoted. "Love is not love 
which alters when it alteration 
finds. He was wrong, Lync. Love 
must change, must alter both what 
is loved and that which loves." 
For a moment her voice was 
strong, steady, melodious. "Re
member, Lync, how I changed 
and altered to love. No matter 
what, remember that ours was 
that marriage. Remember." 

She felt Lync's arms around her 
and she was comfortable. She 
knew that she could sleep, that he 
understood. 

For a while Lync sat motionless 
by her side. Then he· stood and 
silently, slowly, opened the shut
ters of the lounge. The stars 
blazed in and their light flickered 
about her like candles, like jew
els, like lovers. 

He held her hand and 
watched the stars. For a long time 
he sat there. Finally, after one 
wheeling star threw crimson red 
droplets across a background of 
pure white, he knew and he un
derstood.~ 
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The Brief, Swinging 
Career of Dan and 
~udySmythe 
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IN CAMBRIDGE WHERE THEY made their light, laughing conver
came from, Dan and Judy Smythe sations out on the flagstone patios, 
were known as a couple who got admiring the hibiscus, the neon 
the lay of the land very quickly. blue of the descending evening, 
At the new universitv in the San and themselves. 
Fernando Vallev where Dan had The patio people, Judy noted to 
his appointment in Classics, they Dan, had tenure or were about to 
soon saw they were being forced get it. The others not. 
to choose up sides. Judy noticed But Dan and Judy had many 
that at parties the displaced East- reasons for throwing themselves 
erners clung in dark cabalistic cir- into California life with such 
cles inside, damning the \Vest and abandon. They were essentially 
trying to recreate a New Haven or optimistic young people, in love 
New York of the mind. The with their young bodies and their 
people who were willing to com- new prosperity and possessions, 
mit themselves to the new life and just past the crest of their 
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first great, comfortable married 
love. Falling wholeheartedly into 
California life extended their 
pleasure with each other beyond 
the period their affection might 
otherwise have had. 

Judy's copy of Julia Child gath
ered dust, and her Suuset Cook
booh got thumbed and thumbed, 
and bits of batter and goo ap
peared on many of its pages. Dan 
stood outside one night while the 
dinner guests tinkled away mer
rily behind him and noted he 
could now produce cooking coals 
on the hibachi in seventeen min
utes flat. He found that he was 
childishly pleased with this skill, 
something back in Cambridge he 
would not have dreamed he might 
ever want. In his old life Dan had 
wanted most to write a relatively 
popular but deeply scholarly book 
on the images of decadence to be 
found in the Later Empire Poets. 
Now the book had moved down 
several spaces on Dan's list of 
dreams. · 

Their guests, Herbert and An
gela Ingiless, were telling Judy 
that last year thirty-one people in 
the V allev died of illnesses attrib
uted to s~og. It was a story Dan 
and Judy had heard before and 
assiduously refused to believe. 

"Brandy in the den," Dan an
nounced. "It's an Old California 
Custom, which means we did it 
last year too." 

The Ingilesses were good folk, 
of the kind who blossom when 

thcv at last find California. Her
bert, slightly older, was a profes
sor of African history. He had a 
passing interest in the Roman 
sites he had seen in Tunis and, 
hence, in what little Dan knew 
about Empire history. Angela was 
desirable and looked dissipation
prone. The Ingilcsses had recently 
returned from a sabbatical in 
Kenya where, Angela said, they 
had collected many interesting 
things which the Smythes just had 
to come over and see. 

For Christmas Judy gave Dan a 
subscription to an underground 
newspaper called The An
drogynous Valley. "If you're going 
to be a real pornographer," she 
said, "you'll need those ads in the 
back." 

"Oh, come now," Dan said, "I 
may buy an erotic book from time 
to time, but who looks at them 
before bedtime? Who?" 

''I'm just trying to share your 
hobbies," Judy said. 

Though each read the classified 
ads assiduously and in secret, Dan 
and Judy of course never thought 
of answering any of them. For a 
while it merely pleased them to 
believe that in all the twinkling 
bungalows around them lurked 
pedophiliacs and Nikon-carrying 
voyeurs and worse. 

One night when there were 
guests, in the dark Dan tripped 
over the damned hibachi, up
setting the red coals and spraining 
his ankle. The doctor said luckily 
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he hadn't broken anything, that 
heat would reduce the swelling 
and a masseur might be a very 
good idea. 

Dan asked if maybe Judy 
couldn't be shown how to massage 
his ankle, but the doctor shook his 
head and said no, he meant a real 
professional, and Dan decided to 
stick to a heating pad. · 

But when he got home after his 
evening seminar on Catullus and 
limped into the living room, he 
found a strange, puritanically slim 
and wiry young man in rimless 
spectacles waiting to knead and 
pull the painfully knotted sinews 
and cords of his ankle. At first 
Dan was leery of even such a 
small intimacy (the young man 
had suggested music while he 
worked and had selected Josquin 
Desprez for the stereo), but by 
the time the half hour was up, 
Dan was rather daydreaming of 
those supple, hard hands soothing 
the rest of him. 

The young man told Dan he 
should take more acid and then 
his body wouldn't get so uptight. 

"Where did he come from?" 
Dan asked when the masseur had 
been paid and had zoomed off 
into the hazy dark in his VW. 

"Alyosha? I got him for you 
through the paper," Judy said. 
"His ad was called 'No Kinks Too 
Great,' but he turned out to be the 
straightest of the ones I talked 
to." 

Dan felt wonderment, as 
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though Judy had been trafficking 
in forbidden commodities behind 
his back for years and years, and 
he was filled with admiration. 

That spring they went to a 
group marathon symposium at a 
motel in Palm Springs where ev
eryone, including the therapist, 
groped each other underwater in 
the well-heated motel pool. Judy 
had a good time and thought the 
weekend improved the quality of 
their relationship, though she was 
disappointed by the sensation 
of underwater touching, which 
was mild. When he realized Judy 
was the most desirable woman at 
the marathon, Dan was both hap
py and sad. They stopped short at 
trading partners, which some of 
the other couples, including the 
therapist and his wife, did. 

One night Dan looked up and 
discovered his wife waiting coyly 
for him i:o get to something in The 
Androgynous Valley. She had got
ten into the playful habit of 
markiqg with a red check items in 
papers and magazines and sex 
manuals which she thought might 
amuse him. When he found what 
she had checked now, Dan said, 
"It's bad Latin, at least." 

"But it might be good fun." 
"Do you think so?" 
"I thought it would be right up 

your alley." 
The red-checked item read: 

DUO SWINGENDUM. Classics
minded young hetero couple seeks 
likes for lively Roman feasting. 
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Sincere only. Photo if you have. 
No joke. P.O. Box 288 AV. 

"What do you think it would be 
like? Seriously, Dan." 

"Togas improvised out of bed
sheets, crushing grapes in each 
others' navels, that sort of thing," 
he said. 

"Oh." 
And he didn't hear another 

word about it-although he no
ticed the ad continued to run for 
the next two weeks-until Judy 
broke the news to him. 

"Know who the Swinging Duo 
turn out to be?" 

"No-Batman and Robin?" 
"No-Herbert and Angela." 
"No!" A man about to be con-

sidered for his permanent job, 
Dan thought. Risking it all at this 
stage of his career. 

"Angela said she was so glad we 
answered. She had been meaning 
to have us for dinner for a long 
time anyway." 

"But you didn't accept." 
"Of course, silly." 
"Oh." Dan thought of putting 

his foot down; he thought of An
gela Ingiless in her blue-knit with 
the no-bra, and asked if they were 
supposed to bring anything and 
when it was to be. 

The excitement of the new ex
perience showed in the Ingilesses' 
flushed faces and maybe, Dan 
thought, in theirs' too. Herbert 
was wearing a corny laurel wreath 
around his head and a pink bed
sheet. Predictable. Dan com-

plimented Angela on her safety
pinned sari and tinkling gold 
bangles, and she, leading him 
through a house decorated in Ze
bra skins and ebony masks, said 
she wouldn't be wearing them for 
long. 

"Can we do that without dis
turbing the neighbors?" Dan 
asked. 

"Oh, yes. See-" They stood at 
the picture window and looked 
down on the sunken backyard and 
the blue, light-flooded pool. The 
entire area was enclosed by a 
board fence, perhaps twelve or 
fifteen feet high. "-Herbert and I 
were into sunbathing a long time 
since, so we're perfectly pre
pared," Angela said sweetly. 

At the deep end of the pool a 
nude concrete lady unendingly 
spilled her vase into the water. 
"But let me show you something," 
Herbert said, and went galloping 
off to the shed where it seemed 
the heating unit and valves were 
housed. Almost as soon as Herbert 
disappeared into the shed there 
was a frightening clanking and a 
roar, and the water stopped trickl
ing from the lady's vase and 
gushed from between her concrete 
thighs. Herbert reappeared 
guffawing and togaless. 

In a trice Angela was out of her 
sari and into the water. Judy fol
lowed and Dan shucked off his 
clothes more slowly, careful to 
fold his socks inside his shoes for 
future reference. 
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"Emperor! Emperor!" Angela 
called from the shallow end. 
"How about some vino?" 

"''d say thumbs up to that," 
Herbert giggled and started 
plump-ended for the house. 

Dan slunk crocodile-like into 
the pool, caught his unsuspecting 
wife from behind, and bit her ear
lobe. 

"Me too, me too!" cried Angela, 
pushing through waist-high water 
to get to him. Judy didn't seem to 
mind when he kissed Angela and 
rubbed up against her. 

"This is always such fun," An
gela said. "I'll go get the deviled 
usque and the feasting can com
mence. Usque, 'eggs,' isn't that 
right, Danny?" 

"Sure," he said, thinking, Bad 
Latin but lovely breasts. 

Angela went into the house and 
dried herself off, put ,on a bath
robe and joined Herbert at the 
picture window. He had already 
poured the wine and turned on 
the floodlights. Dan and Judy 
Smythe were embracing at the 
shallow end, rather forced about 
it. They seemed aware someone 
was watching them. The In
gilesses toasted each other in 
honeyed zinfandel. 

"Where's Alexander?" 
"I haven't let him out yet." 
"Can I do it?" 
"Of course, my dear." 
Angela had never actually 

pressed the button herself before. 
When she did, she could hear a 
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faint buzzing as the electric bolt 
on the shed sprang open. 

Alexander took his time about 
coming out, probably the 
floodlights bothered his great, 
hungry eyes. 

When they saw him, Dan and 
Judy began at first very softly to 
call things like, Oh, my good God! 
and Jesus, dear gentle Jesus! and 
then louder, Judy, what have you 
gotten me into! and It's a prank, 
Dan, a prank! Herbert? Angela? 
Just stay in the water, Dan, he 
won't come in the water. They 
hate water. Oh, sweet Jesus! 

Alexander prowled around the 
pool several times and then sat 
down to wait for it to finish drain
ing. He shook his long silky mane 
and lapped at the water ex
pectantly, as though to hurry 
things along. 

"Well," Herbert said, "I 
wouldn't say thumbs up to them. 
Very poor show." 

Dan and Judy were clutched 
against each other, sobbing now. 

"No," Angela agreed, "thumbs 
down on them. Phooey on them, I 
say." 

Only once had they seriously 
considered using the horsemeat 
they always kept ready. That was 
with a sweet little couple named 
Hinton. When the water got 
down to the Hintons' knees and 
Alexander crouched, the Hintons 
got religion all of a sudden and 
started loudly singing "Onward 
Christian Soldiers" in unison. ~ 
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THE WIZARD OF ATALA 

by Richard A. Lupoff 

AFTER LONG AND LONG, SuvEL

lus withdrew his head from the 
thinning fumes that still rose laz
ily above the sputtering coals of 
the blackened iron brazier. Wisps 
of the grey-white gas clung to his 
thick locks and lengthy beard, giv
ing the appearance that they arose 
from some source within his crim
son mage's garb rather than in the 
leaves and stalks that lay now in 
ashes before him. 

The men of Lord Judge sur
rounding Suvellus drew back in 
fear and anticipation of the words 
to be· spoken: gruff Yao-tchall, 
battle-scarred admiral of Lord 
Judge's vrill-powered fleet; am
bitious Ninantor of the jeweled 
helm; the youthful Dondus, his 
unruly mane cascading about his 
shoulders with each move. 
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"Now, sorcerer," tall Dondus 
demanded impetuously, "what 
saw you in the Land where Man 
walks not?" 

Suvellus gazed about the 
marble-floored chamber as a man 
not fully wakened from a dream 
or trance, as indeed he was. Up
right but tottering, he clung to the 
strong arm of his questioner for 
support, and spoke in a voice 
thinned by age and parched with 
fumes: "They come, they come," 
he proclaimed. "Their gleaming 
craft cleave the skies, their trails 
stream behind like flames of emer
ald and jade. Beneath them as 
they pass, the Roquis and the Ta
cans, the A vajones and the Chi
muds hide in terror or worship in 
awe. 

"But they care not for the men 
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of the Middle Continent. They 
come to bring . destruction to 
Atala. The kingdoms of Cataya 
must rend Atala from the face of 
the sea, or they will themselves 
die of shame. The men of Cataya 
must reign in splendor, supreme 
in the world. They can bear no 
peer nor better. Atala must be 
prepared to defend itself or it will 
be crushed by the Catayans." 

"Never!" cried Yao-tchall, his 
rough features contorting with 
rage. "I shall personally lead Lord 
Judge's fleet into battle. Between 
the shores of the Middle Conti
nent and Atala's westerly coast we 
shall meet the Catayans. They 
cannot reach Atala without pas
sing above our straits. We shall 
meet them in battle and blast 
them from the heavens!" 

"You shall not," the sorcerer re
plied. "Your weapons are built to 
engage sea craft like your own. 
The men of the Middle Continent 
venture not toward Atala, but did 
they, their craft of bark and twigs 
would be easy prey for you, Yao
tchall. And the savages of Yorpa 
are as children before your ships. 
And the kingdoms of Afric care 
little for the world beyond their 
shores. But the Catayans-the 
Catayans, will pass high over your 
ships while you watch helplessly 
from the waters below." 

"Then let them! Let them!" 
burst in young Dondus. "The men 
of Atala will rally to the serpent 
and falcon of Lord Judge. Let the 
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invading Catayans land, they will 
be met by thousands of fierce sol
diers happy to offer their lives to 
preserve Atala and Lord Judge! 
Swordsmen, lensmen, spearmen, 
slingsmen, all the strength of 
Atala will descend on the in
vaders! No Catayan will survive 
even to bear word of their defeat 
back to their bloodthirsty mas
ters!" 

"Fool!" the sorcerer cried, "child 
in man's armor! Where think you 
the Catayans will land? Con
veniently in the face of Atala's de
fenders? Will they respond to an 
invitation to land and meet Lord 
Judge's army? If they choose to 
meet our force at all, they will sit 
smug and safe in their sky ships 
and drop their burning chemicals 
or focus their killing rays on the 
army below." 

Then spoke Ninantor, his face 
hidden in the jewels and filigree 
of his glittering helm, Ninantor 
who had remained silent while 
the others spoke. "Let the Cata
yans land," he said softly. "Let 
them come from their sky ships. 
Let all of Atala seem to welcome 
them gladly, as friends and deliv
erers from the tyranny of Lord 
Judge." 

He paused and turned to each 
of the others, waiting for an an
swer to his words, but of answer 
he received none. Anger shone in 
the face of Yao-tchall, fury that 
revolted at the suggestion of cow
ardly surrender, but he did not 
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speak. Puzzlement shone forth 
from the eyes of Dondus, the long 
waves of his hair shaking as he 
moved his head, waiting for the 
rest of the statement of Ninantor, 
but Dondus did not speak. And 
Suvellus, fully recovered now 
from the trance of the fumes, 
stood slender and erect in his 
mage's robe of scarlet silk. But 
even Suvellus did not speak. 

Moments charged with quiver
ing tension crept by, then Ninan
tor resumed his speech. "Let them 
land, yes. Welcome them, let the 
Catayans feel that they are loved 
by the people of Atala. Lull them, 
soothe them, invite them into our 
homes. And then, when they are 
no longer alert, when they. lay 
down their arms and turn naked 
to the bath, the feast, the couch
then Atala will rise and fall on 
them and destroy them." 

In the silence of the marble
floored room Ninantor gazed 
triumphantly at Suvellus, at Don
dus, at Yao-tchall. Once more it 
was the mage who first spoke out. 
"A clever plan," he said, "devious 
as might be expected, Ninantor, 
and ingenious in its way." He 
paused and wrung out his beard. 
A last wisp of grey-white fumes 
emerged and floated slowly toward 
the dome-like ceiling of the cham
ber. 

"But the Catayans are too many. 
And too wary. I fear that before 
they would disarm themselves 
they would disarm the citizens of 
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Atala. Before they would go 
naked to the bath they would set 
watchers to prevent such 
treachery as you foresee, citizen 
Ninantor. And Lord Judge, by the 
practice of the Catayans, would 
first be taken hostage and held for 
guarantee of their safety. Did you 
not know that, friend Ninantor?" 
explained the mage. 

What look passed over the fea
tures of the other was hidden by 
the glittering jewels ani fine met
als of his helm, and all that was 
heard of his voice was an angry 
snort and a brief speech: ''What 
then, ancient? What good are 
your potions and your spells, your 
visions of the Land where Man 
walks not? You tell us of doom, of 
doom, and of doom again. Tell us 
once instead of victory and how 
we can obtain it, and cry no more 
of doom if you would have us lis
ten." 

"A good point, Ninantor," in
toned the seer. "I will meditate 
upon it and answer you by the 
change of the watch. Meanwhile 
the Catayans, confident in their 
might, come but slowly, and allow 
us thus to form our plans for their 
confounding. So now, do ~ou all 
three as I say. Admiral, to your 
charges. We will not likely need 
their arms, but none knows all 
that is to be, and it will do no ill 
to prepare. 

"Councilor, to the Lord Judge. 
Advise him of all that you have 
heard and have said, and plead 
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his presence when next we as
semble. 

''Youth, to vour fellows or to the 
maidens, as ~f your choice. Fill 
well the short time of which you 
are assured, so that if there is 
more you will have started it well, 
and if there is not more, you at 
least have joyed in the time given 
to you." 

"And you, wizard?" the captain 
of sailors asked. 

Suvellus fixed him with a sharp 
and steady gaze. "I shall go where 
others go not. I shall see what oth
ers see not. I shall think thoughts 
of a texture not held by other 
brains. And I shall return, if I am 
not stranded beyond hope of res
cue, with the salvation of Lord 
Judge's Atala!" 

Hearing this the three departed, 
each proceeding separately to per
form the task given of the seer. 
Suvellus betimes remained on the 
floor of marble beneath a vaulted 
dome, engaged in urgent research. 

Above the gilt and obsidian 
streets of Vulca, chief city of 
Atala, brilliant azure skies faded 
to turquoise, to ultramarine, as 
the day-star lowered slowly be
hind westerly tree-crested peaks. 
As purple and golden rays faded, 
a huge and coppery disk arose in 
the east, casting a glow of red
dened silver onto tower and sta
dium, high road and hovel alike. 

On city wall and at city gate 
plumed and helmeted guardsmen 
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replaced comrades more tired by 
ennui than by their minimal and 
largely formal labors. Mounted 
guardsmen stepped their geldings 
to the rattle and thump of 
mounted drummers, while foot 
troops tramped to precise beats 
and presented weapons suited 
more to splendid show than to 
killing or defense. 

Before the ancient and ornate 
quarters of the mage Suvellus 
there stood four men: one rough
visaged and garbed in the dark 
tones of a naval chieftian, one slim 
and restless with features hidden 
in jeweled helm, one young and 
mighty with rumpled mane and 
open face, and one more, Lord 
Judge, defender of Atala, high 
captain of Vulca, chief of arts, rul
er of the occult sciences, regal 
puissance of land and of sea. 

Alon(! and unnoticed by his sub
jects, by decree of Atalan tradi
tion he could walk the streets of 
Vulca, ride the highways of his 
doinain as one unnoticed and un
recognized. 

This night the four beat ceremo
niously, each in his turn, upon 
the gates of the house of the sor
cerer. And when each had beaten 
thus upon the gate, Lord Judge 
himself pushed aside its ornate 
panels and strode with his men 
into the house, down corridor and 
through passageway to debouch 
finally into the dome-ceilinged 
and marble-floored chamber 
wherein awaited them Suvellus, 
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scarlet robed and white bearded. 
The mage greeted them in sub

dued tones, acknowledging the 
prerogatives of Lord Judge with 
the sign of his hands; the others 
even less formally he gestured to 
carven seats arranged once again 
surrounding the brazier, which 
glowed a dull and eery red in the 
center of the room. \Vhen they 
had seated themselves, Lord Judge 
questioned the seer : 

"You have seen the Catayans?" 
Suvellus gave his Aye. 
"There is no doubt of their in

tent?" 
Again the wizard gave 

affirmation. 
"And you hold, soothsayer, that 

neither the powerful ships nor the 
brave youth nor the serpentine 
craft of Atala can stave off the 
destruction of our land and our 
people?" 

"So it is," replied Suvellus, "and 
so this day did I tell these, Lord 
Judge's esteemed, Yao-tchall, Ni
nantor, Dondus." As he spoke, the 
wizard swept a bony. arm in a 
great circle, ·compassing Lord 
Judge and his three men. 

Lord Judge stiffened in his seat. 
He drew himself to his regal 
height, his face gave back a look 
of struggling anger and despair in 
the ruddy glow of the Iron bra
zier. At length he demanded more 
of the seer: 

"I choose not my councilors to 
lead me weeping to my fate, mage 
Suvellus, nor to warn me of evil I 
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cannot avoid. Your task has ever 
been to warn me of peril that I 
might lead Atala to safety. Surely 
your many years and your strange 
customs have not so degraded 
your high powers as to turn you to 
a mere-" he paused and curled 
his lip in disdain, "-doomsman. 
Of such Atala has seen too many!" 

Again replied Suvellus, "Nay, 
Lord Judge. In truth I warned of 
the menace now passing over the 
Middle Continent. In truth I 
warned your three men that their 
plans to preserve Atala could lead 
only to tragic defeat. But hopeless 
I am not. 

"I have visioned and I have ven
tured. I have seen and I have 
learned. Heroism and tragedy will 
transpire this night, but by the 
rising of tomorrow's sun the turn 
of this matter shall be made. The 
menace of the Catayans will be 
ended-or the doom of Atala shall 
be sealed. One or the other ... 
by the rising of the sun." 

Now more than ever did emo
tions play in contention upon the 
visage of Lord Judge: doubt com
bated hope; fear, courage; mys
tery, faith. At last by voice and 
gesture he signed Suvellus to ex
plain, and the mage, his face and 
hair made to match the color of 
his garment by brazier glow, 
spoke: 

"Where neither flesh not arti
fact can travel, there can still 
travel those who know the way 
and dare the way. I can share my 
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knowledge; Lord Judge's men may 
share my strange customs. There 
is a way that I know and will 
share, to leave behind the self's 
organic home and travel to meet 
the Catavan foe, thus to contest 
this thre;t to Atala high above the 
Middle Continent. 

"Only part of the outcome has 
been given to me thus far. I khow 
only this: that cowardice, weak
ness, and foolishness shall defeat 
bravery, strength, and wit. Would 
Lord Judge permit, I will myself 
undertake to challenge the ap
proaching Catayans myself, and 
ask Lord Judge's men to assist me 
as I direct." 

But before Lord Judge did make 
known his will, his three men 
gave vent to protest of Suvellus' 
plan. Yao-tchall, claiming Atala's 
navy as ever her sturdy buckler, 
standing between the great land 
and her enemies, claimed right to 
undertake the task. Before even 
he finished his plea giant Dondus 
rose to dispute, claiming for 
Atala's strengthy youth the right 
to act as javelin rather than buck
ler, and meet attack with attack, 
not defense. 

Face hidderi, Ninantor pled 
last, claiming Yao-tchall could not 
bring with him ship or sailor, nor 
Dondus tendon or blade, but that 
he, Ninantor, could bring with 
himself his chiefest weapon and 
tool, his quick mind and intricate 
thought, and thus best meet the 
men of Cataya. 
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Now rose Lord Judge from his 
place, and pacing round about the 
seats of the four, wizard, captain, 
soldier, schemer, he rubbed his 
temples in perplexity at the 
puzzle. 

And now halted Lord Judge, 
facing the four and pointing his 
own straight finger at Suvellus, 
saying, "Can you not send all, 
wizard, either journeying along to 
lead their way, or remaining in 
Vulca here as the needs of your 
craft dictate?" 

But the mage shook his head 
and told Lord Judge, "It cannot be 
thus. But one can go at any time, 
and while he is gone all others 
must remain behind. Will Lord 
Judge agree, I shall instruct the 
three in the duties of those who 
remain, which are but simple and 
few at most, and then I shall de
part from here to work for Atala's 
saving." · 

"You shall not go, wizard," gave 
back Lord Judge. "Should one at
tempt fail, another must be made. 
For this I wish vou here. As for 
the three, I have-heard the claims 
of all to journey first, and see a 
portion of wisdom and a part of 
justice in the claim of each. Still, 
decision must be made, and I as 
Lord Judge must make it. 

"So then, my captain sailor, my 
old defender and defender of 
Atala, Yao-tchall, my veteran of 
many battles, you shall be the first 
to try. Do you, I command, as Su
vellus would that you do. Meet 



THE WIZARD OF ATALA 

our foe. Save our land once more 
if you can. This is my choice." 

The sailor moved from his seat, 
facing Lord Judge, and made with 
both hands the sign Suvellus had 
earlier made, indicating accept
ance of Lord Judge's authority 
and of his decision. Then he 
turned and stood facing the seer 
Suvellus and said, "As you will, 
wizard, instruct me and I go!" 

So the mage Suvellus instructed 
Yao-tchall, watching all the time 
for sign of fear in the other's face, 
and there saw he fear but also a 
stern will to permit fear no power 
over Yao-tchall's doing. Suvellus 
went to a far corner of the room, 
where brazier glow reached but 
feebly, and the others could see 
not what he did nor from whence 
he brought back stalks and twigs 
and leaves of an unusual type, but 
bring them he did. 

He placed them in the brazier 
and blew gently until they began 
to smolder and singe, upon which 
wisps of fume began to rise, grey 
mostly but tinted with odd and 
surprising shades of pink, yellow, 
orange, red. Suvellus then mo
tioned to Y ao-tchall to bend his 
face over the brazier while the 
wizard drew a .cloak-like hanging 
sleeve of his own garment over 
the head of the captain and over 
the brazier, to trap within it the 
fumes rising. 

For a time in the chamber there 
was heard only the deep in
halations and slow exhalations of 
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the sailor, and the low voice of 
the wizard murmuring to him. 
Now a shudder would seize the 
frame of Yao-tchall, and now 
again, until Suvellus motioned to 
the two others of the men of Lord 
Judge to come and support the sea 
warrior. Quickly they did, and at 
Suvellus's silent urging lifted the 
body of Yao-tchall and carried it 
from near the brazier, and laid it 
upon the floor, where i't lay as the 
bodv of one deep in trance. 

But to Yao-tchall, seeing this 
was as a great mystery, for even as 
he watched the youth Dondus and 
the crafty Ninantor laying his 
form down, he was himself 
present, able to see and hear the 
doings of the others, and surely he 
was not carried and laid upon the 
floor. But quickly his surprise di
minished and quickly he remem
bered, or began to remember, the 
murmured words of Suvellus, and 
as he remembered his mission and 
his instructions he rose gently, 
silently, swiftly, toward the gilt 
and ornately carven dome that 
ceilinged the room. 

And as he reached the dome he 
halted not, but continued to rise, 
feeling the material of the ceiling 
passing somehow around himself, 
or himself through it, much as he 
had often felt the spray of stormy 
seas on his face and bodv as vrill
driven seacraft had' beaten 
through rough waters. 

And now he was free entire of 
the building, and looked down 
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upon the roof of Suvellus's house, 
and found himself strangely able 
to see, as his will directed, both 
the roof of the building giving 
back the bright glow of moonlight, 
and the scene within, the brazier 
glowing still and the last of the 
twigs and leaves within it falling 
to dusty ashes, and the regal Lord 
Judge in questioning posture as 
Suvellus leaned forward to ex
plain some point of sorcery, while 
Ninantor and Dondus listened 
passively, casting occasional 
glances behind at the unmoving 
form that Y ao-tchall had so 
shortly inhabited. 

Higher he rose, casting sight 
over all the streets and buildings, 
parks and streams that wandered 
like gentle but untamed creatures 
freely through all of Vulca. The 
palace of Lord Judge he saw, its 
guardsmen splendidly dressed and 
fiercely equipped with unworking 
weapons. The temples he saw and 
the pleasure houses ·where youths 
trained in the beauty of their 
forms danced in flickering pat
terns of light and artisans of mu
sic vied with those of scent to pro
vide the greater delight for 
Vulcayans and for visitors from 
the hinterlands of Atala alike. 

But again Yao-tchall rose, and 
by moonlight and familiar coun
tryside made his way silently and 
effortlessly through the sky of 
night, westward toward the land of 
the Middle Continent and the slow
ly moving aerial fleet of Cataya. 
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At last, having passed sea and 
beach, swamp and plain and 
mountain range, forest and river 
and desert, high over mountain 
again he saw them, the sky ships 
of Cataya. A dull silver and 
green-of-jade they were, at first 
mere specks in the night heaven, 
then larger and more clear as they 
in their flight and Y ao-tchall in 
his silent movement drew to
gether. 

Like barges they were, wide, 
very long, and shallow. At the 
prow of each a figurehead of some 
Catayan beast: a dragon, scaled, 
winged, its nostrils arched and 
mouth drawn open, serpent-like 
tongue protruding its twin forks; a 
fierce Beipingan warrior hound, 
its ruff of curly fur expanded to 
protect throat and neck, its rows 
of fangs bared in defiance of any 
foe; a giant falcon, fierce eyes 
glinting to observe the approach 
of enemies, its cruelly hooked 
beak ready to pierce and rend the 
softer flesh of any who resisted. 
These, all these and more. 

And Y ao-tchall, approaching 
close and more close aroused not 
any notice or response in the 
Catayan sailors and officers, yet as 
he made to hover beside a serpent
prowed craft he did feel a curious 
sort of kinship for these sailors 
whose ships sailed drily through 
the skies rather than through wa
ter. Sailors still they were, and 
ships still they were, and to Yao
tchall the strangeness of the scenE 
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was less than the strangeness of 
Suvellus's chamber. 

Still Yao-tchall did bring him
self closer and closer to the ser
pent ship, seeing Catayans at their 
work upon her deck, under
standing the tasks of some· and 
wondering at the meaning of -oth
ers. And now he moved once 
more through a door despite its 
being closed, feeling the substance 
of its metal and wood as he had 
felt the substance of Suvellus's 
house in Vulca. 

Within was a desk covered with 
papers, books and scrolls and half
familiar-seeming charts of por
tions of the world little known to 
Atala. There was a chair before 
the desk, and a bunk beside it, 
and in the bed or rather lying 
fully clothed upon it but nonethe
less deep sunk in slumber, a Cata
yan of middle years and gristled 
mien, a man, thought Yao-tchall, 
not very unlike himself. 

Yao-tchall remained a moment 
studying the Catayan, then en
tered the body of the sleeper, feel
ing at once the familiar feel of 
embodiment, of limb and of torso, 
of body and of head. Quickly he 
realized that he had taken com
mand of the sleeper, had gained 
the knowledge of the man. He 
knew his name, his status, his lan
guage; he knew the meanings of 
the documents in the closed room 
and the intent of the Catayan 
fleet. 

He raised the body of the Cata-
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yan to a seated position on the 
edge of the bunk, rose to his feet, 
but then sat again in the chair; 
Yao-tchall pondered briefly, plan
ning his actions, then once again 
rose and left the cabin for the 
deck of the serpent-headed barge. 

And now misfortune overcame 
Y ao-tchall the Atalan : success 
turned to disaster and courage to 
fear. 

For Yao-tchall upon the ser
pent's deck called to himself the 
officers of the barge, and con
versed with them, and revealed to 
them in their own tongue his true 
identity. He spoke to them of the 
might of Atala and was rebuffed 
by word of Cataya's might. He 
spoke to them of the sea-fleet of 
his nation and was outsaid of the 
might of the sky-fleet of Cataya. 
He told of tens of thousands of 
brave men, and was told of tens 
of millions; he told of war beasts, 
weapons and vehicles, and was 
told in reply of each and more. 

True and bravely he spoke, but 
of what he heard he knew in 
some way also that he heard 
truth, and might for might, craft 
for craft, courage for courage, he 
knew that Cataya was more 
strengthy than was the land of his 
own birth. And as he heard and 
as he learned, Yao-tchall grew 
doubtful of his cause and fearful 
for his land, and as he grew less 
strengthy in his manner so grew 
the Catayans more strengthy in 
theirs, and as he grew less sure-
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some so grew they more so, until 
at last falling to his knees in ter
ror, the hitherto unhumbled Yao
tchall begged that Cataya grant 
mercy to his land, but without re
ply they slew him. 

In Vulca in the domed chamber 
where sat silently four men, the 
red-robed Suvellus broke the si
lence with speech: "The sailor 
has failed," he said. "Lord Judge, 
the sailor has failed." 

The ruler of all Atala asked not 
how his seer came by this word. 
Rising only, he walked to stand 
before lion-maned Dondus. Lord 
Judge placed hand upon the 
shoulder of the youth, and nod
ded, and Dondus too lowered 
head in acceptance of Lord 
Judge's will, and walked to stand 
beside the · brazier while Suvellus 
crept into his darkened cupboard 
to bring again the leaves, twigs 
and stalks. 

Again glowed the brazier, again 
rose the fumes. Again draped the 
seer his silken sleeve upon the 
mane of the youth to make a tent 
for the penning of the vapor, 
while Dondus breathed deep and 
held in his breath, then breathed 
deep again, and the voice of Su
vellus rose and fell softly, below 
the comprehension of Lord Judge 
and the crafty Ninantor sitting yet 
in their seats of the night. 

At last gestured the mage, and 
together monarch and councilor 
lifted the unmoving form of the 
muscled youth, and placed it 

FANTASY AND SCIENCE FICTION 

gently beside that of Yao-tchall, 
now still as in death upon the 
marble floor. 

But Dondus watched all, as had 
the sailor chief, and rose slowly, 
as had Yao-tchall, and looked 
down and back to see all of Vulca, 
and in time far more, and to 
move, as sooner had Yao-tchall, 
westerward, over plain and moun
tain and river and coast, over 
strait and again coast, to see dis
tantly over the land of the night
dark Middle Continent, dragon, 
falcon, serpent and hound. 

As had the sailor, young Don
dus selected a Catayan craft and 
brought himself close to examine 
it. Its prow was the fierce head of 
the dragon of Catayan legend, its 
deck was covered with imple
ments of bewildering variety. To 
Dondus the use of some was dis
comfortingly clear. A:t the purpose 
of others 'he could only guess, and 
in his guesses found not any joy 
for Atala. 

High above the Middle Conti
nent a gigantic moon cast bright 
light. Uncounted stars twinkled 
against blackness. No cloud mar
red the perfection of heaven. Be
low the Catayan fleet Dondus 
could see plains and valleys, rivers 
and lakes illumined to a ghostly 
beauty by the light from above. 

And on the deck of the dragon 
barge, Catayans worked by a com
bination of the ambient light and 
greenly glowing lanterns hung at 
frequent intervals about the craft. 
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The tunics and trousers of the air 
bargemen were in vivid contrast 
to the robes and graceful draping 
worn in Vulca. 

Dondus moved within the hull 
of the dragon barge, feeling its 
substance as he would a mist or 
spray of fine sand as he passed 
through the palely verdant deck. 
Within the barge he moved from 
quarter to quarter until he 
reached a forecastle of sorts, 
where dozed Catayan sailors off 
watch, or sat manipulating small 
machines of unknown purpose, or 
knelt in a circle about a board, 
moving objects unknown also to 
Dondus. 

He studied form and face of 
each person in the room. At 
length the Atalan youth found a 
drowsing sailor of form and age 
approximating his own and, fol
lowing the instructions of Su
vellus, entered the body of the 
Catayan. Dondus opened his new 
eyes, rose from his reclining posi
tion, and walked to a knot of sail
ors softly discussing matters of 
their day. 

And now misfortune overcame 
Dondus the Atalan: success 
turned to disaster and strength to 
weakness. 

By exhibit of his might and 
combat prowess Dondus at
tempted to gain domination of the 
forecastle, from there to seize the 
ship, in turn the fleet, and thus to 
end for Atala the menace of Cata
yan invasion. But the strength of 
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his Catayan host was less than 
that of Dondus himself; the men 
of the forecastle grasped nothing 
of Dondus but thought their fel
low a sudden berserker; Dondus 
fought to dominate but his new 
fellows needed only to subdue. 
While Dondus faced three foe
men, holding them easily at bay, 
still others circled and darted. 
Dondus needs turn also. He has 
not wall behind him but enemy 
and is soon felled, going down 
into darkness and knowing as 
darkness envelops him that he 
has failed. 

In Vulca in the domed chamber 
sat silently three men. The red
robed Suvellus broke long silence 
with this speech: "As the sailor, 
Lord Judge, so also the youth. 
The youth is beaten." 

Lord Judge responded more 
slowly than he had before. Sigh
ing and with hands to temples, 
he seemed to study an intricate 
pattern worked into the marble of 
the floor where narrow borders of 
metal separated polished stones of 
this color and that. At last he 
raised his head and lowered one 
hand. With the other he pointed 
at Ninantor, who sat motionlessly 
watching Lord Judge. 

Lengthy moments remained the 
three unmoving, Lord Judge with 
pointed finger, Ninantor with hid
den countenance pointed in re
turn, Suvellus facing ex
pressionless to the two. After a 
time Suvellus went silently again 
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to his shadowy-shrouded cupboard 
and returned with laden hands. 
He placed his burden in the bra
zier and gestured imperiously to 
Ninantor, who sat as yet un
moved. Ninantor approached the 
brazier and waited for fumes to 
rise. Still he stood upright until 
Suvellus reached behind him and 
pressed him forward. Ninantor 
shrugged angrily away from the 
hand of the mage, but bent for
ward so that fumes entered and 
filled his helm. Almost at once he 
moved to back away from the ris
ing vapor, but Suvellus pressed 
him sharply, and Ninantor bent 
again over the brazier, uttering a 
series of angry protests that faded 
away as Suvellus again recited his 
words. 

At last as Ninantor grew limp 
and collapsed against the mage 
Suvellus, he gestured to Lord 
Judge, and the two of them car
ried the body of Ninantor to place 
it beside those of Yao-tchall and 
Dondus. 

Longest of any Ninantor tarried 
in the house of Suvellus, but the 
three still forms, those of Yao
tchall, of Dondus, and his own, 
remained still, and the two that 
moved, Lord Judge and mage Su
vellus, sat moving little more than 
the three others. At last, despair
ing of profit in this house, Ninan
tor rose and fled westerward, 
crossing land, sea, and land again. 

Now before him came the fleet 
of Cataya, verdant trails glowing 
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most vividly, then the craft them
selves, serpent, dragon, falcon, 
hound, shining softly in the light 
of moon and stars, and in the em
erald twinkle of flaring lanterns 
above dully silvered decks. Wily 
Ninantor moved slowly, unseen, 
reconnoitering the fleet. Each 
barge he studied, each form and 
movement. 

At last he settled upon the 
greatest falcon barge, flagship of 
the Catayan commander. Ninan
tor moved about the craft, study
ing officer and gunner, artificer 
and navigator, messboy and in
telligencer. Studying most the 
Catayan commander and his clos
est staff. At last Ninantor found 
his bodiless self attuned with one 
Catayan above all others: an advi
sor to the invading chief, sly, el
derly, frail of body but devious of 
intellect, and now, to Ninantor's 
joy, dozing softly to spell his own 
weary frailty. 

Carefully the Atalan intruded, 
insidiously insinuating himself 
into the brain of the sleeping 
Catayan, until at last he felt him
self wholly in control of the sleep
ing body and its keen, packed 
mind. With a barely suppressed 
whoop Ninantor, rummaging 
through the storehouse of his 
host's disloyal brain, discovered 
the Catayan's plan to betray his 
own commander, to lead a party 
against his chief, to execute his 
commander on manufactured 
charges and proclaim a puppet in 
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his place while he himself took se
cret control of the power of com
mand. On the morrow, the fleet. 
Within the year-all of Cataya 
would be his! 

Ninantor had not even the time 
to open his new eyes when his 
shoulder was roughly shaken and 
a truncheon plunged into his ribs. 
Only now did he realize the thor
oughness of the internal security 
structure of Cataya. Only now it 
was too late to avoid the unravel
ment of his unwilling host's plan. 
And surely now it was folly and 
futility to deny his own identity, 
to claim to be a complete stranger 
in command of this Catayan self. 

Quickly cast into irons and into 
disgrace, deemed now to be car
ried through battle and returned 
to Cataya for trial and certain 
punishment, only the frailty of 
the host body betrayed the 
brilliant minds mingled within, 
Catayan traitor and Atalan schem
er. Rough treated and roughly 
cast into a makeshift cell in the 
hold of the barge, the body used 
by Ninantor quickly expired. 

Thus did misfortune overcome 
Ninantor the Atalan: success 
turned to disaster and intelligence 
to futility. 

In Vulca in. the domed chamber 
sat silently two men. The red
robed Suvellus broke long silence 
with this speech: "The third as 
the other two, Lord Judge. Ninan
tor has also failed." 

Now rose Lord Judge and strode 
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to the bodies of the three, Yao
tchall, Dondus, Ninantor. In the 
dim red glow of Suvellus's brazier 
did Lord Judge stand long gazing 
silently at the three, then wept 
but only briefly, then turned with 
wet cheeks shameless and stood 
before Suvellus, and said: "These 
three did you send, wizard, and 
each of them is dead. Now I think 
that it is for myself alone to travel 
as have they, and to succeed 
where they did fail. Or if I too 
succeed not, it is as well or better 
that I die attempting to save 
Atala, than that I live to lead her 
to her doom and her degradation." 

But Suvellus would have this 
not, and argued with Lord Judge 
that Atala must have her leader to 
the end, for well or ill, but that 
he, Suvellus, knew of another way 
to halt the fleet of Cataya, and 
would himself act to save Atala, 
did Lord Judge but trust him. 

Long had Lord Judge trusted 
Suvellus. From infancy had he 
crowed and pulled at tumbling 
locks and streaming beard of the 
mage; in childhood had he run 
from parent and retainer to seek 
out the wizard and beg of him a 
charm, a spell: to make a thistle a 
sweetmeat, to mend a silken robe, 
to win the love of a pet toad, 
memorize an unstudied lesson. 
Now could he not deny the wiz
ard this chance to try his craft 
once more, in preservation of his 
land. 

Unspeaking, he nodded his as-
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sent. The wizard moved again to 
cupboard, this time he returned 
bearing not branches nor leaves, 
but some object tiny and hidden 
within his claw-like hands and 
billowing sleeves. He stood a mo
ment breathing at the brazier, tak
ing the last faint fumes of the old 
ashes, then raised one hand for a 
moment, then gestured with the 
other to Lord Judge. 

Almost before Lord Judge could 
reach his side Suvellus sagged 
weakly. With feeble signs and 
faint whispers he indicated to 
Lord Judge his wish, and was 
more carried than guided to be 
laid beside the other three. 

Seeing now the four unmoving, 
the chamber deserted by con
sciousness except for his troubled 
self, Lord Judge wearily resumed 
his seat and stared hopelessly at 
the glowing brazier. 

But Suvellus rose through ceil
ing, cleft Vulcayan skies, arrowed 
toward the Middle Continent, 
feeling might forgotten by his 
body decades before, feeling full 
of confidence, of power and 
speed. He brought up quickly just 
inland of the straits separating the 
Middle Continent from Atala, 
sighted keenly the green and sil
ver fleet approaching through the 
sky of the Middle Continent. 

Seemingly from the southern 
horizon where Tacans built their 
jagged pyramids to the sun, to the 
northern horizon where Roquis 
paddled boats of bark and hunted 

FANTASY AND SCIENCE FICTION 

through snowy winter, stretched 
the rows of silver craft and green
glowing lanterns, their trails of 
emerald and jade stretching west
ward, westward it seemed almost 
to their source in distant Cataya. 

But Suvellus, halted, raised his 
mighty head, white mane flying, 
white beard streaming, spread gi
gantic arms, crimson-robe whip
ping in some wind made not 
of air, planted mighty feet wide, 
wide apart, where mountains and 
rivers flowed between those feet. 

Onward came the silver barges, 
rock-steady stood the giant phan
tom, until Suvellus swept his red
clothed mighty arms forward and 
inward, stretching incredibly, 
sweeping mightily, the sounds of 
crashing hulls and screaming sail
ors strangely muffied in a shroud
ing thickness, mighty weapons 
firing rapdomly in every direction, 
but briefly only; and quickly the 
mighty fleet, serpent and hound, 
falcon and dragon, was gone from 
the sky of the Middle Continent. 

In Vulca in the domed chamber 
sat alone Lord Judge. At some 
sound from behind he rose and 
walked to the place where had 
lain each of his men unmoving. 
Now Lord Judge heard the low 
moaning and saw the first sluggish 
movements of slowly returning 
awareness. 

Joyously did he identify Yao
tchall, young Dondus, wily Ni
nantor, but the mage he saw not 
in the room. ~ 
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THE NOBEL PRIZE 
THAT WASN'T 

by Isaac Asimov 

0 

A MONTH AGO, I GAVE A LECTURE at a nearby university, and the 
evening began with a dinner which deserving students were allowed to 
attend. Naturally, the attendees were science fiction fans who thought 
it would be great to meet me, and that suited me fine, because I think 
it's great to meet people who think it's great to meet me. 

One of the students was a buxom eighteen-year-old coed and I 
found that delightful, because many years ago I took a liking to buxom 
eighteen-year-old coeds and I've never entirely outgrown that feeling. 
She sat next to me at the dinner, and I was at my genial and witty best, 
simply oozing gallantry and charm. Somewhere around the dessert, 
though, I paused for breath, and, in the silence, the sound of the con
versation elsewhere along the table welled up about us. 

We both stopped to listen. It was the other collegiates talking; all 
of them earnest young men and women, deeply involved in the burning 
issues of the day. To be sure, I was about to give a talk on the burning 
issues of the day, but, even so, listening to the others made me feel a 
little ashamed that I had burdened my companion of the meal with 
nothing more than nonsense. And just as I was beginning to launch 
into some deep philosophy, she said to me, "Everyone is so serious here. 
Ever since I came to college I've met only serious people." 
. She paused to think and then said, with every sign of absolute sin
cerity, "In fact, in all the time I've been here, you're the first eighteen
year-old I've met." 

So I kissed her. 

But you know, however youthful I feel and act in consequence of 
my temperament, my way of life and my constant association with col-

lOS 
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lege students, I am nevertheless over eighteen. My enemies might even 
say I was far, far beyond eighteen, and they would be right. 

Still, there's no way of avoiding the advance of years except by dy
ing, and there's no great fun in that, as I will show you in the case of 

·the young man who will be under discussion this month-
Last month, remember, I talked about the periodic table, and how 

even after nearly half a century of steady triumphs, it still lacked a 
firm foundation in the second decade of the twentieth century. It re
ceived that foundation, finally, through a twenty-year set of develop
ments that began with something seen out of the corner of the eye. 

The year of that beginning was 1895, the place was in the labora
tory of Wilhelm Konrad Roentgen, head of the physics department 
at the University of Wiirzburg in Bavaria. Roentgen was investigating 
cathode rays, the big glamor object of physics in those days. An electric 
current forced through a good enough vacuum emerged as a stream of 
what turned out to be particles much smaller than atoms (sub-atomic 
particles), which received the name of "electrons." 

These streams of electrons had a host of fascinating properties. For 
one thing, they produced luminescence when they struck certain 
chemicals. The luminescence wasn't very bright, so, in order to study it 
more easily, Roentgen darkened the room and encased the cathode-ray 
tube in thin black cardboard. 

Then, on November 5, 1895, he turned on his cathode-ray tube 
and prepared to peer close inside the box and proceed with his experi
ments. Before he could do so, a sparkle of light in the darkness caught 
his eye. He looked up and there, to one side of the tube, was a piece of 
paper coated with barium platinocyanide, one of the chemicals that 
glowed when struck by the fleeting electrons. 

What puzzled Roentgen was that the barium platinocyanide didn't 
happen to be in the path of the electron~. If the paper had been inside 
the cardboard box at the proper end of the cathode-ray tube, why, all 
right. But the glowing paper was to one side of the tube, and even if one 
supposed that some of the electrons were leaking sideways, there was no 
way they could get through the cardboard. 

Perhaps the glow was caused by something else altogether and had 
nothing to do with the cathode-ray tube. Roentgen shut off the 
electric current, the cathode-ray tube went dead-and the coated paper 
stopped glowing. He turned the electric current on and off and the 
coated paper glowed and ceased glowing in exact rhythm. He took the 
paper into the next room and it glowed (more faintly) only when the 
cathode-ray tube went into operation. 
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Roentgen could only come to one conclusion. The cathode-ray tube 
was producing some mysterious radiation that was extraordinarily 
penetrating; that could go through cardboard and even walls. He hadn't 
the faintest notion of what that radiation might be, so he named it 
with the symbol of the unknown. He called it "x-rays," and it has kept 
that name ever since. 

Roentgen experimented furiously, and then, after a phenomenally 
short interval, managed to publish the first paper on the subject on 
December -28, 1895, reporting all the basic properties of the new 
radiation. On January 23, 1896, he gave his first public lecture on the 
phenomenon. He produced x-rays before the excited audience, showed 
that they would fog a photographic plate and that they would pene
trate matter-some types of matter more easily than others. 

X-rays would penetrate the soft tissues, for instance, more easily 
than bone. If a hand were placed on a photographic plate and exposed 
to x-rays, the bones would block so much of the x-rays that the portion 
of the plate under them would remain relatively un-fogged. The bones 
would appear white on black. An aged Swiss physiologist, Rudolf Al
bert von Kolliker, volunteered, and an x-ray photograph of his hand 
was taken. 

No physical discovery was ever applied to medical science so quick
ly. The thought tha~ the interior of intact, living organisms could be 
seen caused intense excitement, and only four days after the news of 
x-rays reached the United States, the new radiation was successfully 
used to locate a bullet in a man's leg. Within a year of Roentgen's dis
covery, a thousand papers on x-rays were published, and in 190 I, when 
the Nobel Prizes were first set up, the very first to be awarded in physics 
went to Roentgen. 

(Laymen went wild, too. Panicky members of the New Jersey legis
lature tried to push through a law preventing the use of x-rays in opera 
glasses for the sake of maidenly modesty-which was about par for 
legislative understanding of science.) 

It was clear that the radiation couldn't appear out of nowhere. The 
speeding electrons making up the cathode rays struck the glass of the 
tube and were stopped more or less suddenly. The kinetic energy of 
those speeding electrons had to appear in another form, and they did 
so as x-rays, which were energetic enough to smash through consider
able thicknesses of matter. 

If this happened when electrons struck glass, what would happen 
when they struck something which was denser than glass and could 
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stop them more effectively? The greater deceleration ought to produce 
more energetic x-rays than those Roentgen had first observed. Pieces of 
metal were therefore sealed into the cathode-ray tubes in places where 
they would be struck by the electrons. The expected happened. Larger 
floods of more energetic x-rays were produced. 

The x-rays produced by the collision of electrons with metals were 
studied with particular care in 1911 by the English physicist, Charles 
Glover Barkla. Physicists had not yet worked up appropriate tech
niques for measuring the properties of x-rays with real delicacy, but 
one could at least tell that one particular sheaf of x-rays might pene
trate a greater thickness of matter than another sheaf would and that 
the first therefore contained more energy. 

Barkla found that for a given metal, x-rays were produced in sharply 
different energy-ranges, judging by their penetrating quality. There 
would be what he called the K-series, the L-series, the M-series and so 
on, in order of decreasing penetrability and, therefore, decreasing 
energy content. The energy range was discontinuous. There were no x
rays to speak of at energy levels intermediate between the K and the L 
or between the L and the M and so on. 

What's more, each different metal produced a set of x-rays with 
energies characteristic of itself. If one focussed on one particular se
ries, the L-series, for instance, these would increase in energy, the 
higher the atomic weight of the metal that was stopping the electrons. 

Since the x-ray energy levels were characteristic of the metal used to 
stop the electrons, Barkla called them "characteristic x-rays." · 

The x of .x-rays remained appropriate for seventeen years after 
Roentgen's initial discovery. 

Were x-rays composed of particles like electrons, hut much more 
energetic? Or were x-rays made up of bundles of electromagnetic 
waves like those of ordinary light, but much more energetic? 

If x-rays consisted of waves, they would be bent in their course by a 
diffraction grating, one in whi.elt there were numerous fine, opaque lines, 
parallel to each other, on an otherwise transparent screen. The trouble 
was that the lines in such gratings have to be separated by small dis
tances. The shorter the wavelengths of the radiation being studied, the 
more closely spaced the diffraction lines must be. 

One could rule, by mechanical means, lines fine enough and close
ly-spaced enough to diffract ordinary light-waves, but if x-rays were 
like light but much more energetic, their waves would have to be much 
smaller than those of light. Lines simply could not be ruled close 
enough to handle x-rays. 
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It occurred to a German physicist, Max Theodor Felix von Laue, 
that one did not have to depend on man-made lines. Crystals con
sisted of atoms arranged in great regularity. Within the crystal there 
would be sheets of atoms of one particular kind oriented along one 
particular plane. There would be successive sheets of these atoms 
separated by just the distances one would need for diffracting x-rays. 
A crystal, in other words, was a diffraction grating designed by Nature 
for use in the study of x-rays (if one wanted to be romantic about it). 

Well, then, if x-rays were sent through a crystal and if they were 
diffracted in a way one could predict from theory, assuming the x-rays 
were light-like waves, then the x-rays very likely were light-like waves. 

In 1912, von Laue and his associates sent a beam of x-rays through 
a crystal of zinc sulfide, and it was diffracted just so. The x-rays were 
electromagnetic radiation then, like light but far more energetic. Now 
x-rays were no longer x, but they kept the name anyway. 

Scientists could go further. The distance between sheets of atoms 
in the crystal could be worked out from data not involving x-rays. 
From this, one could calculate how much diffraction different wave
lengths ought to yield. By passing x-rays through a given crystal of a 
pure substance, then, and measuring the amount of diffraction (some
thing that was reasonably easy to do) the wavelength of a particular 
set of x-rays could be determined with surprising precision. 

A young Australian student of physics at Cambridge, William 
Lawrence Bragg, hearing of von Laue's experiment, saw the point at 
once. His father, who was teaching physics at the University of Leeds, 
saw the same point. Together, father and son began measuring x-ray 
wavelengths at a great rate and perfected the technique. 

And this brings me to the hero of this article, the English physicist, 
Henry Gwyn-Jeffreys Moseley, son of a professor of anatomy who died 
when Henry was only four. 

Moseley was simply a streak of brilliance. He won scholarships to 
both Eton and Oxford and in 1910, when he was 2 3 years old, he 
joined the group of young men who were working under the New 
Zealand-born Ernest Rutherford at Victoria University in Manchester, 
and stayed with him for two years. 

Rutherford was himself one of the great experimenters of all times"" 
and h~Jd won the Nobel Prize in 1908. (He won it in chemistry, 

•I listed him among the ten greatest scientists of all time in THE ISAAC WIN
NERS (F & SF, July 1963). 
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because his physical discoveries had such exciting significance for the 
science of chemistry-rather to his disgust, for like any good physicist 
he tended to look down on chemists.) 

What's more, seven of those who worked for him at one time or 
another went on to win Nobel Prizes of their own eventually. Yet there 
is room to argue that of all those who worked for Rutherford, none was 
more brilliant than Moseley. 

It occurred to Moseley to combine the work of the Braggs and of 
Barkla. Instead of differentiating among the various characteristic x
rays associated with different metals by Barkla's rather crude criterion 
of penetrability, he would send them through crystals, a Ia the Braggs, 
and measure their wavelengths with precision. 

This he did in 1912 (by which time he had shifted to Oxford and 
to independent research) for the metals calcium, titanium, vanadium, 
chromium, manganese, iron, cobalt, nickel and copper. These elements 
make up, in that order, a solid stretch across the periodic table, except 
that between calcium and titanium, there should be scandium, and 
Moseley had no scandium available with which to work. 

Moseley found a particular series of the characteristic x-rays asso
ciated with each metal decreased in wavelength (and therefore in
creased in energy) as one went up the periodic table and did so in a 
very regular way. In fact, if you took the square root of the wavelength, 
the relationship was straight-line. 

This was extraordinarily important becau.se the atomic weights 
which, until then, had been the chief way of judging the order of the 
elements ·in the periodic table showed no such great regularity. The 
atomic weights of the elements studied by Moseley were (to one deci
mal place): 40.1, 47.9, 50.9, 52.0, 54.9, 55.8, 58.9, 58.7, and 
63.5. The atomic weight of scandium, which Moseley did not have 
available, was 45.0. The atomic weight intervals are, therefore, 4.9, 
2.9, 3.0, 1.1, 2.9, 0.9, 3.1, -0.2, 4.8. 

These irregular intervals simply could not compare with the abso
lute regularity of the x-ray wavelengths. What's more, in the periodic 
table there were occasional places where elements were out of order if 
the atomic weights were used as criteria. Thus, from their chemical 
properties, it was certain that nickel came after cobalt in the table, 
even though nickel's atomic weight was slightly lower than that of 
cobalt. This never happened with x-ray wavelengths. By that cri
teria, nickel had characteristic x-rays of greater energy than cobalt and 
ought to come after cobalt. 

The conclusion Moseley was forced to come to was that the atomic 
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weight of an element was not a fundamental characteristic and did not 
entirely, in and of itself, account for why a particular element was a 
particular element. The x-ray wavelengths, on the other hand, repre
sented something that was a fundamental characteristic of the elements. 

Moseley was even able to point out what that something was. 
Just one year before, Moseley's old boss, Rutherford, had conducted 

a series of elegant experiments that had demonstrated the basic prin
ciples of atomic structure. The atom was not the featureless, ultimate 
particle it had been thought to be all through the 19th Century. In
stead, it had a complex internal makeup. 

Almost all the atomic mass was concentrated in the very center of 
its structure; in an "atomic nucleus" that took up only a quadrillionth 
of the volume of the atom. All about it, filling the rest of the atom, 
were electrons which were mere froth, for one electron had a mass only 
I I 18 3 7 that of even the lightest atom (that of hydrogen). 

Each electron had a unit negative charge which was absolutely 
identical in size in all electrons (as far as anyone knew then, or, for 
that matter, now). The electron charge is usually represented as -1. 

The atom as a whole, however, was electrically uncharged. It fol
lowed therefore that the central atomic nucleus must have a balancing 
positive charge. 

Suppose, then, that each different element was made up of . atoms 
containing a characteristic number of electrons. The central nuclei of 
these atoms must contain that same characteristic and balancing num
ber of positive unit charges. If an element had atoms containing only 
one electron, its nucleus would have a charge of +I. An atom with 
two electrons would have a nucleus with a charge of +2. One with 
three electrons a nucleus with a charge of + 3 and so on. 

Electrons in varying numbers can, however, be stripped from or 
added to particular atoms, leaving those atoms with a net positive or 
negative charge respectively. This means that the electron-number is 
not really fundamentally crucial to the nature of the atom. The atomic 
nucleus, hidden far within the center of the atom, could not be ma
nipulated by ordinary chemical methods, however. It remained a con
stant factor and it was therefore the characteristic property of an ele
ment. 

In Moseley's time, nobody knew the details of the structure of the 
atomic nucleus, of course, but that was not yet necessary. The size of 
the positive charge on the nucleus was enough. 

It was easy to argue, for instance, that the speeding electrons of 
the cathode rays would be decelerated more effectively as the charge 



112 FANTASY AND SCIENCE FICTION 

content of the atom they struck increased. The energy of the x-rays 
produced would increase in some regular fashion with the increase in 
charge content; and if the charge content increased very regularly by 
unit charges, then so would the energy content of the x-rays. 

Moseley suggested that each element be represented by a number 
that would express two different things: 1) the number of unit positive 
charges on the nuclei of its atoms, and 2) its position in the periodic 
table. 

Thus, hydrogen, as the first element in the table, would be repre
sented by the number 1 and, it was to be hoped, would have 1 unit 
positive charge on its atomic nucleus. (This turned out to be correct.) 
Helium would be 2, this representing the fact that it was the second 
element in the periodic table and had two unit positive charges on the 
nuclei of its atoms.-And so on all the way to uranium, the last ele
ment then known in the periodic table, which would, from the data 
gathered then and since, have ninety-two unit charges on its atomic 
nuclei and therefore be represented by the number 92. 

Moseley suggested that these numbers be called "atomic numbers" 
and that suggestion was adopted. 

Moseley published his findings in 1913, and it made an enormous 
splash at once. In Paris, Georges Urbain thought he would test Mose
ley. He had spent many years carefully and painstakingly separating 
rare earth minerals, and he prepared a mixture of several oxides which 
he felt no one but an expert could analyze, and that only after long and 
tedious fractionations. He brought it to Oxrord and there Moseley 
bounced electrons off the mixture, measured the wavelength of the 
x-rays produced and in hardly any time at all announced the mixture 
to contain ·erbium, thulium, ytterbium, and lutetium-and he was 
right. 

Urbain was astonished, as much by Moseley's youth (he was still 
only 26) as by the power of his discovery. He went back to Paris, 
preaching the atomic number concept with fervor. 

Now at last the periodic table was on a firm foundation. When the 
x-ray wavelengths differed by a certain known minimum amount, then 
two elements were adjacent and had nuclear charges that differed by a 
single unit. There could be no new elements located between them. 

This meant that from hydrogen to uranium inclusive, there were 
exactly 92 conceivable elements, no more and no less. And in the half 
century since Moseley's discovery no unexpected elements in the hy
drogen-uranium range have shown up between two elements pre
dicted adjacent by x-ray data. To be sure, new elements were located 
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beyond uranium, with atomic numbers of 93, 94, and so on, up to 
(at present writing) 104 and possibly 105, but that is a different 
story. 

Furthermore, if the x-ray wavelengths of two elements differed by 
twice the expected interval, then there was an element in between, 
exactly one element. If no such element was known, then it remained to 
be discovered, that was all. 

At the time the atomic number concept was advanced, eighty-five 
elements were known in the range from hydrogen to uranium. Since 
there was room for ninety-two elements it meant that there still re
mained exactly seven undiscovered elements. What's more, their atomic 
numbers turned out to be 43, 61, 72, 75, 85, 8 7, and 9 I. 

This solved the problem posed last month concerning the total 
number of rare earths. It turned out there was only one rare earth not 
yet discovered, and it was located in number 61, between neodymium 
( 60) and samarium ( 6 2) .. It took over thirty years to discover these 
missing elements, and as it happened, the very last to be discovered 
was the rare earth, 61. It was discovered in 1948 and named prome
thium. (By that time, though, elements beyond uranium were being 
discovered.) 

Thanks to Moseley's atomic number concept, the foundation of ·the 
periodic table was made firm as rock. Every discovery sine~ then has 
served only to strengthen both the atomic number and the periodic 
table. 

Clearly, Moseley deserved the Nobel Prize in either physics or chem
istry (toss a coin and take your. pick, and I could argue that he de
served one of each), and it was just as certain as anything could be in 
such matters that he was going to get it. 

In 1914 the physics prize went to von Laue and in 1915 to the 
father-son combination of the Braggs. In both cases the work on x-rays 
had served as preliminaries to the culminating work of Moseley. In 
1916, then, Moseley would have had to get it; there was no way of 
avoiding it. 

I'm sorry; there was a way of avoiding it. 
In 1914, World War I broke out, and Moselev enlisted at once as a 

lieutenant in the Royal Engineers. That was his choice, and he is 
to be respected for his patriotism. Still, just because an individual is 
patriotic and wishes to risk a life that is not entirely his own to throw 
away, doesn't mean that the decision-makers of a government have to 
go along with it. 

In other words, Moseley might have volunteered a thousand times, 
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and yet the government had no business sending him to the front. 
Rutherford understood this and tried to have Moseley assigned to sci
entific labors, since it was obvious that he could be far more valuable 
to the nation and the war effort in the laboratory than in the field. 
By World War II this was understood, and Moseley would have been 
protected as a rare and valuable war resource. 

No such thing was to be expected in the monumental stupidity that 
was called World Wad. 

In the spring of 1915, the British got the idea of landing at 
Gallipoli in western Turkey to seize control of the narrow straits link
ing the Mediterranean and Black Seas. Forcing a passage through, they 
could open a supply route to the tottering Russian armies, which com
bined enormous individual bravery with equally enormous administra
tive ineptitude. Strategically, the concept was a good one, but tactically 
it was handled with incredible folly. Even in a war so consistently 
idiotic, the Gallipoli campaign manages to shine as an archetype of 
everything that should not be done. 

By January 1916, it was all over. The British had thrown in half a 
million men and gotten nowhere. Half of them were casualties. 

In the course of this miserable campaign, Moseley was tapped. On 
June 13, 1915, he embarked for Gallipoli. On August 10, 1915, while 
he was telephoning an order, a Turkish bullet found its mark. He was 
shot through the head and killed at once. He had not yet reached his 
28th birthday, and in my opinion, his death was the most expensive 
individual loss to the human race generally, ainong all the millions who 
died in that war. 

When the time for the 1916 Nobel Prize in physics came about, 
there was no award. It is easy to explain that by saying that the war 
was on, but there had been an award in 1915 and there was to be one in 
191 7. The 1 91 7 one was to Barkla, still another man whose work 
was only preliminary to the great breakthrough of Moseley's. 

Call me sentimental, but I see no reason why the colossal stupidity 
of the human race should force the indefinite perpetration of a dis
graceful injustice. It is not too late, even now, for the community of 
science to fill that gap and to state that the 1916 Nobel Prize in physics 
(that wasn't), belongs to Moseley, and that he ought to appear in 
every list of Nobel laureates published. 

We don't owe it to him; I'm not that sentimental. He is beyond 
either debt or repayment. We owe it to the good name of science.~ 
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They All Ran After The Farmer's Wife 

by Raylyn Moore 

STRONGER WINDS DON'T OFTEN 

blow than the gale over the Kan
sas plain that early spring after
noon when Clay Justus, not being 
able to hitch a ride, walked twelve 
miles out to the Simeon Turnage 
place to see about a job. 

Fellow in town had told him, 
"You lookin' for work you oughta 
see old Turnage. Out the Water
loo Pike. Big spread. Name writ
ten in letters three inches high on 
one of them doghouse-size mail
boxes painted yellow. Can't miss 
it." But then the fellow had no
ticed Clay's hands. "Sure it's field 
work you're after, son?" 

Clay shrugged. "A man's got to 
do something. Back in Indiana I 
was a preacher. Church went 
broke." 

"Tell you what," the fellow had 
115 

advised. "Ordinarily I'd say don't 
mention that around, about the 
preachin'. All the trouble Simeon 
Turnage's had keepin' his help, 
though, I suppose he'd just about 
hire anybody. Acrobats or them 
astronauts, all the same to him." 

"How do you mean trouble?" 
"Nothin'. Forget it. Just talk 

anyhow." 
"I hope so. I don't want any 

trouble." 
"Just keep your hand on the 

tractor wheel and your eye on the 
furrow, son, you won't have no 
trouble. Nobody ever hung for 
mindin' his own business." 

" 'I go about my Father's busi
ness'," Clay had replied. 

And at that the fellow had 
looked him over again, head to 
boots, and finally nodded ap-
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provingly. "Matter of fact, now I 
think of it, Simeon's a religious 
sort himself. A Bible-quotin' man 
might be just the thing to change 
old Turnage's luck." 

So here he was, walking up the 
Turnage lane, the steady wind 
pasting his blue workshirt to his 
ribs and his pantlegs to his lean 
thighs. He'd seen no car, truck, 
man, or mule for the whole dozen 
miles, nothing traveling the road 
but a few worn-down, mildewed 
tumbleweeds harried endlessly 
along with no sure destination, 
like Clay himself until now. 

House looked prosperous 
enough. Storm windows. TV aer
ial. Big air-conditioner for sum
mer humping out a side window. 
Something that must be a bunk
house between house and silo, 
with a smaller aerial and condi
tioner on that too. His future 
home maybe. No flowers any
where about, though; it was too 
early in the season for annuals, 
but there weren't even rosebushes 
or shrubs. All business. Turnage 
must be a bachelor. 

The only sound as he ap
proached had been the scree-eep, 
scree-eep · of the windmill, so it 
was good finally to hear a voice 
when he got there. "Howdy, 
stranger." 

"Howdy," Clay returned pleas
antly. 

"Right this way, please." 
Clay couldn't see anyorie behind 

the screen of the back porch. 
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"Can't get in, sir. Screen door's 
hooked, I believe." 

"Sorry. Better luck next time; 
Come back in two weeks." 

Clay set down the beat-up can
vas bag that held his shaving 
stuff, his Bible, and the picture of 
his mother. He made blinders of 
his palms against the screen, and 
when he saw what was inside, he 
smiled. The voice had come from 
one of those black mynah birds 
perched on a fancy white 
wrought-iron settee on the porch. 

"All right, you fooled me, you 
flunky for the devil. But listen, 
isn't anybody else home? Hate to 
waste my breath unless I get some 
sense for my trouble." 

He rapped hard on the door and 
the mynah said, "Help! Help! Get 
your cottonpickin' hands off me, 
you bloody Kaffir!" 

But the girl was already stand
ing in the inside doorway. Clay 
removed his worn-out felt hat 
with the curled-up side edges. 
"Hello, ma'am. Like to talk with 
Mr. Simeon Turnage if he's 
about." 

"I'm Bep Turnage." She walked 
over and unhooked the door. "He's 
in to Waterloo on an errand. 
Home any minute. Come in and 
wait, why don't you?" 

She was about the ugliest fe
male Clay had ever set eyes on, 
though when he tried to put her 
faults into words in his mind, the 
words didn't add up to ugliness, 
but just the opposite. Red hair, 
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deep-green eyes, turned-up nose, 
wide mouth, freckles. The trouble 
was in the arrangement, he de
cided finally. The green eyes were 
too small and close together, the 
. turned-up nose too prominent, the 
freckles too thick, almost blotchy. 
Even the red hair, while there 
was plenty of it, was crisp and 
fiery instead of soft and wavy; it 
crinkled instead of curled. Little 
mole over her left eyebrow that on 
another girl would have been a 
beauty spot, on her was a plain 
ordinary wart. 

All this time he'd been looking 
at how ugly she was, they'd been 
exchanging pleasantries. He said 
how he'd never felt a brisker wind 
except in front ot a bad storm, 
and she smiled as if that were a 
compliment she could take the 
credit for and told him it often 
blew like that out here. Then they 
spoke some more about different 
kinds of bad weather they~d both 
seen, but all the while Clay was 
thinking how old man Turnage 
was going to have the very devil 
of a time getting this Bep married 
off unless she was a whale of a 
cook and her father could find her 
a near-sighted bridegroom. 

"I hope you've come about the 
job," she said then. "We've been 
real desperate for another hand. 
It's already late in the season to 
plow, but it's not done yet for lack 
of help and a streak of bad for
tune. Reason for: the trip down to 
Waterloo just now was to pick up 

a part for the tractor that broke 
down today." 

"Sounds bad for your father, 
good for me," Clay said. "I could 
sure use the job." 

He couldn't really see how Bep 
was shaped below the neck be
cause of her loose, funny-looking 
dress, made like those the mis
sionaries used to plft on the hea
then. Still, her legs were not too 
bad, he decided, though nothing 
like the long, smooth ones on the 
calendars a person couldn't help 
seeing in garages and feed stores. 

"You don't seem much like a 
field worker," she told him. "Too 
thin, and your hands are soft and 
nice." The green eyes lingered 
over Clay's hands. 

"I'm used to hard work, though. 
Born and raised on a farm." 

"It's a mighty hard life here. 
There's only one other hired man. 
Permanent fellow, been around 
long as I can remember. He 
mostly looks after the stock. Still, 
I sure hope you decide to stay." 

"You'll be sorry," the mynah 
squawked right in Clay's ear, 
though Clay had taken the pre
caution of choosing a chair clear 
across the porch from the one 
the bird had been perched on. 
Danged varmint had sneaked up 
on him when he wasn't watching. 

"Oh, you just better shut up, 
Holt," Bep said, and laughed. It 
was an awkward laugh, the kind 
to go with an ugly girl. ''Don't 
mind him," she told Clay, and 
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then added as a sort of after
thought, "Simeon Turnage is not 
my father, he's my husband." 

For some reason it seemed a 
good thing to Clay that right at 
that moment a dusty Cadillac 
roared up the lane and came to a 
gravelly stop just outside the back 
porch where he and Bep were sit
ting. Simeon Turnage was as 
broad and sturdy as a general
store safe, but his grizzled, day
old beard covered a round, apple
cheeked face set with sharp blue 
eyes. It was as if he had grown 
from a strong, hard-working 
young farm boy into a strong, 
hard-working old wheat farmer 
with no stage between. 

But at sight of Clay's own nar
row frame-he'd been downright 
undernourished for the last six 
months of trying to hold that pov
erty-dogged little Indiana congre
gation together-Simeon seemed 
more dubious than any of them so 
far. "Don't know why the wind 
didn't already blow you over flat," 
he said. "I'd sure like to hire you 
on and put you out to work in the 
next ten minutes, I'm that hard 
pressed, but-" 

Quickly Clay reminded Simeon 
that David, a stripling, had slain 
the Philistine giant. 

It was something to see how fast 
old Turnage brightened up. "You 
a Scripture-readin' man?" And 
right away Clay had the job. 

"Salvation is the hope of this 
world and the glory of the next," 
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Simeon said as he and Clay set 
out in the Cadillac over a lumpy 
dirt field lane to look at the bust
ed tractor. The repair part 
bounced on the seat between 
them. Clay nodded. "Lead an up
right life, and you can't go 
wrong," added Simeon. 

"I try," said Clay. 
"Don't traffic with spirits and to

bacco. 'Wine is a mocker, strong 
drink is raging'." 

"I don't crave either," Clay an
swered truthfully. 

"Gambling. Keeping late hours 
and loose company." 

"Don't have any card sense. But 
I do like to read late at night. 
Something interests me, I go to a 
library and take out a book or two 
on it. And Jesus himself resorted 
with publicans and sinners." 

"Don't apply to mortal man," 
decided Turnage. 

"How £an you save sinners if 
you don't talk to them?" 

"Live beyond reproach. Save. by 
example. Don't have any truck 
with women, for a start." 

"But marriage-" 
"-is for the begetting of chil

dren to raise up in the service of 
the Lord. A man finds out his 
wife's barren, he should leave her 
be or let her go. Any other way is 
harlotry." 

"Don't know as I'd go that far-" 
"To look at a woman is to lust 

after her. To touch her except for 
increase jeopardizes a man's im
mortal soul." 
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In answer Clay merely grunted 
noncommittally, feeling he could 
hardly go on arguing with author
ity about women with his own ex
perience of them being so limited. 
Not that he hadn't had plenty of 
temptations of the flesh, dating all 
the way back before he was four
teen and had followed Aura Lou 
Ross into the woods at the edge of 
the tobacco field where they'd 
been setting plants on his first real 
job back in Kentucky. Later, 
when he was twenty-one and just 
out of Bible college and beginning 
his vocation, the girls had come 
flocking thicker than ever. But by 
that time any looking at them had 
been confined so far as possible to 
a systematic search for a suitable 
helpmeet, the woman he could 
settle down with at last. Never 
had found her though, and now 
he was already in his twenty-sixth 
year with a lot of troublous living 
behind him. Maybe he'd been too 
much of a rolling stone. 

By evening of that first day at 
Turnages', Clay knew how hard 
the job would be (back-breaking, 
bone-jarring) and whom he'd 
have for company in the bunk
house through the long spring eve
nings. Fellow name of Aza Hew
itt. Not overly friendly, not 
unfriendly either. Hard to say 
how old, partly because he was a 
dark man of the ageless kind; 
Mexican, possibly Plains Indian, 
most likely a mixture of several 
things. Walked with a slight limp. 

"Oh, Lord, who maketh the rain 
to fall and the seed to swell, who 
causeth the sun to smile on the 
crops and giveth the harvest 
strength, bless this bread we are 
about to eat," Simeon said over 
supper. Clay was about to lift his 
fork when Simeon said, "-so that 
we may be strong in Thy service. 
We ask this in the name of Jesus 
Christ our Redeemer, bringer of 
all good, our very present help in 
time of trouble-" Not meaning 
to, Clay let his mind wander. He 
noticed how Bep had managed to 
stay in the kitchen fiddling with 
the steaming pots while her hus
band said the blessing. Aza hadn't 
come into the house at all, though 
his place was set. "-brother of 
man, prince of peace, Lamb of 
Calvary. Amen." 

"Amen," Clay echoed and again 
turned his attention to his salad 
just as Aza came limping to the 
table and Bep appeared with the 
steak. Looked as if the food would 
be great at the Turnage table, 
even though Clay soon enough 
discovered that Mrs. Turnage 
cooked everything without salt, 
didn't even put salt in the shaker; 
Clav had to ask for it. And 
evidently Simeon had a way of us
ing up all his conversation on 
God, with none left over for the 
people around him. The wheat 
farmer ate silently and steadily, 
gaze fastened on the blue flowers 
emerging on his plate as he 
cleaned it doggedly, hayforking in 
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mouthfuls of potatoes and string
beans. 

Aza was silent too, so only Bep 
and Clay talked. Poor thing, Clay 
thought, stuck out in the middle 
of wheat country with nothing to 
do but teach her fool bird to make 
wisecracks; no wonder she was 
lonelv, and the least he could do 
was be friendly. She had got her
self rigged out in blue-green ging
ham, a dress not quite so shape
less as the first he'd seen her in. It 
did nothing much for her home
liness, he thought, but then there 
are some things only a miracle 
can change. 

"Clay-you don't mind if I call 
you Clay?-you got folks back 
where you came from?" 

."No one since my mother passed 
away a few years ago." 

She sighed. "Maybe you'll stay 
around a while then, if you've no
bodv to hurrv back to?" 

"I'd like t~, Mrs. Turnage." 
"You must always call me Bep. 

Always." She smiled at Clay. Sim
eon finished his second, maybe 
third, helping of steak and began 
on his first helping of pie. 

Because he had considered and 
then rejected the notion of telling 
her how pretty she looked in the 
dress-he was not a liar-Clay 
thought now of something else 
that might please her. "Bep is a 
real nice name. What kind of 
name is it?" 

"An old-fashioned kind. For 
Hepzibah." 
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It was good, he reftected both 
then and later, with the world 
filling up so fast with Gigis and 
Zsa-Zsas, to meet a woman with 
an old-fashioned name. 

And that night in the bunk
house, he had the first of what 
was to become a long series of 
puzzling conversations with Aza. 
"A man can make it big," his new 
roommate confided to Clay with
out preliminaries, "if he's not so 
foolish as to care too much what 
he does." 

"I'm not sure I follow you," 
Clay admitted. 

Aza looked Clay over narrowly, 
seeming to be trying to make up 
his mind whether or not to spell 
out some secret, but finally all he 
said was, "I· only meant that the 
young ones like yourself can get 
ahead if they're of a mind to, 
without breakin' their back in 
somebody· else's fields. I knew a 
fellow just your age, drifter like 
yourself, never any real money, 
went to Arkansas and started up 
his own business goin' from one 
poultry farm to another as a 
chicken de-sexer. Caponizer, some 
call them. Easy work, no in
vestment, not even any tools-all 
you need is to grow one real long 
fingernail and keep it filed sharp. 
He made a fortune." 

"I don't think I'd care for that 
kind of work," said Clay. "Thanks 
just the same for the suggestion. 
You aren't by any chance wanting 
to get rid of me, are you?" But 
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Aza didn't say whether he was or 
not. 

A little later when Clay tried to 
sleep, thinking he'd drop right off 
after his workout in the Turnage 
wheat fields, he tossed for a 
couple of hours, bothered by pow~ 
erful thoughts of Bep and her ug~ 
liness. And though the bunkhouse 
appeared to have been newly 
screened, a passel of early mos~ 
quitoes must have got in during 
the night, for by morning his skin 
was bleeding in a number of 
places. 

But then, after that first day, 
time seemed to get stuck. The 
long stretches when he sat the 
tractor from early morning till 
noon without a break, racing with 
the weather to finish the plowing, 
seemed like weeks. The weeks 
seemed like years. Where before 
he had only guessed at the loneli~ 
ness and boredom of Bep's life, 
now he was experiencing these 
things firsthand and feeling an 
even deeper sympathy for her. 
There was nothing to do on the 
farm but work, and unless you 
had an errand at the store, the 
grain elevator, or the implement 
dealer's, nothing to do in Water~ 
loo either. 

Walking the village's few streets 
on one of his visits, Clay did 
finally discover a dinky public li~ 
brary in the converted parlor of a 
retired schoolteacher, and when 
he couldn't find much on the 
shelves to interest him, the 

teacher~librarian offered to send 
off for what he wanted to the 
state library. Sometimes took three 
or four weeks, she warned. In the 
evenings Aza, except for his occa~ 
sional strange remarks, remained 
about as talkative as a barber pole; 
the television in the bunkhouse 
was out of commission (not that 
Clay cared for it anyhow), and 
there seemed nothing around to 
read till his library books arrived 
but Clay's own Bible and some 
old copies of the Wheat Growers' 
Gazette. Through the day Simeon 
too was silent unless moved to ex~ 
press some point of Christian doc~ 
trine on which he wanted Clay's 
opinion. 

Before long it had all added up 
in Clay's mind to the reason why, 
when he closed his eyes at nights 
now and Bep appeared to him, 
she had begun to look better and 
better. Maybe any female would 
have begun to look good. Or 
maybe he'd made a wrong judg~ 
ment in the first place about the 
bottle~green eyes and the rich har~ 
vest of red hair. 

He thought of leaving imme~ 
diately, even considered asking 
Aza for some more of his sugges~ 
tions about what a young man 
could do if he wasn't particular, 
but Clay knew for a fact that no 
other hands had shown up to ap~ 
ply for a job on the Turnage 
farm, and he didn't have it in him 
to desert Simeon in midseason af~ 
ter he had committed himself by 
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asking for work in the first place. 
"Lead us not into temptation," 

Clay prayed fervently, but not for 
the first time in his life, of course. 
It only increased his discomfort 
that his present fix called up 
memories of similar situations in 
the recent past. The time he'd lust
ed after the girl with the violet 
eyes who sang alto in the choir. 
The bad days and nights he'd put 
in over the deacon's widow who 
had kept insisting Clay drop 
around to console her. The black
haired girl with the apricot com
plexion behind the lunch counter, 
seen only once but never forgot
ten. 

Though he never stopped wres
tling with his conscience and his 
better judgment, Clay was not a 
man to deceive even himself. He 
knew from the first that this 
might well be the one he wouldn't 
win. 

"Help me to overcome; en
lighten me. Allow me to see in 
their true light the weaknesses of 
the flesh, these lapses from the 
right way," he was saying in his 
mind the very moment he found 
himself holding Bep in his arms 
on one of the twilight visits she'd 
taken to paying to the bunkhouse. 
How had it happened anyway? 
They had been sitting, quietly 
talking on the outside steps, and 
now they were, unaccountably, in
side standing by Clay's bed. For a 
cowardly instant Clay thought the 
brooding presence of Aza Hewitt 
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might yet save him, or rather save 
both himself and Bep, for he felt 
the heavy weight of responsibility 
for Bep's immortal soul too. But 
Hewitt was nowhere around. 

Nowhere, that is, except in 
Clay's now wildly disordered 
imagination which kept picturing 
Aza-or even Simeon, who in fact 
never came near the bunkhouse
opening the door in the crucial 
moments of their hungry coupling 
on top of Clay's neatly stretched 
blanket. It made the occasion 
something less than it might have 
been, and Bep must have thought 
so too, because even before she 
had recovered her breath and 
smoothed down her flyaway hair, 
she murmured, "Tomorrow night 
better meet me in the barn loft. 
Ten o'clock." And then she was 
gone. 

He lay quiet for a while more, 
thinking hard, arriving before 
long at an obvious conclusion: it 
would be no use trying to fight his 
way back onto the straight, nar
row way, of trying to undo his 
undoing. For Clay knew that even 
his prayers would now be com
posed of mere words unsupported 
even by good intentions; a court
ing of hypocrisy, itself a deadly 
sin. 

But as happens in these cases, 
the compensations of Clay's origi
nal sin were enormous. After that 
first evening, all day every day, 
sweating under the Kansas sun or 
buffeted by the now-familiar Kan-
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sas wind, Clay had something to 
think about, to look forward to. 
Old Simeon had to call out some
times two, three times to get 
Clay's attention when some Bib
lical point came to mind. 

Not that things were easy. Clay · 
worried more or less constantly 
about someone finding out, and in 
the bunkhouse one night Aza 
startled him nearly out of his skin 
by seeming to know exactly what 
was on Clay's mind, though it 
might have been just a coinci
dence. "Seems to me it all comes 
down to the fact," Aza said in his 
abrupt way, "that what looks J:>ad 
and what good is according to 
where you're standing to do the 
looking and where the light comes 
from to see it by." 

"Yes," Clay said, recovering 
himself. "That's relativism. One 
of the age-old arguments against 
religion." 

"Call it by any fancy name you 
like. I was never one for churches 
and praying, not like Simeon, 
though I been in many a church 
and heard many a prayer. It hap
pens though that the idea I just 
told you I made up myself, out of 
my own head." 

"It's one way of doing," Clay ad
mitted uncertainly. "Though the 
Testament warns 'that ye go not 
about after your own heart and 
your own eyes'." 

Up until then, Clay had been 
thinking that Aza was not a bad 
sort. He did have his peculiar 

habits, like never ~king off his 
socks .. Been wearing the same pair 
for a month, even to bed, but of 
course there was that limp he 
had. He might merely be sensitive 
about uncovering a clubfoot. On 
the other hand-

Next time Clay went into Wa
terloo he asked the librarian to or
der him a few more books. She 
looked a little surprised when she 
saw the titles he'd written down, 
but whatever she was thinking she 
kept to herself. 

Out in the fields the wheat grew 
high and turned into a green 
ocean. And the work went on, but 
with interruptions. Seemed old 
Simeon, for all his upright living, 
was still laboring in a regular 
swamp of bad luck. The rain, 
which had held off till almost too 
late, finally came ·down in such 
quantities that the crop was 
threatened with ruin. Many more 
things than the tractor broke 
down and then broke down again 
as soon as they were fixed. When 
the Cadillac wasn't busted, the 
pickup was. And so on. Simeon 
himself was laid up with a stom
ach complaint three different 
times right at the height of things. 
When this happened, no doctor 
would be called, but Bep would 
scurry around brewing up home 
remedies that smelled to Clay as if 
they'd take the hide off a steer. 

One of these times when Sim
eon was feeling poorly, he sent for 
Clay. The old man beckoned his 
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hired man close to the poster bed 
where he lay swathed in quilts 
though it was a hot day. He spoke 
in a raspy whisper. "Anythin' hap
pens to me and somethin' comes 
up you can't handle, go tell the 
priest." 

Clay was shocked. "The police?" 
"The priest. At the little Catho

lic chapel in Waterloo. Ordinarily 
I don't hold with papists, but the 
Methodists ain't got the machin
ery to deal with the problem, 
though John Wesley himself was 
a great believer in them things." 

Clay was still shocked. 'What 
things?" -

"You and me, we don't always 
see eye to eye. I don't care for 
habits of the flesh, never did. 
She's been nothin' but bad for me 
with her woman's wiles and her 
dark ways. My marrin' her was all 
a mistake in the first place. I 
needed a housekeeper and she'd 
advertised in a lonely hearts 
magazine that she was a fine cook 
lookin' for a home with a 'man of 
means.' I answered her ad, and 
one thing led to another. I've said 
ever since the best thing could 
happen to me'd be for her to leave 
my roof and take her sins with 
her. Desire. Tricks of the devil. 
Earthly lust. They all want her 
but not a man of them ever wants 
to keep her. Afraid." 

Clay felt a curious chill dancing 
across the sun-warmed skin under 
his shirt, felt himself impaled for 
a long moment on the sharp blue 
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gaze of Simeon's feverish eye. But 
two days later the old man was 
well and working as usual, harder 
than Clay and Aza ·together. And 
no reference to the conversation 
in the sickroom was ever made. 

Summer wore on toward au
tumn. The wheat fell, acre by 
acre, under the reaper. On balmy 
nights in the hayloft, moonlight 
coursing through the mow door 
onto Bep's fair skin and radiant 
hair, Clay would wonder how he 
could ever have thought she was 
ugly. Even the dark mole now 
seemed captivatingly well placed. 
So did similar beauty spots just 
under her right breast and above 
her left hip. In a teasing mood, he 
kissed them one by one and 
cursed his ignorance for ever imag
ining that those shapeless dresses 
of Bep's were worn to hide shape
lessness of another kind. More 
likely th6 dresses were mail-or
dered by Simeon, his idea of suit
able garb for a woman, any 
woman, especially one as beau
tiful as Bep. 

In the fields Simeon himself 
said, "A depraved man and a 
righteous one, each gets what he 
deserves. either in this world or 
the next. If there's one sure thing, 
it's that Judgment Day will come." 

To which Clay muttered, " '
though now we see through a 
glass darkly'.'' 

In the bunkhouse Aza said, 
"Cheer up. We need good and evil 
to balance up the world." 
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"Dualism," declared Clay suspi
ciously. "Another argument of the 
devil." 

"Call it any fancy name you 
like. I know what I know." 

In the barn Bep said, "Don't 
ever leave me, Clay." 

And Clay, still no liar whatever 
else he had become, had to tell 
her, even though they'd been 
about to make love and .it might 
spoil everything: "But surely you 
must know we can't go on like 
this very much longer. When fall 
comes, and Simeon doesn't need 
me any more-" 

She had been lying relaxed 
agaipst a loosened bale of straw. 
Now she shot up like a buggy 
spring. "So," she hollered, "you're 
like all the rest of them after all. 
Already talkin' about leavin' when 
fall comes. That's when they al
ways go, if not before." 

Her words hung in the air. It 
was Clay's turn to spring up in 
anger. "Who?" he demanded. "All 
the rest of who?" 

"The hands, of course. The men 
Simeon hires. They try to go back 
to wherever they came from and 
leave me all alone again. It isn't 
fair. They chase me all spring, 
and then by summer they're al
ready tryin' to get away. Not that 
they ever want to take me with 
them. But I fix them," she said 
wildly, raging. "I fix them so 
they're never the same again. 
Then they don't wait till fall, just 
run away fast as they can get, 

scared out of their boots." 
"How?" Clay demanded, both 

sickened and curious. "How do 
you 'fix' them?" 

She smiled the smile of a tempt
ress, lying back again on the 
straw. It was an evil smile, un
trustworthy. If he hadn't been 
blinded and deafened by lust, he 
would have seen it before. Clay's 
head swam and the anger and 
shame still threatened to devour 
his gut, but he was drawn to her, 
marvelously drawn, more than 
ever, helpless. "I'll show you," she 
offered. "Go on. Let's you and me 
make love, Clay. That's what we 
came here to do, isn't it?" 

Unwilling, and yet unable to 
stop himself, he sank into the 
straw with her, looked into her 
green eyes where he discovered 
the reflection of a whole sea-real 
water or only wheat waving in the 
wind, he couldn't tell which; all 
he knew was that he must subdue 
that roiling tide. He took her 
roughly, kissed her wide mouth, 
folded her close as he had all the 
other times, and only then knew 
there was something terribly 
wrong. He threw himself on her 
now like an animal, which was 
ordinarily not his style; she 
struggled against him, fierce as a 
cornered vixen, but he couldn't 
manage a thing. She laughed, 
long and hard. Strange. From 
Aura Lou Ross on, he'd had no 
trouble like this. Any trouble had 
come from the opposite extreme. 
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Impotence was for old men and 
eunuchs. 

Then finally, as they wrestled 
there in the straw, he loath to ad
mit her power, she loath to let 
him go until he did, things began 
to come to him out of the books 
he had been reading late at night 
to try to clear up the mystery 
about Aza. Could it be that the 
books might explain Bep too? 
Maybe even explain what Simeon 
had said in his delirium? Words 
from the books came to mind. 
"Ligature," was one. "Did you tie 
knots in your handkerchief for 
this, or do you do it another 
wav?" 

She looked blank. 
"Let me see it then. Your hand

kerchief. Where is it?" 
She paled so that in the shine of 

the moon her freckles stood out. 
But that could have been because 
he was scaring her with his talk. 
"Turn loose· of me, Clay Justus. I 
think you've gone plumb crazy." 

But turn loose is what he 
wouldn't do. Not yet. A night 
wind had sprung up outside, 
sending tattered purple clouds 
scudding across the moon. In one 
lower corner of the big hay door 
he could make out the small hun
ched-up form of Holt, Bep's silly 
pet bird, even though, after their 
first few meetings in the loft, Clay 
had complained about having 
Holt on hand, and Bep had prom
ised to see that he was locked in 
the house nights. At least the bird 
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was keeping his fool mouth shut. 
"I figured out," Clay said, pant
ing, "who Aza is, and why he 
never takes off his socks. Has a 
cloven hoof, I'll bet. But I never 
dreamed till now you and he were 
from the same place, so to speak." 

"I haven't the faintes notion 
what you're talkin' about." 

"Jesus," Clay said suddenly. 
"Jesus, Jesus, Jesus." Bep seemed 
to wilt, shrinking into a heap 
against the straw. For good meas
ure he added, "Jesus H. Christ!" 

"Don't swear," she urged softly. 
The wind had died as soon as Bep 
collapsed. The barn contained 
only silence now, and Bep's trou
bled breathing. Even Holt had 
flown off. 

Clay had been prepared to go 
on, quote a little Scripture, sing a 
gospel hymn. But more of a good 
thing wasn't necessary. Things 
had come right again for him. Af
terward, she lay in his arms and it 
was like any other time on the 
surface of things, though of 
course they both knew the truth 
now. 

That night in the bunkhouse, 
and for several nights to follow, 
Clay lay in his bed puzzling ev
erything through all over again. 
He had expected to feel sick and 
miserable. After all, he had been 
prepared to think of himself as 
the sinful lover of another man's 
wife, but not as the lover of the 
Whore of Babylon. Odd thing 
was, he didn't feel so bad as he'd 
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expected, didn't really feel bad at 
all. The hovering cloud of doom 
just didn't settle. A little while 
passed and Clay had further 
figured out that he had been ex
pecting to feel miserable over 
Bep's former lovers because his 
own former self would have felt 
miserable. If he had known all 
about Bep right off, he would 
really have run, obligation to Sim
eon or not, packed the canvas bag 
an(t taken off down the lane never 
looking back. But he was a 
different man now, no doubt of 
that. And he had found out not 
only that Bep was the Whore of 
Babylon, she was a witch besides. 

Yet even this detail didn't really 
jar him. It was a kind of satisfac
tion that he could say the word 
right out to himself and never 
turn a hair. 

"When did you know?" she 
asked him the next night in the 
hay. He was pleased to find she 
was going to be honest with him 
after all. 

"I didn't really know," he said, 
"although I should have suspected 
as long ago as early May, when I 
saw you go off in the Cadillac af
ter we'd been in the barn. You 
didn't come back until almost 
dawn. I went nearly wild with 
wondering, but at the time I 
trusted you and told myself it was 
none of my business. I didn't even 
ask you about it, if you'll recall. 
Aza was gone at the same time. It 
was Walpurgis Night, I found out 

later from one of my library 
books." 

"I could change," she offered. 
"If you took me with you when 
you leave, I could learn to be as 
good a minister's wife as any. 
Please, Clay?" 

"Mavbe even better than some," 
he mus~d. "I'd never thought of it 
that way." 

In the bunkhouse Aza said, "My 
business here is over. I'll leave 
too, when fall comes. Only thing 
is, I want to be sure you have ev
erything straight. You're the only 
man's ever really had the chance 
to take her off Simeon's back be
cause you're the only one ever 
been able to outdo her tricks. On 
the other hand, only thing gives 
you the power to do that is your 
cleaving to righteous ways. You're 
an honest man. I knew it from the 
first, and knew you'd never do 
business with me. I guess so long 
as you stay that way, you'll man
age to stay ahead of her; just don't 
forget how the victor eventually 
takes on the character of the van
quished. Look how many people 
in this country and England drive 
Volkswagens since the Second 
World War." 

''I'm not sure I get you," Clay 
said. 

"Anyway," Aza said, seeming 
not to have heard, "a fellow can 
lose the world and all his stake in 
it by sittin' around too long fig
urin' what's wrong and what's right 
and where he stands. Those're 
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questions that'll never come clear, 
not to mortal man. Seems like if I 
was a young fellow with autumn 
about come and my wages paid 

Coming soon 
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and a girl waitin', I'd take her and 
go, and let the chips fall." 

And in the end, that's what 
Clay did. 
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