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Whatever happened to

DIANETICS?

In May 1950, a brilliant American writer, philosopher and
Scientist shattered forever the myths and barriers surrounding the
unknown territory of the Human Mind.

L. Ron Hubbard’s Dianetics: The Modern Science of Mental Health
struck the English-speaking world like a thunderbolt. This best
selling book heralded the breakthrough sought by Man for over 2000
years, the discovery and identification of the source of psycho-
somatic ills, human aberration, unhappy interpersonal relationships
and the technique to eradicate it!

Many promises were made. Man could rid himself of all unwanted
emotions, conditions and aberrations. He could attain higher states

"DIANETICS

THE MODERN SCIENCE
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BY L RON HUBBARD Man could be totally free.

ABOVE: the I19th edition of
‘Dianetics: the Modern Science
of Mental Health’ by L. Ron
Hubbard. 428 pgs. $5.00 at
most book stores and local
Scientology Churches.

Send mail orders with coupon
BELOW: many are familiar
with original book jacket.

DIANETICS IN 1950

Dianetics was first announced to the
public in a popular science fiction maga-
zine in 1950. Without formal training or
an organization, the superior technology
in the first book made Dianetics tremen-
dously popular. Informal groups mush-
roomed all over the country and hun-
dreds of thousands actively applied Dia-
netic techniques with amazing results.

Mental upset and psychosomatic ills
vanished and miracles were commonplace.

L. Ron Hubbard continued his re-
search to improve the already excellent
results from Dianetic technology and
went far beyond. He created training
methods far superior to existing systems
and founded an organization to service
the huge demand for the first truly work-
able technology of the human mind.

Finally in 1966 he completed his re-
search on the full route to the state of
CLEAR and TOTAL FREEDOM.
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Clip the coupon on the right and
5 mail your name and address for more
information sent you at no obli-
gation. Don't delay, do it now.
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L. Ron Hubbard presents Scientology’s
GRAND NATIONAL CONVENTION OF THE 20TH
ANNIVERSARY OF DIANETICS & TOTAL FREEDOM

July 3rd, 4th and 5th at the west’s most beautiful and mod-
ern convention center, The LONG BEACH ARENA, Long
Beach California.

Here is the complete story of the tremendous growth of
Dianetics and its evolution into Scientology, its amazing
technology and the culmination of 20 years of “miracles
beyond belief.”” Plan now to attend this event.

existence and ability only dreamed about

for centuries.

Today, all the promises have been kept.

DIANETICS TODAY

Today we have Scientology (study of
knowledge) which was the inevitable re-
sult of L. Ron Hubbard’s advanced re-
search into the mind. Scientology goes
beyond the mind into the realm of the
human spirit.

Dianetics was only part of the answer
and now, with Scientology techniques,
Dianetics is 100% workable.

Dianetics takes a person up to a well
and happy human being. Scientology
goes beyond to higher states of existence.
Scientology is far more popular than Dia-
netics ever was alone.

Today hundreds of Scientology Cen-
ters and organizations circle the globe
and Scientologists number in the millions.
Scientology doubles every year.

Get all the answers! Send in your
name and address for more information
about Modern Dianetics, Scientology and
our 20th Anniversary Convention.

Get more exciting, vital inform-
ation about Dianetics, Scientology
and the Grand National Conven-
tion. Send your name and address
to:

DEPARTMENT |

Church of Scientology

916 South Westlake

Los Angeles, Calif. 90006

Address . .....ooeveeensennn.

State . ..Zip

DEnclosed is SS for a copy of Dianetics
the Modern Science of Mental Health.
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Readers write—and wrong!

NOT EVERY knock is a boost. I have
recently been compared to the dung
under a camel’s foot and have had the
curses of the Seven Blind Bastards
evoked upon my head through the
U.S. mails by a gentleman who ob-
jects to my enjoyment of the techni-
color variety of the human kind. And
this is all right. It has pertinence to
the current scene. I would rather be
cursed by blind bastards than be one.

We’re all having a hard time. But
we could make it harder. The follow-
ing is a good letter.

It brings up the question of mean-
ings.

Dear Mr. Jakobsson:

Galaxy has always been one of my
Javorite science fiction magazines (af-
ter 1F), and that's why 1 am writing
you today to express my disappoint-
ment about the February issue.

Actually you started out with a very
good story, The Shaker Revival. Both
my husband and I enjoyed reading it
very much. But then we got to Dannie
Plachta’s The Last Night of the Festi-
val. We thought it looked . extremely
interesting (something different for a
change) and started reading it with
great anticipation. We stopped after
about 6 or 8 pages because we did not
want to waste our time reading such
meaningless gibberish. I guess you
call it fantasy, and I realize that it
must take some talent to write this

nonsense, but why not leave this kind
of thing to the fantasy magazines?

The other thing which irritated us in
the issue was the comic strip. Heavens,
I hope we won't have to put up with
the kind of material boys in the sixth
grade enjoy reading. I suppose it is an
imitation of Playboy’s comic strip, but
if it is, it is a very bad imitation in-
deed. It lacks sophistication and the
quality of paper Playboy uses.

I hope you don’t mind my criticism,
Mr. Jakobsson. I am writing you be-
cause I care about the magazine. My
husband and I have been reading it for
many years and we want to continue
doing so.

Sincerely,
Mrs. Victor Porguen
Stamford, Conn.

Dannie Plachta’s The Last Night of
the Festival is a survival story. Dannie
envisioned a race of humans, survivals
of mutual abuse of each other, who
had ‘evolved into creatures capable of
existing only in festival atmosphere—
a happy twist on a sad scene.

For me the story had significance—
and not as fantasy. Its underlying real-
ities are around us—as real as the
camel’s foot and the seven blind Bs.

Here's a different view.

Jakobsson:

Bless you, bless you, bless you. And
Jack Gaughan and Judy-Lynn Benja-
min and all the other wonderful nuts
behind what’s happening 10 Galaxy and
If. The stories you print and the way
you print them is a credit, big and bla-
tant and beautiful, to you all.

I was a bit uneasy when I saw that
Fred Pohl was going—who in hell is

( Please turn to page 146)



The Dark Continents
of
Your Mind

DO YOU struggle for balance? Are you forever trying to
maintain energy, enthusiasm and the will to do? Do your personality
and power of accomplishment ebb and flow—Ilike a stream con-
trolled by some unseen valve? Deep within you are minute organ-
isms. From their function spring your emotions. They govern your
creative ideas and moods—yes, even your enjoyment of life. Once they
were thought to be the mysterious seat of the soul—and to be left
unexplored. Now cast aside superstition and learn to direct intel-
ligently these powers of self.

“7%e ROSICRUCIANS (AMORC)
San Jose, California 95114 U.S.A.

—_———————————— —

Scribe: M.S.B.
The Rosicrucians (AMORC)
San Jose, California 95114, U.S.A.

Please send copy of booklet,
“The Mastery of Life” which I
shall read as directed.

Let the Rosicrucians, an age-old fra-
ternity of thinking men and women (not
a religion), point out how you may fash-
ion life as you want it—by making the
fullest use of these little-understood naz-
ural faculties which you possess. This is
a challenge to make the most of your
heritage as a human. Write for the Free
Book, “The-Mastery of Life,”” Address:
Scribe M.S.B.

Address,

City.

State
Please Include Your Zip Code
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share’ one trait—they
serve both men!
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E THE first in your neighbor-
hood to own your own person-
al and private Stonehenge, think of
the advantages. Neighborhood?
All right, be the first in your state,
continent, any continent. How
would you like to be the sole own-
er and proprietor of the one and
only operative Stonehenge on the
face of the earth? And the opera-
tive word in this offer, friend, is
operative, because this one works.
Tell you what I'm going to do . . .
My car was shot, Edie needed
hers and I was in the subway, out
of which I got at Harvard Square,
the end of the line. It was hot and
humid for almost the end of June.
The subway filled with humanoid
sardines hadn’t helped and I’d had
a day of brutal frustration in the
lab. I was looking forward to my
air-conditioned house, a light sup-
per and cold drinks. I stood on'the
curb for a moment and decided
against a taxi. The green came on
and we obediently crossed over to
Nini’s Corner, where the familiar
array of magazines caught my eye.
God knew I had enough reading at
home to catch up with, plus a
bunch of reports in my briefcase,
but Out There jumped out at me
from the gaudy ranks and on im-
pulse I bought it. [ hadn’t heard of
it before but it had an attractive
cover. Spaceships.
The streets became quieter as I
walked from the Square. Nice
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large quiet houses on Tory Row.
One of them was mine and it was
calling me like a beacon. The
house was—not Edie exactly. I
hoped she’d had a good day—
sometimes that made a difference.
The Earth had had a good day or
a bad one, depending how you
looked at it. I had realized in the
subway that it was the twenty-first
—which meant that at 3:15 A.M.
the sun had entered the sign of
Cancer, which meant that it had
been summer for about fourteen
hours, which meant that I was be-
ginning to think of New Hamp-
shire, which meant . . .

I entered my lovely house like a
hand going into a worn and com-
fortable glove.

“I’m home,” I called out,
dumping the briefcase and hanging
my coat in the closet. No answer.
“Edie?”

I found her on the terrace out
back. She was reading something,
had a tall drink to hand, looked up
from her book.

““Hi,” I said, tentatively.

““Hi yourself. Everything’s
there.” She nodded toward a table
she had set up—ice, vodka, ver-
mouth, a lemon even. “How did
the boy wonder of MIT make out
today?” ‘ t

““He had a vicious day working
with modules that wouldn’t mod,
circuits that wouldn’t circ. Bad.
You?”

I dropped Out There on the ta-
ble by the chair and made a mar-

IF
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tini. How to make a martini work
I do know. Drink it.

“So-s0.”

I sat there a moment, delaying
the first sip, sat there looking at
my wife. She was tiny—five feet
one. Her hair was black and her
figure was hard and muscular—
but feminine as anything. Don’t
get me wrong. She got her mus-
cles from her work. She was a
sculptor and I knew from a num-
ber of sources that she wielded a
respectable blowtorch. Her work
pad was in an abandoned loft
downtown. I'd been there several
times and they had been bad times,
as bad as when she had come to
my lab in the computer center for
a grudging look at what I was up
to. She knew—and cared—as
much about an electronic circuit
as I did about her thing, whatever
it was, and that was part of the
trouble with us, maybe most of it.
Plus she wasn’t getting the recog-
nition she wanted. I'd had some
lucky accidents in the lab—hence
the boy-wonder crack—but that
was no fault of mine.

“Well,”” 1 tried again, “how’s it
going? What are you working
on?”

“You wouldn’t understand if I
told you,” she said and I had no
answer to that. I topped up her gin
and tonic, made myself another
martini and leafed through my
magazine. It was quiet out there
on the terrace, with soft distant
traffic sounds now and then letting

me know I was still in Cambridge.
I’d rather have been inside where it
was cooler but Edie loved the ter-
race and garden even in midsum-
mer. “What’s that?’ she asked.

*“Science fiction,” I said. ‘I
picked it up on the way home.
Nice cover.”

I showed it to her and my artist
wife turned up her nose. She rose.

“We're having a cold supper, all
right?”

“Of course.”

“I’ll bring it out. It’s ready. It’s
good, too, lobster salad. You want
another martini first?”

My glass was half full. I shook
my head.

“For a hot-shot electronic geni-
us,” she said, leaving, ‘“‘you do
read the damndest crap.”

‘¢ ISTEN to this,” I said later,
in bed. The supper had indeed

been good. Edie had thought to
chill a bottle of Pouilly-Fuissé and
I and my house and my tiny wife
were in a state of precarious har-
mony. We had kept the conversa-
tion out of danger areas, thread-
ing through mine fields. I had fin-
ished two stories in Qut There,
given them both B-plus, and was
looking at the classified ads. “Lis-
ten to this—do it yourself Stone-
henge kit,” I read. “For the man
who has everything. Five hundred
bucks.”

“You’ve got to be kidding.”

“Not so.” I showed her the ad:
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A Do-It-Yourself Stonehenge
Kit. For the man who has every-
thing. A faithful reproduction of
the Salisbury Plain original,
though somewhat smaller. Best
Vermont granite. Space re-
quired: circular area 200’ diame-
ter, from which complete hori-
zon should be visible. Limited
supply, order now. $500 deliv-
ered (E. of Miss.). Novel Prod-
ucts Co., Box 201, Barre, V1.

Edie sniffed. ‘I suppose there
are one or two people in the U.S.
nutty enough to be taken in by
that. What nonsense. Really.”

“What’s wrong with having your
own Stonehenge?”’ My mine detec-
tors were beginning to hum faint-
ly. “I’ve got plenty of room for it
at Round Hill. I could put it on
top of the hill, matter of fact. You
know what-a view that is. Full ho-
rizon except for a wee bit of Mon-
adnock—"’ Edie looked at me
aghast. ‘“What have you got
against it, for God’s sake?” 1
asked. “It’s sculpture, isn’t it?”

Those words I shouldn’t have
said—I should not have said them.
They detonated the first mine and
that was the beginning of a chain
reaction which involved a plethora
of words and drinks and eventual-
ly found me at the desk in my
study, writing a check for five hun-
dred dollars. Not only that, I
threw on some clothes and went to
the box at the corner and dropped
in the envelope, clanging the slot

8

shut with a mighty crash. Satisfy-
ing. On my way to the cot in my
study I stopped by our bedroom to
tell Edie I’d ordered a Stonehenge
—but she was asleep.

So next morning, coward that I
was, I didn’t tell her. I tried to
lighten things up at breakfast but
Edie was glacial. She scathingly
said, “‘Sculpture!” once, and that
was about it. I was glad I wasn’t a
hunk of metal awaiting her plea-
sure in her studio.

On the subway I thought about
five-hundred-dollar Stonehenges. I
could see my smaller version of
Salisbury Plain brooding up there
on top of Round Hill—I could see
it, say, on a windy October night
by the light of a waning moon. |
could see it, all right, and if I
could have it for five hundred I
wanted it. Uneasy thoughts now in
my ‘mind. How could Novel Prod-
ucts do it for five hundred? Any-
where east of the Mississippi? Mi-
ami? This Stonehenge was smaller
than the original, yes, but if it
needed as much space as the ad
said, that would be a lot of granite.
To deliver that mass to Miami
would cost more than five hundred
for transportation alone. I reluc-
tantly decided I'd been had. I called
the bank from the lab to stop pay-
ment on the check and got on with
the business of being a boy wizard.

ULY six. Tag ends at the lab
all finished and here I am at
Round Hill for the summer. Here
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we are, I should say, but Edie just
now is playing tennis at the club.
I’'m working the hell away in my
study when I hear a bashing at the
kitchen door. I confront a wiry
redhead in overalls, holding in his
freckled hand a piece of paper.

“You Thomas Gridley?”’ he
asked. I admitted it. “Then we've
come to the right place. And a
good thing, too. Where you want
it?”

“Want what?”

He jerked his head toward the
parking area behind the house. I
looked over his shoulder. Merci-
ful Jesus! Two enormous flat trail-
ers loaded with granite—it looked
like two million tons. I had time to
wonder how soon Edie would be
back from the club.

“But—I stopped the check—I
didn’t pay—"

I stepped onto the porch. The
redhead handed me the bill of lad-
ing or whatever that piece of paper
was. It was stamped: Paid. So
they’d made a mistake.

So I had my Stonehenge.

“It’s yours, buddy. Sign here.”

I did. ““You have the—manual?”

“In the truck. So where do we
put it?”’

“I’ll show you.”

Let’s get out of here now. . .

“Follow me, Art,” the redhead
said to the other driver.

“Okay, Stan.”

I sat in the cab next to Stan, di-
rected him to the road through the
north field to the edge of the

woods. A jeep road led through
those woods to the top of Round
Hill but those trailers couldn’t be-
gin to go through that. I'd have to
haul those stones up myself, one
by one. Some of them looked fif-
teen feet long or more. I wondered
if my four-wheel-drive jeep pickup
could handle them.

“Here,” I said at the edge of the
woods. ““As near as you can get to
the road entrance but not blocking
it, right?”

“You're the boss.”

“The manual—you have it?”’

He handed me a bulky pliofilm
envelope. I started to walk back to
the house, then stopped. Do you
tip the workmen who bring you
your Stonehenge? Stan was manip-
ulating the crane on the lead trail-
er. I slipped him a five, another to
Art, who was slinging cables
around one of the stones. For a
few minutes I watched Stan ma-
nipulate those imposing masses.
They bore neatly inscribed num-
bers. I was glad of that—it gave
me a sense of security. I went back
to the study then, I wanted to read
that manual. I was lost in it when
Edie came back.

“Any calls?”’ she asked. _

“No. No—calls.” The trailers

.must have unloaded and gone. I'd

been so deep in the manual I
hadn’t heard them go. As I hadn’t
heard them come.

“What are you looking so—sil-
ly about?”

“I’m not looking silly. I'm
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working. How did the tennis go?”
But she had already left.

STAYED up late that night,

thinking about hauling that
granite to the bald area on top of
Round Hill. 1T kept wondering if
the jeep could do the job. I
skimmed all the way through the
manual, knowing I'd have to read
it again page by page, paragraph
by paragraph. The charts and plans
were elaborate. Novel Products
had obviously done their home-
work.

I went to sleep wondering from
whence had come the druid in my
woodpile. I was conducting a sen-
suous priestly rite when Edie
shook me awake. She interrupted
my rite, yes, and her touch held
nothing of tenderness. The sun was
well up; Edie was dressed.

She got me somewhat awake,
but I still wore ancient robes. I
was not amused. It’s not every
night . ..

“Will you kindly tell me what
the goddam hell is that pile of
rocks at the edge of the field, will
you?” Megatons of stuff coming
at me from that five-foot-one bun-
dle. ““You bought that goddam
Stonehenge bit, right? You stupid
son of a—"

“Your invective is unoriginal,”
I said, rubbing my eyes, my priest-
ly robes fading. ‘‘Besides, I was
dreaming. There was this priestess,
see, and I was the priest and our
robes were of many colors. We—""
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*“You silly bastard, will you lis-
ten to me for one minute—"’

*“—and our robes were of many
colors. You listen to me, baby, 1
bought it, yes, and it didn’t cost
one nickel, not a cent. I ordered it
last June, yes, but—"

I told her about the stopped
check, their mistake, my Stone-
henge for free.

“That’s not the point, you
doughhead, the point is—"

*Yes, ma’am?”

*“The point is I will not have the
whole damn corner of the State
thinking I’'m the wife of the most
eccentric weirdo this side of—of—
anywhere. [ won’t—"

After years of living with my
tiny wife and sometimes loving
her, caring about her, I understood
in a nanosecond why she was no
good with her junkyard iron and
blowtorch and I felt sorry for her,
I did. In that same microslice of
time I knew that what was wrong
between us was irreparable. Our
prognosis was—negative.

Edie left me not long after that.
Round Hill had always been mine
and I bought her half of the Cam-
bridge house. She really didn’t
want it, didn’t have the feeling for
it I did. So Edie left me, left me to
my house in Cambridge, to my
Round Hill, to my haphazard pile
of granite at the north end of the
field.

“It’s best,”” she said and I
agreed.

Off she went—finally no fuss be-

IF



tween us, only the sense and fact of
finality. She walked to her car and
I watched that little bottom for the
last time. She didn’t turn round to
say or wave goodbye.

11

I MISSED my tiny wife in a way
or two but I knew it was good
that she was gone and those gran-
ite monsters were coming on
strong. The manual looked to be a
good one. The charts were explicit.

You ever put together a Stone-
henge kit? You bet your life you
haven’t. Tell you how it goes.
First, you do a great deal of ex-
tremely intricate measuring and
surveying and, if your Stonehenge
is to work, this must be done with
impeccable accuracy. The outer
circle of stones in mine would be,
according to the plans, sixty-five
feet and some inches in diameter—
and the stones gomprising that cir-
cle would have to be placed within
a tolerance of two inches.

Then you dig holes, lots of holes
in the ground, and you dig these to
precise depths in precisely deter-
mined locations. In these holes
you stand monoliths, each of
which must end up within two
inches of where it’s supposed to be.
And, don’t forget, all the tops
must be level with each other. This
generates within you a feeling of
profound respect for some engi-
neers who practiced their art in
England thirty-five hundred years

ago. Having breezed through this
you come to the hard part, which
is putting the lintels atop the mo-
noliths.

I wanted to get this project off
the pad by digging one hole, haul-
ing up one stone, setting it up—so
I’d have at least the beginning of
this construction to look at, enjoy.
I knew I could dig the holes all
right, no problem, and I didn’t an-
ticipate trouble staking the layout
—but when I cabled the first stone
to the jeep and tried to drag it up
the road I found I needed a crane
and a big one at that. At the same
time I realized I could also use
some human-type help. I knew
some girls—yes, a few girls I did
know—but I didn’t know any girl
crane operators, not even any girls
willing to spend the summer dig-
ging holes in the ground on top of
Round Hill. A poverty of ac-
quaintanceship. So I called Bill
Crosby. Bill was a colleague at
MIT. We were in the same boat—
his wife had just left him—and I
thought he might be at loose ends.
He was.

“You’re out of your cotton-
picking mind,” he said at the end
of our conversation, ‘“but I'm

.’most as crazy as you are. I'll be

up day after tomorrow.” And he
was.

Bill was one of the more bril-
liant lights at the computer center,
and I liked him. We had written a
few papers together. He was gi-
gantic—six feet five with other di-
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mensions to match—that massive
figure belying the intricate brain
within. It seemed appropriate he
should help me with my megalithic
enterprise.

We drove into Keene and I per-
suaded a construction outfit to
rent me a crane capable of lifting
weights up to fifteen tons. People
are always moving granite around
in New Hampshire. They didn’t
ask questions, except did I know
how to operate one. I.lied that I
did—I knew Bill and I could figure
it out in ten minutes of trial and
error—and they said they’d deliver
one in a week or ten days. Good.

That night we cut stakes and the
next day we drove the jeep to the
plateau-like summit of the Hill.
We walked about for a time like
dowsers clutching apple twigs and
finally I drove a stake into the
ground at what seemed to me the
uniquely proper focal point of the
one and only Stonehenge this side
of Salisbury Plain. This wasn’t in
the center of that lonesome space
but somewhat to the southwest—
we had to leave room for the heel
stone, which would be out to the
northeast, more than a hundred
feet outside the sarsen circle.

I had a beautiful theodolite at
Round Hill, a reminder of when
we had built the tennis court. It
was an uncanny pleasure, erotic al-
most, to go to work with that
gleaming instrument, a compass
and a glistening tape, to lay out
t‘hc plan, measure the feet. The
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inches. We drove the last stake
just before sunset the following
day. In time those markers would
be replaced by somber granitic
masses but just the stakes, stand-
ing silently in that cryptic configu-
ration, said something that tingled
my spine. I couldn’t decode it but
I got a message. So did Bill.

“This is going to be the hell of a
place with the stones in,” he said.
“The stakes alone give me the will-
ies. It’s getting dark—Ilet’s go.”

We did.

E DIDN’T have a computer

handy and the house phone
wasn’t an instrument that could be
tied into the Center, so we did our
operations research verbally over a
few drinks. We decided we’d dig
holes until the crane came, then—I
wanted it this way and Bill went
along—we’d haul up and erect one
stone. I did want that. Then we’d
finish the scut work of digging the
other holes and carry the remain-
ing seventy-five stones up one by
one, erecting them as we did so. I
wanted to do the sarsen circle first,
saving the big trilithons for last—
but if we did that we couldn’t get
the crane back outside when we’d
finished. We decided to build two
thirds of the sarsen circle, erect the
trilithons within, then close it up.
We could put up the heel stone any
time.
- So we dug holes until the crane
arrived. The stakes disappeared,
were replaced by rectangular holes
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in the ground. I had thought this
would be dull work and it was—
until we had dug enough so the
configuration reappeared, now in
reverse, intaglio, more impressive,
the cavities suggesting in their re-
ceptiveness the upward thrust of
the monoliths to come.

Then came the crane—on a thir-
ty-two-wheel trailer. I showed
where they should put it at the
north end of the field. I signed a
piece of paper, ignored the crane
until that trailer was out of there.
Then we walked round it.

“You. don’t know how to work
this, right?” Bill said, we circling
the thing.

“Right,” I said. “But we bright
boys—we can learn, right?”

“‘Right. Big, ain’t she?”

“Big. Go up the road with the
boom low, though.”

““Right. You want to sit up
there in that cab, Tom, boy and
start turning things on and off,
moving levers this way and that?”

“Right,” I said. We were, re-
member, masters of intricate com-
puters and this crane was a tinker-
toy. The total bank of controls and
levers couldn’t have represented
more than a hundred bits of infor-
mation, and we dealt every day
with millions. ‘‘Right,”” I said,
climbing into the cab.

“For Chrissake,” Bill was howl-
ing, some five traumatic minutes
later, *“‘not that lever again, you
baboon, the one on the right!

I had narrowly missed decapita-

ting him with the boom and he had
taken offense.

“All right, goddam, if you think
you can do any better—be my
guest.” '

I idled the deep-throated motor
and clambered down to terra
firma. Bill climbed up and as-
sumed the operating position. It
was a sight to see. Those massive
hands fondled the controls like an
organist looking for the lost chord
but not pushing any keys down.

“It won’t play unless you give it
some input,” I yelled.

Bill confidently thrust a lever
forward. I darted out of the way in
time—just—to avoid untimely
sacrifice at the feet of caterpillar
treads. Now we were both shook
up. I'll skip the dialogue but let
the record show that we mastered
“~t inhuman devil. Not in five or

.. .anutes, no, but in two or
three hours. Without injury, too,
except to our professional vanity,
our presumed sense of the mastery
of mechanisms. That came hard.

The stone nearest the road en-
trance was number four of the sar-
sen circle. We cabled it, got it up
there—taking turns back-seat-
driving the crane—and erected it.
When the monolith was up, stand-
ing there alone, it was a sight. All
those gaping holes in the ground,
one now filled—that lonesome
stone standing there on the plateau
top of Round Hill, which had not
seen such a thing before. Nor had
we. Sobering. The theodolite said

SECOND-HAND STONEHENGE 13



we were right on the money, within
half-inch tolerance.

And that was the way of that
summer. There we were, two men
without our women, and there
were all those stones and a thing
to be built and we built it. Not all
of it, not that summer, but most
of it. Some days we erected two of
those monsters but usually just
one. There were, of course, a few
trips to Cambridge. I wasn’t used
to the absence of my tiny wife.
Though her not being there
brought a sense of freedom, I
learned something of deprivation.
In consequence I made a few trips
to town despite the pull of the
stones, the monument. These di-
versionary days came on pleasant-
ly enough but with an underlying
sense of mistaken identity and in
the end I devoted the time I har
before going back to worl, .
Stonehenge—almost always with
Bill’s help.

We sweated and cursed over
those stones, their meticulously
determined placement. With one of
us in the cab of the crane—we’d
learned to handle the beast with a
certain elan—the other at the the-
odolite, we spotted them to the
nearest inch, mostly. Then we
rammed fill around them, made a
final alignment check and drove
the crane down to the field to haul
up the next one. Toward the end of
August we’d put up more than two
thirds of the sarsen circle and it
was time to get to the big ones.
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Now, what is found within the
sarsen circle of a true Stonehenge
is a horseshoe of trilithons. To
build a trilithon you erect two mo-
nolithic uprights and place a mas-
sive lintel on top, no other stones
touching. Then the monoliths
aren’t monoliths any more but
you’ve got yourself a trilithon.

This awesome horseshoe has five
trilithons, arranged with the open
end toward the heel stone, off to
the northeast. Their heights vary,
ascending from the outer ends to
the dominant central group. '

Bill helped me put up the two
outer ones, plus the western one
next in, before he had to leave on
missions of his own. He left, I
could tell, with a mixture of relief
and regret. .

“You’re still out of your

~ind,” he said. “But so’'m I. I'll
aup'you finish it up on weekends.”

We shook hands. He got into
his battered Rover and drove off
down the long driveway. There I
was again, alone with my New
Hampshire edition of Salisbury
Plain. I had to get back to MIT,
but I wanted to put the heel stone
up first. It was doubly unique—it
stood off on the slope of the hill
outside all the rest of it and of all
the stones it was the only one not
dressed. The others were finished
products but the heel stone was a
natural boulder.

So I put it up, sweating back
and forth from cab to theodolite,
and then it was time to go back to
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Cambridge. The construction out-
fit wanted the crane back. I told
the man he could have it by the end
of October but not before.

IT WAS weird going back to
Cambridge, working in the lab
again, teaching my two classes, liv-
ing in my house by myself and al-
ways Round Hill in my mind. Ev-
ery Friday I was on the road as
soon as could be. By Saturday
morning I was working the crane
—thanking God I'd listened to Bill
and that we’d dug the holes first.
The leaves were falling all over the
lawns. For once I couldn’t be both-
ered and there they stayed. What
my father would have thought!
But he had never built a Stone-
henge.

Bill helped me some weekends.
But he had something going with
one of the lab girls and when it
came to putting up the last lintel I
was alone on the summit of the
now almost frightening hill.

I"d wondered about the curiosity
of the locals. I hadn’t wanted a lot
of attention—not for the reasons
which had caused my tiny wife to
abandon the scene—but because |
wanted this to be a private place. If
Round Hill saw almost all of the
horizon, then almost all of the ho-
rizon had Round Hill in view and
I wondered about that. But this
corner of the State was so isolated
that my B.C. edifice attracted no
interest whatever, as far as I could
tell. There was, after all, no near

view and the horizon was a long
way off. Sooner or later the hunt-
ers might discover it but up to now
[ and it were in a world by our-
selves.

It was almost dusk as I wrestled
the ultimate stone into place, fill-
ing in the last gap in the lintels of
the sarsen circle. Two weekends
earlier I'd capped the giant up-
rights of the central and command-

_ing trilithon. Now—with great del-

icacy, if I may say so—I lowered
the last lintel into place, checked
with the theodolite and rammed
the fill home. For the last time I
drove the now docile crane through
the woods to the edge of the field.
I walked back, then, to see this
damn thing complete. I'd lived with
it a long time but was only partly
prepared for the impact. It was too
much.

I wandered about inside that
place while the sun went down and
the hunter’s moon came up. With,
besides, a barred owl sending his
uninvited eight-hoot cry into the
night. You ever stood in a place
like that? You bet your life you
haven’t. Forget not, friend, this
wasn’t an ancient ruin—interesting
enough, and scary in its own way
—this was something else again,
just off the assembly line, com-
plete, new, comely, ready to go.
The first one in thirty-five hundred
years.

I stayed there an hour or so be-
fore going down to the house. I
left word with the construction
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outfit they could pick up the crane.
Next day I closed Round Hill for
the winter.

I

AMBRIDGE. I dreamed.

Something had been coming up
on Channel 2 I'd wanted to see—
something about cybernetics a col-
league was doing. Mid-November,
and I'd been stay-up all hours try-
ing to catch up. So five minutes
before my colleague came on I
went to sleep. I dreamed it was
time for the program and there I
was, head on pillow, watching the
screen. Then—but weird—the vid-
eo and audio swallowed themselves
into the void and there was the ras-
ter all by itself, a different voice
coming from the speaker.

“Thomas Gridley.”

No question mark, no exclama-
tion, just Thomas Gridley—a qui-
et statement of some basic fact of
life, said like E=mc2.

“Yes,”” I said. ‘“‘Certainly.”
What the hell? I was Thomas Grid-
ley. A dream is a dream, go up
and down its alleys and see where
it takes you. “Yes,” I said again.

““Thomas Gridley,”” my televi-
sion set said in my dream. There
was no eerie glow from the tube,
just the dead old raster and this
voice coming from the speaker.
“Thomas Gridley. You have done

well.”
““That’s good,” I answered.

Should I say sir, your excellency,
16

or what? This didn’t look to be a
guilt dream, and I was glad of
that.

“Thomas Gridley.” x 24y 2=
. . . tone of voice like that. “The
structure appears good. Excellent,
perhaps. We thank you. You will
be rewarded. The—er, trial run—
will come soon.”

His English was like mine, al-
most. I understood it all right but
it seemed to come from a far
place.

“Yes?”

“Before dawn on next midsum-
mer day you will be at the place of
what you call—Stonehenge.”” I'd
planned to be there then, of
course. Was [ supposed to say
something? “You will be there be-
fore the dawn of that day, Thomas
Gridley. You will not forget.”

“Not ’arf likely,” I said and,
having dreamed, wakened.

There was the video—there was
my colleague saying silly and obvi-
ous things about cybernetics. I
turned the switch and told myself 1
really should get to bed earlier. It
didn’t do to be so sleepy I couldn’t
stay awake waiting for a program
to come on. )

ONJURE up conjecture of a
time. Would you believe June
twenty-first?

I walked around the now hairy
summit of Round Hill, telling my-
self I wasn’t, of course, there be-
cause of a witless, unbidden dream
I"d had more than six months ear-
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lier and which I'd tried to forget.
I simply wanted to see—and truly
I did—if the sun honest-to-God
would rise directly over the heel
stone as I stood in the center of
the sarsen circle and the horseshoe
of trilithons, sighting through the
entrance stones, waiting for the
godhead to slice me to ribbons or
bear me aloft in a chariot of
strange device.

Neither of those things happened
but the sun did eventually appear
—just where it was supposed to.
The upper limb flared into the
dawn a few degrees north of the
heel stone and the moment the disc
cleared the horizon it stood pre-
cisely over the heel stone, dancing
there in a blaze I couldn’t look at.
The morning was misty, dew all
over everything. My feet were
soaked through my sneakers and
some splinter of me noted that and
wished for warm dry socks, which
at that moment were about a mil-
lion light years away.

I wasn’t sliced to ribbons nor
borne aloft. I was merely presented
with a moment to live with the rest
of my life.

Something thrust me gently to
the side of that exact center, and in
that place appeared a—crystal is
the simplest word but how do you
describe a crystal phone booth?
Conjure into your head something
of that size, built of glowing blue-
white slabs, yes, something you've
never seen before, yet business-
like, no nonsense about it, stand-

ing there like a spacebus ready to
pull out as soon as the driver can
close the door. All right?

From this structure, vehicle,
emerged an entity who had to be,
by the look of him, a Madison
Avenue junior exec. Color him
gray.

“Thomas Gridley,” he says and
there’s no arguing with that.

You have the scene? This is the
summit of Round Hill, a place I've
grown up with, as have ancestors
before me. By my own hand, with
the help of Bill, now absent, I have
here erected the second edition of
Salisbury Plain and here I now
stand in the presence of one whose
suit might well be from Brooks
Brothers but whose voice comes
from a far place.

“Yes,” I said.

““Call me—Harry,” he said,
consulting a timepiece on his wrist.
He approached me and we touched
skins. His wasn’t cold, not hot,
was like yours or mine. He walked
and looked around my Stone-
henge, cocking his eye this way and
that. I was glad I'd taken the trou-
ble to build it right. “Yes,” said
Harry, “if you hadn’t done it right
it wouldn’t have—worked. You
have done well, Thomas Gridley,
and you will be rewarded. In due
course.”’ I followed him around
the summit of Round Hill in that
misty dawn. “It is good,” Harry
said. Again he consulted the in-
strument on his wrist.

“Look,” I said. “I’ve been sur-
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prised a few times in my life,
but—"

““Yes,”” Harry interrupted.
“Yes. But not like this. I under-
stand. You have done your job
well and are entitled to explana-
tion—which you shall have. But
just now there isn’t much time.
Three more of your minutes
only.”

“Will you kindly tell me—"

“Yes, certainly. But our time
just now is limited—most severe-
ly.” Placing his accent was like
throwing a dart at the Milky Way.
“I must say first—and most im-
portantly—that you will be at this
place three of your months and
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one day from now.” The autum-
nal equinox, I thought. “Right,”
Harry said. “I must apologize for
being brusque, but our time is run-
ning out. I must very shortly—
leave.”

I thought about the nondream
I’d had back in November.

“But,” I said, “you can be in
touch with me whenever you want.
What’s the—"’

““Yes, Thomas Gridley—but
that is a very—expensive way to do
it. This is better,” Harry said. His
inspection was apparently com-
plete. He stood at the door of the
crystal phone booth. He looked at
the thing on his wrist again and I



craned my gaze at it. He held it so
I could see and I almost wished I
hadn’t been so nosy. It looked like
an IBM 3600 cut down to wrist
size. “That way of contact is very
difficult,”” Harry said. *“That is
why we caused you to build this—
what you would call, I think—
black box or bucket of bolts.”

“All right,” I said. “I’ll be here.
But where are you from? What—"

“That will come later, Thomas
Gridley. I am sorry. But I say,
quickly now, you will be ‘here on
the dawn of what is your autum-
nal equinox and you will have at
hand two surface vehicles—station
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eight of us from this place to oth-
er places.”

“But—,’

Harry slipped something into
my hand.

“You will do it, Thomas Grid-
ley.” He stepped into the crystal,
glancing again at that computer on
his wrist. ‘““Accept my apology. We
owe you much and we are not an
impolite people. Though we can do
much, we are not omnipotent. We
thank you, Thomas Gridley. We
shall meet again at the appointed
hour.”

I sensed that his crystal was
about to take off.

“I'll be here,”” I said again.
“One question—" I indicated the
Stonehenge with a sweep of my
hand. “How does—"

*““The trilithon lintels,”” Harry
said. “They—focus the solar ener-
gy—only on certain days. You will
be told later. Now [—”

...and I was alone on the sum-
mit of Round Hill. The lower limb
of the sun was a few degrees above
the horizon and had moved south-
ward from the point where the heel
stone marked the horizon. 1
walked around for a while, won-
dering whether to tell Bill—or any-
body—what had happened. I didn’t
decide then, threw the whole ball
of wax up in the air, walked down
the road through the woods, then
through the north field and back to
the house. )

Not until night did I remember
20

that Harry had thrust something
into my hand just before leaving. I
retrieved it from my jacket pocket.
It was a bundle of beat-up hun-
dred-dollar bills. How had he ar-
ranged that? Anyway, he wanted
two station wagons and was will-
ing to pay for them.

Going to sleep at Round Hill
that night, thinking back to the be-
ginning of this caper, I realized
with a start but also with a sense
of puzzle pieces clicking into
place, that this had begun when I'd
bought that copy of Out There at
Nini’s Corner exactly a year ago. |
wondered where my tiny ex-wife
was and what she was up to. It
seemed I'd gone a long way from
there—from that time.

IDSUMMER day to autum-
.V Anal equinox. That’s ninety
one days and a few hours and
that’s a long time to wait. I'd plen-
ty of work to do but my heart
wasn’t in it. I spent too much time
looking for things to do to make
the time go. None of these
worked, so I went back to first
principles—I studied my Stone-
henge.

I chipped at some of the stones,
the uprights. They were good Ver-
mont granite, no doubt about it.
Recalling Harry’s final words, 1
took a ladder up there and banged
away at the trilithon lintels, all five
of them. Nothing. Nothing could I
chip off, that is, with geologist’s
pick, nor with cold chisel and the
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bnggest hammer I could hold. They
weren’t Vermont granite, nor Ver-
mont anything. They looked like
granite but all resemblance ended
there. .

Fighting down a sense of sacri-
lege I set upon one of those lintels
with a rented pneumatic hammer.
Nothing. Abandoning brute force,
I applied to each of those brooding
stones a variety of sophisticated
sensors and transducers. Nothing.
I brooded some more and tried to
pass the time.

I bought two baby-blue station
wagons, kept them in the Round
Hill parking space. Even those in-
offensive automobiles gave me the
treatment. Who was going where
in those, to do what?

As all days must, those long
ones ended, individually and col-
lectively. Autumnal equinox.
Night and day of equal length ev-
erywhere. Everywhere on earth, -
that is. A dellcatc arrangement, if
you stop to think about it. And I
stood in the center of my sarsen
circle waiting for the sun to rise.

The first show of the solar disc
was right on schedule. It rose, of
course, far south of the place
where the heel stone marked the
horizon. I knew there was some
difference of opinion among
Stonehengologists as to whether
the equinoxes, as well as the sol-
stices, were consequential—well, I
knew the sunrise horizon point at
equinox was critical, as least as
concerned those five center lintels
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—either that or no spacebus would
appear this morning.

I wanted to make some observa-
tions of the sunrise horizon point
in relation to those lintels but I
knew there wouldn’t be much time
and | wanted another look at the
phone booth, so I stood near the
center of my trilithonic horseshoe,
waiting. The sun cleared the hori-
zon and there we were—there it
was again. I had brought the sta-
tion wagons up to the edge of the
field and would have felt like an id-
iot child if the crystal hadn’t come.

Harry emerged. I stepped for-
ward. “Thomas Gridley,” he said.
““Good. The vehicles?”’

I nodded toward the road
through the wood.

“Good,” he said again.

Behind him people—well, pre-
sumably people, people like Har-
ry, were emerging from the crys-
tal. Carrying bags and all, like a
bunch of conventiopeers getting
out of the airport taxi.

There were nine of them, men
and women, or should I say male
and female. They looked at me
curiously as they emerged. Be it
understood that that space was re-
ally just about phone booth size—
they couldn’t all have been in there
but they kept coming out. One
came forward.

“Thomas,”
Catherine.”

said Harry. “This is

OLOR her in many colors,
color her beautiful. Color her
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All-American girl and color her
plain. Splash her with the Milky
Way, and say she grew up in the
house next to yours in Dubuque.

I mumbled something. What do
you say when you’re introduced to
Miss Universe for real? Our hands
touching, her warm skin on mine.

Harry glanced at the sun, at the
computer on his wrist.
~ “It is time. Catherine will tell
you—many things,”” and he was in-
to the crystal just before it disap-
peared.

Catherine disengaged her hand
and confronted me with the group.
She mentioned names. The eight
nodded with great courtesy.

“The vehicles are near,” Cather-
ine said. ‘‘Let us go.”

My intellectual clarity quotient
wasn’t exactly peaking at the mo-
ment, my computer being over-
loaded with input, but I had the
wit to lead them to the two wag-
ons waiting at the end of the road
through the woods. I said the igni-
tion keys were in the locks, the
tanks were filled with gas and did
they need anything.

“Thank you, Thomas Gridley,”
one of the men said. He then ig-
nored me and indicated who should
get into what vehicle. They divided
up into two couples in each,
stowed their luggage aboard and
drove off. Down that dusty road
through the field they went, into
the driveway facing that early
morning sun, then off and away.

Leaving Catherine with me.
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“You’'re not going with them,” 1
said, achieving some kind of state-
ment of the year.

She stood at my side, Miss Uni-
verse, Miss Kansas, and agreed
that it was so.

“But—what—""

“Yes, Thomas. We have much
to speak of. But in the meantime,
I’'m hungry. We were so busy get-
ting ready—even though we had so
much notice. We could have—a
breakfast?”’

Yes, we could have a breakfast
and we did. I wasn’t exactly scared
but I was in a state. I attended to
that breakfast with a care Henri
Soulé couldn’t have faulted.

My mind was filled with ques-
tions about spacegates and extra-
terra but—sharing Catherine’s
breakfast, made with my own hand
in my country kitchen—I felt like

- an adolescent on his first encoun-

ter. I was no adolescent, no, and
encounters and confrontations
were in my history but this was
something else. Questions were in
my mind, all right, and probably
there were some in hers—but this
was not the time. The others had
gone off down the dusty driveway
in the baby-blue wagons and Har-
ry had returned to God knew
where in the crystal phone booth.
Catherine and 1 were at Round
Hill alone. Would be for some
time? How long? Three months?
Anyway, this was not the time for
questions, not that kind. This was
the time to establish something
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about us, expose some images of
her and me upon an unseen film
that might later produce a reada-
ble picture.

It took most of the day to show
her around the place. She made
appropriate remarks. We knew the
tour was window dressing, getting
to know you. I held her hand or
arm now and again, going through
the woods or up the Hill and each
time I was twenty years back
there.

1v

OP of Round Hill, now, sur-

rounded by monoliths, lintels,
trilithons, the one and only opera-
tive Stonehenge.

“Catherine?”’

“Yes?”’

“You will—the others are gone
—but you will stay with me for a
while?”’

“Yes.”

““The others have a mission,
missions, elsewhere? Right?” She
nodded that sweet head. “Your
mission is to stay with me?”

She nodded again. I was slowly
beginning to wonder if [ was miss-
ing something here. They had been
so busy getting ready to do—
what? Twinges of guilt in my
mind? Questions multiplying in my
head, rabbits in spring. Catherine
sensed that.

She asked, “Can we swim in the
pond?”

“Of course. Do you swim where

you—" She was off and running.

At times I am indeed an idiot
child, as then, when I wondered for
a moment what she had in mind by
way of bikini or whatever. I gave
off running after her, watched her
throw her clothes aside and dive in-
to the pond, whose waters had not
seen her like before. I joined her
moments later. The water was cold
but it was nice and we splashed
around and swam and played. |
went back, then, all the way
through adolescence into some-
thing earlier, playing in a bathtub
with a cousin of mine. I'd loved
her with all of my four- or five-
year-old heart.

The water was cold but the air
was warm and we lay in the grass
at the side of the pond and I left
that bathtub once more behind me,
shot through adolescence like a
skyrocket and emerged—in due
course—into a now of unfamiliar
dimensions.

The dimensions were unfamil-
iar, yes, but they were agreeable—
and that’s another some kind of
statement of the year.

I took Catherine that evening to
a country roadside place. A nice
one and she discovered she liked
martinis. And Maine lobster. And
there was so much to talk about
that we didn’t talk about anything,
not anything important, not about
the thousand questions in my head.

We talked some, later in bed.
Having been that day all the way
back into a bathtub with my five-
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year-old girl cousin, thence
through pubescence once more and
then into the breach of 'a now
whose parameters were as yet un-
determined, it was not difficult to
go back fifteen months to one of
the last times I had had much to
say to somebody sharing my, as
they say, bed and board. Then I
had asked my tiny wife what was
wrong with having my own Stone-
henge and that had led to the end
of our attempt to maintain viable
relationship. Now here I was, most
improbably, with Cathy, brought
here via that same Stonehenge I
had discussed with my then wife—
and gone off into the night, in
righteous rage, to order from
Novel Products. I could still hear
the clang of the mail box slot.

I should have said, we talked a
little, later in bed. By the time we
got to talking much we were both
ready for sleep. The whole thing
was a dream anyway, it seemed to
me. It seemed this girl by my side
had been here forever but partly I
knew she was from Out There—
though she couldn’t be more here.
And there were all those questions.

““Catherine,” I said. ‘““Cathy?”

“Yes, Thomas?”’

“You could call me Tom.”

*“I like Thomas.”

“I like Cathy. Is that your real
name or just for—here?”’

We were drinking a nightcap.

“Just for here—but I like it.”
She yawned. ?

“We have three months?”’
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‘“Yes, Thomas.”” She came’
close. She was the girl next door
I"d grown up with.

“Then—you go?”

Cathy didn’t answer. She looked
at me, turned and snuggled her
back into my lap. She said she was
sleepy.

*“All right,” I said. “Harry said
you would tell me lots of things,
bunches of things. Let’s do just
one tonight, all right?”’

“All right.”

“Where?”

“Where what, Thomas?”’

“Tell you one thing—a woman
is a woman no matter where she’s

““Where are you from, Cathy?
You, Harry, the others—where’s
home?”’

““It doesn’t matter,’”’ she said,
stretching.

I got her point but I still wanted
to know.

“Where?”

“What you call—the Pleiades.
The third planet of—Maia.”

““Oh.” Silence for a time.
“That’s good,” I said.

“Why, Thomas?”

“At least it’s in the same gal-
axy.”

“Yes.” She laughed and yawned
again. ‘‘Sleep—it is a gentle
thing—"

“‘Beloved from pole to pole—"’

Eventually we did sleep.

IN THE ordinary way three
months can be a week or a year
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__but this quarter of a year
seemed more like a day or two. 1
met my commitments at the lab as
best I could—which was not as dif-
ficult as might have been since
Cathy had an interest and skills
and understandings and ideas that
made me wonder how much of her
iceberg was showing. She was not
an iceberg but what she showed in
the lab posed a question: how
much of her was beneath the sur-
face? Once, introducing her as a
visiting professor from Prague, I
gave her one of my classes for a
week. She was great. My students
picketed for a return engagement.
I let them have her for one more
week, then told them the professor
had been compelled to return to
Prague. They booed, the unappre-
ciative clods.

We managed to sneak a week at
Martinique but mostly we lived
and worked in Cambridge. Cathy
answered a lot of my questions.
We took care of most of them in
one all-night session—after we had
settled down a bit.

I had intimations of guilt and ir-
responsibility to deal with, so I
went at those first. In or with what
was | cooperating? Were Cathy’s
people goodies or baddies? Cathy
was a goody, all right, but what
were those other eight doing out
there? I’d sprung the catch on what
Pandora’s box? Was this, for ex-
ample, some kind of takeover
thing?”

“No, Thomas. Oh, no.”

“Then what? A missionary bit—
bringing VD and Calvinism to the
noble savage?”

My hackles were up a bit. She
laughed, soothed me in seconds
with consummate skill.

‘““We are not missionaries,
Thomas. And you’re not a savage,
silly.”

“Gee, thanks.”

“Stop it.”

Then she put together a story
for me. Terra was a colony, a col-
ony known to be in some disarray,
a colony that had also gone sour
earlier, millennia ago, gone from
reasonably high estate back to the
Stone Age. I had more or less ex-
pected this but still I was put down
a bit. I had always thought of
Earthmen going out there, doing
the colonizing. So we're a back-
ward colony. All right. Humility is
a thing commendable, yes—but
my supply was precarious.

““Not only—"" Cathy put her
hand on mine—‘‘backward but
wayward,” she said.

That I bought without offense.

That other Stonehenge—on Sal-
isbury Plain—that had been, a
spacegate too? Yes. Cathy didn’t
know the raison d’etre for that
one.

‘““That was long before my
time,” she said. “I’m glad this one
wasn’t.”

HY spacegates? Direct com-
munication between Maia
Gamma and the colonies was pos-
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sible but it took time and was not
easy. Where actual, physical space
travel was not involved—as in the
electromagnetic manipulation of
the vacuum tube or transistor driv-
ing the voice coil in the speaker of
my radio or TV—the problems
were not beyond economic solu-
tion. But space travel itself, the
long jump through the big black at
a distance of (in our case) almost
500 light years, even with space
warps and all, was costly. Hence
the spacegate, hence Stonehenge.
Why swim the Atlantic to say hel-
lo if you can pick up a phone and
talk? I got the message.

“But,” I said. We were sitting
up in bed. She was cuter than any-~
thing. “But the five lintels, the
Novel Products operation, must
have—"

“Cost a lot. Yes. But now the
Stonehenge is working. We can—
though only four times a year—
just walk from home to here.” She
blinked.those lashes at me. ‘““And
you've made it so well it will prob-
ably work for hundreds of years.
So it’s a bargain.”

‘“Cease and desist,”” [ said,
“from frivolity. You don’t need to
wave the lashes. Of course I made
it well. That’s the way I make—"

She pinched me and it took
some time to get back on track—
but I have said this was an all-night
session.

The Out There magazine was a
put-on, a gimmick? Yes. The only
copy in existence, all arranged. So
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I had a collector’s item. Back,
then, to intimations of guilt and
irresponsibility.

*‘So what are those eight doing
out there?”

Not hard to explain, she said.
Life on Maia Gamma had become
dull. No worlds to conquer, no fun
and games, no frontier. They had
come to Terra looking for ideas,
ways to liven things up back home.

““I will be damned,” I said.

“What?”

**‘Advanced mother planet comes
to the boondocks looking for
kicks.”

“Well—yes.”

Simple as that.

“Well, we got lots going on,” |
said. “‘Race riots, Vietnam, fam-
ine, lots of stuff. We could export
some of that.”

“Don’t be angry with me, Tho-
mas Gridley.” She hadn’t called
me that since we met. “It’s not my
fault.” .

I wasn’t angry with Cathy, I
don’t think, but I wasn’t enthralled
by the picture.

‘““Wayward we are,” I said.
“Right. But mama planet is very
advanced indeed and comes here
looking for kicks to brighten the
home scene. While lots of colo-
nials starve, kill each other and all
kinds of other things are fouled
up. So why don’t you spread some
of the advancement around?”

“You are angry,” she said. “I’ll
make us another drink.” She did.
“It’s been tried. We've tried it and
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you’ve tried it. It doesn’t work. It
doesn’t. You know it as well as I.”

“What?”’

“Thomas. Five minutes ago you
didn’t want us being missionaries
to the savages—five minutes ago.
And what did your missionaries
take to—Samoa, say? VD and
Calvinism, as you said.”

Touché, let’s drop it. And I'm
not mad any more.” | showed her
that was so. “So what do you,
those eight, have in mind by way
of kicks?”

“] don’t know—they don’t
know. That’s their problem, not
mine. They're looking around,
trying things, seeing what works.
Grass, Las Vegas, acid, East Vil-
lage, who knows?”’

“‘Mama planet, hlghly advanced,
comes to the boondocks to take
stuff like that back?”

“It does seem silly, I know. But
it’s not my idea and life back
home does seem dull.” She looked
at me thoughtfully. “I’'m glad they
brought me along—to stay with
you. You’re my problem.”

So take me back with you, I
started to say, but [ was a coward.

To continue—Cathy and 1
weren’t bored—right—but not be-
cause of any of the kick-type
things they were looking for to
take home. It was because of us.
We wondered about that.

“I don’t know,” Cathy said,

“maybe it’s because you’re from
one world and I’'m from another.
[ don’t know.”
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We soon got onto other things.

“Why me, then? Why Thomas
Gridley?”

She didn’t know that either.

“‘But it was a good choice, the
right one, wasn’t it? The Stone-
henge is there. You built it. Who
else would have?”

“If the lintels are the only func-
tioning parts of the device—why
the sarsen circle?”

“Window dressing.”

I began to get mad again—un-
til 1 thought of that magnificent
structure standing there on top of
Round Hill. I forgave them the
window dressing.

THE weeks went too fast. Every
time I turned around, Decem-
ber twenty-first was staring over
my shoulder. We were something,
Cathy and I—we deserved to sur-
vive. A few days before rendezvous
we were at Round Hill. There had
been snow and I had put the plow
onto the jeep to keep the road to
Stonehenge open. We had plowed
our way up and back, were having
hot buttered rum in the kitchen.
I've said 1 was a coward and
that is, alas, sometimes the case—
though not always. I had been a
coward in one important aspect
with Cathy, though, and now it
was time to summon up the blood.
The matter had been implicit in
many of our conversations, had
been thrust somewhere into a far
corner of the bed when we slept
together, had hidden behind the
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orange juice at breakfast, behind
the twist of lemon in the martini
at five. In the kitchen at Round
Hill I summoned up the blood.

“Cathy,” I said.

“Yes?”’

I took a deep breath. “‘I've been
thinking about this a long time
and I've been afraid to bring it up.
We’re good for each other, right?””
She nodded. “I'll make it simple.
In a couple of days the spacebus
comes and you go.”” She turned
her head, looked out at the spruces
and the snow. ““Why can’t you
stay, or why can’t I go with you?
We should be together. We haven’t
talked about it but there’s always
been an unspoken implication or
assumption that it’s no go. Why?”

- She turned to look at me, my
Miss Universe from Dubuque.

“I cannot stay, Thomas. Much
as T would want to.”

Damn it to hell. She wanted to
stay and that fractured me on all
fracturable planes.

“Then—"

‘‘Radiation,”” she said and
shrugged. ““Maia and Sol are sim-
ilar suns but not identical. For us,
three months here is about the
limit. I must go back, Thomas.”

*“Then I'll go with you. If you
want me. If our radiation is too
much for you, I ought to be able
to take yours like a breeze.”

*“l want you, Thomas. But it’s
not too much radiation—it’s the
wrong kind. Little differences in
the spectrum. I don’t understand
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it. You couldn’t stay on Maia
either.”

“l could stay three months. Is
your time like ours? Years, life-
time?”

*Close enough,” Cathy said. I
made more hot buttered rum. She
helped me. It was good. ‘‘Yes.
You could come for three months.
Not this time.” My eyebrows shot
up. “It would have to be arranged,
approved. But next time. If you
wanted to. But—"

“‘But what?”

“It would be even more diffi-
cult then than now, wouldn’t it?
And now is bad enough. Un-
less—"

“*Unless what?” 1 asked, not
particularly liking the way my
voice sounded.

Cathy evaded that. We kicked
our hangup around a long time,
through ‘the rum, through dinner
at the nice place by the roadside,
through going to bed under the
electric blanket with a fire in the

_fireplace. We finally got to sleep.

I should have stayed awake. I had
a lousy dream: my feet were in
concrete in some blockhouse while
Cathy, radiant as heaven, got into
a distant elevator and rode up the
side of some gantry, story after
story, toward the passenger mod-
ule of a vehicle that made Saturn
V look like a bottle rocket held by
a kid. The liftoff woke me. Cathy
was still there and [ sought
warmth. But I didn’t go back to
sleep for a long time.
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E WALKED up toward the

edge of the field where the
station wagons would come. I car-
ried Cathy’s bag—she was all
packed and ready to go. When I
walked back down to the house I
would be walking by myself.

The station wagons came about
twenty minutes before sunrise.
They unloaded a wild assortment
of stuff they had to carry through
the wood road to the Stonehenge.
They had been to Vegas, all right.
They had a one-armed bandit in
their gear. But I didn’t pay much
attention to their cargo. I just
stood there on top of the hill with
Cathy.

Numbness has survival value at
times and numb was how 1 felt.
Spacebus due in—I looked at my
watch, not Harry’s computer but
accurate enough—four minutes.
Cathy suddenly gripped my hand,
released it and left my side, spoke
urgently to one of the men for
almost a minute. They had some
kind of argument. Then the man
shrugged, opened one of the bags
at his feet on the snowy ground.
Cathy beckoned to me. I walked
over.

“Take off your coat and jack-
et,” she said. “‘Roll up your sleeve.
Hurry.”

This was a Cathy I hadn’t seen
before.

“What—"

‘“Now.” she said. Tell you, a
woman is a—

The man, whose Terran name

was Fred, deftly wrapped a twen-
tieth-century tourniquet around
my upper arm and with an ump-
teenth-century device withdrew
blood from a handy vein. No nee-
dle—but he got the blood all right.

“The pants down, Thomas,
quickly.”

I have said I was numb and she
beat me to my pants. Fred applied
a different device to my left testis,
then socked both samples into his
case and waited impatiently for the
crystal booth. Doctors are the
same all over too. I hitched up my
trousers.

“Will you kindly tell me—"

“Only one minute left, Thomas.
Don’t count on anything, don’t.
But some genetic codes can be—
modified. Some can’t. Mine can’t,
not for the radiation. There’s a
chance yours can. I didn’t want to
talk about it. It’s a long shot.”

Then the booth was there, Harry
fussing around, making them hur-
ry. The eight shoved their stuff
through the gate and Cathy had to
go.
“I’ll let you know,” she said.

SAID at the beginning of this

histoire 1I'd tell you what | was
going to do. Time now to redeem
that pledge. All right, I'm going
to go, that’s what I’'m going to do.
I’'m wandering around on top of
Round Hill, waiting, and I won’t
be waiting long. Spring equinox,
days and nights equal all over the

(Please turn to page 157)

SECOND-HAND STONEHENGE 29






LARRY EISENBERG

There are those who don’t want

you to know. Read this story—

and you're a potential threat!

Y FIRST week of psychiatric

residency at Piltdown Hos-
pital was relatively uneventful. I
had come there with some trepida-
tion, for Piltdown had won the
reputation hands down of being
the most overcrowded mental in-
stitution in England. But the lib-
eral use of the new tranquilizing
drugs had quieted many of the
most difficult patients and allowed
others to be treated on an outpa-
tient basis.

I had been hired personally by
the director and owner of the hos-
pital, Dr. Czento. My first inter-
view was conducted on a rather
friendly basis and he seemed im-
pressed with my credentials.
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“l am a wealthy man,” he said
at the end of the interview. “I am
without children and near kin. [
have my eye out for someone who
might take over when I retire.”

I smiled at this broad but gra-
cious hint and [ must admit that [
did not take it too seriously. I
picked up my letters of recommen-
dation to return to my carrying
case and accidentally knocked a fat
portfolio off the desk of Dr. Czen-
to. We both leaned forward to re-
trieve it and collided.

“I am sorry,” I muttered, some- _
what embarrassed at my clumsi-
ness. Then | became aware that I
had nicked my forehead on the
corner of a pin in his lapel. It was a



beautifully formed white kid in a
stylized wheat field of bright yel-
low enamel.

“You’'re bleeding,” said Dr.
Czento and despite my protests he
insisted on cleaning the wound and
covering it with a small bandaid.

“What a handsome pin you
have,” 1 said. ““Is it an emblem of
a psychiatric society?”’

Dr. Czento’s face took on an air
of pride.

“Not quite,” he said. *“It’s the
insignia of a fairly distinguished
group, the Tammuz Society. We
dabble in real estate.”

Before I left his office he had
made me a firm offer and I ac-
cepted it. I went back to London
and packed my bags, disposed of
my flat and furniture and drove
out to Piltdown in my battered
Triomphe Six.

It had been agreed that I would
undergo a kind of post-training
analysis at the hands of Dr. Czen-
to. The daily hour spent free-as-
sociating on his worn leather couch
was fruitful but tedious and I
would come away thoroughly ex-
hausted. I liked his sense of humor
and his direct manner, although I
found him sometimes erratic, even
unpredictable. Once I recounted a
hideous dream in which I found
myself in bed with Adolf Hitler.

Dr. Czento tugged at his short
goatee and then muttered quietly,
“Politics makes for strange bed-
fellows.”

He urged me to visit about the
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hospital and become familiar with
each of the patients and I set
about the task quite methodically.
Some were odd, some frightening,
some quite pathetic but Stanley
Pendleton was unique. I had heard
of him long before I visited his
room. He was the eccentric scion
of a middle-class merchant family
prominent in fine leather goods
and claimed fluency in ten lan-
guages, including Sumerian.

Although he wasn’t going to be
my patient, [ planned my visit with
great care. I went to the files to ex-
amine his folder and, to my sur-
prise, it wasn’t there. The office
secretary was no help and I re-
ported the matter to Dr. Czento.

He shook his head and shrugged.

“The clerk misfiled it,”” he said
wryly. “You’ll manage without the
folder.” _

I thought this answer was most
peculiar but I didn’t feel free to say
so. | went directly to the second
floor and knocked at Pendleton’s
door, waiting until the soft spoken,
“Please come in,” floated through
the door.

HEN 1 first entered Pendle-

ton’s room [ was over-
whelmed by the profusion of things
covering the walls and the clutter
of manuscripts and mechanical
objects on, under and around his
bed. Pendleton himself, a red-
haired fellow with freckled com-
plexion, waved me in with good
humor.
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I was quite nervous at first and
pulled my pipe out of my breast
pocket to give play to my hands.
Pendleton smiled and his eyes
moved for just a single moment to
the sign high up on the north wall
which forbade smoking. I stuffed
the pipe back into my pocket. And
then, for the first time, I noticed a
most extraordinary piece of appa-
ratus. In that curiously aware
manner of his, Pendleton followed
my gaze without seeming to.

“It is intriguing, isn’t it?” he
said.

He reached over and disentan-
gled it from the surrounding clut-
ter and handed it to me. [’'m not
much good with mechanical sys-
tems but even I could tell that it
was a fantastically ingenious con-
struction.

“What on earth is it?”

“An orrery,” said Pendleton
proudly. “One that I made myself.
If you turn this handle here, each
of these little fellows—which re-
present different planets—moves
about the sun at the proper relative
speed. The scale of sizes isn’t cor-
rect but the distances and phases of
orbits are. And I've left out the
satellites. Otherwise it’s quite ac-
curate.”

“Beautifully made,” I said. “It
must have taken you months to
do.”

“Two years,” said Pendleton.

I had been counting the little
planetary balls and there were ten.
I wondered if it would be harmful
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to point out this error to Pendle-
ton. And then I decided in the in-
terest of honesty, I ought to.

“You’ve one planet too many,”
I said.

Pendleton’s smile died.

*“So you’ve noticed it, have you?
Our great modern astronomers
have no real notion of the origin of
Ceres and the other two thousand
asteroids between Mars and Jupi-
ter. But I know.”

I became somewhat tense.
Clearly I had uncovered one of
Pendleton’s fixations and I had no
desire at this first visit to push the
matter.

“I’m sure you do,” I said.

Pendleton seemed to grow very
angry with me. His eyes flamed
and the veins of his neck became
distended. ,

“For God’s sake, man,” he
snapped, ‘‘don’t humor me. You
don’t believe a bit of it and you
damned well know it. But I have
unimpeachable sources that give
firm proof of what I’m saying.”

His brow furrowed.

“1 oughtn’t tell you,” he mut-
tered to himself. *‘I’ve tried to tell
Czento and he thinks I’'m delusion-
al and won’t listen. Still, I suppose
one ought not to give up trying
even if it touches on the elements
of my supposed psychosis.”

I assumed my most benign ex-
pression.

“I'll honor
course,” I said.

He took the orrery out of my
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hands and placed it back on the
floor.

“rYWO years ago,” began Pen-

dleton, ““I received an urgent
summons to the oil-soaked king-
dom of Nahrum in the Middle
East. It seemed that the Sheikh of
Nahrum had come upon a clay
tablet in early Sumerian which he
wanted me to decipher and trans-
late. As you may have heard, I
am the world’s foremost expert in
Sumerian.

““I arrived in short order, not an-
ticipating a stay of more than a
few weeks. I was given the most
lavish suite in the Sheikh’s own
palace, was washed and scented by
a bevy of lovely women and
brought to the Throne Room. The
Sheikh himself was a small man
with intense black eyes and a large
curved nose that was the pride of
his people. He told me that he was
the direct descendant of Tammuz
and related the prehistory of his
peoples. It was clear that he took
great delight in the milennia-old
culture of Nahrum.”

“Did you say Tammuz?’ 1
asked.

He seemed annoyed at the inter-
ruption.

““An ancient divinity of the re-
gion,” he said.

I decided not to pursue the
point.

“After a while,” Pendleton re-
sumed his account, ‘“‘the Sheikh
got down to business. ‘One of my

34

people, a shepherd by trade,” said
the Sheikh, ‘came across the cave
in the mountains to the north of
Wadi-El-Zur. As you know, our
climate is extremely dry and acts
as an excellent preservative.’

*“‘Sounds a good deal like the
discovery of the Dead Sea Scrolls,’
[ said warily.

*“ “That may be,’ said the Sheikh
quietly. ‘But I have reason to be-
lieve that this tablet antedates the

‘Scrolls by a thousand years.’

“I was skeptical, of course. And
yet these words fired my imagina-
tion. The Sheikh clapped his hands
and a large glass case was brought
in by four servants who staggered
under the load. At once my heart
began to pound like a triphammer.
The tablet was made of an unusual
clay—like nothing I had seen be-
fore. But most exciting were the
blocks of cuneiform letters. If the
writing was Sumerian—it was a
variety unknown to the world.

* ‘What do you think of my tab-
let?” asked the Sheikh, pleased at
my reaction.

*“*“It’s fascinating. But I have to
examine it more closely before I
can make accurate comments.’

* ‘Certainly,” said the Sheikh.
‘For the time being, the tablet is
yours. I will be forced, of course,
to post additional guards about
your person but only as a precau-
tion against the accidental loss of
the tablet.’

‘I shan’t be offended,’ I said.

“The Sheikh ran his fingers
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through his thick black beard.

““If you can correctly translate
the contents of this tablet,” he said,
‘I am prepared to pay you the sum
of five thousand British pounds.’

“It was a princely offer and I
was taken aback but I made no
comment. | took the tablet to my
room and set about translating it.
With all due modesty I must ad-
mit that the language itself was the
least of my troubles. It seemed at
first to be a precursor of one of
-the five known Sumerian dialects,
although [ now think it was not.
Within four or five weeks I had
worked it out almost in its entire-
ty. But interpreting the contents
was most baffling.

“At first it seemed that I had a
scientific treatise on my hands, one
concerned with astronomical mat-
ters of extraordinary sophistica-
tion. Atthough I knew the basic
sciences, | was badly equipped for
this material. I began painstaking-
ly to work through the transla-
tion—believe me, I had the devil’s
own job working on the physics.

*“I spent most of each evening
and part of the night translating.
In five months’ time the work was
complete and 1 read my transla-
tion to the Sheikh. He seemed ah-
noyed and downright skeptical of
what I told him. There were refer-
ences to the astronomical observa-
tory of Bahkrar, the legendary
capital of Nahrum, which is now
just a dirty pastoral village. Ap-
parently the most careful and de-
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tailed astronomical observations
were carried out there—all, of
course, with the naked eye.

*“l notice,”” said Pendleton,
“that you’re fighting to suppress
a look of disbelief and I really
don’t blame you. It does sound
like a made-up tale. But now
comes the really startling part. It
seems that the astronomers made
their observations roughly one
thousand years before the birth of
Christ. They were terribly con-
cerned because of perturbations
taking place in the planetary or-
bits, not to mention those of the
moon. There were also violent tid-
al fluctuations that could not be
explained. And yet, coincident with
these strange effects, it was noticed
that the fifth planet had begun to
dim, as if it were growing smaller
with time.

“There were also references to
the Lord of Life and Death and his
dominion over all the heavens.
The Sheikh seemed to grow in-
creasingly annoyed with me and
then, to my intense surprise, he
had a second tablet brought out.
The Sumerian was the same but
the clay seemed less ancient. |
studied this new material and
found that the style had changed.
There was a description of how
the fifth planet was being removed
from the skies and replaced with
an enormously dense spheroid of
the proper mass, orbital velocity,
angular momentum and other
physical properties.”
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At this point Pendleton suddenly
broke off his narration.

“What happened next?”’ I asked
encouragingly.

ENDLETON shrugged. It

doesn’t matter. I had some dif-
ficulty with the next sections and
the Sheikh flew into a rage. His
dark skin turned white as the sands
surrounding his palace. He mut-
tered something about Tammuz,
then jumped to his feet and
shouted that I was an idiot, incom-
petent at translating Sumerian and
that he would not give me a single
penny, let alone my promised five
thousand pounds.”

“Normally I'm the mildest of
men,” said Pendleton. *“‘But this in-
sulting, callous behavior inflamed
me. | struck the Sheikh right
across his enormous nose, break-
ing it and staining his ceremonial
robes with wine-dark blood. It was
lese-majesté’and | knew that I was
in the soup as soon as 1'd done the
deed. I was in danger of execu-
tion— perhaps with luck, a long
prison term. Fortunately the For-
eign Service intervened. The Brit-
ish government took me into cus-
tody after persuasion convinced
the Sheikh that I should be trans-
ferred to Piltdown Hospital.™”

““But why Piltdown? Why a
mental hospital?”

Pendleton smiled soberly.

“There was no other course, |
was told. The Sheikh couldn’t tol-
erate being struck without severe
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reprisal unless I was legally insane.
Ergo, 1 was forced to accept the
fiction of insanity. I was devilishly
unhappy at first and kicked up
quite a row. But ['ve been treated
with a fair degree of freedom here
and promised that I'd be released
in two years. March thirtieth of
the coming year is my departure
date.”

I must admit that the entire nar-
rative had been delivered with such
plausibility that almost anyone
could have been taken in. I say al-
most because one of the cardinal
phenomena in paranoia is the air
of complete truth that often sur-
rounds the tale. Nevertheless 1 felt
impelled to ask one more ques-
tion.

“Did you suggest any sort of
explanation of who or what might
be removing the fifth planet to the
Sheikh?” - )

For the first time that afternoon
Pendleton fell silent. He sat there
quietly, the criss-crossed shadows
of the window blinds slanting
across his chest. For a long time
he seemed uncertain of what to
say.

1 did offer a theory,” said Pen-
dleton at last. ‘**And since that
time I've read and observed care-
fully right here at the hospital—
and I'm fully convinced that my
earlier conjectures were correct.
But I'm afraid of antagonizing
them again. Who knows what they
would do to me?”

They?
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A shiver of realization coursed
up my spine, a sensation I had ex-
perienced before only during my
childhood. The thread had begun
to unravel as, in fact, it always
does in situations of this sort.

‘““Come on,” I said firmly.
“Whom are you talking about?
Surely you're perfectly safe here
at Piltdown?”

“Am [?”” He smoothed the folds
in his checkered robe. “At any
rate, I’ve nothing more to say.”

It was clear that the dialogue
was over and although I had an-
other question or two to ask, I
withdrew. I was in a state of high
excitement, almost turmoil. I went
at once to Dr. Czento’s office to
see if we might discuss the Pendle-
ton story. I was elated to find that
he was available to me.

As | detailed my visit to Pendle-
ton and the story of the two tab-
lets, Dr. Czento’s lips twitched al-
most as though he were on the
verge of a smile. And yet, para-
doxically, I sensed a fierce inner
tension within him. Then I noticed
that he was not wearing his Tam-
muz pin.

“Perhaps I ought to write out
my evaluation of the visit with
Pendleton,” 1 said, ‘“‘so that you
canread it at your leisure.”

*‘No,” said Dr. Czento firmly.
*1 do not wish a written report.”

“Pendleton says that he’s to be
released on March thirtieth,
next.”

Dr. Czento shook his head.
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*“I have talked to Pendleton
many times. He is severely para-
noid, delusional. In short he’s as
mad as they come with a severe
and unpredictable temper. Perhaps
he will be released. His family is
wealthy, influential. If they insist
on getting him released on their
own responsibility there’s nothing
[cando.”

“I suppose not,” I said.

I realized from the way Dr.
Czento bent over his papers that
he wanted me to leave.

SOUGHT out other patients

during the days that followed,
But I couldn’t fully concentrate on
what I was doing. Mr. Turner, an
elderly, senile country squire with
a bulbous nose and pronounced
anti-Semitic tendencies loved to
browse through.the psychiatric lit-
erature. He gave me a nasty turn
one day when he suggested that
Jews were prone to hebephrenia. |
was able to weather that remark
but I still couldn’t get my mind off
Pendleton and his orrery.

Our library was rich in popular
scientific works and I selected one
on modern astronomy. The chap-
ter on the origin of the solar sys-
tem was amusing because I noted
that many authorities conjectured
that Ceres and her sister asteroids
were fragments of what had once

_been a fifth planet. How simple if

that were the basis of Pendleton’s
obsession. Later, during my morn-
ing sessions with Dr. Czento, I
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found myself alluding now and
then to the orrery.

Dr. Czento, to my surprise, was
suddenly hard put to throttle his
anger.

“I must say,” he began testily,
“that you are showing an obsessive
interest in this case. I suggest that
you drop it at once. I believe that
in some subtle way, you are actu-
ally using it as a form of uncon-
scious resistance to me by identify-
ing yourself with this patient.”

And I was shocked at how near-
ly right he was. But what in Dr.
Czento was I resisting?

URING the following week

Dr. Czento was in London,
attending an International Psychi-
atric Congress and it occurred to
me that perhaps the time was ripe
to end my preoccupation with Pen-
dleton. If only I could pursue my
questioning a bit further. I tussled
a while with the ethics of the mat-
ter. And then I decided to hell with
them.

I found Pendleton in his room,
the clutter considerably reduced.

“I’'m getting ready to leave, you
see,”” he told me, his face aglow
with pleasure.

“I’'m very happy for you,” I said
soberly. “I haven’t forgotten our
conversation and I wish you had
completed your story for me.”

“But I did,” said Pendleton war-
ily.
‘““Not really. You never did tell
me how your fifth planet came to
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be in its current fragmented state.”

Pendleton looked at me directly
as though he wanted to peer into
and beyond my eyes.

“Can I really trust you?”

I exploded.

*“Good God—if you can’t trust
a British psychiatrist, whom can
you trust?”

He smiled wryly.

I wish you were right,” he said.
*“The fact is, I'm willing to tell
you. But I’'m afraid it might do
you more harm than good.”

“I’ll chance it.”

He shrugged.

“I believe that whoever was re-
moving the fifth planet bungled the
job. The result was the fragmen-
ting we now see in the heavens. I
daresay there were other terrible
effects here on Earth—earth-
quakes, perhaps a flood.”

“Why were you afraid to tell me
this?”

He bent over and picked up his
orrery, cranking its handle and
sending the ten little balls about
his model sun.

_“‘There are those who don’t
want you to know,” he said. “And
now, whether you like it or not,
you’re no longer a spectator.
You’re a potential threat. I don’t
know why. I can’t really tell you
what it’s all about. But if in a tiny
recess of your mind you believe
my story—take care.”

It was finally clear to me that |
had really played the fool. Per-
haps, as Dr. Czento had suggested,
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my involvement was psychiatric
defiance. The story was bizarre but
classical in its veiled hints of vil-
lains and threats. I blushed for
shame, just thinking about my
gullibility.

N DR. CZENTO'’S return a
W Fgala modern art festival was
held at Piltdown. Many unusual
paintings and bizarre sculptures,
some fashioned by patients, were
exhibited. Dr. Czento, who person-
ally supervised the entire affair,
had an artist flown in from Paris.
He created the most amazing
painting by firing real bullets into
bladders of paint that were sus-
pended over a canvas. The piece de
résistance was a wonderful ma-
chine, aglitter with shining gears
and motor-driven axe blades,
which was set into motion by push-
ing a button and thereupon pro-
ceeded to demolish itself in a
grinding clatter of metal in the
acrid smoke of short-circuited
wires. Dr. Czento clapped his
hands with delight. I looked about
for Pendleton but, reclusive as
ever, he hadn’t even bothered to
come to the show.

The following day Péendleton
was found dead in his room. There
was no sign of violence and, in-
deed, it seemed to be a clear case
heart failure. Dr. Czento himself
signed the papers certifying cause
of death. Pendleton’s father came
out to get the body. He was a tall,
lean man, looking a good deal like
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his son. His eyes were swollen
when he stopped by to see me.

““My son wrote about you. He
thought you were a good sort. He
wanted you to have this if anything
happened to him.”

He thrust the orrery into my
hands. I was at a loss for some-
thing appropriate to say.

“I liked your son,”
managed. '

‘““He was a good lad,” said Mr.
Pendleton. “We were planning on
taking him home shortly. How
long it would last we couldn’t tell.
As you probably know, he has
been in mental institutions many
times before.”

“Yes, I know,” I lied.

But I hadn’t known and I won-
dered why Dr. Czento hadn’t told
me.

Dr. Czento accompanied Mr.
Pendleton to the railroad station.
I walked about the grounds, carry-
ing the orrery with me but unable
to look at it. Then, on some mad
whim, I decided to°get my hands
on Pendleton’s file. I went to Dr.
Czento’s secretary and told her
that, before leaving for the station,
he had asked me to look at Pendle-
ton’s case history.

She seemed genuinely preplexed.

“But I don’t know where that
file is,” she said. “I believe that
Dr. Czento keeps it locked up in
his office. You'll simply have to
wait until he returns.”

I couldn’t. At lunch time, when
she had left the office, I opened
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Dr. Czento’s door with a flat plas-
tic pocket calendar. The drawn
blinds and the musty odor of stale
cigar smoke lent a rather other-
worldly character to the room but
I shook off my apprehensions and
went poking about. The door lock
had been simple but the desk
drawers were beyond my amateur
burglar skills. There was an ele-
gant walnut cabinet between the
picture windows. I walked over to
it and, without much hope, slipped
my calendar between the doors.
There was a faint click and the
doors fell open. But all I saw was
an exquisite set of wine glasses and
a decanter three quarters full with
what looked and smelled like
tawny port. I had lifted the stopper
and the bouquet made my mouth
water. As | started to replace the
stopper I thought I heard a noise
outside the office and the decanter
shot out of my agitated hands,
falling to the carpet. My luck was
mixed. The decanter was unbroken
but the carpet was stained and all
of the port was gone. I went to the
door and peered out but saw no
one. I hastily went to Dr. Czento’s
desk, gathered up facial tissues
and sponged up as much of the
mess as I could.

What followed had nightmarish
aspects. I knew that within mo-
ments either Dr. Czento or his sec-
retary might return. I ran to my
room, dug out my own prize bot-
tle of tawny port and raced back
to Dr. Czento’s office. I poured
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the port back into the decanter up
to what seemed the right level,
moved a waste basket over the
sticky residue on the carpet, closed
the cabinet and just avoided run-
ning into the secretary.

THE afternoon went badly. I
could focus on nothing. I had
botched things in the most clumsy
manner and had still learned noth-
ing about Pendleton’s background.

The next morning I tried to get
out of my analytic session but Dr.
Czento would have none of it. I
lay uncomfortably on the didactic
couch, unable to say a word. After
several moments Dr. Czento spoke
to me.

“Are you still thinking of Pen-
dleton?” he asked softly.

“I am,” I admitted and then ev-
erything burst out of me.

I told him of my last meeting
with Pendleton, the remarks of
Pendleton’s father and the suspi-
cions that had been aroused in my
mind by Pendleton’s death. But 1
couldn’t bring myself to tell him
how I had searched his office.

Dr. Czento sighed. He got up
and walked to one of his windows
and looked out through a small
opening in the blinds. Then he
turned around and looked at me.

““Get up off the couch,” he said.
“No more therapy today.”

“I’'m concerned about you,” he
said as I came forward to take a
seat beside his desk. ‘“‘I’ve begun to
think of you as my eventual suc-
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cessor. Your flair for this field is
undeniable. But you’ve become
obsessive about poor Pendleton.”

“His death shocked me terri-
bly,” I said. “‘Besides, there was a
persuasive quality to his delu-
sions.”

‘““Nonsense,” said Dr. Czento.
“Pendleton was as psychotic as
they come. His father told you
how often he has been in hospitals.
Besides, you've only to look at his
files.”

He reached down and unlocked
one of his desk drawers, withdraw-
ing a folder. He selected a sheaf of
documents and pushed them to-
ward me. I went through each one
carefully.

“You see what his previous
medical history was?” said Dr.
Czento. ‘“He was constantly in and
out of psychotic episodes. He had
two years at Roundtree, three at
Five Crossings and so on.”

“Yes,” I said. ““It’s all here. But
might I look at the rest of his fold-
er?”

*You still have doubts?”

Dr. Czento sighed and passed
the folder to me. Then he stood
up, walked to his cabinet and in-
serted a small silver key in the
lock. I was terrified that he would
discover what had happened but he
didn’t appear to notice the faint
dark patch on the rug. When the
doors swung open he removed the
decanter and two glasses.

“Come, have some of my port,”
he said and it was clear that he
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earnestly wanted my friendship. I
reached forward and took the glass
of golden wine. It went down like
the delight I knew it was.

“Marvelous stuff, isn’t it?” said
Dr. Czento. As yet he hadn’t
sipped from his own glass and I
held my breath. “Go ahead,” he
said. “Read the rest of Pendleton’s
folder.”

He refilled my glass. I drank
and read on through the numer-
ous sheets. One was an official
piece of stationery of the Kingdom
of Nahrum. Dr. Czento saw me
stiffen.

“There’s no contradiction,” he
said, “in noting that a man was
mad and still agreeing that he
might stumble on a kernel of
truth.”

He withdrew his wallet and care-
fully fished out the enameled pin
with the white kid..

“You asked me once about the
Tammuz Society,” he said. “Do
you know anything about it?”

“I don’t know about the socie-
ty,” I said. *“‘But I have read about
Tammuz. He was a Sumerian god
of agriculture and flocks, wasn’t
he?”

Dr. Czento chuckled.

“You might put it that way. |
tend to see him as the first divinity
of real estate.”

I read on in the folder. There
was a detailed official account of
Pendleton’s visit to Nahrum.

“Then Pendleton did do a trans-
lation for the Sheikh,” I muttered.
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“After a fashion,” said Dr.
Czento. “‘Pendleton was not really
an expert in Sumerian. He was
rather spotty in his knowledge de-
spite his pretense to the contrary.
Only his father’s intervention kept
him in Eton. I grant you, the
Sheikh did lie to him. He knew
what was on the first tablet and
was only testing Pendleton’s skill
at translating Sumerian. When
Pendleton botched the job he be-
came justifiably outraged. Being
unstable, Pendleton did hit the
Shiekh and break his royal nose.”

R. CZENTO took out one of

his elegant, slim Havana ci-
gars and cut away the tip. He lit
up and sent clouds of aromatic
smoke in my direction.

“The Sheikh,” he said, “con-
siders himself an actual descendant
of the god Tammuz and the first
tablet contains his title to all of the
heavenly bodies as well as the ac-
count Pendleton mentioned. The
second tablet told how the fifth
planet was accidentally destroyed
by extraterrestrial bunglers.”

“What a lot of nonsense,”’ I said.

Dr. Czento’s smile died away.

“Not at all,” he said. “At the
end of the second tablet was a
statement giving permission to this
same extraterrestrial group, the
Sentients, to dismantle Mars. The
agreement is made with the Tam-
muz Society of which the Sheikh
is a director. But he violated his
trust, just to find out whether he
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was getting his proper share of the

. gold.”

“Gold?” v

*‘Mars is rich in gold,” said Dr.
Czento. “The metal itself is not
useful and any advanced society
would much rather have the radio-
active ores in which it abounds. If
those who hold title to Mars al-
low a second party to remove said
ores, provided they deliver the gold
as payment, who could blame
them?”

“Ridiculous,” I said. “How
could men claim to own a planet?”

“Is it less ridiculous for men to
claim ownership of a mountain?”’
said Dr. Czento.

I shook my head.
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