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In this issve . . .

This month Damon Knight, F&SF’s sometimes kindly, sometimes
caustic book reviewer, takes a backward look at the 1959 crop
of science fiction and fantasy in book form . . . and also offers a
list of his ten favorite science fiction books of the last ten years.
There have been many fine things in the 1950’s, despite the slump
which hit the field in the last few years, and Mr. Knight also looks
forward to the good things to come. As a footnote to this month’s
column, Mr. Knight offers the following comment, with which we
wholeheartedly concur:

“At the beginning of every decade since the founding of Amaz-
ing Stories in 1926, there has been a boom in science fiction. In
the latter half of every decade, there has been a slump. In spite of
many cries of alarm (‘Do you realize there are only nine magazines
on the stands?’ said a lady to me, forgetting the golden age when
there were only three), I believe our recent slump was healthful
and necessary, and that we are already in the beginning of the
1960 boom. Good reading!”

The story by Kurt Kusenberg on page 48 originally appeared
in The Atlantic Monthly—specifically, in the supplement on Ger-
many provided by Intercultural Publications Inc., an organization
established in 1952 through a grant made by the Ford Foundation
under its program in support of world peace through international
understanding. Through its series of soft-cover anthologies of the
contemporary art and thought of countries throughout the world —
all of them first brought out as supplements to The Atlantic Month-
ly—Intercultural has sought to promote two-way cultural ex-
change, and a very good job it has done.

Coming next month . . .

“The Oldest Soldier,” a short novelet by Fritz Leiber which was
tentatively planned for this issue, will definitely appear in the
next. Among other offerings there will be a strong new novelet by
Philip Jose Farmer concerning a man, and others, on Mars . . .
an eerie little tale by Rex Lardner . . . and further adventures
of the ruum, by Arthur Porges.









CRAZY MARO

beat he seemed to hear from
within, He came out of it frown-
ing.

“You a cop?”

“No,” I said. “I'm a lawyer.” I
fished a card out of my vest pocket
and handed it to him. “As you
see, it says Eugene—"

“I can read,” he snapped. He
studied the card and read the
words slowly. “Eugene H. Denis
. . . attorney-atlaw . . .” He
studied me and then put the card
in his pocket. “It says you're a
lawyer. So what do you want with
me?”"

“Well, er . . . if you would
come to my office we could talk
privately.”

“We can talk right here.”

He was touchy and I had to be
careful. “Well, if you prefer. My
clients have heard about you.
They know about your—er—
special talents, and they’ve author-
ized me to contact you about an
important position. The only
thing is that I'm not permitted to
divulge—I mean tell you—the
details unless you agree to go. You
would be getting out of this neigh-
borhood permanently, and—"

He was watching me curiously,
and then before I knew what was
happening, he grabbed my arm. I
tried to pull away. “What are you
doing? What's the matter?”

He laughed and slapped his

thigh with his big hand. “You're
scared to death of me. You're
afraid I'm gonna hurt you.” There
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was meanness in his eyes sud-
denly. “Well, I am. I'm going to
knock your teeth down your
throat.”

Somehow I knew he was going
to do it. “Why?” I said, still trying
to get free of him. “I'm not trying
to fool you. This is a great oppor-
tunity. You can trust me—"

His long left hand snapped out
before I could avoid it and caught
me on the mouth. Then a knee
came up and hit my groin. I
doubled forward and fell to the
sidewalk. “What—what’s the mat-
ter with you?” I choked, trying to
catch my breath. “You nuts? I've
come to help you.”

He stood over me and watched
me. And then he gagged and
made a sour face as if he tasted
and felt the blood that trickled
from the corner of my mouth.

“Salty-sick,” he sputtered.
“Stop grinding on my teeth.”

“Don’t hit me,” I begged him.
“I'm your friend.” I was afraid of
the fury in his rolling eyes, and
yet I was afraid I'd lose him.

“Friend, hell!”” He kicked my
side. “You smell scared of me.
You don’t trust me, and you don’t
like me, and it smells like a file
grinding on my teeth.”

“I'm not scared of you, Maro.”
I tried to control my agony. “I
like you. I came here looking for
you. They need you, and you need
them—"

Another kick.

“Don’t lie. You're scared of me.
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it'’s not only for the money—so
you'll have to prove yourself to
me first. That’s the only way it
can be.”

I sat there and looked at him
as he examined my apartment.
“Quite a place you've got here.
Must cost a fortune.” He sniffed
and cocked his head to listen.
“No women up here, huh? You're
not married either.”

I sighed. “I almost was—about
twenty years ago—when I was
twenty-three. We broke up a week
before the wedding.”

“You figured she was after your
family’s dough?”

“No. She had wealth of her
own—a rich old Connecticut
family. But I didn’t believe she
really loved me. Down deep I was
sure that she was seeing other
men. She broke it off when she
discovered I was spying on her.
Just as well —it would never have
worked out. I guess I'm just the
bachelor type.”

He stood there and studied me
for a long time. “Well, Mr. Denis.
I'm sorry about all that. But as far
as I'm concerned, what I said still
goes. I guess it's about time in
your life you really trusted some-
body. And it might as well be me.”

It was dawn when he left, and
I sat staring at the walls for a long
time. The more I thought about it
the lousier I felt. How did I go
about trusting completely a kid
like that—me? It was such a crazy
thing to think about that it took
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three shots of bourbon before I
could tel] myself in the mirror:

“You've got to show him that
you trust him. You've got to really
trust him. You've got to put your
life into “his hands.”

That required another drink,
and another, and the mirror
started talking back to me . . .

The dreams I had were messes,
of course. Variations of putting my
life into Maro’s hands, and each
time backing out before the real
test came. Finally, when they
started setting fire to the half-mil-
lion dollars, I found the courage.
I handed him a cutlass and put
my head on the chopping block.
And the louse chopped it off.
Only the face changed at the end
of the dream. It wasn’t Maro; it
was my father.

It was a vivid session. I awoke
at noon with a hangover—a very
wobbly head—and I sat at the
edge of the bed for a long time-
feeling sorry for myself and curs-
ing myself for not being able to
trust people. But this was getting
me nowhere. I had to trust Maro,
and if I wanted to be young
enough to enjoy the money, I had
to be damned quick about it.

The first step in the process of
getting to trust him, I decided,
was to get to know him as com-
pletely as possible. The names of
the three people who knew him
best came to me clearly: Dr.
Landmeer, Reverend Tyler, and a
girl by the name of Delia.















CRAZY MARO

eyes opened wide and she laughed.
“Oh, my. I thought you knew
what he was really like, the way
you talked. Why he’s the most
peaceful, most gentle soul on this
earth. He wouldn’t harm a living
thing.”

This description didn’t come
any closer to the Maro I knew. It
didn’t fit the picture of the boy
who had smashed a fist into my
face and kicked me in the ribs the
first time we’d met. I began to feel
more and more like a fool. Each
time I reached out to grab his
image, it slipped away from me
like a cake of wet soap. She didn’t
know him either.

In fact, none of the people who
were close to him really knew him.
He had kept from each of them
his multi-sensory perception, and
I began to suspect he had carefully
shielded those qualities of his char-
acter which disagreed with their
different pictures of him.

“. . . He’s a helpless child.”
she was saying. “I have to protect
him from himself. He'd let people
walk all over him and take advan-
tage of his good nature if I didn’t
scold him for it all the time. Last
week he gave a stranger his last
dollar. Can you imagine that? A
perfect stranger. Maro needs me
to take care of him and look after
him. But he’s getting better. I've
convinced him to keep away from
bad company . . . other boys in-
fluencing him to do bad things.
He’s such a trusting fool.”
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She grabbed my sleeve. “Not
that I mind, really. He could be-
come something special with the
right kind of woman giving him
the right kind of love. And he’s
changing. He’s getting common
sense. And if there’s one thing in
this world that a man needs it’s
common sense. I don’'t know
what kind of a job it is you've got
for him, but you could trust that
boy with anything.” She laughed
wearily. “Mr. Denis, that boy
doesn’t know enough about life to
be dishonest. No one ever told
him the truth about Santa Claus.”

Listening to Delia talk, as I
saw our reflection in the clouded
mirror over her dressing table, I
became aware of the secret of
Maro. Everything fell into place.
Maro, with his unusual ability to
perceive, could detect a person’s
feelings and know instantly what
that person thought of him. He
simply reflected the kind of char-

-acter that person thought him to

be. Protective coloration.

Maro was a mirror.

To Dr. Landmeer, he was a
neurotic, not to be trusted because
that was what the doctor believed
him to be; and as the doctor
thought he was curing Maro, Maro
was getting well. To Reverend
Tyler, Maro had been a lost soul;
and as the reverend believed he
was saving Maro, Maro was be-
coming religious. To Delia, who
saw in Maro a simple youth need-
ing her care and protection, Maro
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was childlike; and as she saw her-
self strengthening him against the
world, Maro was growing up.
Maro was all of these things,
and none of them. He gave to each
person that part of him that was
needed. To me he had been a
wild, strange, violent creature,
and so he was wild, strange and
violent. I didn’t trust him, and he
reflected that. Now I feared that
he was capable of murdering me.

And so . . .

All the way back to my apart-
ment, I pondered over what I'd
learned. Whether or not Maro’s
strange talents had been created
in the upheaval of genetic muta-
tion, there was little doubt in my
mind that the unusual events of
his infancy had contributed to the
development of his shifting senses.
For just that reason he was impor-
tant to them—he was an accident
of heredity compounded by a spe-
cial hostile environment, a com-
bination that might never happen
again. They needed him, and so
he had to go. It was up to me to
arrange it.

It was a strange cycle I found
here. Maro could be trusted . . .
I could have complete faith in
him . . . if 1 honestly believed
I could. And I could not pretend
to believe. He would know pre-
tense, and that would be fatal. I
had to put my life into his hands
.. . or else forget about the
whole thing,
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Maro was the mirror. I was the
one who had to change.

He was, as I had expected,
waiting for me in my apartment.
He was smoking my cigarettes
and drinking my whiskey, his feet
propped up on the coffee table, a
clear reflection of the cocky youth
I'had judged him to be.

I stood there quietly looking at
him, not thinking, just letting my-
self relax and be open in his pres-
ence. Knowing what he was really
like, I was no longer afraid of him,
and he sensed it.

He laughed. Then, seeing the
look on my face, he put down the
cigarette and stood up frowning.
“Hey,” he said, “what gives?” He
sniffed the air and rubbed it be-
tween his fingers. His eyes rolled
up and closed and he swayed back
and forth as he had done the first
time I saw him.

“You've changed,” he whis-
pered. There was awe in his voice.
“Your breathing—it’s like cold
water right down to the bottom,
and you smell smooth and clear
like glass.” He was confused. “I've
never seen anyone change like
that before.” His expression shifted
from bitterness to scorn to fear to
anger to amusement to pleading to
childlike simplicity and then, fi-
nally, went blank. It was as if he
were trying on all the masks in his
repertory, shifting back and forth
to find out what it was I expected
of him, trying to find out what I
believed he was like, which of the





















THE HAIRY THUNDERER

. Seeing that, Lone Arrow refused
Hairy Thunderer’s gifts of meat.
He was almost the only man who
refused. He hunted for himself.

When the corn was ripe, the
women ground it. Hairy Thunder-
er mixed the ground corn with wa-
ter in pots and left it until it
made a smell of soaked corn.
Then, from his thing that rolled
on shields, he took a big pot with
a lean, winding neck like a snake.
He cooked the soaked corn in it,
and the long snake neck dripped
fire-drink. Hairy Thunderer in-
vited Tall Elk and the others to a
second feast. They drank untl
their hearts were good, then they
slept and dreamed.

Next day, when Tall Elk asked
for fire-drink, Hairy Thunder-
er said: “We will trade. Bring furs
and skins and whatever you have.”

That began the worst time Tall
Elk's band had ever known.

The men found that their throats

burned and their bellies ached for
fire-drink. As they wanted more,
Hairy Thunderer asked more in
trade. When snow came, he said:
“I do not like to hunt in the cold.
Kill deer and buffalo for me if you
want fire-drink.”
. The men hunted, and the best
meat went to Hairy Thunderer.
Men gave their best robes and
weapons for fire-drink, but they
could not get enough. People went
hungry because the hunters were
thirsty.

The snow-time grew long, and
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game was scarce. Women asked
for the corn they had hoed and
ground, and Hairy Thunderer said
it had all been made into fire-
drink. Tall Elk thought the band
should go to a better hunting
ground; but Hairy Thunderer’s
lodge could not be moved, and
because he had the fire-drink, Tall
Elk and the men stayed where he
stayed.

They killed deer and buffalo on
days far apart. They hunted far
for rabbits and grouse. Hairy
Thunderer got the largest share of
that little meat, and the skins and
furs, too. People were cold and
they did not know when they
could eat.

Tall Elk was not wise now.
People asked him what to do, but
he could not tell them. Much of
the time he slept from the fire-
drink, dreaming dreams and wak-
ing to ask for more. Hunger and
cold made sickness. Two old wom-
en and one old man and five chil-

dren died.

Seeing these bad things, Lone
Arrow walked in the cold evening
to where Hairy Thunderer sat in
front of his lodge, wrapped in
some of the warm skins that had
been given him.

“Hai-hal” Hairy Thunderer
greeted him. “Have you come to
trade for fire-drink?”

“That fire-drink is a sxckness,
said Lone Arrow. “I know your
heart. You give the fire-drink to
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contributions to the lab’s program
but in time it was decided that
he'd burned himself out. They
kicked him upstairs. Even though
no longer useful in research, he
proved an able administrator. His
coordination isn’t what it used to
be. Getting old and all that.
Sometimes he absently starts scrib-
bling with the wrong hand. He

wonders if the mirror incident had

N
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anything to do with it. But by
now he isn't sure whether he
dreamed it or maybe read it some-
where.

He keeps a large can of oil
aboard the sloop and when he’s
far to sea, beyond the reach of
Security, he takes off his arms and
legs to oil them. He doesn’t think
it odd, but he’s afraid Security
might.

-Through Time And Space With Ferdinand Feghoot: XXV

IN 3270, FERDINAND FEGHOOT’S STAR-DRIVE broke down while
he and a person named Lodowick Goor were serving as Couriers for
the Greater Galactic Th’lgian Empire. With the ship helplessly
drifting, he struggled to make the repairs. In three weeks the food
was exhausted, and they faced seemingly certain starvation. Soon
the unhappy Goor was eyeing the diplomatic pouch hungrily.

Th'lgian tradition demanded that all official despatches be writ-
ten on xx’tti, which when boiled tastes simply delicious to all known
life-forms. Terrans, however, were so vulnerable to alien diseases
that even out in deep space they were forbidden to eat any foods
not grown on Earth. Violators were stripped of their citizenship
and perpetually exiled from their native planet. That was why the
Th’'lgi trusted Earthmen as Imperial Couriers.

Goor had, of course, been solemnly warned—but hunger was
too much for the man. On the fifth day, while Feghoot was working,
he sneaked the despatches into the galley, boiled them, and de-

voured them greedily.

Feghoot, returning after having repaired the drive, saw at
once what had happened. He stared at his shipmate in pity and
horror. “Goor!” he cried out. “Do you know what you've done? You
have sold your Earthright for a pot of message!”

—GRENDEL BRIARTON
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Grampa just set. Ma went out to
study' him. “You all right?”

“Why wouldn’t I be?’ says
Grampa. “Never sick a day in my
life. Could lick my weight in wild-
cats, excepting I'm that ornery I'd
more likely let ’em live and grieve.
Where’s my supper?”

Ma was young then as well as
handsome. I was surveying the
scene through the window because
I smelt the unusual. I saw the
handsome in Ma pepper up to a
sort of glow—after an average
fourteen-hour day Ma might have
been a mite tired herself. She sof-
tened, though. She always did. “Is
it your eyes gone back on you,
Grampa, account of all that read-
ing you've been doing? Why'n't
you say so?”

“Judy, girl—" Ma’s given name
was Lyle, but Grampa made no
never-minds about that, and would
call her Judy, or Millicent, or
Beulah, all good family names he'd
known at one time or another—
“Judy, long’s you got nothing bet-
ter to do than stand there, will you
enlighten me why the good Lord
made women with arguing organs?
When’s there been anything wrong
with my eyes? Ain't | setting here
on the same porch I built in 1913
with underpinnings of hornbeam,
and got Mount Mansfield before
my eyes plain as you be, which I
don’t mean that the way it sounds,
for you're a good-looking heifer and
no mistake, not to mention two-
thirds of Lamoille County and all
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of it pretty as a picture? Eyes! I'm
partial to having supper on time,
by the way—always was.”

That was a hazy evening. Mount
Mansfield—why, you couldn’t see
him, not even a rising shadow of
him in the mist that was spread all
over the far side of yonder. Ma
brought Grampa his supper on the
porch. When he was done munch-
ing, which he did hearty, she car-
ried in the dishes and not a word
of complaint. <

The mist thinned when it came
on dark. Chilly, but I remember the
fireflies circulating. Ma fetched a
blanket, and Grampa thanked her
for it but wouldn’t allow her to
tuck it around him, because he said
that might djsturb the wrens that
had made a nest in his whiskers.

“Wrens,” said Ma. “Ayah, there’s
been a pile of 'em around.”

“Oh, there has, you know,” says
Grampa. “I figure these got crowd-
ed out of the best places, seeing my
eldest boy Joel has been too shift-
less lately to put up more houses
for ’em.” He meant Grandad, and
it was a mite unfair, because Gran-
dad at 81 was entitled to slow
down some himself. “These birds’ll
be all right though, Judy,” says
Grampa, “if you'll just leave me
set,-and not bother, and not argue,
and while you’re about it you
might fetch me a couple-three con-
veniences.”

My room overlooked the roof of
the front porch, When I'd gone to
bed I heard Ma trying again. No



THE WRENS IN GRAMPA’S WHISKERS

use—Grampa wasn’t intending to
move. She sat with him a spell, and
Pop joined them. While I dozed off
I heard the three of them talking
about the war. That was 1958, but
some-way Grampa never got it
through his head the war was over.
You couldn’t always be sure wheth-
er he meant the war in the 1940s
or the first World War, or maybe
even the Spanish War when Gram-
pa might have admired to take a
ride up San Juan Hill with Teddy
Roosevelt, only they told him at
the time that he was a shade too old
for such. But that June night, the
first one he spent out on the porch,
I believe he was talking about the
second World War, for while I was
dropping off I heard him say you
couldn’t leave a man like Hitler
running loose—Teddy would nev-
er 'have allowed it.

I woke later in the night and
heard him snoring—gently for
him, which I figured was on ac-
count of the wrens. I skun out over
the roof and down the porch pil-
lar, careful in case he quit snoring
—not that I ever felt scared of
Grampa the way some did—1I just
wanted a look at the wrens.

The mist wasn’t quite gone. It
was a night of small stars and a
high-riding sliver of moon in a
milky haze. Being ten and foolish,
I was on the porch and beside
Grampa'’s chair before 1 realized
there’d be no seeing the wrens in
such a light. He woke and said:
“That you, Saul?”
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“Uhha,” I said, “it’s just me.”
Peculiar thing—Grampa was for-
ever tangling up the names of Ma,
and Pop, and plenty more. As for
Pop’s brothers and the great-
grands, Grampa didn’t even try—
he called them all Jackson. Some-
way, though, my name always
came out right.Well, I'd been un-
derfoot for ten years in the same
house with him, and I guess it
helped to know my right name
whenever he stumbled over me and
needed to say something brisk.
“It’s just me, Grampa,” I said. “I
wanted to see the wrens.”

“Why, Saul,” he says, “the best
time for that is real early morning
before anyone else is up. Say an
hour before sun-up, that's when
they begin a-twirping and a-fidget-
ing but don'’t feel like flying yet, so
if you was on hand at exactly that
right time, I wouldn’t be a one to
say you couldn’t see 'em, under-
stand? Meanwhile I'd admire to
learn if you can shinny up that pil-
lar as good as you can shinny down
it, and how about doing it near-
about as fast as you know how to
shinny, before your Ma pops out
and gives me an argument about
growing boys needing their sleep?”

So I did.

All summer long I kept trying to
hit the time exactly right. I didn’t
have much luck. I'd sneak down
too early and he’d send me back, or
I'd be late and he'd give me hark-
from-the-tomb for being too lazy to
get up early the way he used to.
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One of the mornings when I
was too early he said: “Oh, by the
way, Saul, wasn’t you telling me
your Great-Aunt Doreen went and
lost that amethyst brooch she had
from Cousin John Blaine befare
they was married?”

“Why,” I says, a leg on each
side of the pillar and my bare toes
working because 1 was puzzled,
“why, no, I wasn’t, Grampa, but
it’s a fact. She was in a mortal tak-
ing about it all last evening, said it
was one of the mighty few things
she had to remember him by and
didn’t understand how she could’'ve
been that careless.”

“Ayah, well, it come to me the
thing likely fell off into the back of
her closet, account she forgot to
take it off when she hung up her
dress and didn’t have it pinned on

too good. Thought I'd mention it.”:

I found it right there, next day,
and took off after Aunt Doreen,
figuring I'd say the bandits got it
and I wrested it away from them
single-handed like. Or maybe I'd
tease her some and claim she'd
stuck it on the back of her dress
and folks'd been admiring it. I lo-
cated her in the kitchen shelling
garden peas, red-eyed still.and dis-
tracted, half the peas going on the
floor, and some-way none of my
projects looked good. Aunt Doreen
was shaped like a little Rocky Ford
melon and nice all through. I
coudn’t think, so I said without
thinking: “Know what, Aunt Dor-
een? I believe you left your win-
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dow-screen open yesterday morn-
mg.”

“My screen, honey?” she says.
“Guess I did. Yes, I washed the
glass, likely forgot the screen, I'm
that careless,” and she went to cry-
ing again, about the brooch. I re-
member there was a mess of wrens
twittering around the kitchen win-
dow—appeared to be wrens.

I went on talking without think-
ing: “Well, Aunt Doreen, yester-
day I happened to see one of them
plague-take-it starlings go in' your
window and fly off with some-
thing, didn’t pay it no mind, only
today I got to thinking and had a
look under the tree where he lit, so
here she be. You wasn’t careless, it
was just one of them plague-take-it
starlings.”

She grabbed the brooch, and
then me, kissed me all to pieces.
While I was picking up the peas
that were flying around she went
into a long story about how the
starlings had pestered her and
John when they was first married
and living over to Lodi, New York
—starling’s being liable to do any-
thing. So I knew she believed me.
Don’t know as I ever told a hand-
somer lie, or got more glory for it
and did less harm. Peculiar thing
though, how it sprung up full-
grown in my empty head while
those wrens were busy at the win-
dow. Near-about as peculiar as
Grampa’s knowing where the
brooch was, when he hadn’t been
off the porch in a week and would-
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n't've been found dead anywhere
near a closet with female clothes in
it. I know Grampa expected me to
ask about that, but of course, seeing
he hadn’t let me look at the wrens,
I was durned if I would.

But then there was just one
morning in late July, when I hit the
time so near right I figured I'd give
up on it if Grampa still wouldn’t
let me see them. Pale early light, a
few birds starting to talk in the
woods, no big chorus yet. Light
enough so that Grampa’s eyes had
begun to shine a natural robin’s-
egg blue instead of black, and I
could make out only about half of
the million crinkles around them.
The old man had to admit I wasn’t
more than sixty seconds off, so he
showed me a dark spot in the white
fluff spreading over his chest, and
he said if I'd stand quiet and just
look down, not poke around or stir
up a commotion. Maybe I'd see
something, maybe I wouldn’t.

All I saw down there was bit of
motion. Naturally the nest itself
was away inside the beard, for
snugness. I couldn’t swear they
were wrens, although at the time I
took his word for it. I'd no more
than glimpsed that motion when
Grampa said the parent birds were
ready to fly, so I'd have to travel
back up the pillar and stop both-
ering. But he suggested that if I
was to squat on the porch roof same
as if I had good sense, I just might
watch them going off. I did that,
and I think I caught a faint flicker
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of them flying west and beyond our
lilac hedge. Flying sort of like
wrens.

Through August I didn’t try,
much. It came to me that he
thought I was too young, and I was
said about that, but it was the kind
of thing where you didn’t put up
an argument, not with Grampa.

Along in August, Ma and Pop
arranged for Dr. Wayne to come
and see Grampa. Grampa was
friendly—called the doctor Jack-
son and explained how the only
reason he’d quit asking for half a
dozen sausages along with his
lunch was that the smell bothered
the wrens, it didn’t mean he was off
his feed. Soon as Dr. Wayne got
wound up to saying “Well, now—"
Grampa admitted real polite that
lack of exercise had whittled down
his appetite, a smidgin. “But,” says
he, “ain’t that natural, Jackson?
I'm commencing to get old is the
hell of it, and anyway I hate an ar-
gument.” After Wayne left, Gram-
pa asked Pop to bring him his shot-
gun.

Pop says: “Now look, Gram-
a-—

“Wheels of the Apocalypse!”
says Grampa. “Am I asking you for
shells? Did I say a word about
shooting anybody? All I want is the
gun, and all I want to do is point it,
the next time I see a doctor fuss-
ing around my wrens—you think
he won’t travel? He'll travel. Fetch
me my shotgun, Jackson, or I'll
commence to believe Judy there has
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I don’t know what they would've
done come November. Long before
then, Ma and Pop started worrying
about something else—September
frost. Grandad helped them worry,
stumping around chewing his own
short whiskers and remarking how
the nights were already sharp and
drawing in. Grampa overheard
him—was meant to, likely.

“Joel boy,” says Grampa, mild
and gentle for him, “I'd quit a-fret-
ting if I was you. They're fixing to
go south any time now.”

“That a fact?” says Grandad.
Ma was behind Grandad twisting
her fingers in her apron which she
seldom did, and I was there, not
underfoot, just listening. Aunt Dor-
een came out too. I couldn’t look at
Aunt Doreen those days without
she’d finger the amethyst brooch
and smile half-secret at me and
muss my hair on thesly.

“Ayah,” says Grampa, “or if
they don’t you can close in the
. porch—with blankets and thumb-
tacks, mind, I won’t have no ham-
mering around my wrens—and
we'll make out with suet and bird-
seed. But I look for 'em to fly south
real soon.”

“It would be a dispensation—’
said Ma— “almost.” She said that
soft. I guess Grampa didn’t hear,
anyhow he paid it no mind.

“We've raised three broods,”
Grampa said. “Three broods, by
God. That’s unusual, that is.
What's the war news?”

Ma told him it was good, and
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went on to say something about the
satellites, which didn’t interest
Grampa too much. He knew what
they were, but claimed it was a.
waste of time flying the hell all
over space when there was still a
pile of things down here that could
stand fixing if only people weren’t
too shiftless to notice it.

“Well, bother the war news too,”
says Aunt Doreen. “People could
live in peace if they’d mind their
own business and learn not to get
careless . . .”

Pop laid in extra blankets and
bought an electric heater on the
quiet, but the following week was
balmy, no more said about winter.
During that week my best friend
Will Burke told me something
about his kid sister Jenny. Jenny
was seven, and she'd had polio the
year before, right leg and hip all
twisted up and miserable. Dr.
Wayne couldn’t give the Burkes
any hope she’d ever walk right or
even walk at all. Will told me she
was walking.

He'd fetched something to her
room and found her out of bed,
where she could grab the bedpost
if she needed it but standing with-
out it and taking a step or two. She
said she’d been as far as the win-
dow and back. She made Will
swear not to tell the family till she
was sure it was real. When Will
told me, I had to swear, too, never
to mention it—I wouldn’t. now,
only Jenny’s been dead some years,
anyhow I can’t imagine she’d have
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minded. And she made Will prom-
ise to see that her window-screen
was kept unlocked so the birds
could get in.

Will did that—he’d have done
anything for Jenny—but he never
got to see the birds. I remember he
was shook up when he told me.
Some-way I had sense enough not
to suggest Jenny was making it up.
She'd said they probably weren’t
exactly birds, though they looked
like it when they folded their arms
in under the feathers. Birds, Jenny
figured, don’t have triangular green
eyes on knobby little heads, and
they sure enough don’t have the
sense to bring along a pointed
branch and use it for levering up a
window-screen.

They sang now and then, she
told Will, but not quite like birds.
More like a kind of talking, if you
could only understand it. Which is
about the way I felt when the
wrens, if you want to call them
wrens, were chirping me that 24-
carat chunk of mahooha about
the brooch and the starling.

Peculiar thing—Ilater on Jenny
forgot about the birds, or seemed
to. I suppose you're bound to for-
get a lot of things that happened
when you were seven. And of
course people forget things that
happen when they’re older too.
Like for instance the time—seems
to me it was the following summer
—when Joe Durvis and old Martin
Smallways who'd been a-snarling
and a-feuding over a line fence dis-
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pute for twenty-six years appeared
to forget all about it. People saw
them meet sudden on the green,
and supposed it meant trouble, and
the small boys and dogs began
drifting in so as not to miss any-
thing. But the two of them just

look sort of puzzled, and here’s old

Martin scratchmg his bald head
and saying, “Hiya, Joe—was vy
heading for the Ethan Allen?” Oﬂ:'
they go to the inn and spend the
evening crying into each other’s
beer happy as two boiled owls.
People said there was a lot of wrens
around that year too. I don’t re-
member seeing any more than
usual. Real wrens, I mean.

It did turn chilly that Septem-
ber of 1958. The morning after the
first frost Grampa seemed peart
enough. “They flew south yester-
day evening,” he said to Ma, “same
as I foretold, and I got to admit
I'm obliged to you for your patience
with me and my wrens.”

I wasn’t on the porch. Ma told
me about it. She didn’t give me the
whole story till much later, when I
was going-on sixteen and she fig-
ured I might own a little sense in
off-hours when I wasn’t sparking
around with Jenny Burke, who
was walking as well as anyone by
that time and pretty enough to
make you cry. “He showed me,” Ma
said, “the place where he claimed
the wrens nested. Spread out his
beard and showed me—well, it’s
only the truth, Saul, there was a
kind of little hollowed-out place,
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smooth like a bird’s nest. Likely he
could’ve made it himself working
his fingers around in there, I
wouldn’t know. He showed me
that, and he said to me, ‘We
raised three broods,” he says.
‘Three broods, and that’s unusual.’
Then he asked me what the war
news was. I guess I said it was
good, and he kind of chuckled,"
he wasn’t paying me much mind,
Saul. He was that quiet, a-gazing
off at Mount Mansfield, it was a
long couple-three minutes before
I understood he was gone.”

Yes, that seems long ago, back
there in 1958, but this happens to
be the same porch with hardly a
thing changed, that my great-
grandfather built with underpin-
nings of hornbeam, and I can’t
think of any reason why I shouldn’t
sit here myself a while at the com-
mencement of my old age. I'd
rather you didn’t look now, be-
cause the light’s wrong and I think
they’ve gone to bed, anyway I can’t
assert I understand them better
than Grampa did, or as well.

I've been around, traveled more
than he did. Seen plenty of trouble
even though we don’t have wars
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any more—trouble and hating and
confusion and this and that, in-
cluding plenty of people who don’t
get over things like polio miracle-
style, the way my Jenny did.

Peculiar thing, how she forgot
about the birds. Maybe at first she
just wasn’t a-mind to speak of them
because of the way people would
look at her if she did, but later I
think it was a real forgetting, for I
don’t believe she’d have shied off
from speaking to me about them
after we’d been married forty-five
years. Never brought it up myself
of course, being I'd given Will my
word I wouldn’t mention it.

I've been around, seen a lot.
Classmate of mine was one of the
first on Venus. Never did get up-
stairs myself —just here and there,
setting my hand to whatever turned
up.
No, I wouldn’t be a one to tell
you what they look like. If you was
going to say I imagine them, I
don’t mind. I'd want to claim
though, that if you mess around for
a century or so trying to do things
more or less right, you can maybe
make a place for some little spark
of wisdom with wings on it.
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as a guest in the Klose household,
Herr Payk had had occasion to
handle the objects in the room.
‘Then he was able to read from the
wooden fence what happened af-
terward, and serenely compiled a
catalogue of all events, disastrous
or otherwise, emanating from this
room. We should say, almost all
events, because, before the cata-
logue was completed, Herr Klose
quarreled with Herr Payk and for-
bade him the house, or, rather, the
apartment, for the house did not
belong to him but to a Herr Treu-
fler, of whom, however, nothing
further need be said here.

The reason for the quarrel
which put such an abrupt end to
Herr Payk’s experiments was that
he had been pretending he
wanted to marry Herr Klose’s
daughter, the same young woman
who practiced the piano. But since
Herr Payk’s intentions were not
really serious, the engagement
lasted forever—almost as long as a
marriage nowadays—without ever
leading to matrimony. Impatient
and suspicious, Herr Klose started
tracing the causes of this dismal
delay and discovered that Herr
Payk was living with a fat, rich
widow. Since he could not know
what really fascinated Herr Payk
about his household, he assumed
that he was a lecher who wanted
to seduce his daughter, for the
sake of variety. He was so out-

raged by Herr Payk’s conduct that

he closed his door to the suitor for-

FANTASY AND SCIENCE FICTION

ever, at the risk of finding no one
else.

This break made it extraordi-
narily difficult for Herr Payk to
pursue his investigations. He knew
in a general way what was done
in the room and what happened
as a result. But what was more im-
portant to him now was to fill in
certain details. Needless to say, he
also missed the sense of power he
used to feel whenever he origi-
nated events from this secret com-
mand post. The Klose family were
originating events all the time, but
didn’t realize what they were do-
ing and so got nothing out of it,
for power can only be savored
consciously.

Of course, Herr Payk could have
asked one of his acquaintances
who was also a friend of the Kloses
to touch or shift certain objects in
that room. But such a request
might have been received with
bewilderment; it might even have
roused suspicion in the other per-
son’s mind that there was some-
thing wrong with Herr Klose’s par-
lor. And this Herr Payk wanted to
avoid at all costs.

Anyway, there was a good deal
more to be explained. Herr Payk
did not insist on finding out what
would happen if one poked at the
wire springs in the upholstered
chairs, because he presumed that
this would have only a negligible
result. On the other hand, he
would have given his right eye to
know what a small, hideous-look-






The persuasive realism of the following story gives a strong

impression that it is indeed a recording of actual events .

so much so that the story may at first seem out of place in a
magazine devoted to stories of fantasy and science fiction.
Regardless of categories, however, we trust you will agree
that it is a truly distinguished work of fiction.

AMONG THE DANGS

by George P. Elliott

I GRADUATED FROM SANSOM
University in 1937 with honors
in history, having intended to
study law, but I had no money
and nowhere to get any; by good
fortune the anthropology depart-
ment, which had just been given a
grant for research, decided that I
could do a job for them. In idle
curiosity I had taken a course in
anthro, to see what I would have
been like had history not cata-
pulted my people a couple of cen-
turies ago up into civilization, but
I had not been inclined to en-
large on the sketchy knowledge I
got from that course; even yet,
when I think about it, I feel like a
fraud teaching anthropology.
What chiefly recommended me to
the department, aside from a
friend, were three attributes: I was
a good mimic, a long-dlstance run-
ner, and black.

The Dangs live in a forested
valley in the eastern foothills of
the Andes. The only white man to
report on them (and, it was loose-
ly gossiped, the only one to return
from them alive), Sir Bewley
Morehead in 1910, owed his es-
cape to the consternation caused
by Halley’s Comet. Otherwise, he
reported, they would certainly
have sacrificed him as they were
preparing to do; as it was, they
killed the priest who was to have
killed him, so he reported, and
then burned the temple down.
However, Dr. Sorish, our most dis-
tinguished Sansom man, in the
early Thirties developed an inter-
est in the Dangs which led to my
research grant; he had introduced
a tribe of Amazonian head-shrink-
ers to the idea of planting grain
instead of just harvesting it, as a
result of which they had fattened,
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taken to drinking brew by the tub-
ful, and elevated Sorish to the
rank of new god; the last time he
had descended among them—it is
Sansom policy to follow through
on any primitives we “do”—he
had found his worshipers holding
a couple of young Dang men cap-
tive and preparing them for cere-
monies which would end only
with the processing of their heads;
his godhood gave him sufficient
power to defer these ceremonies
while he made half-a-dozen tran-
scriptions of the men’s conversa-
tions, and learned their language
well enough to arouse the curiosity
of his colleagues. The Dangs were
handy with blowpipes; no one
knew what pleased them; Halley’s
Comet wasn’t due till 1984. But
among the recordings Sorish
brought back was a legend strange-
ly chanted by one of these young
men, whose very head perhaps you
can buy today from a natural sci-
ence company for $150 to $200,
and the same youth had given
Sorish a sufficient demonstration
of the Dang prophetic trance, pre-
viously described by Morehead, to
whet his appetite.

I was black, true; but, as Sorish
pointed out, I looked as though I
had been rolled in granite dust
and the Dangs as though they had
been rolled in brick dust; my hair
was short and kinky, theirs long
and straight; my lips were thick,
theirs thin. It’s like dressing a
Greek up in reindeer skins, I said,
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and telling him to go pass himself
off as a Lapp in Lapland. Maybe,
they countered, but wouldn’t he
be more likely to get by than a
naked Swahili with bones in his
nose? I was a long-distance run-
ner, true; but as I pointed out
with a good deal of feeling, I did-
n’t know the principles of jungle
escape and had no desire to learn
them in, as they put it, the field.
They would teach me to throw
the javelin and wield a machete,
they would teach me the elements
of judo, and as for poisoned darts
and sacrifices they would insure
my life—that is, my return within
three years—for $5000. I was a
good mimic, true; I would be able
to reproduce the Dang speech, and
especially the trance of the Dang
prophets, for the observation of
science—“make a genuine contri-
bution to learning.” In the San-
som concept, the researcher’s expe-
rience is an inextricable part of
anthropological study, and a good
mimic provides the object for oth-
ers’ study as well as for his own.
For doing this job I would be given
round-trip  transportation, an
M.S. if I wrote a thesis on the ma-
terial I gathered, the temporary
insurance on my life, and $100 a
month for the year I was expected
to be gone. After I'd got them to
throw in a fellowship of some sort
for the following year, I agreed. It
would pay for filling the forty
cavities in my brothers’ and sisters’

teeth.
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~ Dr. Sorish and I had to wait at
the nearest outstation for a thun-
derstorm; when it finally blew up,
I took off all my clothes, put on a
breechcloth and leather apron, put
a box of equipment on my head,
and trotted after him; his people
were holed in from the thunder,
and we were in their settlement
before they saw us. They were
taller than I, they no doubt found
my white teeth as disagreeable as I
found their stained, filed teeth;
but when Sorish spoke to me in
English (telling me to pretend in-
difference to them while they
sniffed me over), and in the ac-
cents of American acquaintances
rather than in the harsh tones of
divinity, their eyes filled with awe
of me. Their taboo against touch-
ing Sorish extended itself to me;
when a baby ran up to me and I
lifted him up to play with him, his
mother crawled, beating her head
on the ground till I freed him.
The next day was devoted chief-
ly to selecting the man to fulfill
Sorish’s formidable command to
guide me to the edge of the Dang
country. As for running—if those
dogs could be got to the next
Olympics, Ecuador would take ev-
ery long-distance medal on the
board. I knew I had reached the
brow of my valley only because I
discovered that my guide, whom I
had been lagging behind by fifty
feet, at a turn in the path had dis-
appeared into the brush.
Exhaustion allayed my terror;
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as I lay in the meager shade re-
cuperating, I remembered to exe-
cute the advice I had given myself
before coming: to act always as
though I were not afraid. What
would a brave man do next? Pay
no attention to his aching feet,
reconnoiter, and cautiously pro-
ceed. I climbed a jutting of rock
and peered about. It was a wide,
scrubby valley; on the banks of the
river running down the valley 1
thought I saw a dozen mounds too
regular for stones. I touched the
handle of the hunting knife
sheathed at my side, and trotted
down the trackless hill.

The village was deserted, but
the huts, though miserable, were
clean and in good repair. This
meant, according to the movies 1
had seen, that hostile eyes were
watching my every gesture. I had
to keep moving in order to avoid
trembling. The river was clear and
not deep. The unmutilated corpse
of a man floated by. I felt like go-
ing downstream, but my hypothe-
sized courage drove me up.

In half a mile I came upon a
toothless old woman squatting by
the track. She did not stop munch-
ing when I appeared, nor did she
scream, or even stand up. I greet-
ed her in Dang according to the
formula I had learned, whereupon
she cackled and smiled and nod-
ded as gleefully as though I had
just passed a test. She reminded
me of my grandmother, rolled in
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At sundown I heard the men
approach; they were anything but
stealthy about it; I had the great-
est. difficulty in suppressing the
shivers. In simple fear of showing
my fear, I did not look up when
the men gathered around, I could
understand just enough of what
the women were telling the men to
realize that they were afraid of me.
Even though I was pelted with
pebbles and twigs till I was angry,
I still did not respond, because I
could not think what to do. Then
something clammy was plopped
onto my back from above and 1
leaped high, howling. Their spears
were poised before I landed.
“Strangers!” 1 cried, my speech
composed. “Far kinsmen! I come
from the mountains!” I had in-
tended to say from the river lands,
but the excitement tangled my
tongue. Their faces remained ex-
pressionless, but no spears drove at
me, and then, to be doing some-
thing, I shoved the guts under the
log with my feet.

And saved my life by doing so.
That I seemed to have taken,
though awkwardly, the prophetic
squat; that I bore visible marvels
on my arm; that I was fearless and
innerly absorbed; that I came from
the mountains (their enemies
lived toward the river lands);
that I wore their apron and spoke
their language, albeit poorly: all
these disposed them to wonder at
this mysterious outlander. Even
so, they might very well have cap-
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tured me, marvelous though I was,
possibly useful to them, dangerous
to antagonize, had I not been un-
maimed, which meant that I was
supernaturally guarded. Finally,
my scrutinizing the fish guts, dar-
ing to smile as I did so, could
mean only that I was prophetic;
my leap when they had been
dropped onto my back was prodi-
gious, “far higher than a man’s
head,” and my howl had been
vatic; and my deliberately kicking
the guts aside, though an inscruta-
ble act, demonstrated at least that
I could touch the entrails of an eel
and live.

So I was accepted to the Dangs.
The trouble was that they had no
ceremony for naturalizing me. For
them, every act had a significance,
and here they were faced with a
reverse problem, for which nothing
had prepared them. They could
not possibly just assimilate me
without marking the event with an
act (that is, a ceremony) signify-
ing my entrance. For them, noth-
ing just happened, certainly noth-
ing men did. Meanwhile, I was
kept in a sort of quarantine while
they deliberated. I did not, to be
sure, understand why I was being
isolated in a hut by myself, never
spoken to except efficiently,
watched but not restrainted. I
swam, slept, scratched, watched,
swatted, ate; I was not really
alarmed, because they had not re-
strained me forcibly and they gave
me food. I began making friends
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data as well, I agreed to it. I would
of course only be going through
the forms of marriage, not mean-
ing them; as for the girl, I took
this vow to myself (meaning with-
~ out ceremony): “So long as I am
a Dang, I shall be formally a cor-
tect husband to her.” More’s a pity.

Fortunately a.youth from down
the valley already had been chosen
as a novice (at least a third of the
Dang men enter the novitiate at
one time or another, though few
make the grade), so that I had not
only a companion during the four-
month preparation for the vatic
rites but also a control upon whom
I might check my experience of
the stages of the novitiate. My
mimetic powers stood me in good
stead; I was presumed to have a
special prophetic gift and my read-
iness at assuming the proper
stances and properly performing
the ritual acts confirmed the
Dangs’ impressions of my gift; but
also, since I was required to pro-
ceed no faster than the ritual pace
in my learning, I had plenty of
leisure in which to observe in the
smallest detail what I did and how
I, and to some extent my fellow
novice, felt. If I had not had this
self-observing to relieve the te-
dium, I think I should have been
unable to get through that mind-
less holding of the same position
hour after hour, that mindless re-
peating of the same act day after
day. The Dangs appear to be
bored much of the time, and my

FANTASY AND SCIENCE FICTION

early experience with them was
certainly that of ennui, though
never again ennui so acute as
during this novitiate; yet I doubt
that it would be accurate to say
they actually are bored, and I am
sure that the other novice was not,
as a fisherman waiting hours for a
strike cannot be said to be bored.
The Dangs do not sate themselves
on food; the experience which they
consider most worth seeking, vi-
sion, is one which cannot glut
either the prophet or his auditors;
they cannot imagine an alternative
to living as they live or, more in-
stantly, to preparing a novice as 1
was being prepared. The people
endure; the prophets, as I have
learned, wait for the time to come
again, and though they are bitten
and stung by ten thousand fears,
about this they have no anxiety—
the time will surely come again.
Boredom implies either satiety,
and they were poor and not inter-
ested in enriching themselves, or
the frustration of impulse, and
they were without alternatives and
diversions; and that intense bore-
dom which is really a controlled
anxiety they are protected from by
never doubting the worth of their
vision or their power to achieve it,

I was assisted through these
difficult months, during which I
was supposed to do nothing but
train, by Redadu, my betrothed.
As a novice, I was strictly to ab-
stain from sexual intercourse; but
as betrothed, we were supposed to
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make sure before marriage that we
satisfied one another, for adulfery
by either husband or wife was
punishable by maiming. Natural-
ly, the theologians were much ex-
ercised by this impasse of mine,
but while they were arguing, Re-
dadu and I took the obvious
course—we met more or less sur-
reptitiously. Since my vatic train-
ing could not take place between
sunrise and sundown, I assumed
that we could meet in the after-
noon when I woke up, but when
I began making plans to this ef-
fect, I discovered that she did not
know what I was talking about. It
makes as much sense in Dang to
say, “Let’s blow poisoned darts at
the loss of the moon,” as to say,
“Let’s make love in broad daylight.”
Redadu dissolved in giggles at the
absurdity. What to do? She found
us a cave. Everyone must have
known what I was up to, but we
were respectable (the Dang term
for it was harsher, deed-liar), so
we were never disturbed. Redadu'’s
friends would not believe her sto-
ries of my luxurious love ways,
especially my biting with lips in-
stead of teeth. At one time or an-
other she sent four of them to the
cave for me to demonstrate my
prowess upon; I was glad that
none of them pleased me as much
as she did, for I was beginning to
be fond of her. My son has told me
that lip-biting has become, if not
a customary, at any rate a possible
caress. .
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As the night of the double rite
approached, a night of full moon,
a new conflict became evident:
the marriage must be consum-
mated exactly at sundown, but the
initiation must begin at moonrise,
less than two hours later. For some
reason that was not clear to me,
preparing for the initiation would
incapacitate me for the consum-
mation. I refrained from pointing
out that it was only technically
that this marriage needed con-
summating and even from asking
why I would not be able to do it.
The solution, which displeased ev-
eryone, was to defer the rites for
three nights, when the moon,
though no longer perfectly round,
would rise sufficiently late so that I
would, by hurrying, be able to per-
form both of my functions. Re-
dadu’s father, who had been of the
sacrifice party, waived ahead of
time his claim against me: legally
he was entitled to annul the mar-
riage if I should leave the mar-
riage hut during the bridal night.
And although I in turn could
legally annul it if she left the hut,
I waived my claim as well so that
she might attend my initiation.

The wedding consisted chiefly
of our being bound back to back
by the elbows and being sung to
and danced about all day. At sun-
set, we were bound face to face by
the elbows (most awkward) and
sent into our hut. Outside, the two
mothers waited—a high prophet’s
wife took the place of my mother
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(my Methodist mother!)—until
our orgiastic cries indicated that
the marriage had been consum-
mated, and then came in to sever
our bonds and bring us the bridal
foods of cold stewed eel and
parched seeds. We fed each other
bite for bite and gave the scraps to
our mothers, who by the formula
with which they thanked us pro-
nounced themselves satisfied with
us; and then a falsetto voice called
to me to hurry to the altar. A man
in the mask of a moon slave was
standing outside my hut on his
left leg with the right foot against
his left knee, and he continued to
shake his rattle so long as I was
within earshot.

The men were masked. Their
voices were all disguised. I won-
dered whether 1 was supposed to
speak in an altered voice; I knew
every stance and gesture I was to
make, but nothing of what I was
to say; yet surely a prophet must
employ words. I had seen some of
the masks before—being repaired,
being carried from one place to an-
other—but now, faced with them
alive in the failing twilight, I was
impressed by them in no scientific
or aesthetic way: they terrified
and exalted me. I wondered if I
would be given a mask. I began
trying to identify such men as I
could by their scars and missing
fingers and crooked arms, and no-
ticed to my distress that they top
were all standing one-legged in my
presence. But I had thought that
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was the stance to be assumed in
the presence of the dead! We were
at the entrance to The Cleft, a
dead-end ravine in one of the cliffs
along the valley; my fellow novice
and I were each given a gourdful
of some vile-tasting drink and
were then taken up to the end of
The Cleft, instructed to assume
the first position, and left alone.
We squatted as I had been squat-
ting by the log on my first day, ex-
cept that my head was cocked in a
certain way and my hands clasped
my ankles from the front. The ex-
citements of the day seemed to
have addled my wits; I could con-
centrate on nothing, and lost my
impulse to observe coolly what was
going on; I kept humming St.
James Infirmary to myself, and
though at first I had been thinking
the words, after a while I realized
that I had nothing but the tune
left in my head. At moonrise we
were brought another gourd of the
liquor to drink, and were then
taken to the mouth of The Cleft
again. I did, easily, whatever I
was told. The last thing I remem-
ber seeing before taking the second
position was the semicircle of
masked men facing us and chant-
ing, and behind them the women
and children—all standing on the
left leg. I lay on my back with my
left ankle on my right and my
hands crossed over my navel, rolled
my eyeballs up and held the lids
open without blinking, and
breathed in the necessary rhythm,
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each breath taking four heartbeats,

with an interval of ten heartbeats
between each exhalation and the
next inspiration. Then the drug
took over. At dawn when a called
command awoke me, I found my-
self on an islet in the river danc-
ing with my companion a leaping
dance I had not known or even
seen before, and brandishing over
my head a magnificent red and
blue, new-made mask of my own.
The shores of the river were lined
with the people chanting as we
leaped, and all of them were either
sitting or else standing on both

feet. If we had been dead the

night before, we were alive now.
Redadu told me, after I had slept
and returned to myself, that my
vision was splendid, but of course
she was no more permitted to tell
“me what I had said than I was
able to remember it. The Dangs’
sense of rhythm is as subtle as
their ear for melody is monoto-
nous, and for weeks I kept hearing
rhythmic snatches of St. James In-
firmary scratched on calabash
drums and tapped on blocks.
Sorish honored me by rewriting
my master’s thesis and adding my
name as co-author of the resultant
essay, which he published in JAFA
(The Journal of American Field
Anthropology): “Techniques of
Vatic Hallucinosis Among the
Dangs.” And the twenty-minute
movie I made of a streamlined per-
formance of the rites is still widely
used as an audio-visual aid.

6l

By 1939 when I had been cured
of the skin disease I had brought
back with me and had finished the
work for my M.A., I still had no
money. I had been working as the
assistant curator of the univer-
sity’s Pre-Columbian Museum and
had developed a powerful aversion
to devoting my life to cataloguing,
displaying, restoring, warehousing.
But my chances of getting a re-
search job, slight enough with a

- Ph.D., were nil with only an M.A.

The girl I was going with said (I
had not told her about Redadu)
that if we married she would work
as a nurse to support me while I
went through law school; I was
tempted by the opportunity to ful-
fill my original ambition, and

- probably I would have done it

had she not pressed too hard; she
wanted me to leave anthropology,
she wanted me to become a law-
yer, she wanted to support me, but
what she did not want was to make
my intentions, whatever those
might be, her own. Therefore,
when a new grant gave me the
chance. to return to the Dangs, I
gladly seized it; not only would I
be asserting myself against Velma,
but also I would be paid for do-
ing the research for my Ph.D.
thesis; besides, I was curious to see
the Congo-Maryland-Dang bastard
I had left in Redadu’s belly. My as-
signment was to make a general
cultural survey but especially to
discover the content of the vatic
experience—not just the tech-
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nique, not even the hallucinations
and stories, but the qualities of the
experience itself. The former
would get me a routine degree, but
the latter would, if I did it, make
me a name and get me a job. After
much consultation I decided
against taking with me any form
of magic, including medicine; the
antibiotics had not been invented
yet, and even if there had been a
simple way to eradicate the fever
endemic among the Dangs, my ad-
visers persuaded me that it would
be an error to introduce it since
the Dangs were barely able to pro-
cure food for themselves as it was
and since they might worship me
for doing it, thereby making it im-
possible for me to do my research
with the proper empathy. I ar-
rived the second time provided
only with my knife (which had
not seemed to impress these stone-
agers), salve to soothe my sores,
and the knowledge of how to pre-
serve fish against a lean season,
innovation enough but not one
likely to divinize me.

I was only slightly worried how
I would be received on my return,
because of the circumstances un-
der which I had disappeared. I
had become a fairly decent hunter
—the women gathered grain and
fruit—and I had learned to re-
spect the Dangs’ tracking abilities
enough to have been nervous
about getting away safely. While
hunting with a companion in the
hills south of our valley, I had run
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into a couple of hunters from an
enemy tribe which seldom foraged
so far north as this. They probably
were as surprised as I and prob-
ably would have been glad to
leave me unmolested; however,
outnumbered and not knowing
how many more were with them,
I whooped for my companion; one
of the hunters in turn, not know-
ing how many were with me,
threw his spear at me. I side-
stepped it and reached for my
darts and, though I was not very
accurate with a blowpipe, I hit
him in the thigh: within a minute
he was writhing on the ground, for
in my haste I had blown a ven-
omous dart at him, and my com-
rade took his comrade prisoner by
surprise. As soon as the man I had
hit was dead. I withdrew. my dart
and cut off his ear for trophy, and
we returned with our captive. He
told our war chief in sign language
that the young man I had killed
was the son and heir of their king
and that my having mutilated him
meant their tribe surely would
seek to avenge his death. The next
morning a Dang search party was
sent out to recover the body so that
it might be destroyed and trouble
averted, but it had disappeared;
war threatened. The day after that
I chose to vanish; they would not
think of looking for me in the di-
rection of Sorish’s tribe, north, but
would assume that I had been cap-
tured by the southern tribe in
retribution for their prince’s death.
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My concern now, two years later,
was how to account for not having
been maimed or executed; the
least I could do was to cut a fin-
ger off, but when it came to the
point, I could not even bring my-
self to have a surgeon do it, much
less" do it myself; I had adequate
lies prepared for their other ques-
tions, but about this I was a bit
nervous. I got there at sundown.

Spying, I did not see Redadu
about the village. On the chance,
I slipped into our hut when no one
was looking; she was there, play-
ing with our child. He was as cute
a little preliterate as you ever saw
suck a thumb, and it made me
chuckle to think he would never be
literate either. Redadu’s screams
when she saw me fetched the
women, but when they heard a
man’s voice they could not in-
trude. In her joy she lacerated me
with her fingernails (the furrows
across my shoulder festered for a
long time); I could do no less
than bite her arm till she bled; the
primal scene we treated our son to
presumably scarred him for life,
though I must say the scars have-
n’t showed up yet. I can’t deny I
was glad to see her too; for, though
I felt for her none of the tender,
complex emotions I had been feel-
ing for Velma, emotions which I
more or less identified as being
love, yet I was so secure with her
sexually, I knew so well what to do

and what to expect from her in

every important matter, that it was
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an enormous, if cool, comfort to
me to be with her. Comfort is a
dangerous approximation to what
I mean; being with her provided,
as it were, the condition for doing;
in Sansom I did not consider her
my wife, and here I did not recog-
nize in myself the American emo-
tions of love or marriage; yet it
seemed to me right to be with her,
and our son was no bastard. Cool:
I cannot guarantee that mine was
the usual Dang emotion, for it is
hard for the cool to gauge the
warmth of others; in my reports I
have denied any personal experi-
ence of love among the Dangs for
this reason.. When we emerged
from the hut, there was amaze-
ment and relief among the wom-
en: amazement that I had returned
and relief that it had not been one
of their husbands pleasuring the
widow. But the men were more
ambiguously pleased to sce me:
Redadu’s scratches were not
enough and they doubted my
story, that the enemy king had
made me his personal slave who
must be bodily perfect. They
wanted to hear me prophesy.
Redadu told me afterward, hid-
ing her face in my arms for fear of
being judged insolent, that I sur-
passed myself that night, that only
the three high prophets had ever
been so inspired. And it was true
that even the men most hostile to
me did not oppose my reentry into
the tribe after they had heard me
prophesy: they could have swal-
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lowed the story I fed them about
my two-year absence only because
they believed in me the prophet.
Dangs make no separation be-
tween fact and fantasy, apparent
reality and visionary reality,
truth and beauty. I once saw a
young would-be prophet shudder
away from a stick on the ground,
saying it was a snake, and none of
the others, except the impression-
able, was afraid of the stick: it
was said of him that he was a be-
ginner. Another time I saw a
prophet scatter the whole congre-
gation, myself included, when he
screamed at the sight of a beast
which he called a cougar: when
sober dawn found the speared
creature to be a cur it was said of
the prophet that he was strong,
and he was honored with an
epithet, Cougar-Dog. My prophesy-
ing the first night of my return
must have been of this caliber,
though to my disappointment I
was given no epithet, not even the
nickname I'd sometimes heard be-
fore, Bush-Hair. I knew there was
a third kind of prophesying, the
highest, performed only on the
most important occasions in the
Cave-Temple where I had never
been. No such occasion had pre-
sented itself during my stay be-
fore, and when I asked one of the
other prophets about that cere-
mony, he put me off with the term
Wind-Haired Child of the Sun;
from another, I learned that the
name of this sort of prophesying
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was Stone is Stone. Obviously, I
was going to have to stay until I
could make sense of these mys-
teries.

There was a war party that
wanted my support; my slavery
was presumed to have given me
knowledge which would make a
raid highly successful; because of
this as well as because I had in-
stigated the conflict by killing the
king’s son, I would be made chief

‘of the raiding party. I was uneasy

about the fever, which had got
rather worse among them during
the previous two years, without
risking my neck against savages
who were said always to eat a por-
tion of their slain enemy's liver
raw and whose habitat I knew
nothing of. I persuaded the Dangs,
therefore, that they should not
consider attacking before the rains
came, because their enemies were
now the stronger, having on their
side their protector, the sun. They
listened to me, and waited. Fortu-
nately, it was a long dry season,
during which I had time to find a
salt deposit and to tecach a few
women the rudiments of drying
and salting fish; and during the
first week of the rains, every night
there were showers of falling stars
to be seen in the sky; to defend
against them absorbed all energies
for weeks, including the warriors’.
Even so, even though I was a
prophet, a journeyman prophet as
it were, I was never in on these
rites in the Cave-Temple. I dared






66

master prophet must replace him,
to keep the complement up to ten.
I was chosen.

The exultation I felt when I
learned that the master prophets
had co-opted me among them was
by no means cool and anthropo-
logical, for now that I had got
what I had come to get, I no longer
wanted it for Sansom reasons. If
the conditions of my being ele-
vated, I said to myself, are the suf-
fering of the people, Redadu’s
death, and the sacrifice of an old
man, then 1 wmmust make myself
worthy of the great price. Worthy:
a value word, not a scientific one.
Of course, my emotions were not
the simple pride and fear of a
Dang. I can’t say what sort they
were, but they were fierce.

At sundown all the Dangs of all
the clans were assembled about
the entrance to The Cleft. All the
prophets, masked, emerged from
The Cleft and began the dance in
a great wheel. Within this wheel,
rotating against it, was the smaller
wheel of the nine able-bodied mas-
ter prophets. At the center, facing
the point at which the full moon
would rise, I hopped on one leg,
then the other. I had been given
none of the vatic liquor, that brew
which the women, when I had
first come among the Dangs, had
been preparing in the small-
throated pots; and I hoped I
should be able to remain con-
scious throughout the rites. How-
ever, at moonrise a moon slave
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brought me a gourdful to drink
without ceasing to dance. I man-
aged to allow a good deal of it to
spill unnoticed down with the
sweat streaming off me, so that
later I was able to remember what
had happened, right up to the
prophesying itself. The dance con-
tinued for at least two more hours;
then the drums suddenly stopped
and the prophets began to file up
The Cleft, me last, dancing after
the high prophets. We danced
into an opening in the cliff from
which a disguising stone had been
rolled away; the people were not
allowed to follow us. We entered
a great cavern illuminated by ten
smoking torches. We circled a
palisade of stakes; the only sound
was the shuffle of our feet and the
snorts of our breathing.

There were seventy-five stakes,
as Morehead had seen, but only on
twenty-eight of them were heads
impaled, the last few with flesh on
them still, not yet skulls cleaned of
all but hair. In the center was a
huge stone under the middle of
which a now dry stream had tun-
neled a narrow passage: on one
side of the stone, above the pas-
sage, were two breast-like protu-
berances, one of which had a rec-
ognizable nipple suitably placed.
Presently the dancing file reversed
so that I was the leader. I had not
been taught what to do; I wove the
file through the round of stakes,
and spiraled inward till we were
three deep about The Stone; I
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straddled the channel, raised my
hands till they were touching the
breasts and gave a great cry. I was,
for reasons I do not understand,
shuddering all over; though I was
conscious and though I had not
been instructed, I was not worried
that I might do the wrong thing
next; when I touched The Stone, a
dread shook me without affecting
‘my exaltation. Two moon slaves
seized my arms, took off my mask,
and wrapped and bound me, arms
at my side and legs pressed to-
gether, in a deer hide, and then
laid me on my back in the channel
under The Stone with my head
only half out, so that I was staring
up the sheer side of rock. The
dancers continued, though the
master prophets had disappeared.
My excitement; the new, unused
position; being mummied tightly;
the weakness of the drug; my will
to observe; all kept me conscious
for a long time. Gradually, how-
ever, my eyes began to roll up into
my head, I strained less powerfully
against the things that bound me,
and I felt my breathing approach
the vatic rhythm. At this point, I
seemed to break out in a new
sweat, on my forehead, my throat,
in my hair; I could hear a splash;
groggily I licked my chin; an odd
taste; I wondered if I was bleed-
ing. Of course—it was the blood
of the sick old high prophet, who
had just been sacrificed on The
Stone above me; well, his blood
would give me strength; wondering
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remotely whether his fever could
be transmitted by drinking his
blood, I entered the trance. At
dawn I emerged into consciousness
while I was still prophesying; I was
on a ledge in the valley above all
the people, in my mask again. I lis-
tened to myself finish the story I
was telling. “He was afraid. A
third time a man said to him:
‘You are a friend of the most high
prophet.” He answered: ‘Not me. I
do not know that man they are
sacrificing.” Then he went into a
dark corner; he put his hands over
his face all day.” When I came to
the Resurrection, a sigh blew
across the people.

It was the best story they had
ever heard. Of course. But I was
not really a Christian. For several
weeks I fretted over my confusion,
this new, unsuspected confusion.
I was miserable without Redadu;
I let her sister substitute only until
I had been elevated, and then I
cast her off, promising her how-
ever that she and only she might
wear an anklet made of my teeth
when I should die. Now that I was
a master prophet I could not be a
warrior; I had had enough hunt-
ing, fishing, tedious ceremonies.
Hunger from the shortage of fish
drove the hunters high into the
foothills; there was not enough;
they ate my preserved fish, suspi-
ciously, but they ate them. When
I left, it was not famine that I was
escaping, but my confusion; I was
fleeing to the classrooms and the
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cool museums where 1 should be
neither a leftover Christian nor a
mimic of a Dang.

My academic peace lasted for
just two years, during which time I
wrote five articles on my research-
es, publishing them this time under
my name only, did some of the
work for my doctorate, and mar-
ried Velma. Then came World
War II, in which my right hand
was severed above the wrist; I was
provided with an artificial hand
and given enough money so that I
could afford to finish my degree in
style. We had two daughters and I
was given a job at Sansom. There
was no longer a question of my re-
turning to the Dangs. I would be-
come a settled anthropologist:
teach, and quarrel with my col-
leagues in the learned journals.
But by the time the Korean War
came along and robbed us of a lot
of our students, my situation at
the university had changed con-
siderably. Few of my theoretical
and disputatious articles were
printed in the journals, and I
hated writing them; I was not
given tenure and there were some
hints to the effect that I was con-
sidered a one-shot man, a flash-in-
the-pan; Velma nagged for more
money and higher rank. My only
recourse was further research, and
when I thought of starting all over
again with some other tribe—in
Northern Australia, along the Zam-
besi, on an African Island—my
heart sank. The gossip was not far
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from the mark—I was not one
hundred per cent the scientist
and never would be. I had just
enough reputation and influential
recommendations to be awarded a
Guggenheim Fellowship; supple-
mented by a travel grant from the
university, this made it possible for
me to leave my family comfortably
provided for and to return to the
Dangs.

A former student now in Stand-
ard Oil in Venezuela arranged to
have me parachuted among them
from an S.O. plane; there was the
real danger that they would kill
me before they recognized me, but
if I arrived in a less spectacular
fashion I was pretty sure they
would sacrifice me for their safety’s
sake. This time, being middle-
aged, I left my hunting knife and
brought instead at my belt a pouch
filled with penicillin and salves. I
had a hard time identifying the
valley from the air; it took me so
long that it was sunset before I
jumped; I knew how the Dangs
were enraged by airplanes, espe-
cially by the winking lights of
night fliers, and I knew they
would come for me if they saw me
billowing down. Fortunately, I
landed in the river, for, though I
was nearly drowned before I dis-
entangled my parachute harness, I
was also out of range of the blow-
pipes. I finally identified myself
to the warriors brandishing their
spears along the shore; they had
not quite dared to swim out after
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war chief took over, and further-
more he was an old man of per-
sonal dignity; yet here he was
abasing himself before me and,
worse, rubbing dust into his hair
as was proper in the presence of
the very sick to help them in their
dying. He told me why: prophesy-
ing successfully from a voluntary
trance was the test which I must
pass to become a high prophet;
normally a master prophet was
forced to this, for the penalty for
failing it was death. I dismissed
him with a wave of my claw.
I had five days to wait until full
moon. The thought of the risk I
was running was more than I
could handle consciously; to avoid
the jitters I performed over and
over all the techniques of prepar-
ing for the trance, though I care-
fully avoided entering it. I was not
sure I was able to enter it alone,
but whether I could or not I knew
I wanted to conserve my forces for
the great test. At first during those
five days I would remind myself
once in a while of my scientific
purpose in going into the trance
consciously; at other times I would
assure myself that it was for the
good of the Dangs I was doing it,
since it was not wise or safe for
them to have only one high proph-
et. Both of these reasons were true
enough, but not very important.
As scientist, I should tell them
some new myth, say the story of
Abraham and Isaac or of Oedipus,
so that I could compare its effect
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on them with that of the Passion;
as master prophet, I should en-
noble my people if I could. How-
ever, thinking these matters over
as I held my vatic squat hour after
hour, visited and poked at by pry-
ing eyes, I could find no myth to
satisfy me: either, as in the case of
Abraham, it involved a concept of
God which the Dangs could not
reach, or else, as with Oedipus, it
necessitated more drastic changes
than I trusted myself to keep
straight while prophesying—that
Oedipus should mutilate himself
was unthinkable to the Dangs and
that the gods should be represented
as able to forgive him for it was
impious. Furthermore, I did not
think, basically, that any story I
could tell them would in fact en-
noble them. I was out to save my
own skin.

The story of Christ I knew by
heart; it had worked for me once,
perhaps more than once; it would
work again. I rehearsed it over and
over, from the Immaculate Con-
ception to the Ascension. But such
was the force of that story on me
that by the fifth day my cynicism
had disappeared along with my
scientism, and I believed, not that
the myth itself was true, but that
relating it to my people was the
best thing it was possible for me to
do for them. I remember telling
myself that this story would help
raise them toward monotheism, a
necessary stage in the evolution
toward freedom. I felt a certain
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satisfaction in the thought that
some of the skulls on the stakes in
the Cave-Temple were very likely
those of missionaries who had
failed to convert these heathen,

At sundown of the fifth day, I
was taken by moon slaves to a cave
near The Cleft, where I was left in
peace. I fell into a troubled sleep,
from which I awoke in a sweat:
“Where am I? What am I about to
do?” It seemed to me dreadfully
wrong that I should be telling
these, my people, a myth in
whose power, but not in whose
truth, I believed. Why should I
want to free them from supersti-
tion up into monotheism and
then up into my total freedom,
when I myself was half-returning,
voluntarily, down the layers again?
The energy for these sweating
questions came, no doubt, from
my anxiety about how I was going
to perform that night, but I did
not recognize this fact at the time.
Then I thought it was my con-
science speaking, and that I had
no right to open to the Dangs a
freedom I myself was rejecting. It
was too late to alter my course;
honesty required me, and I re-
solved courageously, not to proph-
esy at all.

When I was fetched out, the
people were in assembly at The
Cleft and the wheel of master
prophets was revolving against the
greater wheel of dancers. I was
given my cougar skin. Hung from
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a stake, in the center where I was
to hop, was a huge, terrific mask I
had never seen before. As the
moon rose, her slaves hung this
mask on me; the thong cut into the
back of my neck cruelly, and at the
bottom the mask came to a point
that pressed my belly; it was so
wide my arms could only move
laterally. It had no eyeholes; I
broke into a sweat wondering how
I should be able to follow the
prophets into the Cave-Temple. It
turned out to be no problem: the
two moon slaves, one on each side,
guided me by prodding spears in
my ribs. Once in the cave, they
guided me to the back side of The
Stone and drove me to climb it,
my feet groping for steps I could
not see; once, when I lost my bal-
ance, the spears’ pressure kept me
from falling backward. By the time
I reached the top of The Stone, I
was bleeding and dizzy. With one
arm I kept the mask from gouging
my belly while with the other I
helped my aching neck support the
mask. I did not know what to do
next. Tears of pain and anger
poured from my eyes. I began
hopping. I should have been mov-
ing my arms in counterpoint to
the rhythm of my hop, but I could
not bear the thought of letting the
mask cut into me more. I kept
hopping in the same place, for
fear of falling off; I had not been
noticing the sounds of the other
prophets, but suddenly I was
aware that they were making no
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sounds at all. In my alarm I
lurched to the side, and cut my
foot on a sharp break in the rock.
Pain converted my panic to rage.

I lifted the mask and held it
flat above my head. I threw my
head back and howled as I had
never howled in my life, through
a constricted, gradually opening
throat, until at the end I was
roaring; when I gasped in my
breath, I made a barking noise. T
leaped and leaped, relieved of
pain, confident. I punched my
knee desecratingly through the
brittle hide of the mask, and
threw it behind me off The Stone.
I tore off my cougar skin and,
holding it with my claw by the
tip of its tail, I whirled it around
my head. The prophets, massed
below me, fell onto their knees.
I felt their fear. Howling, I soared
the skin out over them; one of
those on whom it landed screamed
hideously. A commotion started;
I could not see very well what was
happening. I barked and they
turned toward me again. I leaped
three times and then, howling,
jumped wide-armed off The
Stone. The twelve-foot drop hurt
severely my already cut foot. I
rolled exhausted into the channel
in the cave floor.

Moon slaves with trembling
hands mummied me in the deer-
skin and shoved me under The
Stone with only my head sticking
out. They brought two spears
with darts tied to the points; roll-
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ing my head to watch them do
this, I saw that the prophets
were kneeling over and rubbing
dirt into their hair; then the slaves
laid the spears alongside the base
of The Stone with the poisoned
pricks pointed at my temples; ex-
actly how close they were I could
not be sure, but close enough so
that I dared not move my head.
In all my preparations I had, as
I had been trained to do, rocked
and wove at least my head; now,
rigidity, live rigidity. A move-
ment would scratch me and a
scratch would kill me.

I pressed my hook into my
thigh, curled my toes, and pressed
my tongue against my teeth till
my throat ached. I did not dare
relieve myself even with a howl,
for I might toss my head fatally.
I strained against my thongs to
the verge of apoplexy. For a while,
I was unable to see, for sheer rage.
Fatigue collapsed me. Yet I dared
not relax my vigilance over my
movements. My consciousness
sealed me off. Those stone pro-
tuberances up between which I
had to stare in the flickering light
were merely chance processes on
a boulder, similes to breasts. The
one thing I might not become un-
conscious of was the pair of darts
waiting for me to err. For a long
time I thought of piercing my
head against them, for relief, for
spite. Hours passed. I was care-
fully watched.

I do not know what wild
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along, and as an infant he had
been so good. All cute and gurgly
and tactful about going to sleep
at just the right moment. We had
no warning at all. I mean we just
sort of assumed he’d stay that
way. And every time I poked
Robert into the diaper changer I
thought how nice it was that he
had been a boy and that if he'd
been a girl I might even have
been jealous of him.

I went underwater and held
my breath until I counted a hun-
dred. When I came up the walls
blushed faintly and a little fairy
sang out, “Surprise! Surprise.”

“Answer the door, Robert,” I
shouted. I could see him through
the one-way walls of his room,
trying to set fire to the cat with a
book of coldflame matches.

“Robert! Youre almost four
years old!”
The door bell sent another

blush through the house.

Robert calmly finished striking
the entire book of matches.

“What?” he answered finally.

“Answer the door. Mama does-
n't have any clothes on. If it’s
someone we know, tell them to
come in and wait.” I slid the bath-
room wall back so I could hear
who it was.

“My mother,” Robert an-
nounced grandly, “say to tell you
she don’t have no clo’se on. Come
on in.”

“Well, that’s mighty nice of
you, sonny.” It was an unshaven
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male voice. Totally unfamiliar.

I dashed into the Family Room,
meshing the openings of my bath-
robe as I went.

“How ’bout a drink,” Robert
was saying. “Gin? Coolfizz?”

“Coolfizz,” the unshaven voice
grated companionably.

I grabbed up Robert, my heart
thumping. There’ve been all these
tramps around lately since they
tore down the last of the slums.
I pinched my son vigorously and
he howled bloody murder.

“My child,” I said shakily, “is-
n't well. If you could come back
some other time, perhaps . ..”

“I could,” he said noncommit-
tally. He picked up a lighting tab-
let from the servo tray, stuffed it
into his cigar and puffed life into
the tobacco.

He was a small, thin man, sort
of dust-colored, with an air of
want about him. Not hunger.
Something else.

“She pinched me,” Robert
screeched, finally  articulate
through his sobs. He pushed off
from me with both feet, landing
on the strange man’s lap and
leaving me sprawled on the floor.

“Pore little thing,” the man
said, patting Robert with a hand
that should have been dirty but
wasn’t. “No wonder he’s not well.”

“Frankly,” I said, “I was trying
tactfully to get you to leave. After
all, how do you think I feel, hav-
ing a total stranger walk in on me
and my defenseless little boy?”
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proper methods of agriculture, and hence a matter of life and death,
the time of the new moon became a matter of rites and ceremonies
not to be dismissed lightly.

Even after astronomers worked up accurate mathematical formulas
to predict in advance the night of the appearance of successive new
moons, the priesthood went through the time-honored (pun intentional)
ceremonies. The Roman high priest, the “pontifex maximus,” for in-
stance, officially proclaimed the first appearance of the new moon each
month, and since the Latin word for “proclaim” is “calare,” the first
day of the month was called the “calends” and a table of months is now
called a “calendar.”

Furthermore, the phases of the moon could be most easily distin-
guished at four prominent stages: new moon, first quarter (half moon
on the increase), full moon, and last quarter Chalf moon on the de-
crease.) These are 7.382597 days apart or, rounding off to the nearest
whole number, 7 days apart. The Babylonians therefore divided the
month into 7 day portions for easier handling. The Jews picked up that
habit during the Babylonian captivity and the early Christians inherited
it and spread it to the Graeco-Roman world. As a result, we now have
the unit of time called the “week.”

The use of such a purely lunar calendar turned out to be a rough
guide to the seasons (as mankind must have quickly learned) and
this was what made it to valuable to farmers. Every twelve months it was
(roughly) planting time again, or harvest time again, or sunstroke time
again, or blizzard time again. Perhaps it was this fitting of twelve
months into one cycle of seasons that made twelve such a popular ma-
gic number (twelve signs of the Zodiac, twelve tribes of Israel, twelve
labors of Hercules, etc.). That, and the fact that by good chance, 12
happens to be the smallest number that is evenly divisible by 2, 3, and
4 (and 6, too). To societies that have not learned how to handle divi-
sions that don’t come out even, this is an important factor. (Again the
pun is intentional. All my puns are intentional.)

But there was a flaw in this, based on the fact that the lunar month
and the tropical year are not commensurable and it is the tropical year
that governs the seasons, not the lunar month. Twelve synodic months
do not make exactly a tropical year. Twelve synodic months equal
354.364656 days which is 10.87755 (call it 1078 ) days short. After
twelve lunar months have passed, 1078 days must pass in addition be-
fore the Sun is back in position, say of equinox or of solstice. After
two sets of twelve lunar months have passed, 2134 days must pass be-
fore the Sun is back in position. After three sets of twelve lunar months
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have passed, roughly one additional Junar month must pass and so on.

Each lunar year (made up of twelve lunar months) falls further be-
hind the seasons. By the time 18 lunar years have passed, the month
that originally marked planting time now marks harvest time while the
month of sunstroke has become the month of blizzards. Another 18
lunar years and once more they mark planting time and sunstroke time
respectively.

This is annoying and a bothersome complication for farmers, who
must live by the seasons, yet some groups keep the lunar months un-
touched and let the seasons fall where they will. The Mohammedan
calendar is of that type, losing three full laps on the seasons every cen-
tury. It is for this reason that the fasting month of Ramadan, when loyal
Moslems may not touch water from sunrise to sunset, will every genera-
tion work its way through the hottest time of the year, to the vast dis-
comfort of all.

Usually, however, a society with such a lunar calendar will not allow
the seasons to fall out of step. They will wait until the months have
fallen a full month behind the seasons and will then add an additional
or “intercalary” month. Naturally, they will try to find some regular or
automatic way of doing this.

The Hebrew calendar, for instance, groups the tropical years into sets
of 19 (because 19 tropical years equals almost exactly 235 synodic
months so that the twentieth year starts off from scratch with a new
moon). Nineteen groups of 12 synodical months, however, comes out to
228 synodic months, so 7 intercalary months must be added here and
there to keep things even. This is done by adding an intercalary month
to the 3rd, 6th, 8th, 11th, 14th, 17th and 19th year of each set of
19. The Jews inherited this calendar from the Greeks and although it
sounds complicated, it manages to keep time.

The Egyptians were: the first to establish the fact that the tropical
year was roughly 365 days long and they were also the first to abandon
the moon and to arbitrarily lengthen the month to a flat 30 days. This
meant the new moon drifted through the months and only rarely came
at the beginning of the month, but the Egyptians didn’t care. As long
as they could foretell the date of the Nile flood easily by just looking at
the calendar (the Nile flood following the Sun and not the Moon),
the Moon could go to the devil. Of course, twelve months of 30 days
each, comes to only 360, but the Egyptians added 5 holidays at the
end, and that was that. This extraordinarily simple calendar was not
adopted by other peoples because of the religious connotations that had
grown about the month, which made it nearly untouchable.
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Besides, the tropical year is actually about 3654 days long so that
every four years, the Egyptian calendar fell a day behind the Sun, and
every 1460 years, it lost one full lap on the Sun. The Egyptian calendar
worked its way through the seasons as the Mohammedan calendar did,
but much more slowly. In the time of the Ptolemies, the Greek astron-
omers in Alexandria tried to reform the Egyptian calendar to allow for the
quarter day but the Egyptian people would have none of it. What was
good enough for their great-great-great-great-grandfathers was good
enough for them.

Rome, meanwhile, had a perfectly miserable lunar calendar which
the priestly class had allowed to fall into complete disorder. Julius Cae-
sar therefore introduced the Egyptian calendar, with the refinement
(thanks to his Alexandrian adviser, the astronomer Sosigenes) of a
leap year, containing 366 days, every fourth year. On the debit side was
the disruption of the even-lengthed months of the Egyptians and the
substitution of an exasperating system whereby months have any num-
ber of days from 28 to 31.

This “Julian Calendar” has persisted until modern times, but it has
its flaw, too. A leap year of 366 days every fourth year implies a tropical
year of 365.25 days long on the average, when the true length is
365.24220 days. The Julian Year is, in other words, 11 minutes too
long and every 128 years it gets a day ahead of the Sun. During the first
few centuries of its existence the calendar was occasionally tinkered with
and set to rights, but by the final days of the Roman Empire it was let
loose to work automatically and by the 16th century, it had gained
ten days on the Sun.

This was throwing a serious crimp into the Church holy days. The
Church authorities realized that if this went on, then, after a few mil-
lennia, Easter would be coming in mid-summer and Christmas would
be a spring festival.

So, in 1582, Pope Gregory XIII dropped ten days and set the year
even with the Sun. To keep it from falling out of step again, he de-
creed the removal of three leap years every four centuries. That is, even
century years not divisible by 400 were not to be leap-years. Thus,
1900 was not a leap-year in the Gregorian calendar, but was one in the
Julian calendar. The year 2000, being divisible by 4 and by 400 will
be a leap-year in both calendars. -

The new Gregorian calendar is quite good. It assumes a year that is,
on the average, 365.2425 days long. This is only 25 seconds longer
than the true value of the tropical year, so that our present calendar
won’t gain a full day on the Sun for 3,400 years.
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BOOKS

Davidson. Some of these have
got farther out of our field than
others—Anderson, for instance,
is still producing more science
fiction than practically anybody;
but some of them are all the way
out, and say they are not coming
back.

Partly because of this turnover
in writers, partly because of the
declining influence of the maga-
zine s.f. serial, the books listed
here are markedly different in
character from those on previous
annual lists. By and large, novels
which supply the magazine re-
quirements of excitement and
suspense are still being written,
but only by hacks; more accom-
plished writers have taken full ad-
vantage of the greater freedom
offered by book publishers, and
the results are ambiguous. There’s
a clear gain in literary values, cf.
the Bowen, Vonnegut and Gor-
don; but the supply of dubious or
outworn ideas has increased al-
most to the exclusion of new and
sound ones.

A magazine editor in a position
of dominance, like John Campbell
in the 40s, was able to exercise
a sense of proportion. If an odd-
ball thing that he liked came
along, he might publish it, but
he wouldn’'t run two more in a
row.

Nobody is exercising this func-
tion in the same way now, and I
think we are in real danger of
losing good science fiction alto-
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gether under a flood of variations.
In two of the year’s best novels,
the Vonnegut and Bowen, the
science is not merely defective, it’s
really not there at all, any more
than in Bradbury’s MaARTIAN
CcHRONICLES. These are fables,
and the s.f. backgrounds are sim-
Ply convenient scenery.

To be honest, I'm not sure
what it is that alarms me so
much about these stories. An au-
thor’s right to make up his own
universe and put familiar labels
on it is unquestioned; all good
stories are dreams. Maybe it’s
just that I'm sensitive to public
ignorance in this area: I would
really and truly be happier in a
world where every educated per-
son knew the difference between
a planet and a satellite; I cringe
when I read a newspaper article
about a rocket soaring “beyond
the pull of gravity,” and I cringe
when I read a novel in which a
character walks around unpro-
tected on an airless planet.

NOVELS

The vyear's greatest strength
was in s.f. novels, which I think
is just as it should be. There were
ten noteworthy titles published "
during the year, almost one a
month; only the most insatiable
reader could ask for more. The
Vonnegut is a challenging inno-
vation, about equally full of de-
lights and annoyances; the rest
are more conventional but almost












IN THE HOUSE, ANOTHER

deep chair before the fire . . .
the scratching of the match and
the spasmodic wheezy gurgling of
the pipe as the Thinker drew it
alive,

. .. Wait . . . wait. Not now.
Later. Plenty of time. The Other
sensed the first diffusion of the
powerful tar esters of the tobacco
smoke. Its sensitive olfactory neu-
ro-termini rebelled, and its trian-
gular proboscis twitched involun-
tarily.

The Thinker began to think.
Mechanically, his hand sought out
the dog’s occiput, and he soothed
both himself and the dog with his
symbiotic scratching. Required,
said his brain, a stable amplifier
capable of measurement of unipo-
tential electrostatic charges of
minimal magnitude. For purposes
of discussion, assume a design
- point of five microvolt D,C. regis-
tration. . . .

Twenty minutes passed. The
dog had fallen asleep again, and
the Thinker’s pipe required re-
lighting. He ignored it. Direct am-
plification is out of the question,
because random grid bias wvaria-
tion alone may reach five hundred
microvolts.

The Other moved quietly into
the dining room, walking with a
liquid lateral sway. It looked
around the arched opening of the
living room and gazed intently at
the immobile form sunk in the
chair. Dancing firelight played
.over his strong hard face, soften-
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ing it almost to a boy’s. The dog
raised its head -and looked at the
Other, clinging there to the door
jamb, then dropped his muzzle
again between his forepaws. The
Thinker did not stir. Thus, a com-
parator must be devised which will
convert applied D.C. potential
into a proportional A.C. sig-
nal . . ..

An inchoate wave of hunger
swept over the observing Other.
Its red claws indented the soft.
wood of the door jamb, and in a
somatic wrench of restraint, it
turned and climbed the stairs. In
its climbing it made a distinctly
audible swishing sound, and un-
der its weight a loose stair tread
skirled loudly. In the living room,
the sleeping dog’s ear flicked at
the sound of the squeaking board,
but the Thinker thought on.

He was a skilled concentrator,
with his brain an obedient assist-
ant. His ears had heard the sounds
of the moving Other, but their
alerting message had been si-
lenced at his thalamic switch-
board. The ratiocination must not
be intruded upon. Currently avail-
able D.C. to A.C. converters are
either synchronous switches or

synchronously excited capacity
diaphragms. . . .
Upstairs, the Other moved

wraithlike through the rooms, look-
ing, touching, searching. It en-
countered a chair draped with the
Thinker’s soiled linen. It clawed
among the linen in an aimless






The Yarans were a highly humanoid race with a highly un-
human philosophy—they thought life was a game. And the
ground rules on Yara demanded that Earthmen play the game
with them, which meant that the girl who had gone off into
the interior alone was in a particularly sticky spot. The point
being that if the girl should lose, and die, the entire human
settlement on Yara would have to leave the planet in dis-

grace. . . .

THE GAME OF

FIVE

by Gordon R. Dickson

“You can’t po THIis!” THE BIG
young man was furious. His
blunt, -not-too-intelligent looking
features were going lumpy with
anger. “This is—” He pounded
the desk he sat before with one
huge fist, stuck for a moment as
to just what it could be-—"lts
illegal!”

“Quite legal. A Matter of Ex-
pediency, Mr. Yunce,” replied the
Consul to Yara, cheerfully, wav-
ing a smoke tube negligently in his
tapering fingers. The Consul’s
name was Ivor Ben. He was half
the size of Coley Yunce, one third
the weight, twice the age, fifteen
times the aristocrat—and very
much in charge.

“You draft me all the way from
Sol Four!” shouted Coley. “I'm a
tool designer. You picked me off
the available list yourself. You
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knew my qualifications. You
aren’t supposed to draft a citizen
anyway, except you can't get
what you want some other way.”
His glare threatened to wilt the
Consul’s boutonniere, but failed
to disturb the Consul. “Damn
Government seat-warmers! Can’t
hire ‘like honest people! Send in
for lists of the men you want, and
pick out just your boy—never
mind he’s got business on Arga IV
ten weeks from now. And now,
when I get here you tell me I'm
xot going to design tools.”

“That’s right,” said the Consul.

“You want me for some back-
alley stuff! Well, I won't do it!”
roared Coley. “T'll refuse. In fil
a protest back at Sol—” He broke
off suddenly, and stared at the
Consul. “What makes you-so sure
Iwon’t?” .
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gineered than Coley had ever seen
it before. And more than that, af-
ter a little while it began to sport a
crushed rock topping.

They were walled in on both
sides by steep rock, and were
descending, apparently, into an
interior mountain valley. Sudden-
ly they heard a sharp hooting
noise, twice repeated, from up
ahead of them; and around the
curve of the mountain road came
a double line of Yarans mounted
on running riding animals. The
leading Yaran yelled a command,
the riding animals were reined in
and skidded to a halt; and one
mounted Yaran who was holding
a sort of two-handed bellows with
a long, ornately carved tube pro-
jecting from it, pumped the de-
vice once, producing a single ad-
ditional hoot which at this close
range hurt Coley’s eardrums.

These mounted Yarans were
dressed in short grey kilts with
grey, woolly-looking leggings un-
derneath that terminated in a sort
of mukluk over each foot, and
bulky, thick, green sweater-like up-
per garments with parka-type
hoods which they wore thrown
back on their shoulders. They did
not hold the single reins of their
riding animals in their hands, but
had them loosely looped and tied
leaving their hands free—the right
one to carry what was truly a fan-
tastically long-barreled version of
the bulbous-handled pistols Coley
had encountered in the desert, the
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left one to be carried in a fist
against the left hip, the elbow styl-
ishly cocked out. They were all
riding in this position when Coley
first saw them; and the sudden
sliding halt did not cause a single
fist to slip. There was also both a
short and a long knife in each
man’s green belt.

“Permissions?” snapped the Ya-
ran on the lead animal; and con-
tinued without waiting for an an-
swer. “None? You are under ar-
rest. Come with me.” He started
to turn his animal.

“Wait a minute—” began Co-
ley. The other paused, and Coley
noticed suddenly that his belt was
not green, like the others, but yel-
low. “Never mind,” said Coley.
“We'’re coming.”

The yellow-belted Yaran com-
pleted his turn, nodded to the one
with the bellows, and an ear-split-
ting hoot shook the air. One mo-
ment later Coley found himself
and the girl on their animals in a
dead run for the valley below,
with mounted Yarans all about
them. Forgetting everything else,
Coley grabbed for the front edge
of his saddle flap and concen-
trated on hanging on.

They swept around a curve and
down a long slope, emerging into
a sort of interior plateau area
which looked as if it might be a
number of miles in extent. Coley
was unable to make sure of this—
not only because most of his at-
tention was concentrated on stay-
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ing on his mount, but because al-
most immediately they were sur-
rounded by circular small build-
ings of stone, which a little far-
ther on gave way to hexagonal
small buildings, which yet further
on gave way to five-sided, then
square, then triangular edifices of
the same size. Beyond the tri-
angular buildings was -an open
space, and then a large, stone
structure of rectangular shape.
The bellows hooted, the troop
slid to a stop. The yellow-belted
Yaran dismounted, signalled Co-
ley and the girl to get down as
well, and led them in through a
door in the large, rectangular
building. Within were a good
number of Yarans standing at tall
desks arranged in a spiral shape
within a large room. The yellow-
belted Yaran went to one of these,
apparently at random from all
Coley could discover, and held a
whispered conversation. Then he
returned and led them both off
through more doors and down
halls, until he ushered them into
a room about twenty feet square,
furnished only with a pile of grey
cushions neatly stacked in one
corner, and one of the tall desks
such as Coley had seen arranged
spirally in the large room behind
them. A male Yaran, dressed like
all the rest except that he wore a
silver belt, turned away from the
room’s single large window, and
came to stand behind the tall desk.
"West Entrance. No permis-
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sions, Authority,” spoke up the
yellow-belted one behind Coley.

“Now, wait a minute—" began
Coley. “Let me tell you how we
happened to come this way—"

“You—" said the silver-belted
Yaran, suddenly interrupting.
“You speak the real language.”

“Of course,” said Coley, “that’s
part of why we happen to be
here—"

“You are not one of the real
people.”

“NO. I——.’

“Confine yourself to simple an-
swers, please. You are Human?”

“Yes,” said Coley.

“A Human, speaking the real
language, and here where you
have no permission to be. A spy.”

“No,” said Coley. “Let me ex-
plain.  Yesterday, our Con-
sul . . .” He explained.

“That is your story,” said the
silver-belted Yaran. “There’s no
reason I should believe it—in view
of the suspicious circumstances of
your being here, an obvious Hu-
man, speaking the real tongue and
without permission to be here.
This young female will be taken
into protective custody. You, as a
spy, will be strangled.”

“I wouldn’t do that, if I were
you,” said Coley, “The old per-
sons down on the coast have their
own ideas about how to deal with
Humans. If I were you, I'd at least
check up on my story before I
stuck my neck out by having a
Human strangled.”
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his muscle, his knife, and the ani-
mal he was riding, and then he
stopped a passing Yaran, a civilian
type in an unbelted grey robe.

“Who around here lends mon-
ey?” asked Coley. “And just how
do I go about finding him.” -

The Yaran looked at him for a
long moment without answering,
and without any expression on his
face that Coley could interpret.
Then his thin mouth opened in
the swarthy face.

“Two streets back,” he said.
“Turn right. Twelfth building,
second floor. Call for Ynesh.”

Coley went back, found the
second street and turned right into
it. This turned out to be little
more than an alley; and Coley,
moreover, found he had trouble
telling where one building left off
and another started, since they
were all built firmly into each
other. Finally, by counting door-
ways and making a hopeful guess,
he entered what he believed was
the twelfth building and, passing
a couple of interior doors, strode
up a ramp and found himself on a
landing one floor up. Here there
were three more doors. Coley
stopped, perplexed; then he re-
membered that his instructions
had been to call for Ynesh.

“Ynesh!” he yelled.

The door on the furthest right
flew open as if his voice had ac-
tuated some sort of spring release.
No one came out, however. Coley
waited a moment, then walked
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face first into a hanging drape. He
pushed his way past the drape
and found himself in a circular
room containing cushions and one
tall desk behind which a middle-
aged Yaran in an unbelted fig-
ured green robe was standing. One
tall window illuminated the room.

“Live well,” said the Yaran, “I
am Ynesh. How much would you
like to borrow?”

“Nothing,” said Coley—al-

~ though his empty stomach growled

at this denial of the hope of the
wherewithal to buy something to
put in it. Ynesh did not stir so
much as a finger that Coley could
see, but suddenly three good-sized
Yarans in belted, knee-length
robes of blue-grey appeared from
the drapes. They all had two
knives in their belts.

“Don’t misunderstand me,” said
Coley, hastily. “I wouldn’t have
come here unless I meant to do
some business. How'd you like to
make some money?”

Ynesh still stood without mov-
ing. But the three with knives
disappeared back into the drapery.
Coley breathed more easily. He
walked forward to the desk and
leaned close.

“I suppose,” he said to the Ya-
ran, “there’s some sort of limit set
on how much interest you can
charge, and how much you can
lend the ordinary soldier.”

Ynesh parted his thin lips.

“For every grade an amount of
credit commensurate with the pay
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saw her eat anything but fruit?
A native Yaran wouldn’t have re-
stricted her diet.” He leaned for-
ward. “Want me to tell you what
the deal was?”

“I think,” said the Consul,
“We've listened to enough of
your wild guessing.”

“No you haven’t. Not on your
life,” said Coley. “I'm back among
Humans, now. You can’t shut my
mouth and get away with it; and
either you listen to me, or I'll go
tell it to the star-marines. I don’t
suppose you own them.”

“Go ahead, then,” said the
Consul.

Coley grinned at him. He
walked around the Consul’s desk
and sat down in the Consul’s
chair. He put his feet on the table.

“There’s a world,” he said, ex-
amining the rather scuffed toes of
his boots with a critical eye. “It
seems to be run on the basis of an
idea about some sort of Game,
which is practically a religion.
However, whefi you look a
little closer, you see that this
Game thing isn’t much more than
a set of principles which only a
few fanatics obey to the actual
letter. Still, these principles are
what hold the society together.
In fact, it goes along fine until an-
other race comes along and cre-
ates a situation where the essen-
tial conflict between what every-
body professes to believe and
what they actually believe will
eventually be pushed into the
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open.” Coley glanced over at the
Consul. “How'm I doing?”

“Go on,” said the Consul,
wincing.

“The only thing is, this is a
conflict which the race has not
yet advanced far enough to take.
If it came to the breaking point
today, half the race would feel it
their duty to go fanatic and start
exterminating the other half of
the race who felt that it was time
to discard the old-fashioned
Games Ethic.” He paused.

“Go on,” said the Consul, tone-

lessly.
“Now, let’s suppose this world
has a Consul on it, who sees
what’s happening. He reports
back to Sol that the five stages of
the Game consist of (1) trying
to rid yourself of your enemy by
refusing to acknowledge his ex-
istence, as a child ignores what
it does not like. (2) By reacting
against your enemy thoughtlessly
and instinctively, as a youth
might do. (3) By organized war-
fare—young manhood. (4) By
trickery and subtlety—middle
age. (5) By teaching him your
own superior philosophy of exist-
ence and bringing him by intel-
lectual means to acknowledge
your superiority—old age.

“The only trouble with this,
the Consul reports, is that the
Yaran philosophy is actually a
more primitive one than the hu-
man; and any attempt to conquer
by stage five would induce a sort
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