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FBP4: V1.0. To your Scattered Bodies Go by Phillip Jose Farmer

Wel come to Riverworld. It is not like our world - or any world that can be inmagi ned by anyone but
Philip Jose Farnmer. It is huge and nysterious. It has a central river, rimed by nmountains, with a
hi dden source and an unknown end. Reborn there is every last soul who ever |ived on Earth-from
prehistoric apenmen to noon-dwelling future civilizations. Reborn there is Sir Richard Francis
Burton, translator of The Arabian N ghts, explorer, braw er, scholar, wonani zer-adventurer. H's
quest to discover the end of the river, the nmeaning of the world's existence - and lovely Alice
Hargreaves (the real-life nodel for Alice in Wnderland) forma science fiction adventure that is
al ready recogni zed as a cl assic.

“Jolting conception . . . brought off with trenendous skill' THE TI MES

"Fantasy, nystery and danger rear their immortal heads and are nasterfully conbined with a truly
riveting purpose into one of those all too rare and val uabl e Books You Can't Put Down' TIME OUT

“Inpressively imgi native and wel |l researched’ EVEN NG STANDARD

To Your Scattered Bodies Go by Philip Jose Farner
1
H's wife had held himin her arns as if she could keep death away from him

He had cried out, "My God, | ama dead man!' The door to the room had opened, and he had seen a

gi ant, bl ack, one-hunped canel outside and had heard the tinkle of the bells on its harness as the
hot desert wind touched them Then a huge black face topped by a great black-turban had appeared
in the doorway. The bl ack eunuch had conme in through the door, noving like a cloud, with a
gigantic scimtar in his hand. Death, the Destroyer of Delights and the Sunderer of Society, had
arrived at |ast.

Bl ackness. Not hi ngness. He did not even know that his heart had given out forever. Nothingness.

Then his eyes opened. His heart was beating strongly. He was strong, very strong! Al the pain of
the gout in his feet, the agony in his liver, the torture in his heart, all were gone.

It was so quiet he could hear the blood noving in his head. He was alone in a world of
sound| essness.

A bright light of equal intensity was everywhere. He could see, yet he did not understand what he
was seei ng. What were these things above, beside, bel ow hin? Were was he? He tried to sit up and
felt, nunmbly, a panic. There was nothing to sit up upon because he was hangi ng i n nothingness. The
attenpt sent himforward and over, very slowy, as if he were in a bath of thin treacle. A foot
fromhis fingertips was a rod of bright red metal. The rod cane from above, frominfinity, - and
went on down to infinity. He tried to grasp it because it was the nearest solid object, but
sonething invisible was resisting him It was as if lines of sone force were pushing agai nst him
repelling him

Slowy, he turned over in a sonersault. Then the resistance halted himw th his fingertips about
six inches fromthe rod. He straightened his body out and noved forward a fraction of an inch. At
the sane time, his body began to rotate on its longitudinal axis. He sucked in sir with al oud
sawi ng noi se. Though he knew no hold existed for him he could not help flailing his arns in panic
to try to seize onto something

He was face 'down', (or was it up?) Watever the direction, it was opposite to that toward which
he had been | ooki ng when he had awakened. Not that this mattered. “Above' himand “below himthe
view was the sanme. He was suspended in space, kept fromfalling by an invisible and unfelt cocoon
Six feet "below himwas the body of a wonan with a very pale skin. She was naked and conpl etely
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hairl ess. She seened to be asleep: Her eyes were closed, and her breasts rose and fell gently. Her
| egs were together and straight out and her arns were by her side. She turned slowy like a
chicken on a spit.

The sane force that was rotating her was also rotating him He spun slowy away from her, saw
ot her naked and hairl ess bodi es, nmen, wonen, and children, opposite himin silent spinning rows.
Above himwas the rotating naked and hairl ess body of a Negro.

He | owered his head so that he could see along his own body. He was naked and hairless, too. H's
skin was snmooth, and the nuscles of his belly were ridged, and his thighs were packed with strong
young nuscl es. The veins that had stood out like blue nole-ridges were gone. He no | onger had the
body of the enfeebled and sick sixty-nine-year-old man who had been dying ply a moment ago. And
the hundred or so scars were gone.

He realized then that there were no old nmen or wonmen anong the bodi es surrounding him Al seened
to be about twenty-five years old, though it was difficult to determ ne the exact age, since the
hai rl ess heads and pubes nmade t hem seem ol der and younger at the sane tine.

He had boasted that he knew no fear. Now fear ripped away the cry formng in this throat. Hi s fear
pressed down on himand squeezed the new |life fromhi mHe had been stunned at first because he was
still living. Then his position in space and the arrangenent of his new environnent had frozen his
senses. He was seeing and feeling through a thick seni-opaque wi ndow. After a few seconds
sonet hi ng snapped inside him He could alnost hear it, as if a window had suddenly been rai sed.

The worl d took a shape which he could grasp, though he could not conprehend it. Above him on both
sides, below him as far as he could see, bodies floated. They were arranged in vertical and

hori zontal rows. The up-and-down ranks were separated by red rods, slender as broonsticks, one of
whi ch was twel ve inches fromthe feet of the sleepers and the other twelve inches fromtheir

heads. Each body was spaced about six feet fromthe body above and bel ow and on each side.

The rods cane up froman abyss wi thout bottom and soared into an abyss w thout ceiling. That
grayness into which the rods and the bodies, up and down, right and | eft, disappeared was neither
the sky nor the earth. There was nothing in the distance except the lackluster of infinity.

On one side was a dark man with Tuscan features. On his other side was an Asiatic Indian and
beyond her a large Nordic |ooking man. Not until the third revolution was he able to determ ne
what was so odd about the man. The right arm froma point just below the el bow, was red. It
seenmed to lack the outer layer of skin.

A few seconds |ater, several rows away, he saw a nale adult body |acking the skin and all the
nmuscl es of the face.

There were ot her bodies that were not quite conplete. Fat away, glinpsed unclearly, was a skeleton
and a junmble of organs inside it.

He continued turning and observing while his heart slanmmed against his chest with terror. By then
he understood that he wan in sone col ossal chanber and that the netal rods were radiating sone
force that somehow supported and revolved mllions maybe billions - of human beings.

VWhere was this place? Certainly, it was not the city of Trieste of the Austro-Hungarian Enpire of
1890.

It was like no hell or heaven of which he had ever heard or read, and he had thought that he was
acquainted with every theory of the afterlife.

He had died. Now he was alive. He had scoffed all his |life at a life-after-death. For once, he
coul d not deny that he had been wong. But there was no one present to say, | told you so, you
dammed infidel!" O all the mllions, he al one was awake.

As he turned at an estinated rate of one conplete revolution per ten seconds, he saw sonethi ng

el se that caused himto gasp with amazenent. Five rows away was a body that seened, at first

gl ance, to be human. But no menber of Honb sapiens had three fingers and a thunb on each hand and
four toes on each foot nor a nose and thin black leathery lips like a dog's. Nor with nany snal
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knobs. Nor ears with such strange convol utions.

Terror faded away. His heart quit beating so swiftly, though it did not return to normal His brain
unfroze. He nmust get out of this situation where he was as hel pless as a hog on a turnspit. He
woul d get to sonebody who could tell himwhat he was doing here, how he had conme here, why he was
her e.

To decide was to act.

He drew up his legs and kicked and found that the action, the reaction, rather, drove himforward
a half-inch. Again, he kicked and noved agai nst the resistance. But, as he paused, he was slowy
noved back toward his original |ocation. And his legs and arns were gently pushed toward their
original rigid position.

In a frenzy, kicking his legs and noving his arns in a swinnmer's breaststroke, he managed to fight
toward the rod. The closer he got to it, the stronger the web of force becane. He did trot give
up. If he did, he would be back where he had been and w t hout enough strength to begin fighting
again. It was not his nature to give up until all his strength had been expended.

He was breathing hoarsely, his body was coated with sweat, his arns and | egs noved as if in a
thick jelly, and his progress was inperceptible. Then, the fingertips of his left hand touched the
rod. It felt warmand hard

Suddenly, he knew which way was ~down.' He fell

The touch had broken the spell. The webs of air around hi m snapped soundl essly, and he was
pl ungi ng.

He was cl ose enough to the rod to seize it with one hand. The sudden checking of his fall brought
his hip up against the rod with a painful inpact. The skin of his hand burned as he slid down the
rod, and then his other hand clutched the rod, and he had stopped. In front of him on the other
side of the rod, the bodies had started to fall. They descended with the velocity of a falling
body on Earth, and each naintained its stretched-out position and the original distance between

t he body above and bel ow. They even continued to revol ve.

It was then that the puffs of air on his naked sweating back made himtw st around on the rod.
Behind him in the vertical row of bodies that he had just occupied, the sleepers were al so
falling. One after the other, as if nethodically dropped through trapdoor spinning slowy, they
hurtled by him Their heads himby a few inches. He was fortunate not to have been knocked off the
rod and sent plunging into the abyss along with them

In stately procession, they fell. Body after body shooting down on both sides of the rod, while
the other rows of millions upon mllions slept on

For a while, he stared. Then he began counting bodies; he had al ways been a devoted enunerat or
But when he had counted 3,001, he quit. After that he gazed at the cataract of flesh. How far up,
how i mreasurably far up, were they stacked? And how far down could they fall? Unwittingly, he had
precipitated them when his touch had disrupted the force emanating fromthe rod.

He could not clinb up the rod, but he could clinb down it. He began to let hinself down, and then
he | ooked upward and he forgot about the bodies hurtling by him Somewhere overhead, a hunm ng was
overriding the whooshi ng sound of the falling bodies.

A narrow craft, of sonme bright green substance and shad |i ke a canoe, was sinking between the
columm of the fallers and the neighboring colum of suspended. The aerial canoe had no visible
nmeans of support, he thought, and it was a neasure of his terror that he did not even think about
his pun. No visible means of support. Like a magical vessel out of The Thousand and One N ghts.

A face appeared over the edge of the vessel. The craft stopped, and the hummi ng noi se ceased.
Anot her face was by the first. Both had | ong, dark, and straight hair. Presently, the faces

wi t hdrew, the humm ng was renewed, and the canoe again descended toward him When it was about
five feet above himit halted. There was a single small synmbol on the green bow a white spira
that exploded to the right. One of the canoe's occupants spoke in a | anguage with nany vowel s and
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a distinct and frequently recurring glottal stop. It sounded |ike Polynesian. Abruptly, the

i nvi si bl e cocoon around himreasserted itself. The falling bodies began to slowin their rate of
descent and then stopped. The man on the rod felt the retaining force close in on himand lift him
up. Though he clung desperately to the rod, his |l egs were noved up and then away and hi s body
followed it. Soon he was | ooking dowmmward. Hs hands were torn | oose; he felt as if his grip on
life, On sanity, on the world, had al so been torn away. He began to drift upward and to revol ve.

He went by the aerial canoe and rose above it. The two nen in the canoe were naked, dark-skinned
as Yenmenite Arabs, and handsone. Their features were Nordic, resenbling these of some I|cel anders
he had known.

One of themlifted a hand which held a pencil-sized netal object. The man sighted along it as if
he were going to shoot something fromit.

The man fisting in the air shouted with rage and hate and frustration and flailed his arms to swim
toward the machi ne.

11 kill!" he screaned. “Kill! Kill!'" Oblivion cane again
2

God was standing over himas he lay on the grass by the waters and the weeping willows. He |ay

wi de-eyed and as weak as a baby just born. God was poking himin the ribs with the end of an iron
cane. God was a tall man of middle age. He had a I ong bl ack forked beard, and He was wearing the
Sunday best of an English gentleman of the 53rd year of Queen Victoria' s reign

“You're late,' God said. "Long past due for the paynent of your debt, you know ' 'What debt?'
Ri chard Francis Burton said. He passed his fingertips over his ribs to make sure that all were
still there.

"You owe e for the flesh,' replied God, poking himagain with the cane. "Not to nmention the
spirit. You owe for the flesh and the spirit, which are one and the sanme thing.' Burton struggled
to get up onto his feet. Nobody, not every God, was going to punch Richard Burton in the ribs and
get arnmy without a battle.

God, ignoring the futile efforts, pulled a large gold watch fromH s vest pocket, unsnapped its
heavy enscrolled gold Iid, |ooked at the hands, and said, "Long past due.' God held out H's other
hand, its pal mturned up.

“Pay up, sir. Oherwise, I'll be forced to foreclose.

"Forecl ose on what? Darkness fell. God began to dissolve into the darkness. It was then that
Burton saw that God resenbled hinmself. He had the carne black straight hair, the sane Arabic face
with the dark stabbing eyes, high cheekbones, heavy lips, and the thrust-out, reply cleft chin.
The sane | ong deep scars, witnesses of the Somali javelin which pierced his jaws in that fight at
Berbers, were on His cheeks. H s hands and feet were small, contrasting with Hi s broad shoul ders
and massi ve chest, and he had the |l ong thick noustachios and the | ong forked beard that had caused
the Bedouin to name Burton “the Father of Mustachios.' “You |look like the Devil,' Burton said,

but God had becone just anot her shadow in the darkness.

3

Burton was still sleeping, but he was so close to the surface of consciousness that he was aware
that he had been dreami ng. Light was replacing the night.

Then his eyes did open. And he did not know where he was. . A blue sky was above. A gentle breeze
fl owed over his naked body Hi s hairless head and his back and | egs and the pal ns of his hands wets
agai nst grass. He turned his head to the right - end saw a plain covered with very short, very
green, very thick grass. The plain sloped gently upward for a mle. Beyond the plain was a range
of hills that started out mldly, then becane steeper and higher and very irregular in shape as
they clinmbed toward the nountains. The hills seenmed to run for about two and a half nmiles. A

were covered with trees, sone of which blazed with starlets, azures, bright greens, flaning
yel l ows, and deep pinks. The nmountains beyond the hills rose suddenly, perperpendicularly, and
unbel i evably hi gh. They were bl ack and bl ui sh-green, |ooking like a glassy igneous rock w th huge
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spl otches of lichen covering at |east a quarter of the surface.

Bet ween himand the hills were many human bodi es. The cl osest one, only a few feet away, was that
of the white wonan who had been below himin that vertical row

He wanted to rise up, but he was sluggish and nunb. Al he could do for the nonment, and that
required a strong effort, was to turn his head to the left. There were nore naked bodies there on
a plain that sloped down to a river perhaps 10 yards away. The river was about a mle wi de, and on
its other side was another plain, probably about a nile broad and sl oping upward to foothills
covered with nore of the trees and then the towering precipitous black and bl ui sh-green nountai ns.
That was the east, he thought frozenly. The sun had just risen over the top of the nountain there.

Al nost by the river's edge was a strange structure. It was a gray red-fl ecked granite and was
shaped i ke a mushroom Its broad base could not be nore than five feet high, and the nmushroom top
had a diameter of about fifty feet.

He nanaged to rise far enough to support hinmself on one el bow.
There were nore nushroom shaped granites along both sides, of the river.

Everywhere on the plain were uncl othed bal d- headed human bei ngs, spaced about six feet apart. Most
were still on their backs and gazing into the sky. Others were beginning to stir, to | ook around,
or even sitting up

He sat up also and felt his head and face with both hands. They were snoot h.

H s body, was not that wrinkled, ridged, bunpy, wthered body of the sixty-nine-year-old which had
lain on his deathbed. It was the snoot h-ski nned and powerfully nuscl ed body he had when he was
twenty-five years old. The same body he had when he was floating between those rods in that dream
Drean? It had seened too vivid to be a dream It was not a dream

Around his wist was a thin band of transparent material. It was connected to a six-inch-Iong
strap of the sane nmaterial. The other end was cl enched about a netallic arc, the handle of a
grayish metal cylinder with a closed cover.

Idly, not concentrating because his nind was too sluggish, he lifted the cylinder. It weighed I|ess
than a pound, so it could not be of iron even if it was hollow Its dianmeter was a foot and a half
and it was over two and a half feet tall.

Everyone had a sim|ar object strapped to his wist.

Unsteadily, his heart beginning to pick up speed as his senses becanme unnunbered, he got to his
feet.

O hers were rising, too. Many had faces which were slack or congealed with an icy wonder. Sone
| ooked fearful. Their eyes were wide and rolling; their chests rose and fell swiftly; their
breat hs hissed out. Some were shaking as if an icy wind had swept over them though the air was
pl easantly warm

The strange thing, the really alien and frightening thing, was the al nost conplete silence. Nobody
said a word; there was only the hissing of breaths of those near him a tiny slap as a man smacked
hinself on his leg; a low whistling froma wonan.

Their nout hs hung open, as if they were about to say sonething.

They began novi ng about, |ooking into each other's faces, sonetines reaching out to lightly touch
anot her. They shuffled their bare feet, turned this way, turned back the other way, gazed at the
hills, the trees covered with the huge vividly colored bl oons, the |ichenous and soaring
mount ai ns, the sparkling and green river, the mushroom shaped stones, the straps and the gray
metal |ic containers.

Sone felt their naked skulls and their faces.

Everybody was encased in a mindless notion and in silence.
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Suddenly, a wonman began npani ng. She sank to her knees, threw her head and her shoul ders back, and
she howl ed. At the sane tine, far down the riverbank, sonebody el se how ed

It was as if these two cries were signals. Or as if the two were double keys to the hunman voice
and had unl ocked it.

The nmen and wonen and chil dren began screaning or sobbing or tearing at their faces with their
nails or beating thenselves on their breasts or falling on their knees and lifting their hands in
prayer or throw ng thensel ves down and trying to bury their faces in the grass as if, ostrich-
like, to avoid being seen, or rolling back and forth, barking |like dogs or howing |ike wol ves.

The terror and the hysteria gripped Burton. He wanted to go to his knees and pray for salvation
fromjudgnment. He wanted nmercy. He did not want to see the blinding face of God appear over the
nmount ai ns, a face brighter than the sun. He was not as brave and as guiltless as he had thought.
Judgment woul d be so terrifying, so utterly final, that he could not bear to think about it.

Once, he had had a fantasy about standing before God after he had died. He had been little and
naked and in the mddle of a vast plain, like this, but he had been all alone. Then God, great as
a nountain, had strode toward him And he, Burton, had stood his ground and defi ed God.

There was no God here, but he fled anyway. He ran across the plain, pushing nmen and wonen out of
the way, running around sone, |eaping over others as they rolled on the ground. As he ran, he

how ed, "No! No! No!'" His arns windmlled to fend off unseen terrors. The cylinder strapped to his
wist whirled around and around.

When he was panting so that he could no | onger how, and his |l egs and arns were hung with wei ghts,
and his lungs burned, and his heart boonmed, he threw hinself down under the first of the trees.

After a while, he sat up and faced toward the plain. The mob noi se had changed from screans and
hows to a gigantic chattering. The nmajority were talking to each other, though it did not seem
that anybody was |istening. Burton could not hear any of the individual words. Some nmen and wonen
were and kissing as if they had been acquainted is their previous |lives, and now were hol di ng each
other to reassure each other of their identities and of their reality.

There were a nunber of children in the great crowd. Not one was under five years of age, however.
Li ke their elders, their heads were hairless. Half of them were weeping, rooted to one spot.

O hers, also crying out, were running back and forth, looking into the faces above them obviously
seeking their parents.

He was beginning to breathe nore easily. He stood up and turned around. The tree under which he
was standing was a red pine (sonetinmes wongly called a Norway pine) about two hundred feet tall.
Beside it was a tree of a type he had never sees. He doubted that it had existed on Earth. (He was
sure that he was not on Earth, though he could not have given any specific reasons at that
monent.) It had a thick, gnarled blackish trunk and many thick branches bearing triangul ar six-
feet-long | eaves, green with scarlet facings. It was about three hundred feet high. There were

al so trees that | ooked |like white and bl ack oaks, firs, Wstern yew, and | odgepol e pi ne.

Here and there were clunmps of tall banboo-like plants, and everywhere that there were no trees or
banmboo was a grass about three feet high. There were no aninmals in sight. No insects and no birds.
He | ooked around for a stick or a club. He did not have the slightest idea what was on the agenda
for humanity, but if it was |eft unsupervised or uncontrolled it would soon be reverting to its
normal state. Once the shock was over, the people would be | ooking out for thenselves, and that
meant that some would be bullying others.

He found nothing useful as a weapon. Then it occurred to himthat the metal cylinder could be used
as a weapon. He banged it against a tree. Though it had little weight, it was extrenely hard.

He raised the Iid, which was hinged inside at one end. The hollow interior had six snapdown rings

of metal, three on each side and spaced so that each could hold a deep cup or dish or, rectangul ar
container of gray nmetal. All the containers were enpty. He closed the |lid. Doubtless he would find
out in time the function of the cylinder was.
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What ever el se had happened, resurrection had not resulted in bodies of fragile misty ectoplasm He
was all bone and bl ood and fl esh.

Though he still felt sonmewhat detached fromreality, as if he had been di sengaged fromthe gears
of the world, he was energing fromhis shock

He was thirsty. He would have to go down and drink fromthe river and hope that it would not be
poi soned. At this thought, he grinned wyly, and stroked his upper lip. His finger felt

di sappoi nted. That was a curious reaction, he thought, and then he renmenbered that his thick

moust ache was gone. OCh, yes, he had hoped that the riverwater woul d not be poisoned. Wat a
strange thought! Wiy should the dead be brought back to life only to be killed agai n? But he stood
for a long while under the tree. He hated to go back through that nadly tal king, hysterically
sobbing crowmd to reach the river. Here, away fromthe nob, he was free fromnuch of the terror and
the pani ¢ and the shock that covered themlike a sea. If he ventured back, he would be caught up
in their enotions again.

Presently, he saw a figure detach itself fromthe naked throng and walk toward him He saw that it
was not hunan.

It was then that Burton was sure that this Resurrection Day was not the one which any religion had
stated woul d occur. Burton had not believed in the God portrayed by the Christians, Mslens,

H ndus, or any faith. In fact, he was not sure that he believed in any Creator whatsoever. He had
believed in Richard Francis Burton and a few friends. He was sure that when he died, the world
woul d cease to exist.

4

Waking up after death, in this valley by this river, he had been powerless to defend hinself
agai nst the doubts that existed is every nan exposed to as early religious conditioning and to as
adult society which preached its convictions at every chance.

Now, seeing the alien approach, he was sure that there was sone other explanation for this event
than a supernatural one. There was a physical, a scientific, reason for his being here; he did not
have to resort to Judeo-Christian-Mslem nyths for cause.

The creature, it, he - it undoubtedly was a male - was a bi ped about six feet eight inches tall
The pi nk-ski nned body was very thin; there were three fingers and a thunb on each hand and four
very long and thin toes on each foot. There were two dark red spots below the nale nipples on the
chest. The face was seni-human Thi ck bl ack eyebrows swept down to the cheekbones and flared out to
cover themw th a browni sh down. The sides of his nostrils were fringed with a thin nenbrane about
a sixteenth of an inch long. The thick pad of cartilage on the end of his nose was deeply cleft.
The lips were thin, |eathery, and black. The ears were | obe-1ess and the convolutions within were
non- human. Hs scrotum | ooked as if it contained nany snall testes.

He had seen this creature floating in the ranks a few rows away is that nightmare pl ace.

The creature stopped a few feet away, smled, and reveal ed quite hunan teeth. He said, | hope you
speak English. However, | can speak with sane fluency in Russian, Mandarin Chi nese, or
Hi ndustani.' Burton felt a slight shock, as if a dog or an ape had spoken to him

“You speak M dwestern Anmerican English,' he replied. "Quite well, too. Al though too precisely.’' "I

thank you; the creature said. "1 followed you because you seened the only person wth enough sense
to get away fromthat chaos. Perhaps you have sone explanation for this ... what do you call it?
resurrection?’ “No nore than you,' Burton said. “In fact, | don't have any expl anation for

your existence, before or after resurrection.' The thick eyebrows of the alien twitched, a gesture
which Burton was to find indicated surprise or puzzlenent.

"No? That is strange. | would have sworn that not one of the six billion of Earth's inhabitants
had not heard of or seen me on TV.'

TV

The creature's brows twitched again. “You don't know what TV...' His voice trailed, then he smled
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again. O course, how stupid of ne! You nust have died before | cane to Earth!

"Wien was that?' The alien's eyebrows rose (equivalent to a human frown as Burton would find), and
he said slowy, "Let's see. | believe it was, in your chronology, A D. 2002. \Wen did you die?

"It nmust have been in A D. 1890,' Burton said. The creature had brought back his sense that al
this was not real. He ran his tongue around his nouth; the back teeth he had | ost when the Sonali
spear ran through his cheeks were now repl aced. But he was still circuntised, and the nmen on the
riverbank - nost of whom had been crying out in the Austrian-Gernan, Italian, or the Slovenian of
Trieste - were also circuntised. Yet, in his tinme, nost of the males in that area woul d have been
unci rcunti sed.

At least,' Burton added, | renenber nothing after COctober 20, 1890.'

"Aab!' the creature said. “So, | left ny native planet approximtely 200 years before you died. My

planet? It was a satellite of that star you Terrestrials call Tau Ceti. W placed ourselves in

suspended ani mati on, and, when our ship approached your sun, we were autonatically thawed out, and
but you do not know what | amtal king about?

"Not quite. Things are happening too fast. | would like to get details later. Wat is your nane?
“Monat Grrautut. Yours?

"Richard Francis Burton at your service.' He bowed slightly and smled. Despite the strangeness of
the creature and some repul sive physical aspects, Burton found hinmself warnmng to him

"The late Captain Sir Richard Francis Burton,' he added. “~Most recently Her Mjesty's Consul in
t he Austro-Hungarian port of Trieste.

“Eli zabet h?

I lived in the nineteenth century, not the sixteenth.'

A Queen Elizabeth reigned over Geat Britain in the twentieth century,' Mnat said.
He turned to | ook toward the riverbank

"Why are they so afraid? All the human beings | net were either sure that there would be no
afterlife or else that they would get preferential treatment in the hereafter.’

Burton grinned and said, "Those who denied the hereafter are sure they're in Hell because they
denied it. Those who knew they would go to Heaven are shocked, | would inmagine, to find thensel ves
naked. You see, nost of the illustrations of our afterlives showed those in Hell as naked and
those in Heaven as being clothed. So, if you' re resurrected bare-ass naked, you nust be in Hell.'

“You seem anused,' NMbnat said.

"I wasn't so anused a few minutes ago,' Burton said. “And |I'm shaken. Very shaken. But seeing you
here nakes me think that things are not what people thought they would be. They sel domare. And
God, if He's going to nmake an appearance, does not seemto be in a hurry about it. | think there's
an explanation for this, but it won't match any of the conjectures |I knew on Earth.'

"l doubt we're on Earth,' Mnat said. He pointed upward with Iong slimfingers which bore thick
cartilage pads instead of nails.

He said, "If you look steadily there, with your eyes shielded, you can see another cel estial body
near the sun. It is not the noon.' Burton cupped his hands over his eyes, the nmetal cylinder on
his shoul der, and stared at the point indicated. He saw a faintly gl owi ng body which seened to be
an eighth of the size of a full moon. When he put his hands down, he said, A star?

Monat said, | believe so. | thought | saw several other very faint bodies el sewhere in the sky,
but 1'mnot sure. W will know when night comes.

“Where do you think we are?
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I would not know.' Monat gestured at the sun

"It isrising and so it will descend, and then night should cone. | think that it would be best to
prepare for the night. And for other events. It is warmand getting warner, but the night nmay be
cold and it mght rain. W should build a shelter of sone sort. And we should al so think about
finding food. Though | inmagine that this device' - he indicated the cylinder - "will feed us.'

Burton said, ~Wat makes you think that?

"l looked inside mine. It contains dishes and cups, all enpty now, but obviously made to be
filled." Burton felt |less unreal. The being - the Tau Cetan - tal ked so pragmatically, so

sensi bly, that he provided an anchor to which Burton could tie his senses before they drifted away
again. And, despite the repulsive alien-ness of the creature; he exuded a friendliness and an
openness that warmed Burton. Mreover, any creature that canme froma civilization which could span
many trillions of mles of interstellar space nust have very val uabl e know edge and resources.

QO hers were beginning to separate thenselves fromthe crowd. A group of about ten men and wonen
wal ked slowy toward him Sone were tal king, but others were silent and wi de-eyed. They did not
seemto have a definite goal in nmnd; they just floated along like a cloud driven by a wi nd. Wen
t hey got near Burton and Monat, they stopped wal ki ng.

A man trailing the group especially attracted Burton's scrutiny. Mnat was obvi ously non-human,
but this fellow was subhuman or pre-hunan. He stood about five feet tall. He was squat and
powerful ly muscled. H's head was thrust forward on a bowed and very thick neck. The forehead was
| ow and sl anting. The skull was |long and narrow. Enornous supraorbital ridges shadowed dark brown
eyes. The nose was a snear of flesh with arching nostrils, and the bul gi ng bones of his jaws
pushed his thin Iips out. He may have been covered with as rmuch hair as an ape at one tine, but
now, |ike everybody el se, he was stripped of hair.

The huge hands | ooked as if they could squeeze water from a stone.

He kept | ooking behind himas if he feared that soneone was sneaking up on him The hunan bei ngs
noved away from hi m when he approached them

But then another man wal ked up to himand said sonething to the subhunan in English. It was
evident that the man did not expect to be understood but that he was trying to be friendly. H's
voi ce, however, was al nost hoarse. The newcormer was a muscul ar youth about six feet tall. He had a
face that | ooked handsone when he faced Burton but was comically craggy in profile. H s eyes were
green.

The subhunman junped a little when he was addressed. He peered at the grinning youth fromunder the
bars of bone. Then he sniled, revealing large thick teeth, and spoke in a | anguage Burg did not
recogni ze. He pointed to hinself and said something that sounded |ike Kaxzintuitruuabenss. Later
Burton would find out that it was his nanme and it neant Man-Who- Sl ew The-Long- Wi t e- Toot h.

The ot hers consisted of five nmen and four wonen. Two of the nen had known each other in Earthlife,
and one of them had been married to one of the wonen. Al were Italians or Slovenes who had died
in Trieste, apparently about 1890, though he knew none of them

“You there,' Burton said, pointing to the man who had spoken in English. “Step forward. Wat is
your nanme?' The man approached himhesitantly. He said, “You're English, right?" The man spoke
with an Anmerican M dwest fl atness.

Burton held out his hand and said, "~Yaas. Burton here.' The fellow raised hairl ess eyebrows and

said, "Burton?' He |leaned forward and peered at Burton's face. "It's hard to say ... it couldn't
be...".

He straightened up. "Nanme's Peter Frigate. F-R1-GA-T-E.' He | ooked around himand then said in a
voi ce even nore strained, 'It's hard to talk coherently. Everybody's in such a state of shock, you
know. | feel as if I'"'mconming apart. But ... here we are. .. alive again ... young again .. . no
hellfire ... not yet, anyway. Born in 1918, died 2008 ... because of what this extra-Terrestria
did ... don't hold it against him... only defending hinself, you know." Frigate's voice di ed away
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to a whisper. He grinned nervously at Nbnat.

Burton said, “You know this .. . Mnat Grautut? 'Not exactly,' Frigate said. “| saw enough of
himon TV, of course, and heard enough and read enough about him' He held out his hand as if he
expected it to be rejected, sniled and they shook hands.

Frigate said, | think it'd be a good idea if we banded together. W nay need protection.' ~Wy?
Burton said, though he knew wel |l enough.

“You know how rotten nost hunmans are,' Frigate said. “~Once people get used to being resurrected,
they'Il be fighting for wonen and food and anything that takes their fancy. And I think we ought
to be buddies with this Neanderthal or whatever he is. Anyway, he'll be a good man in a fight.'
Kazz, as he was nanmed | ater on, seened pathetically eager to be accepted at the sane tinme, he was
suspi ci ous of anyone who got too cl ose.

A worman wal ked by then, nmuttering over and over in German, "My God! What have | done to offend
Thee?' A man, both fists clenched and raised to shoul der height, was shouting in Yiddish, "M
beard! My beard.

Anot her man was, pointing at his genitals and saying in Slovenian, " They've nade a Jew of ne! A
Jew Do you think that . . .? No, it couldn't be!' Burton grinned savagely and said, "It doesn't
occur to himthat naybe they have nade a Mohamredan out of himor an Australian aborigine or an
anci ent Egyptian, all of whom practiced circuntision.'

"What did he say?' asked Frigate. Burton translated; Frigate |aughed.

A wonman hurried by; she was naking a pathetic attenpt to cover her breasts and her pubic regions
with her hands. She was nuttering, “Wiat will they think, what will they think?" And she
di sappeared behind the trees.

A man and a wonan passed them they were talking loudly in Italian as if they were separated by a
broad hi ghway.

"We can't be in Heaven ... | know, oh ny God, | know ... There was G useppe Zonzini and you know
what a wicked man he was . . . he ought to burn in hellfire! I know, | know. .. he stole fromthe

treasury, he frequented whorehouses, he drank hinself to death . . . yet . . . he's here! . . . |
know, | know . .'

Anot her woman was running and screamng in German, "~ Daddy! Daddy! \Were are you? It's your own
darling Hilda!

A man scowl ed at them and said repeatedly, in Hungarian, “1'mas good as anyone and better than
sone. To hell with them A wonman said, | wasted ny whole life, ny whole life. | did everything
for them and now. . '

A man, swinging the metal cylinder before himas if it were a censer, called out, "Followne to
the nmountains) Follow ne! | know the truth, good people! Follow ne! W'll|l be safe in the bosom of
the Lord! Don't believe this illusion around you; follow nme! I'Il open your eyes!' O hers spoke
gi bberish or were silent; their lips tight as if they feared to utter what was within them

“It'll take sone tinme before they straighten out,' Burton said. He felt that it would take a | ong
time before the world became nundane for him too.

"They may never know the truth,' Frigate said.

“What do you nean?' 'They didn't know the Truth - capital T - on Earth, so why should they here?
What makes you think we're going to get a, revelation?

Burton shrugged and said, "I don't. But | do think we ought to determ ne just what our environnent
is and how we can survive in it. The fortune of a man who sits, sits also.' He pointed toward the
riverbank. "See those stone nushroons? They seemto be spaced out at intervals of a mile. | wonder

what their purpose is?

Monat said, "If you had taken a close |ook at that one, you would have seen that its surface
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contai ns about 700 round indentations. These are just the right size for the base of a cylinder to
fit in. In fact, there is a cylinder in the center of the top surface. | think that if we exam ne
that cylinder we nay be able to deternine their purpose. | suspect that it was placed there so
we'd do just that.'

5

A wonman approached them She was of nedium hei ght, had a superb shape, and a face that woul d have
been beautiful if it had been framed by hair. Her eyes were |arge and dark. She nmade no attenpt to
cover herself with her hands. Burton was not the |east bit aroused | ooking at her or any of the
worren. He was too deeply nunbed

The wonman spoke in a well-nodul ated voice and an Oxford accent. | beg your pardon, gentlenen. |
couldn't help overhearing you. You're the only English voices |I've heard since | woke up

here, wherever here is. | aman Englishwonan, and | am |l ooking for protection. |I throw nyself on
your nercy.' " Fortunately for you, Madane,' Burton said, “you cone to the right nen. At |east,
speaki ng for myself, | can assure you that you will get all the protection |I can afford. Though,
if I were like sone of the English gentlenen I've known, you m ght not have fared so well. By the
way, this gentleman is not English. He's Yankee.' It seened strange to be speaking so fornally

this day of all days, with all the wailing and shouting up and down the valley and everybody birth-
naked and as hairless as eels.

The wonan held out her hand to Burton. “I'm Ms. Hargreaves,' she said.

Burton took the hand, and, bowing kissed it lightly. He felt foolish, but, at the same tinme, the
gesture strengthened his held on sanity. If the fortes of polite society could be preserved
perhaps the 'rightness' of things mght also be restored.

"The late Captain Sir Richard Francis Burton,' he said, grinning slightly at the late. " Perhaps
you' ve heard of nme?' She snatched her hand away and then extended it again.

“Yes, |'ve heard of you, Sir Richard
Sonebody said, "It can't be!'’
Burton | ooked at Frigate, who had spoken in such a low tone. ~And why not?' he said.

"Richard Burton!' Frigate said.
dr awl ed.

Yes. | wondered, but without any hair? . . .' “Yeas?' Burton

'Yaas' Frigate said. “Just as the books said'

“What are you tal king about?' Frigate breathed in deeply and then said, Never mnd now, M.
Burton. 1'Il explain later. Just take it that |'mvery shaken up. Not in ny right mnd. You
understand that, of course.' He |looked intently at Ms. Hargreaves, shook his head, and said, "Is
your nanme Alice?

"Wy, yes' she said, smling and becomi ng beautiful, hair or no hair. “How did you know? Have |
met you? No, | don't think so.'

"Alice Pleasance Liddell Hargreaves?
" Yes!'

‘I have to go sit down,' the American said. He wal ked under the tree and sat down with his back to
the trunk. His eyes |looked a little glazed.

"Aftershock,' Burton said.

He coul d expect such erratic behavi or and speech fromthe others for sone time. He could expect a
certain ampunt of non-rational behavior fromhinself, too. The inportant thing was to get shelter
and food and sone plan for conmon def ense.

Burton spoke in Italian and Sl ovenian to the others and they nade the introductions. They did not
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protest when he suggested that they should follow himdown to the river's edge.

“I'"'msure we're all thirsty,' he said. "And we should investigate that stone nushroom' They

wal ked back to the plain behind them The people were sitting on the grass or trilling about. They
passed one couple arguing loudly and red-facedly. Apparently, they had been husband and wi fe and
were continuing a life-long dispute. Suddenly, the man turned and wal ked away. The wife | ooked
unbelievingly at himand then ran after him He thrust her away so violently that she fell on the
grass. He quickly lost hinself in the crowd, but the wonman wandered around, calling his nanme and
threatening to nmake a scandal if he did not cone out hiding.

Burton thought briefly of his own wife, |Isabel. He had not seen her in this crowd, though that did
not nmean that she was not in it. But she would have been | ooking for him She would not stop unti
she found him

He pushed through the crowd to the river's edge and then got down on his knees and scooped up
water with his hands. It was cool and clear and refreshing. His stomach felt as if it were
absolutely enpty. After he had satisfied his thirst, he became hungry.

"The waters of the River of Life,' Burton said. 'The Styx? Lethe? No, not Lethe. | renenber
everyt hing about nmy Earthly existence.

"I wish | could forget mne,' Frigate said.

Al'i ce Hargreaves was kneeling by the edge and di pping water with one hand while she | eaned on the
other arm Her figure was certainly lovely, Burton thought. He wondered if she woul d be bl onde
when her hair grew out, if it grew out. Perhaps Woever had put them here intended they should al
be bald, forever, for sone reason of Theirs.

They clinmbed upon the top of the nearest mushroom structure. The granite was a dense-grai ned gray
flecked heavily with red. On its flat surface were seven hundred indentations, fornmng fifty
concentric circles. The depression in the center held a metal cylinder. Alittle dark-skinned man
with a big nose and receding chin was exam ning the cylinder. As they approached, he |ooked up and
sm | ed.

"This one won't open,' he said in Gernman. “Perhaps it will later. I'"'msure it's there as an
exanpl e of what to do with our own containers.' He introduced hinself as Lev Ruach and switched to
a heavily accented English when Burton, Frigate, and Hargreaves gave their nanes.

"I was an atheist,' he said, seeming to speak to hinself nore than to them “~Now, | don't know
This place is as big a shock to an atheist, you know, as to those devout believers who had
pictured an afterlife quite different fromthis. Well, so | was wong. It wuldn't be the first
tinme.' He chuckled, and said to Monat, | recognized you at once. It's a good thing for you that
you were resurrected in a group mainly consisting of people who died in the nineteenth century.
O herwi se, you'd be |ynched."'

"Wy is that?' Burton asked.

"He killed Earth,' Frigate said. At least, | think he did.'

' The scanner,' Mbonat said dolefully, “was adjusted to kill only human beings. And it woul d not
have exterm nated all of mankind. It would have ceased operating after a predeterm ned nunmber -
unfortunately, a large nunber - had lost their lives. Believe me, ny friends; | did not want to do

that. You do not know what an agony it cost me to nake the decision to press the button. But | had
to protect my people. You forced nmy hand.'

"It started when Monat was on a live show,' Frigate said. “~Munt nade an unfortunate renmark. He
said that his scientists had the know edge and ability to keep people fromgetting ol d.
Theoretically, using Tau Cetan techni ques, a nman could live forever. But the know edge was not
used on his planet; it was forbidden. The interviewer asked himif these techniques could be
applied to Terrestrials. Mnat replied that there was no reason why not. But rejuvenation was
denied to his own kind for a very good reason, and this also applied to Terrestrials. By then the
government censor realized what was happening and cut off the audio. But it was too |ate.'
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“Later,' Lev Ruach said, “the American government reported that Monat had m sunderstood the
question, that his know edge of English had led himto make a nisstatenent. But it was too late.
The people of America, and of the world, demanded that: Mpnat reveal the secret of eternal youth.

“Which | did not have,' said Monat. “Not a single one of out, expedition had the know edge. In
fact, very few people on ny planet had it: But it did no good to tell the people this. They
thought I was lying. There was a riot, and a nob stormed the guards around our ship and broke into
it. | sawny friends torn to pieces while they tried to reason with the nob. Reason! "But | did
what | did, not for revenge, but for a very differed notive. | knew that, after we were killed, or
even if we weren't, the U 'S government would restore order. And it would have the ship inits
possession. It wouldn't be long before Terrestrial scientists would know how to duplicate it.
Inevitably, the Terrestrials would |launch an invasion fleet against our world. So, to make sure
that Earth woul d be set back many centuries; maybe thousands of years, knowing that | nust do the
dreadful thing to save ny own world, | sent the signal to the scanner to orbit. | would not have
had to do that if |I could have gotten to the destruct button and bl own up the ship. But | could
not get to the control room So, | pressed the scanner-activation button. A short tine later, the
nmob bl ew off the door of the roomin which | had taken refuge. | remenber nothing after that.'

Frigate said, "I was in a hospital in Wstern Sanpa, dying of cancer, wondering if | would be
buried nest to Robert Louis Stevenson. Not nuch chance, | was thinking. Still, | had transl ated
the Iliad and the Odyssey into Sampan . . . Then, the news canme. People all over the world were
falling dead. The pattern of fatality was obvious. The Tau Cetan satellite was radiati ng somnething
that dropped human beings in their tracks. The last | heard was that the U S., England, Russia,

Chi na, France, and Israel were all sending up rockets to intercept it, blowit up. And the scanner
was on a path which would take it over Sampba within a few hours. The excitenent nust have been too
much for me in ny weakened condition. | became unconscious. That is all | renenber!

"The interceptors failed,' Ruach said. “The scanner blew themup before they even got close.'

Burton thought he had a lot to [ earn about post-1890, but now was not the time to talk about it.

"l suggest we go up into the hills," he said. "W should | earn what type of vegetation grows there
and if it can be useful. Also, if there is any flint we can work into weapons. This O d Stone Age
fellow nmust be famliar with stone working. He can show us how.' They wal ked across the m | e-broad
plain and into the hills. On the way, several others joined their group. One was a little girl,
about seven years old, with dark blue eyes and a beautiful face. She | ooked pathetically at

Burton, who asked her in twelve |anguages if any of her parents or relatives were nearby. She
replied in a | anguage none of them knew. The linguists anong themtried every tongue at their

di sposal, nost of the European speeches and many of the African or Asiatic: Hebrew, H ndustani
Arabic, a Berber dialect, Romany, Turkish, Persian, Latin, Geek, Pushtu

Frigate, who knew a little Wl sh and Gaelic, spoke to her. Her eyes wi dened, and then she frowned.
The words seened to have a certain fanmliarity or simlarity to her speech, but they were not
cl ose enough to be intelligible.

"For all we know,' Frigate said, “she could be an ancient Gaul She keeps using the word Gaenafra
Coul d that be her name?' "We'll teach her English,' Burton said. "And we'll call her Gaenafra.' He
pi cked up the child in his arns and started to walk with her. She burst into tears, but she made
no effort to free herself. The weeping was a rel ease from what nust have been al nbst unbearabl e
tension and a joy at finding a guardian.

Burton bent his neck to place his face agai nst her body. He did not want the others to see the
tears in his eyes.

Where the plain nmet the hills, as if a line had been drawn, the short grass ceased and the thick
coarse Esparto-like grass, waist-high, began. Here, too, the towering pines, red pines and
Lodgepol e pines, the oaks, the yew, the gnarled giants with scarlet and green | eaves, and the
banboo grew thickly. The banboo consisted of many varieties, fromslender stalks only a few feet
high to plants over fifty feet high. Many of the trees were overgrown with the vines bearing huge
green, red, yellow, and blue flowers.

“Banboo is the material for spear-shafts,’ Burton said, "pipes for conducting water, containers,
the basic stuff for building houses, furniture, boats, charcoal even for maki ng gunpowder. And the
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young stal ks of some may be good for eating. But we need stone for tools to cut down and shape the
wood' They clinbed over hills whose height increased as they neared the nmountain. After they had
wal ked about two miles as the crow flies, eight mles as the caterpillar crawls, they were stopped
by the nountain. This rose in a sheer cliff-face of sone bl ue-black igneous rock on which grew
huge patches of a blue-green |lichen. There was no way of determ ning how high it was, but Burton
did not think that he was wong in estimating it as at |east 20,000 feet high. As far as they
could see up and down the valley, it presented a solid front.

"Have you noticed the conplete absence of aninmal |ife?" Frigate said.

"Not even an insect.' Burton exclaimed. He strode to a pile of broken rock and picked up a fist-
si zed chunk of greenish stone. “Chert,' he said. "If there's enough, we can nake knives,
spear heads, adzes, and axes. And with them build houses, boats, and nany other things.

"Tool s and weapons nust be bound to wooden shafts,' Frigate said. “~Wiat do we use as binding
mat eri al ? ' Perhaps human skin,' Burton said.

The ot hers | ooked shocked. Burton gave a strange chirruping |augh, incongruous in so masculine-

| ooking a man. He said, “If we're forced to kill in self-defense or |ucky enough to stunmble over a
corpse sone assassin has been kind enough to prepare for us, we'd be fools not to use what we
need. However, if any of you feel self-sacrificing enough to offer your own epidernises for the

good of the group, step forward! We'll renmenber you in our wills.' °

Surely, you're joking,' Alice Hargreaves said. | can't say | particularly care for such talk.'
Frigate said, "Hang around him and you'll hear lots worse,' but he did not explain what he neant.
6

Burton examined the rock along the base of the nountain. The bl ue-black densely grained stone of
the nountain itself was sone kind of basalt. But there were pieces of chert scattered on the
surface of the earth or sticking out of the surface at the base. These | ooked as if they m ght
have fallen down froma projection above, so it was possible that the mountain was not a solid
mass of basalt. Using a piece of chert, which had a thin edge, he scraped away a patch of the

i chenous growth. The stone beneath it seenmed to be a greenish dolonmite. Apparently the pieces of
chert had cone fromthe dolomite, though there was no evidence of decay or fracture of the vein.

The lichen could be Parnelia saxitilis, which also grew on old bones, including skulls, and hence,
according to The Doctrine of Signatures, was a cure for epilepsy and a healing salve for wounds.

Heari ng stone bangi ng away on stone, he returned to the group. Al were standing around the
subhuman and the Anerican, who were squatting back to back and working on the chert. Both had
knocked out rough handaxes. Wile the others watched, they produced six nore. Then each took a

| arge chert nodule and broke it into two with a hamerstone. Using one piece of the nodule, they
began to knock long thin flakes fromthe outside rimof the nodule. They rotated the nodule and
banged away until each had about a dozen bl ades.

They continued to work, one a type of man who had lived a hundred thousand years or nore before
Christ, the other the refined end of human evol ution, a product of the highest civilization
(technol ogi cal |y speaking) of Earth, and, indeed, one of the last nmen on Earth - if he was to be
bel i eved.

Suddenly, Frigate how ed, junped up, and hopped around holding his left thunmb. One of his strokes
had missed its target. Kazz grinned, exposing huge teeth |ike tonbstones. He got up, too, and

wal ked into the grass with his curious rolling gait. He returned a few mnutes later with six
banboo sticks with sharpened ends and several with straight ends. He sat down and worked on one
stick until he had split the end and inserted the triangul ar chi pped-down point of an axehead into
the split end. This he bound with sone | ong grasses.

Wthin half an hour, the group was arnmed with handaxes, spears w th banboo hafts, daggers, and
spears with wooden points and with stone tips.

By then Frigate's hand had quit hurting so much and the bl eeding had stopped. Burton asked hi m how
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he happened to be so proficient in stone working.

I was an amateur anthropol ogist,’ he said. "Alot of people - a lot relatively speaking - |earned
how to make tool s and weapons from stone as a hobby. Some of us got pretty good at it, though I
don't think any nodern ever got as skillful and as swift as a Neolithic specialist. Those guys did
it all their lives, you know.

"Also, | just happen to know a | ot about working banboo, too, so | can be of some value to you.'
They began wal ki ng back to the river. They paused a nonent on top of a tall hill. The sun was

al rost directly overhead. They could see for many miles along the river and al so across the river.
Al t hough they were too far away to nmake out any figures on the other side of the mle-w de stream
they coul d see the mushroom shaped structures there. The terrain on the other side was the sanme as
that on theirs. A toile-wide plain, perhaps two and a half mles of foothills covered with trees.
Beyond, the straight-up face of an insurnountable black and bl ui sh-green nountai n.

North sad south, the valley ran straight for about ten mles. Then it curved, and the river was
| ost to sight.

“Sunrise must cone late and sunset early,' Burton said. "Well, we nust make the nmost of the bright
hours: At that nonent, everybody junped and many cried out. A blue flame arose fromthe top of
each stone structure, soared up at |east twenty feet, then di sappeared. A few seconds later, a
sound of distant thunder passed them The boom struck the nmountain behind them and echoed.

Burton scooped up the little girl in his arms and began to trot down the hill. Though they
mai nt ai ned a good pace, they were forced to walk fromtinme to tine to regain their breaths.
Nevert hel ess, Burton felt wonderful. It had been so nmany years sum he could use his nuscles so

profligately that he did not want to stop enjoying the sensation. He could scarcely believe that,
only a short tine ago, his right foot had been swollen with gout, and 32 Ice. heart had beaten
wildly if he clinmbed a few steps.

They came to the plain and continued trotting, for they could see that there was much excitenent
around one of the structures. Burton swore at those in his way and pushed them asi de. He got bl ack
| ooks but no one tried to push back. Abruptly, he was in the space cleared around the use. And he
saw what had attracted them He also snelled it.

Frigate, behind him said, "Ch, my God and tried to retch on his enpty stonach.

Burton had seen too much in his lifetine to be easily affected by grisly sights. Mreover, he
could take hinself to one renmove fromreality when things becane too grimor too painful
Soneti mes, he made the nove, the sidestepping of things-as-they were, with an effort of wll.
Usual ly, if occurred automatically. In this case the displacenent was done automatically.

The corpse lay on its side and hal f under the edge of the nmushroomtop. Its skin was conpletely
burned of f, and the naked nuscles were charred. The nose and ears, fingers, toes, and the genitals
had been burned away or were only shapel ess stubs.

Near it, on her knees, was a woman rmunbling a prayer in Italian. She had huge bl ack eyes, which
woul d have been beautiful, if they had not been reddened and puffy with tears. She had a
magni ficent figure, which would have caught all his attention under different circumnstances.

“What happened?' he said.

The wonman stopped praying and | ooked at him She got to her feet and whispered, " Father G useppe

was | eani ng agai nst the rock; be said he was hungry. He said he didn't see much sense in being

brought back to life only to starve to death. | said that we wouldn't die, how could we? W'd been

raised fromthe dead, and we'd be provided for. He said maybe we were in hell. W'd go hungry and

naked forever. | told him not to bl asphene, of all people he should be the last to bl asphene. But

he said that this was not what he'd been telling everybody for forty years woul d happen and then
and then....'

Burton waited a few seconds, and then said, ~And then?

"Father G useppe said that at least there wasn't any hellfire but that that would be better than
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starving for eternity. And then the flames reached out and wapped himinside themand there was a
noi se |li ke a bonmb expl oding, and he was dead, burned to death It was horrible, horrible.'

Burton noved north of the corpse to get the wi nd behind him but even here the stench was
sickening. It was not the odor as nuch as the idea of death that upset him The first day of the
Resurrection was only half over and a man was dead. Did this nean that the resurrected were just
as vulnerable to death as to Earthlife? 1f so, what sense was there to it? Frigate had quit trying
to heave on an enpty stonmach. Pie and shaking, he got to his feet and approached Burton. He kept
his back turned to the dead nman

"Hadn't we better get rid of that?' he said, jerking his thunb over his shoul der

"l suppose so,' Burton said coolly. "It's too bad his skin is ruined, though.' He grinned at the
Anerican. Frigate | ooked even nore shocked.

"Here,' Burton said. "Grab hold of his feet, I'll take the other end W'll toss himinto the
river.' "The river?' Frigate said.

“Yaws. Unless you want to carry himinto the hills and chop out a hole for himthere.

"l can't,' Frigate said, and wal ked away. Burton | ooked disgustedly after himand then signaled to
t he subhuman. Kazz grunted and shuffled forward to the body with that peculiar wal king-on-the-side-
of -his-feet gait. He stooped over and, before Burton could get hold of the blackened stunps of the
feet, Kazz had lifted the body above his head, wal ked a few steps to the edge of the river, and
tossed the corpse into the water. It sank i medi ately and was noved by the current along the

shore. Kazz decided that this was not good enough. He waded out after it up to his waist and

st ooped down, submerging hinmself gar a minute. Evidently he was shoving the body out into the
deeper part.

Ali ce Hargreaves had watched with horror. Now she said "But that's the water we'll be drinking!'

"The river | ooks big enough to purify itself,' Burton said. At any rate, we have nore things to
worry about than proper sanitation procedures.' Burt turned when Mnat touched his shoul der and
said, 'look at that.'

The water was boiling about where the body should be. Abruptly a silvery-white-finned back broke
the surface

"It looks as if your worry about the water being contaminated is in vain,' Burton said to Alice
Har greaves. “The river has scavengers. | wonder . . . | wonder if it's safe to swm'

At | east, the subhuman had gotten out w thout being attacked. He was standing before Burton
brushing the water off his hairless body, and grinning with those huge teeth. He was frighteningly
ugly. But he had the know edge of a primtive man, know edge whi ch had al ready been handy in a
world of primtive conditions. And he would be a dammed good nman to have at your back in a fight.
Short though he was, he was i mensely powerful. Those heavy bones afforded a broad base for heavy
nmuscles. It was evident that he had, for sone reason, beconme attached to Burton. Burton liked to
think the savage, with a savage's instincts, "knew that Burton was the man to follow if he would
survive. Mdreover, a subhuman or prehuman, being closer to the animals, would also be nore
psychic. So he woul d detect Burton's own wel |l -devel oped psychic powers and would feel an affinity
to Burton, even though he was Honb Sapi ens.

Then Burton rem nded hinself that his reputation for psychismhad been built up by hinself and
that he was half charlatan. He had tal ked about his powers so nuch, and had listened to his wife
so nuch, that he had cone to believe in themhinself. But there were nonents when he renenbered
that his “powers' were at |east half-fake.

Nevert hel ess, he was a capabl e hypnotist, and he did believe that his eyes radi ated a peculiar
extra-sensory power, when he wished themto do so. It may have been this that attracted the hal f-
man.

'The rock discharged a trenendous energy,' Lev Roach said. "It nmust have been electrical. But why?
I can't believe that the discharge was purposel ess.
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Burton | ooked across the nushroom shape of the rock. The gray cylinder in the center depression
seenmed to be undamaged by the di scharge. He touched the stone. It was no warner than night have
been expected fromits exposure to the sun

Lev Roach said, "Don't touch it! There night be another.
was too |ate.

and he stopped when he saw hi s warning

" Anot her di scharge?' Burton said. | don't think so. Not for sone tine yet anyway. That cylinder
was | eft here so we could |earn sonething fromit.

He put his hands on the top of the mushroom structure and junped forward. He came up and onto the
top with an ease that gl addened him It had been so many years since he had felt so young and so
powerful. O so hungry.

A fewin the cromd cried out to himto get down off the rock before the blue flames canme again.
O hers | ooked as if they hoped that another di scharge would occur. The majority were content to
I et himtake the risks.

Not hi ng happened, al though he had not been too sure he would not be incinerated. The stone felt
only pleasantly warmon his bare feet.

He wal ked over the depressions to the cylinder and put his fingers under the rimof the cover. It
rose easily. His heart beating with excitenent, he |ooked inside it. He had expect the niracle,
and there it was. The racks within held six containers, each of which was full.

He signaled to his group to cone up. Kazz vaulted up easily. Frigate, who had recovered fromhis
sickness, got onto the top with an athlete's ease. If the fellow did not have such a queasy
stomach, he m ght be an asset, Burton thought. Frigate turned and pulled up Alice, who canme over
the edge at the ends of his heads.

Wiy they crowded around him their heads bent over the interior of the cylinder, Burton said,
lIt's a veritable grain Look! Steak, a thick juicy steak! Bread and butter! Jaml Salad! And what's
that? A package of cigarettes? Yaas! And a cigar! And a cup of bourbon, very good stuff by its
odor! Something... what is it?

"Looks like sticks of gum' Frigate said. 'Unwapped. And that nust be a.. . what?......... A
lighter for the smokes?

"Food!' a man shouted. He was a |large nman not a nenber of what Burton thought of as "his group.'
He had followed them and others were scranbling up on the rock. Burton reached down past the
containers into the cylinder and gripped the small silvery rectangul ar object on the bottom
Frigate had said this mght be a lighter. Button did not know what a “lighter' was, but he
suspected that it provided flame for the cigarettes. He kept the object in the pal mof his hand
and with the other he closed the lid. H's mouth was watering, and his belly was runbling. The
others were just as eager as he their expressions showed that they could not understand why he was
not renoving the food.

"The large man said, in a loud blustery Triestan Italian, “I'mhungry, and I'Il kill anybody who
tries to stop ne! Qpen that!' The others said nothing, but it was evident that they expected
Burton to take the lead in the defense.

Instead, he said, "Open it yourself,' and turned away. The others hesitated. They had seen sad

snell ed the food. Kazz was drooling. But Burton said, "Look at that nmob. There'll be a fight here
inamnute. | say, let themfight over their norsels. Not that |'mavoiding a battle, you
understand,' he added, |ooking fiercely at them "But |I'mcertain that we'll all have our own

cylinders full of food by supper, time. These cylinders, call themgrails, if you please, just
need to be left on the rock to be filled. That is obvious, that's why this grail was placed here.
He wal ked to the edge of the stone near the water and got off, by then the top was jammed wth
people and nore were trying to get on. The large nan had seized a steak and bitten into it, but
soneone had tried to snatch it away fromhim He yelled with fury and, suddenly, rammed through

t hose between himand the river. He went over the edge and into the water, emerging a nonent
later. In the nmeantinme, nen and wormen were scream ng and striking each other over the rest of the
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food and goods in the cylinder

The man who had junped into the river floated off on his back while he ate the rest of the steak
Burton wat ched himclosely, half expecting himto be seized by fish. But he drifted on down the
stream undi st ur bed.

The rocks to the north and south, on both sides of the river, were crowded with struggling humans.

Burton wal ked until he was free of the crowd and sat down. Hi s group squatted by himor stood up
and watched the withing and noisy nass. The grailstone |ooked |ike a toadstool engulfed in pale
maggots. Very noi sy nmaggots. Sone of them were now al so red, because bl ood had been spill ed.

The npst depressing aspect of the scene was the reaction of the children. The younger ones had
stayed back fromthe rock, but they knew that there was food in the grail. They were crying from
hunger and fromterror caused by the screanming and fighting of the adults on the stone. The little
girl with Burton was dry-eyed, but she was shaking. She stood by Burton and put her arms around
his neck. He patted her on the back and murnmured encouragi ng words, which she could not

understand, but the tone of which hel ped to quiet her

The sun was on its descent. Wthin about two hours it would be hidden by the towering western
mount ai n, though a genui ne dusk presumably woul d not happen for many hours. There was no way to
determ ne how |l ong the day was here. The tenperature had gone up, but sitting in the sun was not
by any neans unbearabl e, and the steady breeze hel ped cool them off.

Kazz made signs indicating that he would like a fire and also pointed at the tip of a bamboo
spear. No doubt he wanted to fire-harden the tip

Burton had inspected the netal object taken fromthe grail. It was of a hard silvery netal,
rectangul ar, fiat, about two inches |ong and three-tenths across. It had a snmall hole in one end
and a slide on the other. Burton put his thunbnail against the projection at the end of the slide
and pushed. The slide noved downward about two-sixteenths of an inch, and a wire about one-tenth
of an inch in diameter and a half-inch long slid out of the hole in the end. Even in the bright
sunlight, it glowed whitely. He touched the tip of the wire to a blade of grass; the bl ade
shrivel ed up at once. Applied to the tip of the banboo spear, it burned a tiny hole. Burton pushed
the slide back into its original position, and the wire withdrew, |ike the hot head of a brazen
turtle, into the silvery shell.

Both Frigate and Roach wondered aloud at the power contained in the tiny pack. To nake the wire
rest hot required nuch voltage. How many charges would the battery or the radioactive pile that
must be in it give? How could the lighter's power pack be renewed? There were many questions that
could not be i mediately answered or, perhaps, never. The greatest was how they coul d have been
brought back to Iife in rejuvenated bodi es. Woever had done it possessed a science that was
godl i ke. But specul ation about it, though it would give them sonething to talk about, would solve
not hi ng.

After a while, the crowd dispersed. The cylinder was left on its side on top of the grail stone.
Several bodies were sprawl ed there, and a nunber of nen and wonmen who got off the rock were hurt.
Burton went through the crowmd. One worman's face had been cl awed, especially around her right eye:
She was sobbing with no one to pay attention to her. Another nman was sitting on the ground and
hol di ng his groin, which had been raked with sharp fingernails.

O the four lying on top of the stone, three were unconsci ous. These recovered with water dashed
into their faces fromthe river. The fourth, a short slender man, was dead. Soneone had tw sted
his head until his neck had broken

Burton | ooked up at the sun again and said, | don't know exactly when suppertime will occur. |
suggest we return not too long after the sun goes down behind the nountain. W will set our
grails, or glory buckets, or lunchpails, or whatever you wish to call them in these depressions.
And then we'll wait. In the neantine.

He coul d have tossed this body into the river, too, but he had thought of a use, perhaps uses, for
it. He told the others what he wanted, and they got the corpse down off the stone and started to
carry it across the plain. Frigate and Gal eazzi, a farner inporter of Trieste, took the first
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turn. Frigate had evidently not cared for the job, but when Burton asked himif he would, he
nodded. He picked up the man's feet and led with Gal eazzi hol ding the dead man under the arnpits.
Alice wal ked behind Burton with the child's hand in hers. Sone in the crowd | ooked curiously or
called out commits or questions, but Burton ignored them After half a mle, Kazz and Monat took
over the corpse. The child did not seemto disturbed by the dead nan. She had been curious about
the first corpse, instead of being horrified by its burned appearance.

“If she really is an ancient Gaul,' Frigate said, "she may be used to seeing charred bodies. If |
renenber correctly, the Gauls burned sacrifices alive in big w cker baskets at religious
cerenonies. | don't renenber what god or goddess the cerenpnies were is honor of. | wish | had a
library to refer to. Do you think we'll ever have one here? | think | would go nuts if | didn't
have books to read.'

"That remains to be seen,' Burton said. "If we're not provided with a library, we'll nake our own.
If it's possible to do so.' He thought that Frigate's question was a silly one, but then not
everybody, was quite in their right minds at this tine.

At the foothills, two nmen, Rocco and Brontich, succeeded Kazz and Monat. Burton |led them past the
trees through the waist-high grass. The saw edged grass scraped their legs. Burton cut off a stalk
with his knife and tested the stalk for toughness and flexibility. Frigate kept close to his el bow
and seened unable to stop chattering. Probably, Burton thought, he talked to keep fromthinking
about the two deaths.

"If every one who has ever lived has been resurrected here, think of the research to be done!

Thi nk of the historical nysteries and questions you could clear up! You could talk to John W1 kes
Booth and find out if Secretary of WAr Stanton really was behind the Lincoln assassination. You

m ght ferret out the identity of Jack the Ripper. Find out if Joan of Arc actually did belong to a
witch cult. Talk to Napol eon's Marshal Ney; see if he did escape the firing squad and becone a
school teacher is Anerica. Get the true story on Pearl Harbor. See the face of the Man in the Iron
Mask, if there ever was such a person. Interview Lucrezia Borgia and those who knew her and
determne if she was the poisoning bitch nost people think she was. Learn the identity of the
assassin of the two little princes in the Tower. Maybe Richard Ill did kill them'

“And you, Richard Francis Burton, there are many questions about your own life that your

bi ographers would |like to have answered. Did you really have a Persian | ove you were going to
marry and for whom you were going to renounce your true identity and becone a native? Did she die
before you could marry her, and did her death really enbitter you, and did you carry a torch for
her the rest of your life? Burton glared at him He had just net the man and here he was, asking
the nost personal and prying questions. Nothing excused this.

Fri gate backed away, saying, "And ... and ... well, it'll all have to wait, | can see that. But
did you know that your wife had extrene unction administered to you shortly after you died and
that you were buried in a Catholic cenetery - you, the infidel?

Lev Ruach, whose eyes had been wi dening while Frigate was rattling on, said. ~You're Burton, the
expl orer, and linguist? The discoverer of Lake Tanganyi ka? The one who nade a' pilgrinmage to Mecca
whil e di sguised as a Moslenf? The translator of The Thousand and One N ghts?

I have no desire to lie nor need to. | am he.'

Lev Ruach spat at Burt, but the wind carried it away. 'You son of a bitch!' he cried. "You fou
Nazi bastard! | read about! You were, in many ways, an adm rable person, | suppose! But you were
an anti-Semtel’

7

Burton was startled. He said, "My enenies spread that basel ess and vicious runor. But anybody
acquainted with the facts and with me would know better. And. now, | think you'd...'

"l suppose you didn't wite The Jew, The Gypsy, and El IslanP?' Ruach said, sneering.

"l did," Burton replied. H s face was red, and when he | ooked down, he saw that his body was al so
flushed. “And now, as | started to say before you so boorishly interrupted ne, | think you had
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better go. Odinarily, | would be at your throat by now. A man who talks to ne like that has to
defend his words with deeds. But this is a strange situation, and perhaps you are overw ought. |
do not know. But if you do not apol ogi ze now, or walk off, | am going to nake anot her corpse."'

Ruach cl enched his fists and glared at Burton; then he spun around and stal ked off.
"What is a Nazi?' Burton said to Frigate

The Anerican explained as best he could. Burton said, | have nuch to | earn about what happened
after | died. That nman is m staken about ne. |I'mno Nazi. England, you say, becane a second-cl ass
power? Only fifty years after ny death? | find that difficult to believe.

"Why would | lie to you?' Frigate said. "Don't feel bad about it. Before the end of the twentieth
century, she had risen again, and in a nbost curious way, though it was too late..."' Listening to
the Yankee, Burton felt pride for his country. Al though England had treated hi mnore than shabbily
during his lifetime, and although he had al ways wanted to get out of the island whenever he had
been on it, he would defend it to the death. And he had been devoted to the Queen.

Abruptly, he said, “If you guessed ny identity, why didn't you say sonething about it?

"I wanted to be sure. Besides, we've not had nmuch tine for social intercourse,' Frigate said. O
any other kind, either,' he added, |ooking sidew se at Alice Hargreaves' nagnificent figure.

1 know about her, too,' he said, "if she's the woman | think she is.'

"That's nore than | do,' Burton replied. He stopped. They had gone up the slope of the first hill
and were on its top. They |lowered the body to the ground beneath a giant red pine.

I medi ately, Kazz, chert knife in his hand, squatted down by charred corpse. He raised his head
upward and uttered a few phrases in what nust have been a religious chant. Then, nore the others
coul d object, he had cut into the body and renoved the Iiver

Most of the group cried out in horror. Burton grunted. Monat stared.

Kazz's big teeth bit into the bloody organ and tore off a |arge " Chunk. H s nassively nuscled and
thi ckly boned jaws began chewi ng, and he half-closed his eyes in ecstasy. Burton stepped 'up to
hi mand held out his hand, intending to renonstrate. Kazz grinned broadly and cut off a piece and
offered it. He was very surprised at Burton's refusal

A cannibal!' Alice Hargreaves said. "Ch, ny God, a bloody, stinking cannibal! And this is the
prom sed after-life!’

"He's no worse than our own ancestors,' Burton said. He had recovered fromthe shock, and was even
enjoying - a little - the reaction of the others. "In a land where there seens to be precious
little food, his action is enminently practical. Wll, our problemof burying a corpse w thout
proper digging tools is solved. Furthernore, if we're wong about the grails being a source of
food, we nay be enul ating Kazz before long!'

"Never!' Alice said. “1'd die first!

"That is exactly what you would do,' Burton replied, coolly. | suggest we retire and |l eave himto
his meal. It doesn't do anything for nmy own appetite, and | find his table manners as abomi nabl e
as those of a Yankee frontiersman's. O a country prelate's,' he added for Alice's benefit.

They wal ked out of sight of Kazz and behind one of the great gnarled trees. Alice said, "I don't
want him around He's an aninal, an abonination! Wy, | wuldn't feel safe for a second with him
around!"’

“You asked me for protection,' Burton said. "I'll give it to you as long as you are a nenber of
this party. But you'll also have to accept my decisions. One of which is that the apeman renains

with us. W need his strength and his skills, which seemto be very appropriate for this type of
country. We've become prinmitives; therefore, we can learn froma printive. He stays.

Alice |ooked at the others with silent appeal. Mnat twitched his eyebrows. Frigate shrugged his
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shoul ders and said, "Ms. Hargreaves, if you can possibly do it, forget your nores, your
conventions. We're not in a proper, upper-class Victorian heaven. O, indeed, in any sort of
heaven ever dreaned of. You can't think and behave as you did on Earth. For one thing, you cone
froma society where wonen covered thensel ves fromneck to foot in heavy garnents, and the sight
of a wonan's knee was a stirring sexual event. Yet, you seemto suffer no enbarrassnent because
you're nude. You are as poised and dignified as if you wore a nun's habit

Alice said, I don't like it. But why should | be enbarrassed? Wiere all are nude, none are nude
It's the thing to do, in fact, the only thing that can be done. If sone angel were to give ne a
conplete outfit, I wouldn't wear it. 1'd be out of style. And ny figure is good. If it weren't |

ni ght be suffering nore.

The two nmen | aughed, and Frigate said, “~You're fabulous, Aice. Absolutely. | may call you Alice?
Ms. Hargreaves seenms so formal when you're nude.' She did not reply but wal ked away and
di sappeared behind a large tree.

Burton said, “~Sonething will have to be done about sanitation in the near future. \Wich neans that
sonmebody will have to decide the health policies and have the power to make regul ati ons and
enforce them How does one formlegislative, judicial, and executive bodies fromthe present state
of anarchy?

"To get to nore inmedi ate problens,' Frigate said, “what do we do about the dead man?' He was only
alittle less pale than a nonment ago when Kazz had nade his incisions with his chert knife.

Burton said, “1'msure that human skin, properly tanned, or hunman gut, properly treated, wll be
far superior to grass for making ropes or bindings. | intend to cut off sone strips. Do you want
to help me?" Only the wind rustling the | eaves and the tops of the grass broke the silence. The
sun beat down and brought out sweat, which dried rapidly in the wind. No bird cried, no insect
buzzed. And then the shrill voice of the little girl shattered the quiet Alice's voice answered
her, and the little girl ran to her behind the tree.

11l try," the American said. "But | don't know |'ve gone through nore than enough for one day.

"You 'do as you please then, Burton said. “But anybody who hel ps ne gets first call on the use of
the skin. You may wi sh you could have sone in order to bind an axehead to a haft.'

Frigate gul ped audibly and then said, “1'll cone.'

Kazz was still squatting in the grass by the body, holding the bloody Iiver with one hand and the
bl oody stone knife with the other. Seeing Burton, he grinned with stained Iips and cut off a

pi eces of liver. Burton shook his head. The others, Galeazzi, Brontich, Maria Tucci, Filipo Rocco,
Rosa Nalini, Caterina Carpone, Fiorenza Fiorri, Babich, and Goats, had retreated fromthe grisly
scene. They were on the other side of a thick pine and tal king subduedly in Italian

Burton squatted down by the body and applied the paint of Eke knife beginning just above the right
knee and continuing to the collarbone. Frigate stood by himand stared. He becane even nore pal e,
and his trenbling increased. But he stood firmuntil two long strips had been lifted fromthe
body.

“Care to try your hand at it?" Burton said. He rolled the body over on its side so that other
even | onger, strips could be taken. Frigate took the bloody-tipped knife and set to work, his
teeth gritted.

"Not so deep,' Burton said and, a nonment later, “Now you're not cutting deeply enough. Here, give
me the knife: Watch!

"l had a nei ghbor who used to hang up his rabbits behind his garage and cut their throats right
after breaking their necks,' Frigate said. | watched once. That was enough.'

“You can't afford to be fastidious or weak-stonached,' Burton said. "You're living in the npst
primtive of conditions. You have to be a primtive to survive, like it or not'

Brontich, the tall skinny Slovene who had once been an innkeeper ten up to them He said, "W just
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found anot her of big mshaped stones. About forty yards fromhere. It was hidden behind some trees
down in a hollow' Burma's first delight in hectoring Frigate had passed. He was beginning to fee
story for the fellow. He said, “Look, Peter, why don't you go investigate the stone? If there is
one here, we can save ourselves a trip back to the river.'

He handed Frigate his grail. “Put this in a hole on the stone, renenber exactly which hole you put
it in. Have the others do that, too. Make sure that they know where they put their grails.
Wul dn't want to have any quarrel s about that, you know.'

Strangely, Frigate was reluctant to go. He seened to feel that he had disgraced hinself by his
weakness. He stood a there for a nmoment, shifting his weight fromone |l eg to another and si ghing
several times. Then, as Burton continued to scrape away at the underside of the skin-strips, he
wal ked away. He carried the two grails in one hand and his stone axehead in the other

Burton stopped working after the American was out of sight. He had been interested in finding out
how to cut off strips, and he m ght dissect the body's trunk to renove the entrails. But he could
do nothing at this tine about preserving the skin or guts. It was possible that the bark of the
oak-like trees m ght contain tannin, which could be used with other naterials to convert hunman
skin into leather. By the tine that was done, however, these strips would have rotted. Still, he
had not wasted his tine. The efficiency of the stone knives was proven, and he had reinforced his
weak menory of hunman anatony. \When they were juveniles in Pisa, Richard Burton and his brother
Edward had associated with the Italian nmedical students of the university. Both of the Burton
yout hs had | earned much fromthe students and neither had abandoned their interest in anatony.
Edwar d becane a surgeon, and R chard had attended a nunber of |ectures and public and private

di ssections in London. But he had forgotten much of what he had | earned.

Abruptly, the sun went past the shoul der of the nmountain. A pale shadow fell over him and, within
a fewmnutes, the entire valley was in the dusk. But the sky was a bright blue for a long tine.
The breeze continued to flow at the same rate. The noisture-laden air became a little cooler
Burton and the Neanderthal |eft the body and foll owed the sounds of the others' voices: These were
by the grail stone of which Brontich had spoken. Burton wondered if there were others near the base
of the nountain, strung out at approximte distances of a mle. This one |acked the grail in the
center depression, however. Perhaps this neant that it was not ready to operate. He did not think
so. It could be assuned that Woever had nade the grailstones had placed the grails in the center
hol es of those on the river's edge because the resurrectees would be using these first. By the
time they found the inland stones, they would know how to use them

The grails were set on the depressions of the outnost circle. Their owners stood or sat around,
talking but with their ninds on the grails. Al were wondering when - or perhaps if - the blue
flames would cone. Much of their conversation was about how hungry they were. The rest was mainly
surm se about how they had cone here, Who had put them here, where they were, and what was bei ng
pl anned for them A few spoke of their lives on Earth.

Burton sat down beneath the wide-flung and densely | eaved branches of the gnarled bl ack-trunked
irontree. He felt tired, as all, except Razz, obviously did. H's enpty belly and his stretched-out
nerves kept him from dozing off, although the quiet voices and the rustle of |eaves conduced to

sl eep. The hollow in which the group waited was fornmed by a | evel space at the junction of four
hills and was surrounded by trees. Though it was darker than on top of the hills, it also seened
to be alittle warnmer. After a while, as the dusk and the chill increased, Burton organi zed a
firewood-collecting party. Using the knives and bandages, they cut down many mature banboo pleats
and gathered piles of grass. Wth the white-hot wire of the lighter, Burt started a fire of |eaves
and grass. These were green, and so the fire was snoky and unsatisfactory until the banmboo was put
on.

Suddenly, an explosion nmade them junp. Sone of the wonmen screamed. They had forgotten about
wat ching the grailstone. Burton turned just in tinme to see the blue flames soar up about twenty
feet. The heat fromthe discharge could be felt by Brontich, who was about twenty feet fromit.

Then the noi se was gone, and they stared at the grails. Burton was the first upon the stone again;
nost of themdid not care to venture on the stone too soon after the flames. He lifted the lid of
his grail, |ooked within, and whooped with delight. The others clinbed up and opened their own
grails. Wthin a mnute, they were seated near the fire eating rapidly, exclaimng with ecstasy,
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pointing out to each other what they'd found, |aughing, and joking. Things were not so bad after
all. Whoever was responsible for this was taking care of them

There was food in plenty, even after fasting all day, or, as Frigate put it, “probably fasting for
hal f of-eternity.' He meant by this as he explained to Munat, that there was no telling hove much
time had el apsed between AD 2008 and today. This world wasn't built in a day, and preparing
humanity for resurrection take nore than seven days. That is, if all of this been brought about by
scientific nmeans, not by supernatural. Burton's grail had yielded a four-inch cube of steak; a
smal | ball of dark bread; butter; potatoes and gravy; lettuce with salad dressing of an unfamliar
but delicious taste. In addition, there was a five-ounce cup containing an excellent bourbon and
anot her small cup with four ice cubes init.

There was nore, all the better because unexpected. A small briar pipe, A sack of pipe tobacco.
Three cigars. A plastic package with ten cigarettes.

“Unfiltered!' Frigate said.

There was al so one small brown cigarette which Burton and Frigate snelled and said, at the sane
time, ~Marihuana!’

Alice, holding up a small netallic scissors and a bl ack conb, said, "Evidently we're going to get
our hair back. OQherwi se, there'd be no need for these. I'mso glad! But do ... They really expect
me to use this?' She held out a tube of bright red lipstick

"Or me?" Frigate said, also looking at a simlar tube.

"They're emnently practical,' Mnat said, turning over a packet of what was obviously toil et
paper. Then he pull ed out sphere of green soap

Burton's steak was very tender, although he would have preferred it rare. On the other hand,
Frigate conpl ai ned because it was not cooked enough

"Evidently, these grails do not contain nenus tailored for the individual owner,' Frigate said.
“Which may be why we nen also get lipstick and the wonmen got pipes. It's a mass production

"Two miracles in one day,' Burton said. "That is, if they are such. | prefer a rationa
explanation and intend to get it. | don't think anyone can, as yet, tell ne how we were
resurrected. But perhaps you twentieth-centurians have a reasonable theory for the seemingly
magi cal appearance of these articles in a previously enpty container?

"If you conpare the exterior and interior of the grail,' Mpnat said, 'you will observe an
approximate five-centinmeter difference in depth. The fal se bottom nust conceal a nolar circuitry,
which is able to convert energy to matter. The energy obviously comes during the di scharge from
the rocks. In addition to the converter, the grail must hold nolar tenplates? .. nmolds? .. which
formthe natter into various conbinati ons of and conpounds.'

“I'"'msafe in ny speculations, for we had a simlar converter on ny active planet. But nothing as
mniature as this, | assure you.'

“Sanme on Earth,' Frigate said. "They were making iron out of pure energy before A D. 2002, but it
was a very cunbersome and expensive process with an al nost nicroscopic yield.'

“Good,' Burton said. "All this has cost us nothing. So far...
He fell silent for a while, thinking of the dream he had when awakeni ng.
"Pay up,' God had said. “You owe for the flesh.'

"What had that nmeant? On Earth, at Trieste, in 1890, he had been dying, in his wife's arms and
asking for . . . what? ChlorofornP Sonething. He could not renenber. Then, oblivion. And he had
awakened in that nightrmare place and had seen things that were not on Earth nor, as far as he
knew, on this planet. But that experience had been no dream

8
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They finished eating and replaced the containers in the racks within the grails. Since there was
no wat er nearby, they would have to wait until norning to wash the containers. Frigate and Kazz,
however, had nade several buckets out of sections of the giant banboo. The Anerican volunteered to
wal k back to the river, if some of themwould go with him and fill the sections with water.

Burt on wondered why the fellow volunteered. Then, |ooking at Alice, he knew why. Frigate mnmust be
hoping to find sone congeni al femal e conpani onship. Evidently he took it for granted that Alice
Har greaves preferred Burton. And the other women, Tucci, Mlini, Capone, and Fiorri, had nade
their choices of, respectively, Galleazzi, Brontich, Rocco, and G unta. Babich had wandered off,
possi bly for the sane reason that Frigate had for wishing to | eave.

Monat and Kazz went with Frigate. The sky was suddenly crowded-with gigantic sparks and great

| um nous gas clouds. The glitter of jam packed stars, sonme so |large they seened to be broken-off
pi eces of Earth's noon, and the shine of the clouds, awed them and nmade them feel pitifully

ni croscopic and ill-made.

Burton lay on his back on a pile of tree | eaves and puffed on a cigar. It was excellent, and in
the London of his day would have cost at least a shilling. He did not feel so nminute and unworthy
now. The stars were inaninmate matter, and he was alive. No star could ever know the delicious
taste of an expensive cigar. Nor could it know the ecstasy of holding a warmwel |l -curved worman
next to it.

On the other side of the fire, half or wholly lost in the grasses and the shadows, were the
Triestans. The liquor had uninhibited them though part of their sense of freedom may have cone
fromjoy at being alive and young again. They giggled and | aughed and roll ed back and forth in the
grass and made | oud noi ses while kissing. And then, couple by couple, they retreated into the
darkness. Or at |east, nmade no nore | oud noi ses.

The little girl had fallen asleep by Alice. The firelight flickered over Alice's handsome
aristocratic face and bald head and on the magnificent body and |long | egs. Burton suddenly knew
that all of himbad been resurrected. He definitely was not the old man who, during the | ast

si xteen years of his life, had paid so heavily for the many fevers and si cknesses that had
squeezed himdry in the tropics. Now he was young agai n, healthy, and possessed by the old

cl anori ng denon.

Yet he had given his prom se to protect her. He could nake no nove, say no word whi ch she coul d
interpret as seductive.

Well, she was not the only woman in the world. As a matter of fact, he had the whole world of
wonen, if not at his disposal, at |east available to be asked. That is, he did if everybody who
had died on Earth was on this planet. She would be only one anong nmany billions (possibly thirty-
six billion, if Frigate's estimte was correct). But there was, of course, no such evidence that
this was the case.

The hell of it was that Alice mght as well be the only one in the world, at this nmonment, anyway.
He could not get up and walk off into the darkness | ooking for another wonman, because that would
| eave her and the child unprotected. She certainly would not feel safe with Monat and Kazz, nor
could he blane her. They were so terrifyingly ugly. Nor could he entrust her to Frigate - if
Frigate returned tonight, which Burton doubted because the fell ow was an unknown quantity.

Burton suddenly laughed loudly at his situation. He had decided that he nmight as well stick it out
for tonight. This thought set himlaughing again, and he did not stop until Alice asked himif he
was all right.

"More right than you will ever know,' he said, turning his back to her. He reached into his grail
and extracted the last item This was a small flat stick of chicle-like substance. Frigate, before
| eavi ng, had remarked that their unknown benefactors nust be American. G herw se, they would not
have thought of providing chewi ng gum

After stubbing out his cigar on the ground, Burton popped the stick into his mouth. He said, "This
has a strange but rather delicious taste. Have you tried yours?

"I amtenpted, but | imagine I'd |ook |ike a cow chewi ng her cud.'
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"Forget about being a lady,' Burton said. "Do you think that beings with the power to resurrect
you woul d have vul gar tastes?

Alice smled slightly, said, "I really wouldn't know,' and placed the stick in her nouth. For a
monment, they chewed idly, |ooking across the fire at each other. She was unable to | ook him ful
in the eyes for nore than a few seconds at a tine.

Burton said, “Frigate nentioned that he knew you. O you, rather. Just who are you, if you wll
pardon ny unseemy curiosity?

'There are no secrets anong the dead,' she replied lightly. "O anbng the ex-dead, either.' She
had bees born Alice Pl easance Liddell on April 25, 1852. (Burton was thirty then.) She was the
direct descendant of King Edward 111 and his son, John of Gaunt. Her father was dean of Chri st
Church Col |l ege of Oxford and co-author of a fanbus G eek-English | exicon. (Liddell and Scott!
Burton thought.) She had had a happy chil dhood, an excellent education, and had net many fanobus
peopl e of her tines: d adstone, Mattheca Arnold, the Prince of Wales, who was placed under her
father's care while he was at Oxford. Her husband had been Regi nald Gervis Hargreaves, and she had
| oved himvery much. He had been a “country gentleman,' liked to hunt, fish, play cricket, raise
trees, and read French literature. She had three sons, all captains, two of whomdied in the G eat
War of 1914-1918. (This was the second tinme that day that Burton had heard of the Great War.) She
tal ked on and on as if drink had | oosened her tongue. O as if she wanted to place a barrier of
conversation between her and Burton

She tal ked of Dinah, the tabby kitten she had | oved when she was a child, the great trees of her
husband' s arboretum how her father, when working on his |exicon, would al ways sneeze at twelve
o'clock in the afternoon, no one knew why... at the age of eighty, she was given an honorary
Doctor of Letters by the American university, Colunbia, because of the vital part she had pl ayed
in the genesis of M. Dodgson's fanmous book. (She neglected to nention the title and Burton

t hough a voraci ous reader, did not recall any works by a M. Dodgson.)

'That was a gol den afternoon indeed,' she said, “despite the official meteorological report. On
July 4, 1862, | was ten . . . ny sisters and | were wearing bl ack shoes, white openwork socks,
white cotton dresses, and hats with large brins.' Her eyes were wi de, and she shook now and then
as if she were struggling inside herself, and she began to talk even faster.

"M . Dodgson and M. Duckworth carried the picnic baskets .. we set off in our boat fromFolly
Bridge up the Isis, upstreamfor a change. M. Duckworth rowed stroke; the drops fell off his
paddl e like tears of glass on the snooth mirror of the Isis, and...'

Burton heard the last words as if they had been roared at him Astonished, he gazed at Alice,
whose |ips seened to be noving as if she were conversing at a normal speech | evel. Her eyes were
now fixed on him but they seenmed to be boring through himinto a space and a time beyond. Her
hands were half-raised as if she were surprised at sonething and could not eve them

Every sound was magnified. He could hear the breathing of the little girl, the pounding of her
heart and Alice's, the gurgle of the workings of Alice's intestines and of the breeze as it
slipped across the branches of the trees. Fromfar away, a cry cane.

He rose and listened. What was happeni ng? Wiy the hei ghtening of senses? Wiy coul d he hear their
hearts but not his? He was al so aware of the shape and texture of the grass under his feet.
Al nost, he could feel the individual nolecules of the air as they bunped into his body.

Alice, too, had risen. She said, "Wat is happening? and her voice fell against himlike a heavy
gust of w nd.

He did not reply, for he was staring at her. Now, it seemed to him he could really see her body
for the first time. And he could see her, too. The entire Alice.

Alice came toward himwith her arns held out, her eyes half-shut her nouth noist. She swayed, and
she crooned, "Richard! Richard!' Then she stopped; her eyes w dened. He stepped toward her, his
arns out. She cried, "No!', and turned and ran into the darkness anong the trees.
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For a second, he stood still. It did not seem possible that she, whom he |oved as he had never
| oved anybody, could not |ove him back.

She must be teasing him That was it. He ran after her, and called her nanme over and over

It nmust have been hours later when the rain fell against them Either the effect of the drug had
worn off or the cold water hel ped dispel it, for both seened to enmerge fromthe ecstasy and the
dream i ke State at the sane tinme. She | ooked up at himas lightning Iit their features, and she
screanmed and pushed himviolently.

He fell on the grass, but reached out a hand and grabbed her ankle as she scranbled away from him
on all fours.

"What's the matter with you?' he shouted.

Alice quit struggling. She sat down, hid her face against her knees, and her body shook with sobs.
Burton rose and placed his hands under her chin and forced her to | ook upward. Lightning hit
near by again and showed him her tortured face. "You promsed to protect nme!' she cried out.

“You didn't act as if you wanted to be protected,' he said. | didn't promise to protect you
agai nst a natural human inpul se."'

"l mpul se!'" she said.

"Impul se! My God, |'ve never done anything like this in my lifel I've always been good! | was a
virgin when | married, and | stayed faithful to ny husband all ny life! And now ... a total
stranger! Just like that! | don't know what got into ne!’

"Then |'ve been a failure,' Burton said, and | aughed. But he was beginning to feel regret and
sorrow. If only it had been her owmn will, her own wi sh, then he would not now be having the
slightest bite of conscience. But that gum had contai ned sone powerful drug, and it had nade them
behave as | overs whose passion knew no linits. She had certainly cooperated as enthusiastically as
any experienced wonan in a Turki sh harem

You needn't feel the least bit contrite or self-reproachful,’ he said gently. "~You were possessed.
Bl ane the drug.'

I didit!" she said. I . . . I! | wanted to! Ch, what a vile low whore | am' 'I don't renenber
of fering you any noney.' He did not nmean to be heartless. He wanted to nmake her so angry that she
woul d forget her self-abasenent. And he succeeded. She junped up and attacked his chest and face
with her nails. She called himnanmes that a high-bred and gentle |l ady of Victoria's day should
never have known.

Burton caught her wists to prevent further damage and held her while she spewed nore filth at
him Finally, when she had fallen silent and had begun weepi ng again, he |led her toward the canp
site. The fire was wet ashes. He scraped off the top |layer and dropped a handful of grass, which
had been protected fromthe rain by the tree, onto the enbers. By its light, he sawthe little
girl sleeping huddl ed between Kazz and Monat udder a pile of grass beneath the irontree. He
returned to Alice, who was sitting under another tree.

"Stay away,' she said. | never want to see you again! You have dishonored nme, dirtied ne! And
after you gave your word to protect ne!’

"You can freeze if you wish,' he said. | was nerely going to suggest that we huddl e together to
keep warm But, if you wi sh disconfort, so be it. I'Il tell you again that what we did was
generated by the drug. No, not generated. Drugs don't generate desires or actions; they nerely
allow themto be released. Qur normal inhibitions were dissolved, and neither one of us can bl ane
ourself or the other

"However, |I'd be aliar if | said | didn't enjoy it, and you'd be a liar if you clainmed you
didn't. So, why gash yourself with the knives of conscience?

"I"'mnot a beast like you! I'ma good Christian God-fearing virtuous worman!'

file:/lIF|/rah/Philip%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,...d%201%20T0%20Y our%20Scattered%20Bodies%20.txt (26 of 104) [1/19/03 7:18:02 PM]



filex///F|/rah/Phili p%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,%20Philip%20Jose%620-%20Ri verworl d%201%20T 0%20Y our%20Scattered%20B odies%20.txt

"No doubt,' Burton said dryly. “~However, let me stress again one thing. | doubt if you would have
done what you did if you had not w shed in your heart to do so. The drug suppressed your
inhibitions, but it certainly did not put in your mnd the idea of what to do. The idea was

al ready there. Any actions that resulted fromtaking the drug came fromyou, fromwhat you wanted
to do.'

"I know that!' she screaned. "Do you think I'msone stupid sinple serving girls | have a brain! |
know what | did and why! It's just that | never dreaned that | could be such ... such a person
But | nust have been! Muist be!’

Burton tried to console her, to show her that everyone had certain unwi shed-for elenents in their
nature. He pointed out that the dogna of original sin surely covered this; she wan hunan;
therefore, she had dark desires in her. And so forth. The nore he tried to nake her feel better
the worse she felt Then, shivering with cold, and tired of the usel ess argunents, he gave up. He
crawl ed in between Monat and Razz and took the little girl in his arms. The warnth of the three
bodies arid the cover of the grass pile and the feel of the naked bodi es soothed him He went to
sleep with Alice's weeping coning to himfaintly through the grass cover

9

When he awoke, he was in the gray light of the fal se dawn, which the Arabs called the wolfs tail.
Monat, Kazz, and the child were still sleeping. He scratched for a while at the itchy spots caused
by the, rough-edged grass and then craw ed out. The fire was out; water drops hung fromthe | eaves
of the trees end the tips of the grass blades. He shivered with the cold. But he did not fee

tired nor have any ill effects fromthe drug, as he had expected. He found a pile of conparatively
dry banboo under sone grass beneath a tree. He rebuilt the fire with this and in a short tinme was
confortable. Then he saw the banboo containers, and he drank water fromone. Alice was sitting up
in a nound of grass and staring sullenly at him Her skin was ridged wth goosebunps.

“Conme and get warml' he said.

She crawl ed out, stood up, wal ked over to the banmboo bucket, beat down, scooped up water, and
spl ashed it over her face. Then she squatted down by the fire, warm ng her hands over a snal
flane. |If everybody is naked, how quickly even the nost nbdest |ose their nodesty, he thought.

A nonent |ater, Burton heard the rustle of grass to the east. A naked head, Peter Frigate's,
appeared. He strode fromthe grass, and was followed by the naked head of a woman. Energing from
the grass, she revealed a wet but beautiful body. Her eyes were |arge and a dark green, and her
lips were a little too thick for beauty. But her other features were exquisite.

Frigate was smiling broadly. He turned and pulled her into the warnth of the fire with his hand.

"You |l ook like the cat who ate the canary,' Burton said. “~What happened to your hand?' Peter
Frigate | ooked at the knuckles of his right hand. They were swelled, and there were scratches on
t he back of the hand.

"l got into a fight,' he said. He pointed a finger at the woman, who was squatting near Alice and

warm ng herself. "It was a nmadhouse down by the river last night. That gum nust contain a drug of
some sort. You wouldn't believe what people were doing. Or would you? After all, you' re Richard
Francis Burton. Anyway, all wonen, including the ugly ones, were occupi ed, one way or another.
‘got scared at what was going on and than | got nmad. | hit two nen with my grail, knocked them out
They were attacking a ten-year-old girl. | may have killed them | hope | did. |I tried to get the

girl to come with me, but she ran away into the night.'

"l decided to cone back here. | was beginning to react pretty badly fromwhat |'d done to those
two men even if they deserved it. The drug was responsible; it nust have released a lifetinme of
rage and frustration. So | started back here and then | canme across two nore nen, only these were
attacking a woman - this one. | think she wasn't resisting the idea of intercourse so nuch as she
was their idea of sinmultaneous attack, if you know what | nean. Anyway, she was scream ng, or
trying to, and struggling, and they had just started to hit her. So | hit themwth ny fist and
ki cked them and t hen banged away on themw th ny grail: Then | took the wonan, her nane's Loghu
by the way, that's all | know about her since | can't understand a word of her |anguage, and she

file:/lIF|/rah/Philip%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,...d%201%20T0%20Y our%20Scattered%20Bodies%20.txt (27 of 104) [1/19/03 7:18:02 PM]



file:/I1F|/rah/Philip%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,%20Phili p%20Jose%620-%20Ri verworl d%201%20T0%20Y our%20Scattered%20B odies%620.txt
went with me.' He grinned again. "But we never got there.' He quit grinning, and shuddered.

Then we woke up with the rain and |ightning and thunder com ng down like the wath of God. |
t hought that maybe, don't laugh, that it was judgnent Day, that God had given us free rein for a
day so He could let us judge ourselves. And now we were going to be cast into the pit.' He |aughed

tightly and said, “1've been an agnostic since | was fourteen years old, and | died one at the age
of ninety, although | was thinking about calling in a priest then. But the little child that's
scared of the A d Father God and Hellfire and Damation, he's still down there, even in the old

man. O in the young nman raised fromthe dead."'

“What happened?' Burton said. "Did the world end in a crack of thunder and a stroke of I|ightning?
You're still here, | see, and you' ve not renounced the delights of sin in the person of this
wonan. '

"We found a grailstone near the nountains. About a mile west of here. W got |ost, wandered-
around, cold, wet, junping every tine the lightning struck nearby. Then we found the grail stone.
It was jamred with people, but they were exceptionally friendly, end there were so nmany bodies it
was very warm even if sone rain did | eak down through the grass. W finally went to sleep, |long

after the rain quit. Wen | woke up, | searched through the grass until | found Loghu. She got
| ost during the night, sonehow. She seened pleased to see nme, though, add | like her. There's an
affinity between us. Maybe 1'Il find out why when she learns to speak English. | tried that and

French and Gernman and tags of Russian, Lithuanian, Gaelic, all the Scandi navian tongues, incl uding
Fi nni sh, classical Nahuatl, Arabic, Hebrew, Onondaga Iroquois, Objibway, Italian, Spanish, Latin
nmodem and Honeric Greek, and a dozen others. Result: a blank | ook."'

“You nust be quite a linguist,' Burton said.

"I"'mnot fluent in any of those,' Frigate said. | can read nost of them but can speak only
everyday phrases. Unlike you, | amnot master of thirty-nine |anguages - including pornography."'

"The fell ow seened to know nuch about hinself, Burton thought. He would find out just how nuch at
alater tine.

“I'1l be frank with you, Peter,' Burton said. "~ Your account of your aggressiveness anmazed ne. |
had not thought you capabl e of attacking and beating that many nen. Your queasiness...

"It was the gum of course. It opened the door of the cage.' Frigate squatted down by Loghu and
rubbed his shoul der against hers. She | ooked at himout of slightly slanted eyes. The wonan woul d
be beautiful once her hair grew out.

Frigate continued, "|I'mso tinmorous and queasy because | amafraid of the anger, the desire to do
violence, that lies not too deeply within ne. | fear violence because | amviolent. | fear what
will happen if | amnot afraid. Hell, |I've known that for forty years. Mich good t he know edge has

done nme!' He | ooked at Alice and said, "~Good norning!' Alice replied cheerily enough, and she even
smiled at Loghu when she was introduced. She would | ook at Burton, and she woul d answer his direct
questions. But she would not chat with himor give himanything but a stern face.

Monat, Kazz, and the little girl, all yawning, came to the preside. Burton prow ed around the
edges of the canp and found that the Triestans were gone. Sonme had |left their grails behind. He
cursed themfor their carel essness and thought about |eaving the grails in the grass to teach them
a |l esson. But he eventually placed the cylinders in depressions on the grail stone.

If their owners did not return, they would go hungry unl ess soneone shared their food with them
In the meant time the food in their grails would have to be untouched. He would be unable to open
them They had di scovered yesterday that only the owner of a grail could open it. Experinentation
with a long stick had determ ned al so that the owner had to touch the grail with his fingers or
sone part of his body before the Iid would open. It was Frigate's theory that a nmechanismin the
grail was keyed to the peculiar configuration of skin voltage of the owner

O perhaps the grail contained a very sensitive detector of the individual's brain waves.

The sky had becone bright by then. The sun was still an the other side of the 20, 000-foot high
eastern mountain. Approximately a half-hour later, the grailrock spurted blue flane with a roll of
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t hunder. Thunder fromthe stones along the river echoed agai nst the nountain.

The grails yielded bacon and eggs, ham toast, butter, jam nmilk, a quarter of a cantal oupe,
cigarettes, and a cupful of dark brown crystals which Frigate said was instant coffee. He drank
the milk in one cup, rinsed it out in water in a banboo container filled the cup with water, and
set it by the fire. Wien the water was boiling, he put a teaspoonful of the crystals into the
water and stirred it. The coffee was delicious, and there were enough crystals to provide six
cups. Then Alice put the crystals into the water before heating it over the fire and found that it
was not necessary to use the fire. The wafer boiled within three seconds after the crystals were
pl aced into the cold water

After eating, they washed out the containers and replaced themin the grails. Burton strapped his
grail onto his wist. He intended to explore, and he certainly was not going to |l eave the grail on
the stone. Though it could do no one but hinself any good, vicious people might take it just for
the pl easure of seeing himstarve.

Burton started his | anguage | essons with the little girl and Kazz, and Frigate got Loghu to sit in
on them Frigate suggested that a universal |anguage shoul d be adopted because of the nmany many

| anguages and di al ects, perhaps fifty to sixty thousand, that nmankind had used in his severa
nmllion years of existence and which he was using along the river. That is, provided that all of
manki nd had been resurrected. After all, all he knew about was the few square miles he had seen
But it would be a good idea to start propagating Esperanto, the synthetic | anguage invented by the
Pol i sh oculist, Doctor Zanenhof, in 1887. Its grammar was very sinple and absolutely regular, and
its sound conbi nati ons, though not as easy for everybody to pronounce as clained, were stil
relatively easy. And the basis 0l the vocabulary was Latin with many words from English and German
and ot her West European | anguages.

I had heard about it before | died,'" Burton said. “But | never saw any sanples of it. Perhaps it
may becone useful. But, in the nmeantime, |'Il teach these two English.!’

"But nost of the people here speak Italian or Slovenian!' Frigate said.

“That may be true, though we haven't any survey as yet. However, | don't intend to stay here, you
can be sure of that.'

"l could have predicted that,' Frigate nmuttered. “You always did get restless; you had to nove
on.'

Burton glared at Frigate and then started the | essons. For about fifteen nminutes, he drilled them
in the identification and pronunciation of nineteen nouns and a few verbs: fire, bamnmboo, gruel
man, woman, girl, hand, feet, eye, teeth, eat, walk, run, talk, dagger, |, you, they, us. He

i ntended that he should | earn as nmuch fromthemas they fromhim In tine, he would be able to
speak their tongues, whatever they were.

The sun cleared the top of the eastern range. The air becane warner, and they let the fire die.
They were well into the second day -of resurrection. And they knew al nost nothing about this world
or what their eventual fate was supposed to be or Wio was deternmining their fate.

Lev Ruach stuck his big-nosed face through the grass and said, "May | join you?' Burton nodded,
and Frigate said, "Sure, why not?" Ruach stepped out of the grass. A short pale-skinned woman with
great brown eyes and lovely delicate features followed him Ruach introduced her as Tanya Kauw t z.
He had nmet her last night, and they had stayed together, since they had a nunber of things in
common. She was of Russi an-Jewi sh descent, was born in 1958 in the Bronx, New York City, had
becone an English schoolteacher, married a busi nessman who made a mllion and dropped dead when
she was forty-five, leaving her free to marry a wonderful man with whom she had been in | ove for
fifteen years. Six nonths later, she was dead of cancer. Tanya, not Lev, gave this informtion and
in one sentence.

"It was hell down on the plains list night,' Lev said. 'Tanya and | had to run for our lives into
the woods. So | decided that | would find you and ask if we could stay with you. | apol ogi ze for
my hasty remarks of yesterday, M. Burton. | think that nmy observations were valid, but the
attitudes | was speaki ng of should be considered in the context of your other attitudes!’
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"We'll go into that some other tinme,' Burton said. "At the time | wote that book, | was suffering
fromthe vile and malicious lies of the nmoney | enders of Damascus, and they...'

“Certainly, M. Burton,' Ruach said. “As-you say, later. | just wanted to nake the point that |
consider you to be a very capable and strong person, and | would like to join your group. We're in
a state of anarchy, if you can call anarchy a state, and many of us need protection.'

Burton did not like to be interrupted. He scow ed and said, "~Please pernmt me to explain nyself. |

"Frigate stood up and said, "here cone the others. Wnder where they've been?' Only four of the
original nine had cone back, however. Maria Tucci explained that they had wandered away toget her
after chewing the gum and eventually ended up by one of the big bonfires on the plains. Then many
t hi ngs had happened; there had been fights and attacks by nen on wonen, men on nen, women on nen,
worren on wonen, and even attacks on children. The group had split up in the chaos, she had net the
other three only an hour ago while she was searching in the hills for the grail stone.

Lev added sonme details. The results of chewi ng the narcotic gum had been tragic, anusing, or
gratifying, depending, apparently, upon individual reaction. The gum had had an aphrodi si ac effect
upon many, but it also had many other effects. Consider the husband and wife, who had died in
Opcina, a suburb of Trieste, in 1899. They had been resurrected within six feet of each other

They had wept with joy at being reunited when so nmany coupl es had not been. They thanked God for
their good | uck, though they al so had nade sone |oud coments that this world was not what they
had been promi sed. But they had had fifty years of married bliss and now | ooked forward to being
together for eternity.

Only a few nminutes after both had chewed the gum the nan strangled his wife, heaved her body into
the river, picked up another wonan in his arns, and run off into the darkness of the woods with
her .

Anot her man had | eaped upon a grailstone and delivered a speech that lasted all night, even
through the rain. To the few who could hear, and the even fewer who |istened, he had denonstrated
the principles of a perfect society and how these could be carried out in practice. By dawn, he
was so hoarse he could only croak a few words. On Earth, he had sel dom bothered to vote.

A man and a wonan, outraged at the public display of carnality, had forcefully tried to separate
coupl es. The results bruises, bloody noses, split lips, and two concussions, all theirs, Sonme nen
and worren had spent the night on their knees praying and confessing their sins.

Some children had been badly beaten, raped, or nurdered, or all three. But not everybody had
succunbed to the madness. A nunber of adults had protected the children, or tried to.

Ruach described the despair and disgust of a Croat Moslem and an Austrian Jew because their grails
contai ned pork. A H ndu screaned obscenities because his grail offered himneat.

A fourth man, crying out that they were in the hands of devils, had hurled his cigarettes into the
river.

Several had said to him "Wy didn't you give us the cigarettes if you didn't want thenf
"Tobacco is the invention of the devil; it was the weed created by Satan in the Garden of Eden!'
A man said, At least you could have shared the cigarettes with us. It wouldn't hurt you.'

"l would like to throw all the evil stuff into the river!' he had shout ed.

“You're an insufferable bigot and crazy to boot,' another had replied, and struck himin the
mout h. Before the tobacco-hater could get up off the ground, he was hit and kicked by four others.

Later, the tobacco-hater had staggered up and, weeping with rage, cried, "What have | done to
deserve this, O Lord, ny God! | have always been a good man. | gave thousands of Pounds to
charities, | worshipped in Thy tenple three tines a week, | waged a |ifelong war against sin and
corruption, |
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"I know you!' a woman had shouted. She was a tall blue-eyed 62 girl with a handsone face and wel | -

curved figure. "1 know you! Sir Robert Snithson!

He had stopped tal king and had blinked at her. “1 don't know you!'

“You woul dn't! But you should! |I'mone of the thousands of girls who had to work sixteen hours a
day, six and a half days a week, so you could live in your big house on the hill and dress in fine
cl ot hes and so your horses and dogs could eat far better than | could! | was one of your factory

girls! My father slaved for you, ny nother slaved for you, nmy brothers and sisters, those who
weren't too sick or who didn't die because of too little or too bad food, dirty beds, drafty

wi ndows, and rat bites, slaved for you. My father lost a hand in one of your machines, and you

ki cked hi mout without a penny. My nother died of the white plague. | was coughing out ny life,
too, nmy fine baronet, while you stuffed yourself with rich foods and sat in easy chairs and dozed
of f in your big expensive church pew and gave thousands to feed the poor unfortunates in Asia and
to send m ssionaries to convert the poor heathens in Africa. | coughed out nmy lungs, and | had to
go a-whoring to nmake enough noney to feed ny kid sisters and brothers. And | caught syphilis, you
bl oody pious bastard, because you wanted to wring out every drop of sweat and blood | had and
those poor devils like ne had! | died in prison because you told the police they should dea
harshly with prostitution. You . . . you . . .!I'

Smithson had gone red at first, then pale. Then he had drawn hinself up straight, scowing at the
woran, and said, "~ You whores always have sonebody to blane for your unbridled |usts, your evi
ways. God knows that | followed H s ways.' He had turned and had wal ked off, but the woman ran
after himand swng her grail at him It canme around swiftly; sonebody shouted; he spun and
ducked. The grail alnobst grazed the top of his head.

Smithson ran past the wonan before she could recover and quickly lost hinmself in the crowd.
Unfortunately, Ruach said, very few understood what was going on because they coul dn't speak
Engl i sh.

"Sir Robert Smithson,' Burton said "If | renenber correctly, he owned cotton nills and steel works
in Manchester. He was noted for his philanthropies and his good works anong the heathens. Died in
1870 or thereabouts at the age of eighty.'

“And probably convinced that he woul d be rewarded in Heaven,' Lev Ruach said. "O course, it would
never have occurred to himthat he was a nurderer many times over.'

“If he hadn't exploited the poor, soneone el se woul d have done so.'

"That is an excuse used by nmany throughout nen's history,' Lev said “Besides, there were
industrialists in your country who saw to it that wages and conditions in their factories were
i mproved. Robert Ownen was one, | believe.'

10

"l don't see much sense in argui ng about what went on in the past,' Frigate said. "I think we
shoul d do sonet hi ng about our present situation.

Burton stood up. “You're right, Yank! W need roofs over our heads, tools, God knows what el se!

But first, | think we should take a ook at the cities of the plains and see what the citizens are
doing there.' At that nonent, Alice came through the trees on the hill above them Frigate saw her
first. He burst out laughing. “The latest in ladies' wear!' She had cut |engths of the grass with

her scissors and plaited theminto a two-piece garnent. One was a sort of poncho which covered her
breasts and the other a skirt which fell to her cal ves.

The effect was strange, though one that she shoul d have expected. When she was naked, the hairless
head still did not detract too nuch from her fenal eness and her beauty. But with the green, bulky,
and shapel ess garnents, her face suddenly becane nmascul i ne and ugly.

The ot her wonen crowded around her and exam ned t he weaving of the grass lengths and the grass
belt that secured the skirt.
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“It's very itchy, very unconfortable,' Alice said. "But it's decent. That's all | can say for it'

“Apparently you did not nean what you said about your unconcern with nudity in a |and where al
are nude,' Burton said.

Alice stared coolly and said, "1 expect that everybody will be wearing these. Every decent man and
wonman, that is.' | supposed that Ms. Gundy would rear her ugly head here,' Burton replied.

"It was a shock to be anong so many naked people,' Frigate said. "Even though nudity on the beach
and in the private hone becane conmonplace in the late '80's. But it didn't take |ong for everyone
to get used to it. Everyone except the hopel essly neurotic, | suppose.’

Burton swung around and spoke to the other women. 'Wat about you | adies? Are you going to wear
these ugly and scratchy haycocks because one of your sex suddenly deci des that she has private
parts agai n? Can sonething that has bean so public beconme private? Loghu, Tanya, and Alice did
not understand hi m because he spoke in Italian. He repeated in English for the benefit of the I|ast
t wo.

Alice flushed and said, "What | wear is nmy business. If anybody el se cares to go naked when |I'm
decently covered, well . . .!" Loghu had not understood a word, but she understood what was goi ng
on. She | aughed and turned away. The other wonen seened to be trying to guess what each one
intended to do. The ugliness and the unconfortabl e-ness of the clothing were not the issues.

"While you fenales are trying to make up your mnds,' Burton said, it would be nice if you would
take a banmboo pail and go with us to the river. W can bathe, fill the pails with water, find out
the situation in the plains, and then return here. W may be able to build several houses - or

tenporary shelters before nightfall.' They started down the hills, pushing through the grass and

carrying their grails, chert weapons, banboo spears and buckets. They had not gone far before they
encountered a nunber of people. Apparently, many plains dwellers had decided to nove out. Not only
that, sonme had al so found chert and had nmade tools and weapons. These had | earned the techni que of
wor ki ng with stone from sonebody, possibly fromother primtives in the area. So far, Burton had
seen only two speci nens of non-Hono sapiens, and these were with him But wherever the techni ques
had been | earned, they had been put to good use. They passed two hal f-conpl eted banboo huts. These
were round, one-roomed, and woul d have conical roofs thatched with the huge triangul ar | eaves from
the irontrees and with the long hill grass. One man, using a chert adze and axe, was building a
short -1 egged banboo bed.

Except for a nunber erecting rather crude huts or lean-tos w thout stone tools at the edge of the
plains, and for a nunber swnmmng in the river, the plain was deserted. The bodies froml ast

ni ght's madness had been renoved. So far, no one had put on a grass skirt, and nany stared at
Alice or even |aughed and made raucous conments. Alice turned red, but she nade no nove to get rid
of her clothes. The sun was getting hot, however, and she was scratching under her breast garnent
and under her skirt. It was a nmeasure of the intensity of the irritation that the, raised by
strict Victorian upper-class standards, would scratch in public.

However, when they got to the river, they saw a dozen heaps, of stuff that turned out to be grass
dresses. These had been left on the edge of the river by the men and wonen now | aughi ng,
spl ashing, and swinming in the river.

It was certainly a contrast to the beaches he knew. These were the sane people who had accepted
t he bat hi ng machi nes, the suits that covered themfromankle to neck, and all the other nodest
devices, as absolutely noral and vital to the continuation of the proper society - theirs. Yet,
only one day after finding thenselves here, they were swnming in the nude. And enjoying it.

Part of the acceptance of their unclothed state cane fromthe shock of the resurrection. In

addi tion, there was not nuch they could do about it that first day. And there had been a | eaveni ng
of the civilized with savage peoples, or tropical civilized peoples, who were not particularly
shocked by nudity.

He called out to a woman who was standing to her waist in the water. She had a coarsely pretty
face and sparkling blue eyes.

"That is the woman who attacked Sir Robert Smthson,' Lev Ruach said. | believe her nane is
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WIlfreda Al port.’

Burton | ooked at her curiously and with appreciation of her splendid bust. He called out, "How s
the water?'

“Very nicel' she said, snmling

He un-strapped his grail, put down the container, which held his chert knife and handaxe, and
waded in with his cake of green soap. The water felt as if it was about ten degrees bel ow his body
tenperature. He soaped hinself while he struck up a conversation with Wlfreda. If she stil

har bored any resentnent about Smithson, she did not showit. Her accent was heavily North Country,
Per haps Cunber| and.

Burton said to her, | heard about your little to-do with the late great hypocrite, the baronet.
You shoul d be happy now, though. You're healthy and young and beautiful again, and you don't have
to toil for your bread. Al so, you can do for |ove what you had to do for nobney.' There was no use
beating around the bush with a factory girl Not that she had any.

Wl freda gave hima stare as cool as any he had received fromAlice Hargreaves. She said, " Now,
haven't you the ruddy nerve? English, aren't you? | can't place your accent, London, |'d say, with
a touch of sonmething foreign.'

“You're close,' he said, laughing. "I'mRichard Burton, by the way. How would you like to join our
group? We've banded together for protection; we're going to build sonme houses this afternoon
We've got a grailstone all to ourselves up in the hills' WIlfreda | ooked at the Tau Cetan and the
Neandert hal “They're part of your mob, now? | heard about 'em they say the nonster's a man from
the stars, conme along in A .D. 2000, they do say.

"He won't hurt you,' Burton said. "Neither will the subhuman. What do you say?' "I'monly a
wonman,' she said. "Wat do | have to offer?” "All a woman has to offer,' Burton said, grinning.

Surprisingly, she burst out |aughing. She touched his chest and said, "Now ain't you the clever
one? Wiat's the matter, you can't get no girl of your own?

I had one and lost her,' Burton said. That was not entirely true. He was not sure what Alice
intended to do. He could not understand why she continued to stay with his group if she was so
horrified and disgusted. Perhaps it was because she preferred the evil she knew to the evil she
did not know. At the nonent, he hinself felt only disgust at her stupidity, but he did not want
her to go. That | ove he had experienced |ast night may have been caused by the drug, but he still
felt a residue of it. Then why was he asking this woman to join then? Perhaps it was to nmake Alice
jealous. Perhaps it was to have a woman to fall back upon if Alice refused himtonight. Perhaps

he did not know why.

Ali ce stood upon the bank, her toes al nost touching the water. The bank was, at this point, only
an inch above the water. The short grass continued fromthe plain to forma solid mat that grew
down on the river bed. Burton could feel the grass under his feet as far as he could wade. He
threw his soap onto the bank and swam out for about forty feet and dived down. Here the current
suddenly becanme stronger and the depth rmuch greater. He swam down, his eyes open, until the |ight
failed and his ears hurt. He continued on down and then his fingers touched bottom There was
grass there, too.

When he swam back to where the water was up no his waist he saw that Alice had shed her cl ot hes.
She was in closer to the shore, but squatting so that the water was up to her neck. She' was
soapi ng her head and face.

He called to Frigate, “Wuy don't you cone in?'
“I'"'mguarding the grails,' Frigate said.

“Very good!' Burton swore under his breath. He shoul d have thought of that and appoi nted sonebody
as a guard. He wasn't in actuality a good | eader, he tended to let things go to pot, to permt
themto disintegrate. Adnmit it. On Earth he had been the head of many expeditions, none of which
had been di stingui shed by efficiency or strong managenent. Yet, during the Crinmean War, when he
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was head of Beatson's Irregulars, training the wild Turkish cavalry, the Bashi-Bazouks, he had
done quite well, far better than nost. So he should not be reprimandi ng hinself...

Lev Ruach clinbed out of the water and ran his hands over his skinny body to take off the drops.
Burton got out, too, and sat down beside him Alice turned her back on him whether on purpose or
not he had no way of know ng, of course.

“It's not just being young again that delights me,' Lev said in his heavily accented English.
“It's having this |leg back.' He tapped his right knee.

I lost it in atraffic accident on the New Jersey Turnpi ke when | was fifty years old.' He

| aughed and said; “~There was an irony to the situation that sonme' night call fate. | had been
captured by Arabs two years before when | was |ooking for minerals in the desert, in the state of
I srael, you understand. ..

“You nmean Pal estine?' Burton said.

"The Jews founded an i ndependent state in 1948,' Lev said. "~You wouldn't know about that, of

course. I'Il tell you all about it sone time. Anyway, | was captured and tortured by Arab
guerrillas. | won't go into the details; it makes nme sick to recall it. But | escaped that night,
t hough not before bashing in the heads of two with a rock and shooting two nore with a rifle. The
others fled, and | got away. | was lucky. An arny patrol picked me up. However, two years |ater
when | was in the States, driving down the Turnpike, a truck, a big senmi, |I'll describe that
later, too, cut in front of me and jackknifed and | crashed into it. |I was badly hurt, and ny

right | eg was anputated bel ow the knee. But the point of this story is that the truck driver had
been born in Syria. So, you see the Arabs were out to get me, and they did; though they did not
kill ne. That job was done by our friend from Tau Ceti. Though | can't say he did anything to
humani ty except hurry up its doom'

“What do you nean by that?' Burton said.

"There were mllions dying fromfam ne, even the States were on a strictly rationed diet, and

pol lution of our water, land, and air was killing other mllions. The scientists said that half of
Earth's oxygen supply would be cut off in ten years because the phytopl ankton of the oceans - they
furni shed half the world' s oxygen, you know - were dying. The oceans were polluted."'

*"The oceans?

“You don't believe it? Wll, you died in 1890, so you find it hard to credit. But some people were
predicting in 1968 exactly what did happen in 2008. | believed them | was a biochem st. But nopst
of the popul ation, especially those who counted, the masses and the politicians, refused to
believe until it was too |ate. Measures were taken as the situation got worse, but they were

al ways too weak and too | ate and fought against by groups that stood to | ose noney, if effective
measures were taken. But it's a long sad story, and if we're to build houses, we'd best start

i medi ately after |unch.

Alice canme out of the river and ran her hands over her body. The sun and the breeze dried her off
qui ckly. She picked up her grass clothes but did not put them back on. WIfreda asked her about
them Alice replied that they nmade her itch too rmuch, but she would keep themto wear at night if
it got cold. Alice was polite to WIfreda but obviously al oof. She had overheard nuch of the
conversation and-so knew that WIfreda had been a factory girl who had becone a whore and t hen had
died of syphilis. Or at |least WIlfreda thought that the disease-had killed her. She did not
renenber dying. Undoubtedly, as she had said cheerily, she had | ost her nmind first.

Alice, hearing this, moved even further away. Burton grinned, wondering what she would do if she
knew that he had suffered fromthe sane di sease, caught froma slave girl in Cairo when he had
been di sguised as a Moslemduring his trip to Mecca in 1853. He had been “cured' and his nmind had
not been physically affected; though his nmental suffering had been intense. But the point was that
resurrection had given everybody a fresh young and undi seased body, and what a person had been on
Earth shoul d not influence another's attitude toward them

Shoul d not was not, however, would not.
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He could not really blame Alice Hargreaves. She was the product of her society - like all wonen,
she was what nmen had nmade her and she had strength of character and flexibility of mind to lift
hersel f above sone of the prejudices of her time and her class. She had adapted to the nudity well
enough, and she was not openly hostile or contenptuous of the girl. She had performed an act with
Burton that went against a lifetine of overt and covert indoctrination. And that was on the night
of the first day of her life after death, when she should have been on her knees singing hosannas
because she had “sinned' and prom sing that she would never “sin' again as long as she was not put
in hellfire.

As they wal ked across the plain, he thought about her, turning his head now and then to | ook back
at her. That hairl ess head made her face | ook so much ol der but the hairl essness nade her | ook so
childlike below the navel. They all bore this contradiction, old nman, or worman above the neck
young child bel ow the bellybutton

He dropped back until he was by her side. This put himbehind Frigate and Loghu. The view of Loghu
woul d yield sone profit even if his attenpt to talk to Alice resulted in nothing. Loghu had a
beautifully rounded posterior; her buttocks were |like two eggs. And she swayed as enchantingly as
Alice.

He spoke in a low voice, "If last night distressed you so nuch why do you stay with nme?" Her
beautiful face becane tw sted and ugly.

"I amnot staying with you! | amstaying with the group! Mreover, |'ve been thinking about |ast
ni ght, though it pains me to do so. | nust be fair. It was the narcotic in that hideous gumthat
made both of us behave the . . . way we did. At least, | knowit was responsible for ny behavior.

And I'mgiving you the benefit of the doubt.’
"Then there's no hope of repetition?
"How can you ask that! Certainly not! How dare you?

"l did not force you,' he said. “As | have pointed out, you did what you would do if you were not
restrai ned by your inhibitions. Those inhibitions are good things - under certain circunstances,
such as being the awful wedded wife of a man you love in the England of Earth. But Earth no

| onger exists, not as we knew it. Neither does England. Neither does English society. And if al
of manki nd has been resurrected and is scattered along this river, you still may never see your
husband agai n. You are no longer married. Renmenber .. . till death do us part.

You have died, and, therefore, parted. Mdreover, there is no giving into narriage in heaven.'

"You are a bl asphemer, M. Burton. | read about you in the newspapers, and | read sone of your
books about Africa and India and that one about the Mornmons in the States. | also heard stories,
nost of which | found hard to believe, they made you out to be so w cked. Reginald was very

i ndi gnant when he read your Kasidah. He said he'd have no such foul atheistic literature in his
house, and he threw all your books into the furnace.'

“If I'"'mso wicked, and you feel you're a fallen woman, why don't you | eave?

"Must | repeat everything? The next group might have even worse nmen in it. And, as you have been
so kind to point out, you did not force nme. Anyway, |'m sure that you have sone kind of heart
beneat h that cynical and nocking air. | saw you weepi ng when you were carrying Grenafra and she
was crying.'

“You have found ne out,' he said, grinning. "Very well. So be it. | will be chivalrous; | will not
attenpt to seduce you or to nolest you in any way. But the next tinme you see ne chew ng the gum
you woul d do well to hide. Meanwhile, | give ny word of honor; you have nothing to fear fromne as

long as | amnot under the influence of the gum'
Her eyes wi dened, and she stopped. “You plan to use it again?

"Whay not? It apparently turned sone people into violent beasts, but it had no such effect on me. |
feel no craving for it, so | doubt it's habit-formng. | used to snoke a pipe of opium now and
then, you know, and I did not becone addicted to it, so | don't suppose | have a psychol ogi ca
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weakness for drugs.' °| understood that you were very often deep in your cups, Mster Burton. You
and that nauseating creature, M. Swi nburne...' She stopped talking. A man had called out to her
and, though she did not understand Italian, she understood his obscene gesture. She bl ushed al
over but wal ked briskly on.

Burton glared at the man, He was a well-built browns youth with a big nose, a weak chin, and cl ose
set eyes; Hi s skinned speech was that of the crimnal class of the city of Bol ogna, where Burton
had spent nmuch tine while investigating Etruscan relics and graves: Behind himwere ten nen, nost
of them as unprepossessing and as wi cked-1ooking as their |eader, and five wonen. It- was evident
that the nen wanted to add nore wonen to the group. It was also evident that they would like to
get their hands on the stone weapons of Burton's group. They were arned only with their grails or
wi th bamboo sticks.

11

Burton spoke sharply, and his people closed up. Kazz did not understand his words, but he sensed
at once what was happening. He dropped back to formthe rearguard with Burton. H's brutish
appearance and the handaxe in his huge fist choked the Bol ognese sonewhat. They fol |l owed the
group, naking loud conments and threats, but they did not get nuch closer. Wiy they reached the
hills, however, the |eader of the gang shouted a comand, and it attacked.

The youth with the close-set eyes, yelling, swinging his grail at the end of the strap ran at
Burton. Burton gauged the swing of the cylinder and then | aunched his banboo spear just as the
grail was arcing outward. The stone tip went into the man's solar plexus, and he fell on his side
with the spear sticking in him The subhuman struck a swinging grail with a stick, which was
knocked out of his hand. He | eaped inward and brought the edge of the handaxe agai nst the top of
the head of his attacker, and that nman went down with a bl oody skull

Little Lev Ruach threw his grail into the chest of a man and ran up and junped on him His feet
drove into the face of the man, who was getting up again. The man went backward; Ruach bounded up
and gashed the man's shoulder with his chert knife. The man, screamng, got to his feet and raced
away.

Frigate did better than Burton had expected himto, since he had turned pal e and begun shaki ng
when the gang had first challenged them H s grail was strapped to his left wist while his right
hel d a handaxe. He charged into the group, was hit on the shoulder with a grail, the inpact of

whi ch was | essened when he partially blocked it with his grail, and he fell on his side. A man
lifted a banmboo stick with both hands to bring it down on Frigate, but he rolled away, bringing
his grail up and blocking the stick as it came down. Then he was up, his head butting into the man
and carrying hi mback. Both went down, Frigate on top, and his stone axe struck the nan twi ce on
the tenple.

Al'ice had thrown her grail into the face of a man and then stabbed at himw th the fire-sharpened

end of her banmboo spear. Loghu ran around to the side of the man and hit himacross the head with

her stick so hard that he dropped to his knees. The fight was over in sixty seconds. The other nen
fled with their wonmen behind them Burton turned the screaming | eader onto his back and pulled his

spear out of the pit of his stomach. The tip had not gone in nore than half an inch

The man got to his feet and, clutching the streanm ng wound, staggered off across the plains. Two
of the gang were unconsci ous but would probably survive. The man Frigate had attacked was dead.

The American had turned frompale to red and then back to pale. But he did not | ook contrite or
sickened. If his expression held anything, it was elation. And relief.

He said, "That was the first man |'ve ever killed! The first!
"l doubt that it'll be the last,' Burton said. "Unless you're killed first.

Ruach, | ooking at the corpse, said, "A dead nan | ooks just as dead here as on Earth. | wonder
where those who are killed in the afterlife go?

"I'f we live long enough, we might find out. You two wonmen gave a very fine account of yourselves.
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Alice said, "I did what had to be done,' and wal ked away. She was pal e and shaki ng. Loghu, on the
ot her hand, seened exhil arated

They got to the grail stone about a hal f-hour before noon. Things had changed. Their quiet little
hol | ow cont ai ned about sixty people, many of whom were working on pieces of chert. One man was
hol di ng a bl oody eye into which a chip of stone had flown. Several nore were bleeding fromthe
face or hol ding smashed fi ngers.

Burton was upset but he could do nothing about it. The only hope for regaining the quiet retreat
was that the lack of water would drive the intruders away. That hope went quickly. A woman told
himthat there was a small cataract about a mle and a half to the west. It fell fromthe top of
the nountain down the tip of an arrowhead-shaped canyon and into a large hole, which it had only
hal f-filled. Eventually, it should spill out and take a course through the hills and spread out on
the plain. Unless, of course, stone fromthe nountain base was brought down to nake a channel for
the stream

"Or we nake wat er pi pes out of the big banboo,' Frigate said.

They put their grails on the rock, each carefully noting the exact location of his, and they
waited. He intended to nove on after the grails were filled. A location hal fway between the
cataract and the grailstone woul d be advant ageous, and they night not be so crowded.

The blue flanmes roared out above the stone just as the sun reached its zenith. This tine, the
grails yielded an antipasto salad, Italian black bread with nelted garlic butter, spaghetti and
nmeatballs, a cupful of dry red wine, grapes, nore coffee crystals, ten cigarettes, a nmarihuana
stick, a cigar, nore toilet paper and a cake of soap, and four chocol ate creans. Sone people
conpl ained that they did not like Italian food, but no one refused to eat.

The group, snoking their cigarettes, wal ked al ong the base of the nountain to the cataract. This
was at the end of the triangular canyon, where a nunber of nen and wonen had set up 'canp around

the hole. The water was icy cold. After washing out their containers, drying them and refilling
t he buckets, they went back in the direction of the grailstone. After a half mle, they chose a
hill covered by pines except for the apes, on which a great irontree grew. There was plenty of

banboo of all sizes grow ng around them Under the direction of Kazz and of Frigate, who had spent
a few years in Ml aysia, they cut down banboo and built their buts. These were round buil di ngs
with a single door and a window in the rear and a conical thatched roof. They worked swiftly and
did not try for nicety, so that by dinnertine everything except the roofs was finished. Frigate
and Monat were picked to stay behind as guards while the others took the grails to the stone. Here
t hey found about 300 people constructing | ean-tos and buts. Burton had expected this. Mst people
woul d not want to walk a half mle every day three tines a day for their nmeals. They would prefer
to cluster around the grail stones. The buts here were arranged haphazardly and cl oser than
necessary. There was still the problemof getting fresh water, which was why he was surprised that
there were so many here. But he was informed by a pretty Slovene that a source of water had been
found close by only this afternoon. A spring ran froth a cave alnpst in a straight line up from
the rock. Burton investigated. Water had broken out froma cave and was trickling down the face of
the cliff into a basin about fifty feet wide sad ei ght deep.

He wondered if this was an afterthought on the part of whoever created this place. He returned
just as the blue flames thundered.

Kazz suddenly stopped to relieve hinmself. He did not bother to turn away; Loghu gi ggl ed; Tanya
turned red; the Italian women were used to seeing nen | eaning agai nst buil di ngs whenever the fancy
took them W Ifreda was used to anything; Alice, surprisingly, ignored himas if he were a dog.
And that mght explain her attitude. To her, Kazz was not human and so coul d not be expected to
act as humans were expected to act.

There was no reason to reprimnd Kazz for this just now, especially when Kazz did not understand
his | anguage. But he would have to use sign | anguage the next tine Kazz proceeded to relieve
hinsel f while they were sitting around and eati ng.

Everybody had to learn certain limts, and anything that upset others while they were eating
shoul d be forbidden. And that, he thought, included quarreling during nmealtines. To be fair, he
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woul d have to adnit that he had participated in nore than his share of dinner disputes in his
lifetime.

He patted Kazz on top of the breadl oaf -shaped skull as he passed him Kazz | ooked at hi m and
Burton shook his head, figuring that Kazz would find out why when he | earned to speak English. But
he forgot his intention, and he stopped and rubbed the top of his own head. Yes, there was a very
fine fuzz there.

He felt his face, which was as smooth as ever. But his arnpits were fuzzy. The pubic area was,
however, snooth. That might be a slower growth than scalp hair, though. He told the others, and
they inspected thensel ves and each other. It was true. Their hair was returning, at |east, on
their heads and their arnpits. Razz was the exception. His hair was growing out all over him
except on his face.

The di scovery nmade them jubilant. Laughing, joking, they wal ked al ong the base of the nobuntain in
the shadow. They turned east then and waded through the grass of four hills nore comng up the

sl ope of the hill they were beginning to think of as hone. Halfway up it, they stopped, silent.
Frigate and Monat had not returned their calls.

After telling themto spread out and to proceed slowy, Burton led themup the hill. The buts were
deserted, and several of the little buts had been kicked or tranpled. He felt a chill, as if a

col d-wi nd bad blown on him The silence, the damaged huts, the conpl ete absence of the two, was

f or ebodi ng.

A mnute later, they heard a halloo and turned to | ook down the hill. The skin-heads of Mnat and
Frigate appeared in the gasses and then they were conming up the hill. Mnat |ooked grave, but the
Anerican was grinning. His face was bruised over the cheek, and the knuckl es of both hands were
tom and bl oody.

"W just got back fromchasing off four nen and three wonmen who wanted to take over our buts,' he
said. "1 told themthey could build their own, and that you'd be back right away and beat hell out
of themif they didn't take off. They understood the all right, they spoke English. They had been
resurrected at the grailstone a mle north of ours along the river. Mst of the people there were
Triestans of your tine, but about ten, all together, were Chicagoans who'd di ed about 1985. The
distribution of the dead sure is funny, isn't it? There's a random choi ce operating al ong here,
I'd say.

“Anyway, | told themwhat Mark Twain said the devil said.

You Chi cagoans think you're the best people here whereas the truth is you're just the nost
nunerous. That didn't go over very well, they seened to think that | should be buddy-buddies with
them because | was an Anerican. One of the wonen offered herself to me if |I'd change sides and
take their part in appropriating the huts. She was the one who was living with two of the nen. |
said no. They said they'd take the huts anyway, and over ny dead body if they had to.

"But they tal ked nore brave than they were. Mnat scared themjust by |Iooking at them And we did
have t he stone weapons and spears. Still, their |eader was whi pping themup into rushing us, when
I took a good hard | ook at one of them

"His head was bald so he didn't have that thick straight black hair, and he was about thirty-five
when | first knew him and he wore thick shell-rimed gl asses then, and | hadn't seen himfor

fifty-four years. But | stepped up closer, and | |ooked into his face, which was grinning just
like | remenbered it, |ike the proverbial skunk, and | said, "Len? Lem Sharkko! It is Lem Sharkko,
isn't it?"

"Hi s eyes opened then, and he grinned even nore, and he took nmy hand, ny hand, after all he'd done
to ne, and he cried out " if we were long-lost brothers, "It is, it is! It's Pete Frigate! My God,
Pete Frigate!"

"I was alnost glad to see himand for the same reason he said he was glad to see nme. But then |
told nmyself, "This is the crooked publisher that cheated you out of $4,000 when you were just
getting started as a witer and ruined your career for years. This is the sliny schlock deal er who
cheated you and at |east four other witers out of a lot of nmoney and then decl ared bankruptcy and
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ski pped. And then he inherited a ot of nmoney froman uncle and lived very well indeed, thus
proving that crinme did pay. This is the man you have not forgotten, not only because of what he
did to you and others but because of so many other crooked publishers you ran into |ater on.’

Burton grinned and said, “| once said that priests, politicians, and publishers would never get
past the gates of heaven. But | was wong, that is, if this is heaven.'

“Yeah, | know,' Frigate said. "|'ve never forgotten that you said that. Anyway, | put down ny
natural joy at seeing a familiar face again, and | said, "Sharkko . "

"Wth a nane |ike that, he got you to trust hin?' Alice said.

"He told me it was a Czech nane that nmeant trustworthy. Like everything else he told ne, it was a
lie. Anyway, | had just about convinced nyself that Monat and | should |l et themtake over. W'd
retire and then we'd run them out when you cane back fromthe grailstone. That was the snart thing
to do. But when | recognized Sharkko, | got so mad! | said, grinning, "Cee, it's really great to
see your face after all these years. Especially here where there are no cops or courts! " “And |
hit himright in the nose! He went over flat on his back, with his nose spouting blood. Mpnat and
I rushed the others, and | kicked one, and then another hit ne on the cheek with his grail. | was
knocked silly, but Mnat knocked one out with the butt of his spear and cracked the ribs of

anot her; he's skinny but he's awful fast, and what he doesn't know about self-defense - or

of f ense!

Sharkko got up then and | hit with ny other fist but only a glancing blow along his jaw. It hurt
my fist nore than it hurt his jaw. He spun around and took off, and | went after him The others
took off, too, with Monat beating themon the tail with his spear. | chased Sharkko up the next
hill and caught himon the downsl ope and punched hi m but good! He crawl ed away, begging for nercy,
which | gave himwith a kick in the rear that rolled himhowing all the way down the hill."’

Frigate was still shaking with reaction, but he was pl eased.

"l was afraid | was going to torn chicken there for a while,' he said. “After all, all that had
been so long ago and in another world, and naybe we're here to forgive our enemes - and sone of
our friends - and be forgiven. But on the other hand, | thought, naybe we're here so we can give,

alittle back of what we had to take on Earth. Wat about it, Lev? Wuldn't you |like a chance to
turn Hitler over a fire? Very slowmy over a fire?

I don't think you could conpare a crooked publisher to Hitler,' Ruach said. "No, | wouldn't want
to turn himover a fire. | mght want to starve himto death, or feed himjust enough to keep him
alive. But | wouldn't do that. Wat good would it do? Wuld it nake him change his mind about
anyt hi ng, woul d he then believe that Jews were human beings? No, | would do nothing to himif he
were in nmy power except kill himso he couldn't hurt others. But I'mnot so sure that killing him
woul d nean he'd stay dead. Not here.

"You're a real Christian,' Frigate said, grinning.
"I thought you were ny friend!' Ruach said.
12

This was the second time that Burton had heard the nane Hitler. He intended to find out all about
him but at the noment everybody woul d have to put off talking to finish the roofs on the huts.
They all pitched in, cutting off nore grass with the little scissors they had found in their
grails, or clinbing the irontrees and tearing off the huge triangular green and scarlet-|aced

| eaves. The roofs left nmuch to be desired. Burton nmeant to search around for a professiona
thatcher and |l earn the proper techniques. The beds would have to be, for the tinme being, piles of
grass on top of which were piles of the softer irontree | eaves. The bl ankets woul d be another pile
of the sanme | eaves.

" Thank God, or Woever, that there is no insect life,' Burton said.

He Iifted the gray netal cup, which still held two ounces of the best scotch he had ever tasted.
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"Here's to Whoever. If he had raised us just to live on an exact duplicate of Earth, we'd be
sharing our beds with ten thousand kinds of biting, scratching, stinging, scraping, tickling,

bl oodsucki ng verm n.' They drank, and then they sat around the fire for a while and snoked and

tal ked. The shadow darkened, the sky lost its blue, and the gigantic stars and great sheets, which
had been dimy seen ghosts just before dusk, blossoned out. The sky was i ndeed a blaze of glory.

"Like a Sine illustration,' Frigate said.

Burton did not know what a Sine was. Half of the conversation with the non-nineteenth centurians
consi sted of them explaining their references and he expl ai ning his.

Burton rose and went over to the other side of the fire and squatted by Alice. She had just
returned fromputting the little girl, Gaenafra, to bed in a hut.

Burton held out a stick of gumto Alice and said, | just had half a piece. Wuld you care for the
other hal f?' She | ooked at hi mwi thout expression and said, "No, thanks.'

"There are eight huts,' he said. "There isn't any doubt about who is sharing which but with whom
except for Wlfreda, you, and ne | don't thick there's any doubt about that,' she said.

"Then you're sleeping with Gmenafra?' She kept her face turned away fromhim He squatted for a
few seconds and then got up and went back to the other side and sat down by WIfreda.

“You can nmove on, Sir Richard,' she said. Her lip was curled. "Lord grab ne, | don't |ike being
second choice. You could of asked 'er where nobody could of seen you. | got some pride, too.' He
was silent for a mnute. His first inpulse had been to |l ash out at her with a sharp-pointed
insult. But she was right. He had been too contenptuous of her. Even if she had been a whore, she
had a right to be treated as a human bei ng. Especially since she maintained that it was hunger
that had driven her to prostitution, though he had been skeptical about that. Too nmany prostitutes
had to rationalize their profession; too many had justifying fantasies about their entrance into
the business. Yet, her rage at Smithson and her behavior toward himindicated that she was

si ncere.

He stood up and said, | didn't mean to hurt your feelings.'

"Are you in love with her?” WIlfreda said, |ooking up at him

“I've only told one woman that | ever loved her,' he said.

“Your wife?

"No. The girl died before | could marry her.’

“And how | ong was you married?

"Twenty-ni ne years, though it's none of your business.'

“Lord grab me! Al that tinme, and you never once told her you |oved her!’

"It wasn't necessary,' he said, and wal ked away. The hut he chose was occupied by Mnat and Kazz.
Kazz was snoring away; Mnat was | eaning on his el bow and snoking a mari huana stick. Mbonat
preferred that to tobacco, because it tasted nore like his native tobacco. However, he got little
effect fromit. On the other hand, tobacco sonetines gave himfleeting but vividly colored

vi si ons.

Burton decided to save the rest of his dreangum as he called it. He |lit up a cigarette, know ng
that mari huana woul d probably nmake his rage and frustrati on even darker. He asked Monat questions
about his hone, Ghuurrkh. He was intensely interested, but the mari huana betrayed him and he
drifted away while the Cetan's voice becane fainter and fainter

cover your eyes, boys!' Glchrist said in his broad Scots speech

Ri chard | ooked at Edward; Edward grinned and put hands over his eyes, but he was surely peeking
t hrough the spaces between his fingers. Richard placed his own hands over his eyes and conti nued
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to stand on tiptoe. Al though he and his brother were standing on boxes, they still had to stretch
to see over the heads of the adults in front of them

The wonan's head was in the stock by now, her long brown hair had fallen over her face. He wi shed
he coul d see her expression as she stared down at the basket waiting for her, or for her head,
rat her.

“Don't peek now, boys!' G lchrist said again.

There was a roll of drums, a single shout, and the bl ade raced downward, and then a concerted
shout fromthe crowd, mingled with sone screans and noans, and the head fell down. The neck
spurted out bl ood and woul d never stop. It kept spurting and spurting while the sun gleaned on it,
it spurted out and covered the crowd and, though he was at least fifty yards from her, the bl ood
struck himin the hands and seeped down between his fingers and over his face, filling his eyes
and blinding himand making his lips sticky and salty. He screaned..

"Wake up, Dick!' Mnat was saying. He was shaking Burton by the shoul der. “Wake up! You must have
been having a ni ght mar e!

Burt on, sobbing and shivering, sat up. He rubbed his hands and then felt his face. Both were wet.
But with perspiration, not wth bl ood.

"I was dreamng,' he said. "I was just six years old and in the city of Tours. In France, where we
were living then. My tutor, John Glchrist, took ne and ny brother Edward to see the execution of
a wonan who had poisoned her famly. It was a treat, Glchrist said. | was excited, and | peeked
through ny fingers when he told us not to watch the final seconds, when the blade of the
guillotine came down. But | did; | had to. | remenber getting a little sick at ny stomach but that
was the only effect the gruesome scene had on ne. | seened to have dislocated nyself while | was

watching it; it was as if | saw the whole thing through a thick glass, as if it were unreal. O |
was unreal so | wasn't really horrified.'

Monat had lit another marihuana. Its fight was enough so that Burton could see himshaking his
head. " Fl ow savage! You nean that you not only killed your crimnals, you cut their heads off! In
public! And you allowed children to see it!"’

"They were a little nore humane in England,’ Burton said. ' They hung the crimnals!’

At least the French pernmitted the people to be fully aware that they were spilling the bl ood of
their crimnals,' Mnat said. "The blood was on their hands. But apparently this aspect did not
occur to anyone. Not consciously, anyway. So now, after how many years - sixty-three? - you snpke
some nari huana and you relive an incident which you had al ways believed did not harm you. But,
this time, you recoil with horror. You screaned like a frightened child. You reacted as you should
have reacted when you were a child. | would say that the nmari huana dug away sonme deep | ayers of
repressi on and uncovered the horror that had been buried there for sixty-three years.

“Perhaps,' Burton said. He stopped. There was thunder and lightning in the distance. A minute

| ater, a rushing sound canme, and then the patter of drops on the roof. It had rained about this
tinme last night, about three in the norning, he would guess. And this second night, it was raining
about the sane tinme. The downpour becanme heavy, but the roof had been packed tightly, and no water
dri pped down through it. Some water did, however, conme under the lick wall, which was uphill. It
spread out over the floor but did not wet them since the grass and | eaves under them formed a nat
about ten inches thick. Burton tal ked with Monat until the rain ceased approxi mately half an hour
|ater. Monat fell asleep; Kazz had never awakened. Burton tried to get back to sleep but could
not. He had never felt so alone, and he was afraid that he mght slip back into the nightnmare.
After a while, he left the but and wal ked to the one which WIfreda had chosen. He snelled the
tobacco before he got to the doorway. The tip of her cigarette glowed in the dark. She was a dim
figure sitting upright in the pile of grass and | eaves.

"Hello,' she said. '| was hoping you would cone.'
“It's the instinct to own property,' Burton said.

"l doubt that it's an instinct in man' Frigate said. Sone people in the '60's - 1960's, that is -
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tried to denmonstrate that man had an instinct which they called the territorial inperative But..'
I like that phrase: It has a finering to it,' Burton said.

"I knew you'd like it," Frigate said. "But Ardrey and others tried to prove that man not only had
an instinct to claima certain area of land as his own, he also was descended froma killer ape.
And the instinct to kill was still strong in his heritage fromthe killer ape. Wich explai ned
national boundaries, patriotismboth national and |ocal, capitalism war, nurder, crine, and so
forth. But the other school of thought, or of the tenperanmental inclination, maintained that al
these are the results of culture, of the cultural continuity of societies dedicated fromearliest
times to tribal hostilities, to war, to nmurder, to crinme, and so forth. Change the culture, and
the killer ape is mssing. Mssing because he was never there, like the little man on the stairs.
The killer was the society, and society bred the new killers out of every batch of babies. But
there were sone societies; conposed of preliterates, it is true, but still societies, that did not
breed killers. And they were proof that man was not descended froma killer ape. O | should say,
he was perhaps descended fromthe ape but he did not carry the killing genes any |onger, any nore
than he carried the genes for a heavy supraorbital ridge of hairy skin or thick bones or a skul
with only 650 cubic centineters capacity.'

"That is all very interesting,' Burton said. "We'll go into the theory nore deeply at another
time. Let me point out to you, however, that al nost every menber of resurrected humanity comnes
froma culture which encouraged war and nurder and crine and rape and robbery and nadness. It is

t hese peopl e anong whomwe are living and with whom we have to deal. There nay be a new generation
sonme day. | don't know. It's too early to say, since we've only been here for seven days. But,
like it or not, we are in a world popul ated by beings who quite oft act as if they were killer
apes.'

“In the neantinme, let's get back to our nodel.' They were sitting on banboo stools before Burton's
hut. On a little banboo table in front of themwas a nodel of a boat nade from pi ne and banboo. It
had a double hull across the top of which was a platformwith a lowrailing is the center. It had
a single mast, very tall, with a fore-and-aft rig, a balloon jib sail, and a slightly raised
bridge with a wheel. Burton and Frigate had used chert knives and the edge of the scissors to
carve the nodel of the catamaran.

Burton had decided to name the boat, when it was built, The Hadji. It would be going on a

pil gri mage, though its goal was not Mecca. He intended to sail it up The River as far as it would
go. (By now, the river had becone The River.) The two had been tal king about the territoria

i nperati ve because of sone anticipated difficulties in getting the boat built. By now the people
in this area were sonewhat settled. They had staked out their property and constructed their

dwel lings or were still working on them These ranged all the way fromlean-tos to relatively
grandi ose buil dings that woul d be nade of banboo | ogs and stone, have four roons, and be two
stories high. Mst of themwere near the grail stones along The River and at the base of the
mountai n. Burton's survey, conpleted two days before, resulted in an estimate of about 260 to 261
peopl e per square mle. For every square nile of flat plain on each side of The River, there were
approximately 2.4 square miles of hills. But the hills were so high and irregular that their
actual inhabitable area was about nine square niles. In the three areas that he had studi ed, he
found that about one-third had built their dwellings close to the Riverside grail stone and one
third around the inland grail stones. Two hundred and sixty-one persons per square mle seened |ike
a heavy popul ation, but the hills were so heavily wooded and convol uted in topography that a smal
group living there could feel isolated. And the plain was sel dom crowded except at nealtines,
because the plains people were in the woods or fishing along the edge of The River. Many were
wor ki ng on dugouts or banboo boats with the idea of fishing in the nmddle of The River. O, I|ike
Burton, of going exploring.

The stands of banmboo had di sappeared, although it was evident that they would be quickly replaced.
The banboo had a phenonenal growth. Burton estimated that a fifty-foot high plant could grow from
start to finish in ten days.

H s gang had worked hard and cut down all they thought they would need for the boat. But they
wanted to keep thieves away, so they used nore wood to erect a high fence. This was being finished
the sane day that the nodel was conpleted. The trouble was that they would have to build the boat
on the plain. It could never be gotten through the woods and down the various hills if it were
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built on this site.

“Yeah, but if we nove out and set up a new base, we'll run into opposition,' Frigate had said.
"There isn't a square inch of the high-grass border that isn't clainmed. As it is, you have to
trespass to get to the plain. So far, nobody has tried to be hard-nosed about their property
rights, but this can change any day. And if you build the ship a little back fromthe high-grass
border, you can get it out of the woods okay and between the huts. But you'd have to set up a
guard night and day; otherw se your stuff will be stolen. O destroyed. You know these
barbarians.' He was referring to the huts wecked while their owners were away and to the fouling
of the pools below the cataract and the spring. He was also referring to the highly unsanitary
habits of many of the |ocals. These would not use the little outhouses put up by various people
for the public.

"We'll erect new houses and a boatyard as close to the border as we can get,' Burton said. "Then
we'll chop down any tree that gets in our way and we'll ram our way past anybody who refuses us
right-of-way.' It was Alice who went down to some people who had huts on the border between the

plain and the hills and tal ked than into making a trade. She did not tell anybody what she

i ntended. She had known of three couples who were unhappy with their |ocation because of |ack of
privacy. These made an agreenent and noved into the huts of Burton's gang on the Twel fth Day after
Resurrection, on a Thursday. By a generally agreed upon convention, Sunday, the first, was
Resurrection Day. Ruach said he would prefer that the first day be called Saturday, or even
better, just First Day. But he was in an area predonminately Gentile - or ex-Centile (but once a
Gentile always a Gentile) so he would go along with the others. Ruach had a banboo stick on which
he kept count of the days by notching it each norning. The stick was driven into the ground before
his hut.

Transferring the lunmber far the boat took four days of heavy work. By then, the Italian couples
deci ded that they had had enough of working their fingers to the bone. After all, why get on a
boat and go sone pl ace el se when every place was probably just like this? They had obvi ously been
raised fromthe dead so they could enjoy thensel ves. therw se, why the liquor, the cigarettes,
the mari huana, the dreangum and the nudity? They left without ill feelings on the part of
anybody; in fact, they were given a going-away party. The next day, the twentieth of Year 1, AR
two events occurred, one of which solved one puzzle and the other of which added one, though it
was not very inportant.

The group went across the plain to the grail stone at dawn. They found two new peopl e near the
grail stone, both of them sleeping. They were easily aroused, but they seened al arned and conf used.
One was a tall brown-skinned nman who spoke an unknown | anguage. The other was a tall, handsone,

wel | -muscl ed man with gray eyes and black hair. H's speech was unintelligible until Burton
suddenl y understood that he was speaking English. It was the Cunberland dial ect of the English
spoken during the reign of King Edward |, sonetines called Longshanks. Once Burton and Frigate had
mast ered the sounds and made certain transpositions, they were able to carry on a halting
conversation with him Frigate had an extensive readi ng vocabulary of Early Mddl e English, but he
had never encountered many of the words or certain grammtical usages.

John de Greystock was born in the nmanor of Greystoke in the Cumberland country. He had acconpani ed
Edward | into France when the king invaded Gascony. There he had distinguished hinself in arns, if
he was to be believed. Later, he was summoned to Parlianent as Baron G aystoke and then agai n went
to the wars in Gascony. He was in the retinue of Bishop Anthony Bec, Patriarch of Jerusalem 1In
the 28th and 29th years of Edward's reign, he fought against the Scots. He died in 1305, without
children, but he settled his nanor and barony on his cousin, Ralph, son of Lord Ginthorpe in

Yor kshire

He had been resurrected sonewhere al ong The River anong a peopl e about ninety percent early
fourteenth-century English and Scottish and ten percent ancient Sybarites. The peopl es across The
Ri ver were a mi xture of Mongols of the tine of Kubla Khan and some dark people the identity of

whi ch Greystoke did not know His description fitted North American |ndians, The nineteenth day
after Resurrection, the savages across The River had attacked. Apparently they did so for no other
reason than they wanted a good fight, which they got. The weapons were nostly sticks and grails,
because there was little stone in the area. John de Greystock put ten Mongols out of comm ssion
with his grail and then was hit on the head with a rock and stabbed with the fire-hardened tip of
a banmboo spear. He awoke, naked, with only his grail - or a grail - by this grail stone.
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The other man told his story with signs and pantom nme. He had been fishing when his hook was taken
by sonething so powerful- that it pulled himinto the water. Coning back up, he had struck his
head on the bottom of the boat and drowned.

The question of what happened to those who were killed in the afterlife was answered. Wy they
were not raised in the sane area as in which they died was anot her question.

The second event was the failure of the grails to deliver the noonday neal. |nstead, cramed
inside the cylinders were six cloths. These were of various sizes and of nany different colors,
hues, and patterns. Four were obviously designed to be worn as kilts. They could be fastened
around the body with nagnetic tabs inside the cloth. Two were of thinner al nost transparent

mat eri al and obvi ously nade as brassieres, though they could be, used for other purposes. Though
the cloth was soft and absorbent, it stood up under the roughest treatnent and coul d not be cut by
t he sharpest chert or banboo knife.

Manki nd gave a coll ective whoop of delight on finding these "towels.' Though men and wonen had by

then becone accustomed, or at |east resigned, to nudity, the nore aesthetic and the | ess adaptable
had found the universal spectacle of human genitalia unbeautiful or even repul sive. Now, they had

kilts and even bras and turbans. The latter were used to cover up their heads while their hair was
growi ng back in. Later, turbans becane a customary headgear

Hair was returning everywhere except on the face.

Burton was bitter about this. He had always taken pride in his |ong nmoustachi os and forked beard;
he clainmed that their absence nade himfeel nore naked than the |lack of trousers.

W freda had | aughed and said, "I'mglad they're gone. |'ve always hated hair on nen's faces.
Kissing a man with a beard was |ike sticking my face in a bunch of broken bedsprings.

13

Si xty days had passed. The boat had been pushed across the plain on big banboo rollers. The day of
the I aunching had arrived. The Hadji was about-forty feet |long and essentially consisted of two
shar p- prowed banboo hulls fastened together with a platform a bowsprit with a balloon sail and a
single nast, fore-and-aft rigged, with sails of woven banboo fibers. It was steered by a great oar
of pine, since a rudder and steering wheel were not practicable. Their only naterial for ropes at
this time was the grass, though it would not be Iong before | eather ropes would be made fromthe
tanned skin and entrails of some of the larger riverfish. A dugout fashioned by Kazz froma pine
log was tied down to the foredeck

Before they could get it into the water, Kazz nmade sone difficulties. By now, he could speak a
very broken and limted English and sone oaths in Arabic, Baluchi, Swahili, and Italian, al
| earned from Burton.

"Must need .. . wacha call it? ... wallah! . .. what it word? ... kill sonebody before place boat
on river ... you know ... nerda . . . need word, Burton-nag . . . you give, Burton-nag . . . word

word ... Kill man so god, Kabburganaqruebenss ...water god ... no sink boat ... get angry ..
drown us ... eat us.'

“Sacrifice? Burton said.

“Many bl oody thanks, Burton-naq. Sacrifice! Cut throat . . . put on boat ... rub it on wood ..
then water god not mad at us...'

"W don't do that,' Burton said.

Kazz argued but finally agreed to get on the boat. H's face was | ong, and he | ooked very nervous.
Burton, to ease him told himthat this was not Earth. It was a different world, as he could see
at a quick glance around him and especially at the stars. The gods did not live in this valley.
Kazz listened and smiled, but he still looked as if he expected to see the hideous green-bearded
face and bul ging fishy eyes of Kabburganaqruebenss rising fromthe depths.
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The plain was crowded around the boat that norning. Everybody was there for many niles around,
since anything out of the usual was entertainnent. They shouted and | aughed or joked. Though sone
of the conmrents were derisive, all were in good hunor. Before the boat was rolled off the bank
into The Rivet, Burton stood up on its “bridge,' a slightly raised platform and held up his hand
for silence. The crowd's chatter died away, and he spoke in Italian

"Fellow |l azari, friends, dwellers in the valley of the Prom sed Land! W |eave you in a few
m nutes...'

“If the boat doesn't capsize!' Frigate nuttered.

to go up The River, against the wind and the current. W take the difficult route because
the difficult always yields the greatest reward, if you believe what the noralists on Earth told
us, and you know now how nuch to believe them' Laughter. Wth scowms here and there fromdie-hard
religion-ists.

"On Earth, as sone of you may know, | once led an expedition into deepest and darkest Africa to

find the headwaters of the Nile. |I did not find them though | canme close, and | was cheated out
of the rewards by a man who owed everything to me, a Mster John Hanning Speke. If | should
encounter himon ny journey upriver, | will know how to deal with him.."'

"Good Cod!' Frigate said. "Wuld you have himkill hinmself again with renorse and shanme?'

but the point is that this River nay be one far far greater than any Nile, which as you nmay
or may not know, was the longest river on Earth, despite the erroneous clainms of Americans for
their Amazon and M ssouri-M ssissippi conpletes. Sone of you have asked why we should set out for

a goal that lies we know not how far away or that might not even exist. | will tell you that we
are setting sail because the Unknown exists end we would nmake it the Known. That's all! And here,
contrary to our sad and frustrating experience on Earth, noney is not required to outfit us or to
keep us going. King Cash is dead, and good riddance to him Nor do we have to fill out hundreds of

petitions and forns and beg audi ences of influential people and minor bureaucrats to get
permi ssion to pass up The River. There are no national borders.

as yet' Frigate said.

.. nor passports required nor officials to bribe. W just build a boat wi thout having to obtain
a license, and we sail off without a by-your |eave from any nuck-a-mnmuck, high, mddle, or |ow

We are free for the first tine in man's history. Free! And so we bid you adieu, for I will not say
goodbye. .'

you never would,' Frigate nuttered

because we may be back a thousand years or so fromnow So | say adieu, the crew says

adi eu, we thank you for your help in building the boat and for your help in launching us. | hereby
hand over ny position as Her British Majesty's Consul at Trieste to whonever w shes to accept it
and declare nyself to be a free citizen of the world of The River! | will pay tribute to none, owe
fealty to none; to nyself only will | be true!’

'Do what thy nanhood bids thee do, from none but self expect applause.'’
“He nobl est lives and nobl est di es who nmakes and keeps his self-nade | aws,' Frigate chanted.

Burton gl anced at the American but did not stop his speech. Frigate was quoting |lines from
Burton's poem The Kasidah of Haji Abdu Al Yazdi. It was not the first tine that he had quoted from
Burton's prose or poetry. And though Burton sonetines found the American to be irritating, he
could not becone too angry at a man who had adm red hi m enough to nenorize his words.

A few minutes |ater, when the boat was pushed into the River by sone nen and wonen, and the crowd
was cheering, Frigate quoted himagain. He | ooked at the thousands of handsome youths by the
waters, their skins bronzed by the sun, their kilts and bras and turbans w nd-noved and col orful,
and he said,
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"Ah! gay the day with shine of sun, and bright the breeze, and blithe the throng "Mt an the R ver-
bank to play, when | was young, when | was young.

The boat slid out, and its prow was turned by the wind and the current downstream but Burton
shouted orders, and the sails were pulled up, and he turned the great handle of the paddle so that
the nose swung around and then they were beating to windward. The Hadji rose and fell in the
waves, the water hissing as it was cut by the twin prows. The sun was bright and warm the breeze
cooled themoff, they felt happy but also a little anxious as the famliar banks and faces faded
away. They had no naps nor travelers' tales to guide them the world would be created with every
nmle forward.

That evening, as they made their first beaching, an incident occurred that puzzled Burton. Kazz
had j ust stepped ashore anong a group of curious people, when he becane very excited. He began to
jabber in his native tongue and tried to seize a nan standing near. The man fled and was qui ckly
|l ost in the crowd.

When asked by Burton what he was doing, Kazz said, "He not got ... uh ... whacha call it? ... it

' and he pointed at his forehead. Then he traced several unfamiliar synbols in the air. Burton
meant to pursue the matter, but Alice, suddenly wailing, ran up to a man. Evidently, she had
t hought he was a son who had been killed in Wrld War 1. There was sone confusion. Alice adnmtted
that she had nmade a nistake. By then, other business cane up. Kazz did not nention the matter
again, and Burton forgot about it. But he was to renenber.

Exactly 415 days later, they had passed 24,900 grailrocks on the-right bank of The River. Tacki ng,
runni ng agai nst wind and current, averaging sixty niles a day, stopping during by day to charge
their grails and at night to sleep, sonetines stopping all day so they could stretch their |egs
and talk to others besides the crew, they had journeyed 24,900 nmiles. On Earth, that distance
woul d have been about once around the equator. If the M ssissippi-Mssouri, Nile, Congo, Amazon,
Yangt ze, Vol ga, Amur, Hwang, Lena, and Zanbezi had been put end to end to nmake one great river, it
still would not have been as long as that stretch of The R ver they had passed. Yet the R ver went
on and on, meking great bends, wi nding back and forth. Everywhere were the plains along the
stream the tree-covered hills behind, and, towering, inpassable, unbroken, the nountain range.

Cccasional ly, the plains narrowed, and the hills advanced to The River-edge. Sonetinmes, The River
wi dened and becane a | ake, three mles, five niles, six mles across. Now and then, the line of
the mountains curved in toward each other, and the boat shot through canyons where the narrow
passage forced the current to boil through and the sky was a blue thread far far above and the
black walls pressed in on them And; al ways, there was humanki nd. Day and night, nmen, wonen, and
children thronged the banks of The River and in the hills were nore.

By then, the sailors recognized a pattern. Humanity had been resurrected along The River in a
rough chronol ogi cal and national sequence. The boat had passed by the area that held Sl ovenes,
Italians, and Austrians who had died in the |ast decade of the nineteenth century, had passed by
Hungari ans, Norwegi ans, Finns, G eeks, Albanians, and Irish. Cccasionally, they put in at areas
whi ch hel d peoples fromother tinmes and places. One was a twenty-nile stretch containing
Australian abori gi nes who had never seen a European while on Earth. Another hundred-nile | ength
was popul ated by Tochari ans (Loghu's people). These had |ived around the time of Christ in what

| ater becane Chi nese Turkestan. They represented the easternnopst extension of |ndo-European
speakers in ancient tines; their culture had flourished for a while, then died before the
encroachment of the desert and invasions of barbarians.

Through admittedly hasty and uncertain surveys, Burton had deternined that each area was, in
general, conprised of about 60 per cent of a particular nationality and century, 30 percent of
some ot her people, usually froma different time, and 10 per cent fromany tinme and pl ace.

Al nmen had awakened from death circuntised. Al wonen had been resurrected as virgins. For nost
wonen, Burton commented, this state had not |asted beyond the first night on this planet.

So far, they had neither seen nor heard of a pregnant worman. Whoever had placed them here nust
have sterilized them and with good reason. |If nankind could reproduce, the Rivervalley would be
janmed solid with bodies within a century.
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At first, there had seened to be no aninal |ife but man. Now it was known that several species of
worns enmerged fromthe soil at night. And The R ver contained at | east a hundred species of fish,
rangi ng fromcreatures six inches long to the spermwhal e-sized fish, the “riverdragon,' which
lived on the bottomof The River a thousand feet down. Frigate said that the aninmals were there
for a good purpose. The fish scavenged to keep The River waters clean. Some types of wormate
waste nmatter and corpses. Ot her types served the normal function of earthworns.

Grenafra was a little taller. Al the children were growing up. Wthin twelve years, there would
not be an infant or adolescent within the valley, if conditions everywhere conformed to what the
voyagers had so far seen

Burton, thinking of this, said to Alice, “This Reverend Dodgson friend of yours, the fell ow who
loved only little girls. He'll be in a frustrating situation then, won't he?

“Dodgson was no pervert,' Frigate said. “But what about those whose only sexual objects are
children? What will they do when there are no nore children? And what will those who got their
kicks by mistreating or torturing animals do? You know, |'ve regretted the absence of aninals.

| ove cats and dogs, bears, elephants, nobst aninmals. Not nonkeys, they're too nuch |ike humans. But
I"'mglad they're not here. They can't be abused now. All the poor hel pless aninmals who were in
pai n or going hungry or thirsty because of some thoughtless or vicious human being. Not now.'

He patted Gaenafra's blonde hair, which was al nost six inches |ong.

"I felt nmuch the sane about the hel pl ess and abused little ones, too.

"What kind of a world is it that doesn't have children,' Alice said. "For that matter, what kind
wi t hout animals? If they can't be nistreated or abused any nore, they can't be petted and | oved.'

“One thing bal ances out another in this world,' Burton said. “You can't have | ove w thout hate,
ki ndness wi thout nalice, peace without war. In any event, we don't have a choice in the matter.
The invisible Lords of this world have decreed that we do not have animals and that wonen no

| onger bear children. So be it.'

The nmorning of the 416th day of their journey was |ike every norning. The sun had risen above the
top of the range on their left. The wind fromUp River was an estinated fifteen nmles per hour, as
al ways. The warnth rose steadily with the sun and would reach the estimated 85 degrees Fahrenheit
at approximately 2 in the afternoon. The catanmaran The Hadji, tacked back and forth. Burton stood
on the “bridge' with both hands on the long thick pine tiller on his right, while the wind and the
sun beat on his darkly tanned skin. He wore a scarlet and black checked kilt reaching alnost to
his knees and a neckl ace made of the convol uted shiny-black vertebrae of the hornfish. This was a
six-foot long fish with a six-inch long horn that projected unicorn-like fromits forehead. The
hornfish lived about a hundred feet bel ow the surface and was brought in on a line with
difficulty. But its vertebrae made beautiful necklaces, its skin, properly tanned, nade sandal s
and arnmor and shields or could be worked into tough pliable ropes and belts. Its flesh was
delicious. But the horn was the nost valuable item It tipped spears or arrows or went into a wood
handl e to make a stiletto.

On a stand near him encased in the transparent bladder of a fish, was a bow It was nade of the
curved bones protruding fromthe sides of the mouth of the whal e-si zed dragonfi sh. Wen the ends
of each had been cut so that one fitted into the other, a double recurved bow was the result.
Fitted with a string fromthe gut of the dragonfish, this nade a bow that only a very powerful man
could fully draw. Burton had run across one forty days ago and offered its owner forty cigarettes,
ten cigars, and thirty ounces of whiskey for it. The offer was turned down. So Burton and Kazz
canme back late that night and stole the bow O, rather, nade a trade, since Burton felt conpelled
to |l eave his yew bow i n exchange

Since then, he had rationalized that he had every right to steal the bow. The owner had boasted
that he had nurdered a man to get the bow So taking it fromhimwas taking it froma thief and a
killer. Nevertheless, Burton suffered fromthrusts of consci ence when he thought about it, which
was not often.

Burton took The Hadji back and forth across the narrowi ng channel. For about five mles, The River
had wi dened out to a three and a half nile broad | ake, and now it was formng into a narrow
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channel less than half a nmile across. The channel curved and di sappeared between the walls of a
canyon.

There the boat woul d creep al ong because it would be bucking an accel erated current and the space
all owed for tacking was so linmted. But he had been through simlar straits nany tinmes and so was
not apprehensive about this. Still, every tine it happened, he could not help thinking of the boat
as being reborn. It passed froma | ake, a wonb, through a tight opening and out into another | ake.
It was a bursting of waters in many ways, and there was al ways the chance of a fabul ous adventure,
of a revelation, on the other side.

The catamaran turned away froma grailstone, only twenty yards off. There were many people on the
right-side plain, which was only half a mle across here. They shouted at tie boat or waved or
shook their fists or shouted obscenities, unheard but understood by Burton because of so many
experiences. But they did not seemhostile; it was just that strangers were always greeted by the
locals in a varied manner. The | ocals here were a short, dark-skinned, dark-haired, thin-bodied
peopl e. They spoke a | anguage that Roach said was probably proto Hamite-Senitic. They had |ived on
Earth sonewhere in North Africa or Mesopotam a when those countries had been nuch nore fertile.
They wore the towels as kilts but the women went bare-breasted and used the “bras' as neckscarfs
or turbans. They occupied the right bank for sixty grailstones, that is, sixty nmles. The people
before them had been strung out for eighty grail stones and had, been tenth-century A D. Ceyl onese
with a mnority of pre-Col onbi an Mayans.

"The m xing bow of Time,' Frigate called the distribution of humanity. "~ The greatest

ant hr opol ogi cal and social experinent ever.' His statements were not too far-fetched. It did | ook

as if the various peoples had been mxed up so that they mght | earn something fromeach other. In
sonme cases, the alien groups had nmanaged to create various social lubricants and lived in relative
amty. In other cases, there was a slaughter of one side by the other, or a nutual near-

exterm nation, or slavery, of the defeated.

For sone tine, after the resurrection, anarchy had been the usual rule. People had "mlled around
and forned little groups for defense in very snall areas. Then the natural |eaders and power
seekers had conme to the front, and the natural followers had |lined up behind the | eaders of their
choice - or the |l eaders' choice, in many cases.

One of the several political systens that had resulted was that of “grail slavery.' A doninant
group in an area held the weaker prisoners. They gave the slave enough to eat because the grail of
a dead sl ave became usel ess. But they took the cigarettes, the cigars, the marihuana, the
dreangum the liquor, and the tastier food.

At least thirty times, The Hadji had started to put into a grailstone and had cone cl ose to being
sei zed by grail slavers. But Burton and the others were on the alert for signs of slave states.
Nei ghboring states often warned them Twenty tines, boats had put out to intercept theminstead of
trying to lure them ashore, and the Hadji had narrow y escaped being run down or boarded. Five
tinmes, Burton had been forced to turn back and sail downstream Hi s catamaran had al ways outrun
the pursuers, who were reluctant to chase himoutside their borders. Then the Hadji had sneaked
back at night and sail ed past the slavers.

A nunber of tines, The Hadji had been unable to put into shore because the slave states occupied
bot h banks for very long stretches. Then the crew went on half-rations, or, if they were | ucky,
caught enough fish to fill their bellies.

The proto-Hamte-Semtes of this area had been friendly enough after they were assured that the
crew of The Hadji had no evil intentions. An eighteenth-century Miscovite had warned themthat
there were slave states on the other side of the channel. He did not know too nuch about them
because of the precipitous nountains. A few boats had sailed through the channel and al nobst none
had returned. Those that did brought news of evil nmen on the other side.

So the Hadji was | oaded with banmboo shoots, dried fish, and supplies saved over a period of two
weeks fromthe grails.

There was still about half an hour before the strait would be entered. Burton kept half his m nd
on his sailing and half on the crew. They were sprawl ed on the foredeck, taking in the sun or else
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sitting with their backs agai nst the roofed coam ng which they called the "fo'c'sle'

John de Greystock was affixing the thin carved bones of a hornfish to the butt of an arrow. The
bones served quite well as feathers in a world where birds did not exist. Geystock, or Lord
Greystoke, as Frigate insisted on calling himfor sone private sel f-amusing reason, was a good man
in a fight or when hard work was needed. He was an interesting, if alnmbst unbelievably vul gar

tal ker, full of anecdotes of the canpaigns in Gascony and on the border, of his conquests of

wonen, of gossip about Edward Longshanks, and of course, of information about his times. But he
was al so very hard-headed and narrow minded in many things - fromthe viewoint of a |later age and
not overly clean. He clainmed to have been very devout in Earthlife, and he probably told the
truth, otherw se, he would not have been honored by being attached to the retinue of the Patriarch
of Jerusalem But, now that his faith had been discredited, he hated priests. And he was apt to
drive any he nmet into a fury with his scorn, hoping that they would attack him Sone did, and he
canme close to killing them Burton had cautiously reprinmanded himfor this (you did not speak
harshly to de Greystock unless you wished to fight to the death with hin), pointing out that when
they were guests in a strange |and, and inmensely outnunbered by their hosts, they should act as
guests. De G eystock admitted that Burton was right, but he could not keep frombaiting every
priest he net. Fortunately, they were not often in areas where there were Christian priests.
Moreover, there were very few of these who admitted that they had been such

Beside him talking earnestly, was his current woman, born Mary Rutherford in 1637, died Lady
Warwi ckshire in 1674. She was English but of an age 300 years later than his, so there were many
differences in their attitudes and actions. Burton did not give themnmuch | onger to stay together.

Kazz was sprawl ed out on the deck with his head in the lap of Fatina, a Turki sh woman whom t he
Neanderthal had nmet forty days ago during a lunch stop. Fatinm, as Frigate had said, seenmed to be
“hung up on hair.' That was his explanation for the obsession of the seventeenth-century wife of a
baker of Ankara for Kazz. She found everything about himstimulating but it was the hairiness that
sent her into ecstasies. Everybody was pleased about this, npost of all Kazz. He had not seen a
single femal e of his own species during their long trip, though he had heard about sonme. Mbst
worren shied away from hi m because of his hairy and brutish appearance. He had had no pernmanent
femal e conpani onship until he nmet Fati ma.

Little Lev Ruach was | eaning against the forward bul khead of the fo'c'sle, where he was naking a
slingshot fromthe | eather of a hornfish. A bag by his side contained about thirty stones picked
up during the last twenty days. By his side, talking swiftly, incessantly exposing her |long white
teeth, was Esther Rodriguez. She had repl aced Tanya, who had been henpecki ng Lev before the Hadji
set off. Tanya was a very attractive and petite worman but she seened unable to keep from
“renodel i ng' her nen; Lev found out that she had “renbdel ed’ her father and uncle and two brothers
and two husbands. She tried to do the sane for, or to, Lev, usually in a |oud voice so that other
mal es i n the nei ghborhood coul d benefit by her advice. One day, just as The Hadji was about to

sail, Lev had junped aboard, turned, and said, "~ Goodbye, Tanya. | can't stand any nore reformng
from The Bignouth fromthe Bronx. Find sonebody el se; sonebody that's perfect.' Tanya had gasped,
turned white, and then started scream ng at Lev. She still was scream ng, judging by her nouth,

long after The Hadji had sailed out of earshot. The others | aughed and congratul ated Lev, but he
only smled sadly. Two weeks later, in an area predoni nantly anci ent Libyan, he met Esther, a
fifteenth-century Sephardic Jewess.

Wiy don't you try your luck with a Gentile? Frigate had said.

Lev had shrugged his narrow shoul ders. "1 have. But sooner or later you get into a big fight, and
they lose their tenmper and call you a goddam ki ke. The same thing al so happens with nmy Jew sh
wonen, but fromthem| can take it.

“Listen, friend,' the American said. "There are billions of Gentiles along this river who' ve never
heard of a Jew. They can't be prejudiced. Try one of them

“I'1l stick to the evil 1 know.'
“You nean you're stuck to it,' Frigate said.

Burton soneti nes wondered why Ruach stayed with the boat. He had never made any nore references to
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The Yew, The Gypsy, and El Islam though he often questioned Burton about other aspects of his
past. He was friendly enough but had a certain indefinable reserve. Though small, he was a good
man in a fight and he had been invaluable in teaching Burton judo, karate, and jukado. Hi s
sadness, which hung about himlike a thin m st even when he was | aughi ng, or making | ove,
according to Tanya, cane fromnental scars. These resulted fromhis terrible experiences in
concentration canps in Gernmany and Russia, or so he clained. Tanya had said that Lev was born sad;
he inherited all the genes of sorrow fromthe time when his ancestors sat down by the willows of
Babyl on.

Monat was anot her case of sadness, though he could conme out of it fully at tines. The Tau Cetan
kept | ooking for one of his own kind, for one of the thirty nales and femal es who had bees tom
apart by the Iynch nmob. He did not give hinmself nuch chance. Thirty in an estimated thirty-five to
thirty-six billion strung out along a river that could be ten nillion niles |long rmade it

i nprobabl e that he woul d ever see even one. But there was hope.

Alice Hargreaves was sitting forward of the fo'c'sle, only the top of her head in his view and

| ooki ng at the people on the banks whenever the boat got cl ose enough for her to make out

i ndi vi dual faces. She was searching for her husband, Reginald, and also for her three sons and for
her nmother and father and her sisters and brothers. For any dear familiar face. The inplications
were that she would | eave the boat as soon as this happened. Burton had not conmented on this. But
he felt a pain in his chest when he thought of it. He wi shed that she would | eave and yet he did
not wish it. To get her out of sight would eventually be to get her out of his mind. It was
inevitable. But he did not want the inevitable. He felt for her as he had for his Persian |ove,
and to | ose her, too, would be to suffer the sane long-lived torture.

Yet he had never said a word about how he felt to her. He talked to her, jested with her, showed
her a concern that he found galling because she did not return it, and, in the end, got her to
relax when with him That is, she would relax if there were others around. Wen they were al one,
she tightened up.

She had never used the dreangum since that first night. He had used it for a third tine and then
hoarded his share and traded it for other itens. The last time he had chewed it, with the hope of
an unusual ly ecstatic | ovemaking with Wl freda, he had been plunged back into the horrible
sickness of the “little irons,' the sickness that had alnmost killed himduring his expedition to
Lake Tanganyi ka. Speke had been in the nightnmare, and he had killed Speke. Speke had died in a
hunting "accident' which everybody had thought was a suicide even if they had not said so. Speke,
tornented by renorse because he had betrayed Burton, had shot hinself. But in the nightmare, he
had strangl ed Speke when Speke bent over to ask him how he was. Then, just as the vision faded, he
had ki ssed Speke's dead |ips.

14

Well, he had known that he had | oved Speke at the sane tinme that he hated him justifiably hated
him But the knowl edge of his | ove had been very fleeting and infrequent and it had not affected
him During the dreamgum ni ghtnmare, he had felt so horrified at the realization that |love lay far
beneath his hate that he had screamed. He awakened to find WIfreda shaking him demanding to know
what had happened. W/ freda had snmoked opiumor drunk it in her beer when on Earth, but here,

after one session with dreangum she had been afraid to chew any nore. Her horror cane from seeing
again the death of a younger sister fromtuberculosis and, at the same tine, reliving her first
experi ence as a whore.

“It's a strange psychedelic,' Ruach had told Burton. He had expl ai ned what the word neant. The

di scussi on about that had gone on for a long tinme. "It seens to bring up traunmatic incidents in a
m xture of reality and synbolism Not always. Sonetines it's an aphrodi siac. Sonetines, as they
said, it takes you on a beautiful trip. But | would guess that dreamgum has been provi ded us for
therapeutic, if not cathartic, reasons. It's up to us to find out just howto use it.

"Way don't you chew it nore often?' Frigate had said.

"For the same reason that sone people refused to go into psychotherapy or quit before they were
through; I'mafraid."'
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“Yeah, nme, too,' Frigate said. "But sonme day, when we stop off sone place for along tine, I'm
going to chew a suck every night, so help me. Even if it scares hell out of ne. O course, that's
easy to say now.' Peter Jairus Frigate had been born only twenty-eight years after Burton had

di ed; yet the world between themwas wi de. They saw so nmany things so differently; they would have
argued violently if Frigate was able to argue violently. Not on matters of discipline in the group
or in running the boat. But on so many matters of |ooking at the world.

Yet, in many ways, Frigate was nuch like Burton, and it may have been this that had caused himto
be so fascinated by Burton on Earth. Frigate had picked up in 1938 a soft-cover book by Fairfax

Downey titled Burton: Arabian N ghts' Adventurer. The front page illustration was of Burton at the
age of fifty, The savage fate; the high brow and proni nent supraorbital ridges, the heavy bl ack
brows, the straight but harsh nose, the great scar on his cheek, the thick “sensual' lips, the

heavy downdr oopi ng noustache, the heavy forked beard, the essential broodi ngness and
aggressi veness of the face, had caused himto buy the book.

“1'd never heard of you before, Dick,' Frigate said. "But | read the book at once and was

fasci nated. There was sonet hing about you, aside fromthe obvious daring-do of your life, your
swor dsmanshi p, nmastery of many | anguages, disguises as a native doctor, native nerchantnman, as a
pilgrimto Mecca, the first European to get out of the sacred city of Harar alive, discoverer of
Lake Tanganyi ka and near-di scoverer of the source of the Nile, co-founder of the Roya

Ant hr opol ogi cal Society, inventor of the termESP, translator of the Arabian N ghts, student of
the sexual practices of the East, and so forth..

“Aside fromall this, fascinating enough in itself, you had a special affinity for nme. | went to
the public library - Peoria was a small city but had nmany books on you and about you, donated by
sonme adnmirer of yours who'd passed on - and | read these. Then | started to collect first editions
by you and about you. | becanme a fiction witer eventually, but | planned to wite a huge
definitive biography of you, travel everywhere you had been, take photographs and notes of these
pl aces, found a society to collect funds for the preservation of your tonb...'

This was the first tinme Frigate had nentioned his tonmb. Burton, startled, said, ~Were? Then
“Ch, of course! Mrtlake! I'd forgotten! Was the tonb really in the formof an Arab tent, as
| sabel and | had pl anned?

“Sure. But the cenetery was swallowed up in a slum the tonb was defaced by vandals, there were
weeds up to your focus and talk of nmoving the bodies to a nore rempte section of England, though
by then it was hard to find a really renote section.'

“And did you found your society and preserve nmy tonb?' Burton said.

He had gotten used to the idea by then of having been dead, but to talk with someone who had seen
his tonb made his skin chill for a nonent.

Frigate took a deep breath. Apologetically, he said, "No. By the tine | was in a position to do
that, | would have felt guilty spending tine and noney on the dead. The world was in too nuch of a
mess. The living needed all the attention they could get. Pollution, poverty, oppression, and so
forth. These were the inportant things.'

“And that giant definitive biography?

Again, Frigate spoke apologetically. "Wien | first read about you, | thought | was the only one
deeply interested in you or even aware of you. But there was an upsurge of interest in you in the
"60's. Quite a few books were written about you and even one about your wife.'

"l sabel ? Someone wote a book about her? \Wy?

Frigate had grinned. “~She was a pretty interesting wonan. Very aggravating, |'Il admt, pitifully
superstitious and schi zophrenic and self-fooling. Very few would ever forgive her for burning your
manuscri pts and your journals...'

“What ?' Burton had roared. "Burn . . .7?'

Fri gate nodded and said, “Wat your doctor, Genfell Baker, described as "the ruthl ess hol ocaust
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that followed his |amented death." She burned your translation of The Perfuned Garden, claimng
you woul d not have wanted to publish it unless you needed the noney for it, and you didn't need
it, of course, because you were now dead.' Burton was speechless for one of the fewtinmes in his
life.

Frigate | ooked out of the corner of his eyes at Burton, and grinned. He seenmed to be enjoying
Burton's distress.

“Burning The Perfunmed Garden wasn't so bad, though bad enough. But to burn both sets of your
journals, the private ones in which, supposedly, you let |oose all your deepest thoughts and nost
bunti ng hates, and even the public ones, the diary of daily events, well, | never forgave her
Neither did a ot of people. That was a great |oss; only one of your notebooks, a small one,
escaped, and that was burned during the bonmbing of London in World War IL' He paused and said, "Is
it true that you converted to the Catholic Church on your deathbed, as your wife clained?

"I may have,' Burton said. 'lsabel had been after nme for years to convert, though she never dared
urge ne directly. Wen | was so sick there, at the last, | may have told her | would do so in
order to nmake her happy. She was so grief-stricken, so distressed, so afraid nmy soul would burn in
Hel | .

“Then you did I ove her?" Frigate had said.
I Would have done the sane for a dog,' Burton replied.

"For sonebody who can be so upsettingly frank and direct you can be very anbiguous at tines.' This
conversation had taken place about two nonths after First Day, A R 1. The result had been
sonet hing |Iike that which Doctor Johnson woul d have felt on encountering another Boswell.

This had been the second stage of their curious relationship. Frigate becane closer but at the
same tine, nore of an annoyance. The American had al ways been restrained in his comrents on
Burton's attitudes, undoubtedly because he did not want to anger him Frigate nmade a very

consci ous effort not to anger anybody. But he al so nade unconscious efforts to antagoni ze them
His hostilities cane out in nmany subtle, and some not so subtle, actions and words. Burton did not
like this. He was direct, not at all afraid of anger. Perhaps, as Frigate pointed out, he was too
eager for hostile confrontations.

One evening, as they were sitting around a fire under a grail stone Frigate had spoken about
Karachi. This village, which |later becane the capital of Pakistan, the nation created in 1947, had
only 2,000 population in Burton's tine. By 1970, its popul ati on was approxi mately 2,000, 000. That
led to Frigate's asking, rather indirectly, about the report Burton had nade to his general, Sir
Robert Napi er, on houses of male prostitution in Karachi. The report was supposed to be kept in
the secret files of the East India Arny, but it was found by one of the many enem es of Burton
Though the report was never nentioned publicly, it had been used agai nst himthroughout his |ife.
Burton had di sguised hinself as a native in order to get into the house and make observati ons that
no European woul d have been allowed to nake. He had been proud that he had escaped detection, and
he had taken the unsavory job because he was the only one who could do it and because his bel oved
| eader, Napi er, had asked himto.

Burton had replied to Frigate's questions sonewhat surlily. Alice had angered himearlier that day
- she seened to be able to do so very easily lately - and he was thinking of a way to anger her
Now he seized upon the opportunity given himby Frigate. He launched into an uninhi bited account
of what went on in the Karachi houses. Ruach finally got up and wal ked away. Frigate | ooked as if
he were sick, but he stayed. WIlfreda | aughed until she rolled on the ground. Kazz and Monat kept
stolid expressions. OGmenafra was sleeping on the boat, so Burton did not have to take her into
account. Loghu seened to be fascinated but also slightly-repul sed.

Alice, his main target, turned pale and then, later, red. Finally, she rose and said, "Really, M.
Burton, | had thought you were |ow before. But to brag of this ... this ... you are utterly
contenpti bl e, degenerate, and repulsive. Not that | believe a word of what you' ve been telling ne.
I can't believe that anybody woul d behave as you claimyou did and then boast about it. You are
living up to your reputation as a nan who |likes to shock others no matter what danmge it does to
his own reputation.' She had wal ked of f into the darkness.
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Frigate had said, "~Sonetine, maybe, you will tell me how nuch of that is true. | used to think as
she did. But when | got ol der, nore evidence about you was turned up, and one bi ographer nade a
psychoanal ysis of you based on your own witing and vari ous docunentary sources.'

"And the concl usions? Burton said nockingly.
“Later, Dick,'" Frigate said. “Ruffian Dick,' he added, and he, too, left.

Now, standing at the tiller, watching the sun beat down on the group, listening to the hissing of
water cut by the two sharp prows, and the creaking of rigging, he wondered what |ay ahead on the
other side of the canyon-like channel. Not the end of The River, surely. That would probably go on
forever. But the end of the group night be near. They had been cooped up too |long together. Too
many days had been spent on the narrow deck with too little to do except talk or help sail the
shi p. They were rubbing each other raw and had been doing it for a long tine. Even Wl freda had
been qui et and unresponsive lately. Not that he had been too stinulating. Frankly, he was tired of
her. He did not hate her or wish her any ill. He was just tired of her, and the fact that he could
have her and not have Alice Hargreaves nmade himeven nore tired of her

Lev Ruach was staying away from himor speaking as little as possible, and Lev was arguing even
nmore with Esther about his dietary habits and his daydreamnmi ng and why didn't he ever talk to her?

Frigate was nad at hi m about sonmething. But Frigate would never conme out and say anything, the
coward, until he was driven into a corner and tornmented into a nindl ess rage. Loghu was angry and
scornful of Frigate because he was as sullen with her as with the others. Loghu was al so angry
with him Burton, because he had turned her down when they had been al one gathering banboo in the
hills several weeks ago. He had told her no, adding that he had no noral scruples, against making
| ove to her, but that he would not betray Frigate or any other nenber of the crew. Loghu said that
it was not that she did not |ove Frigate; it was just that she needed a change now and then. Just
as Frigate did.

Alice had said that she was about to give up hope of ever seeing anybody she knew agai n. They nust
have passed an estimated 44, 370,000 people, at |east, and not once had she seen anybody she had
known on Earth. She had seen sone that she had m staken for ol d acquai ntances. And she admitted
that she had only seen a snall percentage of the 44,370,000 at close range or even at far range.
But that did not nmatter. She was getting abysmally depressed and weary of sitting on this cranped
foredeck all day with her only exercise handling the tiller or the rigging or opening and cl osing
her lips with conversation, nost of it inane.

Burton did not want to adnit it, but he was afraid that she m ght |eave. She night just get off at
the next stop, walk off onto the shore with her grail and few bel ongi ngs, and say goodbye. See you
in a hundred years or so. Perhaps. The chief thing keeping her on the boat so far had been
Grenafra. She was raising the little ancient Briton as a Victorian-|ady-cum post-Resurrection-
nores-child. This was a npbst curious mxture, but not any nore curious than anything el se al ong
The River.

Burton hinmself was weary of the eternal voyaging on the little vessel. He wanted to find sone
hospitabl e area and settle down there to rest, then to study, to engage in local activities, to
get his land | egs back, and allow the drive to get out and away to build up again. But he wanted
to do it with Alice as his hutnmate.

"The fortune of the man who sits also sits,' he muttered. He would have to take action with Alice;
he had been a gentl eman | ong enough. He would woo her; he woul d take her by storm He had been an
aggressive | over when a young nman, then he had gotten used to being the |oved, not the |over,
after he got married. And his old habit patterns, old neural circuits, were still with him He was
an old person in a new body.

The Hadji entered the dark and turbul ent channel. The bl ue-black rock walls rose on both sides and
the boat went down a curve and the broad | ake behind was | ost. Everybody was busy then, junping to
handl e the sails as Burton took The Hadji back and forth in the quarter-nile w de stream and
against a current that raised high waves. The boat rose and di pped sharply and heel ed far over
when they changed course abruptly. It often cane within a few feet of the canyon walls, where the
waves sl apped nmassively against the rock. But he had been sailing the boat so | ong that he had
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beconme a part of it, and his crew had worked with himso long that they could anticipate his
orders, though they never acted ahead of them

The passage took about thirty mnutes. It caused anxiety in sonme - no doubt of Frigate and Ruach
being worried - but it also exhilarated all of them The boredom and the sull enness were,
tenporarily, at |east, gone.

The Hadji cane out into the sunshine of another |ake. This was about four mles w de and stretched
northward as far as they could see. The nountains abruptly fell away; the plains on both sides
resunmed the usual mle wdth.

There were fifty or so craft in view, ranging from pine dugouts to two-masted banboo boats. Mst
of them seened to be engaged in fishing. To the left, a mle away, was the ubiquitous grail stone,
and al ong the shore were dark figures. Behind them on the plain and hills, were banboo-huts in
the usual style of what Frigate called Neo-Pol ynesian or, sonetines, Post-Mrtem Ri parian
Architecture

On the right, about half a nmile fromthe exit of the canyon, was a large log fort. Before it were
ten massive log docks with a variety of large and small boats. A few minutes after The Hadji
appear ed, drunms began beating. These could be hollow logs or drums made with tanned fishskin or
human skin. There was already a crowd in front of the fort, but a | arge nunber swarmed out of it
and froma collection of huts behind it. They piled into the boats, and these cast off.

On the left bank, the dark figures were | aunching dugouts, canoes, and single-nalted boats.

It |ooked as if both shores were sending boats out in a conpetition to seize The Hadji first.
Burton took the boat back and forth as required, cutting in between the other boats several tines.
The men on the right were closer; they were white and well arned but they nmade no effort to use
their bows. A man standing in the prow of war canoe with thirty paddlers shouted at them in
German, to surrender.

“You will not be harned!'
"We cone in peace!' Frigate bawmed at him

"He knows that!' Burton said. "It's evident that we few aren't going to attack them' Druns were
beating on both sides of The River now It sounded as if the | akeshores were alive with druns. And
the shores were certainly alive with nmen, all arned. Other boats were being put out to intercept
them Behind them the boats that had first gone out were pursuing but |osing distance.

Burton hesitated. Should he bring The Hadji on around and go back through the channel and then
return at night? It would be a dangerous nmaneuver, because the 20, 000-foot high walls would bl ock
out the light fromthe blazing stars and gas sheets. They woul d be al nost blind.

And this craft did seemto be faster than anything the eneny had. So far, that is. Far in the
distance, tall sails were coming swiftly toward him Still, they had the wind and current behind
them and if he avoided them could they outstrip himwhen they, too, had to tack? All the vessels
he had seen so far had been | oaded with nen, thus slow ng them down. Even a boat that had the sane
potentialities as The Hadji would not keep up with her if she were |loaded with warriors.

He decided to keep on running UpRi ver

Ten minutes later, as he was runni ng cl ose-haul ed, another |arge warcanoe cut across his path.
This hel d sixteen paddl ers on each side and supported a small deck in the bow and the stern. Two
men stood on each deck beside a catapult nounted on a wooden pedestal. The two in the bow placed a
round object which sputtered snoke in the pocket of the catapult. One pulled the catch, and the
arm of the nmachi ne banged agai nst the crossbeam The canoe shuddered, and there was a slight halt
in the deep rhythnmic grunting of the paddl ers. The snoking object flewin a high arc until it was
about twenty feet in front of The Hadji and tea feet above the water. It exploded with a | oud

noi se and nuch bl ack snmoke, quickly cleared away by the breeze.

Sone of the wonmen screaned, and a man shouted. He thought, there is sulfur in this area.
O herwi se, they would not have been able to nmake gunpowder. He called to Loghu and Esther
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Rodri guez to take over at the tiller. Both wonmen were pale, but they seenmed cal m enough, although
neit her wonman had ever experienced a bonb.

Gnenafra had been put inside the fo'c'sle. Alice had a yew bow in her hand and a quiver of arrows
strapped to her back. Her pale skin contrasted shockingly with the red lipstick and the green
eyel i d- makeup. But she had been through at l|east ten running battles on the water, and her nerves
were as steady as the chalk cliffs of Dover. Mreover, she was the best archer of the lot. Burton
was a superb nmarksman with a firearmbut he | acked practice with the bow Kazz could draw the
riverdragon horn bow even deeper than Burton, but his marksmanshi p was aboni nable. Frigate clained
it would never be very good; |ike nost preliterates, he | acked a devel opnent of the sense of
perspecti ve.

The catapult nen did not fit another bonb to the nmachine, Evidently; the bonb had been a warning
to stop. Burton intended to stop for nothing. Their pursuers could have shot themfull of arrows
several times. That they had refrained neant that they wanted The Hadji crew alive.

The canoe, water boiling fromits prow, paddles flashing in the sun, paddlers grunting in unison
passed closely to the stern of The Hadji. The two nmen on the foredeck | eaped outward, and the
canoe rocked. One man splashed into the water, his fingertips striking the edge of the deck. The
other | anded on his knees on the edge. He gripped a banboo knife between his teeth; his belt held
two sheaths, one with a small stone axe and the other with a hornfish stiletto. For a second, as
he tried to grab onto the wet planking and pull hinself up, he stared upward into Burton's eyes.
H's hair was a rich yellow, his eyes were a pale blue, and his face was classically handsone. His
i ntenti on was probably to wound one or two of the crew and then to dive off, naybe with a worman in
his arnms. Wiile he kept The Hadji crew busy, his fellows would sail up and engage The Hadji and
pour aboard, and that woul d be that.

He did not have nuch chance of carrying out his plan, probably knew it, and did not care. Mdst nen
still feared death because the fear was in the cells of their bodies, and they reacted
instinctively. A few had overconme their fear, and others had never really felt it.

Burton stepped up and banged the nan on the side of the head with his axe. The man's nout h opened;
t he banboo knife fell out; he collapsed face down on the deck. Burton picked up the knife, untied
the man's belt, and shoved himoff into the water with his foot. At that, a roar cane fromthe nen
in the warcanoe, which was turning around. Burton saw that the shore was coming up fast, and he
gave orders to tack. The vessel swung around, and the boom swung by. Then they were beating across
The River, with a dozen boats speeding toward them Three were four-man dugouts, four were big

war canoes, and five were two-nmasted schooners. The latter held a nunber of catapults and nany nen
on the decks.

Hal fway across the River, Burton ordered The Hadji swung around agai n. The maneuver allowed the
sail ships to get much closer, but he had calculated for that. Now, sailing close-haul ed again, The
Hadji cut water between the two schooners. They were so close that he could clearly see the
features of all aboard both craft. They were nostly Caucasi an, though they ranged fromvery dark
to Nordic pale. The captain of the boat on the portside shouted in Gernan at Burton, demandi ng
that he surrender

"We will not harmyou -if you give up, but we will torture you if you continue to fight!' He spoke
German with an accent that sounded Hungari an

For reply, Burton and Alice shot arrows. Alice's shaft m ssed the captain but hit the hel nenan,
and he staggered back and fell over the railing. The craft inmediately veered. The captain sprang
to the wheel, and Burton's second shaft went through the back of his knee.

Bot h schooners struck slantingly with a great crash and shot off with nmuch tearing up of tinbers,
men screaning and falling onto the decks or falling overboard. Even if the boats did not sink
they woul d be out of action

But just before they hit, their archers had put a dozen flanming arrows into the banboo sails of
The Hadji. The shafts car tied dry grass, which had been soaked with turpentine made from pi ne
resin, and these, fanned by the wind, spread the flanes quickly.

Burton took the tiller back fromthe wonen and shouted orders. The crew di pped fired-clay vessels
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and their open grails into The River and then threw the water on the, flanes. Loghu, who could
clinb like a nonkey, went up the nast with a rope around her shoul der. She |let the rope down and
pull ed up the containers of water.

This permitted the other schooners and several canoes to draw close. One on a course which woul d
put it directly in the path of The Hadji. Burton swung the boat around again, but it was sluggish
because of Loghu's weight on the nast. It wheel ed around, the boomswung wildly as the nmen failed
to keep control of its ropes, and nore arrows struck the sail and spread nore fire. Several arrows
thanked into the deck. For a monent, Burton thought that the eneny had changed his m nd and was
trying to down them But the arrows were just msdirected

Again, The Hadji sliced between two schooners. The captains and the crew of both were grinning.

Per haps they had been bored for a long tine and were enjoying the pursuit. Even so, the crews
ducked behind the railings, leaving the officers, helnsnen, and the archers to receive the fire
from The Hadji. There was a strunmi ng, and dark streaks with red heads and blue tails went halfway
through the sails in two dozen places, a nunber drove into the mast or the boom a dozen hissed
into the water, one shot by Burton a few inches fromhis head.

Alice, Ruach, Kazz, de Geystock, WIlfreda, and he had shot while Esther handled the tiller. Loghu
was frozen hal fway up the mast, waiting until the arrow fire quit. The five arrows found three
targets of flesh, a captain, a helnmsman, and a sailor who stuck his head up at the wong time for
hi m

Est her screaned, and Burton spun. The warcanoe had cone out from behind the schooner and was a few
feet in front of The Hadji's bow. There was no way to avoid a collision. The two nmen on the

pl atform were diving off the side, and the paddlers were standing up or trying to stand up so they
could get overboard. Then the Hadji snashed into its port near the bow, cracking it open, turning
it over, and spilling its crewinto The River. Those on the Hadji were thrown forward, and de
Greystock went into the water. Burton slid on his face and chest and knees, burning off the skin.

Est her had been torn fromthe tiller and rolled across the deck until she thunped agai nst the edge
of the fo'c'sle coam ng. She lay there without noving.

Burton | ooked upward. The sail was bl azing away beyond hope of being saved. Loghu was gone, so she
must have been hurled off at the nmonent of inpact. Then, getting up, he saw her and de G eystock
swi mm ng back to The Hadji. The water around themwas boiling with the splashing of the

di spossessed canoenen, nmany of whom judging by their cries, could not swm - Burton called to
the men to help the two aboard while he inspected the danage. Both prows of the very thin twin
hul I s had been snashed open by the crash. Water was pouring inside. And the snoke fromthe burning
sail and mast was curling around them causing Alice and Gwenafra to cough

Anot her war canoe was approaching swiftly fromthe north; the two schooners were sailing close-
haul ed toward them

They could fight and draw sone bl ood fromtheir enenmes, who woul d be hol ding thensel ves back to
keep fromkilling themor they could swmfor it. Ei ther way, they would be captured. Loghu and de
Greystock were pulled aboard. Frigate reported that Esther could not be brought back to

consci ousness. Ruach felt her pulse and opened her eyes and then wal ked back to Burton

"She's not dead, but she's totally out' Burton said, "You wonen know what will happen to you. It's
up to you, of course, but | suggest you swimdown as deeply as you can and draw in a good breath
of water. You'll wake up tonorrow, good as new.'

Grenafra had cone out fromthe fo' c' sle. She wapped her arns round his wai st and | ooked up, dry-
eyed but scared. He hugged her with one armand then said, “Alice! Take her with you!

"Where?' Alice said. She | ooked at the canoe and back at him She coughed again as nore snoke
wr apped around her and then she noved forward, upw nd.

“When you go down.' He gestured at The River.'

"l can't do that,' she said.
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“You woul dn't want those men to get her, too. She's only a little girl but they'll not stop for
t hat'

Alice |ooked as if her face was going to crunple and wash away with tears. But she did not weep.
She said, 'Very well. It's no sin now, killing yourself. | just hope...'

He said, "Yes.' He did not drawl the word; there was no tine to drawl anything out. The canoe was
within forty feet of them

“The next place night be just as bad or worse than this one,' Alice said. "And Gmenafra will wake
up ail alone. You know that the chances of us being resurrected at the sane place are slight.'

“That can't be hel ped,' he said.
She cl anped her |ips, then opened themand said, "I'Il fight until the |ast nonment. Then. .'

"It may be too late,' he said. He picked up his bow and drew an arrow fromhis quiver. De
Greystock had | ost his bow, so he took Kazz's. The Neanderthal placed a stone in a sling and began
whirling it. Lev picked up his sling and chose a stone for its pocket. Mpnat used Esther's bow,
since he had lost his, also.

The captain of the canoe shouted in Gernman, "~Lay down your arns! You won't be harned!' He fell off
the platformonto a paddler a second later as Alice's arrow went through his chest. Another arrow,
probably de G eystock's, spun the second man off the platformand into the water. A stone hit a
paddl er in the shoulder, and he collapsed with a cry. Another stone struck glancingly off another
paddl er's head, and he |ost his paddle.

The canoe kept on coning. The two nen on the aft platformurged the crew to continue driving
toward The Hadji. Then they fell with arrows in them Burton | ooked behind him The two schooners
were letting their sails drop now. Evidently they would slide on up to The Hadji where the sailors
woul d throw their grappling hooks into it. But if they got too close, the flames m ght spread to

t hem

The canoe rammed into The Hadji with fourteen of the original conplement dead or too wounded to
fight. Just before the canoe's prow hit, the survivors dropped their paddl es and rai sed smal

round | eather shields. Even so, two arrows went through two shields and into the arns of the nen
hol ding them That still left twenty nmen against six nen, five wonen, and a child. But one was a
five-foot high hairy man with trenmendous strength and a big stone axe. Kazz junped into the air
just before the canoe ranmmed the starboard hull and cane down in it a second after it had halted.
H s axe crushed two skulls and then drove through the bottom of the canoe. Water poured in, and de
G eystock, shouting something in his Cunberland M ddle English, |eaped down beside Kazz. He held a
stiletto in one hand and a big oak club with flint spikes in the other

The others on The Hadji continued to shoot their arrows. Suddenly, Kazz and de Greystock were
scranbl i ng back onto the catanmaran and the canoe was sinking with its dead, dying, and its scared
survivors. A nunber drowned; the others either swam away or tried to get aboard The Hadji. These
fell back with their fingers chopped off or stanped flat.

Somet hi ng struck on the deck near him and then something else coiled around him Burton spun and
sl ashed at the | eather rope, which had settled around his neck. He | eaped to one side to avoid
anot her, yanked savagely at a third rope, and pulled the nan on the other end over the railing.
The man, screanming, pitched out and struck the deck of The Hadji with his shoul der. Burton snashed
in his face with his axe.

By now nmen were dropping fromthe decks of both schooners and ropes were falling everywhere. The
snoke and the flames added to the confusion, though they nay have hel ped The Hadji's crew nore
than the boarders.

Burton shouted at Alice to get Gmenafra and junp into The River. He could not find her and then
had to parry the thrust of a big black with a spear. The nan seened to have forgotten any orders
to capture Burton; he |looked as if he nmeant to kill. Burton knocked the short spear aside and
whirled, lashing out as he went by with the axe and snashed its edge agai nst the black's neck
Burton continued to whirl, felt a sharp pain in his ribs, another in his shoul der, but knocked two
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men down and then was in the water. He fell between the schooner and The Hadji, went down,

rel eased the axe, and pulled the stiletto fromits sheath. When he came up, he was |ooking up at a
tall, raw boned, redheaded man who was lifting the scream ng Gaenafra above himw th both hands.
The man pitched her far out into the water

Burton dived again and conming up saw Gaenafra's face only a few feet before him It was gray, and
her eyes were dull. Then he saw the bl ood darkening the water around her. She di sappeared before
he could get to her. He dived down after her, caught her and pulled her back up. A hornfish tip
was stuck into her back.

He | et her body go. He did not know why the man had killed her when he could have easily taken her
pri soner. Perhaps Alice had stabbed her and the man had figured that she was as good as dead and
so had tossed her over the side to the fishes.

A body shot out of the snoke, followed by another. One man was dead with a broken neck; the other
was alive. Burton wapped his armaround the man's neck and stabbed himat the juncture of jaw and
ear. The man quit struggling and slipped down into the depths.

Frigate | eaped out fromthe snoke, his face and shoul ders bl oody. He hit the water at a slant and
di ved deep. Burton swamtoward himto help him There was no use even trying to get back on the
craft. It was solid with struggling bodies, and ot her canoes and dugouts were closing in.

Frigate's head rose out of the water. His skin was white where the bl ood was not punping out over
it. Burton swamto himand said, "Did the wonen get away?

Frigate shook his head and then said, "Watch out!' Burton upended to dive down. Sonething hit his
| egs; he kept on going down, but he could not carry out his intention of breathing in the water.
He woul d fight until they had to kill him

On coming up, he saw that the water was alive with nen who had junped in after himand Frigate
The Anerican, half-conscious, was being towed to a canoe. Three nmen closed in on Burton, and he
stabbed two and then a man in a dugout reached down with a club and banged hi mon the head.

15

They were | ed ashore near a large building behind a wall of pine |logs. Burton's head throbbed with
pain at every step. The gashes in his shoulder and ribs hurt, but they had quit bl eeding. The
fortress was built of pine |logs, had an overhangi ng second story, and nany sentinels. The captives
were marched through an entrance that could be closed with a huge | og gate. They marched across
sixty feet of grass-covered yard and through another |arge gateway into a hall about fifty feet
long and thirty wi de. Except for Frigate, who was too weak, they stood before a |large round table
of oak. They blinked in the dark and cool interior before they could clearly see the two nen at
the table.

GQuards with spears, clubs, and stone axes were everywhere. A wooden staircase at one end of the
hall led up to a runway with high railings. Wmen | ooked over the railings at them

One of the nmen at the table was short and nuscular. He had a hairy body, black curly hair, a nose
like a falcon's, and brown eyes as fierce as a falcon's. The second man was taller, had bl ond
hair, eyes the exact color of which was difficult to tell in the dusky |ight but were probably

bl ue, and a broad Teutonic face. A paunch and the beginnings of jowls told of the food and |i quor
he had taken fromthe grails of slaves.

Frigate had sat down on the grass, but he was pulled up to his feet when the blond gave a signal
Frigate | ooked at the blond and said, “You |look |ike Hermann Goring when he was young.' Then he
dropped to his knees, screanming with pain fromthe inpact of a spear butt over his kidneys.

The bl ond spoke in an English with a heavy German accent. "No nore of that unless | order it. Let
themtal k.' He scrutinized themfor several mnutes, then said, “~Yes, | am Hernann Goring.'

"Who is Goring? Burton said.

“Your friend can tell you later,' the German said. "If there is a later for you. I amnot angry

file:/lIF|/rah/Philip%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,...d%201%20T0%20Y our%20Scattered%20Bodies%20.txt (58 of 104) [1/19/03 7:18:03 PM]



filex///F|/rah/Phili p%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,%20Philip%20Jose%620-%20Ri verworl d%201%20T 0%20Y our%20Scattered%20B odies%20.txt

about the splendid fight you put up. | adnire nmen who can fight well. | can always use nore
spears, especially since you killed so many. | offer you a choice. You men, that is. Join ne and
live well with all the food, |iquor, tobacco; and wonmen you can possibly want, or work for ne as
my sl aves.'

“For us,' the other man said in English. “You forget, Hermann, dat | have gust as nuck to say
about disc as you.' Goring smled, chuckled, and said, "O course | was only using the royal I,
you mght.. say. Very well, we. If you swear to serve us, and it will be far better for you if you
do, you will swear loyalty to nme, Hermann Goring and to the one-tine king of ancient Rone, Tullius
Hostilius.' Burton | ooked closely at the man. Could he actually be the | egendary king of ancient
Rome? OF Rone when it was a small village threatened by the other Italic tribes, the Sabines,
Aequi, and Vol sci? Who, in turn, were being pressed by the Unbrians, thenselves pushed by the
power ful Etruscans? Was this really Tullius Hostilius, warlike successor to the peaceful Numa
Ponpi I i us? There was nothing to distinguish himfroma thousand nen whom Burton had seen on the
streets of Siena. Yet, if he was what he clained to be, he could be a treasure trove, historically
and linguistically speaking. He would, since he was probably Etruscan hinself, know that | anguage,
in addition to pre-C assical Latin, and Sabine, and perhaps Canpani an Greek. He mi ght even have
been acquainted w th Romul us, supposed founder of Roma. What stories that man could tell

"Wl l?" Goring said.
“What do we have to do if we join you?' Burton said.

"First, I . . . we . . . have to make sure that you are the caliber of man we want. In other

words, a man who will unhesitatingly and inmediately do anything that we order. W will give you a
little test.' He gave an order and a mnute later, a group of men was brought forward. Al were
gaunt, and all were crippl ed.

"They were injured while quarrying stone or building our walls,' Goring said. ~Except for two
caught while trying to escape. They will have to pay the penalty. Al will be killed because they
are now usel ess. So, you should not hesitate about killing themto show your determ nation to
serve us.' He added, "Besides, they are all Jews. Wiy worry about then?' Canpbell, the redhead who
had thrown Gwenafra into the River, held out to Burton a |arge club studded with chert blades. Two
guards seized a slave and forced himto his knees.

He was a large blond with blue eyes and a G ecian profile; he glared at Goring and then spat at
hi m

Goring laughed. "He has all the arrogance of his race. | could reduce himto a quivering scream ng
mass begging for death if | wanted to. But | do not really care for torture. My conpatriot would
like to give hima taste of the fire, but | amessentially a hunanitarian.

I will kill in defense of ny life or in defense of those who need protection,' Burton said. " But
| amnot a nurderer.’

"Killing this Jew would be an act in defense of your life,' Goring replied. “If you do not, you
will die anyway. Only it will take you a long tine.'

I will not,' Burton said.

Goring sighed. “You English! Well, |I would rather have you on ny side. But if you don't want to do
the rational thing, so be it. What about you?' he said to Frigate.

Frigate, who was still in agony, said, " Your ashes ended in a trash heap in Dachau because of what
you did and what you were. Are you going to repeat the sanme crinmnal acts on this world?" Goring

| aughed and said, “| know what happened to ne. Enough of ny Jewi sh slaves have told ne.' He

poi nted at Mnat. “Wiat kind of a freak is that?' Burton explained. Goring | ooked grave, then
said, | couldn't trust him He goes into the slave canp. You, there, apenan.

What do you say?

Kazz, to Burton's surprise, stepped forward. | kill for you. | don't want to be slave.' He took
the club while the guards held their spears poised to run himthrough if he had other ideas for
using it. He glared at them fromunder his shelving brows, then raised the club. There was a
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crack, and the slave pitched forward on the dirt. Kazz returned the club to Canpbell and stepped
aside. He did not |ook at Burton.

CGoring said, "All the slaves will be assenbled tonight, and they will be shown what will happen to
themif they try to get away. The escapees will be roasted for a while, then put out of their

m sery. My distinguished colleague will personally handle the club. He likes that sort of thing.'
He pointed at Alice. “That one. |I'll take her.' Tullius stood up. "No, no. | like her. You take de
oilers; Hermann. | giw you bot' off dem But sye, | want her wery muck. Sye |look like, wat you
say, aristocrat. A . . . queen? Burton roared, snatched a club from Campbell's hand, and | eaped

upon the table. Goring fell backward, the tip of the club narrowy mssing his nose. At the same
time, the Roman thrust a spear at Burton and wounded himin the shoulder. Burton kept hold of the
club, whirled, and knocked the weapon out of Tullius' hand.

The sl aves, shouting, threw thensel ves upon the guards. Frigate jerked a spear |oose and brought
the butt of it against Kazz's head. Kazz crunpled. Monat kicked a guard in the groin and picked up
his spear.

Burton did not renmenber anything after that. He awoke several hours before dusk. H's head hurt
wor se than before. H s ribs and both shoul ders were stiff with pain. He was lying on grass in a
pine log enclosure with a dianeter of about fifty yards. Fifteen feet above the grass, circling
the interior of the wall, was a wooden wal k on which armed guards paced.

He groaned when he sat up. Frigate, squatting near him said, | was afraid you' d never cone out
of it' “Were are the wonen?' Burton said.

Frigate began to weep
Burton shook his head and said, “~Quit blubbering. Were are they?
“Where the hell do you think they are?" Frigate said. “Ch, ny CGod!'

“Don't think about the women. There's nothing you can do for them Not now, anyway. Why wasn't |
killed after | attacked Goring?

Frigate wi ped away the tears and said, "Beats ne. Maybe they're saving you, and ne, for the fire.
As an exanple. | w sh they had killed us.'

“What, so recently gained paradi se and wi sh so soon to lose it?" Burton said. He began to | augh
but quit because pains speared his head.

Burton tal ked to Robert Spruce, an Englishman born in 1945 in Kensington. Spruce said that it was
| ess than a nonth since Goring and Tullius had seized power. For the tine being, they were |eaving
their neighbors in peace. Eventually, of course, they would try to conquer the adjacent
territories, including the Onondaga Indians across the River. So far, no slave had escaped to
spread word about Coring's intentions.

"But the people on the borders can see for thenselves that the walls are being built by slaves,'
Burton said.

Spruce grinned wyly and said, “~Goring has spread the word that these are all Jews. That he is
only interested in enslaving Jews. So, what do they care? As you can see for yourself, that is not
true. Half of the slaves are Gentile.' At dusk, Burton, Frigate, Ruach, de G eystoke, and Monat
were taken from she stockade and marched down to a grailrock. There were about two hundred sl aves
there, guarded by about seventy CGoringites. Their grails were placed on the rock, and they waited.
After the blue flames roared, the grails were taken down. Each sl ave opened his, and guards
renmoved the tobacco, liquor, and half of the food.

Frigate had gashes in his head and in his shoul der, which needed sewi ng up, though the bl eeding
had stopped. H s color had nuch inproved, though his back and ki dneys pai ned hi m

"So now we're slaves,' Frigate said. "Dick, you thought quite a lot of the institution of slavery.
What do you think of it now?
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"That was Oriental slavery,' Burton said. "In this type of slavery, there's no chance for a sl ave
to gain his freedom Nor is there any personal feeling, except hatred, between slave and owner. In
the Orient, the situation was different. O course, like any human institution, it had its
abuses. "'

“You're a stubborn man,' Frigate said. "Have you noticed that at |east half the slaves are Jews?
Late twentieth-century Israeli, nost of them That girl over there told ne that Goring nanaged to
start grail-slavery by stirring up anti-Semitismin this area. O course, it had to exist before
it could be aroused. Then, after he had gotten into power with Tullius' aid, he enslaved many of
his former supporters.' He continued, “The hell of it is, CGoring is not, relatively speaking, a
genuine anti-Senite. He personally intervened with H nm er and others to save Jews. But he is
sonet hi ng even worse than a genuine Jew hater. He is an opportunist. Anti-Senitismwas a tida
wave in CGernmany; to get any place, you had to ride the wave. So, Goring rode there, just as he
rode here. An anti-Semte such as Goebbels or Frank believed in the principles they professed.
Perverted and hateful principles, true, but still principles. Wiereas big fat happy-go-Iucky
CGoring did not really care one way or the other about the Jews. He just wanted to use them

"All very well,' Burton said, "but what has that got to do with ne? Ch, | seel That |ook! You are
getting ready to lecture ne.'

"Dick, | admire you as | have admred few nen. | |ove you as one nan | oves another. | am as happy
and delighted to have had the singular good luck to fall in with you as, say, Plutarch would be if
he had net Al cibiades or Theseus. But | amnot blind. | know your faults, which are many, and

regret them'

“Just which one is it this tinme? "~That book. The Jew, The Gypsy, and El Islam How could you have
witten it? A hate docunent full of bloody-m nded nonsense, folk tales, and superstitions! Ritual
mur ders, indeed!'’

I was still angry because of the injustices | had suffered at Damascus. To be expelled fromthe
consul at e because of the lies of nmy enemes, anong whom..' "~That doesn't excuse your witing lies
about a whole group,' Frigate said.

“Lies! | wote the truth!

"You may have thought they were truths. But | come froman age which definitely knows that they
were not. In fact, no one in his right mind in your tinme would have believed that crap!

"The facts are,' Burton said, “that the Jew sh noneyl enders in Danascus were charging the poor a
t housand percent interest on their |loans. The facts are that they were inflicting this nonstrous
usury not only on the Mdslem and Christian popul ace but also on their own people. The facts are,
that when ny enemies in England accused nme of anti-Senmitism nany Jews in Damascus cane to ny
defense. It is a fact that | protested to the Turks when they sold the synagogue of the Damascan
Jews to the Greek Orthodox bishop so he could turn it into a church It is a fact that | went out
and drunmed up ei ghteen Moslens to testify in behalf of the Jews. It is a fact that | protected
the Christian missionaries fromthe Druzes. It is a fact that | warned the Druzes that that fat
and oily Turkish swine, Rashid Pasha, was trying to incite themto revolt so he could nmassacre
them It is a fact that when | was recalled fromny consul ar post, because of the lies of the
Christian nissionaries and priests, of Rashid Pasha, and of the Jew sh usurers, thousands of
Christians, Mslens, and Jews rallied to ny aid, though it was too late then.

"It is also a fact that | don't have to answer to you or to any nman for my actions!’

How |l i ke Frigate to bring up such an irrel evant subject at such an inappropriate tine. Perhaps he
was trying to keep fromblamng hinself by turning his fear and anger on Burton. O perhaps he
really felt that his hero had failed him

Lev Ruach had been sitting with his head between his hands.

He rai sed his head and said, hollowy, "Wl conme to the concentration canp, Burton! This is your
first taste of it. It's an old tale to ne, one | was tired of hearing fromthe beginning. | was in
a Nazi canp, and | escaped. | was in a Russian canp, and | escaped. In Israel, | was captured by
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Arabs, and | escaped.

"So, now, perhaps | can escape again. But to what? To anot her canp? There seens to be no end to
them WMan is forever building themand putting the perennial prisoner, the Jew, or what have you,
in them Even here, where we have a fresh start, where all religions, all prejudices, should have
been shattered on the anvil of resurrection, little is changed.

“Shut your nmouth,' a man near Ruach said. He had red hair so curly it was al nost kinky, blue eyes,
and a face that night have been handsonme if it had not been for his broken nose. He was six feet
tall and had a wrestler's body.

“Dov Targoff here,' he said in a crisp Oxford accent. “Late commander in the Israeli Navy. Pay no
attention to this nan. He's one of the old-tine Jews, a pessimist, and a whiner. He'd rather wai
agai nst the wall than stand up and fight |like a man.'

Ruach choked, then said, "“You arrogant Sabra! | fought; | killed! And I amnot a whiner! Wat are
you doi ng now, you brave warrior? Aren't you a slave as nuch as the rest of us?

“It's the old story,' a worman said. She was tall and dark-haired and probably woul d have been a
beauty if she had not been so gaunt. “The old story. W fight anbng oursel ves while our enemn es
conquer. Just as we fought when Titus besieged Jerusalemand we killed nore of our own people than
we did the Romans. Just as...' The two men turned against her, and all three argued loudly until a
guard began beating themwith a stick

Later, through swollen lips, Targoff said, "I can't take nmuch of this, nuch longer. Soon ... well,
that guard is mne to kill.'

"You have a plan?' Frigate said, eagerly, but Targoff would not answer.

Shortly before dawn, the slaves were awakened and marched to the grailrock. Again, they were given
a nodi cum of food. After eating, they were split up into groups and marched off to their differing
assignments. Burton and Frigate were taken to the northern border. They were put to work with a

t housand ot her slaves, and they toiled naked all day in the sun. Their only rest was when they
took their grails to the rock at noon and were fed.

Goring neant to build a wall between the nountain and The River; he also intended to erect a
second wal |, which would run for the full ten-mle Iength of the | akeshore and a third wall at the
sout hern end.

Burton and the others had to dig a deep trench and then pile the dirt taken fromthe hole into a
wall. This was hard work, for they had only stone hoes with which to hack at the ground. Since the
roots of the grass formed a thickly tangl ed conplex of very tough naterial, they could be cut only
with repeated bl ows. The dirt and roots were scraped up on wooden shovels and tossed onto |arge
banboo sl eds. These were dragged by teanms onto the top of the wall, where the dirt was shovel ed
off to nmake the wall even hi gher and thicker

At night, the slaves were herded back into the stockade. Here, nost of themfell asleep al nost at

once. But Targoff, the redheaded Israeli, squatted by Burton
"The grapevine gives a little juice now and then,' he said. | heard about the fight you and your
crew made. | al so heard about your refusal to join Goring and his swine.'

“What do you hear about ny infanous book?' Burton said.

Targoff smiled and said, “| never heard of it until Ruach brought it to ny attention. Your actions
speak for thensel ves. Besides, Ruach is very sensitive about such things. Not that you can really
bl anme him after what he went through. But | do not think that you would behave as you did if you
were what he said you are. | think you're a good nman, the type we need. So...'

Days and nights of hard work and short rations followed. Burton |earned through the grapevine
about the wonen. WIlfreda and Fatima were in Canpbell's apartnent. Loghu was with Tullius. Alice
had been kept by Goring for a week, then had been turned over to a lieutenant, a Manfred Von
Kreyscharft. Runor was that Goring had conpl ai ned of her col dness and had wanted to give her to
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hi s bodyguards to do with as they pleased. But Von Kreyscharft had asked for her

Burton was in agony. He could not endure the nental inmages of her with Goring and Von Kreyscharft.
He had to stop these beasts or at |least die trying. Late that night, he crawled fromthe big hut
he occupied with twenty-five nen into Targoff's hut and woke hi m up

“You said you knew that | nust be on your side,' he whispered. "Wen are you going to take nme into
your confidence? | might as well warn you now that, if you don't do so at once, | intend to fonent
a break anong nmy own group and anybody else who will join us.

"Roach has told ne nore about you,' Targoff said. | didn't understand, really, what he was
tal ki ng about. Could a Jew trust anyone who wote such a book? O could such a man be trusted not
to turn on themafter the comon eneny has been def eated?’

Burton opened his nmouth to speak angrily, then closed it. For a nonent, he was silent. \Wen he
spoke, he did so calmy. “In the first place, ny actions on Earth speak |ouder than any of ny
printed words. | was the friend and protector of nany Jews; | had nany Jew sh friends.

"That | ast statenent is always a preface to an attack on the Jews,' Targoff said.

" Per haps. However, even if what Roach clains were true, the Richard Burton you see before you in
this valley is not the Burton who lived on Earth. | think every man has been changed sonmewhat by
hi s experience here. If he hasn't, he is incapable of change. He woul d be better off dead.

"During the four hundred and seventy-six days that | have lived on this River, | have |earned
much. | amnot incapable of changing nmy mind. | listened to Roach and Frigate. | argued frequently
and passionately with them And though | did not want to admt it at the tinme, | thought nuch

about what they said.'

“Jewhate is something bred into the child,' Targoff said. "It beconmes part of the nerve. No act
of will can get rid of it, unless it is not very deeply enbedded or the will is extraordinarily
strong. The bell rings, and Pavlov's dog salivates. Mention the word Jew, and the nervous system
storms the citadel of the nmind of the Gentile Just as the word Arab storns nmine. But | have a
realistic basis for hating all Arabs.

"I have pled enough,' Burton said. “You will either accept me or reject ne. In either case, you
know what | will do.'

"l accept,' Targoff said. "If you can change your mind, | can change mne. |'ve worked with you,
eaten bread with you. | like to think I'"ma good judge of character. Tell ne, if you were planning
this, what would you do?' Targoff listened carefully. At the end of Burton's explanation, Targoff
nodded. “Miuch like nmy plan. Now...'

16

The next day, shortly after breakfast, several guards cane for Burton and Frigate. Targoff | ooked
hard at Burton, who knew what Targoff was thinking. Nothing could be done except to march off to
Goring's “palace.' He was seated in a big wooden chair and snoking a pipe. He asked themto sit
down and offered them cigars and w ne.

"Every once in a while,' he said, | like to relax and talk w th sonmebody besides ny col |l eagues,
who are not overly bright. | like especially to talk with sonebody who lived after | died. And to
men who were famous in their tinme. 1've few of either type, so far.'

“Many of your Israeli prisoners lived after you,' Frigate said.

“Ah, the Jews!' Coring airily waved his pipe. "That is the trouble. They know ne too well. They
are sullen when | try to talk to them and too many have tried to kill me for me to fee
confortabl e around them Not that | have anything against them | don't particularly like Jews,
but | had many Jew sh friends. ' Burton reddened.

Goring, after sucking on his pipe, continued, Der Fuehrer was a great man, but he had sone
idiocies. One of themwas his attitude toward Jews. Myself, | cared |less. But the Germany of ny
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time was anti-Jewi sh, and a nan must go with the Zeitgeist if he wants to get any place in life.
Enough of that. Even here, a man cannot get away fromthem' He chattered on for a while, then
asked Frigate many questions concerning the fate of his, contenporaries and the history of post-
war Cer many.

“If you Americans had had any political sense, you would have declared war on Russia as soon as we
surrendered. We woul d have fought with you agai nst the Bol shevik, and we woul d have crushed them'
Frigate did not reply. Goring then told several “funny,' very obscene stories. He asked Burton to
tell him about the strange experience he had had before being resurrected in the valley.

Burton was surprised. Had Goring | earned about this fromKazz or was there an inforner anong the
slaves? He told in full detail everything that had happened between the tinme he opened his eyes to
find hinmself in the place of floating bodies to the instant when the man in the aerial canoe

poi nted the netal tube at him

"The extra-Terrestrial, Mnat, has a theory that sonme beings, - call them Woever or X - have been
observi ng manki nd since he ceased to be an ape. For at least two nillion years. These super-bei ngs
have, in some manner, recorded every cell of every human being that ever lived fromthe nonent of
conception, probably, to the noment of death. This seens a staggering concept, but it is no nore
staggering than the resurrection of all humanity and the reshaping of this planet into one

Ri verval |l ey. The recordi ngs may have been nmade when the recordees were living. O it may be that

t hese super-beings detected vibrations fromthe past, just as we on Earth saw the |ight of stars,
as they had been a thousand years before.

"Monat, however, inclines to the former theory. He does not believe in tine travel even in a
limted sense.

‘Monat believes that the X's stored these recordi ngs. How, he does not know. But this planet was
then reshaped for us. It is obviously one great Riverworld. During our journey up River, we've
tal ked to dozens whose descriptions | eave no doubt that they conme fromw dely scattered parts,
fromall over. One was fromfar up in the northern hem sphere; another, far down in the southern
Al'l the descriptions fall together to nake a picture of a world that has been reworked into one
zi gzaggi ng Rivervall ey.

"The people we talked to were killed or died by accident here and were resurrected again in the
areas we happened to be traveling through. Mnat says that we resurrectees are still being
recorded. And when one of us dies again, the up-to-the-m nute recordings are being placed
somewhere - maybe under, the surface of this planet - and played into energy-matter converters.
The bodi es were reproduced as they were at the nonent of death and then the rejuvenating devices
restored the sl eeping bodies. Probably in that sane chanber in which | awoke. After this, the
bodi es, young and whol e again, were recorded and then destroyed. And the recordi ngs were pl ayed
out again, this tine through devices under the ground. Once nore, energy-natter converters,
probably using the heat of this planet's nolten core as energy, reproduced us above the ground,
near the grailstones. | do not know why they are not resurrected a second tine in - the sane spot
where they died. But then | don't know why all our hairs were shaven off or why nen's facial hairs
don't grow or why nen were circuncti sed and wonen made virgins again. O why we were resurrected.
For what purpose? Whoever put us here has not shown up to tell us why.'

"The thing is,' Frigate said, "the thing is, we are not the same people we were on Earth. | died
Burton died. You died, Hermann Goring. Everybody died. And we cannot be brought back to life!’

Goring sucked on his pipe noisily, stared at Frigate, and then said, "Wy not? | amliving again.
Do you deny that?'" “Yes! | do deny that - in a sense. You are living. But you are not the Hermann
Gori ng who was born in Marienbad Sanatorium at Rosenheimin Bavaria on January 12, 1893. You are
not the Hermann Goring whose godfather was Dr. Hermann Eppenstein; a Jew converted to
Christianity. You are not the CGoring who succeeded Von Richthofen after his death and continued to
lead his fliers against the Allies even after the war ended. You are not the Reichsmarschal of
Htler's Germany nor the refugee arrested by Lieutenant Jerone N. Shapiro. Eppenstein and Shapiro,
hah! And you are not the Hermann Coring who took his life by swallow ng potassium cyanide during
his trial for his crines against humanity!'’

Goring tanped his pipe with tobacco and said; mldly, “~You certainly know nuch about ne. | should
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be flattered, | suppose. At least, | was not forgotten.'

“Cenerally, you were,' Frigate said. “You did have a long-lived reputation as a sinister clow, a
failure, and a toady.' Burton was surprised. He had not known that the fellow would stand up to
soneone who had power of life and death over himor who had treated himso painfully. But then
per haps Frigate hoped to be kill ed.

It was probable that he was banking on Goring's curiosity.

Goring said, “Explain your statenent. Not about ny reputation. Every man of inportance expects to
be reviled and m sunderstood by the brainless nmasses. Explain why I amnot the sanme man.'

Frigate smled slightly and said, "“You are the product, the hybrid, of a recording and an energy-
matter converter. You were nade with all the nenories of the dead man Hermann Goring and with
every cell of his body a duplicate. You have everything he had. So you think you are Goring. But
you are not! You are a duplication, and that is all! The original Herman Goring is nothing but
nol ecul es that have been absorbed into the soil and the air and so into plants and back into the
fl esh of beasts and nen and out again as excrement, und so w eter

"But you, here before me, are not the original, any nore than the recording on a disc or a tape is
the original voice, the vibrations issuing fromthe nouth of a man and detected and converted by
an el ectronic device and then replayed.' Burton understood the reference, since he had seen an

Edi son phonograph in Paris in 1888. He felt outraged, actually violated, at Frigate's assertions.

Goring's w de-open eyes and reddening face indicated that he, too, felt threatened down to the
core of his being.

After stuttering, Goring said, “And why woul d these beings go to all this trouble just to nake
dupl i cat es?

Frigate shrugged and said, "I don't know' Goring heaved up fromhis chair and pointed the stem of
his pipe at Frigate.

“You lie!'" he screaned in German. “You lie, scheisshund!'

Frigate quivered as if he expected to be struck over the kidneys again, but he said, | nust be
right. OF course, you don't have to believe what | say. | can't prove anything. And | understand
exactly how you feel. | know that | am Peter Jairus Frigate, born 1918, died A.D. 2008. But | also
must believe, because logic tells me so, that | amonly, really, a being who has the nenories of
that Frigate who will never rise fromthe dead. In a sense, | amthe son of that Frigate who can
never exist again. Not flesh of his flesh, blood of his blood, but mind of his mind. I amnot the
man who was born of a woman on that |ost world of Earth. | amthe bybl ow of science and a nachi ne.
Unl ess...'

CGoring said, “Yes? Unless what?

“Unless there is sone entity attached to the human body, an entity which is the human bei ng.

mean, it contains all that nakes the individual what he is, and when the body is destroyed, this

entity still exists. So that, if the body were to be nade again, this entity, storing the essence
of the individual, could be attached again to the body. And it would record every thing that the

body recorded: And so the original individual would Iive again. He would not be just a duplicate.

Burton said, “For God's sake, Pete! Are you proposing the soul ?

Fri gate nodded and said, " Sonething anal agous to the soul Sonething that the primtives dimy
apprehended and called a soul.' Goring |aughed uproariously. Burton would have | aughed, but he did
not care to give Goring any support, noral or intellectual

When Goring had quit |aughing, he said, "Even here, in a world which is clearly the result of
science, the supernaturalists won't quit trying. Well, enough of that. To nmore practical and
i medi ate matters. Tell me, have you changed your mind? Are you ready to join nme?

Burton glared and said, "| would not be under the orders of a man who rapes wonen; noreover,
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respect the Israelis. | would rather be a slave with themthan free with you.' Goring scow ed and
said, harshly, “Very well. | thought as much. But | had hoped ... well, | have been having trouble
with the Roman. If he gets his way, you will see how nmerciful | have been to you slaves. You do

not know him Only ny intervention has saved one of you being tortured to death every night for
his anusenent.' At noon, the two returned to their work in the hills. Neither got a chance to
speak to Targoff or any of the slaves, since their duties happened not to bring theminto contact.
They did not dare nake an open attenpt to talk to him because that would have neant a severe
beati ng.

After they returned to the stockade in the evening, Burton told the others what had happened.

"More than likely Targoff will not believe ny story. He'll think we're spies. Even if he's not
certain, he can't afford to take chances. So there'll be trouble. It's too bad that this had to
happen. The escape plan will have to be cancelled for tonight' Nothing untoward took place - at
first. The Israelis wal ked away from Burton and Frigate when they tried to talk to them The stars
canme out, and the stockade was flooded with a Iight alnbst as bright as a full npbon of Earth.

The prisoners stayed inside their barracks, but they talked is | ow voices with their heads
together. Despite their deep tiredness, they could not sleep. The guards must have sensed the
tensi on, even though they could not see or hear the men in the huts. They wal ked back and forth on
the wal ks, stood together tal king, and peered down into the enclosure by the light of the night
sky and the flanes of the resin torches.

“Targoff will do nothing until it rains,' Burton said. He gave orders. Frigate was to stand first
wat ch; Robert Spruce, the second; Burton, third. Burton lay down on his pile of |eaves and,
ignoring the nmurmuring of voices and the noving around of bodies, fell asleep

It seened that he had just closed his eyes when Spruce touched him He rose quickly to, his feet,
yawned, and stretched. The others were all awake. Wthin a few mnutes, the first of the clouds
fornmed. In ten mnutes, the stars were blotted out. Thunder grunbled way up in the nountains, and
the first lightning flash forked the sky.

Li ght ni ng struck near. Burton saw by its flash that the guards were huddl ed under the roofs
sticking out fromthe base of the watch houses at each corner of the stockade. They were covered
with towels against the chill and the rain.

Burton crawl ed fromhis barracks to the next. Targoff was standing inside the entrance.
Burton stood up and said, “Does the plan still hol d?

“You know better than that,' Targoff said. A bolt of lightning showed his angry face. " You Judas!
He stepped forward, and a dozen nen followed him Burton did not wait; he attacked. But, as he
rushed forward, he heard a strange sound. He paused to | ook' out through the door. Another flash
reveal ed a guard sprawl ed face down in the grass beneath a wal k.

Targoff had put his fists down when Burton turned his back on him He said, "Wat's going on
Burton?

"Wait,' the Englishman replied. He had no nore idea than the Israeli did about what was happeni ng,
but anythi ng unexpected could be to his advantage.

Lightning illunminated the squat figure of Kazz on the wooden wal k. He was swi ngi ng a huge stone
axe against a group of guards who were in the angle formed by the neeting of the two walls.

Anot her flash. The guards were sprawl ed out on the wal k. Darkness. At the next blaze of |ight,
anot her was down; the remaining two were running away down the walk in different directions.

Anot her bolt very near the wall showed that, finally, the other guards were aware of what was
happeni ng. They ran down the wal k, shouting and waving their spears.

Kazz, ignoring them slid a |long banboo | adder down into the enclosure and then he threw a bundl e
of spears after it. By the next flash, he could be seen advancing toward the nearest guards.

Burton snatched a spear and al nbst ran up the |adder. The others, including the Israeli, were
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behind him The fight was bloody and brief. Wth the guards on the wal k either stabbed or hurled
to their deaths, only those in the watch houses renai ned. The | adder was carried to the other end
of the stockade and placed against the gate. In two mnutes, nen had clinbed to the outside,
dropped down, and opened the gate. For the first tine, Burton found the chance to talk to Kazz.

"1 thought you had sold us out.'

"No. Not ne, Kazz,' Kazz said reproachfully. "~You know | |ove you, Burton-naq. You're ny friend,
my chief. |I pretend to join your enem es because that's playing it smart. | surprise you don't do
the sane. You're no dumy.'

“Certainly, you aren't,' Burton said. "But | couldn't bring nyself to kill those sl aves.'
Li ghtni ng reveal ed Kazz shrugging. He said, "That don't bother nme. | don't know them Besides, you
hear Goring. He say they die anyway.

“It's a good thing you chose tonight to rescue us,' Burton said. He did not tell Kazz why since he
did not want to confuse him Mreover, there were nore inmportant things to do.

“Tonight's a good night for this,' Kazz said. "Big battle going on. Tullius and Goring get very

drunk and quarrel. They fight; their nen fight. Wiile they kill each other, invaders cone. Those
brown nmen across The River . . . what you call then? .. . Onondaga's, that's them Their boats
cone just before rain cone. They nake raid to steal slaves, too. O nmaybe just for the hell of it.
So, | think, now s good tinme to start ny plan, get Burton-naq free.'

As suddenly as it had cone, the rain ceased. Burton could hear shouts and screans fromfar off,
toward The River. Drunms were beating pup and down The Riverbanks. He said to Targoff, ~We can
either try to escape, and probably do so easily, or we can attack.'

"l intend to wi pe out the beasts who enslaved us,' Targoff said. "There are other stockades
nearby. |'ve sent nmen to open their gates. The rest are too far away to reach quickly; they're
strung out at half-mile intervals: By then, the bl ockhouse in which the off-duty guards |ived had
been stormed. The sl aves arned thensel ves and then started toward the noi se of the conflict.
Burton's group was on the right flank. They had not gone half a nile before they came upon corpses
and wounded, a mi xture of Onondaga's and whites.

Despite the heavy rain, a fire had broken out. By its increasing light, they saw that the fl anes
came fromthe |l onghouse. Qutlined in the glare were struggling figures. The escapees advanced
across the plain. Suddenly, one side broke and ran toward themw th the victors, whooping and
scream ng jubilantly, after them

“There's Goring,' Frigate said. "His fat isn't going to help himget away, that's for sure.' He
poi nted, and Burton could see the German desperately punping his legs but falling behind the
ot hers.

"l don't want the Indians to have the honor of killing him' Burton said. "W owe it to Alice to
get him' Canpbell's long-1legged figure was ahead of themall, and it was toward himthat Burton
threw his spear. To the Scot, the missile nust have seened to cone out of the darkness from
nowhere. Too late, he tried to dodge. The flint head buried itself in the flesh between his |eft
shoul der and chest, and he fell on his side. He tried to get up a nonent afterward, but he was
knocked back down by Burton

Canpbel | 's eyes rolled; blood trickled fromhis nmouth. He pointed at another wound, a deep gash in
his side just below the ribs. "You ... your woman ... WIlfreda ... did that,' he gasped. "But I
killed her, the bitch...

Burton wanted to ask himwhere Alice was, but Kazz, scream ng phrases in his native tongue,
brought his club down on the Scot's head. Burton picked up his spear and ran after Kazz. “Don't
kill CGoring!' he shouted. “Leave himto me!’

Kazz did not hear him he was busy fighting with two Onondaga's. Burton saw Alice as she ran by
him He reached out and grabbed her and spun her around. She screaned and started to struggle.
Burton shouted at her; suddenly, recognizing him she collapsed into his arns and began weepi ng.
Burton woul d have tried to confort her, but he was afraid that Goring woul d escape him He pushed
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her away and ran toward the German and threw his spear. It grazed CGoring's head, and he screaned
and stopped running and began to | ook for the weapon but Burton was on him Both fell to the
ground and rolled over and over, each trying to strangle the other

Somet hi ng struck Burton on the back of his head. Stunned, he released his grip. Goring pushed him
down on the ground and dived toward the spear. Seizing it, he rose and stepped toward the
prostrate Burton. Burton tried to get to his feet, but his knees seened to be nmade of putty and
everything was whirling. CGoring suddenly staggered as Alice tackled his |egs from behind, and he
fell forward. Burton nade another effort, found he could at |east stagger, and spraw ed over
Goring. Again, they rolled over and over with Goring squeezing on Burton's throat. Then a shaft
slid over Burton's shoul der, burning his skin, and its stone tip drove into Goring' s throat.

Burton stood up, pulled the spear out, and plunged it into the man's fat belly. Goring tried to
sit up, but he fell back and died. Alice slunped to the ground and wept.

Dawn saw the end of the battle. By then, the slaves had broken out of every stockade. The warriors
of Goring and Tullius were ground between the two forces, Onondaga and sl aves, |ike husks between
m || stones. The Indians, who had probably raided only to | oot and get nore slaves and their
grails, retreated. They clinbed aboard their dugouts and canoes and paddl ed across the | ake.
Nobody felt |ike chasing them

The days that followed were busy ones. A rough census indicated that at |east half of the 20,000

i nhabitants of Goring's little kingdom had been killed, severely wounded, abducted by the
Onondaga, or had fled. The Roman Tullius Hostilius had apparently escaped. The survivors chose a
provi si onal governnent. Targoff, Burton, Spruce, Ruach, and two others fornmed an executive
comrittee with considerable, but tenporary, powers. John de G eystock had di sappeared. He had been
seen during the beginning of the battle and then he had just dropped out of sight.

Al'i ce Hargreaves noved into Burton's hut w thout either saying a word about the why or wherefore

Later, she said, "Frigate tells me that if this entire planet is constructed |like the areas we've
seen, and there's no reason to believe it isn't, then The River nust be at |east 20,000,000 mles
long. It's incredible, but so is our resurrection, everything about this world. Al so, there may be
thirty-five to thirty-seven billion people living along The Ri ver. \Wat chance would | have of
ever finding ny Earthly husband? Moreover, | |love you. Yes, | know |l didn't act as if | |oved you
But sonething has changed in ne. Perhaps it's all 1've been through that is responsible. | don't
thing | could have loved you on Earth. | night have been fascinated, but | would al so have been
repel l ed, perhaps frightened. | couldn't have nade you a good wife there. Here, | can. Rather

I"l1'l make you a good mate, since there doesn't seemto be any authority or religious institutions
that could marry us. That in itself shows how |'ve changed. That | could be calmy living with a
man I'mnot married to . . .! Well, there you are.

"We're no longer living in the Victorian age,' Burton said. "Wat would you call this present
age... the Melange era? The M xed Age? Eventually, it will be The R ver Culture, The Riparian
Wrld, rather, many River cultures.

"Providing it lasts,' Alice said. "It started suddenly; it may end just as swiftly and
unexpect edl y.

Certainly, Burton thought, the green River and the grassy plain and the forested hills and the
unscal abl e mountains did not seem|i ke Shakespeare's insubstantial vision. They were solid, real
as real as the nen wal king toward hi mnow, Frigate, Mnat, Kazz, and Ruach. He stepped out of the
but and greeted them

Kazz began talking. "Along tine ago, before | speak English good, | see something. | try to tell
you then, but you don't understand me. | see a man who don't have this on his forehead.' He
poi nted, at the center of his own forehead and then at that of the others.

"I know,' Kazz continued, 'you can't see it. Pete and Monat can't either. Nobody el se can. But |
see it on everybody's forehead. Except on that man | try to catch long time ago. Then, one day,
see a worman don't have it, but | don't say nothing to you. Now, | see a third person who don't
have it'

file://IF|/rah/Philip%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,...d%201%20T0%20Y our%20Scattered%20Bodies%20.txt (68 of 104) [1/19/03 7:18:03 PM]



filex///F|/rah/Phili p%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,%20Philip%20Jose%620-%20Ri verworl d%201%20T 0%20Y our%20Scattered%20B odies%20.txt

"He neans,' Mnat said, “that he is able to perceive certain synbols or characters on the forehead
of each and every one of us. He can see these only in bright sunlight and at a certain angle. But
everyone he's ever seen has had these synbols - except for the three he's nentioned.’

"He nmust be able to see a little further into the spectrumthan we,' Frigate said. "~ Cbviously,
Whoever stanped us with the sign of the beast or whatever you want to call it, did not know about
the special ability of Kazz's species. Wi ch shows that They are not omi sci ent

"Qoviously,' Burton said. "Nor infallible. QGtherwise, | would never have awakened in that place
bef ore being resurrected. So, who is this person who does not have these synbols on his skin?' He
spoke calmy, but his heart beat swiftly. If Kazz was right, he might have detected an agent of
the bei ngs who had brought the entire human species to life again. Wuld They be gods in disguise?

"Robert Spruce!' Frigate said.

"Before we junp to any conclusions,' Mnat said, “don't forget that the omi ssion may have been an
acci dent'

"We'll find out,' Burton said om nously.
"But why the synmbol s? Why shoul d we be mar ked?'

“Probably for identification or nunbering purposes,' Mpnat said. ~Wio knows, except Those who put
us here.'

“Let's go face Spruce,' Button said.

"W have to catch himfirst,' Frigate replied. 'Kazz nmade the m stake of mentioning to Spruce that
he knew about the symbols. He did so at breakfast this norning. I wasn't there, but those who were
said Spruce turned pale. A few mnutes |later, he excused hinself, and he hasn't been seen since.
W' ve sent search parties out up and down The River, across The River, and also into the hills.'

"His flight is an admi ssion of guilt,' Burton said. He was angry. Was man a kind of cattle branded
for sone sinister purpose? That afternoon, the druns announced that Spruce had been caught. Three
hours later, he was standing before the council table in the newly built neeting hall. Behind the
tabl e sat the Council. The doors were closed, for the Councilmen felt that this was sonething that
coul d be conducted nore efficiently without a crowm. However, Mbonat, Kazz, and Frigate were al so
present.

"I may as well tell you now,' Burton said, “that we have decided to go to any lengths to get the
truth fromyou. It is against the principles of every one at this table to use torture. W despise
and | oat he those who resort to torture. But we feel that this is one issue where principles nust
be abandoned!

"Principles nmust never be abandoned,' Spruce said evenly. 'The end never justifies the nmeans. Even
if clinging to them neans defeat, death, and remaining in ignorance.'

"There's too nuch at stake,' Targoff said. "I, who have been the 'victimof unprincipled nen;
Ruach, who has been tortured several tines; the others, we all agree. We'll use fire and the knife
on you if we nust. It is necessary that we find out the truth. Now, tell me, are you one of Those
responsi ble for this resurrection?

“You will be no better than Goring and his kind if you torture ne,' Spruce said. His voice was
begi nning to break. “In fact, you will be far worse off, for you are forcing yourselves to be like
himin order to gain something that may not even exist. O, if it does, may not be worth the
price.'

"Tell us the truth,' Targoff said. "Don't lie. W know that you nust be an agent; perhaps one of
Those directly responsi bl e!

"There is a fire blazing in that stone over there,' Burton said. 'If you don't start tal king at
once, you will ... well, the roasting you get will be the least of your pain. | aman authority on
Chi nese and Arabic nmethods of torture. | assure you that they had some very refined nmeans for

file:/lIF|/rah/Philip%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,...d%201%20T0%20Y our%20Scattered%20Bodies%20.txt (69 of 104) [1/19/03 7:18:03 PM]



file:///F)/rah/Philip%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,%20Phili p%20Jose%620-%20Ri verworl d%201%20T 0%20Y our%20Scattered%20Bodi es%620.txt
extracting the truth. And | have no qual ns about putting ny know edge into practice.'

Spruce pale and sweating, said, ~You may be denying your eternal life if you do this. It will at
| east set you far back on your journey, delay the final goal.

"What is that?' Burton replied.
Spruce ignored him "W can't stand pain,' he nuttered. 'We're too sensitive.'
"Are you going to talk? Targoff said.

"Even the idea of self-destruction is painful and to be avoi ded except when absol utely necessary,
Spruce nmunbl ed. "Despite the fact that | know | shall live again.'

"Put himover the fire,' Targoff said to the two nen who held Spruce.

Monat spoke up. "~ Just one nonent. Spruce, the science of ny people was nuch nore advanced t han
that of Earth's. So | amnore qualified to make an educated guess. Perhaps we could spare you the
pain of the fire, and the pain of betraying your purpose, if you were nmerely to affirmwhat | have
to say. That way, you wouldn't be making a positive betrayal.

Spruce said, "I'mlistening." "It's my theory that you are a Terrestrial. You belong to an age
chronol ogically far past A D. 2008. You nust be the descendant of the few who survived ny death
scanner. Judgi ng by the technol ogy and power required to reconstruct the surface of this planet
into one vast Rivervalley, your time nust be nuch later than the twenty-first century. Just
guessing, the fiftieth Century A D.?'

Spruce | ooked at the fire, then said, “Add two thousand nore

“If this planet is about the size of Earth, it can hold only so many people. Were are the others,
the still-born, the children who died before they were five, the inbeciles and idiots, and those
who lived after the twentieth century?

"They are el sewhere,' Spruce said. He glanced at the fire again, and his |ips tightened.

"My own people,' Mnat said, “had a theory that they would eventually be able to see into their
past. | won't go into the details, but it was possible that past events could be visually detected
and then recorded. Tine travel, of course, was sheer fantasy. But what if your culture was able to
do what we only theorized about? What if you recorded every single human being that had ever
lived? Located this planet and constructed this Rivervalley? Sonewhere, maybe under the very
surface of this planet, used energy-matter conversion, say fromthe heat of this planet's nolten
core, and the recordings to re-create the bodies of the dead in the tanks? Used bi ol ogi ca
techniques to rejuvenate the bodies and to restore |inbs, eyes, and so on and al so to correct any
physi cal defects?'

'Then,' Monat continued, “you nade nore recordings of the newy created bodies and stored themin
sone vast nenory-tank? Later, you destroyed the bodies in the tanks? Re-created them agai n through
means of the conductive netal, which is also used to charge the grails? These could be buried
beneath the ground. The resurrection then occurs w thout recourse to supernatural neans.

"The big question is, why?

“If you had it in your power to do all this, would you not think it was your ethical duty? Spruce
asked.

“Yes, but | would resurrect only those worth resurrecting.’

"And what if others did not accept your criteria? Spruce said. Do you really think you are w se
enough and good enough to judge? Wuld you place yourself on a level with God? No, all nust be

gi ven a second chance, no natter how bestial or selfish or petty or stupid. Then, it will be up to
them..' He fell silent, as if he had regretted his outburst and nmeant to say no nore.

“Besides,' Monat said, “you would want to nmake a study of hunanity as it existed in the past. You
woul d want to record all the | anguages that man ever spoke, his nores, his philosophies,
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bi ographies. To do this, you need agents, posing as resurrectees, to mngle with the Riverpeople
and to take notes, to observe, to study. How long will this study take? One thousand years? Two?
Ten? A mllion? ~And what about the eventual disposition of us? Are we to stay here forever?

"You will stay here as long as it takes for you to be rehabilitated,' Spruce shouted. “Then . .°
He closed his nouth, glared, then opened it to say, ~Continued contact with you makes even the
toughest of us take on your characteristics. W have to go through a rehabilitation ourselves.
Al ready, | feel unclean.

"Put himover the fire,' Targoff said. "We'll get the entire truth.'
"No, you won't!' Spruce cried | should have done this |ong ago! W knows what. .°

He fell to the ground, and his skin changed to a gray-blue color. Doctor Steinborg, a Council man
examined him but it was apparent to all that he was dead.

Targoff said, “Better take him away now, doctor. Dissect him W'Ill wait here for your report.'

"Wth stone knives, no chemicals, no mcroscopes, what kind of a report can you expect?' Steinborg
said. "But I'Il do nmy best.' The body was carried off.

Burton said, "I'"'mglad he didn't force us to adnmit we were bluffing. If he had kept his nouth
shut, he could have defeated us.'

"Then you really weren't going to torture hin?' Frigate said. | was hoping you didn't nean your
threat. If you had, | was going to wal k out then and there and never see any of you again.'

"Of course we didn't nean it,' Ruach said. "Spruce would have been right. W'd have been no better
than Goring. But we could have tried other means. Hypnotismfor instance. Burton, Mpnat, and
Stei nborg were experts in that field.'

"The trouble is, we still don't knowif we did get the truth,' Targoff said. ~Actually, he may
have been |lying. Mnat supplied some guesses, and, if these were wong, Spruce could have |ed us
astray by agreeing with Monat. I'd say we can't be at all sure.' They agreed on one thing. Their

chances of detecting another agent through the absence of synbols on the forehead woul d be gone.
Now t hat They - whoever They were - knew about the visibility of the characters to Kazz's speci es,
They woul d take the proper nmeasures to prevent detection

Stei nborg returned three hours later. "There is nothing to distinguish himfromany other nenber
of Hono sapiens. Except this one little device.' He held up a black shiny ball about the size of a
mat chhead

"l located this on the surface of the forebrain. It was attached to some nerves by wires so thin
that | could see themonly at a certain angle, when they caught the light. It's ny opinion that
Spruce killed hinself by neans of this device and that he did so by literally thinking hinself
dead. Somehow, this little ball translated a wish for death into the deed. Perhaps, it reacted to
the thought by rel easing a poison which | do not have facilities for analyzing.' He concluded his
report and passed the ball around to the others.

18

Thirty days later, Burton, Frigate, Ruach, and Kazz were returning froma trip UpRiver. It was
just before dawn.

The cold heavy mists that piled up to six or seven feet above The River in the latter part of the
night swirled around them They could not see in any direction further than a strong nan m ght
make a standing broad junp. But Burton, standing in the prow of the bamboo hull ed single-nmasted
boat, knew they were close to the western shore. Near the relatively shall ow depths the current
ran nore slowy, and they had just steered to port fromthe niddle of The River

If his calculations were correct, they should be close to the ruins of Goering's hall. At any
monent, he expected to see a strip of denser darkness appear out of the dark waters, the banks of
that |and he now call ed home. Hone, for Burton, had al ways been a place fromwhich to sally forth,
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a resting-place, a tenporary fortress in which to wite a book about his |ast expedition, a lair
in which to heal fresh hurts, a conning tower fromwhich he | ooked out for new | ands to explore.

Thus, only two weeks after the death of Spruce, Burton had felt the need to get to sone place
other than the one in which he now was. He heard a runor that copper had been discovered on the
western shore about a hundred miles UpRiver. This was a length of shore of not nore than twelve
mles, inhabited by fifth century B.C. Sarmatians and thirteenth-century A D. Frisians.

Burton did not really think the story was true - but it gave him an excuse to travel. Ignoring
Alice's pleas to take her with him he had set off.

Now, a nonth later and after sonme adventures, not all unpleasant, they were al nbst honme. The story
had not been entirely unfounded. There was copper but only in minute anounts. So the four had
gotten into their boat for the easy trip down current, their sail pushed by the never ceasing

wi nd. They journeyed during the dayti me and beached the boat during mnealtinmes wherever there were
friendly people who did not m nd strangers using their grailstones. At night they either slept
anong the friendlies or, if in hostile waters, sailed by in the darkness.

The last leg of their trip was nade after the sun went down. Before getting hone they had to pass
a section of the valley where slave-hungry ei ghteenth-century Mdhawks |ived on one side and
equal Iy greedy Carthagi nians of the third century B.C. on the other. Having slipped through under
cover of the fog, they were al nost hone.

Abruptly, Burton said, "There's the bank. Pete, |ower the nmast! Kazz, Lev, back oars! Junp to it!
A few mnutes later, they had | anded and had pulled the Iightweight craft conpletely out of the
wat er and upon the gently sloping shore. Now that they were out of the mists, they could see the
sky paling above the eastern nountains.

Dead reckoning cone alive!' Burton said. "W're ten paces beyond the grail stone near the ruins!'
He scanned the banboo huts along the plain and the buildings evident in the |long grasses and under
the giant trees of the hills.

Not a single person was to be seen. The valley was asl eep

He said, "Don't you think it's strange that no one's up yet? O that we've not been chall enged by
the sentinels?" Frigate pointed toward the | ookout tower to their right.

Burton swore and said “They're asleep, by God, or deserted their post' but he knew as he spoke
that this was no case of dereliction of duty. Though he had said nothing to the others about it,
the nonent he had stepped ashore, he had been sure sonething was very wong. He began running
across the plain toward the but in which he and Alice |ived.

Alice was sl eeping on the banboo-and-grass bed on the right side of the building. Only her head
was visible, for she was curled up under a blanket of towels fastened to each other by the
magnetic clasps. Burton threw t he bl anket back, got down on his knees by the | ow bed, and raised
her to a sitting position. Her head lolled forward, and her arms hung linply. But she had a

heal thy col or and breathed normally.

Burton called her name three tines. She slept on. He slapped both her cheeks sharply; red
spl otches sprang up on them Her eyelids fluttered, then she went back to sleep

By then Frigate and Ruach appeared. W' ve |ooked into sone of the other huts,' Frigate said.
"They're all asleep. | tried to wake a couple of them but they're out for the count.

"What's wrong?' Burton said, “Wio do you think has the power or the need to do this?
" Spruce!’

" Spruce and his kind, Whoever They are!'’

"Why?' Frigate sounded frightened.

"They were | ooking for ne! They nust have come in under the fog, somehow put this whole area to
sl eep!"’
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"A sleep-gas would do it easily enough,' Ruach said. "Al though people who have powers such as
Theirs coul d have devi ces we've never dreaned of.

"They were | ooking for ne!' Burton shout ed.

“Which neans, if true, that They may be back tonight,' Frigate said. “~But why would They be
searching for you?

Ruach replied for Burton. “Because he, as far as we know, was the only man to awaken in the pre-
resurrection phase. Wiy he did is a mystery. But it's evident sonething went wong. It may al so be
a nystery to Them |'d be inclined to think They' ve been discussing this and finally decided to
come here. Maybe to kidnap Burton for observation - or sonme nore sinister purpose.’

"Possibly. They wanted to erase fromny nenory all that 1'd seen in that chanber of floating
bodi es,' Burton said. "Such a thing should not be beyond Their science.'

"But you've told that story to many,' Frigate said. "They couldn't possibly track down all those
peopl e and renove the nmenory of your story fromtheir mnds.'

"Woul d that be necessary? How nmany believe ny tale? Sonetinmes | doubt it nyself.'

Ruach said, "Speculation is fruitless. Wiat do we do now?' Alice shrieked, "Richard!' and they
turned to see her sitting up and staring at them

For a few minutes, they could not get her to understand what had happened. Finally she said, " So
that's why the fog covered the land, too! | thought it was strange, but of course | had no way of
knowi ng what was really happening.' Burton said, “~Get your grails. Put anything you want to take
along in your sack. W're leaving as of now | want to get away before the others awake.'

Alice's already |arge eyes becane even wi der. "~\Were are we goi ng?

“Anywhere fromhere. | don't like to run away but | can't stand up and fight people like that. Not
if They know where | am I'Il tell you, however, what | plan to do. | intend to find the end of
The River. It nust have an inlet and an outlet, and there nmust be a way for a nan to get through
to the source. If there's any way at all, I'lIl find it - you can bet your soul on that!

“Meanwhil e, They'll be | ooking for ne el sewhere - | hope. The fact that They didn't find nme here
makes me think that They have no nmeans for instantly locating a person. They nay have branded us
like cattle' - he indicated the invisible synbols on his forehead - “but even cattle have
mavericks. And we're cattle with brains.' He turned to the others. “You're nore than welcone to
come along with nme. In fact, 1'd be honored.’

1"l get Mnat,' Kazz said. "He wouldn't want to be left behind.'

Burton grimaced and said, "Good old Mmnat! | hate to do this to him but there's no helping it. He
can't conme along. He's too distinguishable. Their agents would have no trouble at all in |ocating
anybody who | ooked like him I'msorry, but he can't

Tears stood in Kazz's eyes, then ran down his bul gi ng cheekbones. In a choked voi ce, he said,
"Burton-nag, | can't go either. | look too different, too.'

Burton felt tears wet his own eyes. He said, "We'll take that chance. After all, there nust be
pl enty of your type around. We've seen at least thirty or nore during our travels.'

"No fermales so far, Burton-naq,' Kazz said nournfully. Then he smiled. “~Maybe we find one when we
go along The River.' As quickly, he lost his grin. "No, damm it, | don't go! | can't hurt Monat
too much. Hmand ne, others think we ugly and spry | ooking. So we becone good friends. He's not
my naq, but he's next to it | stay.' He stepped up to Burton, hugged himin a grip that forced
Burton's breath out in a great whoosh, released him shook hands with the others, naking them

wi nce, then turned and shuffled off.

Ruach, hol ding his paralyzed hand, said. “You're off on a fool's errand, Burton. Do you realize
that you could sail on this River for a thousand years and still be a nmllion mles or nore from
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the end? |I'mstaying. My people need ne. Besides, Spruce nade it clear that we should be striving
for a spiritual perfection, not fighting Those who gave us a chance to do so.' Burton's teeth
flashed whitely in his dark face. He swung his grail as if it were a weapon.

"l didn't ask to be put here any nore than | asked to be born on Earth, | don't intend to kow ow
to another's dictates | nmean to find The River's end. And if | don't, | will at |east have had fun
and | earned rmuch on the way!' By then, people were beginning to stunble out of their huts as they
yawned and rubbed heavy eyes. Ruach paid no attention to them he watched the craft as it set sai
cl ose-hauled to the wind, cutting across and up The River. Burton was handling the rudder; he
turned once and waved the grail so that the sun bounced off it in nmany shining spears.

Ruach t hought that Burton was really happy that he had been forced to nake this decision. Now he
could evade the deadly responsibilities that would come with governing this little state and coul d
do what he wanted. He could set out on the greatest of all his adventures.

"l suppose it's for the best,' Ruach nuttered to hinself. A man may find sal vati on on the road,
if he wants to, just as well as he nmay at home. It's up to him Meanwhile, |, like Voltaire's
character - what was his nanme? Earthly things are beginning to slip away fromne - will cultivate
nmy own little garden.' He paused to | ook sonewhat |ongingly after Burton

“Who knows? He may sone day run into Voltaire.' He sighed, then smled.
"On the other hand, Voltaire may sone day drop in on me!'
19

I hate you, Hernmann Goring!' The voice sprang out and then flashed away as if it were a gear
tooth neshed with the cog of another nman's dreamand rotated into and then out of his dream

Ri ding the crest of the hypnotic state, Richard Francis Burton knew he was dreamning. But he was
hel pl ess to do anything about it.

The first dreamreturned.

Events were fuzzy and encapsul ated. A lightning streak of hinmself in the unneasurabl e chanber of
floating bodi es; another flash of the nanel ess Custodians finding himand putting himback to

sl eep; then a jerky synopsis of the dream he had had just before the true Resurrection on the
banks of The River.

God - a beautiful old man in the clothes of a md-Victorian gentlenan of nmeans and breeding - was
poking himin the ribs with an iron cane and telling himthat he owed for the flesh.

“What ? What flesh?' Burton said, dimy aware that he was nmuttering in his sleep. He could not hear
his words in the dream

“Pay up!' God said. Hs face nelted, then was recast into Burton's own features.

God had not answered in the first dreamfive years before. He spoke now, "~Make your Resurrection
worth ny while, you fool! | have gone to great expense and even greater pains to give you, and al
t hose other miserable and worthl ess wetches, a second chance.

"Second chance at what?' Burton said. He felt frightened at what God m ght answer. He was nuch
relieved when God the All-Father - only now did Burton see that one eye of Jahweh-CGdin was gone
and out of the enmpty socket glared the flanes of hell - did not reply. He was gone - no, not gone
but met anor phosed into a high gray tower, cylindrical and soaring out of gray mists with the roar
of the sea com ng up through the m sts.

"The Grail!' He saw again the man who had told himof the Big Grail. This man had heard it from
anot her man, who had heard of it froma worman, who had heard it from... and so forth. The Big
Gail was one of the |egends told by the billions who |ived along The River - this R ver that

coiled like a serpent around this planet frompole to pole, issued fromthe unreachable and
pl unged into the inaccessible.

A man, or a subhuman, had nanaged to clinb through the mountains to the North Pole. And he had
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seen the Big Grail, the Dark Tower, and the M sty Castle just before he had stunbled. O he was
pushed. He had fallen headl ong and bellowing into the cold seas beneath the m sts and died. And
then the man, or subhuman, had awakened again al ong The River. Death was not forever here,

al though it had |l ost nothing of its sting.

He had told of his vision. And the story had traveled along the valley of The R ver faster than a
boat could sail.

Thus, Richard Francis Burton, the eternal pilgrimand wanderer, had longed to stormthe ranparts
of the Big Gail. He would unveil the secret of resurrection and of this planet, since he was
convinced that the beings who had reshaped this world had also built that tower.

"Die, Hermann Goring! Die, and |leave ne in peace!' a nman shouted in Gernan.

Burton opened his eyes. He could see nothing except the pale sheen of the nultitudi nous stars
through the open w ndow across the room of the hut.

Hi s vision bent to the shape of the black things inside, and he saw Peter Frigate and Loghu

sl eeping on their mats by the opposite wall. He turned his head to see the white, blanket-sized
towel under which Alice slept. The whiteness of her face was turned toward him and the bl ack
cloud of her hair spilled out on the ground by her nat.

That same evening, the single-roasted boat on which he and the other three had been sailing down
The River had put into a friendly shore. The little state of Sevieria was inhabited |argely by
si xteent h-century Englishnmen, although its chief was an Arerican who had lived in the late

ei ghteenth and early nineteenth century. John Sevier, founder of the “lost state' of Franklin,
whi ch had | ater becone Tennessee, had wel coned Burton and his party.

Sevier and his people did not believe in slavery and woul d not detain any guest |onger than he
desired. After pernmitting themto charge their grails and so feed thensel ves, Sevier had invited
themto a party. It was the celebration of Resurrection Day; afterward, he had them conducted to
t he guest hostelry.

Burton was always a |ight sleeper, and now he was an uneasy one. The others began breathi ng deeply
or snoring long before he had succunbed to weariness. After an interm nable dream he had wakened
on hearing the voice that had interlocked with his dreans.

Her mann Goring, Burton thought. He had killed Goring, but Goring nust be alive again sonewhere
al ong The River. Was the nman now groani ng and shouting in the nei ghboring hut one who had al so
suf fered because of Goring, either on earth or in the Rivervalley? Burton threw off the bl ack
towel and rose swiftly but noiselessly. He secured a kilt with magnetic tabs, fastened a belt of
human skin around his wai st, and nmade sure the hunan-|eather scabbard held the flint poignard.
Carrying an assegai, a short length of hardwood tipped with a flint point, he left the hut.

The nmoonl ess sky cast a light as bright as the full noon of Earth. It was aflane wi th huge many-
colored stars and pal e sheets of cosnic gas.

The hostelries were set back a mile and a half from The Ri ver and placed on one of the second row
of hills that edged the Riverplain. There were seven of the one-room |eaf-thatch-roofed, banboo
buil dings. At a distance, under the enornous branches of the irontrees or under the giant pines or
oaks, were other huts. A half-nmle away, on top of a high hill, was a large circul ar stockade,
colloquially termed the "Roundhouse.' The officials of Sevieria slept there.

H gh towers of banboo were placed every half-mle along The River shore. Torches flamed all night
long on platforms fromwhich sentinels kept a | ookout for invaders.

After scrutinizing the shadows under the trees, Burton wal ked a few steps to the but from which
t he groans and shouts had cone.

He pushed the grass curtain aside. The starlight fell through the open wi ndow on the face of the
sl eeper. Burton hissed in surprise. The light reveal ed the blondish hair and the broad features of
a youth he recogni zed.
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Burton noved slowy on bare feet. The sl eeper groaned and threw one armover his face and half-
turned. Burton stopped, then resumed his stealthy progress. He placed the assegai on the ground,
drew his dagger, and gently thrust the point against the hollow of the youth's throat. The arm
fl opped over; the eyes opened and stared into Burton's. Burton clanped his hand over the man's
open nout h.

"Hermann Goring! Don't nove or try to yell! I'Il kill you!'" Goring' s |ight-blue eyes | ooked dark
in the shadows, but the pal eness of his terror shone out. He quivered and started to sit up, then
sank back as the flint dug into his skin.

“How | ong have you been here?' Burton said.

"Who. ..?" Coring said in English, then his eyes opened even wider. "Richard Burton? Am |
dream ng? |Is that you?' Burton could snell the dreangumon Goring's breath and the sweat-soaked
mat on which he lay. The German was mnuch thinner than the last time he had seen him

Goring said, "I don't know how long |'ve been here. Wat tine is it?
“About an hour until dawn, 1'd say. It's the day after Resurrection Cel ebration.'
"Then |1've been here three days. Could | have a drink of water? My throat's dry as a sarcophagus.

"No wonder. You're a |living sarcophagus - if you're addicted to dreangum' Burton stood up
gesturing with the assegai at a fired-clay pot on a little banboo table nearby. “You can drink if
you want to. But don't try anything.

Goring rose slowy and staggered to the table. "I'mtoo weak to give you a fight even if | wanted
to.' He drank noisily fromthe pot and then picked up an apple fromthe table. He took a bite, and
then said, "What're you doing here? | thought | was rid of you.

“You answer ny question first,' Burton said, “and be quick about it. You pose a problemthat |
don't like, you know.'

20

Goring started chew ng, stopped, stared, then said, Wiy should I? | don't have any authority
here, and |I couldn't do anything to you if I did. 1'mjust a guest here. Damed decent people,
these; they haven't bothered ne at all except to ask if I"'mall right now and then. Though I don't
know how long they'Il let me stay without earning ny keep.'

“You haven't left the hut?' Burton said. ~Then who charged your grail for you? How d you get so
much dreangun?' Goring smled slyly. 1 had a big collection fromthe |last place | stayed;
somewher e about a thousand niles up The River.'

“Doubtl ess taken forcibly fromsone poor slaves,' Burton said. "But if you were doing so well
there, why did you | eave? Coring began to weep. Tears ran down his face, and over his collarbones
and down his chest, and his shoul ders shook.

I . . . | had to get out. | wasn't any good to the others. | was |losing ny hold over them -
spendi ng too much tinme drinking, stroking marihuana, and chewi ng dreanmgum They said | was too
soft nyself. They would have killed nme or made ne a slave. So | sneaked out one night ... took the
boat. | got away all right and kept going until | put into here. | traded part of ny supply to

Sevier for two weeks' sanctuary.' Burton stared curiously at Goring.

“You knew what woul d happen if you took too much gum' he said. "N ghtmares, hall ucinations,
del usi ons. Total mental and physical deterioration. You nust have seen it happen to others.'

I was a norphine addict on Earth!' Goring cried. | struggled with it, and I won out for a |long
time. Then, when things began to go badly for the Third Reich - and even worse for myself - when
Hitler began picking on ne, | started taking drugs again!' He paused, then continued, "But here,
when | woke up to a new life, in a young body, when it |looked as if | had an eternity of life and
yout h ahead of ne, when there was no stern God in Heaven or Devil in Hell to stop nme, | thought I
could do exactly as | pleased and get away with it. | would beconme even greater than the Fuehrer!
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That little country in which you first found ne was to be only the beginning! | could see ny
enpire stretching for thousands of niles up and down The River, on both sides of the valley. |
woul d have been the ruler of ten times the subjects that Htler ever dreamed of!' He began weeping
again, then paused to take another drink of water, then put a piece of the dreangumin his nouth.
He chewed, his face becoming nore relaxed and blissful with each second.

Goring said, "I kept having nightmares of you plunging the spear into ny belly. Wen | woke up, ny
belly would hurt as if a flint had gone into nmy guts. So |I'd take gumto renove the hurt and the
humliation. At first, the gumhelped. | was great. | was master of the world, Hitler, Napol eon
Jul ius Caesar, Alexander, CGenghis Khan, all rolled into one. | was chief again of Von R chthofen's
Red Death Squadron; those were happy days, the happiest of nmy life in many ways. But the euphoria
soon gave way to hideousness. | plunged into hell; | saw nyself accusing nyself and behind the
accuser a mllion others. Not nyself but the victinms of that great and gl orious hero, that obscene
madman Hitler, whom ! worshipped so. And in whose nanme | committed so many-crines.'

"You admit you were a crimnal? Burton said. “That's a story different than the one you used to
give me. Then you said you were justified in all you did, and you were betrayed by the...' He
stopped, realizing that he had been sidetracked fromhis original purpose. “That you should be
haunted with the specter of a conscience is rather incredible. But perhaps that explains what has
puzzl ed the puritans - why |iquor, tobacco, marihuana, and dreangum were offered in the grails
along with food. At |east, dreangum seens to be a gift booby-trapped with danger to those who
abuse it.' He stepped closer to CGoring: The German's eyes were half-closed, and his jaw hung open

“You know ny identity. | amtraveling under a pseudonym w th good reason. You renenber Spruce,
one of your slaves? After you were killed, he was reveal ed, quite by accident, as one of those who
sonmehow resurrected all the dead of humanity. Those we call the Ethicals, for lack of a better
term Goring, are you listening? Goring nodded.

“Spruce killed hinself before we could get out of himall we wanted to know. Later, sonme of his
conmpatriots came to our area and tenporarily put everybody to sleep - probably with a gas
intending to take nme away to wherever Their headquarters are. But They m ssed ne. | was off on a
trading trip up The River. Wien | returned, | realized They were after me, and |'ve been running
ever since. Goring, do you hear ne?" Burton slapped hi msavagely on his cheek. Goring said, 'Ach!
and junped back and held the side of his face. H s eyes were open, and he was gri maci ng.

"l heard you!' he snarled. "It just didn't seemworthwhile to answer back. Nothing seened
wort hwhi | e, nothing except floating away, far from..

“Shut up and-listen!' Burton said. ~The Ethicals have men everywhere |ooking for me. | can't
afford to have you alive, do you realize that? | can't trust you. Even if you were a friend, you
couldn't be trusted. You re a gumer’

Goring giggled, stepped up to Burton and tried to put his arns around Burton's neck. Burton pushed
hi m back so hard that he staggered up against the table and only kept fromfalling by clutching
its edges.

"This is very anmusing,' Coring said. "The day | got here, a nan asked me if I'd seen you. He
described you in detail and gave your nane. | told himl knew you well - too well, and that I
hoped |1'd never see you again, not unless | had you in ny power, that is. He said | should notify
himif |I saw you again. He'd nake it worth ny while.' Burton wasted no tine. He strode up to
Goring and seized himw th both hands. They were snmall and delicate, but Goring winced with pain.

He said, "Wat're you going to do, kill me again?
"Not if you tell nme the name of the man who asked you about ne. Otherw se...'

"CGo ahead and kill ne!' Goring said. “So what? |I'll wake up sonewhere el se, thousands of niles
fromhere, far out of your reach.' Burton pointed at a banboo box in a corner of the hut. Quessing
that it held Goring' s supply of gum he said, "And you'd also wake up without that! Were el se
could you get so much on such short notice?

"Damm you!' Coring shouted, and tried to tear hinself |oose to get to the box.
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"Tell me his name!' Burton said. "O I'Il take the gumand throw it in The River!'
" Agneau. Roger Agneau. He sleeps in a but just outside the Roundhouse.'

1"l deal with you later,' Burton said, and chopped Goring on the side of the neck with the edge
of his palm

He turned, and he saw a man crouchi ng outside the entrance to the hut. The nman strai ghtened up and
was off. Burton ran out after him in a mnute both were in the tall pines and oaks of the hills.
Hi s quarry di sappeared in the waist-high grass.

Burton slowed to a trot, caught sight of a patch of white starlight on bare skin - and was after
the fellow He hoped that the Ethical would not kill himself at once, because he had a plan for
extracting information if he could knock himout at once. It involved hypnosis, but he would have
to catch the Ethical first. It was possible that the nan had sone sort of wireless inbedded in his
body and was even now i n communi cation with his conpatriots - wherever They were. |If so, They
woul d corme in Their flying machines, and he would be | ost.

He stopped. He had lost his quarry and the only thing to do now was to |lose Alice and the others
and run. Perhaps this time they should take to the nountains and hide there for a while.

But first he would go to Agneau's hut. There was little chance that Agneau would be there, but it
was certainly worth the effort to nake sure.

21

Burton arrived within sight of the but just in tine to glinpse the back of a nan entering it.
Burton circled to come up fromthe side where the darkness of the hills and the trees scattered
along the plain gave hi msonme conceal nent. Crouching, he ran until he was at the door to the hut.

He heard a loud cry sone distance behind himand whirled to see Goring staggering toward him He
was crying out in German to Agneau, warning himthat Burton was just outside. In one hand he held
a |l ong spear which he brandi shed at the Engli shman.

Burton turned and hurled hinself against the flinsy banboo-slat door. H's shoulder drove into it
and broke it fromits wooden hinges. The door flew inward and struck Agneau, who had been standi ng
just behind it. Burton; the door, and Agneau fell to the floor with Agneau under the door

Burton rolled off the door, got up, and junped again with both bare feet on the wood. Agneau
screaned and then becane silent. Burton heaved the door to one side to find his quarry unconsci ous
and bl eeding fromthe nose. Good! Now if the noise didn't bring the watch and if he could dea

qui ckly enough with Goring, he could carry out his plan

He | ooked up just intime to see the starlight on the |long black object hurtling at him

He threw hinmself to one side, and the spear plunged into the dirt floor with a thunp. Its shaft
vibrated like a rattlesnake preparing to strike

Burton stepped into the doorway, estimated CGoring's distance, and charged. Hi s assegai pl unged
into the belly of the German. Goring threw his hands up in the air, screaned, and fell on his
side. Burton hoisted Agneau's linp body on his shoulder and carried himout of the hut.

By then there were shouts fromthe Roundhouse. Torches were flaring up; the sentinel on the
near est watchtower was bellow ng. Goring was sitting on the ground, bent over, clutching the shaft
cl ose to the wound.

He | ooked gape-nouthed at Burton and said, "You did it again! You...' He fell over on his face,
the death rattle in his throat.

Agneau returned to a frenzied consci ousness. He twi sted hinself out of Burton's grip and fell to
the ground. Unlike Goring, he made no noise. He had as much reason to be silent as Burton - nore
per haps. Burton was so surprised that he was left standing with the fellow s | oin-towel clutched
in his hand. Burton started to throw it down but felt something stiff and square within the lining
of the towel. He transferred the cloth to his left hand, yanked the assegai fromthe corpse, and
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ran after Agneau.

The Ethical had | aunched one of the banboo canoes beached al ong the shore. He paddl ed furiously
out into the starlit waters, glancing frequently behind him Burton raised the assegai behind his
shoul der and hurled it. It was a short, thick-shafted weapon, designed for infighting and not as a
javelin. But it flew straight and came down at the end of its trajectory in Agneau's back. The
Ethical fell forward and at an angle and tipped the narrow craft over. The canoe turned upside
down. Agneau did not reappear

Burton swore. He had wanted to capture Agneau alive, but he was damed if he would pernit the
Et hical to escape. There was a chance that Agneau had not contacted other Ethicals yet.

He turned back toward the guest huts. Druns were beating up and down al ong the shore, and people
with burning torches were hastening toward the Roundhouse. Burton stopped a wonan and asked if he
could borrow her torch a nmonment. She handed it to him but spouted questions at him He answered
that he thought the Choctaws across the River were making a raid. She hurried off toward the
assenbly before the stockade.

Burton drove the pointed end of the torch into the soft dirt of the bank and exami ned the towel he
had snatched from Agneau. On the inside, just above the hard square in the lining, was a seam
sealed with two thin magnetic strips, easily opened. He took the object out of the lining and

| ooked at it by the torchlight.

For a long time he squatted by the shifting light, unable to stop |ooking or to subdue an al nost
paral yzi ng astoni shnent. A photograph, in this world of no cameras, was unheard-of. But a

phot ograph of hi mwas even nore incredible, as was the fact that the picture had not been taken on
this world! It had to have been taken on Earth, that Earth lost nowin the welter of stars
somewhere in the blazing sky and in God only knew how nany thousands of years of tine.

I mpossibility piled on inpossibility! But it was taken at a tinme and at a place when he knew for
certain that no canera had fixed upon him and preserved his inmage. H's nmustachi os had been renpved
but the re-toucher had not bothered to opaque the background nor his clothing. There he was,

caught miraculously fromthe waist up and inprisoned in a flat piece of sonme nmaterial. Flat! Wen
he turned the square, he saw his profile cone into view If he held it alnbst at right angles to
the eye, he could get a three-quarters profile-view of hinself.

“In 1848, he nmuttered to hinself. “Wien | was a twenty-seven-year old subaltern in the East
Indian Arny. And those are the Blue Muntains of Goa. This nust have been taken when | was
conval escing there. But, ny God, how? By whon? And how woul d the Ethicals nmanage to have it in
their possessi on now?'

Agneau had evidently carried this photo as a menonic in his quest for Burton. Probably every one
of the hunters had one just like it, concealed in his towel. Up and down The River They were

| ooking for him there m ght be thousands, perhaps tens of thousands of Them Who knew how many
agents They had avail abl e or how desperately They wanted hi mor why They wanted hin? After
replacing the photo in the towel, he turned to go back to the hut. And at that nonent, his gaze
turned toward the top of the nmountains - those unscal abl e hei ghts that bounded The Rivervalley on
both si des.

He saw sonething flicker against a bright sheet of cosmc gas. It appeared for only the blink of
an eyelid, then was gone.

A few seconds later, it came out of nothing, was revealed as a dark hemni spherical object, and then
di sappeared agai n.

A second flying craft showed itself briefly, reappeared at a | ower elevation, and then was gone
like the first.

The Ethicals would take himaway, and the people of Sevieria would wonder what had nade them fall
asl eep for an hour or so.

He did not have tine to return to the but and wake up the others. If he waited a nonent |onger, he
woul d be trapped.
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He turned and ran into The River and began swiming toward the other shore, a nmile and a half
away. But he had gone no nore than forty yards when he felt the presence of sone huge bul k above.
He turned on his back to stare upward. There was only the soft glare of the stars above. Then, out
of the air, fifty feet above him a disk with a diameter of about sixty feet cut out a section of
the sky. It disappeared al nost i medi ately, came into sight again only twenty feet above him

So They had some neans of seeing at a distance in the night and had spotted himin his flight.

“You jackal s!' he shouted at them “You'll not get ne anyway! He upended and di ved and swam
strai ght downward. The water becane col der, and his eardruns began to hurt. Although his eyes were
open, he could see nothing. Suddenly, he was pushed by a wall of water, and he knew that the
pressure came from di spl acenent by a | arge object.

The craft had plunged down after him

There was only one way out. They woul d have his dead body, but that would be all. He could escape
Them agai n, be alive somewhere on The River to outwit Them again and stri ke back at Them

He opened his nouth and breathed in deeply through both his nose and his nouth.

The water choked him Only by a strong effort of will did he keep fromclosing his |lips and trying
to fight back against the death around him He knew with his mind that he would Iive again, but
the cells of his body did not knowit. They were striving for life at this very nonment, not in the
rationalized future. And they forced fromhis water-choked throat a cry of despair.

22

" Yaaaaaaaah!' The cry raised himoff the grass as if he had bounced up off a tranpoline. Unlike
the first time he had been resurrected, he was not weak and bew | dered. He knew what to expect. He
woul d wake on the grassy banks of The River near a grailstone. But he was not prepared for these
giants battling around him

H's first thought was to find a weapon. There was nothing at hand except the grail that always
appeared with a resurrectee and the pile of towels of various sizes, colors, and thicknesses. He
took one step, seized the handle of the grail, and waited. If he had to, he would use the grail as
a club, It was light, but it was practically indestructible and very hard. However, the nonsters
around himlooked as if they could take a battering all day and not feel a thing.

Most of themwere at |least eight feet tall, sonme were surely over nine; their massively nuscled
shoul ders were over three feet broad. Their bodies were human, or nearly so, and their white skins
were covered with | ong reddi sh or brownish hairs. They were not as hairy as a chi npanzee but nore
so than any man he had ever seen, and he had known some remarkably hirsute human bei ngs.

But the faces gave them an un-human and fri ghteni ng aspect, especially since all were snarling
with battle-rage. Below a | ow forehead was a bl oom of bone that ran w thout indentation above the
eyes and then continued around to form O s. Though the eyes were as large as his, they | ooked
snmall conpared to the broad face in which they were set. The cheekbones bill owed out and then
curved sharply inward. The trenendous noses gave the giants the appearance of proboscis nonkeys.

At another time, Burton night have been amused by them Not now. The roars that tore out of their
nore-than-gorilla sized chests were deep as a lion's, and the huge teeth woul d have nmade a Kodi ak
bear think twi ce before attacking. Their fists, large as his head, held clubs as thick and as | ong
as wagonpol es or stone axes. They swung their weapons at each other, and when they struck flesh,
bones broke with cracks as loud as wood splitting. Sonetines, the clubs broke, too.

Burton had a nmonment in which to | ook around. The |ight was weak. The sun had only half-risen above
the peaks across The River. The air was far colder than any he had felt on this planet except
during his defeated attenpts to clinb to the top of the perpendicul ar ranges.

Then one of the victors of a conmbat | ooked around for another enemnmy and saw hi m

Hi s eyes wi dened. For a second, he |ooked as startled as Burton had when he had first opened his
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eyes. Perhaps he had never seen such a creature as Burton before, any nore than Burton had seen
one like him If so, he did not take long to get over his surprise. He bell owed, junped over the
mangl ed body of his foe, and ran toward Burton, raising an axe that could have felled an el ephant.

Burton also ran, his grail in one hand. If he were to |l ose that, he might as well die now Wthout
it, he would starve or have to eke out on fish and banboo sprouts.

He al nost nmade it. An openi ng appeared before him and he sped between two titans, their arns
around each other and each straining to throw over the other; and another who was backi ng away
before the rain of blows delivered by the club of a fourth. Just as he was al nbst through, the two
westlers toppled over on him

He was going swiftly enough that he was not caught directly under them but the flailing arm of
one struck his left heel. So hard was the blow, it smashed his foot against the ground and stopped
himinstantly. He fell forward and began to scream Hi s foot nust have been broken, and he had
torn muscl es throughout his |eg.

Neverthel ess, he tried to rise and to hobble on to The River. Once in it, he could swimaway, if
he did not faint fromthe agony. He took two hops on his right foot, only to be seized from
behi nd.

He flew up into the air, whirling around, and was caught before he began his descent.

The titan was holding himw th one hand at armis length, the enornous and powerful fist clutched
around Burton's chest. Burton could hardly breathe; his ribs threatened to cave in

Despite all this, he had not dropped his grail. Now he struck it against the giant's shoul der

Lightly, as if brushing off a fly, the giant tapped the netal container with his axe, and the
grail was torn fromBurton's grip the behenmoth gunned and bent his armto bring Burton in closer.
Burton wei ghed one hundred and ei ghty pounds, but the armdid not quiver under the strain.

For a monment, Burton |ooked directly into the pale blue eyes sunk in the bony circles. The nose
was lined with many broken veins. The lips protruded because of the bul gi ng prognat hous jaws
beneath - not, as he had first thought, because the lips were so thick

Then the titan bellowed and Iifted Burton up above his head. Burton hamered the huge armw th his
fists, knowing that it was in vain but unwilling to submit |ike a caught rabbit. Even as he did
so, he noted, though not with the full attention of his mnd, several things about the scene.

The sun had been just rising above the nountain peaks when he had first awakened. Although the
ti me passed since he had junped to his feet was only a few nminutes, the sun should have cl eared
the peaks. It had not; it hung at exactly the same height as when he had first seen it.

Moreover, the upward slant of the valley permitted a view for at least four nmiles. The grail stone
by himwas the |last one. Beyond it was only the plain and The River

This was the end of the line - or the beginning of The River

There was no tinme nor desire for himto appreci ate what these neant. He nerely noted them during
the passage between pain, rage, and terror. Then, as the giant prepared to bring his axe around to
splinter Burton's skull, the giant stiffened and shrieked. To Burton, it was |ike being next to a
| oconotive whistle. The grip | oosened, and Burton fell to the ground. For a nonent, he passed out
fromthe pain in his foot.

When he regai ned consci ousness, he had to grind his teeth to keep fromyelling again. He groaned
and sat up, though not without a race of fire up his leg that nade the feeble daylight grow al nost
bl ack. The battle was roaring all around him but he was in a little corner of inactivity. By him
lay the tree-trunk thick corpse of the titan who had been about to kill him The back of his
skul I, which | ooked massive enough to resist a battering ram was caved in.

Around the el ephantine corpse craw ed another casualty, on all fours. Seeing him Burton forgot
his pain for a monent. The horribly injured man was Her nmann Gori ng.
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Bot h of them had been resurrected at the same spot. There was no tine to think about the
i mplications of the coincidence. H's pain began to cone back. Mreover, Goring started to talKk.

Not that he | ooked as if he had rmuch talk left in himor nmuch tinme left to do it in. Blood covered
him H's right eye was gone. The corner of his nouth was ripped back to his ear. One of his hands
was smashed flat. A rib was sticking through the skin. How he had nmanaged to stay alive, let alone
crawl, was beyond Burton's understandi ng.

“You ... you!' CGoring said hoarsely in Gernman, and he col |l apsed. A fountain poured out of his
mout h and over Burton's |egs; his eyes gl azed.

Burton wondered if he would ever know what he had intended to say. Not that it really mattered. He
had nore vital things to think about.

About ten yards fromhim two titans were standing with their backs to him Both were breathing
hard, apparently resting for a noment before they junped back into the fight. Then one spoke to
t he ot her.

There was no doubt about it. The giant was not just uttering cries. He was using a | anguage.

Burton did not understand it, but he knew it was speech. He did not need the nodul ated, distinctly
syllabic reply of the other to confirmhis recognition

So these were not some type of prehistoric ape but a species of subhuman nen. They nust have been
unknown to the twentieth-century science of Earth, since his friend, Frigate, had described to him
all the fossils known in A D 2008.

He lay down with his back against the fallen giant's Gothic ribs and brushed some of the |ong
reddi sh sweaty hairs fromhis face. He fought nausea and the agony of his foot and the torn
nmuscl es of his leg. If he made too nuch noise, he nmight attract those two, and they would finish
the job. But what if they did? Wth his wounds, in a land of such nonsters, what chance did he
have of surviving? Wrse than his agony of foot, alnost, was the thought that, on his first trip
on what he called The Suicide Express, he had reached his goal

He had only an estimated one chance in ten million of arriving at this area, and he night never
have nade it if he had drowned hinself ten thousand tines. Yet he had had a fantastically good
fortune. It nmight never occur again. And he was to lose it and very soon

The sun was noving hal f-reveal ed al ong the tops of the nmountains across The River. This was the

pl ace that he had specul ated woul d exist; he had cone here first shot. Now, as his eyesight failed
and the pain | essened, he knew that he was dyi ng. The sickness was born fromnore than the
shattered bones in his foot. He nust be bl eeding inside.

He tried to rise once nore. He would stand, if only on one foot, and shake his fist at the nocking
fates and curse them He would die with a curse on his |ips.

23
The red wi ng of dawn was lightly touching his eyes.

He rose to his feet, knowi ng that his wounds woul d be heal ed and he woul d be whol e agai n, but not
quite believing it. Near himwas a grail and a pile of six nearly folded towels of various sizes,
col ors, and thicknesses.

Twel ve feet away, another man, al so naked, was rising fromthe short bright-green grass. Burton's
skin grew cold. The bl ondish hair, broad face, and |ight-blue eyes were those of Hermann Gori ng.

The German | ooked as surprised as Burton. He spoke slowy, as if com ng out of a deep sleep
"There's sonmething very wong here.'

“Sonet hing foul indeed,' Burton replied. He knew no nore of the pattern of resurrection along The
Ri ver than any other man. He had never seen a resurrection, but he had had them described to him
by those who had. At dawn, just after the sun topped the un-clinbable nountains, a shimrering
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appeared in the air beside a grailstone. In the flicker of a bird's wing, the distortion
solidified, and a naked man or worman or child appeared from nowhere on the grass by the bank

Al ways the indispensable grail and the towels were by the “lazarus.' Along a conceivably tea to
twenty mllion-mle long Rivervalley in which an estinated thirty-five to thirty-six billion
lived, a million could die per day. It was true that there were no diseases (other than nental)
but, though statistics were lacking, a nmillion were probably killed every twenty-four hours by the
myri ads of wars between the one mllion or so little states, by crinmes of passion, by suicides, by
executions of crimnals, and by accidents. There was a steady and nunerous traffic of those
undergoing the “little resurrection,' as it was called.

But Burton had never heard of two dying in the same place and at the same tinme being resurrected
toget her. The process of selection of area for the newlife was random - or so he had al ways
t hought .

One such occurrence coul d concei vably take place, although the probabilities were one in twenty
mllion. But two such, one imrediately after the other, was a miracle.

Burton did not believe in mracles. Nothing happened that could not be explained by physica
principles - if you knew all the facts. = He did not know them so he would not worry about the
“coincidence' at the monment. The solution to another problemwas nore demandi ng. That was, what
was he to do about CGoring? The nman knew himand could identify himto any Ethicals searching for
hi m

Burton | ooked quickly around himand saw a nunber of men and wonen approaching in a seeningly
friendly manner. There was time for a few words with the German

“Coring, | can kill you or nyself. But | don't want to do either - at the nonent, anyway. You know
why you' re dangerous to nme. | shouldn't take a chance with you, you treacherous hyena. But there's
sonet hing different about you, something | can't put ny fingers on. But...

Goring, who was notorious for his resilience, seened to be coning out of his shock. He grinned
slyly and said, '| do have you over the barrel, don't 1?" Seeing Burton's snarl, he hastily put up
one hand and said, "But | swear to you | won't reveal your identity to anyone! O do anything to
hurt you! Maybe we're not friends, but we at |east know each other, and we're in a | and of

strangers. It's good to have one famliar face by your side. I know, |'ve suffered too |ong from
| onel i ness, fromdesolation of the spirit. |I thought I'd go nad. That's partly the reason | took
to the dreangum Believe ne, | won't betray you.' Burton did not believe him He did think

however, that he could trust himfor a while. Goring would want a potential ally, at |east unti
he took the neasure of the people in this area and knew what he could or could not do.. Besides,
CGoring m ght have changed for the better.

No, Burton said to hinmself. No. There you go again. Verbal cynic though you are, you've always
been too forgiving, too ready to overlook injury to yourself and to give your injurer another
chance. Don't be a fool again, Burton

Three days later, he was still uncertain about Coring.

Burton had taken the identity of Abdul ibn Harun, a nineteenth-century citizen of Cairo, Egypt. He
had several reasons for adopting the guise. One was that he spoke excellent Arabic, knew the Cairo
di al ect of that period, and had an excuse to cover his head with a towel wapped as a turban. He
hoped this woul d hel p di sguise his appearance. Goring did not say a word to anybody to contradict
the canoufl age. Burton was fairly sure of this because he and Goring spent nost of their tine
together. They were quartered in the sane but until they adjusted to the local custons and went
through their period of probation. Part of this was intensive mlitary training. Burton had been
one of the greatest swordsnen of the nineteenth century and al so knew every inflection of fighting
with weapons or with hands. After a display of his ability in a series of tests, he was wel coned
as a recruit. In fact, he was promised that he would be an instructor when he | earned the | anguage
wel | enough.

Goring got the respect of the locals alnost as swiftly. Wiatever his other faults, he did not |ack
courage. He was strong and proficient with arns, jovial, |ikeable when it suited his purpose, and
was not far behind Burton in gaining fluency in the |anguage. He was quick to gain and to use
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authority, as befitted the ex-Reichmarschal of Hitler's Gernany.

This “section of the western shore was popul ated |largely by speakers of a | anguage totally unknown
even to Burton, a master linguist both on Earth and on the Riverplanet. Wen he had | earned enough
to ask questions, he deduced that they nust have lived sonewhere in Central Europe during the
Early Bronze Age. They had some curious custons, one of which was copulation in public. This was

i nteresting enough to Burton, who had co-founded the Royal Anthropol ogical Society in London in
1863 and who had seen strange things during his explorations on Earth. He did not participate, but
nei ther was he horrified.

A custom he did adopt joyfully was that of stained whiskers. The males resented the fact that
their face hair had been pernmanently renoved by the Resurrectors, just as their prepuces had been
cut off. They could do nothing about the latter outrage, but they could correct the forner to a
degree. They sneared their upper lips and chins with a dark liquid nade fromfinely ground
charcoal, fish glue, oak tannin, and several other ingredients. The nore dedicated used the dye as
a tattoo and underwent a painful and | ong-drawn-out pricking with a sharp banboo needl e.

Now Burton was doubly disguised, yet he-had put hinself at the nercy of the nman who ni ght betray
himat the first opportunity. He wanted to attract an Ethical but did not want the Ethical to be
certain of his identity. Burton wanted to nake sure that he could get away in tine before being
scooped up in the net. It was a dangerous game, |ike walking a tightrope over a pit of hungry

wol ves, but he wanted to play it. He would run only when it becane absol utely necessary. The rest
of the tinme, he would be the hunted hunting the hunter

Yet the vision of the Dark Tower, or the Big Grail, was always on the horizon of every thought.
Why play cat and nouse when he might be able to stormthe very ranparts of the castle within which
he presuned the Ethicals had headquarters? O, if storned was not the correct description, stea
into the tower, effect entrance as a nouse does into a house - or a castle. Wile the cats were

| ooki ng el sewhere, the nouse woul d be sneaking into the Tower, and there the nobuse might turn into
a tiger.

At this thought, he | aughed, getting curious stares fromhis two hutnmates: Goring and the
sevent eent h-century Englishman, John Collop. His laugh was half-ridicule of hinmself at the tiger
i mage. What made himthink that he, one man, could do anything to hurt the Pl anet- Shapers,
Resurrectors of billions of dead, Feeders and Mintainers of those sunmoned back to life? He

twi sted his hands and knew that within them and within the brain that guided them could be the
downfall of the Ethicals. What this fearful thing was that he harbored within hinmself, he did not
know. But They feared him If he could only find out why...

H s laugh was only partly self-ridicule. The other half of himbelieved that he was a tiger anong
men. As a man thinks, so is he, he nuttered.

Goring said, "“You have a very peculiar laugh, ny friend. Sonewhat feninine for such a masculine
man. It's like ... like a thrown rock skipping over a |ake of ice. O like a jackal.'

"l have sonething of the jackal and hyena in nme,' Burton replied. "So ny detractors maintained -
and they were right. But | amnore than that.' He rose fromhis bed and began to exercise to work
the sleep-rust fromhis nuscles. In a few ninutes, he would go with the others to a grail stone by
the Riverbank and charge his grail. Afterward, there would be an hour of policing the area. Then
drill, followed by instruction in the spear the club, the sling, the obsidi an-edged sword, the bow
and arrow, the flint axe, and in fighting with bare hands and feet. An hour for rest and talk and

| unch. Then an hour in a | anguage class. A two-hour workstint in helping build the ranparts that
mar ked the boundaries of this little state. A half-hour rest, then the obligatory mle run to
build stamina. Dinner fromthe grails, and the evening off except for those who had guard duty or
ot her tasks.

Such a schedul e and such activities were being duplicated in tiny states up and down The River's

| ength. Al nost everywhere, mankind was at war or preparing for it. The citizens nust keep in shape
and know how to fight to the best of their ability. The exercises al so kept the citizens occupi ed.
No matter how nonotonous the martial life, it was better than sitting around wondering what to do
for amusenent. Freedom fromworry about food, rent, bills, and the gnatlike chores and duties that
had kept Earthnmen busy and fretful was not all a blessing. There was the great battle agai nst
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ennui, and the | eaders of each state were occupied trying to think up ways to keep their people
busy.

It should have been paradise in Rivervalley, but it was war, war, war. Oher things aside,
however, war was, in this place, good (according to sone)! It gave savor to life and erased
boredom Man's greedi ness, and aggressiveness had its worthwhile side.

After dinner, every man and woman was free to do what he wi shed, as |Iong as he broke no | oca

|l aws. He could barter the cigarettes and liquor provided by his grail or the fish he'd caught in
The River for a better bow and arrows; shields; bows and cups; tables and chairs; banboo fl utes;
clay trumpets; human or fishskin druns; rare stones (which really-were rare); necklaces made of
the beautifully articulated and col ored bones of the deep-River fish, or jade or of carved wood;
obsidian mrrors; sandals and shoes; charcoal draw ngs; the rare and expensi ve banboo paper; ink
and fishbone pens; hats nmade fromthe | ong tough-fibered hill-grass; bull-roarers; little-wagons
on which to ride down the hillsides; harps nade fromwood with 'strings fashioned fromthe gut of
the “dragonfish'; rings of oak for fingers and toes; clay statuettes; and other devices, useful or
or nanent al

Later, of course, there was the | ove-making Burton and his hutmates were denied, for the tine
being. Only when they had been accepted as full citizens would they be allowed to nove into
separate houses and live with a wonan.

John Collop was a short slight youth with long yellow hair, a narrow but pleasant face, and | arge
bl ue eyes with very long, upcurving, black eyelashes. In his first conversation with Burton, he
had said, after introducing hinself, | was delivered fromthe darkness of ny nmother's wonb -
whose else? - into the light of God of Earth in 1625. Far too quickly, | descended again into the
wonb of Mbther Nature, confident in the hope of resurrection and not disappointed, as you see.
Though | nust confess that this afterlife is not that which the parsons |led me to expect. But

t hen, how shoul d they know the truth, poor blind devils leading the blind!' It was not |ong before
Collop told himthat he was a nenber of the Church of the Second Chance.

Burton's eyebrows rose. He had encountered this new religion at nmany pl aces al ong The River
Burton, though an infidel, nade it his business to investigate thoroughly every religion. Know a
man's faith, and you knew at |east half the man. Know his wi fe, and you knew the other half.

The Church had a few sinple tenets, sone based on fact, nbst on surnise and hope and wish. In this
they differed fromno religions born on Earth. But the Second Chancers had one advantage over any
Terrestrial religion. They had no difficulty in proving that dead nmen could be raised - not only
once but often.

“And why has manki nd been given a Second Chance?' Collop said in his |ow, earnest voice. "~Does he
deserve it? No. Wth few exceptions, nen are a nmean, mserable, petty, vicious, narrow m nded,
exceedingly egotistic, generally disputing, and disgusting lot. Watching them the gods - or Cod -
should vomit. But in this divine spewis a clot of conpassion, if you will pardon ne for using
such i magery. Man, however base, has a silver wire of the divine in him It is no idle phrase that
man was nmade in God's inmage, There is sonething worth saving in the worst of us, and out of this
sonet hi ng a new man may be fashi oned.

“Whoever has given us this new opportunity to save our souls knows this truth. W have been placed
here in this Rivervalley on this alien planet under alien skies - to work out our salvation. Wat
our time limt is, | do not know nor do the |eaders of my Church even speculate. Perhaps it is
forever, or it may be only a hundred years or a thousand. But we nmust nake use of whatever tinme we
do have, ny friend.'

Burton said, “Wren't you sacrificed on the altar of Gdin by Norse who clung to the old religion
even if this world isn't the Valhalla they were prom sed by their priests? Don't you think you
wast ed your tine and breath by preaching to then? They believe in the sane ol d gods, the only
difference in their theol ogy now being sone adjustnents they've made to conditions here. Just as
you have clung to your old faith.'

"The Norse have no explanations for their new surroundings,' Collop said, "but |I do. | have a
reasonabl e expl anati on, one which the Norse will eventually come to accept, to believe in as
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fervently as | do. They killed nme, but sone nore persuasive nmenber of the Church will cone al ong
and talk to them before they stretch himout in the wooden | ap of their wooden idol and stab him
in the heart. If he does not talk themout of him the next mssionary wll.

"It was true, on Earth, that the blood of martyrs is the seed of the church. It is even truer
here. If you kill a man to shut his nmouth, he pops up sonme place el sewhere along The River. And a
man who has been martyred a hundred thousand mles away comes along to replace the previous
martyr. The Church will win out in the end. They nen will cease these usel ess, hate generating
wars and begin the real business, the only worthwhil e business, that of gaining salvation.' ~Wat
you say about the martyrs is true about anyone with an idea,' Burton said. A wi cked man who's
killed al so pops up to conmit his evil elsewhere.

"CGood will prevail; the truth always wins out,' Collop said.

"1 don't know how restricted your nobility was on Earth or how long your life,' Burton said, " but
both nust have been very limted to make you so blind. I know better.'

Col l op said, 'The Church is not founded on faith alone. It has sonething very factual, very
substantial, on which to base its teachings. Tell nme, ny friend, Abdul, have you ever heard of
anybody being resurrected dead?

"A paradox!' Burton cried. “\Wat do you nean resurrected dead?' “There are at least three

aut henti cated cases and four nore of which the Church has heard but has not been able to validate.
These are nen and wonen who were killed at one place on The River and translated to another
Strangely, their bodies were recreated, but they were without the spark of life. Now, why was

t hi s?'

I can't imagine!' Burton said. 'You tell ne. | listen, for you speak as one with authority.' He
could inmagi ne, since he had heard the sanme story el sewhere. But he wanted to learn if Collop's
story thatched the others. It was the sane, even to the nanes of the dead |lazari. The story was
that these nen and wonmen had been identified by those who had known them well on Earth. They were
all saintly or near-saintly people; in fact, one of them had been canoni zed on Earth. The theory
was that they had attained that state of sanctity, which made it no | onger necessary to go through
the “purgatory' of the Riverplanet. Their souls had gone on to . . . soneplace ... and left the
excess baggage of their physical bodi es behind.

Soon, so the Church said, nmore would reach this state. And their bodies would be |eft behind.
Eventual | y, given enough tine, the Rivervalley would becone depopul ated. Al would have shed

t hensel ves of their visciousnesses and hates and woul d have becone illumnated with the | ove of
manki nd and of God. Even the nobst depraved, those who seened to be utterly lost, would be able to
abandon their physical beings. Al that was needed to attain this grace was | ove.

Burton si ghed, |aughed |oudly, and said, “Plus ca change, plus dear |la nmene chose. Another fairy
tale to give nen hope. The old religions have been discredited - although sone refuse to face even
that fact - so new ones nust be invented.'

"It nmakes sense,' Collop said. "Do you have a better explanation of why we're here?' "Perhaps. |
can make up fairy tales, too." As a matter of fact, Burton did have an expl anati on. However, he
could not tell it to Collop. Spruce had told Burton sonething of the identity, history, and
pur pose of his group, the Ethicals. Mich of what he had said agreed with Collop's theol ogy.

Spruce had killed hinself before he had expl ai ned about the “soul.' Presumably, the “soul' had to
be part of the total organization of resurrection. Oherw se, when the body had attai ned
“salvation,' and no longer lived, there would be nothing to carry on the essential part of a man.
Since the post-Terrestrial life could be explained in physical terns, the "soul' nust also be a
physical entity, not to be dism ssed with the term supernatural' as it had been on Earth.

There was nuch that Burton did not know. But he had had a glinpse into the workings of this
Ri ver pl anet that no other hunman bei ng possessed.

Wth the little know edge he did have, he planned to lever his way into nore, to pry open the lid,
and crawl inside the sanctum To do so, he would attain the Dark Tower. The only way to get there
swiftly was to take The Suicide- Express. First, he nust be discovered by an Ethical. Then he nust
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overpower the Ethical, render himunable to kill hinself, and sonehow extricate nore information
fromhim

Meanwhi | e, he continued to play the role of Abdul ibn Harun, translated and transpl anted Egyptian
physi cian of the nineteenth century, now a citizen of Bargawhwdzys. As such, he decided to join
the Church of the Second Chance. He announced to Collop his disillusionment in Mahomet and his
teachi ngs, and so becane Collop's first convert its this area.

" Then you nust swear not to take arns against any nman nor to defend yourself physically, nmy dear
friend," Collop said.

Burton, outraged, said that he would allow no man to strike at himand go unharned.

"Tis not unnatural,' Collop said gently. “Contrary to habit, yes. But a than nay becone sonething
other than he has been, sonething better - if he has the strength of will and the desire.' Burton
rapped out a violent no and stal ked away. Collop shook his head sadly, but he continued to be as

friendly as ever. Not without a sense of hunor, he sonetines addressed Burton as his "five-mnute
convert,' not meaning the tine it took to bring himinto the fold but the tine it took Burton to

| eave the fold.

At this tine, Collop got his second convert, Goring. The German had had not hi ng but sneers and
jibes for Collop. Then he began chewi ng dreangum agai n, and the nightmares started.

For two nights he kept Collop and Burton awake with his groanings his tossings, his screans. On
the evening of the third day, he asked Collop if he woul d accept himinto the Church. However he
had to make a confession. Collop must understand what sort of person he had been, both on Earth
and on this planet.

Col |l op heard out the m xture of self-abasenent and sel f-aggrandi zement. Then he said, “Friend, |
care not what you nay have been. Only what you are and what you will be. | listened only because
confession is good for the soul | can see that you are deeply troubled, that you have suffered
sorrow and grief for what you have done, yet take some pleasure in what you once were, a mghty
figure anong nmen. Much of what you told ne | do not conprehend, because | know not much about your
era. Nor does it matter. Only today and tonmorrow need to be our concern, each day will take care
of itself.'

It seened to Burton not that Collop did not care what Goring had been but that he did not believe
his story of Earthly glory and infany. There were so nany phoni es that genui ne heroes, or
villains, had been depreciated.

Thus, Burton had nmet three Jesus Christs, two Abrahans, four King Richard the LionHearts, six
Attilas, a dozen Judases (only one of whom coul d speak Aranmmic), a CGeorge Washington, two Lord
Byrons, three Jesse Janes's, any nunber of Napol eons, a General Custer (who spoke with a heavy
Yor kshire accent), a Finn MacCool (who did not know ancient Irish), a Tchaka (who spoke the w ong
Zulu dialect), and a nunber of others who mght or m ght not have been what they clainmed to be.

What ever a man had been on Earth, he had to reestablish hinself here. This was not easy, because
conditions were radically altered. The greats and the inportants of Terra were constantly being
humiliated in their clains and denied a chance to prove their identities.

To Collop, the humiliation was a blessing. First, humliation, then humlity, he would have said.
And then cones hunanity as a matter of course

CGoring had been trapped in the Great Design - as Burton terned it - because it was his nature to
overindul ge, especially with drugs. Know ng that the dreangum was uprooting the dark things in his
personal abyss, was spewing themup into the light, -that he was being tomapart, fragnented, he
still continued to chew as much as he could get. For a while, tenporarily made heal t hful again
with a new resurrection, he had been able to deny the call of the drug. But a few weeks after his
arrival is this area, he had succunbed, and now the night was ripped apart with his shrieks of
"Hermann Goring | hate you!'

“If this continues,' Burton said to Collop, "he will go mad or he will kill hinmself again, or
force someone to kill him so that he can get away from hinmself. But the suicide will be useless,
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and it's all to do over again. Tell ne truly now, is this hell?
“Purgatory, rather,' Collop said. “Purgatory is hell with hope.'
24

Two nonths passed. Burton marked the days off on a pine stick notched with a flint knife. This was
the fourteenth day of the seven month of 5 AR, the fifth year After the Resurrection. Burton
tried to keep a cal endar, for he was, anong many other things; a chronicler. But it was difficult.
Time did not mean nuch, on The River. The planet had a polar axis that was al ways at ninety
degrees to the ecliptic. There was no change of seasons, and the stars seened to jostle each other
and nade identification of individual |um naries or of constellations inpossible. So many and so
bright were they that even the noonday sun at its zenith could not entirely dimthe greatest of
them Like ghosts reluctant to retreat before daylight, they hovered in the burning air.

Nevert hel ess, nman needs tine as a fish needs water. |If he does not have it, he will invent it; so
to Burton, it was July 14, 5 AR

But Collop, like many, reckoned time as having continued fromthe year of his Terrestrial death.
To him it was A D. 1667. He did not believe that his sweet Jesus had becone sour. Rather, this

Ri ver was the River Jordan; this valley, the vale beyond the shadow of death. He adnmitted that the
afterlife was not that which he had expected. Yet it was evidence of the all-enconpassing |ove of
God for His creation. He had given all nen, altogether undeserving of such a gift, another chance.
If this world was not the New Jerusalem it was a place prepared for its building. Here the
bricks, which were the love of God, and the nortar, love for man, nust be fashioned in this kiln
and this mll: the planet of The R ver of The Vall ey.

Burt on pooh-poohed the concept, but he could not help loving the little man. Col |l op was genui ne;
he was not stoking the furnace of his sweetness with | eaves froma book or pages from a theol ogy.
He did not operate under forced draft. He burned with a flane that fed on his own being, and this
bei ng was | ove. Love even for the unlovable, the rarest and nost difficult species of |ove.

He told Burton sonmething of his Terrestrial |ife. He had been a doctor, a farnmer, a liberal with
unshakable faith in his religion, yet full of questions about his faith and the society of his
time. He had witten a plea for religious tolerance which had aroused both praise and damation is
his time. And he had been a poet, well-known for a short time, then forgotten

Lord, let the faithless see

M racl es ceased, revive in ne.
The | eper cl eansed, blind heal ed,
dead rai sed by Thee

"My lines may have died, but their truth has not,' he said to Burton. He waved his hand to
indicate the hilts, The River, the nountains, the people. "As you nmay see if you open your eyes
and do not persist in this stubborn nyth of yours that this is the handiwork of men like us.'

He continued, "O grant your premse. It still remains that these Ethicals are but doing the work
of Their Creator!

"I like better those other lines of yours,' Burton said.

Dul I soul aspire;

Thou art not the Earth.
Mour n hi gher!

Heaven gave the spark
to it return the fire.'

Col | op was pl eased, not knowi ng that Burton was thinking of the lines in a different sense than
that intended by the poet.

"Return the fire.' That meant sonehow getting into the Dark Tower, discovering the secrets of the
Et hicals, and turning Their devices against Them He did not feel gratitude because They had given
himan earned life. He was outraged that They should do this without his |eave. If They wanted his
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t hanks, why did They not tell himwhy They had gi ven hi m anot her chance? What reason did They have
for keeping Their motives in the dark? He would find out why. The spark They had restored in him
would turn into a raging fire to barn Them

He cursed the fate that had propelled himto a place so near the source of The River, hence so
close to the Tower, and in a few mnutes had carried himaway again, back to sone place is the
m ddl e of The River, mllions of mles away from his goal

Yet, if he had been there once, he could get there again. Not by taking a boat, since the journey
woul d consune at |east forty years and probably nore. He could al so count on being captured and
ensl aved a thousand tinmes over. And if he were killed along the way, he might find hinmself raised
again far fromhis goal and have to start all over again.

On the other hand, given the seemingly random sel ection of resurrection, he nmight find hinself
once nmore near The River's mouth. It was this that determined himto board The Suici de Express
once nore. However, even though he knew that his death would be only tenporary, he found it
difficult to take the necessary step. H's mind told himthat death was the only ticket, but his
body rebell ed. The cells' fierce insistence on survival overcanme his wll.

For a while, he rationalized that he was interested in studying the custons and | anguages of the
prehi storics anong whom he was living. Then honesty triunphed, and he knew he was only | ooking for
excuses to put off the GimNMmnment. Despite this, he did not act.

Burton, Collop, and Goring were noved out of their bachelor barracks to take up the normal life of
citizens: Each took up residence in a hut, and within a week had found a woman to live with him
Collop's Church did not require celibacy. A nenber could take an oath of chastity if he w shed to.
But the Church reasoned that men and wonen had been resurrected in bodies that retained the ful
sex of the original. (O, if lacking on Earth, supplied here.) It was evident that the Makers of
Resurrection had neant for sex to be used. It was well known, though still denied by sone, that
sex had other functions than reproduction. So go ahead, youths, roll in the grass.

Anot her result of the inexorable |ogic of the Church (which, by the way, decried reason as being
untrustworthy) was that any formof |ove was allowed, as long as it was voluntary and did not

i nvol ve cruelty or force. Exploitation of children was forbidden. This was a problemthat, given
time, would cease to exist. In a few years all children woul d be adults.

Coll op refused to have a hutrmate solely to relieve his sexual tensions. He insisted on a wonman
whom he loved. Burton jibed at himfor this, saying that it was a prerequisite easily - therefore
cheaply - fulfilled. Collop loved all humanity; hence, he should theoretically take the first
wonman who woul d say yes to him

"As a matter of fact, ny friend,' Collop said, "that is exactly what happened.'
“It's only a coincidence that she's beautiful, passionate, and intelligent? Burton said.

"Though | strive to be nore than human, rather, to becone a conplete hunman, | amall-too-hunan,"
Collop replied. He smled. "Wuld you have ne deliberately martyr nyself by choosing an ugly
shr ew?'

“I'd think you nore of a fool than | do even now,' Burton said. "As for nme, all | require in a
wonan is beauty and affection. | don't care a whit about her brains. And | prefer blondes. There's
a chord within ne that responds to the fingers of a gol den-haired wonan.'

Goring took into his but a Valkyrie, a tall, great-busted, w de shoul dered, eighteenth-century

Swede. Burton wondered if she was a surrogate for Goring's first wife, the sister-in-law of the
Swedi sh expl orer Count Von Rosen. Coring admitted that she not only | ooked like his Karin, but

even had a voice sinmlar to hers. He seemed to be very happy with her and she with him

Then, one night, during the invariable early-nmorning rain, Burton was ripped froma deep sl eep. He
t hought he had heard a scream but all he could hear when he becane fully awake was the expl osion

of thunder and the crack of nearby lightning. He closed his eyes, only to be jerked upright again.
A woman had screaned in a nearby hut.
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He junped up, shoved asi de the banboo-slat door, and stuck his head outside. The cold rain hit him
in the face. All was dark except for the nmountains in the west, lit up by flashes of I|ightning.
Then a bolt struck so close that he was deafened and dazzl ed. However, he did catch a glinpse of
two ghostly white figures just outside Goring's hut. The Gernman had his hands | ocked around the
throat of his woman, who was holding onto his wists and trying to push hi maway.

Burton ran out, slipped on the wet grass, and fell. Just as he arose, another flash showed the
wonman on her knees, bendi ng backward, and Goring's distorted face above her. At the sane tineg,
Col | op, wrapping a towel around his waist, canme out of s his hut. Burton got to his feet and,
still silent, ran again. But Goring was gone. Burton knelt by Kayla, felt her heart, and could
detect no beat. Another glare of Iightning showed himher face, nmouth hangi ng open, eyes bul ging.

He rose and shouted, "“Goring! Were are you'?' Sonething struck the back of his head. He fell on
his face.

Stunned, he managed to get to his hands and knees, only to be knocked flat agai n by another heavy
bl ow. Hal f-conscious, he nevertheless rolled over on his back and rai sed his | egs and hands to
defend hinmself. Lightning reveal ed Goring standi ng above himwith a club in one hand. H's face was
a madman's.

Dar kness sliced off the lightning. Sonething white and bl urred-|eaped upon Goring out of the
dar kness. The two pal e bodi es went down onto the grass beside Burton and rolled over and over.
They screeched |ike tontats, and another flash of |ightning showed themclawi ng at each ot her

Burton staggered to his feet and |urched toward them but was knocked down by Collop's body, hurled
by Goring. Again Burton got up. Collop bounded to his feet and charged Goring. There was a | oud
crack, and Collop crumpled. Burton tried to run toward Goring. Hs legs refused to answer his
demands; they took himoff at an angle, away from his point of attack. Then another blast of Iight
and noi se showed CGoring, as if caught in a photograph, suspended in the act of sw nging the club
at Burton.

Burton felt his armgo nunb as it received the inpact of the club. Now not only his |legs but also
his left arm di sobeyed him Neverthel ess he balled his right hand and tried to swing at Goring.
There was another crack; his ribs felt as if they had become unhinged and were driven inward into
his lung. H's breath was knocked out of him and once again he was on the cold wet grass.

Sonething fell by his side. Despite his agony, he reached out for it. The club was in his hand;
Goring nust have dropped it. Shuddering with each painful breath, he got to one knee. Were was
the madman? Two shadows danced and blurred, nerged and hal f-separated. The hut! H s eyes were
crossed. He wondered if he had a concussion of the brain, then forgot it as he saw Goring dimy in
the illumnation of a distant streak of lightning. Two Gorings, rather. One seened to acconpany
the other; the one on the left had his feet on the ground; the right one was treading on air.

Both had their hands held high up into the rain, as if they were trying to wash them And when the
taro turned and canme toward him he understood that that was what they were trying to do. They
were shouting in Gernan (with a single voice); Take the blood off ny hands! Oh, God, wash it off!

Burton stunbled toward Goring, his club held high.. Burton nmeant to knock himout, but Coring
suddenly turned and ran away. Burton followed himas best he could, down the hill, up another one,
and then out onto the flat plain. The rains stopped, the thunder and lightning died, and within
five minutes the clouds, as always, had cleared away. The starlight gl eaned on Goring's white

ski n.

Li ke a phantom he flitted ahead of his pursuer, seeningly bent upon getting to The River. Burton
kept after him although he wondered why he was doing so. Hs | egs had regai ned nost of their
strength, and his vision was no | onger double. Presently, he found Goring. He was squatting by The
River and staring intently at the star-fractured waves.

Burton said, “Are you all right now?' CGoring was startled. He began to rise, then changed his
nmind. G oaning, he put his head down on his knees.

I knew what | was doing, but | didn't know why,' he said dully. 'Karla was telling ne she was
nmoving out in the norning, said she couldn't sleep with all the noise | nmade with ny nightnares.
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And | was acting strangely. | begged her to stay; | told her I loved her very much. 1'd die if she
deserted ne. She said she was fond of me, had been, rather, but she didn't love nme. Suddenly, it
seened that if I wanted to keep her, 1'd have to hill her. She ran scream ng out of the hut. You

know the rest.'

"l intended to kill you,' Burton said. 'But | can see you're no nore responsible thaw a madnan.
The people here won't accept that excuse, though. You know what they'll do to you; hang you upside
down by your ankles and | et you hang until you die.

Goring cried, "I don't understand it! \Wat's happening to ne? Those ni ghtmares! Believe ne,

Burton, if I've sinned, |'ve paid! But | can't stop paying! My nights are hell, and soon ny days
will become hell, too! Then I'lIl have only one way to get peace! 1'Il kill nyself! But it won't do
any good! I'll wake up then hell again!’

"Stay away fromthe dreangum' Burton said. “You'll have to sweat it out. You can do it. You told

me you overcane the norphine habit on Earth.'’

Goring stood up and faced Burton. That's just it! | haven't touched the gumsince | came to this
pl ace!'’

Burton said, “What? But |'ll swear...!

"You assuned | was using the stuff because of the way | was acting! No, | have not had a bit of

the gum But it doesn't neke any difference!’

Despite his loathing of Goring, Burton felt pity. He said, "You' ve opened the Pandora of yourself,
and it looks as if you'll not be able to shut the lid. I don't know how this is going to end, but
I wouldn't want to be in your mnd. Not that you don't deserve this.'

Goring said, in a quiet and determned voice, “1'll defeat them

“You nean you'll conquer yourself,' Burton said. He turned to go but halted for a | ast word. "~ Wat
are you going to do?

Goring gestured -at The River. "Drown nyself. I'lIl get a fresh start. Maybe I'I| be better
equi pped the next place. And | certainly don't want to be trussed up like a chicken in a butcher
shop w ndow. '

“Au revoir, then,' Burton said. “And good | uck.'
" Thank you. You know you're not a bad sort. Just one word of advice.'

"What's that?' 'You'd better stay away fromthe dreangum yourself. So far, you've been | ucky. But
one of these days, it'll take hold of you as it did nme. Your devils won't be mine, but they'|ll be
just as nonstrous and terrifying to you.'

"Nonsense | |'ve nothing to hide fromnyself!' Burton |aughed loudly. “|I've chewed enough of the
stuff to know.' He wal ked away, but he was thinking of the warning. He had used the gumtwenty-two
times. Each tine had made hi m swear never to touch the gum agai n.

On the way back to the hills, he | ooked behind him The dimwhite figure of Goring was slowy
sinking into the black-and silver waters of The River. Burton saluted, since he was not one to
resist the dramatic gesture. Afterward, he forgot Goring. The pain in the back of his head,
tenporarily subdued, cane back sharper than before. Hi s knees turned to water and, only a few
yards fromhis hut; he had to sit down.

He nust have becone unconsci ous then, or half-conscious since he had no nenory of being dragged
al ong on the grass. When his wits cleared, he found hinself |ying on a banboo bed inside a hut.

It was dark with the only illum nation the starlight filtering is through the tree branches
outsi de the square of wi ndow. He turned his head and saw the shadowy and pal e-white bul k of a man
squatting by him The man was holding a thin netal object before his eyes, the gl eaning end of

whi ch was pointed at Burton.
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As soon as Burton turned his head, the man put the device down. He spoke in English.

“It's taken ne a long time to find you, Richard Burton.' Burton groped around on the floor for a
weapon with his left hand, which was hidden fromthe man's view H's fingers touched nothi ng but
dirt. He said, “~Now you've found ne, you danmm Ethical, what do you intend doing with nme?'

The man shifted slightly and he chuckled. "Nothing.' He paused, then said, | amnot one of Them'
He | aughed agai n when Burton gasped. "That's not quite true. | amwith Them but | am not of
Them' He picked up the device, which he had been ainmng at Burton

"This tells me that you have a fractured skull and a concussion of the brain: You nust be very
tough, because you shoul d be dead, judging fromthe extent of the injury. But you may pull out of
it, if youtake it easy. Unfortunately, you don't have tine to conval esce. The Gt hers know you're
inthis area, give or take thirty mles. In a day or so, They'll have you pi npoi nted.

Burton tried to sit up and found that his bones had becone soft as taffy in sunlight, and a

bayonet was prying open the back of his skull. Goaning, he | ay back down.

"Who are you and what's your business? | can't tell you ny name. If - much nore |ikely when -
They catch you, They'll thread out your menory and run it off backward to the tine you woke up in
the pre-resurrection bubble. They won't find out what nade you wake before your tine. But They

wi Il know about this conversation. They'll even be able to see ne. But only as you see ne, a pale
shadow with no features. They'll hear ny voice too, but They won't recognize it. I'musing a

transmuter.

"They will, however, be horrified. Wat they have slowy and reluctantly been suspecting will all
of a sudden be reveal ed as the truth. They have a traitor in Their mdst'

"I wish | knew what you were tal king about,' Burton said.

The man said, “1'Il tell you this nuch. You have been told a nonstrous |ie about the purpose of
the Resurrection. What Spruce told you, and what that Ethical creation, the Church of the Second
Chance, teaches - are lies! Al lies! The truth is that you human bei ngs have been given life

again only to participate in a scientific experinent. The Ethicals - a msnoner if there ever was
one have reshaped this planet into one Rivervalley, built the grailstones, and brought all of you
back fromthe dead for one purpose. To record your history and custons. And, as a secondary
matter, to observe your reactions to Resurrection and to the nixing of different peoples of
different eras. That is all it is: a scientific project. And when you have served your purpose,
back into the dust you go!

"This story about giving all of you another chance at eternal life and sal vation because it is
Their ethical duty - lies! Actually, ny people do not believe that you are worth saving. They do
not think you have "souls"!' Burton was silent for a while. The fellow was certainly sincere. O,

if not sincere, he was very enotionally involved, since he was breathing so heavily.

Finally, Burton spoke. | can't see anybody going to all this expense and labor just to run a
scientific experiment, or to nake historical recordings.'

"Time hangs heavy on the hands of immortals. You would be surprised what we do to nake eternity
interesting. Furthernore, given all tine, we can take our tine, and we do not let even the nost
staggering projects dismy us. After the last Terrestrial died, the job of setting up the
Resurrection took several thousands of years, even though the final phase took only one day.'

Burton said, “And you? What are you doi ng? And why are you doi ng whatever you're doing? | amthe
only true Ethical in the whole nonstrous race! | do not like toying around with you as if you were
puppets; or nere objects to be observed, animals in a | aboratory! After all, prinmtive and vicious
though you be, you are sentients! You are, in a sense, as . . . as...'

The shadowy speaker waved a shadowy hand as if trying to grasp a word out of the darkness. He
continued, “I'll have to use your termfor yourselves. You' re as human as we. Just as the
subhumans who first used | anguage were as human as you. And you are our forefathers. For all
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know, | may be your direct descendant. My whol e people could be descended fromyou.'

"l doubt it," Burton said "1 had no children - that | know anyway.' He had nmany questions, and he
began to ask them

But the nman was dying no attention. He was holding the device to his forehead. Suddenly he

withdrew it and interrupted Burton in the niddle of a sentence. "|I've been . . . you don't have a
word for it. .. let's say .. . listening. They've detected my . . . wathan . .. | think you'd cal
it an aura. They don't know whose wathan just that it's an Ethical's. But They'll be zeroing in
within the next five mnutes. | have to go.' The pale figure stood up. "You have to go, too.'

“Where are you taking nme?'" Burton said.

“I"'mnot. You nust die; They nust find only your corpse. | can't take you with ne; it's
i mpossible. But if you die here, They'll lose you again. And we'll neet again. Then . '
"Wait!' Burton said. "I don't understand. Wiy can't They | ocate ne? They built the Resurrection

machi nery. Don't They know where ny particular resurrector is? The man chuckled again. “No. Their
only recordings of nmen on Earth were visual, not audible. And the location of the resurrectees in
the pre-resurrection bubble was random since They had planned to scatter you humans al ong The

Ri ver in a rough chronol ogi cal sequence but with a certain amount of m xing. They intended to get
down to the individual basis later. O course, They had no notion then that | would be opposing
Them O that | would select certain of Their subjects to aid me in defeating the Plan. So They do
not know where you, or the others, will next pop up

"Now, you may be wondering why | can't set your resurrector so that you'll be translated near your
goal, the headwaters. The fact is that | did set yours so that the first time you died, you' d be
at the very first grailstone. But you didn't make it; so | presunme the Titanthrops killed you.
That was unfortunate, since | no longer dare to go near the bubble until | have an excuse. It is
forbidden for any but those authorized to enter the pre-resurrection bubble. They are suspi ci ous;
They suspect tanpering. So it is up to you, and to chance, to get back to the north polar region

“As for the others, | never had an opportunity to set their resurrectors. They have to go by the
| aws of probabilities, too. Wich are about twenty mllion to one.'

"Ohers?' Burton said. "Qhers? But why did you choose us?
“You have the right aura. So did the others. Believe me | know what |'m doing; | chose well.'

"But you intimted that you woke ne up ahead of time . . . is the pre-resurrection bubble, for a
purpose. What did it acconplish?

"It was the only thing that woul d convince you that the Resurrection was not a supernatural event.
And it started you sniffing on the track of the Ethicals. Am1 right? O course, | am Here!' He

handed Burton a tiny capsule. "Swallow this. You will be dead instantly and out of Their reach -
for a while. And your brain cells will be so ruptured They'll not be able to read them Hurry!
nmust go!'

"What if | don't take it?" Burton said. "Wat if | allow Themto capture ne now?'
“You don't have the aura for it,' the nman said.

Burton al nost decided not to take the capsule. Wiy should he allow this arrogant fellow to order
hi m around? Then he considered that he should not bite off his nose to spite his face. As it was,
he had the choice of playing along with this unknown man or of falling into the hands of the

O hers.

"All right,' he said, "But why don't you kill ne? Wiy nake nme do the job?

The man | aughed and said, "There are certain rules in this gane, rules that | don't have tinme to
explain. But you are intelligent, you'll figure out nost of themfor yourself. One is that we are
Ethicals. W can give life, but we can't directly take life. It is not unthinkable for us or

beyond our ability. Just very difficult.' Abruptly, the nan was gone. Burton did not hesitate. He
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swal | owed the capsule. There was a blinding flash..

26
And light was full in his eyes, fromthe just-risen sun. He had time for one quick | ook around,
saw his grail, his pile of neatly folded towels - and Hernann CGori ng.

Then Burton and the Gernman were seized by small dark nen with | arge heads and bandy | egs. These
carried spears and flint headed axes. They wore towels but only as capes secured around their
thick short necks. Strips of |eather, undoubtedly human skin, ran across their disproportionately
| arge foreheads and around their heads to bind their |long, coarse black hair. They | ooked sem
Mongol i an and spoke a tongue unknown to him An enpty grail was placed upsi de down over his head;
his hands were tied behind himwith a | eather thong. Blind and hel pl ess, stonetipped spears
digging into his back, he was urged across the plain. Somewhere near, drums thundered, and fenale
voi ces wail ed a chant.

He had wal ked t hree hundred paces when he was halted. The druns quit beating, and the wonen
stopped their singsong. He coul d hear nothing except for the blood beating in his ears. Wat the
hel | was going on? Was he part of a religious cerenony which required that the victimbe blinded?
Wy not? There had been many cultures on Earth, which did not want the ritually slain to view
those who shed his blood. The dead nman's ghost might want to take revenge on his killers.

But these people nmust know by now that there were no such things as ghosts. O did they regard

|l azari as just that, as ghosts that could be dispatched back to their land of origin by sinply
killing them again? Goring! He, too, had been translated here. At the same grail stone. The first
time could have been coincidence, although the probabilities against it were high. But three tines
in succession? No, it was

The first blow drove the side of the grail against his head, made hi m hal f-unconsci ous, sent a
vast ringing through him sparks of light before his eyes, and knocked himto his knees. He never
felt the second blow, and so awoke once nore in another place..

27
And with himwas Hermann Gori ng.

“You and | mnust be twin souls,’ Goring said. "W seemto be yoked together by Woever is
responsi ble for all this!

"The ox and the ass plow together,' Burton said, leaving it to the German to deci de whi ch he was.
Then the two were busy introducing thenselves, or attenpting to do so, to the peopl e anong whom
they had arrived. These, as he later found out, were Sumerians of the Add or C assical period,
that is, they had lived in Mesopotani a between 2500 and 2300 B. C. The nen shaved their heads (no
easy customwith flint razors), and the women were bare to the waist. They had a tendency to short
squat bodi es, pop-eyes, and (to Burton) ugly faces.

But if the index of beauty was not high anong them the pre Col unbi an Sanpbans who made up 30
percent of the population were nore than attractive. And, of course, there was the ubiquitous 10
percent of people from anywhere-everyplace, twentieth-centurians being the nost nunerous. This was
under st andabl e, since the total number of these constituted a fourth of humanity. Burton had no
scientific statistical data, of course, but his travels had convinced himthat the twentieth-
centurians had been deliberately scattered along The River in a proportion to the other peoples
even greater than was to be expected. This was another facet of the Riverworld setup, which he did
not understand. What did the Ethicals intend to gain by this disseni nation? There were too nmany
questions. He needed tine to think, and he could not get it if he spent hinmself with one trip
after another on The Suicide Express. This area, unlike nost of the others he would visit, offered
sonme peace and quiet for analysis. So he would stay here for a while.

And then there was Hermann CGoring. Burton wanted to observe his strange formof pilgrims
progress. One of the many things that he had not been able to ask the Mysterious Stranger (Burton
tended to think in capitals) was about the dreangum Where did it fit into the picture? Another
part of the Great Experinent?
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Unfortunately, Goring did not |ast |ong.

The first night, he began screami ng. He burst out of his hut and ran toward The River, stopping
now and then to strike out at the air or to grapple with invisible beings and to roll back and
forth on the grass. Burton followed himas far as The River. Here CGoring prepared to |aunch
hinsel f out into the water, probably to drown hinself. But he froze for a noment, began
shuddering, and then toppled over, stiff as a statue. Hi s eyes were open, but they saw nothing
outside him Al vision was turned inward. What horrors he was w tnessing could not be determ ned,
since he was unable to speak

Hs lips withed soundl essly, and did not stop during the ten days that he lived. Burton's efforts
to feed himwere useless. Hs jaws were | ocked. He shrank before Burton's eyes, the flesh
evaporating, the skin falling in and the bones beneath resolving into the skel eton. One norning,
he went into convul sions, then sat up and screanmed. A nonent |ater he was dead.

Curious, Burton did an autopsy on himw th the flint knives and obsi di an saws available. Goring's
di stended bl adder had burst and poured urine into his body.

Burton proceeded to pull Goring's teeth out before burying him Teeth were trade items, since they
could be strung on a fishgut or a tendon to make nuch-desired necklaces. CGoring' s scalp al so cane
of f. The Sunerians had picked up the custom of taking scalps fromtheir enemies, the seventeenth-
century Shawnee across The River. They had added the civilized enbellishnment of sew ng scal ps
together to nake capes, skirts, and even curtains. A scalp was not worth as much as teeth in the
trade mart, but it was worth sonething.

It was while digging a grave by a | arge boul der at the foot of the mountains that Burton had an
illumnating flash of menmory. He had stopped working to take a drink of water when he happened to
| ook at Goring. The conpletely stripped head and the features, peaceful as if sleeping, opened a
trapdoor in his mnd.

Wien he had awakened in that col ossal chanber and found hinself floating in a row of bodies, he
had seen this face. It had belonged to a body in the row next to his. Goring, like all the other
sl eepers, had had his head shaved. Burton had only noted himin passing during the short tine
before the Warders had detected him Later, after the nmass Resurrection, when he had net Coring,
he had not seen the simlarity between the sleeper and this man who had a full head of bl ondish
hai r.

But he knew now that this man had occupi ed a space close to his.

Was it possible that their two resurrectors, so physically close to each other, had becone | ocked
in phase? If so, whenever his death and. Goring's took place at the same approximate tine, then
the two woul d be raised again by the sane grailstone. Goring's jest that they were twin souls

m ght not be so far off the mark.

Burton resuned digging, swearing at the sanme tine because he had so many questions and so few
answers. |f he had another chancy to get his hands on an Ethical, he would drag the answers out of
him no matter what methods he had to use.

The next three nonths, Burton was busy adjusting hinself to the strange society in this area. He
found hinself fascinated by the new | anguage that was being forned out of the clash between
Sunerian and Sanmpan. Since the former were the nmost nunmerous, their tongue dominated. But here, as
el sewhere, the major |anguage suffered a Pyrrhic victory. Result of the fusion was a pidgin, a
speech with greatly reduced flexion and sinplified syntax. Ganmati cal gender went overboard

words were syncopated; tense and aspect, of verbs were cut to a sinple present, which was used

al so for the future. Adverbs of tine indicated the past. Subtleties were replaced by expressions
that both Sunerian and Sanpan coul d understand, even if they seened at first to be awkward and

nai ve. And many Sanpan words, in sonewhat changed phonol ogy, drove out Sumnerian words.

This rise of pidgins was taking place everywhere up and down the Rivervalley. Burton reflected
that if the Ethicals had intended to record all hunan tongues, They had best hurry. The ol d ones
were dying out, transmuting rather. But for all he knew, They had al ready conpleted the job. Their
recorders, so necessary for acconplishing the physical translation, mght also be taking down all
speech.
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In the nmeantime, in the evenings, when he had a chance to be alone, he snoked the cigars so
generously offered by the grails and tried to analyze the situation. Wiom coul d he believe, the

Et hical s or the Renegade, the Mysterious Stranger? O were both Iying? Wy did the Mysterious
Stranger need himto throw a nonkey wench into Their cosm ¢ nachinery? What coul d Burton, nere
human being, trapped in this valley, so linmted by his ignorance, do to help the Judas? One thing
was certain. |If the Stranger did not need him he would not have concerned hinself with Burton. He
wanted to get Burton into that Tower at the north pole.

Why? It took Burton two weeks before he thought of the only reason that could be.

The stranger had said that he, like the other Ethicals, would not directly take human |life. But he
had no scrupl es about doing so vicariously, as witness his giving the poison to Burton. So, if he
wanted Burton in the Tower, he needed Burton to kill for him He would turn the tiger |oose anong

his own people, open the window to the hired assassin.

An assassin wants pay. What did the Stranger offer as pay? Burton sucked the cigar snoke into his
| ungs, exhal ed and then downed a shot of bourbon. Very well. The Stranger would try to use him
But | et himbeware. Burton would al so use the Stranger.

At the end of three nonths, Burton deci ded that he had done enough thinking. It was tine to get
out He was swiming in The River at the nonent and, following the inpulse, he swamto its niddle.
He dived down as far as he could force hinself before the not-to-be denied will of his body to
survive drove himto claw upward for the dear air. He did not nake it. The scavengi ng fishes woul d
eat his body and his bones would fall to the nud at the bottom of the 1,000-foot deep River. So
much the better. He did not want his body to fall into the hands of the Ethicals. |If what the
Stranger had said was true, They m ght be able to unthread fromhis mnd all he had seen and heard
if They got to himbefore the brain cells were danaged.

He did not think They had succeeded. During the next seven years, as far as he knew, he escaped
detection of the Ethicals. If the Renegade knew where he was, he did not let Burton know. Burton
doubt ed that anyone did; he hinself could not ascertain in what part of the Riverplanet he was,
how far or how near the Tower headquarters. But he was going, going, going, always on the nove.
And one day he knew that he nust have broken a record of some sort. Death had become second nature
to him

If his count was correct, he had nade 777 trips on The suicide Express.
28

Sonetimes Burton thought of hinself as a planetary grasshopper, launching hinmself out into the
dar kness of death, landing, nibbling a little at the grass, with one eye cocked for the shadow
that betrayed the downswoop of the shrike - the Ethicals. In this vast nmeadow of humanity, he had
sanpl ed many bl ades, tasted briefly, and then had gone on

O her times he thought of hinself as a net scooping up specinens here and there in the huge sea of
manki nd. He got a few big fish and nany sardi nes, although there was as nmuch, if not nore, to be
|l earned fromthe small fish as fromthe | arge ones

He did not |ike the nmetaphor of the net, however, because it rem nded himthat there was a much
| arger net out for him

What ever netaphors or siniles he used, he was a man who got around a lot, to use a twentieth-
century Anericanism So much so that he several times cane across the | egend of Burton the Gypsy,
or, in one English-speaking area, Richard the Rover, and, in another, the Loping Lazarus. This
worried himsonewhat, since the Ethicals mght get a clue to his nmethod of evasion and be able to
take measures to trap him O They m ght even guess at his basic goal and set up guards near the
headwat er s.

At the end of seven years, through nuch observation of they daystars and through many
conversations, he had fornmed a picture of the course of The River.

It was not an anphi shaena, a snake with two heads, headwaters at the north pole and mouth at the
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south pole. It was a Mdgard Serpent, with the tail at the north pole, the body coiled around and
around the planet and the tail in the serpent's nouth. The River's source stemmed fromthe north
pol ar sea, ° zigzagged back and forth across one hem sphere, circled the south pole and then

zi gzagged across the face of the other hem sphere, back and forth, ever working upward until the
nmout h opened into the hypothetical polar sea.

Nor was the | arge body of water so hypothetical. If the story of the Titanthrop, the subhunan who
clained to have seen the M sty Tower, was true, the Tower rose out of the fog-shrouded sea. Burton
had heard the tale only at second-hand. But he had seen the Titanthrops near the begi nning of The
River on his fast “junp,' and it seened reasonabl e that one might actually have crossed the
mount ai ns and gotten cl ose enough to get a glinpse of the polar sea. Were one nman had gone,

anot her could foll ow.

And how did The River flow uphill? Its rate of speed seemed to remain constant even where it
shoul d have sl owed or refused to go further. Fromthis he postul ated | ocalized gravitationa
fields that urged the mghty streamonward until it had regai ned an area where natural gravity
woul d take over. Somewhere, perhaps buried under The River itself, were devices that did this
work. Their fields must be very restricted, since the pull of the earth did not vary on hunan
beings in these areas to any detectabl e degree.

There were too many questions. He nmust go on until he got to the place or to the beings W could
answer them And seven years after his first death, he reached the desired area.

It was on his 777th “junp.' He was convinced seven was a |ucky nunmber for him Burton, despite the
scoffings of his twentieth-century friends, believed steadfastly in nbost of the superstitions he
had nouri shed on Earth. He often | aughed at the superstitions of others, but he knew that sone
nunbers held good fortune for him that silver placed on his eyes would rejuvenate his body when
it was tired and would help his second sight, the perception that warned hi mahead of tine of evi
situations. True, there seemed to be no silver on this mneral poor world, but if there were, he
could use it to advantage.

Al'l that first day, he stayed at the edge of The River. He paid little attention to those who
tried to talk to him giving thema brief smle. Unlike people in nost of the areas he had seen
these were not hostile. The sun noved al ong the eastern peaks, seemingly just clearing their tops.
The flamng ball slid across the valley, |lower than he had ever seen it before, except when he had
| anded anobng the grotesquely nosed Titanthrops. The sun flooded the valley for a while with |ight
and warnth, and then began its circling just above the western nountains. The valley becane
shadowed, and the air becane colder than it had been any other place, except, of course, on that
fast junp. The sun continued to circle until it was again at the point where Burton bad first seen
it on opening his eyes.

Weary fromhis twenty-four hour vigil, but happy, he turned to look for living quarters. He knew
now that he was in the arctic area, but he was not at a point just bel ow the headwaters. This
time, he was at the other end, the nouth.

As he turned, he heard a voice, famliar but unidentifiable. (He had heard so nany.)

"Dull soul aspire;

Thou art not the Earth.
Mount hi gher

Heaven gave the spark
to return the fire.'

“John Col |l op! 'Abdul ibn Harun! And they say there are no mracles! Wat has happened to you since
| ast | saw you?

"l died the sanme night you did," Burton said. ~And several tines since. There are many evil nmen in
this world.'

"Tis only natural. There were nmany on Earth. Yet | dare say their nunber has been cut down, for
the Church has been able to do nuch good work, praise God. Especially in this area. But conme with
me, friend. 1'Il introduce you to my hutnmate. A lovely woman, faithful in a world that still seens
to put little value on marital fidelity or, indeed, in virtue of any sort. She was born in the
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twentieth century A D. and taught English nost of her life. Verily, | sonetines think she |loves ne
not so nmuch for nyself as for what. | can teach her of the speech, of ny tinme.'

He gave a curious nervous |augh, by which Burton knew he was joking. They crossed the plains
toward the foothills where fires were burning on snall stone platforns before each hat. Mst of
the men and wonen had fastened towels around themto form parkas, which shielded themfromthe
chill of the shadows.

“A gl oony and shivering place,' Burton said. ~Wwy would anybody want to |ive here?

"Most of these people be Finns or Swedes of the late twentieth century. They are used to the

m dni ght sun. However, you shoul d be happy you're here. | remenber your burning curiosity about
the Pol ar Regi ons and your specul ati ons anent. There have been others |ike you who have gone on
down The River to seek their Utim Thule, or if you will pardon ne for so terming it, the fool's
gold at the end of the rainbow But all have either failed to return or have conme back, daunted by
t he forbi ddi ng obstacl es.

"Which are what?' Burton said, grabbing Collop's arm

"Friend, you're hurting ne. Item the grailstones cease, so that there is nothing wherewith they
may recharge their grails with food. Item the plains of the valley suddenly term nate, and The
Ri ver pursues its course between the nountains thensel ves, through a chasmof icy shadows. Item
what |ies beyond, | do not know, for no nman has cone back to tell ne. But | fear they've net the
end of all who comit the sin of hubris.' "How far away is this plunge of no return? 'As the

Ri ver wi nds, about 25,000 niles. You nmay get there with diligent sailing in a year or nore. The
Al mi ghty Fat her al one knows how far you must then go before you arrive at the very end of The

Ri ver. Belike you' d starve before then, because you' d have to take provisions on your boat after
| eaving the final grailstone!’

"There's one way to find out,' Burton said.

"Nothing will stop you then, Richard Burton?' Collop said. “You will not give up this fruitless
chase after the physical when you should be hot on the track of the netaphysical ?'

Burton seized Collop by the armagain. “You said Burton?' “Yes, | did. Your friend Goring told ne
sone tine ago that that was your true name. He also told nme other things about you.'

"CGoring is here?" 'Collop nodded and said, “~He has been here for about two years now. He lives a
mle fromhere. W can see himtonorrow. You will be pleased at the change in him | know He has
conquered the dissolution begun by the dreangum shaped the fragments of hinself into a new, and a
far better, man. In fact, he is now the | eader of the Church of the Second Chance in this area.

“While you, ny friend, have been questing after sone irrelevant grail outside you, he has found

the Holy Grail inside hinself. He al nost perished from madness, nearly fell back into the evi
ways of his Terrestrial life. But through the grace of God and his true desire to show hinself
worthy of being given another opportunity at life, he ... well, you may see for yourself tonorrow

And | pray you will profit fromhis exanple.’

Col |l op el aborated. Goring had died al nost as many tines as Burton, usually by suicide. Unable to
stand the nightnmares and the self-loathing, he had tinme and again purchased a brief and usel ess
surcease. Only to be faced with hinself the next day. But on arriving at this area, and seeking
help from Coll op, the man he had once nurdered, he had won.

"1 am astonished,' Burton said. "And |I'm happy for Goring. But | have other goals. | would Iike
your prom se that you'll tell no one ny true identity. Allow ne to be Abdul ibn Harun.

Coll op said that he would keep silent, although he was di sappoi nted that Burton woul d not be able
to see CGoring again and judge for hinself what faith and | ove could do for even the seem ngly
hopel ess and depraved. He took Burton to his hut and introduced himto his wife, a short,
delicately boned brunette. She was very gracious and friendly and insisted on going with the two
men while they visited the |ocal boss, the val kotukkai nen. (This word was regional slang for the
whi te-haired boy or big shot.) Ville Ahonen was a huge qui et-spoken man who |istened patiently to
Burton. Burton revealed only half of his plan, saying that he wanted to build a boat so he could
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travel to the end of The River. He did not nmention wanting to take it further. But Ahonen had
evidently met others like him

He snmiled knowingly and replied that Burton could build a craft. However, the people hereabouts
were conservationists. They did not believe in despoiling the land of its trees. QGak and pine were
to be left untouched, but banboo was available. Even this material would have to be purchased with
cigarettes and |liquor, which would take himsonme tine to accunulate fromhis grail

Burton thanked himand left. Later, he went to bed in a hut near Collop's, but he could not get to
sl eep.

Shortly before the inevitable rains cane, he decided to | eave the hut. He would go up into the
mount ai ns, take refuge under a ledge until the rains ceased, the clouds dissipated, and the
eternal (but weak) sun reasserted itself. Now that he was so near to his goal, he did not want to
be surprised by Them And it seened likely that the Ethicals would concentrate agents here. For
all he knew, Collop's wife could be one of Them

Bef ore he had wal ked half a mile, rain struck himand |ightning snashed nearby into the ground. By
the dazzling flash, he saw sonmething flicker into existence just ahead and about twenty feet above
hi m

He whirled and ran toward a grove of trees, hoping that They had not seen him and that he could
hide there. If he was unobserved, then he could get up into the nountains. And when They had put
everybody to sleep here, They would find himgone again.

29

“You gave us a long hard chase, Burton,' a man said in English. Burton opened his eyes. The
transition to this place was so unexpected that he was dazed. But only for a second. He was
sitting in a chair of some very soft buoyant material. The roomwas a perfect sphere; the walls
were a very pale green and were senitransparent. He coul d see other spherical chanbers on al
sides, in front, behind, above and, when he bent over, bel ow. Again he was confused, since the

ot her roons did not just inpinge upon the boundaries of his sphere. They intersected. Sections of
the other roons canme into his room but then becone so colorless and clear that he could barely
detect them

On the wall at the opposite end of his roomwas an oval of darker green. It curved to followthe
wal | . There was a ghostly forest portrayed in the oval. A phantomfawn trotted across the picture.
Fromit canme the odor of pine and dogwood.

Across the bubble fromhimsat twelve in chairs like his. Six were nmen; six wonen. Al were very
good- | ooki ng. Except for two, all had black or dark brown hair and deeply tanned skins. Three had
slight epicanthic folds; one nan's hair was so curly it was al nbst ki nky.

One worman had | ong wavy yell ow hair bound into a psyche knot. A man had red hair, red as the fur
of a fox. He was handsone, his features were irregular, his nose large and curved, and his eyes
were dark green.

Al'l were dressed in silvery or purple blouses with short flaring sleeves and ruffled collars,
sl ender |um nescent belts, kilts, and sandals. Both nmen and wonen had painted fingernails and
toenails, lipstick, earrings, and eye makeup

Above the head of each, al nbst touching the hair, spun a many-col ored gl obe about a foot across.
These whirled and gashed and changed col or, running through every hue in the spectrum Fromtine
to time, the globes thrust out |ong hexagonal arns of green, of blue, of black, or of gleam ng
white. Then the arns would collapse, only to be succeeded by ot her hexagons.

Burton | ooked down. He was clad only in a black towel secured at his waist.

“1'1l forestall your first question by telling you we won't give you any information on where you
are.' The speaker was the red-haired man. He grinned at Burton, showi ng un-humanly white teeth.

“Very well,' Burton said. "Wat questions will you answer, \Woever you are? For instance, how did
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you find me?

"My nane is Loga,' the red-haired man said. "W found you through a conbi nati on of detective work
and luck. It was a conplicated procedure, but I'll sinplify it for you. W had a nunber of agents
| ooking for you, a pitifully small number, considering the thirty-six billion, six mllion, nine
t housand, six hundred and thirty-seven candi dates that |live along The River.'

Candi dat es? Burton thought. Candi dates for what? For eternal |ife? Had Spruce told the truth about
t he purpose behind the Resurrection?

Loga said, "W had no idea that you were escaping us by suicide. Even when you were detected in
areas so widely separated that you could not possibly have gotten to them except through
resurrection, we did not suspect. W thought that you had been killed and then translated. The
years went by. W had no idea where you were. There were other things for us to do, so we pulled
all agents fromthe Burton Case, as we called it, except for some stationed at both ends of The

Ri ver. Sonmehow, you had know edge of the polar tower. Later we found out how Your friends Goring
and Col |l op were very hel pful, although they did not know they were talking to Ethicals, of course!

"Who notified you that | was near The River's end?' Burton said.

Lop smiled and said, “There's no need for you to know However, we woul d have caught you anyway.
You see, every space in the restoration bubble - the place where you unaccountably awakened during
the pre-resurrection phase - has an automatic counter. They were installed for statistical and
research purposes. W like to keep records of what's going on. For instance, any candi date who has
a higher than average nunber of deaths sooner or later is a subject for study. Usually |ater,
since we're short-handed.

"It was not until your 777th death that we got around to | ooking at some of the higher frequency
resurrections. Yours had the highest count. You may be congratul ated on this, | suppose.’

'"There were others, as well?

"They're not being pursued, if that's what you nean. And, relatively speaking, they're not nmany.
We had no idea that it was you who had racked up this staggering nunber. Your space in the PR
bubbl e was enpty when we | ooked at it during our Statistical investigation. The two technicians
who had seen you when you woke up in the PR chanber identified you by your photograph.

"W set the resurrector so that the next tine your body was to be re-created, an alarmwould
notify us, and we would bring you here to this place.'

“Suppose | hadn't died again?' Burton said.

"You were destined to die! You planned on trying to enter the polar sea via The R ver's nouth,
right?! That is inpossible. The last hundred mles of The River go through an underground tunnel
Any boat would be torn to pieces. Like others who have dared the journey, you would have died."'

Burton said, ~My photograph - the one | took from Agneau. That was obviously taken on Earth when
was an officer for John Conpany in India. How was that gotten?

"Research, M. Burton,' Loga said, still smling

Burton wanted to smash the | ook of superiority on his face. He did not seemto be restrai ned by
anyt hi ng; he could, seemingly, walk over to Loga and strike him But he knew that the Ethicals
were not likely to sit in the sane roomw th himw thout safeguards. They woul d as soon have given
a rabid hyena its freedom

Did you ever find out what nmade me awaken before nmy tinme?'" he asked. O what nade those others
gai n consci ousness, too?' Loga gave a start. Several of the men and wonen gasped.

Loga rallied first. He said, ~W've nade a thorough exam nation of your body. You have no idea how
t horough. We have al so screened every conponent of your ... psychonorph, | think you could cal
it. O aura, whichever word you prefer.'

He 'gestured at the sphere above his head. "W found no cl ues what soever.

file:/lIF|/rah/Philip%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,...d%201%20T0%20Y our%20Scattered%20Bodies%20.txt (100 of 104) [1/19/03 7:18:03 PM]



filex///F|/rah/Phili p%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,%20Philip%20Jose%620-%20Ri verworl d%201%20T 0%20Y our%20Scattered%20B odies%20.txt

Burton threw back his head and | aughed | oudly and | ong.
"So you bastards don't know everything!'

Loga smled tightly. "No. We never will. Only One is Omipotent' He touched his forehead, lips,
heart, and genitals with the three |ongest fingers of his right hand. The others did the sane.

“However, |'Il tell you that you frightened us -if that'll nake you feel any better. You still do.
You see, we are fairly sure that you nay be one of the nen of whom we were warned.'

"Warned agai nst? By whon®?'

"By, a . . . sort of giant conputer, a living one. And by its operator.' Again, he nmade the
curious sign with his fingers.

"That's all | care to tell you - even though you won't renenber a thing that occurs down here
after we send you back to the Rivervalley.' Burton's mnd was cl ouded with anger, but not so much
that he missed the "down here.' Did that nean that the resurrection machinery and the hideout of
the Ethicals were bel ow the surface of the Riverworld?

Loga continued, “The data indicates you nmay have the potentiality to weck our plans. Wiy you
shoul d or hoes you might, we do not know. But we respect our source of infornation, how highly you
can't inagine.'

“If you believe that,' Burton said, "why don't you just put ne in cold storage? Suspend ne between
those two bars. Leave ne floating in space, turning around and around forever, like a roast on a
spit, until your plans are conpleted?" Loge said, "W couldn't do that! That act al one would ruin
everything! How woul d you attain your salvation? Besides, that would nmean an unforgivabl e viol ence
on our part! It's unthinkable!

"You were being violent when you forced ne to run and hide fromyou,' Burton said. "You are being
vi ol ent now by hol ding ne here against ny will. And you will violate ne when you destroy ny nenory
of this little tete-a-tete with you.

Loge al nost wung his hands. |If he was the Mysterious Stranger, the renegade Ethical, he was a
great actor.

In a grieved tone, Loga said, "That is only partly true. W had to take certain neasures to
protect ourselves. If the man had been anyone but you, we would have left you strictly alone. It
is true we violated our own code of ethics by making you run fromus and by exami ning you. That
had to be, however. And, believe ne, we are paying for this in nmental agony.'

“You could nmake up for sonme of it by telling me why I, why all the human beings that ever |ived,
have been resurrected. And how you did it.'

Loga tal ked, with occasional interruptions fromsone of the others. The yell ow haired wonan broke
in nost often, and after a while Burton deduced fromher attitude and Loga's that she was either
his wife or she held a high position

Another man interrupted at tinmes. Wen he did, there was a concentration and respect fromthe
others that |led Burton to believe he was the head of this group. Once he turned his head so that
the light sparkled off one eye. Burton stared, because he had not noticed before that the left eye
was a jewel

Burton thought that it probably was a device, which gave hima sense, or senses, of perception
denied the others. Fromthen on, Burton felt unconfortabl e whenever the faceted and gl eam ng eye
was turned on him What did that many-angl ed prismsee? At the end of the explanation, Burton did
not know rmuch nore than he had before. The Ethicals could see back into the past with a sort of
chronoscope; with this they had been able to record whatever physical beings they w shed to. Using
these records as nodels, they had then performed the resurrection with energy-nmatter converters.

“What,' Burton said, "would happen if you re-created two bodies of an individual at the sane
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time?' Loge snmiled wyly and said that the experinment had been perforned. Only one body had life.

Burton smled Ilike a cat that has just eaten a nouse. He said, | think you're lying to ne. O
telling me half-truths. There is a fallacy in all this. If human beings can attain such a
rarefiedly high ethical state that they "go on," why are you Ethicals, supposedly superior beings,
still here? Why haven't you, too, "gone on'?

The faces of all but Loga and the jewel-eyed nan becane rigid. Loge |aughed and said, "~Very
shrewd. An excellent point. |I can only answer that some of us do go on. But nore is demanded of
us, ethically speaking, than of you resurrectees.' | still think you're lying,' Burton said.
“However, there's nothing | can do about it.' He grinned and said, ~Not just now, anyway.'

"If you persist in that attitude, you will never Go On,' Loga said. "But we felt that we owed it
to you to explain what we are doing - as best we could. Wien we catch those others who have been
tanpered with, we'll do the same for them'

"There's a Judas anong you,' Burton said, enjoying the effect of his words.

But the jewel -eyed man said, ~Wiy don't you tell himthe truth, Loga? It'll w pe off that
sickening smirk and put himin his proper place.

Loga hesitated, then said, "Very well, Thanabur. Burton, you will have to be very careful from now
on. You nmust not conmmt suicide and you nust fight as hard to stay alive as you did on Earth, when
you t hought you had only one life. There is a limt to the nunber of tinmes a man may be
resurrected. After a certain anpbunt - it varies and there's no way to predict the individua

all otment - the psychonorph seenms unable to reattach itself to the body. Every death weakens the
attraction between body and psychonorph. Eventually, the psychonorph comes to the point of no

return. It becomes a - well, to use an unscientific term- a "lost soul:" It wanders bodil ess
through the universe; we can detect these unattached psychomorphs wi thout instrunents, unlike
those of the - howshall | put it? - the "saved," which di sappear entirely from our ken

"So you see, you nust give up this formo£f travel by death. This is why continued suicide by those
poor unfortunates who cannot face life is, if not the unforgivable sin, the irrevocable.' The
jewel -eyed man said, “The traitor, the filthy unknown who clains to be aiding you, was actually
using you for his own purposes. He did not tell you that you were expendi ng your chance for

eternal life by carrying out his - and your - designs. He, or she, whoever the traitor is, is
evil. Evil, evil! “Therefore, you nust be careful fromnow on. You may have a residue of a dozen
or so deaths left to you. O your next death may be your | ast!

Burton stood up and shouted, "“You don't want me to get to the end of The River? Wy?' 'Wy?

Loga said, "Au revoir. Forgive us for this violence.' Burton did not see any of the twelve persons
point an instrunment at him But consciousness sprang fromhimas swiftly as an arrow fromthe bow,
and he awoke .

30

The first person to greet himwas Peter Frigate. Frigate lost his customary reserve; he wept.
Burton cried a little hinmself and had difficulty for a while in answering Frigate's piled-one-on-
t he-ot her questions. First, Burton had to find out what Frigate, Loghu, and Alice had done after
he had di sappeared. Frigate replied that the three had | ooked for him then had sail ed back up The
River to Thelene. - “~Wiere have you been?' Frigate said.

"Fromgoing to and fro in the earth, and fromwal king up and down in it," Burton said. " However,
unli ke Satan, | found at |east several perfect and upright nmen, fearing God and eschewi ng evil.
Dam few, though. Mdst men and wonen are still the selfish, ignorant, superstitious, self-

bl i ndi ng, hypocritical, cowardly wetches they were on Earth. And in nmpost, the old red-eyed killer
ape struggles with its keeper, society, and would break out and bloody its hands.'

Frigate chattered away as the two wal ked toward the huge stockade a mile away, the counci
bui | di ng whi ch housed the administration of the state of Thelene. Burton half-listened. He was
shaki ng and his heart was beating hard, but not because of his honme-com ng
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He renenbered! Contrary to what Loge had prom sed, he renenbered both his wakening in the pre-
resurrection bubble, so nany years ago, and the inquisition with the twelve Ethicals.

There was only one expl anation. One of the twelve nust have prevented the bl ocking of his nmenory
and done so without the others knowing it.

One of the twelve was the Mysterious Stranger, the Renegade.

Whi ch one? At present, there was no way of determ ning. But some day he would find out. Meanwhil e,
he had a friend in court, a man who might be using Burton for his own ends. And the tine would
cone when Burton woul d use him

There were the other human beings with whomthe Stranger bad al so tanpered. Perhaps he would find
them together they would assault the Tower.

Qdysseus had his Athena. Usually Odysseus had had to get out of perilous situations through his
own wits and courage.

But every now and then, when the goddess bad been able, she had given Qdysseus a hel pi ng hand.
Qdysseus had his Athena; Burton, his Mysterious Stranger

Frigate said, “Wat do you plan on doing, D ck?

“I'mgoing to build a boat and sail up The River. Al the way! Want to cone al ong?

POSTSCRI PT

This ends Volune | of the Riverworld series. Volune Il will tell how Sarmuel C enens | ooked for
iron in the mneral -poor valley, found it, and built his great paddl e-wheel ed Ri verboat, the NOT
FOR HI RE.

The next FatBastard release will be next Saturday 17th March 2001. Unfortunately those who

prom sed to |l et ne have back ny copies of both Thomas Harris' The Silence of the Lanbs and Captain
Corellis'" Mandolin, let ne down. | ampronised that Capt Corelli will be back before N ck Cage
takes himinto a wi der audience so | ook out for him 'Silence' though nay well have gone the way
of my full set of Donal dsons' Chronicles of Thomas Covenant and Hellers' Catch 22 and others -
Shoul dn't lend themout - at least not till |'ve nade a backup! Next week should be anot her
"doubl e header' - two of Ross MDonal ds 'Lew Archer' books.

Some experimentation | ast week revealed that | now cannot post anything bigger than about 100

lines through my usual ISP and their server. | managed to get The Green MIle out through anot her
account. Whether this is as a result of the activities of '"Harlan' and his truly delightfu
solicitor is sonething I am hopefully not paranoid enough to worry too much about. | don't have

the luxury of broadband (or even free calls) and amneither rich enough nor technically adept
enough to set up foreign accounts or servers, so | have decided to attenpt to post only once a
week. If that doesnt get through | will release that weeks publications by sinply passing the book
onto a few selected ftp archives, and letting 'natural propagation' take place. If you are an
archive and you want to help (or you would rather | didn't) let me know. O herw se, coments (and
requests) wel cone at ny e-nmil address below. (I may not respond very quickly though, apologies in
advance!) ....Al gernon.

A Fat Bastard production. Scanned with Omipage Pro 10. Conpl eted and Posted 10th March 2001
Proofed (in US English!) in Wrd 97. Sone formatting may be altered slightly. If you find any
other errors, either let me know at al gernon_fatbstard@otmail.comor update the version no and
repost. Not to be reposted without the FatBastard 'Logo’ bel ow

FATBASTARD PRODUCTI ONS 2001 - Quality as well as Quantity. Good Books, Properly Scanned, Carefully
Proofed, Sinply Formatted, Available to all! For personal use only. Not to be sold or used for
personal profit.
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