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Wll, did you ever watch the way the future comes out of its jug?
The jug is of snmokey glass or rock crystal. Shapes and forns and novenents
can be seen in there, and sone of the details of it call be guessed. But it
is all distorted and deforned. It is the curvature of the snokey gl ass that
deforms the images. No future is ever seen undeforned.

But the globs of the future trying to get out will push each other
back, and there will be clotting at the nouth of the jug. Only thin juice
will roll out for a while. Then it will break | oose and big hunk will cone

out. But they are never quite as you inmagined themto be when you peered
t hrough t he smokey gl ass.

Can one cheat to catch an earlier ook at what is com ng out? One
can try. There is a thin | eadi ng edge between the devouring present and the
waiting future. What happens if one is too eager and crosses this |eading
edge? The world ends, for that person, for that while.

If this thin line is crossed, then one is out in the narrow interval
of unreality. It's a chancey though flexible place there.

Mel chi sedech Duffey and his history had come up to the absol ute
present tine, and then had gone a thunb's wi dth beyond that, Duffey and his
ni nbus had gone into the future then? No, they had gone into the shattering
state of contingency. It was a fracturing of reality. And it was a
fracturing of Melchi sedech Duffey.

There has al ways been a quantity of unreality |eaking out of the
future into the present. Then the unreality has to be negated, and the
reality revived. The reconstructing of reality is what is being tal ked about
when we tal k about reconstructing the world.

Duf fey had been into the future before, spottily, off and on, for
seven years once. And he had returned several times to those sanme seven
years. And yet it was not strictly speaking into the future. It was a
m xture of future and past and present. It was an interval or series of
intervals renmoved out of tinme and held apart. The intervals of Seven Years
did not necessarily count in regular tine, which is why they could sonetinmes
be revisited. They did not fracture reality. They stood on the far side of
reality.

Mel chi sedech had been on the fourteenth voyage of the Ship Argo, and
this fourteenth voyage was technically in the future. And his own ashes had
been brought back to himfromthat future | and. Anything brought back from
the future has unreality as a nmjor conponent. Anyone who ever |ooked at or
handl ed Duffey's ashes with seeing eyes and sensing fingers knows sonet hing
about their index of unreality. Teresa the Showboat knew about their
unreality, but she believed that she was blowing theminto real fire.

In a m sbehaven case like this, when a conplex over-runs itself, it
is shattered into a nunber of apocal ypses or possible manifesting futures. A
nunber seven is often mentioned of these futures. Really, there is no limt
to the nunber of contingencies: but seven of them |ike eager olives of
different sizes, seened to be disputing the mouth of the jug. And the seven
nost jostling ones were these:

"One". This is called, froma remaiit of it that has been found
'The Great Day Contingency'. It is characterized by a bew | dering
unstructuring or unstructuring of all things. It is further characterized by
the obliterating of boundaries, which results in the obliteration of persons
also. The irony is that Duffey was the one who had first thought of this,
and that as a joke. It would take a lot of misplaced faith on the part of a
faithless world to bring it off, but msplaced faith is the easiest sort to
cone by. If on go imagining a trap like that one, you had better inagine
yourself leaping out of its jaws pretty ninbly. Duffey hidn't done this, and
he had been caught.

(This sounds a little bit fimliar. Yes, the pretty girls who were
putting on the play, and one of them was a prophesing pythoness who hit sone



of this imagery pretty close.)

"This is the clock that stopped at twelf.

This is the snake that swallowed itself.’

That was the theme of the Great Day Contingency. Wuldn't it be an absurd
endi ng? O even an absurd future segnent? But one does not say 'Absurd to a
thing that swal | ows one up.

"Two." This is the Goat Contingence. (Wence do | have this parti al
understandi ng of the alternatives,' Duffey asked hinsel f, 'my understanding
of these alternatives offered to ne and to the world? Ch, | sinply have them
in my prophetic function. Even the little verse-witing prophetess at the
academny had pieces of this understanding.) This contingency was that of the
Pronontory Goats or the Scapegoats as passionate notivators of the world and
as receivers of the world and as receivers of the world's bankruptcy. This
conti ngency invol ved one of the Prodigious Persons or Splendid Aninmations,
Casey Szymanski, as cosnps scapegoat and bad-trader of worlds. Nobody coul d
ever make a bad trade |like Cascv. Conpassionate goats keep picking up the
tab for the deficiting world. Casey had tried to trade souls with the Devil
to spare that person punishment. Wether that trade was ever consunmates, or
whether it was still in the process of being consummated, is not know Casey
did trade souls (or perhaps it was just one of his old souls that he had
| ying around, as Absalomsaid) with Absalom Stein. Casey and his sort wll

trade off everything till there is nothing left to trade. And, when the
debts of all the world fall due and nust be coll ected, they nmust be
collected fromthemthe scapegoats. They will pay forever in a | ower and

nore pai nful hell than the one commonly known, the fearful hell that is
under the name-board "The End of Conpassion'. This is a very doubtful
contingency, but it does answer the question 'Wio is going to pay for it
all?" Like all the contingencies, it involved the entire world.

"Three". This is the eschatol ogical resolution presented in the form
of the Petrine Spy Story. In plainer words -- no, there are no pl ainer words
tolend it. This is about a very special selection and fingering of a man
for a great station. Spy stories are in, especially those on whose outcone
the fate of the world hinges. Count Finnegan is the main person in this
alternate. Finnega' s death on the Marianao Coast of Cuba near Havana was a
trick (On, certainly he died there), a cover drama to spring himloose for a
great masquerade. Hi s appearance, whether in effigy or in body, was exactly
the sane as that of Peter the Second, banana nose and all. When forces nove
to kill peter, there will be sone very intricate novenment and
counter-movenent. Dotty Yekouris (dead-undead on the Marianao Coast al so)
has an incredible role in this. God knows what!

Soneone will be dead on the Petrine throne, and yet sonmeone will
still reign over that dimnished and tottering and holy kingdom The only
thing preventing this chase-farce-tragi c-drama from novi ng out of
contingency and into certainty is that Finnegan cannot be found, dead or
alive, to play his role. O he is already playing that role, And this
version of the world is already happening. Once nore, the whole world is
involved in this alternative. But it's a pretty chancey thing to try to save
the world on such a shoestringy thing as this is.

"Four". This is the Fourteenth Voyage of the Ship Argo, and the
Reduction of Melchi sedech Duffey. It nmust happen (this is the only one of
the contingencies that is sure to happen) but it will not preclide other
alternatives from happening. This is in the preter-natural circunstances of
the Seven Lost Years (they are called the Seven Col den Years in their own
context). This is concerned with ongoing beatitudes, and the strong prom se
of Final Beatitude. It is concerned with Shipboard Ronance in a w der sense
than it is usually understood. It is the 'Quest Acconplished notif (and
what will you do for an encore now?) The fleece has been found, and the big
monent of that finding abides forever

Al of the Splendid Aninmations have sailed on The Argo, are sailing
on it now even though they believe that they are doing other things in the



flatland that is taken for the ordinary world, and they will still sail on
it on the high seas after every shore has stink

The splintering contingencies are not, in all cases, exclusive
t hi ngs.

The | ast death of Mel chisedech Duffey has to occur on this
Fourteenth Voyage of The Argo, or his ashes could not be brought back from
it.

W will return to this case again with nore nassive information

"Five". This is called the Thunder Colt Conplex, or the Decatur
Street Opera House Presentation of the Wrld. Duffey had once been
frightened to |l earn that the Decatur Street Opera House had noved into the
real mof the possible to the extent of advertising in the Bark. The
Presentation is an Ending and a Begi nning, except that it is some other
speci es and not ourselves that begi ns when we end. Were we nmenbers of this
gloriotis new species, we would applaud. Being of the old and unregenerate
species, it will stick in our throats.

To this case also we will return with nuch nore nassive information

"Six". This is the confrontati on of Ml chi sedech with the Loosed

Devil in a closed place. There are instructions given before the
confrontation. 'You stand for Mankind in this neeting,' soneone tells
Mel chi sedech as he goes to the doomplace. 'l will just be damed if | stand

for Mankind, here or anywhere," Mel chi sedech swore. He never knew whet her
t hese unbodeed voices were those of friend or eneny.

This was a duel that shook the whol e spider web in which the suns
are caught, the web that is called the cosnbs. O else it was not that at
all. It was a fancy that Mel chisedech might or m ght not accept inits
possibilities.

A covenant is offered there, but there are holes in that covenant.

But what if Mel chi sedech accepts the covenant, and then lies and tells
Manki nd that he did not do it?

"Seven". This is a wordl ess repartee between Ml chi sedech Duffey and
the invisable God in a garden in the afternoon. Everythuing is pronised, and
a solution to all problems. The only thing that could go wong is so ninor a
thing that it would have to be sought out in stubborness and confusion. And
even if found and effected, the thing that could go wong would not nean
final disaster; not to everyone, nmaybe only to the one at whose hand it
should go wong would it nean disaster. But that person was Ml chi sedech
Duf fey. At the very least it would nean a reversion to a begi nning for that
m sbehavi ng person. This seventh contingency would nullify sonme, but maybe
not all of the others.

It wasn't clear whether Melchi sedech had any power to choose between
t hese cases. Anyhow, there wasn't any hurry about maki ng the choices.
Qutside of Time, there can be anxi ousness, and anxiety, and even hysteri a,
but there cannot be hurry for that is tied to tine. Ml chisedech, hardly
noticing it, had noved out of tinme and into nonment. He had done this when he
had come onto the sign that the girls had printed to advertise their play.
And who el se of the Duffey circle was it who was living in nmonment?

Yes, Duffey still got a weekly letter fromhis brother Bascom Baghy.
He didn't, in his fractured state, receive clear conmunciations from anyone
el se. But the Bagby correspondence was | ongstanding; it was outside of tine;
it was all owed.

"My dear brother," Bagby wote. "Do not be al arned over your present
situation. You were in a sonewhat sinilar situation during your 'Seven Lost
Years'. You aren't dead. The people around you do not even notice your
acting nuch different fromyour usual. You are skitting. You are in an
adol escence. For sone reason, you skipped adol escence in all your previous
courses, going fromlong childhood to early manhood. Yes, there are often
awkwar d and spooky acconpani nents to an adol escence. There is psychic



di sl ocation, and there is the famliarity of neutral creatures ('neutra
spirit' we call themhere; that's a sort of purgatorial joke). As a
prodi gi ous and speci al person, you atrract them nassively.

"Seven nmaids willing to marry you? The nost | ever had at one tine
was five, but | was a slob. It shows that you are in a greening cycle, old
patri arch.

"You are a fetish mark, like a crack in the sidewal k or a post by

the road. This is a fetish that the fates and principalities step on or do
not step on, touch or do not touch; since they set great store in this, and
per haps they determ ne a course by whether they have touched you or not.
There is nothing | owy about being such a fetish. Even the grand ones cannot
i gnore you."

There was nmore. There was al ways nore to Bagby's letters. And Dyffey
woul d have been | ost w thout them

Mel chi sedech met the Loosed Devil in a closed place. This, then, was
at least the ante-roomof the Sixth Contingency of the Wrld that
Mel chi sedech had entered. Whuld it prevent himfromentering some of the
ot her contingencies. No it wouldn't, not unless Ml chisedech Duffey entered
into covenant with this person

"There are certain things that ny client is always in need of," the
Devil said. "He nust always have a Magus or so on hand. At the monent he is
very low on them The [ast several of them were vaporized, soul and body.
There was overreacti on sonewhere. | have heard that you are not the nervous
type, and that you are a top Magus."

"I didn't know that we were rated, Cootie," Ml chisedech said.
"Yes, | am Magus. | do nmgic. Having known several who worked for you, | can
say that | ambetter at the trade than they are. But no two of us plowthe
same field, and no one can say who is top."

"Come work for ny client, and you can wear dianonds," the Devil said
in the corniest of the very old lines.

"I already wear dianonds," Mel chi sedech said, "Finnegan di anonds.

Fi nnegan, wherever he is, is still in the dianmond distributing business with
t he Haussa boy naned Joseph. All Finnegan's friends wear dianonds? Do all of
your s?"

"Thi s Fi nnegan has reaped where he has not sown," the Devil said.
"He is in deep debt to ny client, and he will not cone out of that house
till all is paid. My client needs a Magus for certain creative work. It
isn'"t that my client cannot hinmself create, but --" "It is that you yourself

cannot create, Cootie," Melchisedech said. "You can poison the springs and
roil the land, but you cannot create."

"The creative fecundity is always at hand," this Devil said. "It
didn't originate with my client, and it didn't originate with any nagus. But
sometines, to awaken a thing to a desired shape or inclination, we mnust
bring to bear an influence or a secondary intervention."

"Nah, Clootie, nah, that's not the way |I do it," Mel chi sedech said.

"A cheap-stiot nagus may work by secondary intervention, but | do not. |
actually create."

The Devil's eyes brightened when he heard this, and he rubbed his
hands together. "That is what we want," he said. "W've always been hanpered

inthe field of primary creation. Now you will work for ne with your ful
magus powers. | said that you will work for me. | tell you: | do not ask
you. You have no idea what nortgage | hold on you. I'"'ma canny fellowin al
this, and I hold iron-studded nortgages on you, soul and body. And I'Ill not
remt anything to you for coming over to nme. | have it on your own word that
you are a primary creator, so you will create for me. | conpel you to --"

"Nah, Cootie, nah," said Ml chisedech. "You'll not conpel ne.
Mel chi sedech had scored a few shots. As to the question whether this was a
m nor devil of the Devil himself H's Majesty, the fellow was using a tactic
of speaking of his '"client' as if he hinself were a mere agent or underling



wor ki ng for another. But then he would (Duffey could see it coning, what
ham) reveal that he hinmself was the client, the high Majesty. He would do
this by a great pyrotechnic display that would be overpowering even if not
convi ncing. But Duffey, by calling the fellow ' C ootie" (one nmight call a
m nor devil that, but not Hinself Hi s Majesty) had kept hima little off
bal ance.

It wasn't settled. It's still going on. These out-of-tine
confrontations still continue while other things are going on al so.

"But the devil or Devil is way ahead on points,"” Ml chi sedech
deplored it in his own place while he was bei ng out handl ed by the devil on
the devil's hone field. "Why am | responsible? Ch, | suppose that |I'm
'charge of quarters' for the world this city, and the highest ranking
non-com about. It mght be that we could reverse the trend oil the devils,
if only --

"-- if only I could shape up another dozen of -- and, with both the
worl d and nyself in a fractured state, it might be possible -- well, since
have over-run the cutting edge and stand out of context, maybe | could ---
the old bunch does all it can -- but there should be nore for me to do than
to wait for plaudits.

"If I could |locate a fecund working area, and not be distracted by
either threats or pleasures, | mght be able to nake --"

"To what extent are a potters' dozen of us the Marvel ous Ani mations
of Mel chi sedech Duffey?

"To no extent at all. It is nore likely that Dtiffey is an animation
of ours. Hi s undistinguished clay hulk was first known to Cai sey Szymansk
and Hugo Stone (who was possibly nyself) in Chicago, and to Mary Catherine
Carruthers and to Margaret Stone in Chicago also. And before that, the clay
hul k was known to those nmagi ci ans Sebastian Hilton and Lily Koch. W al
wor ked on Duffey, to see whether we could not shape himinto sonething
worthwhile. It was a sort of a game. So also did Gulio Solli, the Mnster
Forgotten, the Father of Finnegan, work on the Duffey. So did Fi nnegan
hi nsel f, and Henri and Vincent, when they joined our acquai ntance during the
war. So did Mary Virginia Schaeffer and Dotty Yekouris and Showboat
Piccojie, though sone of them had not yet seen Ml chi sedech Duffey. We made
hi mwhat he is today, a noth-eaten nmagus who believes that he nmade us, and
whom we | ove, for all his unlovely qualities.

"Such is ny belief today, that he proceeds fromus and not we from
him But there are other days when | believe irrationally that this
Mel chi sedech was our maker, that he evoked our clay and awoke us to live, or
to newlife."

[ Absal om Stein. Notes in a Modtley Notebook.]

"Where are you goi ng, dear?" Mary Virginia Schaeffer asked Duffey in
a worried voice one day. "You are so nutty lately that | wonder if you
shoul d be wandering around without a keeper."

"I"mjust going for one of my afternoon wal ks," Mel chi sedech sai d.

"Bit for you, they are doonsday w | ks, Duffey," she said. "From one
of themyou won't conme back."

"I'n that case, have a double care of things, Mary Virginia. Brood
the world like the wonderful hen you are."

"That man really is a magus,” Mary Virginia said wonderingly when he
had left, as if she had just realized it for the first tine.

"The Duff, he is a magus strange.

H ! Ho!

The Duff he is a magus strange,

A holy magus with the mange!

H'! Ho! The gollie wol!" That was Margaret Stone who sang that. They
shoul d not teach the Gadarene Swi ne Song to irresponsible persons.



It was not on thit afternoon wal k though that Duffey wal ked over the
edge. It was in a walk the next morning that Duffey stepped into a pothole
and nearly fell, and then found hinself in a sonewhat changed worl d.

Book Seven

"You, Mel chisedech the branbl ed,
Deeply weat hered, w dely ranbl ed,
Find the Wrld Conpletely scranbled.”
[ Margaret Stone- Tablets of Stone.)

1

"I'n our own Phil osophi cal | anguage we rmay put the question thus: How
did the real becone phenonenal, and how can the phenonenal becone rea
again... O, to put it in nore famliar |anguage, how was this world
created, and how can it be uncreated agai n?!

[P.D. Quspensky. Tertium O ganus. ]

So Cdio scribes in manner blurred,
To sound of cracki sh gong:

She wites it down in every word,
And every word is wong."

[ Finnegan. Road Songs. ]

What was different about the City all of the sudden?

The city had been, for sone tine now, different fromany other place
inthe world. It was different for its hanging onto a certain stubborn and
mal odoruous remant. And the nost stubborn and nost mal odorous part of that
remant was Zabot ski

Zabot ski had once been a chenmist, a snmelly man in a snmelly trade. He
had retired frombeing a regular chem st now, and he had retired froma
dozen trades, but he renmained a snmelly man. And there was something peculiar
about this. He wasn't snelly to the nose. He was snelly to the eye.

Zabot ski was probably rich. He owned a | ot of property around town.
He wasn't an unreasonable landlord. He carried nore people that did those
who bad-nout hed him But he had an abrasive tongue, and he coul d out shout
even Mel chi sedch Duffey in a shouting match. And he was in no way el egant.
Li kely the only one who | oved him beyond the Christian requirement, was the
Wdow Wal do. O was she Wfe Wal do by now?

On this particular norning he was nunbling to hinself, but when
Zabot ski munbl ed he could be heard for half a bl ock

"There's a peculiar little episode hangi ng over our town. It's like
a m sshapen cloud, and it's been raining inproper stuff on us for the |ast

several hours of the night. It's hovering |like a big buzzard, like a
fancy-Dan buzzard with three peacock tail feathers tied onit. | think this
dirty-bird episode will be a puzzler, and | may add to the puzzle. |'m going

to claimthat have a main hand in it, just out of orneriness."”

Zabot ski sometinmes waited around and offered his armand his
protection to Margaret Stone when she had finished her nightly giving of
testinmony in the Quarter. He liked to wal k her back to the Pelican Press
Building with a flourish.

Protection for Margaret Stone! Aw, conme down fromthat perch! It was
rather the town and the world that needed protection from Margaret.

"He's about the last of them" the people would sonetinmes say about
Zabot ski, and they'd shake their heads. The last of what? Ah, to answer t hat
we nust go on a spree of destruction that changed the face of the town and
the country and disturbed sone of the underpinning of the world itself.



So, this norning, Margaret Stone came in fromher night in the
Quarter wearing a gaudy button that read: 'Roya] Pop History. Cone and Make
H story Wth Us. Are You Spl endid Enough?

"Wherever did you get that, you splendid person, you?" Mary Virginia
Schaef fer asked her.

"I made it," Margaret said. "A man was wearing the big button part
of it for his convention name button. | took his name out and put the
nmessage in. A bunch called ' The Society for Creative History', or else the
'"Royal Pop Historians' is going to hold a neeting in town. It starts today.
They say that their job is to get rid of a lot of unhistorical remants in
this town, just as they have gotten rid of themin the rest of the world.
better go to their thing. They may try to get rid of something that | want
to keep. | suspect that they'll need ne."

"I used to create quite a bit of history nyself,
bragged, "but | don't do nealy as nuch of it nowadays."

"I don't think that's quite what the 'Society for Creative H story

Mary Virginia

nmeans, " Margaret rattled in her dubious voice, "but maybe it is. They have
topics listed like '"Get rid of that Stuff', 'H story made while you wait',
"It doesn't matter -- they're only human', 'Louts, Liars, and the Uses of
H storical Evidence', 'The Holy Barnacle and the Pearl Beyond Price',
"Wax-Work History and the Ironic Flane', 'The Evidential World',

' Mount ai n-Bui l ding for Fun and Profit', 'History, Hypnotis and G oup

Amesi a', 'Whoever Were Those Peopl e Who Lived Next Door to You Yesterday?',
"W said to Get Rid of that Stuff!', others that | forget. They're
interesting topics. Ch, by the way, the Black Sea has di sappeared and

mllions of people have been destroyed. It's all utterly obliterated, now
and forever. The Royal Pop People say that it puts an end to the old
geogr aphy. "

"How coul d a sea be obliterated?" Mary Virginia asked. "Were did
you read the announcenment of such an historical meeting, Margaret? They
sound |i ke things that you made up."

"Read t henf? Whenever did | ever read anything. |I'mnot even sure
that I know how to read. | don't remenber ever doing it. No, this is just
something that I know O it's sonething that | heard."

"Please don't go through all that recital again, Margaret, but can't
you just tell me in two words what you're tal king about,” Mary Virginia
requested. "Absal om says that everything in the world can be described in
two words."

"I know his two words. But what |'mtalking about is Pop History.
People of the Od Kind won't understand it very well, so the Royal Pop
H storians say. The neeting starts today. | don't know where it is, but
somebody said that Duffey m ght know. "

"I didn't know that you were interested in history, Margaret. It
sure was noisy in town last night. What was happening."

"Sure I'minterested in history, Mary V. Papa used to have a book
"Hi story of Cook County in the Early Days'. |I'm from Chicago, you know "

"I know, Margaret. Did you read the book about the history of Cook

Count y?"

"No. | never read it, but we had it. Papa bought things Iike that
because he was trying to get used to being an Anmerican. Anyhow, |I'mrea
noetic so I'lIl be a natural at something like history. Wat was so noi sy

[ ast night was that funny wi nd bl owi ng down the facades of the buildings and
breaking up the old people and the old animals. It left a lot of trash in
the streets. Not only that, but there's so many parks and courtyards and
pl aces this nmorning that weren't there yesterday that it causes one to
wonder. They sure are gracious places."

"What ol d people and old aninmals are you tal king about, Margaret?
What funny wi nd? What fronts of buildings being blown down? How did they
break up?"

"Well, 1'lIl tell you, Mary V., | think that some of that stuff was



fromold Mardi Gras floats, or they were planning to be floats next season
The new people tnd the new wi nds were breaking up everything that wasn't
spl endi d enough. There's one dragon that's big enough to load three floats
pretty heavy. It's still alive alittle bit."

"Are you tal king about |ive people and live animals, Margaret? And
what are these new parks and courtyards and places that you're jabbering
about ?"

"Ch, the broken people and aninmals are nostly papier nache or rubber
or styrofoamor plastic. After they break up and die that's all that's left
of them But sone of themwere pretty lively before the end. There was one
fire-drake (or he was half man and half fire-drake) who bit a lady in the
leg and got blood all over the street. Some people took her to Doctor Doyle
withit. "That's a terrible bite," he said. 'l think it give you infections
draconitis. You have to show ne what bit you.' He went out with the people
to look at it. Wien he found out that it was just a fire-drake nade out of
rubber, and that it was fabul ous besides, he didn't know what to think. But
a laboritory has checked what the lady has, and it's infectious draconitis
all right. They think she'll die."

"Margaret, what sort of convention was going on in town |ast night?"

"Ch, just three or four very ordinary ones. No, this is the straight
dope, Mary V. | wasn't cordial on the stuff last night. And the courtyards
and parks and nooks aren't new, except for not being there before. They're
quite old and weathered, and they're full of alnpbst the biggest trees in
town. They're very ingrown and curious. New things aren't usually that
i ngrown and pl easant. And the thing that chokes ne is that nobody renenbers
what was in those place yesterday. 'l live there,' one man said (you know
him he's that Russian Sarkis Popotov), 'and now there's a place next door
to ne named Artaguette Park. It |looks unfamliar to ne, but sone of those
horsey tourists who are in town say that it'll look famliar by tonorrow.
I"ve lived there for forty years, and | know that there were sone kind of
buil dings next to ne, but | sure can't renmenber what they were.' That's what
old Sarkis said. And there are other places like that. The town's full of
themthis norning."

"What were the people in the Quarter drinking |last night, Mrgaret?"

"Green Ladies nostly," Margaret Stone said. "You know, |ike
Pepper mi nt Schnapps, except with absinthe instead of the schnapps. That's
what everybody has been drinking all week. Wiy don't you go with the to the
Pop Hi stoy neetings today, Mry Virginia?"

'Margaret was snmall and intense, with a |l arge voice that was saved
fromstridence only by a certain nusic in it. But it broke at |east once a
week, and it wasn't nearly as large. She was Italian and Jew, with possibly
alittle bit of the Greek and the Pre-Adanite in her. She would have been
beautiful in repose, but no one had ever seen her so.' So, at least, an old
descri ber has described her. But he didn't mention the terrible tragedy and
passion that was sonetimes in her face. It was because people so sel dom
listened to what her nusical voice said that there were such stark things in
her face. The passion and tragedy in her face had increased lately. So had a
certain threat that refused to give its nane.

And Mary Virginia, her associate at the Pelican, had everything. Her
ki ndness was extrene, but lately it had acquired a vacant quality, as though
she coul d no | onger renenber just whomor what to be kind to. Her beauty
al one woul d knock you off your stool forever. That had happened to a nunber
of fellows. It wasn't true that her beauty had begun to fail in the |ast
several decades. It had becone deeper and fuller

"As you know, | seldom get out of this place, Margaret," Mary V.
said. "And the Pop Historians don't sound all as attractive as that. There
are very many things going on this week, if |I should go out. Horny Henderson
is on the Trunpet at the Inperial John. They have a new singer at Red



Neck's. Justin says that the Jazz Museum has so nmuch new stuff over there
that it'd take a week to see and hear it all. The Presentation at the
Decatur Street Opera House this week will transcend everything. W have to
go there tonight. There's a big bunch of new painters in the galleries and
around Pirates' Alley, and Duffey says that one of the new ones could al npst
be the ghost of Finnegan, the way he uses his oranges. There's a coupl e of
Dom ni cans giving a mission at Ste. Katherines. It's full of hell-fire, just
i ke when we were kids. They say that our world will end, right here this
week. The 'Nostaigia Club'" should get hold of them 'As Anerican as
hell-fire and apple-pie, is Mencken used to wite. And you want ne to go to
a Pop History Banger? And you don't even know where they're having it?"

The scene changes to just around the corner, over on Chartres Street
or whatever street it was that Duffey now had his establishment on. Yes,
there had been a new breeze blowing during the night. Well, it was a
retrospective breeze. You renmenbered it now, hearing it, but you didn't
notice it at the time when it had been happening. But now it was blow ng for
real, blow ng down the facades, and some of the whole buildings, with a
rattling and crashing. Duffey had been out very early, and had turned his
ankle in a pot hole. Then wild things began to happen, and they began to
have happened for quite a few hours befosre. You wouldn t think that
stepping into a pot hole would make that nuch difference.

The scenery, the facades, the false fronts (but they hadn't been
false till right at the time of their destruction) were toppling and
breaking up in the streets outside, and there was the sound of tearing
canvas and scorching rubber and stuttering styrofoam It wasn't a joke. It
was all straight inpression. There really was something noisy and airish
going on outside in the streets. It was |ike a strong experience of
ant hr oponor phic colts, a great clatter of them

"A Strong Experience of Anthropomorphic Cots!" Duffey how ed at his
own hal f-conscious word train that had been going through his head. "I've
roused up with a nmouthful of pretty crocky phrases before, but these
ant hr oponor phic colts outrace themall."

Duf fey never |ocked his doors, but sonetinmes (late at night) he did
close them He had inventories worth many thousands of dollars. These solid
nmoney itenms forned the heart of Mel chiscdech Duffcy's Walk-1n Art Bijou. And
the bijou, the pawn shop, the various other enterprises, his living
quarters, his very body were all nenbers of this one establishment. He would
not | ock up any of them

Yes, the door was still w de open, as he had left it when he hobbl ed
inwith his slightly twi sted ankle. And he had heard a slight noise at that
door, that came to himover the thunping and clattering noises in the
streets. The door opened inward, as did Duffey hinself. And there was a
notice nailed to it that hadn't been there when he had re-entered an hour
before. It was on sonme sort of old, yellowed poster cardboard, and it was
nailed to the door with a long and ancient nail.

Duffey read the notice or nmessage. It was in the new style of
witing, so it was a non verbati m nmessage. The words 'Pop History' |ept out
at him Then other and nore fearsone words cane and are up those first
words, and established thensel ves with an easy arrogance. Slogans like 'W
said to get rid of that stuff', and 'It doesn't matter -- they're only
human' took their places on the scroll, and then other phrases cane forward
and these withdrew to | ess enphatic | evels. The whole thing was a
procl amation, but it was a very tricky one.

Then Duffey again read what he could of it, with unbelief and near
alarm There was a difficulty about the words. Duffey still had sone trouble
with the new style of witing, even though words were one of his trades. But
there didn't seemto be rmuch doubt about the first meaning. Duffey was
soci abl e: he was hospitable: but the nessage nentioned nunbers that were
overwhel mng. It stated that he was favored and selected to | odge two



hundred or nore royal persons at his establishnment. It stated that these
were serious persons of a scientific sort, persons of blazing beauty and
towcring nentility and perftimed perversion and breath-catching art: al
this in the intensity and scope of the thunder dinension. That sounded I|ike
pretty vaunting stuff. It stated that such splendid persons were used to the
best in acconodations. And it said that Duffey was selected for this honor
because of his great age and erudition. It gave the nanme of the convening
soci ety. But something was m ssing fromthe nane and nessage, sonething that
can only be called verbati mmess. There were very tricky things about the
words of the nmessage refusing to stand fast and be accounted for

This Duffey has been called 'a patriarch wi thout seed, a prophet
wi t hout |ionor, and a high-sounding brawer'. He was a man of uncertain age
(this fact about himhad assuned inportance lately): and he was a willfu
man who was hel d on peculiar checkrein by forces unknown. But he was a
spaci ous man and he coul d be forgi ven many inconsi stencies.

Duf fey rocked on his feet and lowered at the witing and t hought
about it in an effort to make up his mnd. It was a ritual sort of thing
that was nailed to his door, and it deserved a ritual answer. Duffey got a
pen and bowl, and he wote an answer in his hieratic hand at the bottom of

the scroll. It was not old poster cardboard that the scroll was made out of.
It was now seen to be old parchment. Duffey wote:

"Royal Pop People, | am honored. And you are wel cone. But ny
facilities are quite limted, as is ny credit. I will be host to as nany of
you as | can be. No man can do nore. Sonehow you will all be taken care of.

Si gned, Mel chi sedech Duffey."
He paused for a while, and he stirred the ink in the bow. Then he
wote a bit nmore: "if this is a hoax, then it's a howing hoax."

Qut of affectation, Duffey wote all official things with this squid
ink that he kept in a bowl. This was the finest ink ever. It will not
coagul ate. Wite anything at all in squid ink. Then wite sonething el se
beside it in ordinary ink. Cone back in three thousand years, or even in ten
years, and notice the difference. The squid ink will have remained true and
unf aded; the other will have pal ed. But squid ink had gone out of fashion
The prime message on the parchnent, however, was also witten in squid ink
and there weren't nmany people who used it these last few centuries.
Duf f ey exam ned the parchnent, and | ater he woul d examine it again and

again. "We will come back to you, skin of a horny goat," he said. "Ch, how
we will come back to you!™ He turned his attention then to the nail that
held it. It was large, ind it appeared very sharp. It was not, as Duffey had
at first thought, either brass or bronze. It was a copper-iron nail, and it

was of ol d Macedoni an wor kmanshi p. A d, but not very.

For there were in that city many nmenbers of the "Society of Creative
Anachroni sms", a social and historical and dramatic society. These people
were all friendly to Duffey, and Duffey suspected them of a hoax. They put
great effort in sone of their hoaxes.

Duf fey, a wi dowman of | oose and infornal establishment, now nmade
hi nsel f ready for the day and its apparent adventure. He caught again the
whi ff of the new breeze bl owi ng, and part of that whiff was made up of
putridity, that emanati on of changes working. He dressed, daubed whiting on
his beard and hair (they had both been turning disquietingly black Iately),
and went out into the streets to find conradeshi p and adventure and
breakfast. Yes, there was indeed a new breeze blowing. It wasn't a great
air-nover of a breeze; but it brought a runbling freshness, a bracing and
rem ni scent aroma, a rakish sense of rot, and an altogether vivid accord
with things as they are and as they were beconi ng

And it brought a sudden and happy discord with things as they had
not been before. Certainly there had al ways been several buildings right
next to Duffey's place, on the | eft when one comes out. And just as
certainly those structures of whatever kind were not standing there now.



Just what was there was a little harder to say. One couldn't get a
clear view of the area, or one wouldn't have believed his eyes if he had
gotten a clearer view The powers shouldn't spring these things on a nan so
early in the norning. Something was in the act of being born in that area.
There were bal es of greenery. There were bal es of shadow. There were ot her
bright things already there, or arriving. But this pleasant confusion hadn't
quite put itself together yet.

The streets were trashy, though trash trucks were everywhere worki ng
on the clean-up. Here and there, the sidwal ks were slippery with blood, but
it was blood of no great validity. There was a |lot of synthetic fiber |ying
around, and very little of authentic flesh.

And there were a few newy honel ess cur dogs, and vacant oddity
peopl e, and evil spirits skul king about the sites. They had been di sl ocat ed
fromtheir places and fromtheir forns. And their new and unpl easant
confusion was another thing that hadn't been abke to put itself together
yet.

"It is you who gave destroyed ny house and my body," one of the
uncreations hissed at Duffey. Duffey could not determ ne whether it was a
cur dog or a snake or a spirit or a person. "It is you who have done it wth
that rectitude of yours," the thing said. Duffey did have his rectitude, but
t hese uncreations did not seemto have nuch of anything.

"I cannot any way renenber who |ived next door to ne here," Duffey
munbl ed into his beard, not to the uncreations but to hinself, "or who it
was who transacted business in this place so near to ny own. This is a
puzzle. And yet |1've lived and worked here for several decades, and various

persons have |lived here beside me... | now suspect tgat they were
not hi ng-people all this tinme, and that they have descended to their
perdition or oblivion." Duf fey wal ked a bl ock and noticed a handfu

of other disappearances and changes, as well as several pleasant new
arrivals. Sone of the broken-up puppets or dunmies in the streets rem nded
hi m of persons whom he had known. Sonme of them opened effigy nonths and
croaked at himin voices that he had known. The discarded little

abom nations were alnost in bad taste.

But not everything nice changed. Duffey entered one of the old old
and graci ous places that had renai ned (considerably chaanged, though, it
seened, fromthe day before), and he sat down with a happy sigh. And a
friend of his was sitting with himinstantly. In that place, that always
happens.

"I hear that you are playing host to sone sort of historical group
Duffey," Absalom Stein was saying as they sat together and planned a
breakfast at Graredeau's Irish Restaurant. Absalomwas an Israelite in whom
there was much guile, but he averaged out to a good nan, and sonetimes he
wote for the Investigator (that was Duffey's newest journal) as well as for
the Bark. "How long is this convention going to |last, Duffey?"

"I don't know at all," Duffey said. "All | renenber are the words
"Pop History'. Then other words cane out and gobbled them up and began to
make demands for two hundred or nore people. You seemto know sonething
about it, so | suspect that you're in on the hoax."

"No I"'mnot, Duff, but I may get in on it. Wiy shouldn't | know
about it? We have all becone intuitive since (Ch, | guess it's just this
norni ng), since we began to realize that we bel onged to the new pl asant
people. But there's a lot of |oose stuff floating around town this norning,
and | suspect that your 'Royal Pop Hi story' bunch nmay be the handle to take
hold of it by. I"'mafraid that they're going to nmake us give up a |lot of our
old itens as not being splendid enough to keep."

"No, this man is not in on it," the young |ady said to Duffey,

"though I nowinvite hin to join us. Oh, we never know how | ong these things
will last. We will be in session until we get certain points settled and
certain remants rooted out. Your friend here, the Stein, is worried because
a few peopl e have gone away and he can't renmenber who they were. | say that



if one can't remenber them then it's a good thing that they're gone. If
they were superb and spl endi d enough, then they woul d be renmenbered. Let
t hem pass out of all menory and be no nore."

Thi s young | ady, she had ' Royal Pop People" witten all over her
She was excessively one of them She was 'The Countess', a teenage archetype
anmong the Spl endid Peopl e.

"But | have a peculiar affection and passion for unmenorable
persons, " Absalom Stein said carefully. "I feel that |I'mresponsible for
some few of themthat nobody el se would bestow a thought on. | suspect that
it's just that they are swallowed by oblivion if nobody renenbers them at
all, and then it would beconme the case that they had never existed at all.
can feel a dozen or so of them now, hanging on by the very nails of their
fingers on the rimof oblivion, bawing agai nst extinction, but al nost
certainly doomed to that pit or cauldron and be extinguished. So it will be
with themif someone will not give thema thought. |I come closest to
renenbering themof all the people left in the world; | know that. But I
cannot cone cl ose enough. | could bring them back from not hi ngness if I
could formtheir faces in ny mnd. | can't. But I'll still try it."

"You are playing with very sticky fire, Ch Absalom" the young
countess said. "It may be that you will go with themto the nothingness
where they have gone if you show such an unhealthy interest in them™

"What is it that you call your society, |ady?" Duffey asked. Duffey
couldn't remenber just when this young | ady had sat down at the table with
them He couldn't renmenber whether he knew who she really was. He seened
very slow at catching onto things this norning.

"Sometines we call Qurselves the Thunder Harps," the countess |ady
said, "and sonetines we cill ourselves other things. Howis it that you have
to ask me the nature of our group? You are a man of very great age and
honor, and you are an affiliate of ours."

"What? Am | i Thunder Harp?" Duffey cried with breakfast heartiness.
He was di sl ocated and confused by this new air of change or mutation, but he
woul d never adnmit his confusion to the world.

"Ch, of course," the young |lady said. "You' ve been one of us al npst
forever. You' re one of the perennial bushes. | suspect that you're thousands
of years old. You have those little green noss narks at the corners of your
eyes, and there are many other signs. Wiy does it scare you, Duffey, when
peopl e spot you is one of the very old ones? Don't you want to be old and
honored? And why ever should it startle you when you feel the green seasons
returning to you and you know that you'll be appearing younger and younger
for a few decades? You' ve surely been through these happeni ngs often enough
How ol d are you anyhow?"

A wai tress was pouring coffee powder into the urn. The name of the
coffee was ' New Spl endor'. Duffey had honestly never heard of the brand
before, and he wasn't sure that he liked it, if that was what he had been
drinking. Oh, it had a lot of newtastes in it, and many of themwere
pl easant. And what about the eggs he was eating? Wiat about the sausage? Did
that come froma pl easant hog? But this was one of the new '"with-it' places,
t hough barely. There was still sone of the old showi ng through, in spite of
signs that read 'Be Splendid , 'Are You Splendid Enough?', 'Be Splendid, or
Perish', '"Be Splendid, and If You Can, Be Noetic'.

"How old am | ?" Duffey nunbl ed. This young | ady had asked the
unsettling question that Duffey had never been able to answer. Well, how old
did that lady think that she was? She | ooked to be about seventeen years
old. She wore the scent named 'Tineless', but who sould be sure of her? She
was just one of the 'New Royal Pop People' who had taken over the
directorship of everything. And how did she happen to be eating breakfast
wi th then?

"Duf fey, you' ve been using waiting on your beard and hair again,"
Stein accused. "Wiy do you do it? Why not let themturn black again if
you're on that cycle? If you' re supposed to be young for a few decades, then



be young. Really, you'd | ook better young, and I can't think of anyone el se
of whomthat's the case. You were always very boyish. But just what is this
'green seasons' affair that the lady is tal king about? And, yes, just how
old are you anyhow, Duffey?"

Stein had al ways been splendid. And he had al ways been noetic. He
had sure in his youth it |east, been a 'Royal Pop Person', in that he had
even been a little bit before his tine. But would even he be at his total
ease in this new anbient?

"I don't know what the young lady is tal king about?" Duffey said.

"But 1'd wondered for a long tine why all of you in our bunch noticed that
|'ve been grow ng younger."

"What is to notice?" Stein asked. "Wien | was a boy in Chicago, You
were an old man. Quite old, Duffey. Wien | net you this last tinmee, thirty
or nore years ago, you still seemed several decades ol der than the rest of
us, but not nearly so old as you had been earlier. Now you seem severa
decades younger than the rest of us. That's all there is to it. It's sort of
a silly way you have of getting attention, Duffey, turning younger. And to
notice it would only be to humor you."

"It isn't as though this hadn't happened to you before,

Mel chi sedch”, the young pop |l ady said. This | ady had an i npudent and archaic
grin. She was bright and fundanmental, as though several of the duller outer

| ayers had been lifted off of her. Duffey had terra cotta figurines in his
bijou that were of the same period as this young |ady and that very mnuch
resenbl ed her and her grin. Some of them were ancestral to the Etruscan, and
some of them were splendid fakes. The terra cotta process and its finish are
easily faked. The archaic grin is nore difficult. But who was to say that
this nmysterious young | ady was not a fake? She seenmed disquietingly genuine
t hough, on the new terns. Duffey had felt a real chill at the mention of the
anomaly of his own unaging. It had never been nmentioned out |oud before. And
t he new breeze bl owi ng today was not really new It was an old, old breeze
with its green seasons returning. But was there not (Duffey was trying to
renenmber how it had been on this point, and he was not remenbering well),
was there not sonething illicit and tainted about that old cyclic thing?

"What had barnacl e-renpbving to do with history?" Absalom Stein
suddenly asked the young pop |ady. He nust have seen the prospectus of the
subj ects of discussion at the historical neeting: 'The Holy Barnacle, and
the Pearl Beyond Price," and he nmust have sensed the irony of callihg the
barnacl e holy. Duffey recalled that the non-verbati mnotice that had been
nailed to his door had nentioned barnacl es or barnacl e-renovi ng sonewhere.

The young pop countess did not answer. She had the air or supposing
that it would be a little bit infra for her to answer so obvious a question
as Stein had posed.

"Duffey, you' d better get back to your place," Mary Virginia
Schaeffer said as she came into Grardeau's Irish Restaurant. "Ch, you do
have it splendid here, Grardeau! How could you have changed it so nuch
since yesterday? Maybe your place won't have to be destroyed at all. Duffey,
t hose peopl e are crowdi ng around your place, and they look like the lively
that doesn't like being crowded or kept waiting either. If any of us can
hel p you out, just let us know Wat was going on in town during the night
anyhow? Margaret Stone is being very noetic about sonething, and the town
does have a different look to it this norning. | mean it's so spl endid!
Besides the trash, that is. | just don't know what to nake of sonme of that
trash. It wings ny heart the way sone of it |looks like old friends with
forgotten nanes, and they try to speak to nme. It's as though blinders had
been put on ny eyes and on nmy mind as regards sone of those snashed things.
Peopl e say that everything that isn't really splendid has got to go. Wy
does it have to go? Wy?"

"Do not be asking such unsplendid questions, the young pop countess
said. "That is dangerous for you. It may be that you will be found



unsplendid and will be trashed al so."

Mary Virginia bought a sack of Grardeau' s special greasel ess
doughnuts (They aren't doughnuts: they are 'Pop Tortuses' now," G rardeau
told her), and sone tabouli wheat. Then she went out again. She had a
scattering of gray hairs in that witching halo that franmed her face. Duffey
hadn't known that about her before, and he'd known her for nmore than thirty
years. Perhaps she was acquiring the gray that he was losing. And it was
natural that she should turn froma beautiful young lady to a beautiful
m ddl e-aged lady with the attrition of the years. Those things happen to
everybody.

To everybody except Duffey. Duffey would need a change of blood if
he kept getting those chilling thoughts. He knew now that he was very ol d,
and that this business of himgetting younger for a few decades was a very
ol d busi ness i ndeed.

"Yes, |'d better get back to ny place,"” he said. "I hadn't expected
guests to arrive so early in the norning. | wonder why they chose ne."

"There is no need for you to hurry, Duffey," the pop countess said.
"We are all perfectly able to make oursel ves at hone anywhere. |'m sure that
nmy associ ates have al ready taken possession of your things and put themto
use. W aren't it all backward about affairs like that. And we chose you
because we |ike you, because you were a 'pop person' anciently, because you
are already one of us, and because you are the ol dest and nost honored
person in this town."

"Ah, just how many of you pop people are there in town?" Duffey

asked. "I forget."

"And what did you say was the nanme of your society and
principality?" Stein asked. "I also forget."

"Legion," the Pop Countess said. "That is the answer to both of your

guestions.”

"I am goi ng down to check sone courthouse records and tax rolls,"
Stein said is they were out in the street again. "These di sappearing and
unr erenber ed buil di ngs and properties nmust have left records behind them

And | will check old city directories also. These di sappeared peopl e mnust
have left records also. | will worry until | find the answers."

"Ch ancient Stein (hey, that's the sane is saying 'Ch, old pot!'),
you'll not find themthat way," the Countess chided him "Those were nothing

bui | di ngs and no-count properties, and they were inhibited by
not hi ng- peopl e. Get that into your whopper-sized head, or you may be

recl assified as a not hi ng- person yourself. And, no, they will not have |eft
any traces or records. You are wasting your time, and that is an illicit
[ uxury now. "

"I nmust find out," Stein said. "Wat, am| an ancient one too?"

"Yes, ancient, archeo, time-soaked, and you were one of the crenen
on the ship which now rmust becone splendid or be scuttled,” the young
countess said out of her archaic grin. "Ad, old, but not so old as the
Mel chi sedech here."

Stein went off to check courthouse records and tax rolls and old
directories. He returned and went again several tines. He was nervous to get
to the bottom of the business.

"Be al ogn and get your own piece of this nei ghborhood straightened
out," Zabotski called to Duffey a little later as Duffey was hurryi ng hone.
"Your place is clear out of order, Duff. Straighten it out, or I'll have the
pack of you assailed for Unlawful Assembly or with Unseemly Crowding in
Countervention of the Fire Laws. Man, what is it over at your place anyhow,
a nmob scene from Hades? First, they overflowed your place, and now they're
i mpinging on mne. | have the feeling that these are the latter days of the
worl d, for ne maybe, not necessarily for everybody. Say, they keep askign
for a shanty ship that they think | have here. 'Where have you hidden it?
one of themasks. 'It's too big for himto have hidden,' another says.



' Maybe he hasn't built it yet.' Do you know what they're talking about,
Duf f ey ?"

"Yes, | think | do. | renenber it alittle bit."

"Wfe Wal do thinks that she renenbers it a little bit too, but I
sure don't. Watever it is, they' |l destroy it if they find it. Say, Duffey,
didn't | used to own sone buildings that were just next door to you on the
right as | go in? It seens like I did, but I forget."

"So do | forget it, Zabotski," Duffey said sadly. "But the things
that are di sappeared and forgotten were probably owned by sone such an
easily forgotten person as yourself."

"WIl yo forget me, Duffey, if | perish this night?" crude Zabot sk

asked.

"Aye, I'Il forget you," Duffey said. "It would be easy to say that
["I'l remenber youy, but I'Il not recall the least lunp of you."

"Duffey, thou cladhaire, I'Il split the head!" Zabotsky sputtered in

stylized fury.

"Have a care, Eabhraioch," Duffey bantered him "Your tongut will
turn black and fall out if you misuse the holy | anguage so. Quiet, Zabot ski
quiet!”

"That tongue is not holy," a pop person said sharply. "It is not
spl endi d. "

And Duffey hurried along hone. It was just around the corner from
where they talked. But the irritation drained away fromhimas he neared his
hone and got a look at that throng that had taken it over. A nob? Yes.
Unseemy crowdi ng? Perhaps. Unl awful assenbly? Ch no, you can't cite folks
of such high quality for unlawful assenbly. The npbb, oh the essential thing
about this nob was that it was a mob with class. Even the nobish sound of it
was a vivid orchestration. It was a finely done instrunentaiton of happy
t huneder and nountai n echoes, with a strong underlay of 'roaring river'
tinmbre. Evey nob has its own tone. Well, this nob had a pl easant though
chall enging tone to it, and it rang |like thousands of |arge gold coins.

And | ook at the confabul ati ng peopl e who nade up that noi sy bunch
Duf fey was rem nded of a phrase used by the Lord hinself for an earlier nob,
"In the brightness of the saints.” He was rem nded of the phrase 'The
Spl endi d Peopl e' that these pops used for thensel ves. And Duffey was
delighted with them even though it was his own place that they were near to
bursting the walls out of it.

There is nuch to be said for el egant shooting and brimm ng banter
when it is used by such really classy folks with their silver tongues and
their bronze lungs. There were sonething |ike the sort of people that
Mel chi sedech had attenpted in his own ' Splendid Animations', though he did
not go quite so far in one or two treacherous directions. These were people
with a stunning style and with a rippling and dazzling col or and costune.
But how could there be so many of them here? The very presence of such fol ks
had effected a growh and change in Duffey's buildings. This was a new sort
of calculation that was called ' The Geonetry of Shining Space.'

Duf fey's house was now very much | arger than he hinsel f renmenbered
it. He went through the back roons of it, and through those roons that were
still farther behind them There were constructions in Duffey's own intrepid
and inexact carpentry everywhere. As a carpenter, Duffey, was one of the
great originals. He hinmself had built all the roonms of these buil dings
except for the front two tiers which had al ready been there when he cane.
But had he built as many roonms as these? He was |like a man encountering
strange things in his own handwiting. "lIt's my own witing, but when did
write such things," he mght say. "It's ny own carpentry, but whenever did
carpenter such roons as these," he did say. Many of the back roonms had to
i ntrude onto a piece of property that bel onged to Zabotski. There was no
cal cul ati on whatever that would allow themto be on Duffey's own | and.

"Ah, | can't think of any overbearing neighbor that |1'd rather
i ntrude on," Duffey thought with |laughter. But the building couldn't have



ext ended so deeply before today, or Zabotski woul d have made the how ing
trespasss known to the whol e t own.

Duf fey explored through the bright crowds in his own art bijou,

t hrough those in hiw own book store, through those in his pawn shop, through
those in his auditorium through his soup kitchen, and through those in his
flop house. Never had the places been so full except for the few tinmes when
he had staged those

" Origi nal - Mast er pi ece- For - Ei ghty- Fi ve- Cent s- Frane- And-Al | ' Saturday sales..
But these crowds today were made out of extraordi nary people, exuberant as
colts, touchy as velours, bright as primary-col or-baked terra cotta,

superior in their soundelry and their saintliness, big-bellied with fresh
life and invention, incredibly urbane and sophisticated, adol escent and arty
and archaic all at the sane tine.

Oh, Duffey knew sone of them of course. There was the ' Chil d-Hero'
there was the ' Hoyden', there was the 'Countess' (how had she got there
bef ore hi m when he had started soonest?), there was the 'Sanctinoni ous Sami .
But are these not types? No, they are people. They are the everlasting and
omi present people. And, though it seenmed as if there were nore, there was
only one of each sort of them Wo would ever turn these great originals
into types?

But beyond these pop oeple who seened to have come to town from
everywhere, there were the more local and | ess typical folks. There was
Danny Degas who was history professor at Lsuno College there in town, Hugh
de Turenne who was deep in the humanities at Xavier, Sister Mary Susanna of
Ursul i ne Acadeny, Robert Darnley who was historical in residence at Dillard.
And there was the dozen of those tone-toting eccentrics fromthe deep
Quarter who had each been working for thirty years on a thirty vol unme
hi story of the world.

And tehre were the fine experts in the special fields of history:
Berny Cacciatore who was the finest historian in the world on boxing and
ot her sports; Bul o Bel onki who was the non-pareil historian of jazz. There
were high historians fromall over the world, some known to Duffey, sone
known only to God. There were the flash-wits who were not thought of as
ort hodox hi stori ans.

These were all ninble people. History had just nmade a fundanental
change in itself, with the defeat and obliteration of its old subject matter
and the triunph of the new Simlarly, the art of geonetry and the art of
words had just nmade deep changes in thensel ves to acconmodate the new
condi ti ons.

There were al so present many eniinent persons in the field of hard
sci ence. There were physicists and exophysicists, chem sts, and nucl ear
nabobs. There were biol ogists and brainstylers and mat hemati ci ans. And there
were al so the psychol ogists and the cultural gestalters and the
transcendent al phil osophers.

There were nusic fol ks, artist folks, and both grid and |inear
narrators. Since history included everything, Duffey supposed that all these
fol ks bel onged to the conclave. And he had found that there were nany ot her
concl aves of other sorts going on all over town. After all, there are such
t hi ngs as pop bi ol ogy and pop veterinary nedicine and pop theol ogy and pop
open heart surgery. There was pop astronony and pop aerodynam cs. They al
of themhad to be ninble fol ks who were involved, since all of their
sci ences were now of the new and fearlessly ninble sort. Everyone here was
clearly highly qualified, of the veriest elite. But even that many highly
qualified persons will take up a lot of room There nust have been a
t housand unassorted persons crowded into Duffey's buil dings, and there was
not a doused light or an enpty head anong them

A ramis horn blew a lowering blast. And it was tinme for the first
sessions to begin. The first speaker had a snmiliiig and unhurried
i ncandescence about him and he spoke in a high and singing voice that can
only be described as brindled thunder |aughing down the valleys that weren't



t here yesterday, and as hooves poundi ng through fl ame-green grass. But why
put it so fancy? He spoke like a thunder colt. "W are all pleased to see
each other," he began. "W return to our continuing and never really

i nterrupted sessions now. W ask again (it should be the ol dest one of us
present who asks it, but Duffey's tongue hasn't been taught ninbl eness yet)
the ritual question: 'What is History? And the answer cones: 'History is
everything that has happened up till now . And then we ask (it should be the
youngest one of us here present who asks it, but the 'Child Hero' has |et
his attention travel elsewhere): 'Wat is now?' And so we nove into our

pl easant di scussions and difficulties. Nowis the all-enbraci ng noment, so
our conposite answer really is 'History is everything in the Now O it
should sinply be: '"History is everything.'

"Qur fun and our fascination will always be to track the cubs of the
wild history cat to their lair. It is to winnow the golden dust that we cal
hi stori cal evidence and to discover that it is really the green dust of
life. And we can track the cubs. W can wi nnow the dusts to a final arrival
and solution every tinme. There is nothing that can hide fromhistory, or
from oursel ves who are the shapers and pruners of history. Were would
anyt hi ng hide? Everything is in the nonmentour now, and we are the |ords of
this now "

The speaker wore a raki sh and gaudy turban, and a gaudy and
exuberant gem or eye sparkled and wi nked fromthe nmiddle of it. This give
the inpression that the real face was up inside the turban, and that it was
a false face that the speaker was talking from He went on

"W now have techni ques of research and reconstruction that allow us
to answer any historical question. Mre, they allowus to sly 'W were
there'. A prinmtive deity once asked a nunber of questions of a man who was
not able to answer them W pose is challenge here and now. Ask those
guestions of us! Here are sone of them and our answers.

'Have you ever in your lifetinme conmanded the norning and shown the
dawn its pl ace?

"Yes we have. W did it this nmorning, only two hours ago. And the
| ocal scene is still alittle bit upset about it."

'Have you entered into the sources of the sea, or wal ked about in
t he dept hs of the abyss?

"Sure we have. Depth Oceanography his made these things
conmonpl ace. "

'Have you entered into the storehouse of the snow, and seen the
treasury of the hail ?

"Sure we have. Every weather reconai ssance pilot has done it."

"Is it by your discernment that the hawk soars, that he spreads his
wi ngs towards the South? Does the eagle fly up at your comrand to pass the
night at his lofty nest?

"Yes, and again yes. We are doing considerabl e ornithol ogi ca
engi neering now, and we inplanting conpletely new patterns in many of the
birds."

"Have you fitted a curb to the Pleides, or |oosened the bond of
Oion?

"No, we haven't, primtive deity, and we don't believe that you have
done it either. But we are working on it. We will bet that we do it before
you do."

"There are not ghosts of the past that we track down and set right.
Real ly, there are no ghosts. There are only sone persons or things that are
wasted nore than others. And there is no 'past'. There are certain times and
i nci dents that have been misplaced. But we can find them all of them
buried in barrows or trapped under the cenment of barnacles, and we can free
themfromtheir incrustations. But even we adepts are in danger of thinking
interms of inimcal incrustations and surrogates, in treating some events
as though they were not still happening. What? If a thing is not stil
happeni ng, then howwll it be revised? It is for the ordering and revision



and cltrific@tion that we come together for these continuing neetings.
That, and to reassure ourselves, and to enjoy ech other's conpany.

"When we as a people arrive at our full splendor, then we create a
sparkling history for ourselves, and we devise noetic and sophisticated and
spl endi d techni ques Ah, the tracking down, the digging up, the freeing,
with the finest weapons and tools ever, that's where the funis. It is the
rich ritual of historical evidence, the formula in our own hands of what was
and is and what shall be. W will keep it all in our hands. A line by an
al ways contenporary poet reads, 'Here lies one whose nane was wit on
water', as though that name mi ght beconme difficult to read after the water
had grown old and forgetful. But this is not the case. The readi ng woul d
never be difficult, not to initiates |ike ourselves. Even the witing of it
on rapidly running water would nake the reading of it just about difficult
enough to be interesting. It's always easy to devel op transparencies from
[iving water.

"I have heard it said by an erudite man that it woul d be wonderf ul
to have placed recording m crophones at various spots in the tinme and pl ace

of history. Ch, but it has been done! W have the recordings of billions of
such m crophones, we have the recordings of billions of canmeras. W use such
nm crophones all the time! | have never found a dingle or dell on this earth

in which there were not many such m crophones. Stories are the nost conmon
recorders. Everywhere, to a person with inforned eyes and cars, these
stories shine and shout their presence. It is in their thin (but not so thin
as a non-historian mght inagine) patinas that we can read conplete

hi stori es.

"We commonly live or peel off transparencies at six-second
i ntervals. Each such transparency will give a detailed and accurate anal ysis
of the air for its period, the tenperature, direction of wi nd, |ight
intensity (whether in shade or sunlight or dark night or bright night; even,
fromthe angle of the shine, the hour of the day and the day of the year),
sul phur content of the air, significant pollen, aroma, and quality
generally. Do you realize that it would take fewer than three hundred
billion such six second intervals, |less than three hundred billion such
transparencies to carry us back through the last fifty thousand years of
history, the period in which we are nost interested, the period since our
own first appearance. W can go deeper, of course, but frankly we have not
yet the technique to go nore thin ten tines deeper, or to about half a
mllion years. Beyond that, we |ose accuracy. But why should we go deeper
than our own period? In those nurky depths we find only animals and uncouth
creatures and peoples who are not oursel ves.

"But we can slice the transparencies nuch thinner than six seconds.

W can slice themdown to a hundredth of a second for any period we wash to
focus upon. Six second interval is merely cruising speed or hunting speed.
The patinas deposited on good rock surfaces can be lifted down to the

t hi ckness of a single nol ecule.

"Conpl ete visual pictures, fromany aspect or direction, can be
reconstructed of anything whose Iight or shadow fell even indirectly on one
of our stones. W can get detailed pictures of animals, of plants, or people
as they lived and noved thousands of years ago. W can reconstruct col or
pi ctures of the clouds noving overhead, and we can read the spectra of those
clouds for trace materials trapped in them W can reconstruct anything that
was ever visible, that was ever to be discerned by any of the senses, that
was ever subject to any sort of analysis. Gve us a dozen tuned stones (they
resonate to each other, and those of the sane locale will always know each
other) and we can reconstruct a conplete countryside for any period we w sh.
W can zero in on an individual grasshopper in that countryside. W can zero
inon a virus infecting that grasshopper, and we can analyse it. W can
prescribe for that virus, but we are not yet able to send nedication back to
that ancient grasshopper. If it were inportant, we would find a way to do
even that. Nor would the various upheavals that m ght seemto scranble the



rocks and their records nake as nuch difference is you m ght suppose.

"We can trap sounds and play them back with perfect fidelity. W can
pl ay the song of the ancestral cicada that had two nore chronosones than its
present descendants have. The old cicada (it is only coincidence) had two
nore notes in its song. We can say what the two di sappeared chronosones
were. We can even, by very advinced techni ques, duplicate those chronpbsones.

"And smells! OF course they are even nore sinple than sounds to life
in the transparencies. W call go back and pick up nearly every scene
conplete for the list fifty thousand years. W can do it at ten tines that
depth, if there were anything interesting happening there. The patinas and
deposits on stones and other things are only one of the dozens of tools that
we have for such historical reconstruction.”

"If I had a rock in this room could it tell nme the hanky panky that
nmy husband does when |I'm gone?" a worman asked. She was a wal k-in fromthe
street. She wasn't an associate of the pop historians. "If it takes a
speci al rock, where could |I get one?" she asked.

"Ch, it takes at |east a dozen seasons to set patina |layers so that
they can be renoved as transparencies,”" the speaker said. "I don't know why
this is so, but it does protect and nake privileged all current information
fromthe hot eyes and gawky ears of suspicious persons. You wouldn't be
interested in hanky panks that are nmore than a dozen years old, would you?"

"I sure would," the woman said. "I want to find about themas far
back or as close up as | can go. Were can | find one of these rocks?"
"Ch,any rock in the vicinity will do. But just any technician wli

not do," the speaker said. "W exercise a certain discretion as to just what
pati nas should divulge their information to whom But many things other than
rocks have secrets."”

"Aye, goat skins have secrets too," Duffey told his beard. He had
been t hi nki ng about the parchnent that he had found nailed to his door that
norni ng. Now he was inspired to use his own technique to |lift transparencies
and tracings fromit. The parchnent was still on the door. Duffey realized
that it was a proclamation and that it was intended to remain there for the
stay of the Royal Pop Historians.

He rolled a violet light thing through the throng and to the door
Several of the people, the child hero, the hoyden, the countess and others,
were very interested in his doings. They foll owed hi mabout as he nmade his
hook- up.

"Why do you use that obsol ete apparatus?" the child hero asked him
"There is nothing intuitive about it at all, nothing dunbfoundi ng, nothing
splendid. I wouldn't be caught dead with an apparatus that wasn't in sone
way dunbfounding." Duffey's violet |ight wasn't obsol ete. He had bought it
that very year. His older violet |light had been obsolete but still workable.
But neither of them had very intuitive or dunbfounding in their operation.

"What is it with you, children?" Duffey denmanded. "This does not
make great speeches, but it works. Well, what is the latest thing that you
Pop Historians would use to define the depth and past history of this goat
ski n?"

"For such primary work as that, where the |levels are the doings and
undoi ngs of people (some of them probably human), and with so few such
recordi ngs a peach branch woul d probably be the newest and nost

sophi sticated device," the child hero said. "It nmust be a forked branch, and
it nust be cut like --"

"Li ke a dowscr's forked stick," Duffey finished. "Yes, | have one of
t hem somewhere. | often use it. And also | often use my violet Iight here.™

In his business of art dealer and pawn broker, Duffey often exam ned things
by his violet light. It would bring out underlays of paintings. It would
bring out filed-off serial nunbers of pawned equi prent. And al so he often
used his dowser's forked stick which was froma red peach tree. It would
tell whether bl ood had been shed in the history of an article or artifact.



It would tell particularly whether there was a murder in the history of
ownership of an item (only the forked sticks told all those things
scientifically and not intuitively).

For this particular job, the violet |ight was best. The parchment
was a pallinpsest, witten over many tinmes and scaped inmperfectly. The
| atest underlay of it was quickly nade mani fest under the violet light. It
consi sted of sone unfamliar verses of Boethius, but it was in his overly
famliar style.

"I never cared for his doggerel," Duffey said. "It would be val uabl e
in a noney way, | suppose, but essentially his stuff is conpletely
wort hl ess. May the weedeater take him"

"He was never really one of our group,” the child hero said. "There
was just too much of the human elenment in him"

The next underlay was a first century copy (or perhaps it was the
original) of the Fourth Gospel. It had margi nal notations in the pagona
short hand that had been secret for so many centuries, and indeed had been
cracked only two centuries before this time. The docunent had the sweep of
under standi ng and authority both in its lettering, and in the hen script of
its shorthand.

"A fine hand," Duffey said. "I wonder if it was his own."

"Ch, it was, it was," said the hoyden. "If we had realized that it
was on this piece, perhaps we would have used anot her piece of parchnment and
given this one special care. Did you ever know him Duffey? He was one of
our group. And he was so patient and thoughtful. He once put up nore than
two hundred of us in a small-sheep shed. | don't know how he did it, but he
made us feel at hone. That was one of the better segnents of our
al ways-continuing neeting. Yes, this is the original. But of course the
thing can be found in print now, so there's no need to save even good hand.
And there is only about a thousand word segnent on this."

The next | atest underlay was a spate of priceless drivel of the
classical Geek era. Wll, what nore can one say about it. It was priceless.
And it was drivel

"It's fake, of course,” the child hero said. "All of the classica
period was a fake. There wasn't any classical period in reality. You'll hear
nore of that. It's a favorite colt-to-ride of Cyrus Roundhead who will be
speaki ng by and by."

Then, a bit deeper on the goat skin, there was a highly polished
passage of epic fromone of the pre-pre-Homerics.

"No need to flash that into the Iight of day," Duffey said. "It's
good and it's inportant, but it would only excite the scholars.”

"He bel onged to us once,"” the child-hero said, "but then the weed
chopper cut himdown. There were a | ot of defections anong the pre-pre's."

A bit earlier then, there was all inposing, closely witten, clearly
al phabetical screed fromthe pre-al phabetical tinme. It mght easily
establish itself as the earliest al phabetical witing known. And below this
there were many depths of witings and sciptings. But Duffey, not wishing to
tip his hand, went no deeper at this tine.

"Times are hard," he whispered hoarsely in his shyster voice, for he
had come under the influence of a part of hinmself that he could never

control, "and | don't know where the devil 1'd ever find a buyer for the
thing. But | feel generous today, and | cannot resist the plea in your
entreating eyes. I'll go nine dollars for this worthless old piece of goat
skin."

There were peal s of laughter fromthe countess and several others of
t he people there. The child hero was too choked up with nmerriment to | augh
out loud. But for the kindliness of it, the |aughter would have shrivel ed
Duffey irreparably. The |aughter meant that the parchrment was not for sale.
It meant that not nine dollars, or even nine mllion dollars would touch it.
It neant that Duffey was a perfect clown in this: so he accepted the role.
But he woul d dearly have | oved to have that parchnent for nine dollars or



even ni ne thousand. He put his violet |ight away. The parchment woul d never
| odge permanently in Melchisedccli DLiffey's Walk-In Art Bijou.

Back in the auditorium the main and | argest room of the Duffey
bui | di ngs, the opening speaker was still holding forth on stones and their
pati nas.

"We forget that our time scale is purely conventional," he was
saying, "and that all events are pretty rmuch sinultaneous. Take the case of
CGod, and the person who presently hol ds npst persuasive claimto that
position. There was a sort of vacancy several nonths ago, and the question
was which strong man woul d seize the opportunity. There was one man (who
al nrost certainly had suffered a human interval), who had nmutated quite
recently (though some maintain that it was his second nutation), and who
| earned the total trick of tine-dealing while doing so. Then he intruded
hi nsel f back into time, into history and history's records, into the oceanic
unconscious mnd that is shared by both creatures and uncreatures: and so he
became God. Certainly he is all-powerful and all-knowi ng and all-present
now... Part of his peculiar rmutation was his mastering of the tricks of
power and know edge and | ocation. And certainly he created the worlds. O at
| east he created the historical evidence that he created the worlds. That's
al nost the sane thing."

"How | ong his he been established in this position?" Duffey asked
fromthe floor. "I try to keep up with such things."

"About three weeks," the easy speaker said. "W'Il give himanother
coupl e of nonths and then assay hima little nore conpletely.”

"I'"d certainly chall enge one who went back no further than that in
his power," Duffey maintai ned stubbornly, "even if his power includes the
mastery of historical evidence and of sinultaneousness."”

"Ch, he is being actively challenged," the speaker said. "There are
at least three main chall engers. Back to our subject then, for simultaneity
and backward intrusions remain deep nysteries that are beyond many of us.
Stones of the countryside are not our nost inportant records, as there isn't
very much going on in the country. Transparencies and |ive tracings may al so
be lifted fromcity stones, whether they are natural or artificial. Severa
of our nenbers are at this very monent busy at lifting transparencies from
certain strategic stones that are built into the Decatur Street Opera House
of this very city. Sometines one hears the expression 'if these stones could
only talk!" People, we initiates know thait these stones can talk.

"There are several special stones in and around the ol d opera house
which is our denonstration for today. Know you all that there is a privite
corner in every inspired builder, that this private corner of the person
knows about special stones. It may know about themonly while the man is
asleep but it knows. And the man, while the construction of the building was
going on, will convey the command (he rmay convey it without know ng that he
does so, or he may know that he does it and still wonder at hinmself), wll
convey the command that several special stones are to be built into the
bui | di ng and around the building. And the building will then becone
nmenorable. It will beconme resonant and in accord with its town and its
times. It will accunulate living | egends, and nenories and ghosts. The old
opera house in this city is such a building.

"Two dozen cheap gem stones or gi mcracks on the inside of that
buil ding do hold the tota] record of the short but tunultuous
t wo- hundr ed- year history of the building. They not only have the all-sense
record of every performance that has been played on those boards, but they
have the record of every person who has attended each performance. They have
the record of every gesture of every person. They have the record of every
accent and sigh and word and whi sper of every person. And al so, by highly
scientific extrapol ation of every contingent datum they have the probable
content of the nobst inprobable thoughts of every person who has ever been
there. Mnor miracles of intrapolating gestures and expressions into thought
have been wought. Major miracles in extracting fine transparencies from



stoney patinas have been achi eved.

"The gimcrack stones will have the glow of every wax candl e or rush
light that ever lighted the perform ng house. They have the hot wax snell,
and the rush-fat small, even the evocative native rig-w ck stench. They have
the glittering and guttering of the bear oil thit was burned in the earlier
days, of the whale oil, of the pig lard | anps. They have the whispering
sound and flicker of old illumnating gas flanmes, the garishness of the
linelights and the carbide lights, the later and stronger shine of the
el ectrical chandeliers and of the nercury spotlights. Ch, do any of you
renmenber the unearthly whiteness of the old sodiumlights? The stones wll
remenber it."

The speaker had a stone that was apparently set into his turban, but
cl oser exami nation would show that it was set into his head. The speaker was
a highbrow in the literal sense. The stone was one of the best, and it had

recorded many scenes in nany years. "And there are sone quai nt stones
set in the outside of the building, and all in the surface of Decatur Street
itself,"” the speaker went on. "There is one old dalle or flagstone that

woul d be recogni zed as distingui shed by any investigators. It was set in the
m dst of the random rocks when the road was first laid out. This stone

devel oped a will of its own, and it has survived a dozen changes. By
accident (but there are no accidents), it was not discarded when the first
random st ones were thrown out and the slates and the nud shal es were brought
into give the street a better finish. And the special flagstone survived
when these old slates and nud shal es were replaced by ironstone cobbles. It
mai ntai ned its place even when the cobbles were replaced by bricks. It
prevail ed again when it was buried clear up to its eyes in asphalt. What
things it could tell if it had tongue."

Duffey, like the good host he was, had rolled in several barrels of
hard ci der and had brought out his collection of three hundred cider nugs
and put themto service. The Royal Pop People and wal k-ins who had j oi ned
them appreciated it. It was good cider from Arkansas appl es.

"Well, we will give that stone a tongue now," the speaker said in
ci der-smacki ng accept. "That stone remenbers the underbellies of thousands
of horses and carriages that stomped and rushed over it. Ah, what great
horse vehicl es those were! Who now | iving, execpt possibly our host Duffey,
renenbers themall? The Acne Top and the Acnme Open, the Sout hern Beauty, the
Fulton Road Cart, the Livery Special, the Farnmers' Canopy-Top Surrey, the
Johnson's Junp- Seat Buggy, the Inperial Carriage, Denpster's Three-Spring
Handy Wagon (it was a 'wagon' that even swells and dudes drove to the Opera
in), Drexel's Eight-Horse, Dray, Pontiac's Special M|k Wagon, Hall ock's
Grocery Cart, the Sears Fanpbus, the Road Runner. Ah, | see brimmng eyes at
the nmenory of these things. The fragrance of old road apples will always be
a primary part of nostalgia."

"What is the purpose of these rhapsodies, Countess?" Duffey asked
the girl.

"Actually, we're so new that we don't have much detailed history of
our own," she said, "and we sure don't want to borrow any history fromthe
second-rate humans. But we can steal sonme of their menories and things, and
we can claimthemfor our own. And there was at |east a handful of pop

peopl e around here during the old horse carriage days. |'mon a nostalgia
ki ck nyself. Ah, the fragrance of road apples! | wonder what they were
i ke?"

"That stone on Decatur Street remenbers the qui ckening snap and bang
of whips," the speaker said, "and their airy sw shing. Ah, the Cow es Buggy
VWhi p, we shan't see its like again! The Jacksonville Drover, the S.R and
Co's Australian, the Western Mul e Skinner, the MIford Quirt, Hodson's
Superi or Horse \Wip, the San Antonio, the Fancy, the Never-Break Dog Wi p,

t he El ko. What days do these not bring back! The cursing of wagoneers, the
rattling of whipple trees, the jangle of even chains! Sone of these things
still live in the blessed place, and others of them have been cut down by



t he weed hacker."
The speaker had a new nellowness in his voice that only a couple of

mugs of good Arkansas cider will give.
"That stone renmenbers the undersides of old street cars," the
speaker said. "It even renenbers the round punchings of old street car

transfers wafti ng down on the easy breeze, blessed confetti! And the odor of
trolley ozone! It renmenbers the underside of every autompbile that ever went
down Decatur Street, and | dare not roll their names off ny tongue | est
nostalgic riots m ght ensue.”

What, if the Royal Pop People had a weakness for nostal gia, Duffey
saw a good thing for hinmself. In the back roonms of his Walk-In Art Bijou, he
had tons and tons of forgotten nostalgic itens.

"Te stone recalls faithfully every two-1egged and four-|egged wal ker
of the street," the turbaned speaker said. "And it remenbers, fromthe
undersi de al so, the jewel ed sky of eighty thousand nights. It's a very
tal kative old stone, and it is talking to our experts and their instrunents
at this instant."

The speaker had two | arge and conpl ex shining blue eyes. They may
have had special, small, remenbering stones set into their irises. Many of
t he Royal Pop people had this double-irised ook to their eyes. "\Wat about
the stones that look in the other direction?" asked a person who was not a
full menber of the Royal Pop Historians and Fl esh Weeders. "Are there any
st ones whose patinas have recorded future events?"

"There are stones whose living surfaces and depths reveal events in
every direction," the speaker said. "There are not any 'future' events.
"Future' is only the nane of a putative direction so designated by those who
have lost their directions. Ch certainly, it is quite easy to lift
transparenci es and traci ngs and reproductions of what are conmonly call ed
future events. Al comopn stones will serve for all purposes, but
exceptional stones are needed to give fine and m nute service. Those that
record the best fromall directions are the half gemor gi mcrack stones,
the spars, the garnets, the inperfect crystals. But those that focus nore
aptly on the direction msnaned 'future' are the hard prismatic crystals,
The small and resonant crystals of the early-day radio had part of this
directional secret. The quartzes and natural rock crystals, the
sphere-formed crystals, all real crystals can see quite cleirly into the
future direction. These sphere-formed rock crystals that are tuned to the
historical future direction are known commercially as 'crystal balls'."

"Can patinas be peeled from anythi ng except stones?" a non-Pop
asked.

"Yes, certainly," the speaker said. "Wod, is a short term
storehouse of historical treasures (for no nmore than four or five
centuries), is often superior to stone. Finished and furnitured woods in
particular will project these recalls at unexpected nmonents. These are the
ghosts of the |last seven centuries, the ghosts of old houses. And the term
"table tal k' sonetinmes has the special neaning of talking tables. Planchette
and ouija are dull forgeries of such talking tables, but they are nade out
of genuine remenbering and projecting wod. And old tabl es becone accepted
menbers of old famlies. Wat child, playing under an old wooden table, has
not heard old fanmly secrets whispered by the famliar (which is to say
"long in the famly') wood?

"But still better, and nore recording, than either stone or wood,
for very short pcriods (a couple of decades), is undisturbed |eaf nold."

"Hey, Duff, let's slip off for a while," a small group of young and
tal ented nenbers of the Royal Pop Peopl e propositioned Ml chi sedech Duffey.
"They'll not mss you for the host for a while, and they'll not niss us
either."

2



"The nost dedicated rationalist, if he is honest, mnmust adnmt that
there are intervals that go against the grain, that go agai nst reason. There
are happeni ngs, usually of quite short duration, that sinply are not
acceptable in the rationalist framework. | nyself have experienced severa
such unaccountable if unbelievable intervals. Two were of such very short
duration that they did not take up any discernable tinme; they were |ike
flashes. O the longer states, one was of three minutes, and one was of five
m nut es.

"And the Mdst Puzzling of themwas for twenty-four hours."

[ Absal om Stein. Notes on the Argo Cycle.]

"Qui ck thunder wounds the fatted town
That Copi ously bl eeds:

And fruitless growhs conme tunbling down
And even human weeds."

[ Finnegan. Road Songs. ]

"Done", said Duffey to the Younger Pop People. "I always said that
if I could find a better place than mne or better conpany than ny own, |
would join it for as long as | was icceptcd. You look just |iku the young
peopl e who coul d show me wonders in my own town."

They were out of the buildings and into the streets. And right next
to Duffey's establishnments was Bayougoul a Park, and it hadn't been there
yesterday. Hell, it hadn't been there an hour ago. There had previously been
some buildings there, but they wouldn't now be called to m nd. Zabotski half
bel i eved that the m ssing buil dings had bel onged to him but he couldn't say

for sure. Well, there was a new park there now. It was |ike a bl essing.
"But it isn't a new park, Duffey," said Absal om Stein who had been
paci ng there in edgy thought. "I've just been checking the records, and it's

been here for nore than a hundred years. That's what the people at the park
departrment tell me. There's something nervous about those people. They act
i ke zonbi es, and they say things as though sonebody were maki ng them say
them And there's sonething contrived about the park itself."

"Don't look a gift colt in the nouth, Absalom" the hoyden told him

"Or it'll crop you like a weed," the child hero said. "The thunder
colts can crop the weeds that are too tough for the weed hackers to cut. Are
you a tough one, Duffey?"

There couldn't ever have been nore than two or three narrow
buil dings in that place, but the park was not narrow in any sense. It
renenbered all the things that a park should remenber and it made room for
t hem

There were graceful benches nade out of redwood, or perhaps out of
red plumwood. There were tables and standi ng sideboards, and little
bar becue ovens for the people to use. There were the big trees, |iveoaks,
gum tupel os, royal walnuts, red cedar, pop elmtrees. There were severa
dead and dying animals there, their flesh turning into rubber or plastic or
styrof oam as they expired. There were several dead and dying people there
al so, but they | acked conviction and reality.

"Duffey, Duffey, help nme," one of the dying people said. "I'm
Moriarty. Help ne."

"You |l ook a bit like the Miriarty | knew, " Duffey adm tted, "but you
| ook nore like a bad joke than |like a person. Young people, are the
br oken-up ani mal s and the broken-up people on the sanme order?"

"Ch yes. The broken-up people often collapse into their own
interiors when they die," the child-hero said. "But often they collapse into
their animal totemforns first. So when one of the aninmals, or one of the
persons, tells you that he is soneone you used to know, he is probably
telling you right. But you will notice that none of them has real flesh,
except for a hunk here and there. Mst such people were never real, not



aut hentic or meaningful. They are the first ones that the weed choppers chop
down. W wonder that your city has kept so many of them so |ong. Every place
else in the world has gotten rid of all of theirs several weeks ago."

There was a tunbling and noisy fountain in the mddle of the park
It was full of green turtles and bull frogs, whistling blue fish, and carp
There were conches and oysters. There were alligators that would snap up
alive any child or dog that came too near and had reactions too slow. The
park policed its own. There were horned cattle there. And there were sone of
the crazy and splendid thunder colts.

But natural beauties are not enough for a park. It nust have the
anenities also. Sone of the new pop persons had the anenities, but npost of
the old people were frightened and skittish and had no anenities at all. But
then there canme three old (and ever-new) people who were the anenities
t hensel ves: Mary Virginia Schaeffer, Margaret Stone and Sal vation Sally.
They came to see what was all this talk about there being a new park right
around the corner fromthem These were the ladies fromthe Pelican Press.

Also in the park, there were the inaninmate or only partly animate
anenities. There were arcades there, gazebos and ki boshes and ki osks,
taverns and tabernacles and all other sorts of tents and pavillions. There
were shops there, news stands and confectioners stands, open-air cafes, a
little bandstand where sone fellows drunmmred and tootied and tinkl ed.

"There is a sort of show being staged here,"” Mary Virginia said.

This is 'Act Two, Scene 1', a Park. People com ng and goi ng. Remmants of
peopl e and ani mals dying. A fountain playing in the sun, |aughter and

pl easure everywhere. It is all contrived and set up. | like it, of course.
like alnost all theatrical scenes. It has a bright and flashy face. | don't
understand it, but | knowthat it isn't quite real."

"Yes, it is real,"” the child hero insisted. Really, it was tine for
the child hero to |l eave off being a child. He was old enough to be a man.
"But many things that you thought were real, Mary Virginia, they aren't," he
said. "You're wi de open yourself, and it isn't so easy to change your
apperceptions. And your town, here in its old and historic part, was never
quite real. Haven't you ever seen the gaps in its reality?"

"Not very many gaps, not very big ones," Mary Virginia said. "It's
all real except for these new norning parks, and you new norning people. Are
you real, or will you nelt away |ike the dew in another hour of sunlight?"

"We are real," the hoyden said. "it is the old people who are
nmelting away in the sun. You can see remmants of them scattered around. W
are real. You're still on trial."

"What do you think of these newold parks and people, Duffey?" Mary
Virginia asked.

"Ch, they represent the bright and shining obverse side of the
Fortean coin or the Fortean universe," he said. "lI've always known that the
coin had two sides. The reverse, the best known side of the Fortean
nmedal | i on, was always dingy and dim poltergeistic and irregul ar, cheesy,
aye, and stupid. But this new side of it is fine and excitiiig. If things
must be Fortean, let them be bright and shining Fortean. The parks are
m spl aced, of course. They do not belong here at all, But |let us enjoy
them'

"Forget about the norning parks,” the child hero said. "W've told
you that they're real. Think about this art of your town that is severa
hundred years old. Is it real, or his it always been a fraud? WIIl it stand
the test of historical evidence? Have you ever wondered where the peopl e got
all that iron for the wought iron work here? They were very prodigal wth
it. But this was a pretty primtive Louisiana it the time ascribed for the

constructions... And the workmanship of the old iron balconies is no way
primtive. It's decadent rather. But there was no iron avail abl e here.
Hardly any stone; nothing except wood. It isn't real iron." "Ch bedammed

with this jabber!"™ Mary Virginia exploded. "It's real enough."
"Have you ever wondered where they got all the stones for the stone



bui | di ngs?" the Countess asked. That countess was pert with many generations
of pertness in her. She was quite young. Likely she was still a teenager

She had the easy cruelty of a menmber of a very old and very civilized
famly. "Really, there was never any stone on these nud flats, and there was
not a quarry within sixteen hundred mles. The stones of these old buildings
around here, they aren't real stones.”

Mary Virginia and the others had to laugh at this line of nonsense
that these Royal Pop People were pushing on them All of themwere drinking
Shi ni ng Mountain Beer now. The brewery was right across the street fromthe
park, but it hadn't been there yesterday. O, if it had been, it had been
passing itself off as sone other kind of building.

"They' ve kept the taste,"” Margaret Stone said. "l recognize the
taste. But maybe they've changed the name of it. Does anybody renmenber what
the nane of it was yesterday? Not Shining Muntain, no."

"There are two further proofs that your town is nostly unreal,"” the
hoyden was sayi ng. Zabotski joined them about then. He had a puzzled | ook
but he still felt that he was supposed to own the | and that Bayougoul a Park

was reposing on. "Have you heard about the Bl ack Sea Di sasters?" he asked.
He was wearing one of those new badges 'It's a question of your survival:
are you spl endi d enough?

"I't has no nountains, and it alnost hasn't any thunder," the hoyden
was continuing despite the Zabotski interruption, "and these are two of the
things by which the validity or a locale and a history can be checked. A
pl ace must have nmountains and it nust have thunder, or it isn't real."

"Certain tropic |lands naive no thunder at all," said the |earned
Stein who had arrived to the park and the party of them

"Those sane tropic |ands have no history at all either,’

t he hoyden
sai d.

"Who is that very young man who | ooks so rmuch |ike Finnegan?"
Salvation Sally asked them as she pointed to a bugl e-nosed young man who was
com ng dangerously close to the alligators in the fountain. "I'm spooked,
tell you. | thought that he was Finnegan indeed. | think it is his ghost."

"It does |l ook like Finnegan, when he was a very young man," Duffey
said. "He is the young painter who paints very |like Finnegan in his orange
peri od. Yes, he could al nbst be a younger ghost or fetch of Finnegan."

"Fi nnegan always did have a |l ot of fetches," Margaret Stone
remenber ed.

"Mount ai ns and thunder, they are the test," the hoyden was
insisting. "Ch, the newness of nountains! Muntains are the nost astonishing
happeni ngs in recent history. There weren't any nountains at all until quite
recently. And we hadn't full dinmensions on this world until they were raised

up. "

"What are you New Young Royal Pop girls tal king about?" Ml chi sedech
Duf f ey demanded. "There were al ways nmountai ns. How woul d there not be
nount ai ns?"

"Duffey, you are so old that you have to renmenber when there weren't
any nountains," the hoyden challenged. "O maybe there was just one. But it
wasn't a very high nountain, whatever you may have heard to the contrary.
That's why there wasn't really very nuch water required for the water epic.
It was all a flatlander world then." "Are not all of you young people, the
hoyden, the countess, are you not all in the big Horse Opera at the Street
Opera House tonight?" Mary Virginia said. "the play bills have been up for a
nmont h, but | just recognized you as the people shown on them now. "

"Why, of course,"” the young countess said. "W are the splendor and
the interest of the horse opera. W are spectacular in it right up till the
sl aughter starts. Then we | et other people be spectacular for a while."

"And this nmountains and thunder nonsense that you're talking, that's
part of the presentation, isn't it? This is just advertising talk, yes?"

"Come to the show, |ady, come to the show," the child hero said.

"The Horse Opera cel ebrates the wiping out of a | ast stronghold of the old



and human way. It represents it, and it is it. But we will not tell it now.
Cone to the show W give away lots of free things here, but we don't give
away everything."

Bl ack people of the town strode by wearing the new badges ' Are You
Spl endi d Enough?' They | ooked nore splendid than they usually did, but they
al so | ooked doubtful. Intercoastal Canal People were also wearing the
badges, and splendid people they are not. There were other people of
unspecified sorts, all trying to get behind the badges before it was too
| at e.

The dyi ng peopl e and the dying animals were about gone. As the life
left their menbers, their flesh turned into plastic or plywod or papier
mache, and then they m ght be regarded as no nore than | eftover carnival
debri s.

"How does it happen?" Margaret Stone asked.

"They lost faith in thenselves and in their flesh," the countess
said. "That dragon there had the nost faith. It was a human, and then it
col l apsed into the dragon totemas it died. Mdst of its flesh is turned now,
but not all."

Margaret Stone bought a box of crackers at one of the kiboshes. She
fed the crackers to the dying dragon. Mst of the body of this biodegradable
dragon had al ready been transnmuted into papi er mache. But sone flesh
remai ned.

"That one | ow nmountain that they had at first was the Muntain of
t he Conmandnents," the hoyden said. "Notice the nunber ten in all of the
versions. That nmeant that this god had ten fingers and ten toes. He was an
ant hr oponor phi ¢ god. Had he been a god in the image of the splendid people,
he woul d have given twel ve conmands for his twelve fingers. Had he been an
abstract or transcendent god, then he would have given an abstract or
transcendent nunber of conmmands.

"It was the sane little mountain that they used in G eece both
earlier and | ater. They played Ki ng-of-the-Muntain on it. They pl ayed
Titans and Thunderguns. They played G ants and Jovi ans. They had smal |
cal i ber thunder then, but none of the big stuff.

"Very often the people put rollers under the mountain and rolled it
around to the different countries, since there was only the one little
mountain in the world. The nane of that first mountain was Ziggarat. It was
a prefiguration of Ararat. Now there are nore and nore nountains. There's
supposed to be a new one appearing this norning."

"What's the real story, guys?" Salvation Sally asked.

"Ch these Morning People, these Royal Pop People (we're all turning
into them you know, and | hate it) were around for a long tine," Stein
said, "and they were a nuisance. A demiurge put themall to sleep on a
nmount ai nside and told themthat they nust sleep till he called themwth
thunder of a certain tone. Then, a fewmllennia [ater, the dem urge forgot
about that and used that tone of thunder for sonething el se. The Royal Pop
Peopl e woke up at the tone of the thunder (it was only the other day) and
the first thing that they saw was the nountain they were on. They thought
that the nountan was their nmother and that they were thunder dinension
people. That's all there was to it."

"I's it possible that you speak truth when you intend to joke?" the
child hero cried. "W are the thunder dinmension people. The Muntain is our
mother. It was only the other day that we woke up. W aren't fully awake
yet, but we're in a fever to resolve it all. W re in a hurry to get rid of
the flesh weeds and the remmants and see who are the thunder people and who
are not."

An alligator was eating a little boy who had come too near to the
fountain. The sight of this nauseated Mary Virginia, and indeed it wasn't a
pl easant thing to watch.

"I know that it isn't real,"” she slid, "but who is the illusion
mast er who puts these things on? Is it possible that there is sone neaning



toit? O is it just a piece of unfortunate cl owni shness?"

"Ch, the alligator eating the little boy is real enough," the child
hero said. "And the little boy was real once. But then he failed it. That's
the thing that will happen to at |east half of you here present. You'll be
found short, and you'll be destroyed. It's best for all. Some sinple persons
who have lost their shine will be eaten by the alligators here, and by ot her
creatures in other parks. Qher people, a bit larger and older, will be
destroyed by the fire drakes when the people prove to be inferior. And then
there arc certain bright and strong, but crookedly tal ented weeds. Even the
flesh weed eater will not be able to do away with sone of them They mnust be
destroyed by the thunder colts. Two will be working side by side at the
harvest. And one will be taken and one will be left.

"But the little boy will be gone for good, just as soon as the --

Yes, there goes the last bit of himdown the gullet. And his puzzled parents
will not even remenber his nanme. Look at his nother there. She knows that
she brought sonething or someone to the park with her, but she can't
remenber what or who it was."

"Conme along Stein," Duffey said. "W're too close to it. Let's stand
off fromit alittle ways where the dazzle won't be in our eyes. W can
sol ve these puzzles. It comes to ny mind that both of us are good at
puzzl es, and Zabotski here also. There's a group of master illusionists in
town. "

"I believe that they are a group of master disillusionists,” Stein
said. "They destroy the sustaining illusions of the people, and then they
nove in and take themover or denolish them Yes, let us withdraw fromtheir
i nfl uence and take a good | ook at things."

"Goodbye, you nmen," Margaret Stone wi shed themon their way. "Be
spl endi d!"

Duf fey and Stein and Zabotski all went over to Stein's apartnent.
There was al ways a | ot of high-class sanity at Stein's. The three nen | ooked
at each other. They | aughed. They set thensel ves down to sol ve sonme doubtful
happeni ngs that had nmade a shanmbl es of the norning and of the city.

"We all know that building after building after cluster of buildings
cannot di sappear overni ght and be repl aced by pleasant parks that are
curiously stylized," Stein said. "W nust now bring reason to bear. There is
an illusion working in all of this, and we nust see through it. They are al
di sl ocat ed scenes that we have watched this norning. But they may be only
hal ves of a binocular vision, and they may cone into clear focus if we are
able to find the other halves. These things are sonething |like the
aberration that | describe in nmy paper on..."

3

The revolt of the failing-apart people began about el even o' clock in
the norning. It hadn't a very strong basis as to tactics and strategy, but
it had a lot of burning resentnent banked up

But the non-splendid people, the unrevolutionary ol d-1ine hunans,
had no good starting place. They were being assaulted fromthe inside and
fromthe outside, and they could not cone at their opponents at all. Most of
the old-liners had i wken that norning feeling that they were afflicted with
term nal diseises, diseases that would finish themoff within short hours,
that would rot theminside and turn theminto trash

Sone | eaders tried to cone forward and tried to |l ead them solid
people with names |ike Callagy and Fitzherbert and Chastellain and Faucher
and Panebi anco and Cassady and Loubet. These were | eaders who swore that
t hey woul d not change and woul d not give up while they had a quart of blood
or a pound of styrofoamleft in them But these leiders failed the old
people in two ways.

Sone of themdid change greatly, in spite of their swearing that
t hey woul d not. They changed greatly and suddenly, they ate fine bread and



went over to the fine people, they becanme splendid and they joined the
Spl endi d Royal Pop People. And may the green grass never grow on their fine
gr aves!

And others of the |eaders died the nost wi thering deaths inmaginable,
and their dying canme within mnutes of their taking | eadership. The trash
death came so weirdly that it was as if the victimwas shot in the paunch

with an exploding shell. It seemed that this shell laid them open (they were
quickly laid open, that's sure) and filled themw th expandi ng trash that
absorbed their entrails and turned themall into plastic and styrene and

papi er mache and pi eces of all-purpose willy board. And so in their deaths
they were derided by those they had tried to lead, since it was reveal ed
that they were full of trash and had likely been full of trash all along. It
was ridicul ous that they should die of such |udicrous wounds (whether of
internal or external origin); it was ridiculous that they should turn into
trash. But how is such a thing to be battled?

Many of the stubborn old hunmans gat hered together and hol ed up
together in certain strong buildings, swearing that they would defend
t hensel ves and each other fromall assaults, human, anti-human, pop-royal,
bodi |y, phenonena], mental, psycho, ghostly, Fortean, hellish, inexplicable,
unhol y.

They dug thenmselves in and forned strong pockets of people. They
united their mnds and resolves, so that the assaulting influences could not
over power themindividually. So the pop people would hunt them out and break
up their gatherings.

The hunting out of the holed-up old humans becane good sport of the
royal -pops and their recent recruits. Mry Virginia Schaeffer, Salvauon
Sally, and Margaret Stone joined in these exterm naung hunts, though we'd
have bet that they wouldn't. It came about this way:

These three persons of the fenal e persuasion had gone around the
park to Duffey's bijou, and through it to his auditorium They believed this
pl ace of Duffey's to be one of the sources of confusion in the Cty. The
Pop- Hi storical sessions were going great. The speaker now was Hugh de
Turenne of Xavier College there in the City. Hugh seemed to be a genuine
menber of the Inner Royal Pop Historians. And he was speaking thus: "Yes,
the Bl ack Sea had been obliterated this morning, with all waters and shores
of it, with all people and setungs of it, and soon with all menories of it.
After today we will never nmention it again except to say 'Wat Bl ack Sea?
if soneone is so gauche as to mention it. Hinself wanted it destroyed, and
H msel f wanted it to be conpletely forgotten. That this is done is a nmeasure
of the power of Hinself. He wanted it obliterated because he had been
i mprisoned on its shores, and he washed that distasteful episode to be
expunged conpletely. And he wanted it obliterated because Col chis was on the
Bl ack Sea shore and had al ways been a bastion of strength of the Argo
Forces. It was believed that some of the strength of The Argo, and of The
Fl eece, would go out of themif their geol ogi cal base were destroyed.

"I't now becones the case that the Bl ack Sea never existed, just as

it becones the else that several cities of renowned nanes -- Athens,
Jerusalem Rone -- never existed either."”
"Be noetic," said one person who clained the floor to speak for a

nmonent, "but are you sure that those cities never existed?"

"OfF course |'msure of it," Hugh de T. said. "These were names in
| egend, and now they don't serve any further purpose so we won't use them
Oh, we are not fetish-ridden. The nanes may still be used in sone
connections. Black Sea Sturgeon may still be spoken of, though nobst of those
sturgeon conme fromthe Muk Muk Sea in Turkestan. 'Black Sea' brand is a
little bit Iike 'CGolden Muuntain' brand, or some such. Persons do put what
t hey consider to be catchy names on commercial products. Perhaps Cyrus
Roundhead here, who is art expert on those old blinking-out |egends, would
like to say a few words on the di sappearances.”

"Ah yes," Cyrus Roundhead agreed, clicking a second and third |ens



into his nonocle to give himenough distance vision to see across the room
"Be noetic, everybody! Ah yes, the Saga of the Sea that never was, the

| egend that took on a life of its own. Isostatic analysis had deterni ned

Il ong ago that there had to be a fairly high land there, rather than a | ow
sea. The world woul d have known the difference otherwase, by the difference
of sectional weight, if there really had been a sea there. And people

t hought that they saw the sea, that they lived upon it and fished in it,
that they sailed on it and had habitations and industries on its shore. But
they were wong. Now it is gone, and with its going, we are also rid of the
| egends of that great Prison and its great prisoner, and al so of Colchis and
of the influenual Golden Fleece which was supposed to be there.”

"Ch pl ague, take the Black Sea and all its caviar!" shouted a
non- pop man who wore a badge that read 'Ride it out: they've got to keep
some of us'. "You are saying that Rone and At hens and Jerusal em do not

exist? I'maghast."

"It served the nordant hunmor of the Etruscans (who were a pop
peopl e) to bandy the nane ' Ronan' about," Cyrus said. "It referred to a
desut ut e nei ghborhood of hillbillies who scratched out (literilly) an
exi stence in the hounddog hills above the Ti ber swanps. But there was
not hing there | arge enough to be called a town."

"But what of the fanous nane Ronman enperors?’ a man with a nose on
himlike the knobbi est Roman of themall asked. "They nmust have existed.”
They were too well-known to be nade-up."

"Sonme of themwere the names of nusic halls and Vaudeville
performers,” Cyrus Roundhead said. "Some of them were the names of nmascots
of the arny reginments. Some of themwere nothing it all."

"What about Athens?" John the Geek shouted. He was the owner and
operator of 'John the Greek's Fambus French Restaurant'. "I come fromthere.
| lived there till I was thirteen yeirs old."

"Anci ent G eece was nade up of a blasted inner core nanmed ' Hell as’
and five concentric rings about it nanmed Aetolia, Thessaly, Epirus,
Macedoni a, and Thrace. The only part of it of any inportance was Macedoni a
whi ch was made up of strong and warli ke nmen who, in consequence of their
bei ng strong and warlike, also becane rich. Then, being not quite conplete
in their capabiliues, they took one step backwards and becanme nouveau riche.
So they decided to give thenselves a culture, a portfolio of the growh
arts, and a history. They had to make a past for thenselves, and they had
not hi ng but inmagination to make it out of. So these prideful Macedoni ans
created the | egend of an old and heroic G eece. And they invented a fanusy
city, Athens (the nane is Atlantean originally), and they devel oped a
fiction formof Athenian Romances and At heni an Novels. But there was never
any Athens in Geece."

"How about Jerusal emthen?" in unsatisfied person asked Roundhead.

"The nane dates only to the first part of the present century or the
| ast part of the previous one," Roundhead said. "The name was used in a
prontional real estate venture by the Turks, but it never caught on except
in fantasy. It was to be built near various ruined cities: the Jewish city
Jebus, the Geek city Solyma, the |Idumaean city Hi ero-Solyma or Holy Sol yma,
the Roman city Aelia Capitolina, the Syrian city Uis Lem the Arabian city
El Quds. But there was never any city naned Jerusal em except in the
i magi nati on. Bonds were sold to begin construction, but the builders went
bankrupt before ever beginning it.

"But where were the Jews?" the now doubly unsatified person roared
out .

"Ch, mpost of the Jews were in Babylon. They still are. Even today,
you can dig down in the ruins of old Babylon and you will find the ruins of
old Jews. But we will speak no nore about the three imaginary cities. W
will speak no nore at all for right now One hour of talking and then one
hour of action is a good rule. Let us go out and see about the slaughter of
non-spl endid remants. \Wapons are avail able. Take what you w sh."



So Mary Virginia, Salvation Sally, and Margaret Stone took weapons
and went out into the city with splendid and sem -spl endi d persons. They
took to the roofs and bal conies and the iron | adders of the town. The young
royal pop people were very agile, and the new pops fromthe city there kept
up with them Al the newly splendid towspeople found a sudden conpetence
and strength and speed in thensel ves. They found the thunder axe an easy
weapon to master. They quickly learned the trick of hacking fraudl ent
persons and structures to death.

"This is illusion,” Mary Virginia said to Margaret Stone and to
Salvation Sally. "Just keep saying to yourself 'This is illusion ." If it
hasn't been illusion, none of them would have been able to clinmb so wildly.

"Ah, we've finished with clearing out this building of its nothing
peopl e, have we not?" Cyrus Roundhead asked as they made their rounds.

"Child hero and myself cleared out the third floor," Salvation Sally
announced. "The other floors should al ready have been taken care of."

"Then we renove the structure by deflation,"” Roundhead said. "W |et
the air out of the building, and we deflate it down to nothing. Do not be
surprised, you who are on your first safari of this sort. There wasn't
really any building here; there was only the illusion of one. There wasn't
any iron. There wasn't any stone."” The building was quickly deflated down to
absol ute trash, old cardboards and ol d papers. The w nd bl ew t he papers
away, and with themit blew away all menories of the building. By and by, in
a couple of hours, a park would begin to grow there.

Breaki ng up the faces and bodi es of the pseudo-persons in the
bui | di ngs was a queasy business. Alittle blood usually canme out of them
but alwys nore trash and fragments of plaster than bl ood. Sone of the
guasi - persons were even wearing those new 'Are You Spl endi d Enough?' badges,
but the answer for themwas 'No!' No, they weren't. They were not splendid
enough, or they wouldn't have been fingered for obliteration

"Some of themdon't want to go," Mary Virginia cried froma
crunmbl i ng buil ding where she was deflating fal se people. "Sone of them

protest and they fight. Yes, and they bite like hell. If they never existed
at all, where do they get the will to protest so violently when we put and
end to their fictions?"

"You must insist that they go," said Roundhead, "or we will insist

that you go in their places. It's fair that the persons having the |east
reality should go."

Yes, sone few of the persons and creatures and effects that were
being obliterated by the thunder axes and ot her weapons did not accept their
obliteration willingly. They fought, though they had little to fight wth.
They hissed their hatred. From | ooking |ike people they came to | ook |ike
cur dogs and sick spirits. They were being dislocated fromtheir pieces and
forms. "It's you who are destroying our houses and our bodies," sonme of
these un-creatures spit at Mary Virginia, and she could not tell whether
they were cur dogs or snakes or persons.

"Why are we destroying these persons and things whose only fault is
that they are uninportant?" Mary Virginia asked as she destroyed a
hal f-grown | out or boy of the pseudo-people, the un-splendids.

"Why? Ch, because we are inportant and we nust be intol erant of
anything that is not," Roundhead said. "W destroy them because they seemto
exi st, and so seenming they dilute the whole worth of the world."

"Come, quickly, quickly!" the Countess was crying as she swooped
down on themfroman iron | adder out of the sky. "There are great nunbers
of pseudo- peopl e, of human remmants, or norphic dragons, of papier mache
fire lizards who have barricaded thenselves in that building there. They say
that they will resist forever. | never heard people nake such a fuss about
dyi ng. Bring thunder axes, bring lightning rams. W'll route themout!"

Many nmeeungs and conventions do not provide such interesting safaris
for their folks as do the Royal Pop Historians
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Meanwhi l e, back in Stcin's apartment:
"\What ever we do nost accord with scientific methods and processes,”
Stein said.

"Always sone of us (you and I, Stein, for exanple) have known that
we were of the elite,” Ml chisedech Duffey was saying, "that we were
special, that we were -- well -- splendid. And always others of us (Zabotsk

here, for instance) have known that they were not these things. But now it
is presented to us, both inwardly and outwardly, that we have becone two

di fferent species. A npbst none of this presentation has been on a conscious
level, but nowit comes to a point where we nust face it consciously."

"I don't understand you, Duffey. | said scientific nmethods and
processes,"” Stein protested, "But not scienufic-accepted content. That woul d
be to bow too deeply to science. Mich has been made about scienufic content
of subject matter, but it's all nonsense. 'Scientific' neans sinply
"knowi ng'. And one nust know ngly handl e the unknown as well as the known.
W go into the unknown, which is to say, the unscientific, waters now "

"What you're saying, Absalom is that you don't know what to think
about these tacky things any nore than anyone el se does," Zabot sk
i nterrupted.

"No. I, we, don't know what to think about them not yet. But
per haps we can know how to think abOut them Let its see if we can nmake a
wor ki ng sketch of that 'how ."

"Bal derdash!" Zabotski shouted. "I could set you straight, but I
won't."

"It's true that we've changed," Duffey was saying. "W are not the
same sort of people that our fathers (of which | had none) were. But have we
changed so completely as to become a new species? O were sone of us al ways
of a separate species? Yes, let us investigate this in the tradition of the
great, freewheeling, nontraditional scientists, fromthe viewoint of an
O Connell or a Field or a Watson or a Spraggett."”

"We have first to state our problem" Stein said. "Wat is our
pr obl em or question?"

"Qur question, our eternai question," said Duffey, "is 'how does the
worl d get along so well with so many things always going wwong with it?'" A
puzzler."

"You think that the world goes wel | ?" Zabotski asked with a
hang-j awed expression.

"it goes beautifully, man, beautifully!" Duffey beamed. "It sonmehow
avoi ds being choked in its own trash and fatuity. Let us consider whether
t he strange things that have been happening in town today are part of what
keeps the world running so well. O does it run so amazingly well because
there are so many of us anmazing people in it? Let us ask this fairly, as
great scientists |like Churchward and Pauwel s and Senday and Al l egro woul d
ask it."

"Why not ask whet her the strange happenings are happening at all,"
Zabot ski asked. "Wy not ask whether you are amazing at all, or whether you
are overtaken by an attack of bilious euphoria. | could probably tell the
answer if soneone would ask me the question.”

"Zabotski is right," Stein asserted. "Let's find out whether these

things are really happening. | don't believe that they are. They're not
pl ausi bl e. How s about a large dragon turning into papi er mache as he dies,
and still able to eat crackers with his dying head? That's what the kid said

was happening, the kid that just ducked in here for a m nuCe the kid that
| ooks |i ke Finnegan. These happenings are in the bal ance, but they're not
fixed yet."

"I believe that all historical happenings nust be chenically fixed
like nenory fixes. If they are not, then they haven't happened. Encountered
phenonena are first recorded as electrical inmpulses in the brain. Then



after a few seconds or even mnutes, they receive a chemcal fix and they
become permanently acccssible menories. But if the recordi ng does not
receive the chemical fix, then it is forgotten. It will not be subject to
any kind of recall at all. In such cases, it is nmore than netaphor to say
that the event did not happen

"So it may be with certain events that have been ' happening' in our
city today. So it is with contingent events in every place every day. If the
events turn out to be transitory, then they will escape instrumental notice
as well as nmental recording. There have been, for ne, sone very hazy
unhappeni ngs today. They fade, they weaken, they unhappen. Soon, possibly,
they will be gone."

"They will not be gone before tonight's presentation at the Decatur
Street Opera House," Zabotski stated. "Let them count the dead after that is
over with. Then we nmay be able to say whether the things happened or not."

"It's like the poltergeist stuff, |like the saucer-riding stuff, Iike
the hairy-giant stuff,” Duffey said. "A dozen times as nmany of such things
are first observed as will go into permanent report or pernanent menory.

Wth many of them it is the case that while they are happening it one end
t hey are unhappening at the other. And if they finally cone unhappened, then
t hey becone unrenenbered al so. They are |ike daytinme dreans, |ike skylarks,
i ke wal kabouts. It is only by accident that a person renenbers one out of
many such dreams when he is jarred back into awareness. But with the wal ki ng
and tal ki ng dayti ne dreans, our imaginations are outside of our heads; just
as they are all inside of our heads with the nightime dream If by accident
we happen to renmenber one of our daytine dreanms after we are jirred back to
conpar ati ve awareness, then that thing will really have happened. And here
is the point: it will have happened for everyone as well as for ourself.

"But if we do not renenber it, then it did not happen, not for
oursel f, not for anybody. Wat then is the result when one person renenbers
it clearly, and all others forget it conpletely? O when one person forgets
it clearly and all other persons renenber it conpletely?"

"The result is group paranoia," Stein said. "It's comon. And such
splitting may be a common cause of it."

"But I will remenber these things just out of orneriness," Zabotsk
said. "No one can persuade nme to forget any part of them | wll drive the
whol e town bugs either way. |If other people renenber them then the things
have to have happened: and they will be enough to drive anybody bugs. If the
ot her people do not remenber them | still will renmenber. This brings on the
paranoi a, and that is another nane for bugs. | have you all either way. | do

this because | am an ornery man."

"I wonder how many of these potential happeni ngs are weighed in the
happeni ng bal ance every day?" Stein asked. "There may be dozens."

"There may be millions," Duffey said. "Any daytime dream of any
person coul d becone real and of actual occurrence, if it were sufficiently
i nsisted upon. | believe that there are unbodi ed syndromes of possible
events roanming the world |ike packs of dogs, |ooking for places to feed and
l[ive. And | believe that a particularly grotesque nexus of such unhappenings
is trying to take up residence in our city today. Ah, how would all those
great and sw nging scientists think about this thing? How woul d Braden? How
woul d Cayce? How Woul d Vel i kovsky? How woul d Ot o?

"The syndronme has survived for some hours already. People at this
nmonent are murdering other people by the hundreds in our town, and it is
only because those other people are not splendid enough. It's like an
euphoric dreamin which one says 'Il'mdreaning, it doesn't count, they're
not real bodies, it isn't real blood . But what if it is real? The new
species, it we have beconme a new species in significant nunbers, is
essentially euphoric. | know that |'ve beconme euphoric beyond all reason
But is this horrifying stuff that is lurking behind the euphoric veil really
happeni ng? No, not yet. But, at this very nonent, it's in the bal ance
whether it will ]lave happened or not." "Easy, Duffey, easy!" Stein said.



"You'll not give in, Zabotski?"

"I'"ll not givein. I'Il renenber it and I'll nmake it happen. 1"l
teach themto push things like that. And I'Il be killed for it, and all of
my sort will be killed. That's all right. What effect will it have on you
when we are gone? A cranping knot in the nmiddle of you that you can't untie,
that's what will happen. Ch, you'll renenber us all right. | always wanted
to drive a whole town and a whole world bugs."

"Zabotski, if what we're thinking is correct, then sone one person
in this town, sone deforned dreaner, did happen to have this obstreperous
dreamfirst. And he al so had the obstreperous desire to make this dream cone
true, out of, out of plain --"

"Qut of plain orneriness, Absalom that's the word," Zabotski said.

"Zabot ski couldn't have done it," Duffey insisted. "He hasn't enough
i magi nation. He's a wan-wit. He's an ol d-remmant human."

"Zabot ski coul d have done it!" Zabotski swore.

"Was that one person you?" Stein asked with spitting harshness. "Are
you the deformed dreaner?"

"I'"'mthe one," Zabotski maintained, "or I'mone of them | have fun
with it. The worl d-changers have been gnawi ng on the edges of the world like
rats. | amhelping to set out in bright daylight what has been lurking in

their heads and intents. | kill a couple thousand people |I don't |ike maybe.
But no, the ones who will get killed are the ones | do like. No matter. It
has to be done. The business has to be clarified. | draw a picture of the
world and | ask 'Is this the way you want it? Al right, 1'll fight against

the vile thing, and | won't let it go and hide."
"There's a man up on Conmon Street who clains that he started it
Fi nnegan sai d.
"Ch then, | suppose he did," Zabotski admitted. "But | got onto the
i dea pretty quick, and | joined it with quite a few others who wanted to see
it dragged out into the open."
So that was that.
"I wonder why such a thing never happened before," Stein nuttered.
"Take a | ook back through history," Melchi sedech Duffey said.
"Consi der the hundreds and hundreds of things that couldn't possibly have
happened, and yet they did happen. Even after the history has been edited
and cl eaned up and nost carefully phrased, it remains that many of the
unlikely things did happen. There have been deformed dreamers all over the
pl ace. Ch, how would all those tall and talented scientists think their way
out of this one? How woul d Quspensky think? How woul d Patten? | | ow woul d
Van Dani ker or Ostrander? How woul d great Fort think about all of this?"
"Duffey, now that we are on strangge things, just how old are you?"
Stein asked. (The question has come up several times lately.) The Thunder
Colts recogni ze you as sonebody very old. Wat is the answer? |s Zabotsk
here part of the answer?"

all,
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"...It is nore of a hope than a promise. For four hundred years we
have gone to the theatre in the hope of a worthy play, and it has not
appeared: and we have gone w thout even an authoritative promse that it
will come, as we have pronises for the larger things |ike redenption and
sal vation. And yet no person cut watch a curtain rise w thout the hope of
great things. There is no art fromwhich so nuch is expected after so many
di sappoi nments. '

[Patrick Stranahan. Archi pel ago. ]

"And that twenty-four hour |ong, not-rationally-acceptible
presentation conprised the | ast twenty-four hours that | spent in the old
human context. How qui ckly we have forgotten that context! How quickly we
have forgotten those who refused to forget it!'



[ Absal om Stein. Notes on the Argo Legend.]

It's woe to tender fishes al

Who cannot stand the gaff,

And hel pl ess fol ks who fail and fall,
Not splendid by a half.

[ Finnegan. Road Songs. ]

Mary Virginia Schaeffer was caught up in a horror and revul sion. She
had killed a nedi umsized child during the skylarking safari. Then cane the
abysmal doubt: 'What if this child was real'?" It |ooked real. It bled
scarlet stuff with the snmell of blood. It did not turn into a poltergeist or
an animal or a puppet as it died. It did not break down into piles of ashes
or trish-barrel trash that would indicate (to a euphoric observer or
effector) that it had been worthless or invalid fromthe begi nning. The
child still had warnth to it, and then it turned cold under her hand.

"It's as though one should play a hand of 'Lizzie Borden' with the
pl ayi ng cards," she allocated, "and then go home and find one's parents
killed with in axe. It's is though | should junp rope to a child' s chant:

"Boil ny nmother in a pot!

Turn the fire up, hot, hot, hot!’
and then go honme and find that ny nother was indeed boiled to death. Wat
devil's cards do | play with? Wiose rope do | junp to anyhow?"

She carried the bloody child in her bosomas if it were it doll. She
cried runny teirs. But they were archaic tears fromthe old time when both
the occan and the human lacrime were only half is salty as they later
became. But had a newer and nore saltless tinme come over the world quite
recently?

"\What ever was the nane of that hilarious delusion that we were just
now caught up in so delightfully?" She asked blindly.

"The nane of it was Hell," said sonebody who was passing by. Wy
shoul d she be shocked on hearing that? It was one of the ol der sort of
peopl e who said that, and they are likely to say anything.

"Stein, | have no idea howold | am" Duffey said. "And | don't see
how Zabot ski can be part of the answer. He bel ongs to sone other groups.

used to know how old | was, on two different counts. | used to be well
ordered in ny sequences and ny lives. That's all gone now. | used to
renmenmber ny chil dhood and ny early manhood clearly. Now once again, as it
used to happen in ny uncertain monments, | renenber half a dozen chil dhoods

for nmyself, and they all have the marks of ny own fictions all over them
Now | renenber half a dozen different young manhoods for nyself. Am| really
naned ' Mel chi sedech, wi thout father, ww thout nother, having neither
begi nni ng of days nor end of life', as Paul wites about me in Hebrews? M
nane used to be Mchael, once, in one of ny versions. Wat is the advantage
of bei ng Mel chi sedech?"

"To be Mel chisedech is to be a king," Stein said. "I don't know
about your chil dhood, Duffey, but when | was a young boy, you were a grown
man, and | considered you to be old. That was in Chicago, and it's likely
the valid version. You renmenber me there. You renenber others there."

"Yes, but Hans renenbers nme in the Northland in the sanme years,"
Duf fey said, "and | renmenber himthere. Vincent and Teresa renmenber nme in
St. Louis in those years, though it took a while for their nmenories to work.
And | renenber them Henry and | nutually remenber scenes in rural
Loui si ana, he a fat young boy, | a fat man. You eat the fat way in that
Cajun Country. Mary Virginia Schaeffer renmenbers the in Galveston. And
renmenber her and her parents.”

"I remenber Duffey here in New Orl eans,” Finnegan said. "Dotty
renenbers himhere too." There was sonet hing peculiar about Fi nnegan being
there with themit this tine.



"These are things that the different persons told ne separately
wi thout telling the others," Duffey said, "and my own recoll ections cone
separately and disturbingly. Could I have lived so many lives at the sane
time?"

"Well, where do you renmenber Duffey from Zabotski?" Stein sensed a
rat.

"Whenever | want to renmenber himat, that's where | make himto have
been, " Zabot ski sai d.

"How many pots do you have fingers in, Zabotski?" Stein asked.
"Yah. | low many fingers do | got?" Zabotski held up his two big, Polish
hands. But he dazzled his fingers, so there was no way that anyone could
count them

"Zabot ski coul d have nothing to do with ny sinultaneous |ives,"
Duffey said. "He is nothing. He is just a poor ol d-human person, non-noetic,
non-spl endi d. "

There were many gruesone happenings into the afternoon and through
the day. There were battles and massacres. But it always ended up with nore
disintegrating trash in the streets and |Iots and shops. Then it was eveni ng.
It was near tinme to dress for dinner and for the presentation at the Decatur
Street Opera House. That would be quite special. O course they woul d have
to go formal. It was that kind of thing. These nmen didn't go formal nore
than once a year. But what was going to be shown happened only once a world.

Duf fey, of course, had every sort of evening clothes for rent over
at his establishments. H's 'Inperial Tuxedo Rentals and Gentlemanly
Appoi ntmrents' had al ways been a noney naker. But the Royal Pop Hi storians
("I's there really such a group as the Royal Pop Historians?" Duffey had
asked awhil e before, "and of what are they royal ?") were still holding forth
there, and Duffey didn't want, just now, to run athwart them

Fi nnegan said that he would go and get the evening clothes for
Duf fey and Zabotski and hinmself (Stein, of course, had his own at hand), and
he left to get them

He was gone. Then the others | ooked at each other with clamy
unease. They discovered that they couldn't renenber how | ong Fi nnegan had
been with themin Stein's apartnment. And they didn't know why they hadn't
renenmbered, until just now when he had wal ked out of the apartment, that
Fi nnegan was supposed to be dead. So that couldn't have been Fi nnegan
however nuch |ike himhe seened.

"Zabotski!" Stein cried with a real threat in his voice. Wuat could
Zab have to do with this?

"Yes, | always |iked Finnegan nore than | |iked you others,"
Zabot ski said. "I keep dreaming all today that it will be good to have his
conpany back. Then he is with us and | hardly notice that there's sonething
oblique about it. | dreama lot of real stubborn dreans today."

Wien the man returned with the clothes, however, it was clear that
he wasn't Finnegan. He was the young nan whom Stein had dubbed
' Deut er o- Fi nnegan' . He was the young painter around town, the young painter
who sonetimes left paintings on consignnment at Duffey's place to see if they
m ght not be sold. He was the young man who resenbl ed Fi nnegan slightly, and
whose best paintings were nore than a little bit I|ike Finnegan paintings
from his orange period.

But he had spoken sonmehow as if he were Finnegan. And he had
mentioned Dotty. Dotty had di sappeared sonme years before this young man had
been around there. There was surely something of Finnegan clinging to him
Fi nnegan haunted many people with his pervadi ng presence. Could this be
Fi nnegan's son? No. Finnegan had no sons in the flesh

"W will have dinner before the opera,"” Duffey said. "Sonme of us



won't be alive afterwards. The Presentation at the Decatur Street COpera
House is billed as an eschatological dram It will be the end of an affair,
probably the end of the affair.

"Have we any friends to go with us to a fine dinner at Grardeau's
Irish Restaurant? Nobody does tracings so fine as does Grardeau | ately,

t hough he didn't used to be so grand. Have you noticed how grand all of us
have becone since, well, just these |last few hours. Except Zabotski, of
course. | nean it. Never have there been so many really grand people in the
world, or in our city, before.”

They wal ked in their grand get-ups through the streets. Trash nen
were | oading their scoop trucks again and again with the debris. It was
nostly broken effigics of people and animals that was being | oaded into the
trucks: polyvinyl bits, styrofoambits, clay bits, plastic bits, paperboard
bits, even fleshy and bl oody bits. These latter showed signs of twtchy
life. 'Duffey, Duffey, it's me. Alexi Ravel. Help nme, help nme,' one of the
bl oody bits said. Things like that were weird. And sonetinmes there were
severed fleshy pieces mxed with the general trash -- a leg, a head, a
dripping loin that seemed to be of real flesh and vein and bl ood. The anima
pi eces also came fromthe destroyed people, it was said. Many of these
di sappeari ng peopl e pass through the animal formon their way back to clay
and trash.

Duf f ey, Zabotski, Finnegan-not-Fi nnegan (the young painter, his rea
nane was Jacob Sothe), Mary Virginia, Margaret Stone, the Child Hero,
Salvation Sally, the Urchin, the Countess, Absalom Stein, the Royal Pop
H storian named Cyrus Roundhead, maybe some others. They were all together
at that big, plush, oaken table at Grardeau's. This was the nunber one
table in the front wi ndow They were all splendid and suprenme and superb
They were escharotic and noetic. They were nutated and net anor phosed and
specified (is 'specify' not the word that nmeans to change into a new
speci es?): they were euphoric and willful and wonderful and transcendent.

"Only not all."

There was sonebody who said "Only not all”, and this indicated that
at least one of themwould fail of splendor and would betray all the new and
splendid things and fall back to the old dullness. Wll, whoever it was, he

woul d be done away with this night. "Just what is it that you Royal Pop
H storians are doing to our town, Roundhead?" Stein asked him "Mostly I
like the effect, but | do have reservations." Things and attitudes were
beginning to clarify thensel ves.

"Ch, we're making selective recordings of the last remants of
manki nd, at the same tinme that we term nate those remants,"” Roundhead told

them "The |ast pocket of humanity is here in your city. | say 'selective
recordings' for this is very tricky. The records may not be as things
originally were. They will be as we say that things were. Objectivity in

these things is fine, when it is properly directed by ourselves."

Mary Virginia still had the broken body of the child with her, the
last child that she had killed on safari. She wasn't naking quite such a big
thing of it now, but she wasn't quite ready to throw it away either

"It's one of the old kind, Mary Virginia," the countess told her
"It isn't good for anything. Wuldn't be good for anything even if it were
alive. You know what it is, don't you?"

"I know that it's human," Mary Virginia said. After a while, one of
the waitresses took it fromher to throwit on a trash truck. "It's not nice
to have something like that at table,"” the waitress said. No, that's not
accurate. Mary Virginia refused to give it to the waitress. Margaret Stone
took it fromher and said that she would have it thrown away.

But Margirct lied. She gave it to sonmebody to bury it.

"I just renmenbered that there isn't any Decatur Street Opera House
inthis city," Duffey slid with a puzzled grin. "How do | know where it is
then." But you're not supposed to puzzle too nmuch when you're possessed by



Euphori a.

"I just renmenbered that there isn't even any Decatur Street in this
town," Mary Virginia Schaeffer said. But they were both w ong. "Are we
bei ng el egant enough?" Margaret Stone asked. She asked it with a certain
duplicity or irony or bitterness, sone such things as the humans used to
have in their speech, things that would soon be gone out of all speech
forever. Duplicity and irony and bitterness are things that sinply have no
pl ace in splendid speech

"Ch yes. You're in the clear. You' re splendid and el egant enough
Margaret. You'll pass easily," the hoyden said.

Horse carriages were waiting in the streets outside. They had really
el egant horses on sont of those carriages. They were thunder colts who are
part artifice, part |egend, and part horse.

But inside, Grardeau's Irish Restaurant had becone a work of |iving
art. Transcendent persons are thensel ves works of art, and their
transcendence flows fromthenselves to their groups, and fromboth to the
surroundi ngs. Any resulting arrangenment nust of necessity be perfect. Every
person in this great dining hall was so seated as to contribute to the nost
stri king conposition of appearance and voice and aura. Every order that was
served becane a part of an olfactory and gustatory orchestration. Each
gesture and nuance of the thousand diners (Grardeau's didn't used to be so
large: only yesterday it could seat only forty-eight persons) was part of a
living panoranma and pandenoni um There was not hi ng acci dental about the
deeply textured and strong, nusky scene. There woul d never be anything
"accidental' again. It was all a perfectly-fitted and bal anced contrivance,
ruthl essly beautiful... or horrible, depending on the sensibilities. The
only ineptly clashing notes to be net there were provided by the severa
persons present who were lacking in the finer sensibilities. There were
Zabot ski and a few others. Bloody death be upon them

But even the human remants and preservations night be arranged and
toyed with and enjoyed. They were interesting bric-a-brac in the now
all -ways interesting world. But the human remants coul d be nuch nore
handi | y arranged and enjoyed after they were dead.

"We are unable to account for the human interval,

t he man naned

Roundhead was saying. "lIt's like one of those flinsy visions that sonetimes
cone to one in the nonment of waking up, and that then vanish, with ful
wakeful nesss. | do not believe that any of us splendid people were ever

human, and yet our bodi es appear very sinilar to the human. But the body is
related to the person and to the species only as the brain is related to the

mnd: it is a tenporary place for it to live, that is all. It may be that
bot h humans and oursel ves noved i nto bodies that had been devel oped by a
still nore primtive species. Myself, | can live in a house of al npost any

shape. The body isn't inportant to me. The body and the brain cannot |ive
wi thout their visitors, the person and the m nd. But the converse may not be
true. | believe that a species may travel, like father through nany bodies
of various sorts: through that of the totem aninmal, through that of the
contrived effigy, even through that burlesque thing that is called human."
"What is wong with the human thing?" Zabotski flared up
"Hurman nental processes are subject to error, and they are al npst
whol ly lacking in true kinetic intiotion," Roundhead expl ai ned. "Humans have
t he sickness of introspection and guilt. They have the sickness of depth,
but sanity is always a surface phenonenon. They have the sickness of
awkwar dness, and that is the nmost incurable sickness of themall. Thunder is
the specific against nost of these sicknesses, but who is it who prescribed
it for us? Humans are crude and tedi ous and full of mal odorous trash.
Humans, Zabotski, are like you."
"What is special about Duffey here?" Stein asked. "I keep feeling
that he had a foot in both of the worlds."
"So he did. So have you. There is no salvation for those who haven't
it. But there's not rmuch special about him" Roundhead said, "except that he



is the ol dest of us bright ones who are here present." "You speak sonetines,
Roundhead, as if you were all very old yourselves, and yet you speak as if
you awoke very recently."”

"Aye, so we did, but from an ancient sleep," Roundhead said. "And we
found that, as in the case of bears, many of us cubs were born during that
sleep. | don't know whether |I'm new born or new awakened."

"And what is, all, unspecial, about Zabotski here?" Stein asked.

"Qddly enough, Zabotski has been invaluable to us since we have been
inthis city," Roundhead said. "He's so dammed human! He spots the old
humans for us, dozens and dozens of them He |leads us right to them Ah, as
soon as we clear out this city, then the old humans will be gone forever,
except for the very few who escape us for a while. But we will track them
all down and sink them The human ship will be the one that |left no wake."

"Nothing at all to be left?" Stein asked. "Not even the echo of an
enpty vain?"

"Nothing it all left?" Margaret asked. "Not even the perfune of an
enpty vase?"

"Nothing it all left?" Deutero-Finnegan asked. "Not even the guffaw
of an enpty gag?"

Margaret herself, who sel dom wore such deceptions, was wearing the
perfune naned ' The Last Night of Her Life'. She also wore a sull enness that
was unusual for her. "No wake, no remant, no inmpact, no influence, we wll
have none of these fromthe human thing," Roundhead stated resolutely. "W
eradi cate the thing completely."

"How chorasm an of us!" the Countess excl ai ned.

"I think there will be a |legacy," Zabotski said sullenly. "I think
that I will be a part of it."
"So will I be," slid Deutero-Finnegan, the young pai nter who had

some of the nenories and aspects of Finnegan clinging to him

"Was humanity really a species apirt fromus?" Roundhead tal ked to
the tableful and to hinself. "Or was it a disease that afflicted the world
for alittle while? Possibly it was both, a double, donkey-headed

monstrosity. But nowit will not be either. Wien we arrange the human
things, in their histories, even in their possible influence on ourselves,
we will arrange themin our own ways. W will arrange that they drop into

the bottonl ess void fromwhence there is no echo.”
Ti me was runni ng apace. The people begin to enter their horse
carriages to travel to the opera.

6

There was a Decatur Street in that city, though there hadn't been
before. It had used to be called Magazine Street, or perhaps Peters Street.
It was fed into by the Grand Concourse through which a thousand horse
carriages cane without crowding. There was a Decatur Street Opera House in
that city, one of the nenorable opera houses of the world, though the people
there who had been living in New Ol eans didn't remenber it being there
before. It had a great facade of |aughing stone. The special stones set in
that facade recorded the flood tide of arrivals at the Opera. Everything was
of a stylized splendor under the jewel ed night sky, and the splendid people
di smounted and went grandly in.

"Only not all."

Sonebody said "Only not all" because their were tests that woul d
wi nnow out a few of those who sought entrance. There were tests to discern
t he stubborn ol d humanness of people going in. Perhaps a dozen out of every
t housand seeking entrance were flagged out by the Kinetic Intuition
I ndi cators. These fl agged-out persons were nade to wash their hands in
ashes. If they were persons they would be washing their hands in flame. And
several persons came there of their owmn will wthout being compelled by the
Kinetic Intention Indicator.



O those first ones who took the test, they failed it every one of
them They failed it in dirty flanmes and curling snoke.

Zabot ski, of course! It didn't take the Indicators to spot him He
was fl agged out by everybody's intuition. He was unregenerate, old-line
human, and this was apparent to everybody. He was stubborn and unchangi ng,
devoi d of easy euphoria, devoid of intuition, enpty of transcence, and of
cl oggy dept hs.

The ashes of the tests were in large, bronze basins. They were
recent human ashes, of that very day. They were the strong-smell ashes of
new y burned and very stubborn flesh, of flesh that refused to break down
into trash and trifles is it died. These test ashes were really a little bit
special, if anything of the relieved human can be call ed speci al

Zabotski rolled his his hands in the deadl ashes. And the ashes
burst into stifling and reeking flames. A d human fl esh recogni zed other old
human fl esh. Zabotski, fromthe pain of the flame, give out with a horrible,
wr enchi ng sound that was both a mpan and a | augh

There was a bl ood roar against this Zabotski fromall the bright
peopl e entering the Opera. It had been known that Zabotski was unrepentantly
human, but the pleasure of catching himwas not dulled by its being
expect ed. Zabotski was big and wild and |l oud and silly, and there was a | ot
of blood and fun to be got out of him Powerful men put a halter over his
head, a bit in his nmouth, and a rope around his neck. They begin to | ead him
of f, into the Opera House by the ani mal entrance.

"I"ll leave ne a wake behind ne!" Zabotski roared (it was a deforned
hal f animal roar, for the nonth bit had a tongue spike init). "I will strew
me a path in this world and out of the door of this world! I wll nake me be
renenbered!" He did strew a pretty wi de path nade out of half a dozen felled
strong men. But he was only back into his youth for one furious nonment
there. He was too old and too fat, and he was overpowered agai n and dragged
away. But he left a stenchy wake fromthe snmell of his burnt and broke-open
hands, human stenchy.

Wl |, what was there in human ashes that would still kindle fire at
the touch of kindred flesh? There was sonething in the ashes that
remenber ed.

Then, a short nonment after Zabotski had been dragged al ong, there
was an out-of-order incident, a happening that was not anticipated at all. A
person canme out of the crowd to the total consternation of all the
initiative people. This was a slight, quick, powerful young man, with a big
nosc and with sudden noves. He was certified splendid and noetic. He was an
intuitive, with-it person. This young man had been a puzzle around town to
various sorts of people. He had been a puzzle even around the Wal k-1n Art
Bijou and the Pelican Press. Stein had called hi mDeutero-Fi nnegan because
of his supposed resenbl ance to dead Fi nnegan and because of the rea
resenbl ance of his paintings to those of Finnegan. This nan was not
conpelled either by the intuitions of the crowd or by those of the
Instruments to declare hinself. But he did. He left the concourse of the
peopl e entering the Opera House, and he went to one of the large, bronze
basi ns that held cold human ashes.

"This is a mistake," one of the Marshals of the Opera said to him
"You are not suspect. You have not been questioned at all."

"This is no m stake," the Deutero-Fi nnegan said. Then he decl ared
hi nsel f by putting his hands deep into the ashes. They flamed to his touch
But it was not the black-red, reeking flane that had been the case with
Zabotski. It was a paler flanme, yellow at first, then deepening a bit and
shifting to orange col or.

"You can withdraw fromthis," trle marshal of the opera said. "This
is sone sort of a technical error. We all know that you're not human, that
you are one of us. W know that you' re new and splendid and sane. Wiy do you
young nen like to be eccentrics? You are causing a false flame for an antic.
It isn't even the right color of flame. Wiy do you | ove the extravagant



gestures?"
"I won't withdraw," the young fellow, the Finnegan |Image said. Then
his face crunbl ed and broke with the realization of the flame of his burning
hands. "I amhuman if | die to be human,"” he shuddered the words out. "Were
| amit human, it is not in your direction." He staggered, and he wat ched
the flanmes on his hands.
"No, it's not quite the right color,’

he said. The col or deepened a

bit when the flesh begin to support the flame. "Still not quite the right
color," the young man croaked as he watched the flame turning to a richer
orange. "I'Il have to work on that color." Strong nen put a rope about the

young painter's neck, and they led himinto the opera house by the anina
entrance. But they didn't inflict the bridle or bit on him

Seconds | ater, there was another out-of-order incident, one stil
| ess anticipated than the epi sode of the Doubl e Finnegan. But who was the
person who broke out of the concourse and ran towards one of the oracul ar
ash pots?

"Come along inside," Duffey was insisting to his party with curious
haste. "Cone, Sally. Come, Mary Virginia. The show is inside, not here."

"Wait, | want to see who it is," Salvation Sally protested being
hurri ed.

"Inside, inside," Stein was insisting with false heartiness. "W are
supposed to have sone excellent prelude nusic tonight. W don't want to m ss
it."

"I'"ll not be rushed,” Mary Virginia objected strongly. "Were's
Mar gar et ?"

But the small party was swept inside by the concourse of people.

O course the prelude rmusic was excellent. There was the Painted
Thunder Suite bv Kandarsky. The Countess and the Child Hero left the party.
"We're in the bullfight sequence, you know, " they said.

There was the Shining Muntain Fugue by Palfrey. The Hoyden |l eft the
“I'"'min the Thunder Cold Games, you know," she said.

"Where is Margaret Stone?" Mary Virgi nia asked again.

"She must have gotten lost in the crowd," Sal vation Sally said.
"Nobody could | ose Margaret, not anywhere, not ever," Mary Virginia
obj ect ed.

One does not cone to the Opera House to hear excellent prelude
musi c, nor to wait overlong for the curtain to rise. It is all right to wait
just long enough for anticipation to peak, yes, but then..

...but then the curtain didn't rise at all in the Decatur Street
Opera House that night. Instead of rising..

party.

But Margaret Stone hadn't entered the Opera building with her party.
She hadn't gone in with the press of people. Instead of that, she becane the
| east expected episode of the evening. She was the second of the
out - of -order persons who went to the oracular ash pot. She put her |i @nds
deeply into the human ashes, but these ashes were cold and grainy and dead
and remai ned so. So then, of course, Margaret was not old and unregenerate
human. She bel onged with the splendids and noetics. But wait!

She flicked her tongue. She often did this before naking a sparky
statenment. She flicked her tongue again, and there was genui ne holy ghost
fire flying about it. She scooped up the ashes in her tangled and tense and
electric fingers, and put theminto her nmouth. They fl aned.

Then she cascaded handsful of flame over her head and face and arns,
and she seemed unburnt by them They were garish, tunbling, orange flanes.
"Ch, that is the right color!" the Deutero-Finnegan said as he

wat ched fromthe animal entrance of the opera house. "Perfect, perfect."

"You can withdraw fromthis childish prank," the marshal of the
opera told Margaret. "You are not human. You have not been charged with any
of fense. W know that you are splendid, that you are noetic, that you are
intuitive. This is false fire you have made here for a joke. Wiy do so many



of the genui ne people insist on flanboyant gestures? Wthdraw fromthis

i nsane thing! Be splendid!"™ "I will not withdraw fromit," Margaret said. "I
will be human in death at least. It is not false flame. It is true flane.
Sure I'msplendid. | will be splendid in flane."

They put a rope around her neck to | ead her away. But she turned it
into a rope of fire and drove all her oppressors back. Then she noved of
herself, with that quick dancing step that she used, into the animal
entrance of the buil ding.

I nstead of going up, the Opera House curtain was sundered to
nothing. It was struck by lightning. It was burst and rent by a simultaneous
t hunder stroke. It was in flames, and then it was gone. The Decatur Street
Opera House was the only place in town that enployed this effect.

The scene was a bl ood-and-sand arena. The act was a bullfight. It
wasn't a Spanish thing, It was the earlier Cretan Bull Drama. The nusic was
the heavy Bull Waltz. The Countess, the Child Hero, and nine other young
persons | ept over the bulls, vaulted on their horns, curvetted cl ear over
them escaping the horns, escaping the hooves. This was all a beautiful
action. The young people had their waists drawn very small by bronze
cinctures.

Each of the young persons would defy a bull and do a flying hand
stand on its horns. Then there would be an interval when the bull was given
a human person to mangle and maul to death. The humans were sliced and gored
by the curving, whetted horns, and they were tranpled and torn open by the

t hunder hooves. They were broken to pieces by the violent bull inmpact. In
t heir being broken open, the humans spewed uut sone bl ood, rmuch entrail, and
still nore trash

"it is because we who order their deaths are so intuitive that we
force themto reveal their inner essence," said Cyrus Roundhead who was in
the loge with the Duffey party, "and the inner essence of humans is al ways
trash. Qurselves, who have no inner essence and who are entirely and
splendidly on the surface, contain no trash at all."

Zabot ski was one of the humans to be killed by the bulls. He nade a
good show. He gave the bull back bellow for bellow He pawed the sand in
mmcry of the bull. He put down his own head to neet the inpact He was
di sl ocated and smashed and broken open, and he died in his own bl ood and
serum and trash. He did, however, give one nore defiant bellow after he was
dead, a thing that startled the spectators. He got what is cilled ' The Ugly
Ovation', that given to things that the splendid people hate but also
admire.

"What we nust do is create a cycle of heroic nmenories of ourselves
as a species," Cyrtis Roundhead was saying. "Likely we nust borrow or adapt
such material. But wherever will be discover any heroic material to adapt?
If only we could acquire it by |legacy from sonme other species. Does any of
you know of a heroic species?"

After some minutes, the arena scene was that of bears and retiari
or net wielders. The little young people in this act tangled the rushing and
maddened bears in their flung nets, took themoff their feet with the force
of their own rushes, rolled themlike huge and angry balls, scorched and
burned themwith white-hot prods. Then they had nad bears indeed.

"I's not the nusic exquisite?" Roundhead asked proudly, for he was
hi nsel f one of the marshalls of the opera. "lIt's the Bear Ballet by
Br hzhl ozh."

"Brhzhlozh is only a machine," Mary Virginia said sourly.

"Certainly," Roundhead answered. "He is an intuitive, music-witing
machi ne. There wis once sone slight talk of keeping a few unnutated humans
to conmpose our music for us, but the best opinion was to extirpate every
human vestige and to nake no exceptions. W ourselves are not hunmans by
chronosom ¢ count or by blood type or brai nwave pattern. W are not humans
by passion or estrogen or adrenalin (for we have none of these things in its



at all). W are not humans by mental process or by esthesia. W are forever
rid of the human connection. And so are you our recruits, though you may
once have believed yourselves to be human. We are the splendid persons, the
final persons.”

"W sit at Opera, and Opera was a human thing," Stein said.

"Not such bl ood opera, no," Roundhead contradicted. "It is all our
own, both inits newformand in its ancient antecedents."

The maddened bears were sl ashed out of their entangling nets by the
young and spl endid net people. They escaped the on-rushes of the rel eased
beasts. Then human persons were thrown into the arena in the way of the
bears. And these humans were broken up and killed in a series of noisy
crunchi ngs.

Then there was the Fire-Drake Frolic in which a few nore stubborn
humans were slain. Fritz's Fandango in Three Fl anes was the acconpanyi ng
nmusi c.

The Interlude came then. There was interlude nmusic by Mzorca, and
Shi ni ng Mountai n Bubbly was served to all the | oge patrons.

"Opera used to be better," Mary Virginia said. "Operas were nore fun
a few years ago, when we were still human.”

"None of us was ever a human," Cyrus Roundhead corrected. "Sone of
us may have thought that we were. Some of us nay have been rai sed by humans,
just as humans had the tradition of human children sonetinmes raised by
animal s. "

Time flowed by on its smpoth and easy surface. Tine stood still in
its depth. But the new simultaneity had no depth. Then the graci ous and
rather stylized interlude scenery was cl eared away. The presentation of the
climax piece of the night would now begin. It was the Thunder Colt Gane. It
was orchestrated to the Thunder Torus nusic. The live and pantom m c gane
unf ol ded.

"When we persons of the thunder di nension attained consciousness, it
was a sudden event that instantly overtook every person of us," Roundhead of
the splendid nouth was saying. "The world was already in the mddle of its
bar oque phase when we woke to consciousness. The humans have cl ai med a sort
of consci ousness, but they cannot nean the same thing by it. | believe that
our own wakening to full consciousness is quite recent. Watch now The
awakening of life of our own totemanimal, the Thunder Colt, is the synbol
of our awakening. Notice that it devours conpul sively on awakeni ng. So do
we. "

There was a large thunder colt egg in the arena. The Hoyden and
ot her young peopl e broke a wi ndow into the egg. They took a human person
alive and blaring, and thrust himthrough the wi ndow hole into the egg. Then
there was a nindl ess gnashi ng and crunching as the still-unconscious thunder
colt inside the egg began to devour the human. Wth the nourishnent, there
cane a fulgence fromwithin the egg. It was not yet consciousness. It was
only inquiry.

Li ght ni ng answered the inquiry, struck the egg, and shattered it
open. The thunder colt stood up on uncertain and stilted |egs. That was the
awakeni ng to consci ousness.

Si nul t aneous thunder struck and suffused the colt. That was the
awakeni ng to the thunder dinmensions. Then the splendid thunder colt, sone

pi eces of the eaten human still protruding fromits nmouth, lept clear of its
birthing debris and ran riot. The stark nusic of the Thunder Torus picked up
the tenpo as the gane evol ved. There were only two human persons

r emai ni ng

in the arena. These two were known to be noetic and splendid. They were
humans only in their comng deaths and in their depths as persons.

The t hunder colt knocked the Deutero-Finnegan down with its first
assault. It tore off his lower jaw, split his chest, and seermed to | ay open



| ayer after layer of person in turbulent and confused depth.

"W have the thunder dinensions,"” the tal kative Cyrus Roundhead was
saying, in the loge, "but | amjealous that there may be ot her di nensions
that we lack. Do we really mss anything by living so entirely on the
surface? What we need to find for ourselves is a dinmension of depth. It
woul d be fine if sone older and ki nder race would give such a dinension to
us, but we look in vain for a source of such an inheritance."

The joyous, new y-awakened, totem thunder colt killed the Finnegan
effigy on the second press, splitting himopen in an incredibly rich and
m ngl ed juiciness. There was spilled out shouting scarlet blood, crinmson
bl ood, high saturation sul phur-col ored bl ood, saffron-colored blood, flane
bl ood, ichor and serum mezcol anza. The col or was nore orange than red and
thick now That color... it was the life garish orange color of all strange
artists in their orange period.

"Why, he had the right color in himafter all,
| aughed. It was al nost her |ast joke.

"As a species, we should try to create a signature color for
oursel ves, " Roundhead was saying in the loge, "as well as a depth and an
intensity. Can we remain splendid forever if we do not add to our
repertoire? W'll pick garbage out of the wake of any great people who'd
gone before us, but where shall we find traces of a great people? W search
vainly for a |l egacy of glory."

Mar gar et St one

The thunder colt wheel ed back and killed Margiret Stone at a single
pass. It tore off half of her head with its totemic teeth. It tore out her
throat. But it could't go deeply enough to get the laugh in her throat.
That's all she had to |eave.

The Thunder Torus music crashed to an end. CQutside the Opera House,
t he new and unl egaci ed breeze was bl owi ng under the gincrack, jeweled sky.
Book Ei ght

"You, Metchisedech pathetic,
Not descendi ng, not beget-ic,
Duff, you'd better be noetic.
[Crissie Cristofero.]

1

"How chorasmi an of us!" Becky Stein cried, and she grinned at
Duf f ey.

"What, Countess?" Duffcy asked her

"How noetic of us!"™ O eo Mahoney cried, and she smiled proudly.

"What, Hoyden?" Duffey asked. "What are you children going on
about ?"

"W have strengthened the 'Fifth Road' part in the play," deo
M honey said. "You know, that's the one where Crissie had the introductory
verse:

"A shattered world, and an end to fuss.

A new folk cones. And it isn't us.'
W have made the 'Fifth Alternative' rather nore inportant and nore
powerful, and we will give you your new lines that you say in it. But you
have already called us 'Countess' and 'Hoyden', and those are the roles that
the two of us play in the '"Fifth Road' part of the play. You' re anazing. How
do you do it? Here is the script with your new lines. Here, read them |
hope you learn them as wonderfully fast as you |l earned the others."

"Al'l right," Duffey said, "I'll read them But didn't we already put
the play on the night before | ast?"

"No, no, of course not," Becky said. "You are exasperating.
Sonetimes you catch onto things so quickly that it amazes ne. And sonetines



you are so slow and confused. That was the rehearsal, but you didn't even
cone to it, and | had to read your lines. The play is tomorrow night.
There's been no change in the date of it."

"Ch, that's... well, that's reassuring, | guess," Duffey said. he
| ooked at the script with the revised nore inportant and nore powerful
"Fifth Alternative' part. And he tried to orient hinmself at the sane tine.

Duf fey had been in a place and with people who were too fast for
hi m Thi ngs had been happening there that were beyond all reason, and he had
been accepting them as though he were hypnotised. Wth the 'too fast
peopl e, Duffey had sinned in pride and superbity, and he had | eagued hi nsel f
wi th those people who were, for all he knew, no nore than splendid devils.

Then he had attenpted to withdraw fromthe situation to clarify his
mnd. He had called on all his magic and trickery. He had rem nded hinself
that he had a qualified |ordship over tinme and place. \Wen younger, he had
had t he power of noving back and forth through time easily, the power of
backi ng out of a time that had gone wong and taking another alternative
forward then. As he got older it became a little harder for himto do this,
but it should still be possible in an extremty. He attenpted it; he
challenged it. And it began to novr. But now he had to tear across acres and
acres of fabric to back out of the situation, and there were |iving people
i thedded in that fabric.

Duf f ey, having just cone out of a shocking and splendid Opera House,
trenbling yet at the magnitude and spl endor and outrage of what he has seen
and heard, had been standi ng under a gintrack, jeweled, night-time sky in a
spl endi d devildom But the devil dom was wearing the fal se face of his own
city New Ol eans. He had marshalled all his power to break out of it. Then
he | ost his bearings and his consci ousness.

Then, after a while, or before a while, he had come to hinmself in a
pl easant plce, and there were several teenage girls with him girls whose
names he woul d renenber after a bit.

"Atotemaninmal plays a bit part in that 'Fifth Road Alternative',"

C eo Mahoney was saying. "W have given it the tentative name of the
"Clattering Pony'."

"The Thunder Colt," Duffey said.

"Ch, that's better," Becky Stein cricd. "You' ve hit it right, Duff.
The Thunder Colt it will be."

This pleasant place, in fact, was a teenage nilk bar and ice cream
restaurant, and Duffey was attacking a Gol den Gate Sundae. He suspected that
Becky Stein, who was chubby, had suggested it to him

So Duffey was back out of the bright devildom (otherw se known as
the '"Fifth Contingency' or the '"Fifth Road'), but had he brought anything
back with hin? He hadn't |iked that sound and feel of tearing fabric as he
had returned. He had done violence to tinme and to the people living init.
How badly had he torn the fabric of the two worlds? Had he injured people,
or even killed then?

"They say that you can do nmagic tricks, M. Duffey," Crissie
Cristofero said. "Wuld you do sorme of them during the interm ssion? That
woul d be better than your playing your banjo, | believe, or even playing
your recorder flute. A touch of magic is what our play needs, at the
interm ssion, right before the sequence where there has got to be a belief
in magic."

"I don't do magic tricks," Duffey said. "But | do magic. It's nearly
as effective."

"If it weren't for working on the play now, | think I'd go crazy,"
Becky Stein was siying. "Aunt Margaret's sudden death tore ne up so mnuch!
She's the only one of you Romans | ever |oved, except you now, Duff. And to
be killed by a rabid horse! Woever heard of a rabid horse before?"

Duf fey was sick. Margaret Stone (for Margaret was a sort of aunt of
Rebeka Stein) had been killed by a horse. Duffey had brought at |east part
of the Fifth Alternative back with him



"And the funeral mass, Duffey, what have they done to it?" Becky
moaned. "They've ruincd it. | made a Crissie verse about it:

"Ain't we glad that she is dead!

Al'l be happy! Don't be sad!'
All | can say is that the new funeral nass sure is in bad taste at a
funeral. It cloys, it cloys! Wiat's the matter with you Romans anyhow? |
wi sh Aunt Margaret were back so she coul d nmake a Gadarene S@i ne verse about
her own funeral. You people don't believe that mass is inspired, do you?"

"The Holy Ghost has bad days, even as | and thou, Becky," Duffey

said mserably, "I tell you now though that there are dangerous things in
that 'Road Five' of the play."

"Are there ever!" Cleo Mahoney cried in shocked delight. "It is all
so horrible and so murderous and so splendid. | pray that it may never
happen in the real world. And, as a codicil to nmy prayer, | pray that if it
does happen, | want to have a front place where | can see and take part in
everything. | wouldn't nmiss it for the world! But it is the world, and which

way it will roll, that's the subject matter of that 'Fifth Contingency'."

"What are you going to do with the Jacob Soul e pictures now that he
is dead, M. Duffey?" Crissie Cristofero asked him "There's one of his that
you have over at your Walk-In Art Bijou that | just love. |I'd give anything
| have in the world for it, but everything I have in the world is just a
l[ittle over nineteen dollars."

"I don't know what I'Il do with them Crissie," Duffey said. "There
wi || probably be an adninistrator appointed for his estate. | never knew
many details about him whether he has any kindred or not. He cones and
goes, just like Finnegan did, ah -- just like another painter did."

Duffey wis trenbling. Margaret Stone killed by a rapid horse and
al ready buried! Jacob Soul e, the Deutero-Finnegan al so dead! The ripped
fabric of Duffey's coming back fromthe splendid Devil dom had displ aced
events and people, in time and in space. And Duffey had brought at |east two
deat hs back with him

How about Zabotski! Zab had al so been killed in the Devil dom

"Have any of you -- I'malnost afraid to ask this -- seen Zabot sk
| atel y?" Duff asked the young girls. "I -- ah -- wonder if he is all right."

"I haven't seen him" Becky said, "and the others wouldn't know him
Duffey, I"'mworried tbout nmy father. He's grown grand and splendid | ately,
and he's using it for all it's worth. He's signed to do a series of reviews
for 'Gentl eman Rounder', and that's the nmagazine with the built-in sneer for
t he conmon peopl e. "Abba Absalomreally believes that he's beconme superior
to the conmon crowd. 'Reilly, those of us who are truly aware, we forma
species quite apart fromthe commoners,' he said. 'It's no use pretending
that we don't.' Really, he's inmpossible.™

"It is a phase that a m ddl e-aged nan sonetimes pass through,"”

Duffey said. "I hope that it will pass." So Stein was back fromthe
Devi |l dom but he had brought sonme of its baggage with him What, Absal om
grand and spl endi d! Well perhaps he had al ways been, but he should not be
aware of it in hinself.

Duf fey took the script for the play with himand left the giris and
went over to Zabotski's old place. This was the first | ook he had had of his
city since his return fromhis 'Fifth Road' excursion. Wen he had returned
to awareness he had already been in conversation with the girls. The city
| ooked pretty much as it always had, and yet Duffey looked it it with a
jaundi ced eye. The jaundi ced eye was one of the things he had brought back
fromhis mngling with the splendid people.

At | east the Bayougoul a Park was no | onger there, as it had been
there in the Fifth Contingency. And sone of Zabotski's buil dings were back
there again, as they had not been there in the Contingency.

"I's Zabotski around the place?" Duffey asked a fell ow who rented
fromZab in one of the apartnent buildings. "lI'malnost afraid to ask."



"He just left," said the renter (his nane was Al exi Ravel). "He just
cane by to collect the rents. That's all he comes by for now. He spends al
his time on the lake in that big, freakish boat with Wfe Waldo and all the
ki ds and animals. He says that when catastrophe strikes, they'll have a
better chance than nost of riding it out."

"Ah, does Zab seemto be all right?"

"Al'l right? No, of course not, Duffey. Wen was he ever all right?

He's as nutty as Pecan Prairie. By the way, |'mnore than a bit angry with
you, Duff. | had a dreamthat | was dying and that you passed ne by and | et
me die. | wouldn't have done that to you. I'd have tried to save you."

"But Alexi, if it was only a dream--" Duffey tried to defend

hi nsel f with hand-fl oppi ng gestures. But he did renenber the incident. That
bit of trash that had seened to call to him it had been Alexi Revel in
nortal agony. Duffey hadn't stopped because it would be an unspl endid thing
to notice a pile of trash. But now he was ashaned.

"No, it was only only a dream Duffey," Ravel said bitingly. "I
don't know what it was, but you knew it was ne in it. You left ne there to
die, and | wouldn't have done that to a dog."

Al exi Ravel turned away from Duffey, spat on the sidewalk in
di sgust, and went into the Zabotski-owned apartnent buil di ng where he lived.

Wl | anyhow, Zabotski was back in the well-a-day world, in as nmuch
as he had ever been in it. And his watertight contraption, the |arge boat or
barge, was apparently back also. In the world of the splendid Devil dom
Zabot ski hadn't seenmed to renenber anything about buil ding the boat.

Duf fey went into his own place that was quite near (Bayougoul a Park
was no | onger between his place and Zabotski's buildings). He saw by his
automatic clock that it was Mnday, a Mnday that he had |lived once before.
The Monday and Tuesday and Wednesday of that week he had already l|ived once,
before he found hinmself in the situation of the Fifth Case.

It being Monday, there was a letter fromhis quasi-brother Bagby. It
was not, however, the sane Bagby letter that had been there the previous
time that Duffey had lived this Mnday.

"My dear brother and npst egregious ass," the letter began. "It is
wi th disgust verging on loathing that | view some of your recent conduct. An
ordi nary person, not very smart, mght have been taken in by sone of the
pretensi ons of the Royal Pop People, for a very little while. But you, who
are supposed to be an extraordi nary person, were taken in by themall one
day and far into the hellish night. You are supposed to be better than that.
You have proved yourself, in this, to be a cad and a coward and a crawer, a
total goof, and not at all manly. But you could just as well have been a
good man in the episode. You have the equi pment to be so.

"For a little pride, you denied your people, and you went with the
Royal Freaks. And now you have withdrawn fromit, though not till the
twenty-third hour. That rmuch is good. But you have not withdrawn fromit in
all ways cl ean.

"Now you nmust go into the wilderness and gather your strength. If
you cannot gather it now, under disadvantaged conditions and beset with
obstacles, then you will never be able to gither it at all. Werevcr you go,
what ever you do, for a while, it will be a wilderness where you are. You
will make your own wilderness. And you will be an old bear in the woods of
it.

"Ah well, we bet on you here. W bet clay coins that we nake
oursel ves, for we use no other noney here. Because of your peculiar
attributes and circunstances, many persons are watching howit will go with
you, and | am watching al so. 'He cannot die,' sone people say 'or at |east
he cannot have an end.' So, what will happen to you? There are severa
t heories about this, and we bet on them"

"But | have died," Duffey told hinmself and Bagby if he could hear
him "and | have ny ashes somewhere to prove it. Do not say that | can't



die. I will have no end, it says? It seenms, at the monent, that | wll have
no end in the sense that | will have no purpose. | hope that is not the true
case of it."

"My brother, be alittle nore steadfast in your unique career. It is
absol utely necessary that you should be. It only begins to get rough for you
so far."

Ch, it was nice to have one faithful correspondent like this
st epbr ot her Bagby.

Duf fey was wal ki ng through that part of his wilderness that is
call ed Dumaine Street. That sign "The Future Begins Right Here" was stil
standing in the pedestrian way. It nmust have been sone tine since Crissie
Cristofero had first painted it. It's paint nust |long since be dry. The
nmessage of it was really directed to Duffey personally, which may have been
the reason that he seened to be the only one who noticed it.

The sign stood in the pedestrian way, but it wasn't an obstacle to
the people. They didn't wal k around it. They wal ked through it. Duffey also
attenpted to wal k through it, but he stunmbled into it violently, for it was
solid and substintial to him He tangled hinmself up, and he fell backwards
with a resounding clatter. It was an obstacle to him if not to others.

"What's with you, man?" a young fellow asked sharply. "You were
wal king along in the clear when all at once you started to fall all over
yoursel f. Then you stunbl ed backwards and fell flat." The young fell ow
hel ped Duffey to his feet. "Are you all right?" he asked. "You are the
clunsiest old bear | ever sawin my life."

Yes, there are pitfalls and obstacles in the w | derness, and a man
falls several tinmes a day.

"I know it's rough a second or two beyond that sign, or a day or two
beyond it," Duffey said. "But naybe that is only the breakers breaking on
the rocks. WIIl there not be clear water a little bit beyond then? How wil |

it be a year beyond the barrier? I will see?

"I and ny giants will crash through! Power, power, |end ne power! |
have the nodified lordship of tine is a prom se. | must nmake use of that
now. | go through. Wiy is it so nuch harder than it used to be?"

Mel chi scdech went through the barrier and through the breakers that
are just beyond it. And he found clear and nearly snooth water

2

There shoul d not be any awkward confrontati ons. Mel chi sedech had
junped one year into the future, but so had the world. To be sure that there
woul d be no cl ashing of irreconcil abl es, Ml chisedech wal ked to the Pelican
Press which was the | east awkward place that he knew. The nmenories of the
junped year should accrue to himflow and supply himw th all the background
he needed. After all, this was hinself, and these would be his menories. He
was junping that year conpletely, and he should have arrived with every
i mpression of that year conplete within him

But they were a very clotted bunch of inpressions, very many for
some nonths, hardly any for others. They would take sone sorting out, and
his own nenories should be in himnaturally.

He swung open the ornate door, bronzed by Finnegan, with the Holy
Pelican so vivid on it, so alive that you wanted to throwit a fish. He
entered, and he found Mary Virginia Schaeffer inside.

Few peopl e have ever realized how conplex a person was the open and
intelligent and always kind Mary Virginia. And Duffey had not really
realized it until he saw the | ook on her face now Conplex! Ch conpl ex! She
kept a gently burning | ook on himfor a long time. She ran her hand over his
face. "Ugh, ny dear, ugh," she said. "That is ny word on the subject. "If |
did not |Iove you I could not stand you so at all. How have you cone to



t hi s?"

That | ook of hers would have nelted tin or brass. Well, Duffey was a
tin horn sport | oaded with brass, and it nelted himconpletely.
"Ch Mel chi sedech, whatever will | do with you?" she said then. "You

are the nost exasperating person that | have ever known." But Duffey, for
the life of him couldn't think of anything exasperating he had done | ately.
H's menories of the "lately' were conpletely bl ank

"What have | done wrong, Mary V.?" he asked. "You al nost sound as if
you weren't glad to see ne this day. Fake it, sis, fake it. Pretend that
you're glad to see ne."

"I love you, Duff, but you shouldn't be here. Have any of the others
seen you? They'll be frightened if they do see you."

"Why shoul d anyone ever be frightened of me? Have | given you ny
review colum for this week's Bark yet? Sonehow | don't renmenber whether

have or not. If | haven't, I'll sit right down and do it now "
"Go ahead," Mary Virginia said. "No, you haven't done one for this
week yet. Do it now if you wish, yes. It will certainly be a "First'."

Duffey sat down it the little desk there and began to type quite
rapidly. He wote a very long and absol utely excellent review colum, about
three thousand words in a little nore than an hour. H's fingers and his mnd
had wings on them It was an outstanding piece, |oaded with insights and
br eakt hrough stuff. Good! It was thunpi ng good. Nobody around there, not
even Stein, had ever marshalled such in array of crashing and illum nating
i deas before. Salvation Sally started into the room She | ooked at Duffey
rattling away at the typewiter. Then she gave an odd 'squawk; and bolted
out of the roomagain. And Mary Virginia went out after her. Cdd!

But it was not nearly so odd as the super-odd things that were
floodi ng through Duffey and being transformed into thoughty words by his
magi ¢ fingers. How they did rattle out of that hardline! "It's as though
had acquired bi-nmentality and bi-local vision," he told hinself. "Never have
| been able to see things fromso many sides.” Mary Virginia came back into
the roomafter a while. She was smling in seven-|level arrangenent and
conpressi on. And Duffey continued with his excellent piece.

Then the splendid and noetic Absalom Stein strode into the room
Yes, he was superb and splendid, and yes he knew it all. H s daughter Becky
was correct that he now suffered with overweeni ng superbity. Wat, did
he still have it? He had been suffering fromit for nore than a year then

Stein | ooked at Mel chi sedech in an obscure way, not startled really,
but not absolutely unstartlcd either. He shook his head that seened to be
even bigger than it used to be. He grinned a grifi that was even w der than
hi s previous record.

"I'"ll not believe it," he cried. "Woop, I'll not believe it!" he
how ed. His rising howl broke into a roaring | augh, a grandfather guffaw,
and he reeled out of the room overcone by something that went beyond

merrinment. And he could be heard with his echoing laughter filling afl the
streets outside.
"That man sure can |laugh |long," Ml chisedech said. "I wonder why?

What was so funny? They should barrel up l|aughter like that in casks and
seal it. That was extraordinary."

And Duffey rattled al ong and finished his astonishing review
article.

"Here it is, Mary Virginia,'

he said, "and it's good."

"I"'msure it is, I"'msure it is," she said. "W pernmit nothing that
isn't good here. And now hadn't you better go?"

"What for? | like it here. It's my favorite place, after ny own, of
course. And besides, | amone-third owner of this place and its

publications. Wiy are you angry with ne? O di sappoi nted? Why are you
whatever it is?"

"Have you done sonet hi ng bad, Mel chi sedech?" she asked. "W rse than
usual , | nean."



"I don't think so. Not worse than usual, no.

"Then why are you wandering? WIly haven't you found peace?"

"I"mnot wandering, Mary Virginia. 1'mnot even in the nmood to
wander .

"And | am |l ooking for peace, and for pattern and for purpose, and
all such things. Wiy is there a m sunderstandi ng between us today?"

"Well, why are you so anbi guous then?"

" Anbi guous? | ? Never."

"Yes, anbi guous. Chosts are always anbi guous. That's all that they
are. They are the essence of anbiguity. What ? Don't you really understand
what it is, dear? You' re dead all these nonths. You' re a ghost. And properly
di sposed persons have no need to wander as ghosts. At least | don't believe
that they do.

"Ah, you fade out! CGood, good. Then you're not really wandering
lost. Then | only saw you because | was tired, and your spector was part of
my tiredness. But how did Salvation Sally and Absal om Stein see you then?

"Whatever it is, bless you, ny friend."

Yes, Duffey faded out of there. But he didn't go away fromthere,
only fromthem So he would die within the year, the year less "all these
nmont hs'. Was that the death breathing its cold breath down his neck even
now? But his death was al ready ordai ned in another place and time. Was there
not a canoni cal inpedi ment agai nst dying tw ce?

Duf fey withdrew fromthat crash year, and in doing so, he set it
into the future once nore. And then he was once again (it should be 'and
then he was once before', but may grammar not perturb us) sitting in the
all-things roomat the Pelican press and trying to wite a review colum for
t he BarKk.

"You' ve been fiddling away a ot of your time with that play that
the Ursuline Acadeny girls are putting on," Mary Virginia was saying to him
"and then yesterday you were no good at all. It's as though you were in a
daze all day I ong. Now you just finish that piece up! | need it this
afteriloon absolutely."

So Duffey worked away at the review colum with sincere application
But it didn't cone so easy, nor was it nearly so excellent, as the review
that he had just done, a year ahead of now, as a ghost.

Absal om Stein cane in with his excellent and splendid stride.
Superbity, Superbity, thy name is Stein.

"What was so dammed funny, Stein?" Duffey asked in a rasping voice.
And Stein was a little taken aback.

Then Duffey howed. His rising how broke into a roaring |augh, a
prinmordial guffaw. This laughing filled the whole room It was horse | augh
it was hoodoo hootiiig, it was gel asnus.

"Ah, the bubbly water people ought to bottle that stuff and sel
it," Stein said. "It's good." Nobocly could laugh so outlandishly as Duffey,
unless it was Stein hinself.

Duf fey went out to the unsinkable boat-castle to have dinner wth
Zabot ski and W fe Wal do. They had been asking himfor years, it seened, and
he had been promising to cone for years. Duffey went out there in a taxi,
but the taxi cab stopped three hundred yards from Zabotski Flats where the
bi g castle-boat rode at kedge anchor. Zabot ski Fl ats was about two hundred
acres on Lake Borgne that Zabotski had bought. About two thirds of it was
sweet, and one third of it salt meadows. Al of it was inconparably | ush,
t hough the flats on each side of it were sparse of growth and worthless. So
had zZabot ski Flats been worthl ess when Zabot ski had bought the spread at a
| ow price. But then God and his sun has shined down on it, and God and his
water had watered it and blessed it (such was Zabotski's explanation of the
rich verdure of the place), all because Zabotski was a just man and sel ected
for a special role.



You woul dn't believe the things that were grazing in the tal
greenery of Zabotski Flats. You wouldn't believe that the |ions and | eopards
had abjured flesh and were eating grass there, would you? Well, it wasn't
grass they were eating, but it was vegetation. It was the Ninrod Fl esh
Plant, which is very rare in nost parts of the earth but which was grow ng
abundantly in the Flats.

H ppopatam and | eviathan were grazing in the salt water neadows,
belly-deep in the reed grass and the water, and happy with runbling stomach
song. \Wales came up to the deeper part of the neadows and visited and
joined their wisdom Water buffal oes grazed in both the salt and the sweet
portions. Zebras with all asses and cattle and sheep and goats, grazed in
the sweet water parts of the fruits, with all rabbits and coneys and smal |
gane ani mal s al so.

There was a little skiff there on the m xed water and grass shore.
Duffey stood in it and pushed his way out to the big contraption boat castle
barge by using its single steering car. And there on the big floating craft
it was all donestic festivity and famly revel. Wfe Wal do had a pot as big
as Duffey's own slungullion pot (indeed the pots were tw ns) which she kept
at an eternal sinmer or |ow boil.

"You cone without wife or without hopes of offspring, Melchisedech,™
Zabot ski said. "What is there about you that is worth serving then? W take
no sterile thing with us when we go on our grand float." Zabotski talked
funny today.

"I come here to dinner by invitation," Duffey said. "I do not cone
here to be saved. Nevertheless, it is always a wel come side benefit when
salvation falls to one. And you will not be going on your grand fl oat
t oday. "

"Aye, today it will be," Zabotski swore in his sore-tongued voi ce.

"Every day, for nine years now, Zab has sworn 'Aye, today it will
be,"" Wfe Waldo put in her tupelo-wood car. "But we still drift here on the

[ight anchor. Zab had his tongue butchered by the |lynchers, and |I tell that
now he should talk a little bit less for a while and let nme talk a little
bit nmore. But there's no way that Zab could talk I|ess.™

They were seated at a very long table now, and several of the salt
wat er oriented children were saying grace: "W thank thee for the
hi ppopot anmus st eak and the rhinoceros steak and the behenoth steak and the
| evi at han steak and the alligator steak and the buffal o steak and the
el ephant steak and the green turtle steak. Amen."

"We eat a lot of steak here," Wfe Waldo said. "W pan fry it in
t hose deep pans over there." The deep pans were as big as airpl ane wheels.

"Aye, it was down by the Opera House last night that the | ow
I ynchers took me and tried to dishonor nme and to kill ne," Zabotski said.
"Was that only last night? It seems |onger. They put a halter over mny head,
a bit in ny nouth, and a rope around ny neck. They began to hang ne. |
roared for help, but the nmouth bit had a tongue spike in it and I could not
roar properly. Neverthel ess, certain poor people of the nei ghborhood cane to
my aid, and | nyself erupted |ike a volcano with hiorns and hoofs on it. The
poor people saved ne, and | saved nyself. W scattered those |ynchcrs |ike
chaff. But ny tongue is mangled and so is ny disposition. | tell you,
Duffey, it isn't safe to be around that Opera House after dark."

There is nothing so honmey as an ark. There was nusic and
conversation, and all of it was hone made. There were flutes there (the
first ones made by Zabotski, the others by the various children) for every
child and ape and seal in the establishnent, and there was no prohibition
agai nst playing at table. This nade for a nusical neal. Al houseboats are
honey, but none so honey as this ark. You do not get such nunbers of aninals
on nost houseboats, nor such nunbers of children

"There are fifty-two kids," Zabotski said, "all of them unrelated,
and all of them of superior quality. This gives a strong genetic base. W
will get our first crop fromthe kids this year. Wfe Wal do says that we



have been here for nine years (it doesn't seemlike that long to ne) so the
ol dest of the children will be fruiting this year

"Mel chi sedech, these are smart kids. They know all the sciences and
all the technol ogies. They even top ne in a few fields. They are pious and
i magi nati ve and good-natured and | oaded wi th understandi ng and scope. They
take smart pills which they have invented thensel ves. They are splendid, but
| told themthis nmorning not to use the word 'splendid any nore. It's
pi cked up distasteful connotations for me since |ast night. These kids do
new things, with nusic (especially on the alligator skin drums). They do new
things with mathematics. They do new things w th netanorphics. They build
the finest instrunents in the world, and they build themfor fun. They
extract all one hundred and twenty el enments out of the water of this
open-mout hed salt | ake, and then they change them fromone to another. Wth
such inprovising kids, we need never run short of anything. They're the best
kids that | ever saw "

There were many practical little tricks used there on the ark. Every
person had a little hatchet with the other table inplenents beside his
pl ate. Some of those rhinoceros and behenoth steaks are tough, but a good
hacker can hack theminto pieces, And the plates were of unbreakable
Zabot ski et al

And each person had a small bow with arrows besi de hisplace. This
was to combine the sports of hunting and fishing with the sport of eating.
Sone of these those bow s of slumgullian were pretty lively, you see. A
variety of small creatures had nutated there, under the gui dance of sone of
the biol ogically mnded kids, and now they were able to live and thrive in
boiling water and boiling slu,. There were small, fierce, fanged sea
creatures anong them who di sputed the contents of the bows with the people.
Ch, they struck like lightning when they struck, up out of the depths of the
bowl s of slum But they could be shot with arrows just before they |ept.

"But it was |loaded in our favor to begin with," one of the kids
siid. "It isn't really fair. We could kill themw th arrows. But all they
could do to us was snap off a lip or a nose sonmetines. So | have been
redressi ng the bal ance. ™"

"How have you been doing that?" Duffey asked warily. Zabotski was a
jokcr, and even Wfe WIdo was sonething of a joker. How would children
rai sed by them not be jokers?

"I'"ve taught two dozen of the m dget octopoess to shoot little bows
and arro\vs," the child said. (This was a female kid, and tricky.) "And |'ve
made m dget bows and arrows for them 1've also installed the shoot-to-Kkil
instinct in them The poison sepia concoctions for tipping the arrows was
their own intention. A person shot by one of those poison tipped arrows will
turn black and die within thirty seconds."

"Ah, and whre are they now?" Duffey asked. "What did you do with the
little biglhers after you' d educated them and arned then?" "I put them
inthe big pot," the child said. "And they had already settled on the
go-for-the-open-spiggot, go-for-the-bow s strategy'. | imagine that they are
in the bow s now, the very bowls we are starting in on. | think it's better
sport when things are nore evenly matched, don't you? How are your own
reactions, M. Duffcy? Are your arrows handy enough for quick notching and
your bow handy enough for quick drawing? WIll you be able to spot an overt
nmove in your slungullion quickly enough? Renmenber, you have to shoot first,
or you will die."

"I will shoot first," Duffey said.

"But if you should mss with your shot --

"I won't mss," Duffey said.

That was one of the best and nmpst honey and nost whol esome di nners
and visits that Duffey had ever experienced. If the world were destroyed and
only this bright establishnent saved, that would be better than if this
bri ght establishnment were destroyed and only the world saved. This group
surviving would have to be entered on the gain side.



Duf fey taught the children to nake banjos that afternoon. They were
good workers in all the mateirals, as their foster father was. And this
woul d give a newnote to the lively orchestration of the place. There would
be sone bl essed plunking added to all the other blessings ot the place.

If Duffey hadn't had an inportant appointnment in town that evening,
he m ght not have been able to tear hinmself away fromthe ark and its
animal I s and people at all

And the next evening, or maybe it was the evening after that, there
was presented the play ' Seven Roads' in the Ursuline Acadeny's auditorium
Mel chi sedech Duffey acted his own role excellently. And in the interm ssion
he performed nagic. Not nagic acts, but real magic. And he al so played on
his banjo and on his recorder flute. The presentati on was an overwhel m ng
success.

3

In his finite wisdom Melchisedech knew that whatever time he woul d
take for visiting and private comunications would be tinme he would have to
steal. The night of the little play, and it was late that night after the
pl ay had been given, seened to be the last normal night of his life. The
recent, last tinme that this night had been lived through, it had been
foll owed by a weird norning when the whole town was turned awy and a new
peopl e had cone in and taken control. This sane norning would hardly foll ow
again, but there might be a norning equally spooky. In any case, Duffey
m ght not have full freedom of action on the norrow.

And Duffey had decided on a series of visits, that he wi shed to
make. And as soon as he hall decided on them the fulfilling of them seened
i mperative.

Duf fey, retreating and retraci ng and using the sane days and weeks
and nmont hs several tinmes over, nmade visits to nost of his 'animations'. He
feared this would be the last time he would ever see themin the nornal
fl esh.

To a person who was not Duffey, it seened as if there were lively
doings in Duffey's diggings that night. Duffey went and returned close to a
dozen times that night. He left in a hurry every time, and he returned in a
hurry only mnutes or hours later. And yet he mi ght have spent a week or a
nmonth on several of his journeys of that night. He was playing fast and
| oose with tine and space, before his powers in those directions should be
taken away from him

Duf fey had decided to go to Havana Cuba on his first journey. Then
he woul d go to the Marianao Coast a few niles from Havana to search for the
pl ace where Finnegan was said to have been killed. The death of Finnegan was
supposed to have been many years before this. But Duffey was not at all sure
t hat Fi nnegan was dead. He intended to find out about it.

"I mean to talk to Finnegan," Duffey said. "Be he alive or be he
dead, | intend to talk to himand to have answers to my questions. | don't
bel i eve that Finnegan ever neant to be nysterious or to | eave a nystery
behind him It was quite by accident that it fell out so. H s body was not

found there. But no further traces of himwere ever found either. He will be
glad to see ne. Dead or alive, he will always be glad to see ne. W were
cl ose, though our actual tinme together did not nunber very many days. | have

a great affection for him and | have never gotten over the shock of his
possi bl e death. He was the nbst nasterly of my 'Aninmations'."

Duf fey had a few clues. He had one always startling clue, the
pi cture of Finnegan's grave. And this npbst nysterious picture had nost
likely been painted by Finnegan hinsel f.

That Painting hung in Duffey's Walk-in Art Bijou in New Oleans. It
had been hanging there for nore thin thirty years. The name of it was ' The
Resurrection of Count Finnegan'.

"OfF what was Count Finnegan a Count?" asked Carnel o Mondoza, the



private detective who woul d acconpany Duffey on the Cuban investigation

"Possi bly he was Count of nothing," Duffey said. "But he has titled
this picture in his own hand, and he would not claima title for hinself
that he didn't possess. One not-to-be-depended on source says that
Fiiiiiegiii was a Papal Count, that he was an In Petto Papal Count, so naned
by a Pope now dead."

"I'f he were naned In Petto, In Secret, then we could hardly know
about it," Carnelo said. "Who is this not-to-be-depended on source?"

"He calls hinself M. X"

"Ch him | know him And are not sonme of your other clues fromthis
M. X also?"

"They are, yes," Duffey said. "Ch, X., be there sonething in your
information this time!"

Duf fey and the detective Carmel o Mendoza studi ed the picture again.
Their | uggage had al ready gone to the dock, and they would go there in a
nmonent. And the detective had al ready taken photographs of the picture and
extracted nmuch information fromit. But, ah, the picture itself!

"The painting was twelve feet by eight feet, and Count Finnegan..
[was] shown as life-sized. The painting was really two paintings separated
by a schizo-gash. In the larger portion, the burial crypt seened to be an
ocean cave under a rock shelf; but now there was a fissure in the rock roof
of the cave, and air and sunshine were pouring in. The half-risen Count
Fi nnegan was partly in the dark-green water and partly in the bright-green
air. There was a stark and horrible riseness about him There were places on
hi m where the flesh had fallen away fromhis bones as will sonetinmes happen
when a person in either death or tine-stasis is subject to an abrasion; and
t he under-the-rock-shelf water had apparently been abrasive. Count Finnegan
was setting back into place one long strip of flesh that had fallen away
fromit's bone, and he showed sure intent of repairing other flesh damage
and decay. He was identified by a latin scroll there, as the Papal Count
Fi nnegan. Finnegan-Solli had al ways been good at reproducing Latin scrolls.

"The Count Finnegan in the picture seenmed about thirty years ol der
than the John Solli Finnegan woul d have been at the tine of his reported
deat h, which had been between two and three years before the tine of the
arrival of the painting at Mel chesedech Duffey's New Ol eans place. So it
was a sel f-painting of Finnegan as it would appear twenty-five to
thirty-five years in the future...

"Sol l'i - Finnegan' s bi g banana nose had acquired nobility and
distinction on the Count in the picture. The fl esh-mendi ng hands of the
pi ctured Count were even nore intricate and tal ented than Fi nnegan's recent
artist's hands which would be remenbered by all who had ever known him

There was still the outrageous hunor mixed with the warping pain and torture
in the eyes. There was still the |oose strength and speed of a yearling
bull ock... on the Count in the picture. There was still the nmouth in notion

and one had the feeling of soon being able to hear the nulti-dial ected words
and spatting phrases fromthe painted Count. But there was an added
texturing of the whole person that appears nostly in those who have risen
fromthe dead. The flesh had suffered sinmultaneous transfiguration and
corruption and was now in a state of violent inconpleteness. There was a
locality about the flesh change; partly it was the sea change of un-coffined
dead... Count Finnegan was in the rags and tatters of what may have been a
wi ndi ng sheet. But there were solid but old clothes there for himto put on
travel l ers cl ot hes.

[ How Many M1 es To Babyl on.]

'How Many M| es To Babylon' wsas a fictional piece witten by a
menber of the old Finnegan outer circle. But it described the painting well,
and so it is given here. It is one of the clues that Duffey turned over to
t he detective Carnel o Mendoza. But Mndoza had now absorbed the painting



itself, and he would never forget it. Mendoza stowed the other clues, in
his mind or in his cases and foldcrs, and they went down to the docks to
take the Cuban boat.

This man Carnel o Mendoza, he was a happy-| ooki ng and w stful -1 ooki ng
clowmn. He was a small and lively man, but he seened about as old as Duffey.
He rolled his r's in the Austrian manner, and he had the pal est eyes and
hair that anyone ever saw. He seemed to know everything instantly, and he
cane well recomended by many peopl e.

By whon? By what people? Well, by Teresa Showboat Piccone Stranahan
of St. Louis. And by anyone el se? Ch, by no one else. No one el se was
needed. Teresa herself was many people, and her recomendati ons were tops.

"Duff, this Carnelo is right all the way," Teresa wote. "Since you
are now starting out on a series of very tricky trips that will scrape both
sides of the tunnel, | believe you should have Carnmelo with you. He
understands high trickery. He is only a so-so private detective, but he is a
superb conpani on and friend.

"My love to the dimnishing "Al of You."

Oh, Teresa was all-understanding, that's why she knew t hat
Mel ci | i sedech was starting out on a series of trips that woul d scrape both
sides of the tunnel. One side of the tunnel was 'world and the other side
of it was '"tinme'. She knew that Mel chi sedech would have to | eave and return
to both of these on his journeys and do it again and again.

It woul d have been quicker to fly to Cuba, but perhaps they woul dn't
have been allowed to disenbark there. There was still a prevailing fussiness
agai nst Americans there.

Carnel o had provi ded seaman's pipers for both hinmself and Duffey,
and they traveled is working seamen. Duffey's nanme was 'M ke Duffey' on the
paprs, and he was given is a citizen of the Irish Free State. ("You should
able to remenber 'Mke'," Carnelo said, 'and you sure should be able to
renmenber 'Duffey'.) And Carnel o Mondoza hinself was Karl Metz, and he was
given as a West German. But who was he really? Duffey quickly understood
that Carnmelo was in love with disguises and with plots.

So they sailed for six sunny days and starry nights. Both of them
were conpetent seamen and had clearly sailed as seanen many tines before.
VWl|l then, they were nearly sure to neet someone that they had sailed with
bef ore.

"What is your real life history behind your surface life history?"
Carnel o asked himone day. "If | amto serve and | ead you through your
puzzles, | think |I should know this. It is clear that this lifetime is only

an epi sode in your existence, but how did you come into it? How did your
present phase of existence come to be?"

"Ah yes, | had been on the Holy Ship," Melchisedech said in a dreany
voi ce. "I had been doing high gestes that | amnot allowed to renenber in
normal circumstance. Then | left the ship and cane ashore. Well, | was given
a short shore | eave on the shore of ny choice. That is what ny present
lifetime is. | came ashore swi mm ng and t hen wadi ng through turbul ent water.
It was early norning. The shore was muddy, wi th engendering nmud, and full of
prom se. It was the year 1923, and | was a young man of no nore than a
quarter of a century of physical years. | went up that nuddy shore and
entered into the green and burgeoning years of a life.

"I tell you, there is no pleasure like starting a new life at age of
| ess than twenty-five years. And | seemto renenber that | had a choice of
shores, and of green and burgeoning years. And | remenber that | wll always
have that choice, again and again and again. | will have it if | only
renenber that | have it. That's the trick to it, if | only renenber that
have it."

"Ch, I'll remnd you," Carnelo said. "I'Il make it a point of being
there in your extremty, and reninding you that you have choices left."

But how odd it was that Duffey should tell such things to a



conparative stranger |ike Carnelo.

As it happened, Duffey did neet a seaman he knew. This was about nid
nmorning of their first day at sea. It was a gnarled and cheerful ol dster
naned Horace Pie, a Scotchman. He had sailed with Duffey once in years gone
by, on quite a long voyage, and he had nmet Duffey on several shores since
then. And he had known Fi nnegan. "You are going to find what you can
of his death and entonmbnent, Duffey? I will be ashore in Havana for three
days. I'Il go with you. |I'mcurious about the thing nyself. |I've heard
stories about him He's one of the |l egends now. | don't know where he's
ent onbed, but there are people who do know. | say entonbed, not buried.
There's a difference. And entonbrent isn't such a tight fit.

"They call Finnegan 'The Sleeping Man'. Did you know that? So there
are others who don't believe that he's dead for sure. You're traveling with
Eggs, heh?"

"Wth eggs, Horace?"

"Ya, M. Eggs. And now he calls hinself Metz. He is all right.

Harm ess. And he does tell sone tall ones."
"Ch," said Duffey. "Ch, and again Ch. How unperceptive of ne! But he

al ways did | ove disguises. Yes, |'ve known himbefore also, so it's odd that
| didn't know himthis tine."
"Can you still rub your hands and nake gold coi ns, Duffey?" Horace
Pi e askcd him
"Yes, yes, | suppose that | can still do it."
"That talent will cone in handy when you try to get information
about Finnegan in Cuba. In Cuba, they don't say 'What's that?' when they see
a bit of gold. They circulate a lot of it and it will buy a lot there."
"Then | will circulate a lot of it, if it will buy information about
Fi nnegan. "

"Did you know, Duffey," Pie said, "that several nen once plotted to
chop of f your hands. They believed that the coining power was in your hands
and not in yourself. They believed that they coul d keep your severed hands
and rub them t oget her whenever they wanted, and set up a rain of gold coins.
But you were too canny for us. W never had the chance to | op your hands. |
was one of the men who plotted agai nst your hands. | was younger then. They
grew us pretty green in the green hills of Scotland."

"I have information already,” X. said to Duffey on the second day.
"There are about a hundred of those tide-water caves that are two thirds
under water and have their entrances under water; these are in about a seven
mle stretch al ong the Marinanao Coast. All we have to do is find the right
one. How are you at under water sw nmi ng?"

"Good enough, M. Eggs," Duffey said. "But it will be very choppy

water along a shelf like that. Nobody will be very good at it. | could go
down. | could enter half a dozen of the caves. But | could never enter a
hundred. "

"When did you tunmble that | was M. X., M. Duffey,"” X asked, for
he was Carnel o Mondoza and he was also Karl Metz. X, the old friend and
deal er of doubtful information

"You think I would not always know my own handiwork, X ? | made you,
or at least | evoked your clay."

"Then Signora Stranahan in St. Louis won her bet," X said. "She bet
that you would know ne in whatever disguise | used. But | bet not one person
inamllion would have known me. Have you still your facility for coining
gold, M. Duffey?"

"I hope that | have it yet."

"I't will go well in Cuba. Golden tips get information."

There was still the testiness about Anmericans in Cuba, but Duffey
and X. got in all right. An Irishman |ike Duffey can always pass for al
Irishmen. And X. was one quarter German and had but to speak in the way that



hi s maternal grandfather had spoken

Then Duffey and X. and Horace Pie were down al ong the coast, telling
peopl e that they were | ooking for the sea |l evel tonb of the 'Sl eeping Man'
and that they would give one gold coin or even two for real information

"He is not here," said a man full of ancient integrity. "He was
there for thirty years, and no one cane to see what his problemwas. And
just yesterday he went away. And today you cone. Bad |uck that."

"How did he go away?" Duffey asked.

"I don't know how," the man said, "but I'msure that he went away.
More than thirty years ago, the woonan said that he was sl eeping and not
dead. She had himput in a tonb cave with a sea door to it. "Let himnot be
di sturbed," she said. "Let himbe forgot. In his own tine he will wake up."
And so it was. The wonan, La Dorotea, she was here for about three weeks
after that. Then she died. She had been wounded by gunshot and her strength
never cane back to her. She is buried in the San Francisco cenetery on the
other side of the city. She is buried there because she had a nedal lion
showi ng that she belonged to the Third Order of St. Francis. But the
sl eeping man his waked and gone yesterday."

"No, he is not gone. He is still there," several young boys said.

"G ve us gold coins, and then give us hanf an hour, and we will take you to
the 'Sl eeping Man' in his hole under the sea shelf."

"Are you sure that he is the sane 'Sl eeping Man'?" Horace Pie asked
suspi ci ousl y.

"Ch sure. There is only one of them" the ringl eader of the boys
slid. "We call himthe Long-Sl eep Man and we even make a song about him"
The boy sang a little snatch of song that had words such as 'honbre' and
"durmendo’ init. "Hell, it even has an English chorus to it," he said
t hen.

Long- Sl eep MAN, in sweet repose.

Long- Sl eep MANNNN, wi th banana nose!"

"Yes, that's Finnegan," Duffey said. He rubbed his hands together
and brought forth three gold pieces and gave one to each boy.

"W need two nmore of them™" the ringleader boy said. "He won't do it
for less than two gold pieces. | don't think he will."

"Who won't do what?" Duffey asked.

"Ah, a confederate of ours. He can find the cave better than we can
But he has to have two gold pieces."

Duf f ey rubbed his hands together and produced two nore gold pieces.
The ringl eader boy took themand ran off, apparently to find the
conf eder at e.

Duf fey struck another gold piece and gave it to the man full of
ancient integrity who still insisted that the Sl eeping Man had |l eft the
burial cave the day before. And Duffey had a suspicion that he was right.

Then the three nmen, Duffey and X and Horace Pie, went with the two
remai ni ng boys and entered three of the caves with underwater entracnes.
None of themwas the right one, and the underwater sw ns were rathe
strenuous.

After that, the ringl eader boy returend. He I ed theminto another
cave by another subrmarine 'set door'. They cane up into a space that was
slightly above the water and that had sunlight seeping down through the
cracks in its rocky beech roof.

And there was a sleeping man there. He was a portly Cuban man, 1ying
nude on a rock shelf. And his workman's clothes were pil ed beside him But
he wasn't Finnegan and he hadn't been there for thirty years, nor even for
thirty mnutes. The sl eeping opened one eye and | ooked at them

"O ..?" he asked.

"O K. | supposed,” Duffey said, "but you're not the man we're
| ooking for."

"The other, original 'Sleeping Man' really did go away yesterday,"
the ringl eader boy said. "But we will not give you back your gold. W've



hidden it."
"Al'l right," Duffey said, "But take us to the cave of the rea
' Sl eeping Man' . "
"W take you there, but he hinself is gone,

the ringl eader boy
sai d.

They came to it, out of the drippoing sea and into its half darkness
touched with sunlight. Yes, it was Finnegan's tonb. He was not there, but
thi ngs that had touched himwere still tehre. Fragments of his aura stil
hung there, discernible. And tehre we a few carvings in | ow round on the
wal I s that had unm stakenly been done by Finnegan. Like a hibernating bear
he had brief noments of wakeflness during his Iong sleep.

And this was clearly the cave that had been shown in that painting
' The Resurrection of Count Finnegan'. But Finnegan was nto there.

"The ol d man spoke true," Horace Pie conmented. "Finnegan was here
yesterday and he has left."

"If he was here yesterday, then | will go to yesterday and see him
before he | eaves,"” Mel chisedech said. Pie and X | aughed, but Duffey cast a
deep sleep on them cutting across their |aughter

It was yesterday in the burial cave then. Pie and X. were not there,
but Fi nnegan and Mel chi sedech were there. And a nurderous white stiirk was
there also, full in the sea door or underwater entrance to the cive, avid to
prevent anyone |eaving alive. The white shark intended to kill the awakened
Count Finnegan should he attenpt to | eave by sea.

And there was an unfriendly man standing on the flat shore over
their heads, intending to kill Count Finnegan if he should find a way up
t hrough the fissured roof of the cave to come out to full day. The word of
the Resurrection had reached the Enenmies, and they would prevent it by every
way possible. Count Finnegan knew that the nan was there, and Ml chi sedech
knew t hat he was.

Count Finnegan seened to | eave passed through extreme agony only the
nonent before, but now he was alive and awake and intense. He had been
speaki ng when Duffey broke into his yesterday, and he continued to speak, or
to pray.

"My rock, be not deaf to ne,’
Mel chi sedech, though he saw him

"Lest if thou hear nme not, | becone like untl them who go down unto
the pit," Melchisedech spoke in the same psal m prayer.

Fi nnegan: "Though war should rise against me, even then will |
trust."”

Mel chi sedech: "One thing | ask. This do |I seek: that | may dwell in
the house of the Lord all the days of nmy life."

Fi nnegan: "He makes Lebanon skip like a calf, and Sharion like a
Young buffal o."

Mel chi sedech: "The Lord shakes the desert of Cades."

Fi nnegan: "He rises in the darkness, as a light to the upright."

Mel chi sedech: "He shall not fear bad news."

Fi nnegan said, but not exactly to

Fi nnegan: "I am shut in and cannot go out."
Mel chi sedech: "They surround nme |like water all day long."
Fi nnegan: "I lie down anong the dead, like the slain who lie in the

grave."
Mel chi sedech: "Your youth is renewed like the eagle's.”
Fi nnegan: "He has shaken the earth, he has torn it apart.”
Mel chi sedech: "Heal its branches, for it quakes."
Fi nnegan: "They how 1ike dogs and prow about the city."
Mel chi sedech: "Rise up."
Fi nnegan: "My tears were kept in thy water skin."
Mel chi scdech: "Are they not recorded in thy book?"
Fi nnegan: "Therefore we do not fear, though the earth be
overt hrown. "



Mel chi sedech: "And the mountains crash into the mdst of the sea.”

Fi nnegan: "I lay down and slept."

Mel chi sedech: "You arose.”

Fi nnegan: "He waits in anbush near the villages. He lurks in secret
places like a lion in his lair. There are traps for nmy feet. |I nust find ny
way anong them"

Mel chi sedech: "There will be light for your feet. He has called you
torise fromthe sea.”

Fi nnegan: "Have | found out the secret of the darkness? Have | found
the kindling of the |ight?"

Mel chi sedech: "He has savcd you for this latter tinme." Fi nnegan:
"Here are ny hands, if it should pass into them What if | should hold the
crown and raise it above the teeth of the dogs?"

Mel chi sedech: "Ascend into the city. There are doings that only you
can do."

Fi nnegan: "The lines have failed for nme in pleasant places. | am
greatly pleased with ny inheritance."

Mel chi sedech: "G ory to the Father and to the Son and to the Holy
Ghost. And now that we have prayed together, Finn of my heart, tell ne what

m ssion you go on. It's a violent one, | know, to call you out of death
sleep for it."

Fi nnegan: "It's a violent one, yes. It will be a sort of spy
thriller, Duffey, if you nust know the category of it. And, like all good
spy thrillers, the fate of the world will depend on its resolution. You cast

two friends of mne into a deep sleep about this time tonmorrow, did you
not ?"

Mel chi sedech: "Yes, Finnegan, | did. And nowif you will let nme...
or tell me what your great mission is... or at least let me see whether you
escape the man and the shark. Let ne see how you do it, or if you do."

Fi nnegan: "It sure will be tricky, Duffey. But | haven't been in

abeyance for thirty yeirs to blink out now You put ny friends to sleep
tomorrow. | put you to sleep now "

Mel chi sedech: "Wit, Finnegan, wait --

But Duffey was into deep sleep. And woke up when X and Pie woke up
It was the day that it should have been. And Finnegan had risen the day
bef ore and gone on his journey.

"That white shark, thirty yards off the breakers there," Duffey said
after they had surfaced outside of the cave, and then they were getting onto
the high shore fast. "That white shark, does he | ook fed?"

"He does not," Horace Pie said. "He is hungry. And he is frustrated
and furious. | do not want any congress with that embittered shark."

4

Duf fey and X. went to Chicago. X. was conplaining of time |ag which
is of much nore effect than jet |ag caused by having one's tine of day
di srupted by fast travel. Duffey had gone several weeks into the past, and
he had taken X. with him X did not |ook well, but he | ooked nore hinself.
He had not yet lightened his hair nor (by special process known only to
hinsel f) lightened his eyes to give hinself a disguise.

"This is awkward. It is even outrageous,"” X funed. "Wy is it
necessary that we traverse time contrary-w se?"

"To avoid ny own death," Duffey said. "My death woul d i npose a

special set of conditions on nmy travel. | have it pretty well narrowed down
when | will die, on a certain night or on the night after that, and we were
comng too close to them 1 like a very short leeway. | believe that it

deepens ny piety to know that | am always within two weeks of ny death.”

"Your set is already ordained, man," X said. "You know in what
future it will be. | brought your ashes back fromthat tine. You will not
die within two weeks."



"There are paradoxes about me that you know not of," Duffey said. "I
will go when | will go, but first | want to see all of ny nation once nore
in the normal flesh."”

"But is Casey in the normal flesh now?" X asked. "There is sone
doubt about that, Casey has becone -- ah --"

"Casey has becone a cult figure,"” Mary Catherine Carutners told them
fifteen mnutes |ater when they had gone to see her. "And as such he makes
nmore than thirty thousand dollars a week. There is big noney in being a cult
figure. I don't know whether you'll be able to see himor not. Hardly
anybody gets to see himnow And when you do see him you haven't seen nuch.
He's clear off the world, in another world of his own. There is even good
physi cal evidence that he is clear off the world when he is in one of his
r apt ures.

"'That fish, Prince Casimr!' is what Bascom Bagby al ways cal | ed
him Well, but Casey says that he is one of the two Zodi acal Fish. Christ is
the other one. Cult |eaders aren't known for their nodesty. | have al ways
wonder ed how Casey hooked people, but he has always had ne hooked worse than
any of them Take nme out on the town tonight, fellows! | don't go out nearly
enough. The Casey sickness is pretty awkward, and | can't shake it. He
really is a total phoney, granted. Well then, that neans, that one of the
two Zodi acal Fish is a total phoney, for Casey is indeed in the Zodiac. He
his painted a remarkabl e painting of the curile chair on which he sits in
the Zodiac. It's loaded with living and crawl i ng synmbolism Casey is nearly,
for very short spurts, as good a painter as Fiiinegan was, is. Sonetines

Casey says that he's the Antichrist. | don't know whether he believes it or
not, but countless of his followers say it and believe it. "It is the
hi ghest status ever attained by any human,' they say. 'It should be a matter

of pride to every human that one of us has risen to give the highest
chal l enge." H's followers, ugh! But I amgenerally accounted as one of his

| eading foll owers, and those who so account nme are the ones who say ' That
Carrut hers woman, ugh!' No. I'msure he won't see you. But Hilary Hlton has
just cone in and he will be overjoyed to see you."

Mary Catherine Carruthers worked for Hilary Hilton, that dynamically
| azy young tycoon who liked to gather in nmoney and power.

"The enormously spoiled brat, Rolo Danovitz, the Antichrist of a
current cycle of quasi-fiction, is Casey exactly," Hlary Hlton was saying
two minutes later. Hilary was nephew to Duffey's dead best friend Sebastian
Hlton, and Hilton and Duffey had becone very good friends in the m ddle and
| ater years. "Casey is the spoiled brat who squawl ed for the stars so |oudly
and stridently that they had to be given to him The dark stars, that is:
ah, the dark stars belong to Casey now, and they're at |east half the stars.
Does Casey really believe that he's Antichrist? That's a question that's
of ten asked. Wiy shouldn't he believe it? That's who he is, Certainly | mean
it. | spent several million dollars establishing his identity, and it has
been establi shed. Not one of the top five minds in the world doubts the
identity now. But |I've known who it is since we were both small boys.

"Casey nmakes much ado about his sacrificing hinmself for hunmanity,
and for the 'larger humanity', and especially for those nmpst unfortunate and
nost abused creatures in all creation, the denbns. But Casey m sl eads here.
He never sacrificed in his life. He's incapable of sacrifice. But he demands

sacrifice to hinmself by all. He gets it nost of the time too. He's
insatiable in his demands.

"No, Duffey, | don't believe he's into the cultishness for the
nmoney. He's low, but he isn't that low And | don't believe that being even
atop cult figure pays all that well. OCh, nmaybe he clears forty or fifty
t housand dollars a week. | make nore noney than that nyself, and Casey's at

| east as smart as | am He could be making nore than that in sonme honest
line of business. He would have done better to marry Mary Cat herine here and
prosper legitimately. So would | have done better to marry Mary Catherine
here. But ny wife Mary Jean preenpted both Casey and nyself. No, | don't



think that Casey will see you. He believes that he can out-nmeasure you,

Duf fey, but not wi thout a bruising psychic battle, and he wants to avoid
that. The only two persons he does not believe that he can out-neasure are
Fi nnegi n and Bi shop Salvatore. He's afraid to go to the test with either of
them Casey has always insisted that Finnegan is still alive. And now ny own
very high priced investigators have told nme that Finnegan is indeed alive,
that he is wakening fromhis deathlike sleep right now, and that he wll

| eave his tomb within the next ten or twelve days. He is destined for sone
tricky doings. Finnegan has cone to | ook exactly |ike Josef Cardinal Hedayat
of Antioch. Cardinal Joseph is the other person, separated off by the schizo
gash from Count Finnegan, in that remarkable painting ' The Resurrection of
Count Finnegan' which painting belongs to ne and is kept by you in your

Wal k-1n Art Bijou in New Ol eans. You nust know that Cardinal Josef is the
best bet to be next Pope. But sone of those who see into the future,

i nperfectly and in rough hunks though they see, say that by a contrived

m x-up Count Finnegan will be the one who actually assumes the Crown, though
he will be known as Josef Cardi nal Hedayat until he is known as Peter the
Second. "

"That is a large order, Hilary," Duffey said.

"True, but | have the nost penetrating investigators in the world,
and many of them nove easily beyond the world to gather their data. One of
the (not the best of them) nost outre of themis X here.”

"You blow ny cover!" X said with open exasperation

"Duffey, | know that Casey will refuse to see you," Hilary said.

"But he can be mani pul ated. W will nake himwant to cone to you. How about
my getting a hundred or so of your best remaining friends together for a
little intimate party tonight? | will bet you that Casey crashes it. He
hates to be left out. 'Highest status ever attained by a human or not'.
Casey doesn't like to be passed over. He will come, if he knows that | am
throwing the party, and that | refused to invite him™"

"Al'l right," Duffey said.

"This Casey has never inpressed me a lot," said that nendaci ous
m dget Charlotte Garfield. "Yes, | know who he is. He really is the
Antichrist. But that's only a high-sounding title. It carries very little
prestige with the real inner circle people.

"As a confidence man, he breaks the basic code. He does prey on
wi dows and or phans, on the hel plcss, and on the inept. H s whole fell owship
i s among such. He seldom pitches to persons of intelligence and canni ness,
unl ess they have an extrenme tilt that makes them vul nerable. He is not an
honest hunter. He has no conception of conmanship as high hunting of tough
and resourceful gane.

"Ch, he has learned a big hatful of tricks, patiently and
t horoughly. But he uses themnostly on gravid fermal es and on children of al
ages. Yes, he does have a foot in each world, or in each of several worlds.
So have |, so have you Duffey, so have you X.; that isn't a great thing. He
is a cheap shotter to his heart.

"As to the eschatol ogical aspects of his activities, those are the
last things | want to think about."

"Hilary Hilton is giving a small and intimate party for mnmyself and a
hundred or so of ny old friends tonight, Charlotte," Duffey said.

"Yes, he's called ne. 1'Il be there," the damabl e m dget agreed.

But in the early evening, in hour or so before the small gathering
of the hundred or so ultimate friends, Duffey called Casey. He did not cal
on phone or on Intino. He knew that he wouldn't get through to himif Casey
was on the high hobby. But he called himin a direct abd undevi ced way.

And Casey talked to Duffey in saying that he would not talk to him
This was one of the direct conversations that did not come over any of the
approved channel s.



"I will not see you," Casey said, "and | will not pernmt you to see
me. On no account will we nmeet again. Be gone, clown."

"You will see ne, if | have to have your head brought here and set
before me, with your eyes sewn open, youi will see ne," Duffey swore. "And
you will see me in the seeing of many nmillions of people. On early prine
time television we will have you, Casey."

"I know power, Duffey, and | know that you have not the power to
conpel ne to any such silliness,"” Casey said. "Ch, | swore that | would not
talk to you, and I will not. Nor see you. Nor hear you."

Casey scranbl ed the very air and aether, and Duffey could not reach
to himagain. But Duffey believed that he could project him

This trick of protecting persons and situations and pitches on
tel evision was one of Casey's own strong tricks, though he al ways deni ed any
conplicity or intent in it. But Cscy had projected his idealized face and
his eerie-toned voice in superposition on hundreds of programs. That is
really how he becane so well known as the Anti-Christus. This projection too
difficult for one who is a genius at electronics and a giant in psyche.

The intimate part was at Randal's. Duffey told themthere that an
i nteresting over-picture would appear that evening on the channels, one
worth minute study. So a three-meter set was brought into the Cenacle or
supper room

And the over-picture came while that suppertime famly conedy,
ol dfarb's All ey, was on the tube.

Vi ol ence was only used for clownish effect on Goldfarb's Alley; so
when the horrible scream ng begin, many of the watchers thought that it was
supposed to be funny. Ot hers knew at once that sonething was very very

wrong, that the sceaming didn't belong there at all. Some thousands
recogni zed that bel oved voi ce, and knew that the person was in agony. They
begin to pour out into the streets within seconds. They would kill for their

cult hero. They would tear the town apart to extricate himfrom danger. Al
t hey needed was direction.

For others, the surface fun was quickly mlked out of the conedy,
and the sound becane grizzly. And yet there m ght be a deeper and darker fun
init. The over-picture appeared to reinforce the sound. There were four
bl ack gi ants of dem urgic appearance. They were carrying a livid object by
its hair.

The horrifying object was the head only of Kasinmr Szmansky, Casey
of the Zodiac, the fantastic cult figure. It was not shown as severed. It
was shown as a head-only person, grimacing horribly, and cursing. It would
shi ver anybody just to watch it.

"Not bad, Duffey," Hlary Hlton said. "How do you do it?"

"I take it froma picture that Adam Scanl on once pai nted of Casey,
unbeknownst to Casey hinmsel f. Scanlon had no use at all for Casey, though
Scanl on was a close friend of Finnegan and Fi nnegan was of the inner world
with Casey. The aninmation and presentation of it? Ch, that's a little
harder. It's taking a lot out of me," Melchisedech Duffey said. "These
things don't come as easy for ne as they used to. The power is just not what
it once was."

"I want the original of that Scanlon painting," Hlary said. "I |ust
for it."

"I"ll send it to you," Duffey said.

"I will not see! I will not see!"” the lolling nmouth of the atrocious
head was rattling out in jerky anger. "I will not see you at all, mangy
magus. "

But the eyes of the head were sewn open and there was no way t hat
the livid head could close them The head groaned and sweat profusely.

Al of the people on the 'CGoldfarb's Alley' Conedy Show had
adandoned the screen to the grotesque head and the black giants that stil
held it. The alley people had fled away in terror. But they were just



pi ctures, and were not present on the individual screens in person. Maybe
not, but still they fled away in terror. They did not want any part of that
livid head. The apparition was building up to a point of vivid horror

But then a tensely cool voice broke over the screen, broke over
mllions of screens on all channels, attenpting to override the visibility
and the strident sound.

"This presentation is a fraud!" the cool but tense voice announced.
"It is projected by a fraud. | am Casey of the Zodiac, the Anti-Christus,

and | say that this livid head is not mine. It is only a sick dream | am
not captured. | amnot conpelled to |l ook at trash. | beg you, people who
believe in me, do not riot in the streets. | amnot captured. | am not
harmed. | amnot threatened. This picture is sheer fraud."

But the nouth and the voice of the living head cried out, "This is
no fraud."

The head rolled its eyes inward till only the bl oodshot whites of
them coul d be seen, and they could not be conpelled to see anything except
the head's own interior darktness. "I will not neet this magus, | wll not

| ook upon him" the head said.

But one of the black giants made cuts at the corners of the head' s
eyes with a surgical instrument. Then he went deeper wi th anot her
i nstrument, and snipped. He did this to the regi on behind each eye. He cut
the optic nerves and nuscles so that the eyes cane to the front again and
could not be rolled back into the head.

"I will not see this nobnster!" the head roared. And yet its eyes
were sewn open and it had to see him The eyes did see Ml chisedcch. In
mal evol ence they saw him

"There is rioting in the streets,’

an official of Randal's said as

he cane to themin the Cenacle Room "It's broken out everywhere just in
seconds. This Zodi ac Person has mllions of intense foll owers and
def enders. "

"Street riots in Chicago have al ways had an amateurish quality,"”
Duffey said. "They don't do nuch real danage."

"These are doing real damage," the official said. "I believe the
picture that has set themoff is originating right here. I ask you to
termnate it."

"Wait a minute," Duffey said. "He's caving in. |I can feel himcave."

And Casey, watching the bl oated caricature of his own head, hearing
t he croking burl esque of his own voice in its agony-hunor, did cave in.

Casey was a bit fastidious. Stark things of fended him "You wi n,
Mel chi sedech,” the Casey voice canme, cool and with a touch of venom both on
the big T.V. set and independent of it. "Turn it off. I'lIl be down to the

party i medi ately. Such things as these pass for hunmor with the Duffeyites.™

Casey arrived there in about seven mnutes. He had clinbed down from
his Curile Chair in the Zodiac, and he showed quite a bit of the old Casey
in him only about half covered up by the cult figure. The old Casey had
al ways been a fair sort of party man, sometinmes setting aside his pride for
hours on an end for enjoynment in the conpany of old acquai ntances. For
everyone here was an acquai ntance of Casey as well as of Melchi sedech
Duf f ey.

It was a good party. It was five hours of the nost urbane
festivities ever. There have not been so many bright people in one room
actually four roonms of the suite that they overfl owed, cince dynpus was
torn down to build a 'Look-Qut Lodge and Lei sure Hostel' up there.

Hlary Hilton and Mary Jean (she was the onlu one in the world who
had ever really set Casey's heart to howing and baying), Denmetrio d auch
G arence Schrade, Silas and Maude Witerice, the Countess Margaret
Hochfel sen (only next week you will be a Royal Pop Person, Countess, and
much younger than you are now. do you know that?), Lily Koch (Onh Lily, Lily,



Lily!), Mary Frances Rattigan (CGonpers), Mary Catherine Carruthers, Ethyl
El | enberger and her husband John Ryan, Nathan and Shirley Stone (Duffey was
pretty sure that Nathan was a brother, and | ess abrasive person, than
Absal om Stein), Elena O Hi ggins, d Al esandro, Charlotte Garfield and her son
M chael, Enos Dorn, Angelo Cato, Ira and Rebecca Spain, Homer and Evangel i ne
Durbin, M ke and Peggy Conner, |saac and Mary Lightfoot, Judl ey and Pauline
Peacock, Mary Carnel Hooligan, Mther Mary Aurora, Enniscorthy and Mary
Mar garet Sweeny, Tony and Evel yn Apostol o, O etus Kenealy, Cassius and Mary
Greatheart, Leo Ring, Martin and Kat herine Redw ne, Neno Cobb, Fred and
Hel en Batavia, X., Melchisedech Dtiffey, many, many others were there. So
many of the old friends were still there, and so many others were sl eeping
in the Lord. And Casey of the Zodiac, what could you nmake of hin®

On this night, Melchisedech saw these good friends of his for the
last time in the normal flesh. He reveled in the conpany of al nost all of
them and in particular in that of one of his Splendid Animations, Mry
Cat heri ne Carruthers.

But he did not solve the riddle of the other one of his Splendid
Ani mati ons here: Kasimr Szymansky, Casey of the Zodiac, the self-proclai ned
Anti-Christus. C sey was wapped in several thicknesses of riddles, and he
woul d not be penetrated in a day or a week now But it was a good party, and
one that would be renenbered in this world and in the next.

5

"It's NOLA for all Quirks and Qui ps,
Havana for rum graves and rum

Chi cago for Compani onshi ps,

St. Louis for Synposium

[ Count Finnegan. Road Songs. ]

Duffey and X went to St. Louis. There was a concentration of his
Ani mat ed Marvel s there, Hans Schultz and wi fe Marie Mnahan, Vincent
Stranahan and his wi fe Teressa Piccone. Four of themwas al nost critical
mass. And a fifth one was there that Duffey didn't know was there. This was
critical mass, considering that X. was al so an Ani nated Marvel.

The one of themthat DLiffey did not expect to find in St. Louis was
Henri Cardinal Sal vatore of New Ol eans.

"\What ever are you doing here in St. Louis, friend and el evat ed
person,” Duffey asked. "I waw saving you for the last. | intended to see you
in New Orl eans before nmy skein quite runs out."

"I came to St. Louis to see you," Cardinal Salvatore said. "You wll
not return to New Ol eans. Your skein runs out here.”

"You are sure of that, your tallness?"

"Was | ever sure of anything? | was just talking to Dame Bagby about
the situation. She believes that you should be buried here. There is a | ot
for you in their plot. You can be beside your quasi-brother Bagby, and
perhaps you will be with himin person also. He's presently residing on the
north sl ope of Purgatory, if you need guidance to find him And after a bit
the Dane will join you there."

The Cardinal was referring to Duffey's sister as Dame Bagby, and
i ndeed she had become sonething of it danme, weighty and ponderous, but merry
yet.

"You have it all figured out," Duffey said. "Could you tell ne what
day ny obsequi es woul d be?"

"No point in telling you," the Cardinal said. "Figure you have it
al nost through this weekend. Then we can bury you Mnday or Tuesday. Yes,
neat, Melchi scdech. The world will be a bit |onesome without you."

They were in the old Stranahan residence, the Cat Castle. Patrick
Stranahan was dead. Charley Murray was dead. Papa Piccone was dead. Father



McCGui gan was dead. "l should have come two years ago," Mel chi scdech said,
"and seen thema last time in their worn-out nortal coils. Marry ne, Monica.
You shoul d have cone into a good inheritance.”

"Ch, you would only give it away," Monica said. Duffey had given
away his half-ownership in the 'Rounders' Club' just that day. Well, Charley
Murray, in his will, had left his half interest in the club to his nephew
Vi ncent Stranahan. So Duffey now deeded his half interest to Teresa Showboat
Pi ccone Stranahan. Now those two were running it. It would continue to be a
fine club in the old tradition

"You haven't del ayed your own death one nmonent by your scurrying
around through tine," the Cardinal Salvatore said. "This is the day it is
supposed to be. You will die when you are supposed to die. And another good
man will be gone to the greater thing."

"Yes, the calendar did junp ten days when | wasn't paying
attention," Duffey said. "But | can always make it junp back again."

"No, you cannot," the Cardinal said. "Never again. The gears and the
activating rods of that device have rusted fast now, and they'll never work
for you again. It was only boyishness, and it's taken away fromyou now. "

"There is always the Argo," X said.

"What is the Argo?" Melchi sedech Duffey asked him Probably they
were talking in the Bread and Wne Room at Rounders' C ub now, or at
Cabramatta Castle which was the hone of Hans and Marie, or in the Burlesque
Buf fet Roomin the house of Vincent and Teresa, or at Dane Bagby's Pl ace.
Probably those present were Dane Bagby, Hans and Marie and Cecelia Schultz
(Cecilia was one of the daughters-in-law), Vincent and Teresa and their
t hree younger children Chiara and Rafadi o and Theresa Anna who were born so
many years after their older children, Monica Mirray Stranahan, Philip
Stranahan the ol dest brother of Vincent, Duffey, X., Henri Cardina
Salvatore. It was a pl easant continuing conversation or synposiumthat went
on for several days, the last several days of Duffey's normal life.

"Do you not remnenber the Argo, Melchiscdech?" Teresa asked. "W are
not supposed to renenber that grand ship when we are not actually sailing on
her. There is an ammestic nmechani smthat insures that we do not renenber,
but | myself cheat a little bit on it, and | believe that you others do
al so."

"The only Argo | have heard of is in Bulfinch's Mythology. Wiat is
this grand ship and what flag does she sail under?"

"That of the Kingdom of Colchis,” Henri Cardinal Salvatore said.

"No, we do not ordinarily renenber the Argo except when we are sailing on
her. And if, during our land tenure, we do renenber a little bit about it,
we feel that it is nore symbolic than real. And yet it's a grand thing to
ship as an Angel before the Mast, as an Ancient Salt-Wter Shepherd who
snells strongly of sheep, as a person who may sail over the edge of the
worl d again and again and again. | believe that | nyself have been sailing
on her quite recently. | feel the sustaining salt-wi nd of an Argo voyage
sustaining nme in all that | do. But the days and years spent on the Argo are
not deducted fromthe days and years of life. They are outside of that. And
of the mariners on the Argo, sone are in the flesh and sonme are out of it,
and sonic are of a fishy flesh. But one cannot play tricks with the Argo."

"I can," X said. "I do it constantly."

"Shoul d Duffey, in the last mnute of his |ife, decide to sail on
the Argo, then very likely he would be able to do so. He m ght sail on her
and perform gestes fromher for what seens |like three or five or seven
years, which is those years according to the chrononeter of the Argo. But

they will not shorten the last mnute of his life. They are not contained in
that m nutes though they nay acconpany that minute. The minute will still be
gone in sixty seconds, and the earthly life will be gone with it. There is

no way to play tricks with the Voyages."
"There is a way, right at the end of the voyage," X said. "One has,
if he remenbers to have, a selection of shores on which to land fromthe



voyage. And one has, if he renmenbers to have, a selection of years in which
to land."

"But he will not remenber," the Cardinal said.

"I'f I remenber to remind him then he will," X maintained.

"No, you will not renenber to renind him and he will not renmenber
to remenber," the Cardinal insisted. "It will end when it is supposed to

end.

"I remenber it now," Duffey said, "how | begin the present phase of
my life. Ah yes, | had been on the Holy Ship and doi ng high gestes there.
Then ny tour of duty was ended there, and | renenbered what | mght do. |
left the ship and cattle ashore. Well, | was given a short |eave (sixty
years it was, as it happened) on the shore of ny choice. That is what ny
present lifetime is. It seens is if | have told this same thing in these
same words to sonebody very recently.”

"Not to me," said the Cardinal Salvatore.

"I came ashore, swi mm ng and wadi ng through turbulent water. It was
early norning. The shore was muddy, with engendering nmud, and full of
prom se. It was the year 1923, and | was a young man of no nore than a
quarter of a century of physical years. | went up that nuddy shore and
entered into the green and burgeoning years of ny life. If | renmenber to do
it, I can come back to that amme shore, and to that same year, and have
anot her sixty green and burgeoning years to ny life. If | remenber, | cal
l and on that shore again and once nore be a young man of only a quarter of a
century of physical years."

"Mel chi sedech, Mel chi sedech, if you keep com ng back to the sane

shore, how will you ever reach the other shore where all blessing is?"
Cardinal Henri asked. "But if you do relive the sixty green and burgeoni ng
years again, it will still all be in that final mnute of your life, and it
will not shorten that mnute by a second.”

"It may be that | amnot quite prepared to face that other shore
just yet," Melchi sedech said.

"I believe that | have been on the Argo quite recently,” Hans said.

"I know that | have,"” Marie maintained. "That is why | always wake
so refreshed lately."

"One of the latter-day prophetic books, referring to a conclave to
be held in the mddling near future, disnisses the ne as being al ready
dead," Cardinal Henri told them "'Daniel Jean Boul e who was the doubl e of
t he dead Cardi nal Sal vatore of New Ol eans, was coming up fromalong the
Mexi can coast in a tranp steaner' it records briefly. That is the only tine
that | appear in this prophetic piece, and | thought 1 would play a | arge
part in the concl ave.

"For | do not intend to be dead. | intend to be ny double's double.
| will travel for a while as the double of the dead Dan Boul e (he's ny
cousin, by the way). | will attend the conclave. And | will be a candidate."

"There's another passage in one of the |atter-day prophetic books,"
Teresa said. "And it is (pay attention please, Ml chisedech and all) this:

'"He al so predicted three cargoes that Ml chi sedech Duffey, in
ghostly and bony form and with a crew of waiths, would transport on the
| ast voyige of the ship Argo, which has had ot her nanes.

One of these cargoes woul d be Count Finnegan whom Mel chi sedech
wooul d transport to an obscure place in the Indies where he would be el ected
and crowned. One of these cargoes would be Prince Casimr whom Dufeyy woul d
transport to the coast nearest the Vale of Armageddon where this Prince
Casimr would reign for a while as Anti-Christ. And the third of the cargoes
woul d be the Parousia Hinself, Christ of the Second Corning.' Have you
know edge of these things that you will do, Ml chi sedech?"

"I have it not", Melchisedech Duffey said.

Everything was a bonus in those last days in St. Louis. It was



superflous in the correct old sense of the word which is 'overflow ng'

There were extra snails on the thorn, there were extra pidgeons in the
parks. The years that the cows had eaten were returned green and whol e.
There was gravy on the goose and huckl eberries on the biscuits. Ml chisedech
had al nost forgotten what good people were these several of his Bl essed

Ani mati ons, Teresa and Vincent, Hans and Marie, Henry: were there ever five
such genui nely good persons in the world? Had they not rebuilt the world
fromits sorry state? Was it not better for their having been in it? Did the
cranky details matter at all when these | arger persons were --"

Oh, Duffey had a seizure then, on the third or fourth da of the St
Louis visitation. And he was into the last minute of his normal life. But he
was happy to have such pleasant friends at his sudden | eave-taking. They
woul d bid himright.

"Remenber to ask for the Argo again," X. said to him

"On, don't bother his dying," Dame Bagby said. "W will see each
other again in shorter time than it has been between our visits last years,
Mel ky. "

"It been fun with you,'
the next tinme."

Teresa said, "and it will be even nore fun

6

Mel chi sedech was strongly into the seventh contingency now. He had
been al nost here before, again and again. It had been a recurring dream and
a recurring speculation of his. It had had the shape of the fina
expect ati on.

But it had always been "thus far and no farther". There had al ways
been a wall between, or a mst is obscuring as a wall. O it had al ways been
a waking up, or a forgetting, or a conplete destruction of mood with a
pl ungi ng back i nto hopel essness. But now Ml chi sedech began at the high
poi nt of pleasure and excitement where before he had al ways broken off.

Mel chi sedech was wal king with the Invisible God in a Garden in the
afternoon. There was quite a few thousand other people al so wal king in that
pl easant place, but there was no possibility of crowding, and there was no
possibility of any one of them being supplanted or failing out of the
Attention. Every one was in special favor here. It was a high fellowship of
speci al favor.

There was total appeal to all fifty-and-five senses, so Ml chi sedech
knew t hat the scene was genuine. And yet the old senses still held
precedence over the new and unpracticcd senses.

"You are a special person, Ml chiscdech,” the Invisible God said,
but not in words. "The Mel chi sedech Paradoxes are at |east as wonderful as
the Zeno Paradoxes. But every one of ny persons is absolutely special and
absol utely uni que, and every one of themis wapped in a cluster of
wonder ful paradoxes. There is no precedence as to particularity anong ny
speci al persons.”

No, this was not the finality. This was only the anteroomof it.

That |ast second of life still had some while to go. This was dying vision
but not death yet. Here and there, one might see gaps in the green-nantled
earth on which they wal ked, and there was open sky bel ow them through the
gaps. But there was no uneasiness of footing nor fear of falling. Anyone who
can wal k on water can wal k on either caving green earth or on sky with short
practice. It was as easy to walk on the flowi ng sky as on the flowering
earth.

Duf fey had for mentor Patrick Plunket, that great Irish saint and
magi ci an and nedi cal doctor.

"This is nostly Adam Scanl on sod that we are wal ki ng over now, "

Mel chi sedech told Plunket to show his erudition. "Nobody else could do the
nmuscul ar greens of sedge grass and fern flower as well as Scanl on, not even



Fi nnegan. | didn't know that he had gone in for |andscape animations. For a
fact, | didn't know that there was such a field."

"No, Duffey, this is real,"” Plunket said.

"And | never saw such textured synbolism" Ml chisedech Duffey
munbl ed happily. "There's a very old Arcadian notif here. Then there is
gl orious sixteenth century Spanish stuff, Teresa, and John of the Cross. And
there is twentieth century Jungi an influence, transfigured and outdoi ng
itself. The audi o conponents of this nystical synbolismare to be found in
the nusic of "

"Easy, easy. It's real, Duffey man, it's real," Plunket insisted.
"You' ve a weakness to correct here. You're in love with the contrived. It is
for that reason that you have ani mated vari ous clays, that you have wakened
certain quick-earths. You put a lot of synbolismin your marvels, and you're
good at it. But in spite of yourself, they turned real on you. And that is
over with for you now Look up fromit, man! You're in the Presence of the
Real Thing."

"Yes, yes, | know, and it's hard for nme to conprehend it all, Pat,"
Duffey said. "Now it's as though we were ascending a mountain, pleasantly
and wi thout great effort. But there is no particular elevation to be seen in
this place. But | can feel the elevation, Patrick, and | can taste it."

"It's the invisible Mountain, Melky. It's the interior nountain. W
ascend in intensity. We are in the Presence."

"I know we are in the Presence. | have wal ked in grace three days
out of four of ny life. Do you think me a stranger to the Presence? But this
is a bloomng richness that increases in every way. There's a hundred people
here that | know and love. And then there are a hundred thousand of them
with no | essening of the knowi ng and | oving, and certainly no | essening of
t he personal acquai ntance. How |l ong can it grow better and better?"

"Forever, Duffey. It grows exponiently better forever."

"There's no danger of our losing it, or of it going wong, is there,
Pat ?"

"So slight a danger, Duffey, that we will put it out of nmind." "You
don't know ny mind. There are still uncleansed corners of it, and
disoriented curiosities. Ah, here's a pitch of perfect clay, Plunket.
believe that | will just try to nake a nodel of -- to try to catch a
fraction of this dazzling animation -- to inprison a piece of this
transitory loveliness in a nore permanent..."

"Duffey, thou clod! This is the Permanence Itself that we wal k with!
There's no need to nould idols."

"You're right, Patrick, you're right. It's an old habit that I find
hard to reak. Alittle while ago, | nmade a dozen splendid animations..."

"No, no, you wokr themup only, Duffey. You did not make them There
has been criticismof your attenpts to make these things. You did good work,
but you thought it other than it was. There is a place for persistent and
unrepentant makers. It's a danki sh and nud-col ored pl ace where the addicted
persons formthings, and formthem and formthem again and again. It's
about the shoddi est section of Purgatory."

"It doesn't sound bad to me at all, Pat. It is far fromhere? Could
we go there now?" "Duffey, you' re walking in the Del ectable Place Itself, and
our Del ectation walks with us! The Potter's Place is on a | ow and broken
way, and it's full of lamentations."

"I suppose so. That's the test of good work. | lanment qyite a bit
nmyself when I'min the |abor and passion of making. Ah, let's just cut
t hrough these thorn hedges!"

"The thorn hedges are out of the direct way, Duffey. They are an
obstacle that has to be sought out. They are the only rough goi ng here, and
t hey make us go the long way around to go through them"

"Sonmetines | |ike the rough going and the | ong way around, Patrick
Just solong as there's no danger of things going wong, | |ove the wong
way. You said there was so slight a danger of things going wong, Patrick



that we could put itout of ourm nds, but |I've not been able to do that. Just
how great are the odds agai nst things going wong?"

"Not nearly as great as they were a while ago, Ml chisedech. But
cone into the green way again, and the odds will increase once nore."

"What a curious deformty that branch in the nmiddle of the thorn
thicket is! | nmust..."

"No, you nmust not, man! Leave it alone. It was put in the mddle of
the thorn thicket so that it would be left alone. There's a billion better
and nore formy branches in the holy boscage around us. Oh why was | ever
assiened to be nentor and guide to a snake-bit Irishman?"

"Look, Pat, it'sa mechanical |ever of sone sort. And the handl e of
it..."

"No, Duffey, no! Don't touch it!"

"I'"ll touch what | please, good friend. It sets one a-tingle, it

does, just to grip it like this. And now !l look at it all, at the fine
detail of it. It's seductive, it's beautiful, it's soul-satisfying, and it's
synmbolically enriching. But is it real?"

"It is Melchisedech, and it will continue to be. And you were real
till you touched that handle. Untouch it, man, and be real again."

"Ah, there's a curious deformty about the handle of this |ever.
Howeer is that gnarled effect achieved? Fine carving that. It's made of
fruit wood, you see. | wonder what the handle activates if | just..."

"Man, don't try to find out! There were a billion billion chances to
one agai nst anyone goi ng thorugh those tearing thorn hedges and di scovering
that handle, and you did it. Let it al one now "

"Well, | have to find out of all of this is real."

"Turn that handle, you |ame-brianed Irishman, and you'llfind out
all too late what's real."

"Too soon or too late, I want to find out. Caneven the Presence
Itself be a formof tenptation to trickme away fromthe wonderful hew ng and
nmoul di ng place. Tell ne, Pat Plunkett, what does happen if | turn this
hand| e?"

"The whole bottomfalls out fromunder you!"

Mel chi sedech Duffey turned the handl e, and the whole bottomfell out
of things.

"Pat, I'mfalling forever!" Melchi sedech wailed, and he fell like a
scorcehd rock through the afternoon sky.

"Il mss you, Melky, but sone like it one place and sone like it
anot her," Pat Plunkett said.

(No, the last nmonent of life wasn't over. The last nonent of life
was hardly begun, barely dinted yet. There m ght have been as nuch as fifty
seconds of it left.) Melchisedech Duffey was sitting in a dung heap, pretty
deep in it. H s legs and hips had been smashed by the fall, and Iikel ymany
nore bones had been broken. He was in a fetid and half |iquid place of
m asmas and mists, and stornms were brginning to bunble out of the putrid sky
above it. And Mel chi sedech found hinself assaulted interiorly and exteriorly
and nedially (on and in the covering hide of hinm) by angry small creatures.

Blister beetles were afflicting him and horse | eeches, and latrine
snakes. He was stung by scorpions and infested by m dges and crab cooties.
Mor eover, he suffered fromthe body fl ux.

"It's a big change fromthe beautiful and green sky neadows,: he
said, "and the end of the fall was a real shocker. Well, well, let's see
what can be done about it right now"

Mel chi sedech banged his hands together, and he groaned in pain. One
of his hands was shattered worse than the otehr, but the best one was not
good. A storm churned around him and whirl wi nds were the inhabited fingers
of that storm The sky was garish, gaunt, gray-orange, Gothic.

"It's a Finnegan sky," Duffey said. "I always wondered where he'd
gotten it. He's been here, that's what."

Duf fey's skin wasthat of sick and | eprous snakes. it wailed and



itched wetchedly, and burned like thermite. "I will have to get out of this
skin," he said. He took pieces of broken bottles, shards they were, and tore
his skin and flesh to rake out the devouring and itching wornmns.

From far away, a voice was calling "The Argo. Renmenber The Argo. You
can go to it if you remenber that you can go."

"What is The Argo?" Mel chi sedech asked out |oud. And then he called
nmore loudly. "Wat? What? What is it that you' re saying?"

Dung rats took savage slices from Duffey, and buzzards pl undered him
with their knifie beaks. Blood snakes cane like arrows to the scent of his
bl ood.

"I"ve always I ked these little jogs to the ingenuity," Duffey said.

"A man is hard put to do his best work without them" And the livid sky spun
and spoke.

"Ah, the whirlw nds, the whirlwi nds!" Duffey cried. "That' is ny
kind of talk. And the |ightning!"

The whirlw nds were sky-high cyclones. And the lightning split the
sky, relentlessly, shriekingly, destroyingly, totally. The thunder was
sky-expl osive, divinely clattering, rolling, rocking blasts of..

...laughter. No, not maniac |aughter, total-sanity |aughter

"Way, I'mnot out of favor at all," Duffey cried. "God in the
whirlwi nd and tenpest is not |ess present than God in the afternoon breeze.
| amstill in the Presence. | have th best of all worlds."

"The Argo, remenber The Argo," the voice was crying. Not the grat
voice, a small and nortal voice. "You can go to it if you renmenbe that you
can go."

"Why? W1l things be better if | go to this Argo?" Duffey cried the
guesti on.

The broken Mel chi sedech hands were novi ng and worki ng now. "It
remnds ne a |lot of that Finnegan picture 'Potting Shed in a Storm!" the
happy magi ci an sai d.

(Those who beliee that this is only adjunct to the seventh
congruency and is not reality are the same people who believed that
Mel chi sedech could not really create. Abjure them)

"He remenbered that | ama magus and that neking is what | am best
at," Mel chisedech gl oated. "Wy, | have everything here that | need to work
with. And worldly distractions are blotted out. Goria in Tenpestis Deo!"

There were pieces of broken bottles and jagged netal on this trashy
dung heap. The nobst shapely of them would serve as talismans, and Duffey
selected themwi th his creator's eye. These would work. And the lightning --

"Ah, a mllion volts should be about right for the infusing," Duffey
cried in his joyful labor. "Here's the Mick of Animation. Here's good bl ood,
my own. Here are shapes and forms of all of it dancing in the sky, if |
should forget. Bless this lightning! Bless this dungheap! This is the worl
that | love."

Wl |, what do youthink is maintainign the world on even its wobbly
ways if it is not the extraordinary work and worknmanshi p of such prodigi ous
and special and creative peopl e?

"Remenber The Argo!" the voice was calling again. "You can go to it
now. And you can leave it for any destination you prefer, if only you
renenber that you can |leave it."

"Yes, | renmenber The Argo now," Mel chi sedech said. "I love it, and
love this work here also. Is there not some way | can have bot h?"

(No, the last minute of his life wasn't over. The last mnute of his
life had but a very small hunk taken out of it as yet. There m ght be as
many as forty-nine seconds of it left.)

Mel chi sedech was reching out and nmoul ding the rich dung in which he
was hal f-buried. He was noulding it into forms, into marvels (soon they
woul d be Animated Marvels), with his own blood as integument, burning to
make, and naking -- "anot her dozen even better than the first..."

And the mllion-volted lightning cane down |ike giant hands to help



in the happy making.

Yes, all this was happeni gn. And Mel chi sedech woul dn't have had it
unhappen for anything. But what if he should go around to another thing and
then come back to this.

"This happy work will still be here," he said, "and | suspect that
it will be even happier and better when the irrittions are renoved after
have been tested. This is here forever, but The Argo has only one nore
voyage. | can have both of ny delight. | can sail. |I can have ny intervals
of delight on sea and on shore. And I can return to this for ny fina
del i ght.

"Lord, | amenraptured with this work. Lord I will do this work
forever. But not yet."



