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	A Word from the Editors

	This six volume collection includes all of Zelazny’s known short fiction and poetry, three excerpts of important novels, a selection of non-fiction essays, and a few curiosities.

	Many of the stories and poems are followed by “A Word from Zelazny” in which the author muses about the preceding work. Many of the works are also followed by a set of “Notes”1 explaining names, literary allusions and less familiar words. Though you will certainly enjoy Zelazny’s work without the notes, they may provide even a knowledgeable reader with some insight into the levels of meaning in Zelazny’s writing.

	“My intent has long been to write stories that can be read in many ways from the simple to the complex. I feel that they must be enjoyable simply as stories…even for one who can’t catch any of the allusions.”

	—Roger Zelazny in Roger Zelazny by Jane M. Lindskold

	The small print under each title displays original publication information (date and source) for published pieces and (sometimes a guess at) the date it was written for previously unpublished pieces. The small print may also contain a co-author’s name, alternate titles for the work, and awards it received. Stories considered part of a series are noted by a § and a series or character name.

	

	

	
		1 The notes are a work in progress. Please let us know of any overlooked references, allusions, or definitions you may disagree with, for a possible future revision.
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	Introductions

	


	Lyricism and Warmth

	by Kristine Kathryn Rusch

	When I think of Roger Zelazny, the person, I feel a small amount of guilt. Shortly before he died, Roger called me. My husband Dean Wesley Smith answered the phone, then searched through a pile of manuscripts and cats to find me.

	“Take a message,” I said, “and I’ll call him back.”

	He did. The message was short: Roger’s name and phone number, and nothing more.

	A little sidebar here: While Roger and I were friends, we were sf convention friends. We didn’t confide in each other. We never had dinner outside of a convention setting.

	Our longest relationship was an editor/author relationship. Roger was one of the first writers I had contacted when Dean and I started Pulphouse Publishing. Roger couldn’t write a new short story for our hardback magazine—he had other commitments and no time—but he was one of the first to sign onto our Author’s Choice short story collection series. We reprinted several of his works.

	When I became editor of The Magazine of Fantasy & Science Fiction, Roger and I discussed his short fiction again. I wanted a Zelazny story for my magazine. He said he would write one.

	I assumed that the phone call was either about Pulphouse or F&SF, although the last time I saw Roger at a small convention in New Mexico, he said he wanted to talk with me about career issues.

	I found that statement so ridiculous that I laughed. Roger Zelazny wanted to talk with me about career? Roger had probably forgotten more about a career in publishing than I had ever known.

	When the phone call came, I was doing something I thought important. Thirteen years later, I cannot remember what that something was. Only that I didn’t want to go to the phone right then—which, I must admit, is not unusual for me. If I can avoid talking on the phone, I will do so. Nowadays, e-mail aids and abets that avoidance.

	In 1995, e-mail was not an option.

	So I planned to call Roger back when I had a good half an hour to spare. I waited a few days—

	And Roger died.

	He died.

	He hadn’t told anyone outside of his close circle of friends that he was even ill, so the news of his death was a huge shock. He hadn’t looked ill when I saw him a few months before. Thin, yes, but Roger was always thin. Other than that, exactly the same.

	Later, I asked his friends and family if they knew why he had called. Speculation abounded. Discussions of his estate, perhaps? Or something simple. One mutual friend said simply that Roger had called everyone he knew to say good-bye.

	But of course, being Roger, he hadn’t said good-bye, because that would have been awkward. He simply had one last conversation that he alone knew would have been a good-bye.

	That guilt—that I had put off this important phone call, not realizing that it was important—is always my first memory of Roger, the person.

	My second memory of Roger, the person, is one filled with complete joy. He was part of a large group of writers who ate dinner at an old restaurant in New Orleans. I was editing F&SF, and Gardner Dozois was editing Asimov’s, and the night in question was the final night of a particularly emotional World Fantasy Convention. We were all tired and we were all punchy.

	I was hosting F&SF writers in one large room, and Gardner was hosting Asimov’s writers in another. We were separated by a door—and a single door knob, that had to be moved from one side of the door to the other for the door to work.

	That door knob became famous, because we all behaved like children that night. Sending each other bottles of wine started the evening, and then we played a version of capture-the-doorknob that got increasingly ruder as the game went on.

	At one point, a commando raid of F&SF women ventured to the Asimov’s side to reclaim that doorknob—and I remember Roger laughing. He was at the Asimov’s table, a not-so-silent (and not so impartial) observer, egging on the mayhem, enjoying it as much as we all did.

	Those are my two immediate memories of Roger Zelazny, the man. There are others, which mostly revolve around quiet conversations or the absolute pleasure it was to work with him. He was thoroughly professional and very courteous, which, in the science fiction field, are rare.

	But when I think of Roger Zelazny, the writer, I have an entirely different set of reactions.

	When I first started reading science fiction, in the early 1970s, a new tribe of writers had just arrived into the field. They brought with them new blood and a new excitement. That excitement was palpable, even at my far remove from the heart of the field.

	Roger was part of that tribe, a tribe that also included Ursula K. Le Guin, who was doing her most influential work in the same period. Those names tie together for me, because I was reading the Hugo volumes and the year’s best anthologies.

	Even to my young eyes, the differences between what had come before and what was happening now were vast. Roger brought a sweeping romanticism into the field, a warmth that it had lacked for nearly a decade. His fiction was broad in scope, but his characters brought it to life.

	His words—hell, his titles—were poetry: “The Doors of His Face, the Lamps of His Mouth,” “A Rose for Ecclesiastes,” and so many others.

	And then there was the Amber series. Even people who didn’t normally read science fiction or fantasy had read Roger Zelazny’s Amber series and loved it.

	To me—a writer and former editor whose heart lives in the short form—Roger is one of the most influential short story writers of his generation. My friends who prefer novels say he wrote one of the best series ever published in the sf/f field.

	A breath of fresh air. Stories written as only Roger could write them, with power and lyricism and that ever abiding warmth.

	Fortunately, he toiled in a field that honors its classics. When I was editing, I reprinted a few of Roger’s classic short stories. So did every other reprint editor in the field. The stories are simply too good to pass up, and too brilliant to forget.

	Now NESFA Press is reprinting all of Roger’s short fiction. And in doing so, they are providing the science fiction field with a true treasure.

	Roger Zelazny the man is gone.

	Roger Zelazny the writer, however, will live forever.

	— Kristine Kathryn Rusch


	A Singular Being

	by Walter Jon Williams

	On three separate occasions, I met Roger Zelazny for the first time.

	The first time was at a convenience store in the late sixties, behind the wire spinner that held the comic books. I was looking at the paperbacks and saw there a black Avon cover with the words “THIS YEAR’S HUGO NOVEL.” I’d never heard of the author—well, I was young—but I bought the book on the strength of the Hugo win.

	The book was Lord of Light, and I read it with increasing amazement, wonder, and joy. The Roger I met that day in the convenience store was a singular compound of mind-staggering ideas, wide-ranging knowledge, and a singular elegance of expression. In short order I sought out everything else I could find by the writer with the funny name.

	…And Call Me Conrad, Dream Master, Isle of the Dead, Damnation Alley … it’s impossible to overstate Roger’s importance to the field, or his impact on the readers. He was a literal revolutionary—he entered the field of science fiction, remade it in his image, and left it altered forever. If his later work didn’t have quite such an impact, perhaps it was because the center of the field had shifted in Roger’s direction: his work was less prominent because everyone else was writing more like Roger.

	On the second occasion I met Roger Zelazny for the first time, it was at a science fiction convention in the early seventies. He was gracious, soft-spoken, and (when he wanted to be) screamingly funny. At two different conventions, he gave the two most sidesplitting speeches I’ve ever heard—and alas, I didn’t think to record either one of them.

	I’ve never heard anyone else say this, but I would like to put on record that Roger Zelazny would have made a terrific stand-up comic. His comic gift is an underappreciated aspect of his character.

	When I became a writer myself, I found Roger an amiable senior colleague. He and I plotted the evil that befell one another’s characters on the Wild Cards series, and when Martin Harry Greenberg asked me to write a sequel to one of Roger’s novellas, Roger was kind enough to let me follow “The Graveyard Heart” with my own “Elegy for Angels and Dogs.”

	In person, Roger demonstrated the same compound of originality, wide-ranging knowledge, and the singular elegance of expression that he demonstrated in his novels.

	We talked about collaborating on a novel, and when we found ourselves on an airline flight together, we plotted it in some detail, but we never got around to writing it. Both of us figured we’d have plenty of time.

	But even though we lived less than 65 miles from one another, we saw each other mainly at professional engagements far from our homes. Roger was a shy man and did not seek out company.

	On the third occasion on which I met Roger Zelazny for the first time, he became a good friend. Though weakened by illness, he experienced a kind of flowering during the last year of his life. He reached out to touch many of us, and none of could doubt that we had been touched.

	I saw more of Roger in his last year than I had in the previous twenty years of our acquaintance. I remember his kind, faultless presence at barbecues, at parties, at games, at my housewarming and wedding reception.

	In his last year Roger tried a number of new things. Living with Jane Lindskold was one of them, Jackie Chan movies another, and role-playing games a third. While it’s difficult to picture Roger doing anything as sublimely geeky as role-playing games, I’m able to record that he was very good at it.

	Jane and Roger joined a role-playing group that had been meeting regularly, with much the same cast, for ten or twelve years, and which included many of Roger’s writer friends, like George R. R. Martin and Melinda Snodgrass. Since there were so many writers involved, and since the group included people with acting experience, the group tended to be strong on plot, character, and inventiveness.

	As I’ve already remarked, Roger was a shy man, and during games was at times eclipsed by the more aggressive, confident members of the group. At times, when I was running a game, I had to tell the others to shut up and stop shouting advice so that Roger could get on with playing his character. And once he was given the floor, Roger always did well.

	Whether through observation, Jane’s coaching, or his own repressed talents as an actor, Roger tended to shine in his roles. Initially he chose minor characters, a bit removed from the main thrust of the action, but nevertheless complete characters who had their own part to play. In a game set in feudal Japan, Roger turned up as the Chinese poet Li Po, a character who specialized in carousing and extemporaneous verse. The poetry that Roger recited on these occasions had the genuine flavor of Li Po, too.

	In a starship adventure game, Roger appeared as a preacher named Schuyler. Chaplain Sky was a navy “xenochaplain,” supposed to be able to minister to the spiritual needs of any conceivable denomination of human, alien, or the odd sentient rock. (He didn’t do very well with the rock, actually.) The professional requirement to believe in everything led to Chaplain Sky’s not believing in anything very much, and led to some of Gaming’s Most Funny Spiritual Moments, as when Sky blessed some space marines about to hit the beach on an enemy-held planet. Sky’s address went more or less as follows:

	“Insofar as I may be heard by anything which may or not care what I say, I ask, if it matters, that these soldiers be granted luck and favor, regardless of anything they have done or failed to do which requires forgiveness. Conversely, if not forgiveness, but something else may be required to ensure any possible benefit for which they may be eligible, I ask that this, whatever it may be, be granted or withheld, as the case may be, in such a manner as to ensure them receiving said benefit. I ask this in my capacity as their elected intermediary between themselves and that which may not be themselves, but which may have an interest in the matter of their receiving as much as is possible for them to receive of this blessing, and which may in some way be influenced by this ceremony. Amen.”

	I’m not sure if this stirring address aided the morale of the troops, but Roger’s fellow players were in stitches. (And Zelazny fans will recognize that Roger paraphrased another prayer, given by another chaplain, in his own Creatures of Light and Darkness.)

	I wanted very much to get Roger into my Amber campaign, not simply because he was Amber’s creator but because I thought he could add so much insight and interest into the proceedings. But my Amber campaign was run with a different group of people who met at my house, which would have added about another 50 miles to Roger’s trip, and he turned me down.

	I was quite disappointed. Jane Lindskold told me afterwards that he wanted to play, but that he was afraid he wasn’t strong enough to stand the extra 50 miles. If I’d only known the reason, I would have happily moved the game closer to him. Alas, I was not to know the reason until after Roger’s death.

	Roger’s last character was that of a tough, crazed New York detective in my NYPD game, a far darker character than he had played up to that point, a paranoid Vietnam vet who slept with a gun under his pillow and who wouldn’t stop at simply killing a bad guy he couldn’t get at legally.

	The last time I saw Roger Zelazny, he was playing in the NYPD game. The game was set in contemporary New York, and the characters were all homicide cops trying to solve a mystery.

	There had been a slaying in a Mafia family, and it became clear that the only person who was ever likely to talk was going to be the mistress of one of the mafiosi. Some of the other characters were less than delighted with the thought of cuddling up to someone who a prominent gangster might consider his property, but Roger’s character waded right in. He called her up and said:

	“I hear you like flowers and maybe a drink, so I thought I’d pick you up after work and buy you a drink with a flower in it; and maybe we can go to Tavern on the Green, because it’s got nice views of the Park and the Park has flowers in it; and so we can have drinks with flowers in them while we’re looking at the flowers in the Park, and maybe I’ll find you a flower for your hair…”

	I can’t remember the whole speech, but he went on in this manner for some time—I should point out that Roger frequently spoke like that, in long, spontaneous, unrehearsed, grammatically correct complex sentences—and I spent the whole time staring at Roger with my mouth hanging open, thinking to myself, What a smoothie!

	So of course the Mafia maid succumbed, because, after all, who wouldn’t?

	The last time I saw Roger, I was running the detective game. His romancing of the don’s mistress had borne fruit, and he had discovered the bad guy, a serial killer who was also (as it were) in his day job, a syndicate soldier.

	It was getting late, and I was preparing to start the showdown of the Mafia story by having the serial killer burst into Roger’s room while he was in bed with the don’s mistress. I looked up from my table to talk to Roger, and to my surprise he responded to me incoherently. Nothing he was saying made any sense or seemed to have anything to do with the subject at hand— though, even then, his sentences remained grammatically correct.

	He had been growing visibly weaker over the previous months, and I concluded he was overtired and brought the game to an end. I figured we’d play the showdown next week.

	Two days later, George R. R. Martin called me to tell me that Roger was dying in the hospital, and less than twenty-four hours later he was dead. He had kept the precise nature of his illness a secret from all but a half-dozen people, and though I knew he was sick—“a kidney infection” I’d been told—I didn’t know that the kidney problem had been the result of a course of chemotherapy for cancer.

	After the shock, the grief, the memorial services, and the passage of a few months, I ran the police game one more time.

	As the other detectives pieced the violent action together afterwards, the serial killer had broken into Roger’s apartment and opened fire on Roger’s character from the bedroom door.

	Though Roger’s character was wounded, he nevertheless managed to hurl a throwing knife into the bad guy’s throat, killing him, before passing out from his wounds. The Mafia don’s mistress applied first aid, saved his life, called the ambulance, and rode with him to the hospital.

	If I couldn’t give Roger a happy ending, I decided, I could at least give one to his game character. And so, in our imagination at least, the tormented New York cop will live happily ever after with the Mafia don’s mistress, sharing their usual table at Tavern on the Green, and having drinks with flowers in them while she wears flowers in her hair…

	It was clear that in his last year Roger was a happy man, and it was a joy to watch him. In intimate surroundings as well as anywhere else, he demonstrated his remarkable originality of thought, his wide-ranging knowledge, and his singular elegance of expression.

	It was a privilege to know him. It is a continuing tragedy that he is gone.

	He was an utterly singular being, and those who were privileged to know him miss him every day. 

	— Walter Jon Williams
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	The Furies

	Manuscript title: “Hunt Down the Happy Wallaby”,
Amazing, June 1965.

	As an afterthought, Nature sometimes tosses a bone to those it maims and casts aside. Often, it is in the form of a skill, usually useless, or the curse of intelligence.

	When Sandor Sandor was four years old he could name all the one hundred forty-nine inhabited worlds in the galaxy. When he was five he could name the principal land masses of each planet and chalk them in, roughly, on blank globes. By the time he was seven years old he knew all the provinces, states, countries and major cities of all the main land masses on all one hundred forty-nine inhabited worlds in the galaxy. He read Landography, History, Landology and popular travel guides during most of his waking time; and he studied maps and travel tapes. There was a camera behind his eyes, or so it seemed, because by the time he was ten years old there was no city in the galaxy that anyone could name about which Sandor Sandor did not know something.

	And he continued.

	Places fascinated him. He built a library of street guides, road maps. He studied architectural styles and principal industries, and racial types, native life forms, local flora, landmarks, hotels, restaurants, airports and seaports and spaceports, styles of clothing and personal ornamentation, climatic conditions, local arts and crafts, dietary habits, sports, religions, social institutions, customs.

	When he took his doctorate in Landography at the age of fourteen, his oral examinations were conducted via closed circuit television. This is because he was afraid to leave his home—having done so only three times before in his life and having met with fresh trauma on each occasion. And this is because on all one hundred forty-nine inhabited worlds in the galaxy there was no remedy for a certain degenerative muscular disease. This disease made it impossible for Sandor to manipulate even the finest prosthetic devices for more than a few minutes without suffering fatigue and great pain; and to go outside he required three such devices—two legs and a right arm—to substitute for those which he had missed out on receiving somewhere along the line before birth.

	Rather than suffer this pain, or the pain of meeting persons other than his Aunt Faye or his nurse, Miss Barbara, he took his oral examinations via closed circuit television.

	The University of Brill, Dombeck, was located on the other side of that small planet from Sandor’s home, else the professors would have come to see him, because they respected him considerably. His 855-page dissertation, “Some Notes Toward a Gravitational Matrix Theory Governing the Formation of Similar Land Masses on Dissimilar Planetary Bodies,” had drawn attention from Interstel University on Earth itself. Sandor Sandor, of course, would never see the Earth. His muscles could only sustain the gravitation of smaller planets, such as Dombeck.

	And it happened that the Interstel Government, which monitors everything, had listened in on Sandor’s oral examinations and his defense of his dissertation.

	Associate Professor Baines was one of Sandor’s very few friends. They had even met several times in person, in Sandor’s library, because Baines often said he’d wanted to borrow certain books and then came and spent the afternoon. When the examinations were concluded, Associate Professor Baines stayed on the circuit for several minutes, talking with Sandor. It was during this time that Baines made casual reference to an almost useless (academically, that is) talent of Sandor’s.

	At the mention of it, the government man’s ears had pricked forward (he was a Rigellian). He was anxious for a promotion and he recalled an obscure memo…

	Associate Professor Baines had mentioned the fact that Sandor Sandor had once studied a series of thirty random photos from all over the civilized galaxy, and that the significant data from these same photos had also been fed into the Department’s L-L computer. Sandor had named the correct planet in each case, the land mass in 29, the county or territory in twenty-six, and he had correctly set the location itself within fifty square miles in twenty-three instances. The L-L comp had named the correct planet for twenty-seven.

	It was not a labor of love for the computer.

	So it became apparent that Sandor Sandor knew just about every damn street in the galaxy.

	Ten years later he knew them all.

	But three years later the Rigellian quit his job, disgusted, and went to work in private industry, where the pay was better and promotions more frequent. His memo, and the tape, had been filed, however…

	*        *        *

	Benedick Benedict was born and grew up on the watery world of Kjum, and his was an infallible power for making enemies of everyone he met.

	The reason why is that while some men’s highest pleasure is drink, and others are given to gluttony, and still others are slothful, or lechery is their chief delight, or Phrinn-doing, Benedick’s was gossip—he was a loudmouth.

	Gossip was his meat and his drink, his sex and his religion. Shaking hands with him was a mistake, often a catastrophic one. For, as he clung to your hand, pumping it and smiling, his eyes would suddenly grow moist and the tears would dribble down his fat cheeks.

	He wasn’t sad when this happened. Far from it. It was a somatic conversion from his paranorm reaction.

	He was seeing your past life.

	He was selective, too; he only saw what he looked for. And he looked for scandal and hate, and what is often worse, love; he looked for lawbreaking and unrest, for memories of discomfort, pain, futility, weakness. He saw everything a man wanted to forget, and he talked about it.

	If you are lucky he won’t tell you of your own. If you have ever met someone else whom he has also met in this manner, and if this fact shows, he will begin talking of that person. He will tell you of that man’s or woman’s life because he appreciates this form of social reaction even more than your outrage at yourself. And his eyes and voice and hand will hold you, like the clutch of the Ancient Mariner, in a sort of half dream-state; and you will hear him out and you will be shocked beneath your paralysis.

	Then he will go away and tell others about you.

	Such a man was Benedick Benedict. He was probably unaware how much he was hated, because this reaction never came until later, after he had said “Good day,” departed, and been gone for several hours. He left his hearers with a just-raped feeling—and later fear, shame, or disgust forced them to suppress the occurrence and to try to forget him. Or else they hated him quietly, because he was dangerous. That is to say, he had powerful friends.

	He was an extremely social animal: he loved attention; he wanted to be admired; he craved audiences.

	He could always find an audience too, somewhere. He knew so many secrets that he was tolerated in important places in return for the hearing. And he was wealthy too, but more of that in a moment.

	As time went on, it became harder and harder for him to meet new people. His reputation spread in geometric proportion to his talking, and even those who would hear him preferred to sit on the far side of the room, drink enough alcohol to partly deaden memories of themselves, and to be seated near a door.

	The reason for his wealth is because his power extended to inanimate objects as well. Minerals were rare on Kjum, the watery world. If anyone brought him a sample he could hold it and weep and tell them where to dig to hit the main lode.

	From one fish caught in the vast seas of Kjum, he could chart the course of a school of fish.

	Weeping, he could touch a native rad-pearl necklace and divine the location of the native’s rad-pearl bed.

	Local insurance associations and loan companies kept Benedict Files—the pen a man had used to sign his contract, his snubbed-out cigarette butt, a plastex hanky with which he had mopped his brow, an object left in security, the remains of a biopsy or blood test—so that Benedick could use his power against those who renege on these companies and flee, on those who break their laws.

	He did not revel in his power either. He simply enjoyed it. For he was one of the nineteen known paranorms in the one hundred forty-nine inhabited worlds in the galaxy, and he knew no other way.

	Also, he occasionally assisted civil authorities, if he thought their cause a just one. If he did not, he suddenly lost his power until the need for it vanished. This didn’t happen too often though, for an humanitarian was Benedick Benedict, and well-paid, because he was laboratory-tested and clinically-proven. He could psychometrize. He could pick up thought-patterns originating outside his own skull…

	*        *        *

	Lynx Links looked like a beachball with a beard, a fat patriarch with an eyepatch, a man who loved good food and drink, simple clothing, and the company of simple people; he was a man who smiled often and whose voice was soft and melodic.

	In his earlier years he had chalked up the most impressive kill-record of any agent ever employed by Interstel Central Intelligence. Forty-eight men and seventeen malicious alien life-forms had the Lynx dispatched during his fifty-year tenure as a field agent. He was one of the three men in the galaxy to have lived through half a century’s employment with ICI. He lived comfortably on his government pension despite three wives and a horde of grandchildren; he was recalled occasionally as a consultant; and he did some part-time missionary work on the side. He believed that all life was one and that all men were brothers, and that love rather than hate or fear should rule the affairs of men. He had even killed with love, he often remarked at Tranquility Session, respecting and revering the person and the spirit of the man who had been marked for death.

	This is the story of how he came to be summoned back from Hosanna, the World of the Great and Glorious Flame of the Divine Life, and was joined with Sandor Sandor and Benedick Benedict in the hunt for Victor Corgo, the man without a heart.

	*        *        *

	Victor Corgo was captain of the Wallaby. Victor Corgo was Head Astrogator, First Mate, and Chief Engineer of the Wallaby. Victor Corgo was the Wallaby.

	One time the Wallaby was a proud Guardship, an ebony toadstool studded with the jewel-like warts of fast-phase projectors. One time the Wallaby skipped proud about the frontier worlds of Interstel, meting out the unique justice of the Uniform Galactic Code—in those places where there was no other law. One time the proud Wallaby, under the command of Captain Victor Corgo of the Guard, had ranged deep space and become a legend under legendary skies.

	A terror to brigands and ugly aliens, a threat to Code-breakers, and a thorn in the sides of evildoers everywhere, Corgo and his shimmering fungus (which could burn an entire continent under water level within a single day) were the pride of the Guard, the best of the best, the cream that had been skimmed from all the rest.

	Unfortunately, Corgo sold out.

	He became a heel.

	…A traitor.

	A hero gone bad…

	After forty-five years with the Guard, his pension but half a decade away, he lost his entire crew in an ill-timed raid upon a pirate stronghold on the planet Kilsh, which might have become the hundred-fiftieth inhabited world of Interstel.

	Crawling, barely alive, he had made his way half across the great snowfield of Brild, on the main land mass of Kilsh. At the fortuitous moment, Death making its traditional noises of approach, he was snatched from out of its traffic lane, so to speak, by the Drillen, a nomadic tribe of ugly and intelligent quadrupeds, who took him to their camp and healed his wounds, fed him, and gave him warmth. Later, with the cooperation of the Drillen, he recovered the Wallaby and all its arms and armaments, from where it had burnt its way to a hundred feet beneath the ice.

	Crewless, he trained the Drillen.

	With the Drillen and the Wallaby he attacked the pirates.

	He won.

	But he did not stop with that.

	No.

	When he learned that the Drillen had been marked for death under the Uniform Code he sold out his own species. The Drillen had refused relocation to a decent Reservation World. They had elected to continue occupancy of what was to become the hundred-fiftieth inhabited world in the galaxy (that is to say, in Interstel).

	Therefore, the destruct-order had been given.

	Captain Corgo protested, was declared out of order.

	Captain Corgo threatened, was threatened in return.

	Captain Corgo fought, was beaten, died, was resurrected, escaped restraint, became an outlaw.

	He took the Wallaby with him. The Happy Wallaby, it had been called in the proud days. Now, it was just the Wallaby.

	As the tractor beams had seized it, as the vibrations penetrated its ebony hull and tore at his flesh, Corgo had called his six Drillen to him, stroked the fur of Mala, his favorite, opened his mouth to speak, and died just as the words and the tears began.

	“I am sorry…” he had said.

	They gave him a new heart, though. His old one had fibrillated itself to pieces and could not be repaired. They put the old one in a jar and gave him a shiny, antiseptic egg of throbbing metal, which expanded and contracted at varying intervals, dependent upon what the seed-sized computers they had planted within him told of his breathing and his blood sugar and the output of his various glands. The seeds and the egg contained his life.

	When they were assured that this was true and that it would continue, they advised him of the proceedings of courts-martial.

	He did not wait, however, for due process. Breaking his parole as an officer, he escaped the Guard Post, taking with him Mala, the only remaining Drillen in the galaxy. Her five fellows had not survived scientific inquiry as to the nature of their internal structures. The rest of the race, of course, had refused relocation.

	Then did the man without a heart make war upon mankind.

	*        *        *

	Raping a planet involves considerable expense. Enormous blasters and slicers and sluicers and refiners are required to reduce a world back almost to a state of primal chaos, and then to extract from it its essential (i.e., commercially viable) ingredients. The history books may tell you of strip-mining on the mother planet, back in ancient times. Well, the crude processes employed then were similar in emphasis and results, but the operations were considerably smaller in size.

	Visualize a hundred miles of Grand Canyon appearing overnight; visualize the reversal of thousands of Landological millennia in the twinkling of an eye; consider all of the Ice Ages of the Earth, and compress them into a single season. This will give you a rough idea as to time and effect.

	Now picture the imported labor—the men who drill and blast and slice and sluice for the great mining combines: Not uneducated, these men; willing to take a big risk, certainly though, these men—maybe only for one year, because of the high pay; or maybe they’re careerists, because of the high pay—these men, who hit three worlds in a year’s time, who descend upon these worlds in ships full of city, in space-trailer mining camps, out of the sky; coming, these men, from all over the inhabited galaxy, bringing with them the power of the tool and the opposed thumb, bearing upon their brows the mark of the Solar Phoenix and in their eyes the cold of the spaces they have crossed over, they know what to do to make the domes of atoms rise before them and to call down the tornado-probosci of suck-vortices from the freighters on the other side of the sky; and they do it thoroughly and efficiently, and not without style, tradition, folksongs, and laughter—for they are the sweat-crews, working against time (which is money), to gain tonnage (which is money), and to beat their competitors to market (which is important, inasmuch as one worldsworth influences future sales for many months); these men, who bear in one hand the flame and in the other the whirlwind, who come down with their families and all their possessions, erect temporary metropoli, work their magic act, and go—after the vanishing trick has been completed.

	Now that you’ve an idea as to what happens and who is present at the scene, here’s the rub:

	Raping a planet involves considerable expense.

	The profits are more than commensurate, do not misunderstand. It is just that they could be even greater…

	How?

	Well—For one thing, the heavy machinery involved is quite replaceable, in the main. That is, the machinery which is housed within the migrant metropoli.

	Moving it is expensive. Not moving it isn’t. For it is actually cheaper, in terms of material and labor, to manufacture new units than it is to fast-phase the old ones more than an average of 2.6 times.

	Mining combines do not produce them (and wouldn’t really want to); the mining manufacturing combines like to make new units as much as the mining combines like to lose old ones.

	And of course it is rented machinery, or machinery on which the payments are still being made, to the financing associations, because carrying payments makes it easier to face down the Interstel Revenue Service every fiscal year.

	Abandoning the units would be criminal, violating either the lessor-lessee agreement or the Interstel Commercial Code.

	But accidents do happen…

	Often, too frequently to make for comfortable statistics…

	Way out there on the raw frontier.

	Then do the big insurance associations investigate, and they finally sigh and reimburse the lien-holders.

	…And the freighters make it to market ahead of schedule, because there is less to dismantle and march-order and ship.

	Time is saved, commitments are met in advance, a better price is generally obtained, and a head start on the next worldsworth is supplied in this manner.

	All of which is nice.

	Except for the insurance associations.

	But what can happen to a transitory New York full of heavy equipment?

	Well, some call it sabotage.

	…Some call it mass-murder.

	…Unsanctioned war.

	…Corgo’s lightning.

	But it is written that it is better to burn one city than to curse the darkness.

	Corgo did not curse the darkness.

	…Many times.

	*        *        *

	The day they came together on Dombeck, Benedick held forth his hand, smiled, said: “Mister Sandor…”

	As his hand was shaken, his smile reversed itself. Then it went away from his face. He was shaking an artificial hand.

	Sandor nodded, dropped his eyes.

	Benedick turned to the big man with the eyepatch.

	“…And you are the Lynx?”

	“That is correct, my brother. You must excuse me if I do not shake hands. It is against my religion. I believe that life does not require reassurance as to its oneness.”

	“Of course,” said Benedick. “I once knew a man from Dombeck. He was a gnil smuggler, named Worten Wortan—”

	“He is gone to join the Great Flame,” said the Lynx. “That is to say, he is dead now. ICI apprehended him two years ago. He passed to Flame while attempting to escape restraint.”

	“Really?” said Benedick. “He was at one time a gnil addict himself—”

	“I know. I read his file in connection with another case.”

	“Dombeck is full of gnil smugglers”—Sandor.

	“Oh. Well, then let us talk of this man Corgo.”

	“Yes”—the Lynx.

	“Yes”—Sandor.

	“The ICI man told me that many insurance associations have lodged protests with their Interstel representatives.”

	“That is true”—Lynx.

	“Yes”—Sandor, biting his lip. “Do you gentlemen mind if I remove my legs?”

	“Not at all”—the Lynx. “We are co-workers, and informality should govern our gatherings.”

	“Please do,” said Benedick.

	Sandor leaned forward in his chair and pressed the coupling controls. There followed two thumps from beneath his desk. He leaned back then and surveyed his shelves of globes.

	“Do they cause you pain?” asked Benedick.

	“Yes”—Sandor.

	“Were you in an accident?”

	“Birth”—Sandor.

	The Lynx raised a decanter of brownish liquid to the light. He stared through it.

	“It is a local brandy”—Sandor. “Quite good. Somewhat like the xmili of Bandla, only nonaddictive. Have some.”

	The Lynx did, keeping it in front of him all that evening.

	“Corgo is a destroyer of property,” said Benedick.

	Sandor nodded.

	“…And a defrauder of insurance associations, a defacer of planetary bodies, a deserter from the Guard—”

	“A murderer”—Sandor.

	“…And a zoophilist,” finished Benedick.

	“Aye”—the Lynx, smacking his lips.

	“So great an offender against public tranquility is he that he must be found.”

	“…And passed back through the Flame for purification and rebirth.”

	“Yes, we must locate him and kill him,” said Benedick.

	“The two pieces of equipment… Are they present?”—the Lynx.

	“Yes, the phase-wave is in the next room.”

	“…And?” asked Benedick.

	“The other item is in the bottom drawer of this desk, right side.”

	“Then why do we not begin now?”

	“Yes. Why not now?”—the Lynx.

	“Very well”—Sandor. “One of you will have to open the drawer, though. It is in the brown-glass jar, to the back.”

	“I’ll get it,” said Benedick.

	*        *        *

	A great sob escaped him after a time, as he sat there with rows of worlds at his back, tears on his cheeks, and Corgo’s heart clutched in his hands.

	“It is cold and dim…”

	“Where?”—the Lynx.

	“It is a small place. A room? Cabin? Instrument panels…A humming sound… Cold, and crazy angles everywhere… Vibration…Hurt!”

	“What is he doing?”—Sandor.

	“… Sitting, half-lying—a couch, webbed, about him. Furry one at his side, sleeping. Twisted—angles—everything—wrong. Hurt!”

	“The Wallaby, in transit”—Lynx.

	“Where is he going?”—Sandor.

	“HURT!” shouted Benedick.

	Benedick dropped the heart into his lap.

	He began to shiver. He wiped at his eyes with the backs of his hands.

	“I have a headache,” he announced.

	“Have a drink”—Lynx.

	He gulped one, sipped the second.

	“Where was I?”

	The Lynx raised his shoulders and let them fall.

	“The Wallaby was fast-phasing somewhere, and Corgo was in phase-sleep. It is a disturbing sensation to fast-phase while fully conscious. Distance and duration grow distorted. You found him at a bad time—while under sedation and subject to continuum-impact. Perhaps tomorrow will be better…”

	“I hope so.”

	“Yes, tomorrow”—Sandor.

	“Tomorrow…Yes.”

	“There was one other thing,” he added, “a thing in his mind… There was a sun where there was no sun before.”

	“A burn-job?”—Lynx.

	“Yes.”

	“A memory?”—Sandor.

	“No. He is on his way to do it.”

	The Lynx stood.

	“I will phase-wave ICI and advise them. They can check which worlds are presently being mined. Have you any ideas how soon?”

	“No, I can not tell that.”

	“What did the globe look like? What continental configurations?”—Sandor.

	“None. The thought was not that specific. His mind was drifting—mainly filled with hate.”

	“I’ll call in now—and we’ll try again…?”

	“Tomorrow. I’m tired now.”

	“Go to bed then. Rest.”

	“Yes, I can do that…”

	“Good night, Mister Benedict.”

	“Good night…”

	“Sleep in the heart of the Great Flame.”

	“I hope not…”

	*        *        *

	Mala whimpered and moved nearer her Corgo, for she was dreaming an evil dream: They were back on the great snowfield of Brild, and she was trying to help him—to walk, to move forward. He kept slipping though, and lying there longer each time, and rising more slowly each time and moving ahead at an even slower pace, each time. He tried to kindle a fire, but the snow-devils spun and toppled like icicles falling from the seven moons, and the dancing green flames died as soon as they were born from between his hands.

	Finally, on the top of a mountain of ice she saw them.

	There were three…

	They were clothed from head to toe in flame; their burning heads turned and turned and turned; and then one bent and sniffed at the ground, rose, and indicated their direction. Then they were racing down the hillside, trailing flames, melting a pathway as they came, springing over drifts and ridges of ice, their arms extended before them.

	Silent they came, pausing only as the one sniffed the air, the ground…

	She could hear their breathing now, feel their heat…

	In a matter of moments they would arrive…

	Mala whimpered and moved nearer her Corgo.

	*        *        *

	For three days Benedick tried, clutching Corgo’s heart like a Gypsy’s crystal, watering it with his tears, squeezing almost to life again. His head ached for hours after, each time that he met the continuum-impact. He wept long, moist tears for hours beyond contact, which was unusual. He had always withdrawn from immediate pain before; remembered distress was his forte, and a different matter altogether.

	He hurt each time that he touched Corgo and his mind was sucked down through that subway in the sky; and he touched Corgo eleven times during those three days, and then his power went away, really.

	*        *        *

	Seated, like a lump of dark metal on the hull of the Wallaby, he stared across six hundred miles at the blazing hearth which he had stoked to steel-tempering heights; and he felt like a piece of metal, resting there upon an anvil, waiting for the hammer to fall again, as it always did, waiting for it to strike him again and again, and to beat him to a new toughness, to smash away more and more of that within him which was base, of that which knew pity, remorse, and guilt, again and again and again, and to leave only that hard, hard form of hate, like an iron boot, which lived at the core of the lump, himself, and required constant hammering and heat.

	Sweating as he watched, smiling, Corgo took pictures.

	*        *        *

	When one of the nineteen known paranorms in the one hundred forty-nine inhabited worlds in the galaxy suddenly loses his powers, and loses them at a crucial moment, it is like unto the old tales wherein a Princess is stricken one day with an unknown malady and the King, her father, summons all his wise men and calls for the best physicians in the realm.

	Big Daddy ICI (Rex ex machina-like) did, in similar manner, summon wise men and counselors from various Thinkomats and think-repairshops about the galaxy, including Interstel University, on Earth itself. But alas! While all had a diagnosis none had on hand any suggestions which were immediately acceptable to all parties concerned:

	“Bombard his thalamus with Beta particles.”

	“Hypno-regression to the womb, and restoration at a pretraumatic point in his life.”

	“More continuum-impact.”

	“Six weeks on a pleasure satellite, and two aspirins every four hours.”

	“There is an old operation called a lobotomy…”

	“Lots of liquids and green leafy vegetables.”

	“Hire another paranorm.”

	For one reason or another, the principal balked at all of these courses of action, and the final one was impossible at the moment. In the end, the matter was settled neatly by Sandor’s nurse Miss Barbara, who happened onto the veranda one afternoon as Benedick sat there fanning himself and drinking xmili.

	“Why Mister Benedict!” she announced, plopping her matronly self into the chair opposite him and spiking her redlonade with three fingers of xmili. “Fancy meeting you out here! I thought you were in the library with the boys, working on that top secret hush-hush critical project called Wallaby Stew, or something.”

	“As you can see, I am not,” he said, staring at his knees.

	“Well, it’s nice just to pass the time of day sometimes, too. To sit. To relax. To rest from the hunting of Victor Corgo…”

	“Please, you’re not supposed to know about the project. It’s top secret and critical—”

	“And hush-hush too, I know. Dear Sandor talks in his sleep every night—so much. You see, I tuck him in each evening and sit there until he drifts away to dreamland, poor child.”

	“Mm, yes. Please don’t talk about the project, though.”

	“Why? Isn’t it going well?”

	“No!”

	“Why not?”

	“Because of me, if you must know! I’ve got a block of some kind. The power doesn’t come when I call it.”

	“Oh, how distressing! You mean you can’t peep into other persons’ minds any more?”

	“Exactly.”

	“Dear me. Well, let’s talk about something else then. Did I ever tell you about the days when I was the highest-paid courtesan on Sordido V?”

	Benedick’s head turned slowly in her direction.

	“Nooo…” he said. “You mean the Sordido?”

	“Oh yes. Bright Bad Barby, the Bouncing Baby, they used to call me. They still sing ballads, you know.”

	“Yes, I’ve heard them. Many verses…”

	“Have another drink, I once had a coin struck in my image, you know. It’s a collectors’ item now, of course. Full-length pose, flesh-colored. Here, I wear it on this chain around my neck. —Lean closer, it’s a short chain.”

	“Very—interesting. Uh, how did all this come about?”

	“Well—it all began with old Pruria Van Teste, the banker, of the export-import Testes. You see, he had this thing going for synthofemmes for a long while, but when he started getting up there in years he felt there was something he’d been missing. So, one fine day, he sent me ten dozen Hravian orchids and a diamond garter, along with an invitation to have dinner with him…”

	“You accepted, of course?”

	“Naturally not. Not the first time, anyway. I could see that he was pretty damn eager.”

	“Well, what happened?”

	“Wait till I fix another redlonade.”

	*        *        *

	Later that afternoon, the Lynx wandered out into the veranda during the course of his meditations. He saw there Miss Barbara, with Benedick seated beside her, weeping.

	“What troubles thy tranquility, my brother?” he inquired.

	“Nothing! Nothing at all! It is wonderful and beautiful, everything! My power has come back—I can feel it!” He wiped his eyes on his sleeve.

	“Bless thee, little lady!” said the Lynx, seizing Miss Barbara’s hand. “Thy simple counsels have done more to heal my brother than have all these highly-paid medical practitioners brought here at great expense. Virtue lies in thy homely words, and thou art most beloved of the Flame.”

	“Thank you, I’m sure.”

	“Come brother, let us away to our task again!”

	“Yes, let us!—Oh thank you, Bright Barby!”

	“Don’t mention it.”

	*        *        *

	 Benedick’s eyes clouded immediately, as he took the tattered blood-pump into his hands. He leaned back, stroking it, and moist spots formed on either side of his nose, grew like well-fed amoebas, underwent mitosis, and dashed off to explore in the vicinity of his shelf-like upper lip.

	He sighed once, deeply.

	“Yes, I am there.”

	He blinked, licked his lips.

	“…It is night. Late. It is a primitive dwelling. Mud-like stucco, bits of straw in it… All lights out, but for the one from the machine, and its spillage—”

	“Machine?”—Lynx.

	“What machine?”—Sandor.

	“…Projector. Pictures on wall… World—big, filling whole picture-field—patches of fire on the world, up near the top. Three places—”

	“Bhave VII!”—Lynx. “Six days ago!”

	“Shoreline to the right goes like this… And to the left, like this…”

	His right index finger traced patterns in the air.

	“Bhave VII”—Sandor.

	“Happy and not happy at the same time—hard to separate the two. Guilt, though, is there—but pleasure with it. Revenge… Hate people, humans… We adjust the projector now, stop it at a flare-up—Bright! How good! —Oh good! That will teach them! —Teach them to grab away what belongs to others… To murder a race! —The generator is humming. It is ancient, and it smells bad… The dog is lying on our foot. The foot is asleep, but we do not want to disturb the dog, for it is Mala’s favorite thing—her only toy, companion, living doll, four-footed… She is scratching behind its ear with her forelimb, and it loves her. Light leaks down upon them… Clear they are. The breeze is warm, very, which is why we are unshirted. It stirs the tasseled hanging… No force-field or windowpane… Insects buzz by the projector—pterodactyl silhouettes on the burning world—”

	“What kind of insects?”—Lynx.

	“Can you see what is beyond the window?”—Sandor.

	“…Outside are trees—short ones—just outlines, squat. Can’t tell where trunks begin… Foliage too thick, too close. Too dark out. — Off in the distance a tiny moon… Something like this on a hill…” His hands shaped a turnip impaled on an obelisk. “Not sure how far off, how large, what color, or what made of…”

	“Is the name of the place in Corgo’s mind?”—Lynx.

	“If I could touch him, with my hand, I would know it, know everything. Only receive impressions this way, though—surface thoughts. He is not thinking of where he is now… The dog rolls onto its back and off of our foot—at last! She scratches its tummy, my love dark…It kicks with its hind leg as if scratching after a flea—wags its tail. Dilk is puppy’s name. She gave it that name, loves it… It is like one of hers. Which was murdered. Hate people—humans. She is people. Better than… Doesn’t butcher that which breathes for selfish gain, for Interstel. Better than people, my pony-friends, better… An insect lights on Dilk’s nose. She brushes it away. Segmented, two sets of wings, about five millimeters in length, pink globe on front end, bulbous, and buzzes as it goes, the insect—you asked…”

	“How many entrances are there to the place?”—Lynx.

	“Two. One doorway at each end of the hut.”

	“How many windows?”

	“Two. On opposing walls—the ones without doors. I can’t see anything through the other window—too dark on that side.”

	“Anything else?”

	“On the wall a sword—long hilt, very long, two-handed—even longer maybe—three? four?—short blades, though, two of them—hilt is in the middle—and each blade is straight, double-edged, forearm-length… Beside it, a mask of—flowers? Too dark to tell. The blades shine; the mask is dull. Looks like flowers, though. Many little ones… Four sides to the mask, shaped like a kite, big end down. Can’t make out features. It projects fairly far out from the wall, though. Mala is restless. Probably doesn’t like the pictures—or maybe doesn’t see them and is bored. Her eyes are different. She nuzzles our shoulder now. We pour her a drink in her bowl. Take another one ourself. She doesn’t drink hers. We stare at her. She drops her head and drinks. —Dirt floor under our sandals, hard-packed. Many tiny white—pebbles?—in it, powdery-like. The table is wood, natural… The generator sputters. The picture fades, comes back. We rub our chin. Need a shave… The hell with it! We’re not standing any inspections! Drink—one, two—all gone! Another!”

	*        *        *

	Sandor had threaded a tape into his viewer, and he was spinning it and stopping it, spinning it and stopping it, spinning it and stopping it. He checked his worlds chronometer.

	“Outside,” he asked, “does the moon seem to be moving up, or down, or across the sky?”

	“Across.”

	“Right to left, or left to right?”

	“Right to left. It seems about a quarter past zenith.”

	“Any coloration to it?”

	“Orange, with three black lines. One starts at about eleven o’clock, crosses a quarter of its surface, drops straight down, cuts back at seven. The other starts at two, drops to six. They don’t meet. The third is a small upside-down letter ‘c’—lower right quarter… Not big, the moon, but clear, very. No clouds.”

	“Any constellations you can make out?”—Lynx.

	“…Head isn’t turned that way now, wasn’t turned toward the window long enough. Now there is a noise, far off… A high-pitched chattering, almost metallic. Animal. He pictures a six-legged tree creature, half the size of a man, reddish-brown hair, sparse… It can go on two, four, or six legs on the ground. Doesn’t go down on the ground much, though. Nests high. An egg-layer. Many teeth. Eats flesh. Small eyes, and black—two. Great nose-holes. Pesty, but not dangerous to men—easily frightened.”

	“He is on Disten, the fifth world of Blake’s System,” said Sandor. “Night-side means he is on the continent Didenlan. The moon Babry, well past zenith now, means he is to the east. A Mellar-mosque indicates a Mella-Muslim settlement. The blade and the mask seem Hortanian. I am sure they were brought from further inland. The chalky deposits would set him in the vicinity of Landear, which is Mella-Muslim. It is on the Dista River, north bank. There is much jungle about. Even those people who wish seclusion seldom go further than eight miles from the center of town—population 153,000—and it is least settled to the northwest, because of the hills, the rocks, and—”

	“Fine! That’s where he is then!”—Lynx. “Now here is how we’ll do it. He has, of course, been sentenced to death. I believe—yes, I know!—there is an ICI Field Office on the second world—whatever its name—of that System.”

	“Nirer”—Sandor.

	“Yes. Hmm, let’s see… Two agents will be empowered as executioners. They will land their ship to the northwest of Landear, enter the city, and find where the man with the strange four-legged pet settled, the one who arrived within the past six days. Then one agent will enter the hut and ascertain whether Corgo is within. He will retreat immediately if Corgo is present, signaling to the other who will be hidden behind those trees or whatever. The second man will then fire a round of fragmentation plaster through the unguarded window. One agent will then position himself at a safe distance beyond the northeast corner of the edifice, so as to cover a door and a window. The other will move to the southwest, to do the same. Each will carry a two-hundred channel laser sub-gun with vibrating head. —Good! I’ll phase-wave it to Central now. We’ve got him!”

	He hurried from the room.

	Benedick, still holding the thing, his shirt-front soaking, continued:

	“ ‘Fear not, my lady dark. He is but a puppy, and he howls at the moon…’ ”

	*        *        *

	It was thirty-one hours and twenty minutes later when the Lynx received and decoded the two terse statements:

	executioners the way of all flesh.

	the wallaby has jumped again.

	He licked his lips. His comrades were waiting for the report, and they had succeeded—they had done their part, had performed efficiently and well. It was the Lynx who had missed his kill.

	He made the sign of the Flame and entered the library.

	Benedick knew—he could tell. The little paranorm’s hands were on his walking stick, and that was enough—just that.

	The Lynx bowed his head.

	“We begin again,” he told them.

	Benedick’s powers—if anything, stronger than ever—survived continuum-impact seven more times. Then he described a new world: Big it was, and many-peopled—bright—dazzling, under a blue-white sun; yellow brick everywhere, neo-Denebian architecture, greenglass windows, a purple sea nearby…

	No trick at all for Sandor:

	“Phillip’s World,” he named it, then told them the city: “Delles.”

	“This time we burn him,” said the Lynx, and he was gone from the room.

	“Christian-Zoroastrians,” sighed Benedick, after he had left. “I think this one has a Flame-complex.”

	Sandor spun the globe with his left hand and watched it turn.

	“I’m not preconning,” said Benedick, “but I’ll give you odds, like three to one—on Corgo’s escaping again.

	“Why?”

	“When he abandoned humanity he became something less, and more. He is not ready to die.”

	“What do you mean?”

	“I hold his heart. He gave it up, in all ways. He is invincible now. But he will reclaim it one day. Then he will die.”

	“How do you know?”

	“…A feeling. There are many types of doctors, among them pathologists. No less than others, they, but masters only of blackness. I know people, have known many. I do not pretend to know all about them. But weaknesses—yes, those I know.”

	Sandor turned his globe and did not say anything.

	But they did burn the Wallaby, badly.

	He lived, though.

	He lived, cursing.

	As he lay there in the gutter, the world burning, exploding, falling down around him, he cursed that world and every other, and everything in them.

	Then there was another burst.

	Blackness followed.

	*        *        *

	The double-bladed Hortanian sword, spinning in the hands of Corgo, had halved the first ICI executioner as he stood in the doorway. Mala had detected their approach across the breezes, through the open window.

	The second had fallen before the fragmentation plaster could be launched. Corgo had a laser sub-gun himself, Guard issue, and he cut the man down, firing through the wall and two trees in the direction Mala indicated.

	Then the Wallaby left Disten.

	But he was troubled. How had they found him so quickly? He had had close brushes with them before—many of them, over the years. But he was cautious, and he could not see where he had failed this time, could not understand how Interstel had located him. Even his last employer did not know his whereabouts.

	He shook his head and phased for Phillip’s world.

	To die is to sleep and not to dream, and Corgo did not want this. He took elaborate pains, in-phasing and out-phasing in random directions; he gave Mala a golden collar with a two-way radio in its clasp, wore its mate within his death-ring; he converted much currency, left the Wallaby in the care of a reputable smuggler in Unassociated Territory and crossed Phillip’s World to Delles-by-the-Sea. He was fond of sailing, and he liked the purple waters of this planet. He rented a large villa near the Delles Dives—slums to the one side, Riviera to the other. This pleased him. He still had dreams; he was not dead yet.

	Sleeping, perhaps, he had heard a sound. Then he was suddenly seated on the side of his bed, a handful of death in his hand.

	“Mala?”

	She was gone. The sound he’d heard had been the closing of a door.

	He activated the radio.

	“What is it?” he demanded.

	“I have the feeling we are watched again,” she replied, through his ring. “…Only a feeling, though.”

	Her voice was distant, tiny.

	“Why did you not tell me? Come back—now.”

	“No. I match the night and can move without sound. I will investigate. There is something, if I have fear…Arm yourself !”

	He did that, and as he moved toward the front of the house they struck. He ran. As he passed through the front door they struck again, and again. There was an inferno at his back, and a steady rain of plaster, metal, wood and glass was falling. Then there was an inferno around him.

	They were above him. This time they had been cautioned not to close with him, but to strike from a distance. This time they hovered high in a shielded globe and poured down hot rivers of destruction.

	Something struck him in the head and the shoulder. He fell, turning. He was struck in the chest, the stomach. He covered his face and rolled, tried to rise, failed. He was lost in a forest of flames. He got into a crouch, ran, fell again, rose once more, ran, fell again, crawled, fell again.

	As he lay there in the gutter, the world burning, exploding, falling down around him he cursed that world and every other, and everyone in them.

	Then there was another burst.

	Blackness followed.

	*        *        *

	They thought they had succeeded, and their joy was great.

	“Nothing,” Benedick had said, smiling through his tears.

	So that day they celebrated, and the next.

	But Corgo’s body had not been recovered.

	Almost half a block had been hurled down, though, and eleven other residents could not be located either, so it seemed safe to assume that the execution had succeeded. ICI, however, requested that the trio remain together on Dombeck for another ten days, while further investigations were carried out.

	Benedick laughed.

	“Nothing,” he repeated. “Nothing.”

	But there is a funny thing about a man without a heart: His body does not live by the same rules as those of others: No. The egg in his chest is smarter than a mere heart, and it is the center of a wonderful communications system. Dead itself, it is omniscient in terms of that which lives around it; it is not omnipotent, but it has resources which a living heart does not command.

	As the burns and lacerations were flashed upon the screen of the body, it sat in instant criticism. It moved itself to an emergency level of function; it became a flag vibrating within a hurricane, the glands responded and poured forth their juices of power; muscles were activated as if by electricity.

	Corgo was only half-aware of the inhuman speed with which he moved through the storm of heat and the hail of building materials. It tore at him, but this pain was canceled. His massive output jammed nonessential neural input. He made it as far as the street and collapsed in the shelter of the curb.

	The egg took stock of the cost of the action, decided the price had been excessively high, and employed immediate measures to insure the investment.

	Down, down did it send him. Into the depths of sub-coma. Standard-model humans cannot decide one day that they wish to hibernate, lie down, do it. The physicians can induce dauersch-laff—with combinations of drugs and elaborate machineries. But Corgo did not need these things. He had a built-in survival kit with a mind of its own; and it decided that he must go deeper than the mere coma-level that a heart would have permitted. So it did the things a heart cannot do, while maintaining its own functions.

	It hurled him into the blackness of sleep without dreams, of total unawareness. For only at the border of death itself could his life be retained, be strengthened, grow again. To approach this near the realm of death, its semblance was necessary.

	Therefore, Corgo lay dead in the gutter.

	*        *        *

	People, of course, flock to the scene of any disaster.

	Those from the Riviera pause to dress in their best catastrophe clothing. Those from the slums do not, because their wardrobes are not as extensive.

	One though, was dressed already and was passing nearby. “Zim” was what he was called, for obvious reasons. He had had another name once, but he had all but forgotten it.

	He was staggering home from the zimlak parlor where he had cashed his Guard pension check for that month-cycle.

	There was an explosion, but it was seconds before he realized it. Muttering, he stopped and turned very slowly in the direction of the noise. Then he saw the flames. He looked up, saw the hoverglobe. A memory appeared within his mind and he winced and continued to watch.

	After a time he saw the man, moving at a fantastic pace across the landscape of Hell. The man fell in the street. There was more burning, and then the globe departed.

	The impressions finally registered, and his disaster-reflex made him approach.

	Indelible synapses, burnt into his brain long ago, summoned up page after page of The Complete Guard Field Manual of Immediate Medical Actions. He knelt beside the body, red with burn, blood, and firelight.

	“…Captain,” he said, as he stared into the angular face with the closed dark eyes. “Captain…”

	He covered his own face with his hands and they came away wet.

	“Neighbors. Here. Us. Didn’t—know…” He listened for a heartbeat, but there was nothing that he could detect. “Fallen… On the deck my Captain lies… Fallen…cold…dead. Us. Neighbors, even…” His sob was a jagged thing, until he was seized with a spell of hiccups. Then he steadied his hands and raised an eyelid.

	Corgo’s head jerked two inches to his left, away from the brightness of the flames.

	The man laughed in relief.

	“You’re alive, Cap! You’re still alive!”

	The thing that was Corgo did not reply.

	Bending, straining, he raised the body.

	“ ‘Do not move the victim’—that’s what it says in the Manual. But you’re coming with me, Cap. I remember now… It was after I left. But I remember… All. Now I remember; I do…Yes. They’ll kill you another time—if you do live… They will; I know. So I’ll have to move the victim. Have to… —Wish I wasn’t so fogged… I’m sorry, Cap. You were always good, to the men, good to me. Ran a tight ship, but you were good…Old Wallaby, happy…Yes. We’ll go now, killer. Fast as we can. Before the Morbs come. —Yes. I remember…you. Good man, Cap. Yes.”

	*        *        *

	So, the Wallaby had made its last jump, according to the ICI investigation which followed. But Corgo still dwelled on the dreamless border, and the seeds and the egg held his life.

	*        *        *

	After the ten days had passed, the Lynx and Benedick still remained with Sandor. Sandor was not anxious for them to go. He had never been employed before; he liked the feeling of having co-workers about, persons who shared memories of things done. Benedick was loath to leave Miss Barbara, one of the few persons he could talk to and have answer him, willingly. The Lynx liked the food and the climate, decided his wives and grandchildren could use a vacation.

	So they stayed on.

	*        *        *

	 Returning from death is a deadly slow business. Reality does the dance of the veils, and it is a long while before you know what lies beneath them all (if you ever really do).

	When Corgo had formed a rough idea, he cried out:

	“Mala!”

	…The darkness.

	Then he saw a face out of times gone by.

	“Sergeant Emil…?”

	“Yes, sir. Right here, Captain.”

	“Where am I?”

	“My hutch, sir. Yours got burnt out.”

	“How?”

	“A hoverglobe did it, with a sear-beam.”

	“What of my—pet? A Drillen…”

	“There was only you I found, sir—no one, nothing, else. Uh, it was almost a month-cycle ago that it happened…”

	Corgo tried to sit up, failed, tried again, half-succeeded. He sat propped on his elbows.

	“What’s the matter with me?”

	“You had some fractures, burns, lacerations, internal injuries—but you’re going to be all right, now.”

	“I wonder how they found me, so fast—again…?”

	“I don’t know, sir. Would you like to try some broth now?”

	“Later.”

	“It’s all warm and ready.”

	“Okay, Emil. Sure, bring it on.”

	He lay back and wondered.

	There was her voice. He had been dozing all day and he was part of a dream.

	“Corgo, are you there? Are you there, Corgo? Are you…”

	His hand! The ring!

	“Yes! Me! Corgo!” He activated it. “Mala! Where are you?”

	“In a cave, by the sea. Everyday I have called to you. Are you alive, or do you answer me from Elsewhere?”

	“I am alive. There is no magic to your collar. How have you kept yourself?”

	“I go out at night. Steal food from the large dwellings with the green windows like doors—for Dilk and myself.”

	“The puppy? Alive, too?”

	“Yes. He was penned in the yard on that night… Where are you?”

	“I do not know, precisely… Near where our place was. A few blocks away—I’m with an old friend…”

	“I must come.”

	“Wait until dark, I’ll get you directions. —No. I’ll send him after you, my friend… Where is your cave?”

	“Up the beach, past the red house you said was ugly. There are three rocks, pointed on top. Past them is a narrow path—the water comes up to it, sometimes covers it—and around a corner then, thirty-one of my steps, and the rock hangs overhead, too. It goes far back then, and there is a crack in the wall—small enough to squeeze through, but it widens. We are here.”

	“My friend will come for you after dark.”

	“You are hurt?”

	“I was. But I am better now. I’ll see you later, talk more then.”

	“Yes—”

	*        *        *

	In the days that followed, his strength returned to him. He played chess with Emil and talked with him of their days together in the Guard. He laughed, for the first time in many years, at the tale of the Commander’s wig, at the Big Brawl on Sordido III, some thirty-odd years before…

	Mala kept to herself, and to Dilk. Occasionally, Corgo would feel her eyes upon him. But whenever he turned, she was always looking in another direction. He realized that she had never seen him being friendly with anyone before. She seemed puzzled.

	He drank zimlak with Emil, they ventured off-key ballads together…

	Then one day it struck him.

	“Emil, what are you using for money these days?”

	“Guard pension, Cap.”

	“Flames! We’ve been eating you out of business! Food, and the medical supplies and all…”

	“I had a little put away for foul weather days, Cap.”

	“Good. But you shouldn’t have been using it. There’s quite a bit of money zipped up in my boots. —Here. Just a second… There! Take these!”

	“I can’t, Cap…”

	“The hell, you say! Take them, that’s an order!”

	“All right, sir, but you don’t have to…”

	“Emil, there is a price on my head—you know?”

	“I know.”

	“A pretty large reward.”

	“Yes.”

	“It’s yours, by right.”

	“I couldn’t turn you in, sir.”

	“Nevertheless, the reward is yours. Twice over. I’ll send you that amount—a few weeks after I leave here.”

	“I couldn’t take it, sir.”

	“Nonsense; you will.”

	“No, sir. I won’t.”

	“What do you mean?”

	“I just mean I couldn’t take that money.”

	“Why not? What’s wrong with it?”

	“Nothing, exactly… I just don’t want any of it. I’ll take this you gave me for the food and stuff. But no more, that’s all.”

	“Oh… All right, Emil. Any way you like it. I wasn’t trying to force…”

	“I know, Cap.”

	“Another game now? I’ll spot you a bishop and three pawns this time.”

	“Very good, sir.”

	“We had some good time together, eh?”

	“You bet, Cap. Tau Ceti—three months’ leave. Remember the Red River Valley—and the family native life-forms?”

	“Hah! And Cygnus VII—the purple world with the Rainbow Women?”

	“Took me three weeks to get that dye off me. Thought at first it was a new disease. Flames! I’d love to ship out again!”

	Corgo paused in mid-move.

	“Hmm… You know, Emil… It might be that you could.”

	“What do you mean?”

	Corgo finished his move.

	“Aboard the Wallaby. It’s here, in Unassociated Territory, waiting for me. I’m Captain, and crew—and everything—all by myself, right now. Mala helps some, but—you know, I could use a First Mate. Be like old times.”

	Emil replaced the knight he had raised, looked up, looked back down.

	“I—I don’t know what to say, Cap. I never thought you’d offer me a berth…”

	“Why not? I could use a good man. Lots of action, like the old days. Plenty cash. No cares. We want three months’ leave on Tau Ceti and we write our own bloody orders. We take it!”

	“I—I do want to space again, Cap—bad. But—no, I couldn’t…”

	“Why not, Emil? Why not? It’d be just like before.”

	“I don’t know how to say it, Cap…But when we—burnt places, before—well, it was criminals—pirates, Code-breakers—you know. Now…Well, now I hear you burn—just people. Uh, non-Code-breakers. Like, just plain civilians. Well—I could not.”

	Corgo did not answer. Emil moved his knight.

	“I hate them, Emil,” he said, after a time. “Every lovin’ one of them, I hate them. Do you know what they did on Brild? To the Drillen?”

	“Yessir. But it wasn’t civilians, and not the miners. It was not everybody. It wasn’t every lovin’ one of them, sir. —I just couldn’t. Don’t be mad.”

	“I’m not mad, Emil.”

	“I mean, sir, there are some as I wouldn’t mind burnin’, Code or no Code. But not the way you do it, sir. And I’d do it for free to those as have it coming.”

	“Huh!”

	Corgo moved his one bishop.

	“That’s why my money is no good with you?”

	“No, sir. That’s not it, sir. Well maybe part…But only part. I just couldn’t take pay for helping someone I—respected, admired.”

	“You use the past tense.”

	“Yessir. But I still think you got a raw deal, and what they did to the Drillen was wrong and bad and—evil—but you can’t hate everybody for that, sir, because everybody didn’t do it.”

	“They countenanced it, Emil—which is just as bad. I am able to hate them all for that alone. And people are all alike, all the same. I burn without discrimination these days, because it doesn’t really matter who. The guilt is equally distributed. Mankind is commonly culpable.”

	“No, sir, begging your pardon, sir, but in a system as big as Interstel not everybody knows what everybody else is up to. There are those feeling the same way you do, and there are those as don’t give a damn, and those who just don’t know a lot of what’s going on, but who would do something about it if they knew, soon enough.”

	“It’s your move, Emil.”

	“Yessir.”

	“You know, I wish you’d accepted a commission, Emil. You had the chance. You’d have been a good officer.”

	“No, sir. I’d not have been a good officer. I’m too easy-going. The men would’ve walked all over me.”

	“It’s a pity. But it’s always that way. You know? The good ones are too weak, too easy-going. Why is that?”

	“Dunno, sir.”

	After a couple of moves:

	“You know, if I were to give it up—the burning, I mean—and just do some ordinary, decent smuggling with the Wallaby, it would be okay. With me. Now. I’m tired. I’m so damned tired I’d just like to sleep—oh, four, five, six years, I think. Supposing I stopped the burning and just shipped stuff here and there—would you sign on with me then?”

	“I’d have to think about it, Cap.”

	“Do that, then. Please. I’d like to have you along.”

	“Yessir. Your move, sir.”

	*        *        *

	It would not have happened that he’d have been found by his actions, because he did stop the burning; it would not have happened—because he was dead on ICI’s books—that anyone would have been looking for him. It happened, though—because of a surfeit of xmili and good will on the part of the hunters.

	On the eve of the breaking of the fellowship, nostalgia followed high spirits.

	Benedick had never had a friend before, you must remember. Now he had three, and he was leaving them.

	The Lynx had ingested much good food and drink, and the good company of simple, maimed people, whose neuroses were unvitiated with normal sophistication—and he had enjoyed this.

	Sandor’s sphere of human relations had been expanded by approximately a third, and he had slowly come to consider himself at least an honorary member of the vast flux which he had only known before as humanity, or Others.

	So, in the library, drinking, and eating and talking, they returned to the hunt. Dead tigers are always the best kind.

	Of course, it wasn’t long before Benedick picked up the heart, and held it as a connoisseur would an art object—gently, and with a certain mingling of awe and affection.

	As they sat there, an odd sensation crept into the pudgy paranorm’s stomach and rose slowly, like gas, until his eyes burned.

	“I—I’m reading,” he said.

	“Of course”—the Lynx.

	“Yes”—Sandor.

	“Really!”

	“Naturally”—the Lynx. “He is on Disten, fifth world of Blake’s System, in a native hut outside Landear—”

	“No”—Sandor. “He is on Phillip’s World, in Delles-by-the-Sea.”

	They laughed, the Lynx a deep rumble, Sandor a gasping chuckle.

	“No,” said Benedick. “He is in transit, aboard the Wallaby. He had just phased and his mind is still mainly awake. He is running a cargo of ambergris to the Tau Ceti system, fifth planet—Tholmen. After that he plans on vacationing in the Red River Valley of the third planet—Cardiff. Along with the Drillen and the puppy, he has a crewman with him this time. I can’t read anything but that it’s a retired Guardsman.”

	“By the holy Light of the Great and Glorious Flame!”

	“We know they never did find his ship…”

	“…And his body was not recovered. —Could you be mistaken. Benedick? Reading something, someone else…?”

	“No.”

	“What should we do, Lynx?”—Sandor.

	“An unethical person might be inclined to forget it. It is a closed case. We have been paid and dismissed.”

	“True.”

	“But think of when he strikes again…”

	“…It would be because of us, our failure.”

	“Yes.”

	“…And many would die.”

	“…And much machinery destroyed, and an insurance association defrauded.”

	“Yes.”

	“…Because of us.”

	“Yes.”

	“So we should report it”—Lynx.

	“Yes.”

	“It is unfortunate…”

	“Yes.”

	“…But it will be good to have worked together this final time.”

	“Yes. It will. Very.”

	“Tholmen, in Tau Ceti, and he just phased?”—Lynx.

	“Yes.”

	“I’ll call, and they’ll be waiting for him in T. C.”

	“…I told you,” said the weeping paranorm. “He wasn’t ready to die.”

	Sandor smiled and raised his glass with his flesh-colored hand.

	There was still some work to be done.

	*        *        *

	When the Wallaby hit Tau Ceti all hell broke loose.

	Three fully-manned Guardships, like unto the Wallaby herself were waiting.

	ICI had quarantined the entire system for three days. There could be no mistaking the ebony toadstool when it appeared on the screen. No identification was solicited.

	The tractor beams missed it the first time, however, and the Wallaby’s new First Mate fired every weapon aboard the ship simultaneously, in all directions, as soon as the alarm sounded. This had been one of Corgo’s small alterations in fire-control, because of the size of his operations: no safety circuits; and it was a suicide-ship, if necessary: it was a lone wolf with no regard for any pack: one central control—touch it, and the Wallaby became a porcupine with laser-quills, stabbing into anything in every direction.

	Corgo prepared to phase again, but it took him forty-three seconds to do so.

	During that time he was struck twice by the surviving Guardship.

	Then he was gone.

	Time and Chance, which govern all things, and sometimes like to pass themselves off as Destiny, then seized upon the Wallaby, the puppy, the Drillen, First Mate Emil, and the man without a heart.

	Corgo had set no course when he had in-phased. There had been no time.

	The two blasts from the Guardship had radically altered the Wallaby’s course, and had burnt out twenty-three fast-phase projectors.

	The Wallaby jumped blind, and with a broken leg.

	Continuum-impact racked the crew. The hull repaired rents in its skin.

	They continued for thirty-nine hours and twenty-three minutes, taking turns at sedation, watching for the first warning on the panel.

	The Wallaby held together, though.

	But where they had gotten to no one knew, least of all a weeping paranorm who had monitored the battle and all of Corgo’s watches, despite the continuum-impact and a hangover.

	But suddenly Benedick knew fear:

	“He’s about to phase-out. I’m going to have to drop him now.”

	“Why?”—the Lynx.

	“Do you know where he is?”

	“No, of course not!”

	“Well, neither does he. Supposing he pops out in the middle of a sun, or in some atmosphere—moving at that speed?”

	“Well, supposing he does? He dies.”

	“Exactly. Continuum-impact is bad enough. I’ve never been in a man’s mind when he died—and I don’t think I could take it. Sorry. I just won’t do it. I think I might die myself if it happened. I’m so tired now… I’ll just have to check him out later.”

	With that he collapsed and could not be roused.

	*        *        *

	So, Corgo’s heart went back into its jar, and the jar went back into the lower right-hand drawer of Sandor’s desk, and none of the hunters heard the words of Corgo’s answer to his First Mate after the phasing-out:

	“Where are we? —The Comp says the nearest thing is a little ping-pong ball of a world called Dombeck, not noted for anything. We’ll have to put down there for repairs, somewhere off the beaten track. We need projectors.”

	So they landed the Wallaby and banged on its hull as the hunters slept, some five hundred forty-two miles away.

	They were grinding out the projector sockets shortly after Sandor had been tucked into his bed.

	They reinforced the hull in three places while the Lynx ate half a ham, three biscuits, two apples and a pear, and drank half a liter of Dombeck’s best Mosel.

	They rewired shorted circuits as Benedick smiled and dreamt of Bright Bad Barby the Bouncing Baby, in the days of her youth.

	And Corgo took the light-boat and headed for a town three hundred miles away, just as the pale sun of Dombeck began to rise.

	*        *        *

	“He’s here!” cried Benedick, flinging wide the door to the Lynx’s room and rushing up to the bedside. “He’s—”

	Then he was unconscious, for the Lynx may not be approached suddenly as he sleeps.

	When he awakened five minutes later, he was lying on the bed and the entire household stood about him. There was a cold cloth on his forehead and his throat felt crushed.

	“My brother,” said the Lynx, “you should never approach a sleeping man in such a manner.”

	“B-but he’s here,” said Benedick, gagging. “Here on Dombeck! I don’t even need Sandor to tell!”

	“Art sure thou hast not imbibed too much?”

	“No, I tell you he’s here!” He sat up, flung away the cloth. “That little city, Coldstream—” He pointed through the wall. “—I was there just a week ago. I know the place!”

	“You have had a dream—”

	“Wet your Flame! But I’ve not! I held his heart in these hands and saw it!”

	The Lynx winced at the profanity, but considered the possibility.

	“Then come with us to the library and see if you can read it again.”

	“You better believe I can!”

	At that moment Corgo was drinking a cup of coffee and waiting for the town to wake up. He was considering his First Mate’s resignation:

	“I never wanted to burn anyone, Cap. Least of all, the Guard. I’m sorry, but that’s it. No more for me. Leave me here and give me passage home to Phillip’s—that’s all I want. I know you didn’t want it the way it happened, but if I keep shipping with you it might happen again some day. Probably will. They got your number somehow, and I couldn’t ever do that again. I’ll help you fix the Wallaby, then I’m out. Sorry.”

	Corgo sighed and ordered a second coffee. He glanced at the clock on the diner wall. Soon, soon…

	*        *        *

	“That clock, that wall, that window! It’s the diner where I had lunch last week, in Coldstream!” said Benedick, blinking moistly.

	“Do you think all that continuum-impact…?”—the Lynx.

	“I don’t know”—Sandor.

	“How can we check?”

	“Call the flamin’ diner and ask them to describe their only customer!”—Benedick.

	“That is a very good idea”—the Lynx.

	The Lynx moved to the phone-unit on Sandor’s desk.

	Sudden, as everything concerning the case had been, was the Lynx’s final decision:

	“Your flyer, brother Sandor. May I borrow it?”

	“Why, yes. Surely…”

	“I will now call the local ICI office and requisition a laser-cannon. They have been ordered to cooperate with us without question, and the orders are still in effect. My executioner’s rating has never been suspended. It appears that if we ever want to see this job completed we must do it ourselves. It won’t take long to mount the gun on your flyer. —Benedick, stay with him every minute now. He still has to buy the equipment, take it back, and install it. Therefore, we should have sufficient time. Just stay with him and advise me as to his movements.”

	“Check.”

	“Are you sure it’s the right way to go about it?”—Sandor.

	“I’m sure…”

	*        *        *

	As the cannon was being delivered, Corgo made his purchases. As it was being installed, he loaded the light-boat and departed. As it was tested, on a tree stump Aunt Faye had wanted removed for a long while, he was aloft and heading toward the desert.

	As he crossed the desert, Benedick watched the rolling dunes, scrub-shrubs and darting rabbophers through his eyes.

	He also watched the instrument-panel.

	As the Lynx began his journey, Mala and Dilk were walking about the hull of the Wallaby. Mala wondered if the killing was over. She was not sure she liked the new Corgo so much as she did the avenger. She wondered whether the change would be permanent. She hoped not…

	The Lynx maintained radio contact with Benedick.

	Sandor drank xmili and smiled.

	After a time, Corgo landed.

	The Lynx was racing across the sands from the opposite direction.

	They began unloading the light-boat.

	The Lynx sped on.

	“I am near it now. Five minutes,” he radioed back.

	“Then I’m out?”—Benedick.

	“Not yet”—the reply.

	“Sorry, but you know what I said. I won’t be there when he dies.”

	“All right, I can take it from here”—the Lynx.

	Which is how, when the Lynx came upon the scene, he saw a dog and a man and an ugly but intelligent quadruped beside the Wallaby.

	His first blast hit the ship. The man fell.

	The quadruped ran, and he burnt it.

	The dog thrashed through the port into the ship.

	The Lynx brought the flyer about for another pass.

	There was another man, circling around from the other side of the ship, where he had been working.

	The man raised his hand and there was a flash of light.

	Corgo’s death-ring discharged its single laser beam.

	It crossed the distance between them, penetrated the hull of the flyer, passed through the Lynx’s left arm above the elbow, and continued on through the roof of the vehicle.

	The Lynx cried out, fought the controls, as Corgo dashed into the Wallaby.

	Then he triggered the cannon, and again, and again, and again, circling, until the Wallaby was a smoldering ruin in the middle of a sea of fused sand.

	Still did he burn that ruin, finally calling back to Benedick Benedict and asking his one question.

	“Nothing”—the reply.

	Then he turned and headed back, setting the autopilot and opening the first-aid kit.

	“…Then he went in to hit the Wallaby’s guns, but I hit him first”—Lynx.

	“No”—Benedick.

	“What meanest thou ‘no’? I was there.”

	“So was I, for awhile. I had to see how he felt.”

	“And?”

	“He went in for the puppy, Dilk, held it in his arms, and said to it, ‘I am sorry.’ ”

	“Whatever, he is dead now and we have finished. It is over”—Sandor.

	“Yes.”

	“Yes.”

	“Let us then drink to a job well done, before we part for good.”

	“Yes.”

	“Yes.”

	And they did.

	While there wasn’t much left of the Wallaby or its Captain, ICI positively identified a synthetic heart found still beating, erratically, amidst the hot wreckage.

	Corgo was dead, and that was it.

	He should have known what he was up against, and turned himself in to the proper authorities. How can you hope to beat a man who can pick the lock to your mind, a man who dispatched forty-eight men and seventeen malicious alien life-forms, and a man who knows every damn street in the galaxy.

	He should have known better than to go up against Sandor Sandor, Benedick Benedict and Lynx Links. He should, he should have known.

	For their real names, of course, are Tisiphone, Alecto, and Megaera. They are the Furies. They arise from chaos and deliver revenge; they convey confusion and disaster to those who abandon the law and forsake the way, who offend against the light and violate the life, who take the power of flame, like a lightning-rod in their two too mortal hands.

	A Word from Zelazny

	“[This] was an early story, from the period when I was still trying to teach myself about character development. It involves a continuing fascination with the better qualities of bad characters and the worst qualities of good ones, to put it as simply as I can.”1 He also wrote it to honor the comic book heroes that he loved.

	A Word from Theodore Sturgeon and Frederik Pohl

	Theodore Sturgeon said, “ ‘The Furies’ is a tour de force, the easy accomplishment of what most writers would consider impossible, and a few very good ones insuperably difficult. Seemingly with the back of his hand, he has created milieu, characters and a narrative goal as far out as anyone need go; he makes you believe it all the way, and walks off breathing easily leaving you gasping with a fable in your hands.”2

	Frederik Pohl rejected it for Galaxy: “As a general rule, for instance, it seems to me that a science-fiction story needs more lucidity, more clarity, more directness of exposition than, say, in a ‘mainstream’ story…because in a mainstream story, it’s possible for the reader to judge what is an exercise in literary form and what is taken to be representational. In sf and fantasy, the reader doesn’t always have that advantage. Since the subject matter can be pretty far-out, a far-out style is multiply confusing…[When this general rule of mine isn’t followed] the story becomes difficult to follow, and maybe not worth the trouble—and I have the feeling that something like that happened here.”3

	Notes


	Victor Corgo resembles the mythical ogre Kastchei, the embodiment of evil. His soul resides beyond harm’s reach in a casket, granting him immortality and enabling him to engage in mischief such as holding maidens captive and turning their male defenders to stone.

	In Greek mythology, the three Furies are Greek vengeance goddesses who punished wrongdoers, pursuing them eventually to madness (into a fury).

	The Ancient Mariner, cursed for killing an albatross, warns others to avoid his fate. Psychometrize means to measure or map thought patterns. A wallaby is a small jumping marsupial that belongs to the same family as kangaroos. Fibrillated means the heart muscle quivers uncontrollably and cannot pump blood. Sluicers are machines that direct water flow. Probosci are noses, snouts, trunks, or sucking organs. A zoophilist is an animal lover, in this case implying sex with an alien. Rex ex-machina-like means “King out of the machine,” a play on “Deus ex machina,” the sudden appearance of a character/device to resolve a story’s conflict. The thalamus is a part of the brain that processes sensory information. A lobotomy, an operation no longer used to control mental disorders, cuts part of the brain’s frontal lobe, leading to docile behavior. A courtesan is a prostitute, especially one whose clients include royalty and men of high social standing. Testes is the medical term for testicles, and use of it as a family name is characteristic of Zelazny’s humor. Dauersch-laff therapy uses medication to induce a deep sleep. A surfeit is too much or an overindulgence. Unvitiated means pure.

	

	

	
		1 Amber Dreams, 1983.

	

	
		2 Four for Tomorrow, 1967.

	

	
		3 Letter from Frederik Pohl to Roger Zelazny, undated.

	


	Thoughts of the
Jupiterian
Frantifier Fish

	During the “Night” Freeze

	At Which Time,

	Unfortunately,

	Consciousness

	is

	Maintained by

	the Fish, Who

	are, Also Un-

	fortunately, Quite

	Intelligent and Highly

	Sensitive Creatures—Alas!

	Procrastination #9, 1971.

	i.

	Steep above,

	the clouds have stopped,

	and we are suspended

	in the loss of warmth:

	our frozen pond.

	ii.

	The night is a rock

	to spread wet galaxies upon…

	iii.

	Fie! oh day!

	a long night off,

	and that we cannot sleep.

	We hang about

	till night is done—

	Black day—

	in eyes’ weightless prison,

	seeing—

	in lake’s dark lens,

	exposed—

	falling up pits of the sky.

	iv.

	To tear that sky down the middle

	will be more than the mind can bear.

	Brittle, it will break.

	v.

	Our frantic remains

	will continue the species,

	in ignorance and light.

	vi.

	Swimming, as we did,

	they’ll never give a damn,

	till just about this time

	tomorrow night.

	vii.

	…When ice before shards

	is too right.

	viii.

	And the light!

	ix.

	The light…

	x.

	Such

	is

	the

	kingdom

	of

	ice

	of

	ice

	such

	is

	the

	Notes

	This poem with the extremely long title is a free verse influenced by the works of Chinese poets Li Po and Tu Fu.1

	

	
		1 Roger Zelazny, Jane M. Lindskold, 1993.

	


	Holy Thursday

	Written 1955–60 for Chisel in the Sky
previously unpublished

	Time Past

	We all fall

	but do not all crawl.

	Time

	The moment is a cross

	overlapping anything and ourselves

	at constant contraries fixed,

	essays in constant contact.

	To Come

	Like smoke

	or the single bird,

	to be followed

	with an upward head,

	at Easter in halls of the soul

	bend not upon the dead.


	Lucifer

	Manuscript title: Power & Light.
Worlds of Tomorrow, June 1964.

	Carlson stood on the hill in the silent center of the city whose people had died.

	He stared up at the Building—the one structure that dwarfed every hotel-grid, skyscraper-needle, or apartment-cheesebox packed into all the miles that lay about him. Tall as a mountain, it caught the rays of the bloody sun. Somehow it turned their red into golden halfway up its height.

	Carlson suddenly felt that he should not have come back.

	It had been over two years, as he figured it, since last he had been here. He wanted to return to the mountains now. One look was enough. Yet still he stood before it, transfixed by the huge Building, by the long shadow that bridged the entire valley. He shrugged his thick shoulders then, in an unsuccessful attempt to shake off memories of the days, five (or was it six?) years ago, when he had worked within the giant unit.

	Then he climbed the rest of the way up the hill and entered the high, wide doorway.

	His fiber sandals cast a variety of echoes as he passed through the deserted offices and into the long hallway that led to the belts.

	The belts, of course, were still. There were no thousands riding them. There was no one alive to ride. Their deep belly-rumble was only a noisy phantom in his head as he climbed onto the one nearest him and walked ahead into the pitchy insides of the place.

	It was like a mausoleum. There seemed no ceiling, no walls, only the soft pat-pat of his soles on the flexible fabric of the belt.

	He reached a junction and mounted a cross-belt, instinctively standing still for a moment and waiting for the forward lurch as it sensed his weight.

	Then he chuckled silently and began walking again.

	When he reached the lift, he set off to the right of it until his memory led him to the maintenance stairs. Shouldering his bundle, he began the long, groping ascent.

	He blinked at the light when he came into the Power Room. Filtered through its hundred high windows, the sunlight trickled across the dusty acres of machinery.

	Carlson sagged against the wall, breathing heavily from the climb. After awhile he wiped a workbench clean and set down his parcel.

	Then he removed his faded shirt, for the place would soon be stifling. He brushed his hair from his eyes and advanced down the narrow metal stair to where the generators stood, row on row, like an army of dead, black beetles. It took him six hours to give them all a cursory check.

	He selected three in the second row and systematically began tearing them down, cleaning them, soldering their loose connections with the auto-iron, greasing them, oiling them and sweeping away all the dust, cobwebs, and pieces of cracked insulation that lay at their bases.

	Great rivulets of perspiration ran into his eyes and down along his sides and thighs, spilling in little droplets onto the hot flooring and vanishing quickly.

	Finally, he put down his broom, remounted the stair and returned to his parcel. He removed one of the water bottles and drank off half its contents. He ate a piece of dried meat and finished the bottle. He allowed himself one cigarette then, and returned to work.

	*        *        *

	He was forced to stop when it grew dark. He had planned on sleeping right there, but the room was too oppressive. So he departed the way he had come and slept beneath the stars, on the roof of a low building at the foot of the hill.

	It took him two more days to get the generators ready. Then he began work on the huge Broadcast Panel. It was in better condition than the generators, because it had last been used two years ago. Whereas the generators, except for the three he had burned out last time, had slept for over five (or was it six?) years.

	He soldered and wiped and inspected until he was satisfied. Then only one task remained.

	All the maintenance robots stood frozen in mid-gesture. Carlson would have to wrestle a three hundred pound power cube without assistance. If he could get one down from the rack and onto a cart without breaking a wrist he would probably be able to convey it to the Igniter without much difficulty. Then he would have to place it within the oven. He had almost ruptured himself when he did it two years ago, but he hoped that he was somewhat stronger—and luckier—this time.

	It took him ten minutes to clean the Igniter oven. Then he located a cart and pushed it back to the rack.

	One cube was resting at just the right height, approximately eight inches above the level of the cart’s bed. He kicked down the anchor chocks and moved around to study the rack. The cube lay on a downward-slanting shelf, restrained by a two-inch metal guard. He pushed at the guard. It was bolted to the shelf.

	Returning to the work area, he searched the tool boxes for a wrench. Then he moved back to the rack and set to work on the nuts.

	The guard came loose as he was working on the fourth nut. He heard a dangerous creak and threw himself back out of the way, dropping the wrench on his toes.

	The cube slid forward, crushed the loosened rail, teetered a bare moment, then dropped with a resounding crash onto the heavy bed of the cart. The bed surface bent and began to crease beneath its weight; the cart swayed toward the outside. The cube continued to slide until over half a foot projected beyond the edge. Then the cart righted itself and shivered into steadiness.

	Carlson sighed and kicked loose the chocks, ready to jump back should it suddenly give way in his direction. It held.

	Gingerly, he guided it up the aisle and between the rows of generators, until he stood before the Igniter. He anchored the cart again, stopped for water and a cigarette, then searched up a pinch bar, a small jack and a long, flat metal plate.

	He laid the plate to bridge the front end of the cart and the opening to the oven. He wedged the far end in beneath the Igniter’s doorframe.

	Unlocking the rear chocks, he inserted the jack and began to raise the back end of the wagon, slowly, working with one hand and holding the bar ready in his other.

	The cart groaned as it moved higher. Then a sliding, grating sound began and he raised it faster.

	With a sound like the stroke of a cracked bell the cube tumbled onto the bridgeway; it slid forward and to the left. He struck at it with the bar, bearing to the right with all his strength. About half an inch of it caught against the left edge of the oven frame. The gap between the cube and the frame was widest at the bottom.

	He inserted the bar and heaved his weight against it—three times.

	Then it moved forward and came to rest within the Igniter.

	He began to laugh. He laughed until he felt weak. He sat on the broken cart, swinging his legs and chuckling to himself, until the sounds coming from his throat seemed alien and out of place. He stopped abruptly and slammed the door.

	The Broadcast Panel had a thousand eyes, but none of them winked back at him. He made the final adjustments for Transmit, then gave the generators their last check-out.

	After that, he mounted a catwalk and moved to a window.

	There was still some daylight to spend, so he moved from window to window pressing the “Open” button set below each sill.

	*        *        *

	He ate the rest of his food then, and drank a whole bottle of water and smoked two cigarettes. Sitting on the stair, he thought of the days when he had worked with Kelly and Murchison and Djizinsky, twisting the tails of electrons until they wailed and leapt out over the walls and fled down into the city.

	The clock! He remembered it suddenly—set high on the wall, to the left of the doorway, frozen at 9:33 (and forty-eight seconds).

	He moved a ladder through the twilight and mounted it to the clock. He wiped the dust away from its greasy face with a sweeping, circular movement. Then he was ready.

	He crossed to the Igniter and turned it on. Somewhere the ever-batteries came alive, and he heard a click as a thin, sharp shaft was driven into the wall of the cube. He raced back up the stairs and sped hand-over-hand up to the catwalk. He moved to a window and waited.

	“God,” he muttered, “don’t let them blow! Please don’t—”

	Across an eternity of darkness the generators began humming. He heard a crackle of static from the Broadcast Panel and he closed his eyes. The sound died.

	He opened his eyes as he heard the window slide upward. All around him the hundred high windows opened. A small light came on above the bench in the work area below him, but he did not see it.

	He was staring out beyond the wide drop of the acropolis and down into the city. His city.

	The lights were not like the stars. They beat the stars all to hell. They were the gay, regularized constellation of a city where men made their homes: even rows of streetlamps, advertisements, lighted windows in the cheesebox-apartments, a random solitaire of bright squares running up the sides of skyscraper-needles, a searchlight swivelling its luminous antenna through cloudbanks that hung over the city.

	He dashed to another window, feeling the high night breezes comb at his beard. Belts were humming below; he heard their wry monologues rattling through the city’s deepest canyons. He pictured the people in their homes, in theaters, in bars—talking to each other, sharing a common amusement, playing clarinets, holding hands, eating an evening snack. Sleeping ro-cars awakened and rushed past each other on the levels above the belts; the background hum of the city told him its story of production, of function, of movement and service to its inhabitants. The sky seemed to wheel overhead, as though the city were its turning hub and the universe its outer rim.

	Then the lights dimmed from white to yellow and he hurried, with desperate steps, to another window.

	*        *        *

	“No! Not so soon! Don’t leave me yet!” he sobbed.

	The windows closed themselves and the lights went out. He stood on the walk for a long time, staring at the dead embers. A smell of ozone reached his nostrils. He was aware of a blue halo about the dying generators.

	He descended and crossed the work area to the ladder he had set against the wall.

	Pressing his face against the glass and squinting for a long time he could make out the position of the hands.

	“Nine thirty-five, and twenty-one seconds,” Carlson read.

	“Do you hear that?” he called out, shaking his fist at anything. “Ninety-three seconds! I made you live for ninety-three seconds.”

	Then he covered his face against the darkness and was silent.

	After a long while he descended the stairway, walked the belt, and moved through the long hallway and out of the Building. As he headed back toward the mountains he promised himself—again—that he would never return.

	A Word from Zelazny

	“I have over the years written in occasional imitation of other authors’ themes, techniques, styles—or whatever else it might be about a particular writer’s stories which I felt could prove fruitful to emulate. While I am hardly above an occasional pastiche or parody, what I refer to here—and with specific regard to Rudyard Kipling—is rather of the order which Robert Lowell attempted in poetry in his 1958 collection, Imitations: a sequence of personal renderings of material from other writers, which amounted to variations on themes.

	“I have done experiments of this sort throughout my career, from points of departure as diverse as the wacky improbabilities of John Collier [see ‘A Museum Piece’] to the stylized colloquialisms of Damon Runyon [see ‘Deadboy Donner and the Filstone Cup’]. But I believe that the first such which I attempted was ‘Lucifer’… My tale of a nameless holocaust’s survivor who labors mightily to jury-rig the works in a power plant for a glimpse of something lost, was directly based on Rudyard Kipling’s ‘The Devil and the Deep Blue Sea.’

	“There was a phase in Kipling’s career comparable to Robert Heinlein’s and John D. MacDonald’s fascination with process, with their desire to share with the reader some fairly detailed understandings of how things work. That a didactic, engineering aspect of a narrative can succeed is of no surprise to those of us in the science fiction area. That Kipling succeeded with it in such diverse tales as ‘.007,’ a story of locomotives, and ‘The Ship That Found Herself,’ a dialogue amongst the machinery in a steamship, as well as a model for this story, places him closer in spirit to science fiction than one might ordinarily realize on first regarding this amazing man’s wide-ranging literary output.

	“Those were my feelings about twenty-five years ago when I decided to write this story and learn something about what I considered ‘the suspense of process.’ Looking over it now, I am pleased to see that I still agree with my earlier self, that I still feel it was an instructive thing to have attempted.”1

	He wrote this story, “Collector’s Fever,” and “The Monster and the Maiden” in a single evening.2


	Notes

	Originally a high-ranking archangel, Lucifer, the Light Bringer, rebelled; God tossed him out of heaven, and Lucifer became associated with Satan. The planet Venus has been called the Morning Star and Lucifer.


	

	

	
		1 Heads to the Storm, Baen, 1989.

	

	
		2 Tightbeam #37, May 1966.

	


	The Salvation of Faust

	The Magazine of Fantasy & Science Fiction, July 1964.

	The cursed bells of Orgytime are ringing. My words begin to stir upon the page. Blinking clear, I see that the paper is moist. A strange taste to the wine, a tainted perfume in the hangings, and Helen snoring gently…

	I rise. I cross to the window and look outside.

	The animals are enjoying themselves.

	They look like me. They walk and talk like me. But they are animals. Animal post coitum triste est is not always the case. They are happy.

	Sporting about the great pole, and unashamed upon the village green, indeed they are happy animals. Repeatedly so.

	The bells!

	I should give anything I possess to join them there!

	But they disgust me.

	…Helen?

	No. No solace today. For, verily, I am triste.

	The wine. Their wine is tapped so early in the morning! Blessed drunkenness inundates the countryside. My wine is tainted, however.

	I am damned.

	“My god, my god—why hast thou forsaken me?”

	“Faustus?”

	“Helen?”

	“Come to me.”

	I kiss her with the tenderness of the strange feeling I have known these past months.

	“Why?”

	“Why what, my dear?”

	“Why must you treat me as you do?”

	“I have no word for the feeling.”

	The tears of Helen upon the counterpane, drops of misery upon my hands.

	“Why are you not like the others?”

	I stare across the room. Each peal of the Orgy bell rattles upon the walls of flesh, the bars of bone.

	“I traded something very precious, my dear, for all that I possess.”

	“What?”

	“I have no word for it.”

	I return to the balcony and throw a handful of gold coins to the beggars who crouch by the gate, torn between their desire for alms and the lecherous cries of their sagging flesh. Let both be answered.

	Let them be gone!

	My eyes fall upon the dagger, the ceremonial dagger I had used in the rituals. If only I had the strength, the will…

	But something, I do not understand what, cries out within me, “Do not! It is a—”

	—I have no word for the concept.

	“Wagner!”

	A sudden resolution. A pathetic entreaty.

	An attempt…

	“You called, master?”

	“Yes, Wagner. Set up the north room. Today I shall conjure.”

	His freckled face drops. A sniff emerges from his snubnose.

	“Hurry. Set things up. Then you may join them on the green.”

	He brightens. He bows. He never bowed before, but I have changed, and people fear me now.

	“Helen, my dearest, I go to put on my robes. Perhaps I shall be a different man when I return.”

	She breathes heavily, she squirms upon the bed. “Oh, do! Please!”

	Her animal passions both attract and repel me now. Oh damnation! That I had never tampered with things forbidden! For mere wealth, knowledge, power…This!

	Down my long halls, and through the glittering vistas of crystal, of marble. Of painted canvas. The thousand statues of my palace are crying.

	“Hold! Save us, Faustus! Do not go back! We will grow ugly…”

	“I am sorry, beauty,” I answer, “but you are not enough. I must fight to recover what once was mine.”

	I pass on, and something is sobbing behind me.

	The north room wears black, and the Circle is drawn. The candles whip the shadows with lashes of light. The walls are carousel, Wagner’s eyes, and pleading.

	“Well set. Go thy ways, Wagner. Enjoy the day, thy youth…”
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