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Enter the SF Gateway …


In the last years of the twentieth century (as Wells might have put it), Gollancz, Britain’s oldest and most distinguished science fiction imprint, created the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series. Dedicated to re-publishing the English language’s finest works of SF and Fantasy, most of which were languishing out of print at the time, they were – and remain – landmark lists, consummately fulfilling the original mission statement:




‘SF MASTERWORKS is a library of the greatest SF ever written, chosen with the help of today’s leading SF writers and editors. These books show that genuinely innovative SF is as exciting today as when it was first written.’





Now, as we move inexorably into the twenty-first century, we are delighted to be widening our remit even more. The realities of commercial publishing are such that vast troves of classic SF & Fantasy are almost certainly destined never again to see print. Until very recently, this meant that anyone interested in reading any of these books would have been confined to scouring second-hand bookshops. The advent of digital publishing has changed that paradigm for ever.


The technology now exists to enable us to make available, for the first time, the entire backlists of an incredibly wide range of classic and modern SF and fantasy authors. Our plan is, at its simplest, to use this technology to build on the success of the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series and to go even further.


Welcome to the new home of Science Fiction & Fantasy. Welcome to the most comprehensive electronic library of classic SFF titles ever assembled.


Welcome to the SF Gateway.







PROMANTIA


And they also tell the story of Papadiabolous the Devil and his company, and of two of the hidden lives of Finnegan; and how it is not always serious to die, the first time it happens.


Here is one man who was buried twice and now lies still (but uneasy of mind) in his two separate graves. Here is another man who died twice—not at all the same thing. And here are several who are disinclined to stay dead: they don’t like it, they won’t accept it.


Given here, for the first time anywhere, are the bearings and correct location of the Terrestrial Paradise down to the last second of longitude. You may follow them. You may go there.


Here also will be found the full account of where the Devil himself is buried, and the surprising name that is on his tombstone boldly spelled out. And much else.


We will not lie to you. This is a do-it-yourself thriller or nightmare. Its present order is only the way it comes in the box. Arrange it as you will.


Set off the devils and the monsters, the wonderful beauties and the foul murderers, the ships and the oceans of middle space, the corpses and the revenants, set them off in whatever apposition you wish. Glance quickly to discover whether you have not the mark on your own left wrist, barely under the skin. Build with these colored blocks your own dramas of love and death and degradation. Learn the true topography: the monstrous and wonderful archetypes are not inside you, not in your own unconsciousness; you are inside them, trapped, and howling to get out.


Build things with this as with an old structo set. Here is the Devil Himself with his several faces. Here is an ogress, and a mermaid, both of them passing as ordinary women to the sightless. Here is a body which you yourself may bury in the sand. Here is the mark of the false octopus that has either seven or nine tentacles. Here is the shock when the very dead man that you helped bury continues on his way as a very live man, and looks at you as though he knows something that you do not. Here is a suitcase with 36,000 pieces of very special paper in it Here is Mr. X, and a left-footed killer who follows and follows. Here are those of a different flesh; and may you yourself not be of that different flesh?


Put the nightmare together. If you do not wake up screaming, you have not put it together well.


Old Burton urged his subscribers to keep their copies of the Nights under lock and key. There are such precipices here! Take it in full health and do not look down as you go. If you look down you will fall and be lost forever.


Is that not an odd introduction? I don’t understand it at all.




Chapter One


SEAWORTHY AND THE DEVIL




In fact, give a Neanderthal man a shave and a haircut, dress him in well-fitted clothes, and he could probably walk down New York’s Fifth Avenue without getting much notice.


—ASIMOV





1.


Finnegan met the eccentric millionaire early one morning. At least he said that he was a millionaire and eccentric. Finnegan told him that he was dull.


“You only believe me dull because you don’t know me well,” the millionaire said. “I am one of the true eccentrics. Stick with me and you will see that I am.”


Finnegan doubted also that the man was a millionaire. He was unshaven and shabby, and he had the shakes. A millionaire will sometimes have one or two of these disabilities, but seldom all three.


The conversation may have begun when Finnegan asked what town they were in.


“The license plates are mostly Texas,” said the man. “That is, you can see only one license plate from here, but it’s mostly Texas.”


They were sitting on the sidewalk in front of a bar waiting for it to open. They were across the boulevard from the graveyard. The millionaire had a scar or tattoo on the inside of his left wrist, and Finnegan looked at it.


“You have the same mark,” said the man. “I wouldn’t have trusted you otherwise.”


“No. I haven’t that mark,” Finnegan objected.


“It is still below the skin, but I can see it,” the millionaire said. “Say, it’s chilly for Texas. I wonder what month this is.”


“I would guess either spring or fall,” Finnegan hazarded. “Probably fall. I remember a summer not long ago. But I am usually in the North when fall hits. Then I have to migrate, often at great pain. You really are a millionaire?”


“Oh yes. As soon as the bar opens we can have a drink. Then we will be well enough to look for other bars and have other drinks. After that we can make plans. By that time I should remember my own name, and you may remember yours. Possibly we will be well enough to look for a bank, and as the day goes along they will be open. When I am in funds I will buy you a pair of shoes.”


“If you don’t know what town this is, how do you know that you have money in the bank?” Finnegan asked him.


“I am known,” the man said. “I even begin to know myself again now.”


“Which of us was sitting on the sidewalk first?” Finnegan asked him. “Or which came first, the sidewalk or the people?”


“I don’t know. I don’t remember how I got here. We were already here and in conversation when I became aware. Your shoes are very bad and your feet have been bleeding. I have compassion on you.”


“You are in near as bad a shape,” said Finnegan.


“It is different with me. I have always the means of succor. It is just that I am preoccupied when I forget to get a place to sleep, or when I do not eat, or change clothes. When I have been guilty of such a shattering drunkenness as this, I usually have something heavy on my mind. Is the clay and loam of this place not peculiar? It is mixed with sand and old oyster shells. We are both caked with it, you know. We should brush off a little.”


Finnegan looked deeply into the man’s face, as he had not done before. It was dull, but there was a bottomless depth to that dullness and Finnegan knew that a deeper word would be needed to describe it. It was a lined face made out of old granite. The millionaire was a much older man than Finnegan.


“My cognomen is Finnegan,” Finnegan said finally. “I do not yet remember my proper name, but it will not matter; I use it seldom. This amnesia is not new to me. I often have it when I move from one life to another. I have an upper and a lower life, you know.”


“Who hasn’t! All of our sort indulge in amnesia, of course. With you it is almost as though you do not know what you are. All of us changelings arrive at the understanding late. Finnegan, this is a seaport, it has the atmosphere of one. That being the case, I have some sort of ship here. We will fit it, if it needs fitting, and we will take a trip around the world immediately. I have often found that this clears the head. Will this not prove that I am an eccentric?”


“No. It will prove only that you remember what you were about. Do you remember your name yet, millionaire, or where we are?”


“Saxon X. Seaworthy is my name. I was pretty sure it would be. Yes, I remember everything now, and there is one thing that I forget again quickly.”


Well, Finnegan didn’t. He didn’t remember the pre-dawn adventure, the fearful thing he had been engaged in with Seaworthy before they came to themselves sitting on the sidewalk. The forgetfulness of this event antedated itself considerably; Finnegan realized that there was a gap of several months in his memory before that climax which he could still savor but not remember. ‘All of our sort indulge in amnesia,’ Seaworthy had said. ‘It is an indulgence I had better give up,’ Finnegan told himself. But he didn’t really want to remember the recent adventure: it had too garish and unnatural a savor.


The barroom opened. Saxon and Finnegan went in and drank beer, Texas beer only, nothing else was cold. And Saxon was angry.


“There should be a punishment to fit the crime,” he said. “We did but ask a drink in the name of Christ and you gave us this. It were better in that hour, it were better in that hour—”


“What were better in that hour, little granite face?” the bargirl asked.


“For less than this they did penance in Nineveh. God will punish you for this, young lady.”


“Bet He don’t. Some of the places handle beer from the states, but I don’t know why they bother. Drink it, Mr. Seaworthy. We will calk you up with it and see if you will float. Bet you don’t. What have you two been doing to get so bloody and dirty?”


“We don’t remember,” said Finnegan. “Really, we don’t remember.” He wanted to ask the girl how she knew Seaworthy’s name and how well she knew both of them.


An hour went by. The club opened, so they went into the club.


Saxon Seaworthy cashed a check. ‘Knew he could,’ thought Finnegan. He gave Finnegan five twenties, and a little reality trickled into the Finnegan head. There are men who will hand out money to a stranger without reason, but there are not millionaires who will do it. Finnegan was being paid, but he did not know whether for past or future service.


The bargirl ran a wet cloth over the Finnegan face. Then she rinsed it out and did it again. Well, it got some of the blood and the sandy clay off, but that was all. It was a grotesque face and washing could help it only a little. Most of what was on it would not come off.


“Does all this service come with the drink?” Finnegan asked her.


“Yes, Finn the gin, all for free. You are one sorry looking tramp.” She led him to a stool behind the bar. She plugged in an electric shaver and went to work on him. “We don’t mind tramps here,” she said, “It’s just that we like clean tramps. Oh, we love clean tramps.”


Reality? This was not reality that was trickling back in. Reality was too pale a word for this girl. She was flesh and ichor, but she was also transparent, translucent, transcendent. A conjurer’s trick, but not a cheap conjurer’s trick.


“Are you always here, or do you sometimes go away?” Finnegan asked.


“Not till the other girl comes.”


That wasn’t what he meant He knew that she was real, that she belonged to one of the only two peoples who have ever been civilized, and she wasn’t French. But she was something else at the same time. She was a chameleon, and she changed every time he looked at her.


“Where did you meet Mr. Seaworthy?” asked the girl, if she were a girl. Finnegan remembered hearing of another sort of creature that sometimes took that form.


“I don’t know how we met, girl. We were sitting on the sidewalk talking together when the sun came up. That may have been the beginning of the world, but I can’t prove it. Something like it happened to me on a night several years ago. I talked all night with another man then. It was all strong talk with the horns and hooves still on it. This was up in the north woods and he was a young hobo. He seemed to change in voice and manner as the night went on. We had an open fire there, but the light from it was tricky. But when it was morning, the sun showed that he was a different man entirely from what he had been the night before. He was about forty years older.”


“Don’t stop there, Finn. What did you do?”


“I got away from there fast, girl, and left him mumbling to himself. Then a curtain came down over it and I forgot all the tall things that we had talked about during the night. But I had not gone a hundred yards from him when I heard a terrible wailing. He had discovered, looking into a pool there, that he had become an old man overnight. It rended my heart to hear that wailing.”


“I know that it did, Finn, but what happened last night? I have reason for asking.”


“I do not remember last night. I do not remember anything for several months, now that I see the date and month on that arty piece on the wall. But this morning I was with Seaworthy. When I came to myself I was already talking and in the middle of a sentence. If I could know the first part of my sentence it might clear things. I don’t know how long we were sitting on the sidewalk. Was Saxon Seaworthy a young man before we had our congress, of whatever sort, last night?”


“No, Finn. He didn’t age forty years in the night. He was the same. Oh, Finn, Finn! Look! He’s just aged forty years in three seconds now! What is it? He’s shaking to pieces.”


“So am I,” Finnegan shook. Finnegan did not have to look at what presence had just come into the club. He felt the fear of it melting his bones. ‘He can’t be alive,’ Finnegan moaned to himself, ‘he has no business being alive.’ He didn’t remember the thing, but only the aura of the thing. He looked at the now ashen and very old granite face of Saxon Seaworthy, and at the shaking of the millionaire’s hands and lips.


But Seaworthy pulled himself together quickly, regained his hard granite color, threw off his deadly old age, and quelled his quaking. He nodded shortly to the presence that Finnegan would not look at. And he was the mysterious and controlled Saxon Seaworthy again.


“Are you drinking, Papa-D?” the bargirl asked the presence somewhat nervously.


“No. I looked in only for a moment,” sounded the almost-human voice. “Ah, that all be well even as I am well!”


There was something about the opening and closing of a door. And the presence was no longer present.


“Is he a phony?” Finnegan asked after a very long pause.


“Papa-D?” the girl asked.


“I don’t know any Papa-D,” said Finnegan. “It is here that amnesia has its advantages. I mean Seaworthy.”


“I suppose he is. How do you mean?”


“Is he a millionaire?”


“He spends like one. Which is to say that he seems to spend a great deal, and doesn’t. He carries weight, whatever that means. I guess he is one.”


“Does he have a boat in every port?”


“I don’t think so. But he has a ship in this one.”


“Will it go around the world?”


“It has. They say that he is going again.”


“He says that he will take me with him.”


“If he says that he will, then he will, Finnegan. I’m going to try to get on too. He will need a barmaid. He had a young Negro boy for bartender when he came to town, but he’s disappeared off somewhere. Nobody knows what’s happened to him. Will you put in a word to Mr. Seaworthy for me?”


“You must know him much better than I do, girl. I’ve known him only for an hour and a half.”


“It had to be quite a few hours longer than that, Finnegan. And it won’t hurt to give me a boost. Just remark what a remarkable little girl I am.”


“Yes, you washed me when I was filthy and anointed my wounds with gin and bitters. What is your name?”


“You know it. Anastasia Demetriades. You’ve been here before. Which will it be, amnesia or me?”


“Oh. Yes. I did know your name. Anastasia, what more apt! I was dead and you gave me life. You brought back my respectability with an electric shaver. Anastasia, the resurrection!”


Finnegan got an odd look at Seaworthy the millionaire. He hadn’t, for all his looking, seen him this way before. He had the mark on him, and ’twas not simply the mark on the wrist. A long time before he had met Seaworthy, it had come to Finnegan what the mark consisted of. Finnegan was clairvoyant. Since he had understood it, he had seen the mark that is not actually a mark on many others, sometimes on a man in a crowd, sometimes on a man alone. But he had never before seen it on a man he was committed to. Seaworthy had that mark.


‘He has killed a man, or men,’ Finnegan said to himself. ‘And he told me that I have the same mark, but what he meant was only part of it. Have I killed a man or men also?’


But Anastasia was talking:


“There is one reason I want to go on the voyage,” she was saying. “We will surely go to the Old Country. How go around the world without it? One cannot go around the world and miss the place where the world began. I have never been back, and I was small when I left. There’s been trouble there. We aren’t sure who of the family is still alive. We aren’t a family who writes to each other. It’s all a long way behind me, but my mother nearly dies thinking of it.


“There is another reason I must go on the voyage, and you will not understand it unless you have the same reason, Finnegan.”


Saxon Seaworthy came over to them.


“I am sorry,” he said, “but there is some business-that I must take care of, business that I thought was already taken care of. I have seen a man that I had not expected to see. So there will be business that might take me several days. But soon, very soon, we will go on the voyage.”


He gave Finnegan another hundred dollars, and he left.


‘He buys me and he buys me,’ Finnegan thought. And he had another thought. ‘I believe that he does know where his Negro boy disappeared, and where others have gone. But there is one thing he doesn’t know, one man who didn’t stay disappeared.’


Finnegan went and got a room while it was still morning. He had a bath. Then he went out and bought a satchel and a few clothes to go in it, and shoes. He had a good meal at a seafood place. He went to a man who had loaned him money on his seaman’s papers, and paid the money, and got them back. The name on them was John A. Solli. ‘Knew it would be,’ said Finnegan. ‘Solli I was born, but I’m Finnegan for all that.’


He remembered almost everything now, his upper life with its certain occupations and sets of friends, his lower life with other sets. He remembered the strange division in himself that was not new. But he did not remember anything about the last several months, and he sure did not remember what had happened last night. He went to his room to sleep.


And when he woke he was excited. It wasn’t really the smell of Seaworthy’s green money that had come to haunt him pleasantly. It was the heady smell of adventure, the high salt aroma of far travel and the iodine tang of menace. He knew already that Seaworthy had a sinister aspect, and that it would not be a bloodless adventure.


The world was Finnegan’s coconut and he would have it open. He hadn’t lost any of his urge to go everywhere and be embroiled in everything. He was like the old Norse hero who cried out for still more towering oceans where one must always sail uphill. He’d crack the world, he’d have that big fish by the tail!


2.




“Finnegan said that, Dotty? Did he really? I wonder why he said a thing like that? … I never really knew him, Dot. He is my brother and only a year younger, and he was with me more than anyone else. I sort of raised him, but we were always strangers. It’s as though he was a changeling.”


—ARCHIPELAGO, Chapter Seven.





The next time they met, Saxon Seaworthy was sober and he passed Finnegan by without seeming to recognize him. This was a disappointment but not a mortal one. Finnegan could open the golden coconut without Seaworthy. He had been busy doing it for several years before he met the man, and his adventures had been more wondrous than any lies that could be told about them. He had felt the tide rising in him, and he could ship out on almost any ship he wished.


Finnegan was working while he waited. He cleaned out bars in the mornings. He had five bars that he opened, with staggered hours, that took him from seven in the morning till noon. At each place he worked about half an hour. Then he would drink a beer and rest till he went to open the next place. He washed dishes from twelve till two and from six till eight, sometimes at the Crystal Palace, sometimes at the Sea Breeze, or at Pier Eleven. He had a dollar for each shift and a dollar for each bar. He snoozed on the beach every afternoon, and he drank in the evenings. He had two meals where he washed dishes, and his room rent was paid ahead; though often he did not use his room. Finnegan seldom slept in beds.


For the rest, he had never let himself go completely broke, and he had not been broke when he met Seaworthy. He had had Miguel; the life of Miguel had been saved by the advent of Seaworthy.


Miguel was a hundred dollar bill. Whenever Finnegan was down to that he knew that he would have to go to work. There had been other bills to bottom his adventures. Before Miguel there had been Jose-Ramires, there had been Hernandez, there had been Aloysius, there had been Gottfried von Guggenheim, a baron. There had been one bill that was never baptized and that had lived for less than thirty-six hours. That bill is now in limbo and Finnegan often thought of its short life with sorrow.


Finnegan was not thrifty, but he understood the economic law of the cushion and the absolute minimum.


There were other intoxicants for Finnegan. He was alive and winning, though he was not sure in what currency. That was the week when all the people were interesting and all the jokes were funny. He won eight hundred dollars dicing at the Little Oyster, and he had a girl straight out of the Arabian Nights. Finnegan had had these intervals before, returning to the world as a complete stranger, believing himself an alien (no matter what his various papers showed him of his past), finding no one he recognized in the world at all. But this time he recognized Anastasia Demetriades. He had known her before he knew her, she was more kin to him than his kindred. He didn’t know a thing about her. Well, he didn’t know a thing about himself.


They were together a lot that week. They exulted in the town and the beach. She was wry and friendly, often pretty, and sometimes a sort of burlesque of the pretty, for she still changed. She was so wiry that Finnegan could hardly wrestle her down when they clowned on the beach; yet she was very small. A fortune card-weighing machine on the beach showed her at a hundred and thirty pounds, though Finnegan would have guessed her at ninety. He could feel the bones in her, and it was like an electric shock. There is nothing wrong with having bones the way she had them. There is nothing wrong with having a touch of sea-green in the olive and gold complexion, or the paradoxical soft-hardness and cooling-fever that Anastasia always maintained.


When she spoke she set up harmonics as though she were in tune with every shell of the ocean. She spoke now, but as always her first half dozen words tumbled into Finnegan’s mind before the sound began.


“The beach isn’t quite the same, but the sea is the sea,” she said. “I was ten years old when I came to this country. I was born on an island; there is a hill in the center of it, and from there you can see twenty islands and two parts of the main-land. We will go there, I am sure; Seaworthy will not be able to pass it by; besides, I believe that he has mysterious business there.”


“The voyage? There will still be a voyage, Anastasia?”


“Yes. And we both will go. Marie showed me both of our names on the ship’s papers. You will have to give her more information on yourself, though.”


“But Seaworthy didn’t recognize me yesterday.”


“I know it. When he meets people drunk, he doesn’t recognize them again when he’s sober. But he remembered your name (if that is your name), and that I knew you.”


“He does have a boat, and it is going?”


“She is the Brunhilde. I used to have an aunt who looked just like that ship. We’ll go see her now if you want to, Finn. The ship I mean. The aunt is dead.”


They took a cab across to the bay side with a cabby named Joe Sorrell. The Brunhilde (you knew her already though you had never seen her before) was a rakish queen, a water-going woman, a real old crow of a ship. Long ago she had been the steam yacht of a famous millionaire. Now she was the diesel-snuffling pride of an infamous one.


She was a girl. She had been there and back. If she accepted you, and she accepted Finnegan immediately, she was the friendliest ship in the world. True, she consorted with killers and cutthroats; but she had not to account to anyone for her cronies. There were five crewmen aboard, and Finnegan already knew several of them from fooling around the town. He knew Joe Cross; but the Brunhilde was not the ship that Joe had said he was with, and Joe was an open sort of fellow. And Finnegan knew Don Lewis. Don had several times tried to tell Finnegan something, and always had thought better of it.


Anastasia opened the bar. Well, she was bargirl for the ship. Finnegan and Sorrell and Cross and Lewis went in with her. Two other crewmen stood outside and refused to join them. And a fifth one went away to inform on them.


This fifth crewman was Art Emery, and there was enmity between Emery and Finnegan. “It’s pretty, but is it art?” Finnegan had asked someone only the day before as the crewman came into one of the places. Finnegan had already heard the first name. And Art Emery had given Finnegan a look of hatred, and had meant it. And the crewman was pretty in an unpleasant sort of way.


The bar was small, six foot long, with four stools; and most of the remaining room was taken up by three huge easy chairs. Anastasia opened the liquor cabinets and fixed their drinks for them. And they spent a quality half hour there.


Then it became very chilly; but it was not with cold that Finnegan was shaking. This was the presence that had affrighted him in the club on the morning when Finnegan had last returned to this world. This was the thing that should not be alive, the thing that aged Saxon Seaworthy forty years in three seconds by a mere glimpse, and turned the granite face ashen.


It was the Devil who came into the ship’s bar and put a stop to their quality half hour.


“One drink is enough,” said the Devil. “Close the bar, Anastasia. Everybody get back to work.”


“Who says so?” That was Finnegan, tempting fate. The Devil looked at Finn as though he were an idiot. It’s a red-eyed trick of his.


“An inane question,” said the Devil with some scorn. “I said so. You just heard me. And we don’t need you on the ship now, Finnegan. If you do go along, you will come aboard the night we leave, not before.”


“Did Mr. Seaworthy put you in charge?” Anastasia asked the Devil.


“Never mind. I am in charge. I don’t want to have to remind anyone of it. Now get off the ship, Anastasia, and take Finnegan with his bugle nose, and the curious cabby with you.”


“I was told to check the bar and the stock and see that everything was in order before we left,” Anastasia explained.


“You have checked the bar and sampled the stock, and everything will be in order as soon as you three leave.”


They debarked, they debouched, they got back into Joe Sorrell’s cab and fled from dockside.


“Who is he anyhow?” Finnegan asked. He knew, and yet he didn’t.


“Why, he’s the Devil,” said Anastasia. “I thought you’d know that, Finnegan.”


“Well, I did in a way. I had heard of the Devil, of course, and he is much as I pictured him. But I didn’t know that he was in town in his proper person.”


(There are those who have seen him and not known him. Yet he is distinctive, and they should have known. He is large and well—but very heavily—made. He has a high purplish complexion and wears expensive purple shirts. He is all but bald; yet there is a reddish fringe around that purple pate. Nor is he really unhandsome; but one would not be inclined to argue with him unless just for the hell of it.)


“He is Mr. Papadiabolous, and we call him Papa Devil,” Anastasia explained. “That’s really what his name means. He is a devil really, and he may be the boss even above Mr. Seaworthy.”


“I thought that Seaworthy was a millionaire.”


“One of them is, Finnegan. And they use the same set of pockets.”


“If they are associates, why was Seaworthy so startled when Papa Devil came into the club the other morning?”


“I don’t know, Finnegan. They were in there together the evening before, and Papa D said that he would look in on Mr. Seaworthy there the next morning.”


“Well, why was I so startled when Papa Devil came into the club?”


“I don’t know, Finnegan. I don’t know why.”


“If the Devil is going, then I might not want to go, Anastasia.”


“Of course you want to go, Finnegan. What bugle-nosed, salt-blooded young man would miss the opportunity of sailing with the Devil himself?”


“No, no, of course I won’t miss the chance. I don’t know what I was thinking of.”


“I always love to have somebody to hate,” Anastasia said. “But Papa Devil may not be so bad nowadays. I’d known them when they were in port once before. He was a real heller then. But this past week, when I talk to him, Papa Devil seems much nicer than he used to be. He used to be kind of mean.”


“I like him better when he’s all devil,” Finnegan insisted. “Do not destroy my impression of the only completely evil man I ever knew. The only except—just possibly one.”


It came to Finnegan that Papa Devil might not be as evil a man as his friend Seaworthy. And it came to him that he might have some connection with them both; that he might under certain conditions defend them both; that the two of them seemed like shady uncles of his.




Chapter Two


MERMAID AND OGRESS




We suffer from the disease of abstraction and generalization, and it blinds us to facts. The fact is that persons themselves overlap, as do species. There are degrees of the human and the inhuman, and there are individuals between. There are diverse bloods that stand separate for centuries, and then mingle. There is also a mingling of the ghostly and the flesh. We are many of us possessed by devils, and they cannot be exorcised without our deaths. The children of Ahriman come back onto us like monsters from the beginning, or fearful mutations.


—ARPAD ARUTINOV, The Back-Door of History





1.


The Brunhilde sailed on November 7, a Friday morning. The year is uncertain, but it was quite a while ago. Finnegan did not keep accurate account of years, nor did he remember the sailing or getting on the boat.


Finnegan had a premonition that someone had decided to kill him that night. The premonition was a true one. Cannily, Finnegan hid in a bottle, and after a few hours of it he disappeared to himself. He had not been on the stuff seriously since that night one week before when he had become entangled with Saxon Seaworthy. He went on it now, but quietly; he went underground.


At midnight the order had gone out from Mr. Seaworthy that they were to sail at dawn. Anastasia could not find Finnegan. She had left him and gone to work at midnight at the club. Then the call had come, and she had sought Finn at once. He was not in his room. He was not with any of his cronies, but they said that he was on the stuff heavily. He might be in any alley in town.


One hour before sailing time everybody was on board except Finnegan. Seaworthy told Papa Devil to go get him. And he told Anastasia to get his things.


“What if I put his gear on board and he doesn’t show up?” Anastasia asked. “He might need his things.”


“Papa Devil will bring Finnegan. You bring his things.”


In half an hour Anastasia came with a sea bag, a satchel, and a big suitcase, about a hundred and fifty pounds of Finnegan’s things. Finn had picked up quite a bit of stuff that week. Anastasia carried them easily, and came on board whistling anamoné.


And ten minutes later, Papa Devil came out of another direction of darkness carrying Finnegan over his shoulder. He dumped the Finn heavily on deck, and Anastasia put an old tarpaulin under his head.


Well, Finnegan had made it after all. And he wasn’t supposed to. What had gone right?


When the tide is rising in a man you can’t keep him down; by his very nature he will come to the top. They were under weigh; they were out in the channel. The ship lurched, and the wheel of fortune took an unaccountable turn. Finnegan was on the top again and some of them were on the bottom.


Almost immediately after they had turned the corner, out of the harbor and around the shoulder of the island, it became very rough. There is sometimes an early morning choppiness there and it is vicious. Some of them were not sailors, and the sailors among them were no better. There was sickness and retching and sudden gloom.


But Finnegan woke to the rhythm of the ship and felt wonderful. The sky was scarlet and the ocean steep and black, and everything was all right. All those not on duty had gone below, and Finnegan went below to resurrect Anastasia.


“Wake up! Wake up!” She wasn’t asleep, but he landed on her stomach to be sure she was awake. “Let’s open the bar, Anastasia. Let’s celebrate. Lord, it’s great to have the water under your feet. All is not lost. As long as that old monster can pitch, all’s right with the world.”


“I’m sick,” Anastasia moaned, “and your sitting on my stomach doesn’t help. How can you feel so good when you were carried on here only a couple hours ago?”


“Clean living and natural resiliency is the answer, Anastasia. Let’s go topside. It’s like being born again to go to sea. Better be sick than be on shore. Seasickness becomes you. I never realized you were so beautiful, but with your new green complexion you are enchanting.”


“Off, off, oaf! Oof!” She flung him off and they went out and up a ladder. She hadn’t really been so sick. She had seen the rest of them carrying on with it so she did it too.


She opened the bar. They drank sea-green magic of a French name and an ancient flavor while the old witch the Brunhilde pitched and tossed. Then the ship subsided. It hadn’t really been as rough as all that either. The ship had just been having fun.


Finnegan mixed a drink and took it to Saxon Seaworthy. It was a subservient thing to do, but Finnegan was a deep enough man to allow a little subservience. He would have done it for the meanest man in the world. Why should he not do it for an unfortunate millionaire? But the fact was that Seaworthy seemed quite startled to see him, one third as startled as he had been to see Papa Devil one week ago. It may be that Seaworthy startled easy, but apparently not in anything except encounters. But he took the drink, thankfully but nervously.


“It’s all right now, Finnegan,” he said when he had downed it. “I’m glad it’s you and not another one, however it’s happened. I won’t be bothered with any sickness for the rest of the voyage. It only comes on us to remind us that we’re mortal; which being the case, I wonder how the other sort took it? Get Papa Devil up if he’s down. Get my two cronies also and have them all meet me in the bar.”


Yes, Papa Devil was down, but he did not seem to be sick. If the Devil is mortal, he is not bothered by seasickness at least.


“Mr. Seaworthy says for you to come to the bar,” said Finnegan, suddenly feeling more like a boy than he was.


“Papa Devil says for you to go to Hell,” said Papa Devil, but he arose to go. Now was the time to mention it, quickly, for Finnegan did not believe in allowing questions to fester.


“Why didn’t you kill me last night, Papa Devil?”


“I’ll kill you when I get ready to, boy,” he said looking at Finn suspiciously.


“You were supposed to kill me, and another fellow was supposed to assume my papers and identity. Why didn’t he come on board?”


“He did. But he isn’t on board any more. Who have you been talking to?”


“To nobody on this. I get hunches and premonitions.”


“Forget it, forget it. We’ll all be killed in due time. You talk too much, boy.”


If possible, Papa Devil was of an even more ghoulish purple hue this morning. And if possible, he was bigger and more menacing than ever. But Finnegan had always wanted to needle the Devil.


“Papa D,” he said, following the Devil, “did you kill a man before breakfast this morning?”


“That I did, Finnegan, that I did.”


The two cronies of Saxon Seaworthy were William Gerecke and Peter Wirt. Finnegan knew very little about them. They partook of the mystery of the Devil and of Seaworthy. Seaworthy and the Devil and Gerecke and Wirt went into the bar, and Anastasia and Finnegan were dismissed. The Captain, whose name was Orestes Gonof, also went into the bar with the great ones.


2.


The five crewmen of the Brunhilde were Harry Scott, Don Lewis, Joe Cross. Art Emery, and Chris McAbney. And Finnegan was also carried as a crewman.


Don Lewis and Joe Cross were people who belonged, belonged with such as Finnegan and Anastasia, belonged with all good people everywhere.


Harry Scott, Art Emery, and Chris McAbney were people who do not belong, the other sort of people. There are only two sorts of people in the world, and they are these two sorts. Unless you understand this, you belong to the wrong sort, and you can go to Hell with Harry and Art and Chris, and nobody will care; you belong in Hell.


Harry was neat, Art was pretty, and Chris was worse. A name like that, and he wasn’t even Irish. He was Scotch (“Scotch and shoder, I shoder every time I see him,” Anastasia said; she didn’t like him); he was a blue-nosed sinner, the worst kind. It was Chris McAbney who had informed on them to the Devil that first day that Finnegan had come onto ship.


But Don Lewis and Joe Cross were princes: shoddy, it true, and compromised (as are many who live in the world), but true princes. All of one’s friends are princes if one belongs to the first sort of people. It was with Don and Joe that Finnegan cabined.


Joe Cross had burr-short red hair. You’d bet you could strike matches on the top of his head, and you’d be right. Don was dark and handsome, the most handsome man on the ship, just as Finnegan was, well, not the ugliest, just as Finnegan was the most unusual-looking man on the ship; and you must remember that the ship’s company included the Devil himself.


A couple of years later, Finnegan doubted that he had ever made this voyage around the world. This was after he had dreamed up many lives and his memory had become confused by his bouts. Then it seemed that these two hundred days were just something from a sequence of bottles, that he had only dreamed of the death of the beautiful Anastasia and of the sinister Papa Devil. Possibly they had never lived at all, and only in that sense were they dead. A lot of things, which he then knew weren’t real, seemed realer.


But it was real, and Anastasia was real. She was a water-witch and she was real. It hadn’t been her aunt who looked just like that old ship; it was herself. Finnegan began now to understand her true form.


She was not beautiful when you looked at her; she was even comical looking. But she was beautiful when you thought about her. In retrospect and in prospect she was beautiful. Her complexion was olive, and it went from green to golden and was sometimes both at one time. Often her eyes were black, and sometimes they were purple. She was small and slim and particularly full of life.
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