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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.









“Man is a mixture of plant and phantom.”
—Nietzsche









THE EYE OF REALITY


Legend tells of a nameless planet located on the edge of our island universe. On that planet there is a single tree. Wedged in its topmost branch is a large diamond, put there by a long-vanished race. Looking into the stone, a man may see all that is or was or may be. The tree is called the Tree of Life, and the diamond is called the Eye of Reality.


Three men set out to find this tree. After much danger and difficulty, they came to the place where it grew. Each in turn climbed to the top of the tree and looked through the gem. Then they compared their impressions.


The first man, an author of considerable reputation, said, “I saw innumerable actions, some grand and some petty. I knew then that I had found the keyhole of the universe, which Borges calls the Aleph.”


The second man, a renowned scientist, said, “I saw the curvature of space, the death of a photon, and the birth of a star. I realized that I was looking into a superhologram, self-created and self-creating, whose entirety is our universe.”


“Understanding is sensuous,” said the third man, an artist. He showed them the sketches he had just made, of women, and leopards, violins and deserts, mountains and spheres.


“Like you,” he said, “I saw pretty much what I always see.”









VINTAGE SHECKLEY









THE LANGUAGE OF LOVE


Jefferson Toms went into an auto-cafe one afternoon after classes, to drink coffee and study. He sat down, philosophy texts piled neatly before him, and saw a girl directing the robot waiters. She had smoky-gray eyes and hair the color of a rocket exhaust. Her figure was slight but sweetly curved and, gazing at it, Toms felt a lump in his throat and a sudden recollection of autumn, evening, rain and candlelight.


This was how love came to Jefferson Toms. Although he was ordinarily a very reserved young man, he complained about the robot service in order to meet her. When they did meet, he was inarticulate, overwhelmed by feeling. Somehow, though, he managed to ask her for a date.


The girl, whose name was Doris, was strangely moved by the stocky, black-haired young student, for she accepted at once. And then Jefferson Toms’ troubles began.


He found love delightful, yet extremely disturbing, in spite of his advanced studies in philosophy. But love was a confusing thing even in Toms’ age, when spaceliners bridged the gaps between the worlds, disease lay dead, war was inconceivable, and just about anything of any importance had been solved in an exemplary manner.


Old Earth was in better shape than ever before. Her cities were bright with plastic and stainless steel. Her remaining forests were carefully tended bits of greenery where one might picnic in perfect safety, since all beasts and insects had been removed to sanitary zoos which reproduced their living conditions with admirable skill.


Even the climate of Earth had been mastered. Farmers received their quota of rain between three and three-thirty in the morning, people gathered at stadiums to watch a program of sunsets, and a tornado was produced once a year in a special arena as part of the World Peace Day Celebration.


But love was as confusing as ever and Toms found this distressing.


He simply could not put his feelings into words. Such expressions as “I love you,” “I adore you,” “I’m crazy about you” were overworked and inadequate. They conveyed nothing of the depth and fervor of his emotions. Indeed they cheapened them, since every stereo, every second-rate play was filled with similar words. People used them in casual conversation and spoke of how much they loved pork chops, adored sunsets, were crazy about tennis.


Every fiber of Toms’ being revolted against this. Never, he swore, would he speak of his love in terms used for pork chops. But he found, to his dismay, that he had nothing better to say.


He brought the problem to his philosophy professor. “Mr. Toms,” the professor said, gesturing wearily with his glasses, “ah—love, as it is commonly called, is not an operational area with us as yet. No significant work has been done in this field, aside from the so-called Language of Love of the Tyanian race.”


This was no help. Toms continued to muse on love and think lengthily of Doris. In the long haunted evenings on her porch when the shadows from the trellis vines crossed her face, revealing and concealing it, Toms struggled to tell her what he felt. And since he could not bring himself to use the weary commonplaces of love, he tried to express himself in extravagances.


“I feel about you,” he would say, “the way a star feels about its planet”


“How immense!” she would answer, immensely flattered at being compared to anything so cosmic.


“That’s not what I meant,” Toms amended. “The feeling I was trying to express was more—well, for example, when you walk, I am reminded of—”


“Of a what?”


“A doe in a forest glade,” Toms said, frowning.


“How charming!”


“It wasn’t intended to be charming. I was trying to express the awkwardness inherent in youth and yet—”


“But, honey,” she said, “I’m not awkward. My dancing teacher—”


“I didn’t mean awkward. But the essence of awkwardness is—is—”


“I understand,” she said.


But Toms knew she didn’t.


So he was forced to give up extravagances. Soon he found himself unable to say anything of any importance to Doris, for it was not what he meant, nor even close to it


The girl became concerned at the long, moody silences which developed between them.


“Jeff,” she would urge, “surely you can say something!”


Toms shrugged his shoulders.


“Even if it isn’t absolutely what you mean.”


Toms sighed.


“Please,” she cried, “say anything at all! I can’t stand this!”


“Oh, hell—”


“Yes?” she breathed, her face transfigured.


“That wasn’t what I meant,” Toms said, relapsing into his gloomy silence.


At last he asked her to marry him. He was willing to admit that he “loved” her—but he refused to expand on it. He explained that a marriage must be founded upon truth or it is doomed from the start. If he cheapened and falsified his emotions at the beginning, what could the future hold for them?


Doris found his sentiments admirable, but refused to marry him.


“You must tell a girl that you love her,” she declared. “You have to tell her a hundred times a day, Jefferson, and even then it’s not enough.”


“But I do love you!” Toms protested. “I mean to say I have an emotion corresponding to—”


“Oh, stop it!”


In this predicament, Toms thought about the Language of Love and went to his professor’s office to ask about it.


“We are told,” his professor said, “that the race indigenous to Tyana II had a specific and unique language for the expression of sensations of love. To say ‘I love you’ was unthinkable for Tyanians. They would use a phrase denoting the exact kind and class of love they felt at that specific moment, and used for no other purpose.”


Toms nodded, and the professor continued. “Of course, developed with this language was, necessarily, a technique of lovemaking quite incredible in its perfection. We are told that it made all ordinary techniques seem like the clumsy pawing of a grizzly in heat.” The professor coughed in embarrassment.


“It is precisely what I need!” Toms exclaimed.


“Ridiculous,” said the professor. “The technique might be interesting, but your own is doubtless sufficient for most needs. And the language, by its very nature, can be used with only one person. To learn it impresses me as wasted energy.”


“Labor for love,” Toms said, “is the most worthwhile work in the world, since it produces a rich harvest of feeling.”


“I refuse to stand here and listen to bad epigrams. Mr. Toms, why all this fuss about love?”


“It is the only perfect thing in this world,” Toms answered fervently. “If one must learn a special language to appreciate it, one can do no less. Tell me, is it far to Tyana II?”


“A considerable distance,” his professor said, with a thin smile. “And an unrewarding one, since the race is extinct.”


“Extinct! But why? A sudden pestilence? An invasion?”


“It is one of the mysteries of the galaxy,” his professor said somberly.


“Then the language is lost!”


“Not quite. Twenty years ago, an Earthman named George Varris went to Tyana and learned the Language of Love from the last remnants of the race.” The professor shrugged his shoulders. “I never considered it sufficiently important to read his scientific papers.”


Toms looked up Varris in the Interspatial Explorers Who’s Who and found that he was credited with the discovery of Tyana, had wandered around the frontier planets for a time, but at last had returned to deserted Tyana, to devote his life to investigating every aspect of its culture.


After learning this, Toms thought long and hard. The journey to Tyana was a difficult one, time-consuming, and expensive. Perhaps Varris would be dead before he got there, or unwilling to teach him the language. Was it worth the gamble?


“Is love worth it?” Toms asked himself, and knew the answer.


So he sold his ultra-fi, his memory recorder, his philosophy texts, and several stocks his grandfather had left him, and booked passage to Cranthis IV, which was the closest he could come to Tyana on a scheduled spaceway. And after all his preparations had been made, he went to Doris.


“When I return,” he said, “I will be able to tell you exactly how much—I mean the particular quality and class of—I mean, Doris, when I have mastered the Tyanian Technique, you will be loved as no woman has ever been loved!”


“Do you mean that’” she asked, her eyes glowing.


“Well,” Toms said, “the term ‘loved’, doesn’t quite express it. But I mean something very much like it.”


“I will wait for you, Jeff,” she said. “But—please don’t be too long.”


Jefferson Toms nodded, blinked back his tears, clutched Doris inarticulately, and hurried to the spaceport.


Within the hour, he was on his way.


Four months later, after considerable difficulties, Toms stood on Tyana, on the outskirts of the capital city. Slowly he walked down the broad, deserted main thoroughfare. On either side of him, noble buildings soared to dizzy heights. Peering inside one, Toms saw complex machinery and gleaming switchboards. With his pocket Tyana-English dictionary, he was able to translate the lettering above one of the buildings.


It read: COUNSELING SERVICES FOR STAGE-FOUR LOVE PROBLEMS.


Other buildings were much the same, filled with calculating machinery, switchboards, ticker tapes, and the like. He passed THE INSTITUTE FOR RESEARCH INTO AFFECTION DELAY, stared at the two-hundred-story HOME FOR THE EMOTIONALLY RETARDED, and glanced at several others. Slowly the awesome, dazzling truth dawned upon him.


Here was an entire city given over to the research and aid of love.


He had no time for further speculation. In front of him was the gigantic GENERAL LOVE SERVICES BUILDING. And out of its marble hallway stepped an old man.


“Who the hell are you?” the old man asked.


“I am Jefferson Toms, of Earth. I have come here to learn the Language of Love, Mr. Varris.”


Varris raised his shaggy white eyebrows. He was a small, wrinkled old man, stoop-shouldered and shaky in the knees. But his eyes were alert and filled with a cold suspicion.


“Perhaps you think the language will make you more attractive to women,” Varris said. “Don’t believe it, young man. Knowledge has its advantages, of course. But it had distinct drawbacks, as the Tyanians discovered.”


“What drawbacks?” Toms asked.


Varris grinned, displaying a single yellow tooth. “You wouldn’t understand, if you don’t already know. It takes knowledge to understand the limitations of knowledge.”


“Nevertheless,” Toms said, “I want to learn the language.”


Varris stared at him thoughtfully. “But it is not a simple thing, Toms. The Language of Love, and its resultant technique, is every bit as complex as brain surgery or the practice of corporation law. It takes work, much work, and a talent as well.”


“I will do the work. And I’m sure I have the talent.”


“Most people think that,” Varris said, “and most of them are mistaken. But never mind, never mind. It’s been a long time since I’ve had any company. We’ll see how you get on, Toms.”


Together they went into the General Services Building, which Varris called his home. They went to the Main Control Room, where the old man had put down a sleeping bag and set up a camp stove. There, in the shadow of the giant calculators, Toms’ lessons began.


Varris was a thorough teacher. In the beginning, with the aid of a portable Semantic Differentiator, he taught Toms to isolate the delicate apprehension one feels in the presence of a to-be-loved person, to detect the subtle tensions that come into being as the potentiality of love draws near.


These sensations, Toms learned, must never be spoken of directly, for frankness frightens love. They must be expressed in simile, metaphor, and hyperbole, half-truths and white lies. With these, one creates an atmosphere and lays a foundation for love. And the mind, deceived by its own predisposition, thinks of booming surf and raging sea, mournful black rocks and fields of green corn.


“Nice images,” Toms said admiringly.


“Those were samples,” Varris told him. “Now you must learn them all.”


So Toms went to work memorizing great long lists of natural wonders, to what sensations they were comparable, and at what stage they appeared in the anticipation of love. The language was thorough in this regard. Every state or object in nature for which there was a response in love-anticipation had been cataloged, classified, and listed with suitable modifying adjectives.


When he had memorized the list, Varris drilled him in perceptions of love. Toms learned the small, strange things that make up a state of love. Some were so ridiculous that he had to laugh.


The old man admonished him sternly. “Love is a serious business, Toms. You seem to find some humor in the fact that love is frequently predisposed by wind speed and direction.”


“It seems foolish,” Toms admitted.


“There are stranger things than that,” Varris said, and mentioned another factor.


Toms shuddered. “That I can’t believe. It’s preposterous. Everyone knows—”


“If everyone knows how love operates, why hasn’t someone reduced it to a formula? Murky thinking, Toms, murky thinking is the answer, and an unwillingness to accept cold facts. If you cannot face them—”


“I can face anything,” Toms said, “if I have to. Let’s continue.”


As the weeks passed, Toms learned the words which express the first quickening of interest, shade by shade, until an attachment is formed. He learned what that attachment really is and the three words that express it. This brought him to the rhetoric of sensation, where the body becomes supreme.


Here the language was specific instead of allusive, and dealt with feelings produced by certain words, and above all, by certain physical actions.


A startling little black machine taught Toms the thirty-eight separate and distinct sensations which the touch of a hand can engender, and he learned how to locate that sensitive area, no larger than a dime, which exists just below the right shoulder blade.


He learned an entirely new system of caressing, which caused impulses to explode—and even implode—along the nerve paths and to shower colored sparks before the eyes.


He was also taught the social advantages of conspicuous desensitization.


He learned many things about physical love which he had dimly suspected, and still more things which no one had suspected.


It was intimidating knowledge. Toms had imagined himself to be at least an adequate lover. Now he found that he knew nothing, nothing at all, and that his best efforts had been comparable to the play of amorous hippopotami.


“But what else could you expect’” Varris asked. “Good lovemaking, Toms, calls for more study, more sheer intensive labor than any other acquired skill. Do you still wish to learn?”


“Definitely!” Toms said. “Why, when I’m an expert on lovemaking, I’ll—I can—”


“That is no concern of mine,” the old man stated. “Let’s return to our lessons.”


Next, Toms learned the Cycles of Love. Love, he discovered, is dynamic, constantly rising and falling, and doing so in definite patterns. There were fifty-two major patterns, three hundred and six minor patterns, four general exceptions, and nine specific exceptions.


Toms learned them better than his own name.


He acquired the uses of the Tertiary Touch. And he never forgot the day he was taught what a bosom really was like.


“But I can’t say that!” Toms objected, appalled.


“It’s true, isn’t it?” Varris insisted.


“No! I mean—yes, I suppose it is. But it’s unflattering.”


“So it seems. But examine, Toms. Is it actually unflattering?”


Toms examined and found the compliment that lies beneath the insult, and so he learned another facet of the Language of Love.


Soon he was ready for the study of the Apparent Negations. He discovered that for every degree of love, there is a corresponding degree of hate, which is in itself a form of love. He came to understand how valuable hate is, how it gives substance and body to love, and how even indifference and loathing have their place in the nature of love.


Varris gave him a ten-hour written examination, which Toms passed with superlative marks. He was eager to finish, but Varris noticed that a slight tic had developed in his student’s left eye and that his hands had a tendency to shake.


“You need a vacation,” the old man informed him.


Toms had been thinking this himself. “You may be right,” he said, with barely concealed eagerness. “Suppose I go to Cythera V for a few weeks.”


Varris, who knew Cythera’s reputation, smiled cynically. “Eager to try out your new knowledge?”


“Well, why not? Knowledge is to be used.”


“Only after it’s mastered.”


“But I have mastered it! Couldn’t we call this field work? A thesis, perhaps?”


“No thesis is necessary,” Varris said.


“But damn it all,” Toms exploded, “I should do a little experimentation! I should find out for myself how all this works. Especially Approach 33-CV. It sounds fine in theory, but I’ve been wondering how it works out in actual practice. There’s nothing like direct experience, you know, to reinforce—”


“Did you journey all this way to become a super-seducer?” Varris asked, with evident disgust.


“Of course not,” Toms said. “But a little experimentation wouldn’t—”


“Your knowledge of the mechanics of sensation would be barren, unless you understand love, as well. You have progressed too far to be satisfied with mere thrills.”


Toms, searching his heart, knew this to be true. But he set his jaw stubbornly. “I’d like to find out that for myself, too.”


“You may go,” Varris said, “but don’t come back. No one will accuse me of loosing a callous scientific seducer upon the galaxy.”


“Oh, all right. To hell with it. Let’s get back to work.”


“No. Look at yourself! A little more unrelieved studying, young man, and you will lose the capacity to make love. And wouldn’t that be a sorry state of affairs?”


Toms agreed that it certainly would be.


“I know the perfect spot,” Varris told him, “for relaxation from the study of love.”


They entered the old man’s spaceship and journeyed five days to a small unnamed planetoid. When they landed, the old man took Toms to the bank of a swift flowing river, where the water ran fiery red, with green diamonds of foam. The trees that grew on the banks of that river were stunted and strange, and colored vermilion. Even the grass was unlike grass, for it was orange and blue.


“How alien!” gasped Toms.


“It is the least human spot I’ve found in this humdrum corner of the galaxy,” Varris explained. “And believe me, I’ve done some looking.”


Toms stared at him, wondering if the old man was out of his mind. But soon he understood what Varris meant.


For months he had been studying human reactions and human feelings, and rounding it all was the now suffocating feeling of soft human fit ii. fie had immersed himself in humanity, studied it, bathed in it, eaten and drunk and dreamed it. It was a relief to be here, where the water ran red and the trees were stunted and strange and vermilion, and the grass was orange and blue, and there was no reminder of Earth.


Toms and Varris separated, for even each other’s humanity was a nuisance. Toms spent his days wandering along the river edge, marveling at the flowers which moaned when he came near them. At night, three wrinkled moons played tag with each other, and the morning sun was different from the yellow sun of Earth.


At the end of a week, refreshed and renewed, Toms and Varris returned to G’cel, the Tyanian city dedicated to the study of love.


Toms was taught the five hundred and six shades of Love Proper, from the first faint possibility to the ultimate feeling, which is so powerful that only five men and one woman have experienced it, and the strongest of them survived less than an hour.


Under the tutelage of a bank of small, interrelated calculators, he studied the intensification of love.


He learned all of the thousand different sensations of which the human body is capable, and how to augment them, and how to intensify them until they become unbearable, and how to make the unbearable bearable, and finally pleasurable, at which point the organism is not far from death.


After that, he was taught some things which have never been put into words and, with luck, never will.


“And that,” Varris said one day, “is everything.”


“Everything?”


“Yes, Toms. The heart has no secrets from you. Nor, for that matter, has the soul, or mind, or the viscera. You have mastered the Language of Love. Now return to your young lady.”


“I will!” cried Toms. “At last she will know!”


“Drop me a postcard,” Varris said. “Let me know how you’re getting on.”


“I’ll do that,” Toms promised. Fervently he shook his teacher’s hand and departed for Earth.


At the end of the long trip, Jefferson Toms hurried to Doris’ home. Perspiration beaded his forehead and his hands were shaking. He was able to classify the feeling as Stage Two Anticipatory Tremors, with mild masochistic overtones. But that didn’t help—this was his first field work and he was nervous. Had he mastered everything?


He rang the bell.


She opened the door and Toms saw that she was more beautiful than he had remembered, her eyes smoky-gray and misted with tears, her hair the color of a rocket exhaust, her figure slight but sweetly curved. He felt again the lump in his throat and sudden memories of autumn, evening, rain, and candlelight.


“I’m back,” he croaked.


“Oh, Jeff,” she said, very softly. “Oh, Jeff.”


Toms simply stared, unable to say a word.


“It’s been so long, Jeff, and I kept wondering if it was all worth it. Now I know.”


“You—know?”


“Yes, my darling! I waited for you! I’d wait a hundred years, or a thousand! I love you, Jeff!”


She was in his arms.


“Now tell me, Jeff,” she said. “Tell me!”


And Toms looked at her, and felt, and sensed, searched his classifications, selected his modifiers, checked and double-checked. And after much searching, and careful selection, and absolute certainty, and allowing for his present state of mind, and not forgetting to take into account climatic conditions, phases of the Moon, wind speed and direction, Sun spots, and other phenomena which have their due effect upon love, he said:


“My dear, I am rather fond of you.”


“Jeff! Surely you can say more than that! The Language of Love—”


“The Language is damnably precise,” Toms said wretchedly. “I’m sorry, but the phrase, ‘I am rather fond of you’ expresses precisely what I feel.”


“Oh, Jeff!”


“Yes,” he mumbled.


“Oh damn you, Jeff!”


There was, of course, a painful scene and a very painful separation. Toms took to traveling.


He held jobs here and there, working as a riveter at Saturn-Lockheed, a wiper on the Helg-Vinosce Trader, a farmer for a while on a kibbutz on Israel IV. He bummed around the Inner Dalmian System for several years, living mostly on handouts. Then, at Novilocessile, he met a pleasant brown-haired girl, courted her and, in due course, married her and set up housekeeping.


Their friends say that the Tomses are tolerably happy, although their home makes most people uncomfortable. It is a pleasant enough place, but the rushing red river nearby makes people edgy. And who can get used to vermilion trees, and orange-and-blue grass, and moaning flowers, and three wrinkled moons playing tag in the alien sky?


Toms likes it, though, and Mrs. Toms is, if nothing else, a flexible young lady.


Toms wrote a letter to his philosophy professor on Earth, saying that he had solved the problem of the demise of the Tyanian race, at least to his own satisfaction. The trouble with scholarly research, he wrote, is the inhibiting effect it has upon action. The Tyanians, he was convinced, had been so preoccupied with the science of love, after a while they just didn’t get around to making any.


And eventually he sent a short postcard to George Varris. He simply said that he was married, having succeeded in finding a girl for whom he felt “quite a substantial liking.”


“Lucky devil,” Varris growled, after reading the card. “‘Vaguely enjoyable’ was the best I could ever find.”









THE ACCOUNTANT


Mr. Dee was seated in the big armchair, his belt loosened, the evening papers strewn around his knees. Peacefully he smoked his pipe, and considered how wonderful the world was. Today he had sold two amulets and a philter; his wife was bustling around the kitchen, preparing a delicious meal; and his pipe was drawing well. With a sigh of contentment, Mr. Dee yawned and stretched.


Morton, his nine-year-old son, hurried across the living room, laden down with books.


“How’d school go today?” Mr. Dee called.


“Okay,” the boy said, slowing down, but still moving toward his room.


“What have you got there?” Mr. Dee asked, gesturing at his son’s tall pile of books.


“Just some more accounting stuff,” Morton said, not looking at his father. He hurried into his room.


Mr. Dee shook his head. Somewhere, the lad had picked up the notion that he wanted to be an accountant An accountant! True, Morton was quick with figures; but he would have to forget this nonsense. Bigger things were in store for him.


The doorbell rang.


Mr. Dee tightened his belt, hastily stuffed in his shirt and opened the front door. There stood Miss Greeb, his son’s fourth-grade teacher.


“Come in, Miss Greeb,” said Dee. “Can I offer you something?”


“I have no time,” said Miss Greeb. She stood in the doorway, her arms akimbo. With her gray, tangled hair, her thin, long-nosed face and red runny eyes, she looked exactly like a witch. And this was as it should be, for Miss Greeb was a witch.


“I’ve come to speak to you about your son,” she said.


At this moment Mrs. Dee hurried out of the kitchen, wiping her hands on her apron.


“I hope he hasn’t been naughty,” Mrs. Dee said anxiously.


Miss Greeb sniffed ominously. “Today I gave the yearly tests. Your son failed miserably.”


“Oh dear,” Mrs. Dee said. “It’s Spring. Perhaps—”


“Spring has nothing to do with it,” said Miss Greeb. “Last week I assigned the Greater Spells of Cordus, section one. You know how easy they are. He didn’t learn a single one.”


“Hmm,” said Mr. Dee succinctly.


“In Biology, he doesn’t have the slightest notion which are the basic conjuring herbs. Not the slightest.”


“This is unthinkable,” said Mr. Dee.


Miss Greeb laughed sourly. “Moreover, he has forgotten all the Secret Alphabet which he learned in third grade. He has forgotten the Protective Formula, forgotten the names of the 99 lesser imps of the Third Circle, forgotten what little he knew of the Geography of Greater Hell. And what’s more, he doesn’t want to learn.”


Mr. and Mrs. Dee looked at each other silently. This was very serious indeed. A certain amount of boyish inattentiveness was allowable; encouraged, even, for it showed spirit. But a child had to learn the basics, if he ever hoped to become a full-fledged wizard.


“I can tell you right here and now,” said Miss Greeb, “if this were the old days, I’d flunk him without another thought. But there are so few of us left.”


Mr. Dee nodded sadly. Witchcraft had been steadily declining over the centuries. The old families died out, or were snatched by demonic forces, or became scientists. And the fickle public showed no interest whatsoever in the charms and enchantments of ancient days.


Now, only a scattered handful possessed the Old Lore, guarding it, teaching it in places like Miss Greeb’s private school for the children of wizards. It was a heritage, a sacred trust.


“It’s this accounting nonsense,” said Miss Greeb. “I don’t know where he got the notion.” She stared accusingly at Dee. “And I don’t know why it wasn’t nipped in the bud.”


Mr. Dee felt his cheeks grow hot.


“But I do know this. As long as Morton has that on his mind, he can’t give his attention to Thaumaturgy.”


Mr. Dee looked away from the witch’s red eyes. It was his fault. He should never have brought home that toy adding machine. And when he first saw Morton playing at double-entry bookkeeping, he should have burned the ledger.


But how could he know it would grow into an obsession?


Mrs. Dee smoothed out her apron, and said, “Miss Greeb, you know you have our complete confidence. What would you suggest’”


“All I can do I have done,” said Miss Greeb. “The only remaining thing is to call up Boarbas, the Demon of Children. And that, naturally, is up to you.”


“Oh, I don’t think it’s that serious yet,” Mr. Dee said quickly. “Calling up Boarbas is a serious measure.”


“As I said, that’s up to you,” Miss Greeb said. “Call Boarbas or not, as you see fit. As things stand now, your son will never be a wizard.” She turned and started to leave.


“Won’t you stay for a cup of tea?” Mrs. Dee asked hastily.


“No, I must attend a Witch’s Coven in Cincinnati,” said Miss Greeb, and vanished in a puff of orange smoke.


Mr. Dee fanned the smoke with his hands and closed the door. “Phew,” he said. “You’d think she’d use a perfumed brand.”


“She’s old-fashioned,” Mrs. Dee murmured.


They stood beside the door in silence. Mr. Dee was just beginning to feel the shock. It was hard to believe that his son, his own flesh and blood, didn’t want to carry on the family tradition. It couldn’t be true!


“After dinner,” Dee said, finally, “I’ll have a man-to-man talk with him. I’m sure we won’t need any demoniac intervention.”


“Good,” Mrs. Dee said. “I’m sure you can make the boy understand.” She smiled, and Dee caught a glimpse of the old witch-light flickering behind her eyes.


“My roast!” Mrs. Dee gasped suddenly, the witch-light dying. She hurried back to her kitchen.


Dinner was a quiet meal. Morton knew that Miss Greeb had been there, and he ate in guilty silence, glancing occasionally at his father. Mr. Dee sliced and served the roast, frowning deeply. Mrs. Dee didn’t even attempt any small talk.


After bolting his dessert, the boy hurried to his room.


“Now we’ll see,” Mr. Dee said to his wife. He finished the last of his coffee, wiped his mouth and stood up. “I am going to reason with him now. Where is my Amulet of Persuasion?”


Mrs. Dee thought deeply for a moment. Then she walked across the room to the bookcase. “Here it is,” she said, lifting it from the pages of a brightly jacketed novel. “I was using it as a marker.”


Mr. Dee slipped the amulet into his pocket, took a deep breath, and entered his son’s room.


Morton was seated at his desk. In front of him was a notebook, scribbled with figures and tiny, precise notations. On his desk were six carefully sharpened pencils, a soap eraser, an abacus and a toy adding machine. His books hung precariously over the edge of the desk; there was Money, by Rimraamer, Bank Accounting Practice, by Johnson and Calhoun, Ellman’s Studies for the CPA, and a dozen others.


Mr. Dee pushed aside a mound of clothes and made room for himself on the bed. “How’s it going, son?” he asked, in his kindest voice.


“Fine, Dad,” Morton answered eagerly. “I’m up to chapter four in Basic Accounting, and I answered all the questions—”


“Son,” Dee broke in, speaking very softly, “how about your regular homework?”


Morton looked uncomfortable and scuffed his feet on the floor.


“You know, not many boys have a chance to become wizards in this day and age.”


“Yes sir, I know.” Morton looked away abruptly. In a high, nervous voice he said, “But Dad, I want to be an accountant. I really do, Dad.”


Mr. Dee shook his head. “Morton, there’s always been a wizard in our family. For eighteen hundred years, the Dees have been famous in supernatural circles.”


Morton continued to look out the window and scuff his feet.


“You wouldn’t want to disappoint me, would you, son?” Dee smiled sadly. “You know, anyone can be an accountant. But only a chosen few can master the Black Arts.”


Morton turned away from the window. He picked up a pencil, inspected the point, and began to turn it slowly in his fingers.


“How about it, boy? Won’t you work harder for Miss Greeb?”


Morton shook his head. “I want to be an accountant.”


Mr. Dee contained his sudden rush of anger with difficulty. What was wrong with the Amulet of Persuasion? Could the spell have run down? He should have recharged it. Nevertheless, he went on.


“Morton,” he said in a husky voice, “I’m only a Third Degree Adept, you know. My parents were very poor. They couldn’t send me to The University.”


“I know,” the boy said in a whisper.


“I want you to have all the things I never had. Morton, you can be a First Degree Adept.” He shook his head wistfully. “It’ll be difficult. But your mother and I have a little put away, and we’ll scrape the rest together somehow.”


Morton was biting his lip and turning the pencil rapidly in his fingers.


“How about it, son? You know, as a First Degree Adept, you won’t have to work in a store. You can be a Direct Agent of The Black One. A Direct Agent! What do you say, boy?”


For a moment, Dee thought his son was moved. Morton’s lips were parted, and there was a suspicious brightness in his eyes. But then the boy glanced at his accounting books, his little abacus, his toy adding machine.


“I’m going to be an accountant,” he said.


“We’ll see!” Mr. Dee shouted, all patience gone. “You will not be an accountant, young man. You will be a wizard. It was good enough for the rest of your family, and by all that’s damnable, it’ll be good enough for you. You haven’t heard the last of this, young man.” And he stormed out of the room.


Immediately, Morton returned to his accounting books.


Mr. and Mrs. Dee sat together on the couch, not talking. Mrs. Dee was busily knitting a wind-cord, but her mind wasn’t on it. Mr. Dee stared moodily at a worn spot on the living room rug.


Finally, Dee said, “I’ve spoiled him. Boarbas is the only solution.”


“Oh, no,” Mrs. Dee said hastily. “He’s so young.”


“Do you want your son to be an accountant?” Mr. Dee asked bitterly. “Do you want him to grow up scribbling with figures instead of doing The Black One’s important work?”


“Of course not,” said Mrs. Dee. “But Boarbas—”


“I know. I feel like a murderer already.”


They thought for a few moments. Then Mrs. Dee said, “Perhaps his grandfather can do something. He was always fond of the boy.”


“Perhaps he can,” Mr. Dee said thoughtfully. “But I don’t know if we should disturb him. After all, the old gentleman has been dead for three years.”


“I know,” Mrs. Dee said, undoing an incorrect knot in the wind-cord. “But it’s either that or Boarbas.”


Mr. Dee agreed. Unsettling as it would be to Morton’s grandfather, Boarbas was infinitely worse. Immediately, Dee made preparations for calling up his dead father.


He gathered together the henbane, the ground unicorn’s horn, the hemlock, together with a morsel of dragon’s tooth. These he placed on the rug.


“Where’s my wand?” he asked his wife.


“I put it in the bag with your golf clubs,” she told him.


Mr. Dee got his wand and waved it over the ingredients. He muttered the three words of The Unbinding, and called out his father’s name.


Immediately a wisp of smoke arose from the rug.


“Hello, Grandpa Dee,” Mrs. Dee said.


“Dad, I’m sorry to disturb you,” Mr. Dee said. “But my son—your grandson—refuses to become a wizard. He wants to be an—accountant.”


The wisp of smoke trembled, then straightened out and described a character of the Old Language.


“Yes,” Mr. Dee said. “We tried persuasion. The boy is adamant.”


Again the smoke trembled and formed another character.


“I suppose that’s best,” Mr. Dee said. “If you frighten him out of his wits once and for all, he’ll forget this accounting nonsense. It’s cruel—but it’s better than Boarbas.”


The wisp of smoke nodded, and streamed toward the boy’s room. Mr. and Mrs. Dee sat down on the couch.


The door of Morton’s room was slammed open, as though by a gigantic wind. Morton looked up, frowned, and returned to his books.


The wisp of smoke turned into a winged lion with the tail of a shark. It roared hideously, crouched, snarled, and gathered itself for a spring.


Morton glanced at it, raised both eyebrows, and proceeded to jot down a column of figures.


The lion changed into a three-headed lizard, its flanks reeking horribly of blood. Breathing gusts of fire, the lizard advanced on the boy.


Morton finished adding the column of figures, checked the result on his abacus, and looked at the lizard.


With a screech, the lizard changed into a giant gibbering bat. It fluttered around the boy’s head, moaning and gibbering.


Morton grinned, and turned back to his books.


Mr. Dee was unable to stand it any longer. “Damn it,” he shouted, “aren’t you scared?”


“Why should I be?” Morton asked. “It’s only grandpa.”


Upon the word, the bat dissolved into a plume of smoke. It nodded sadly to Mr. Dee, bowed to Mrs. Dee, and vanished.


“Goodbye, Grandpa,” Morton called. He got up and closed his door.


“That does it,” Mr. Dee said. “The boy is too cocksure of himself. We must call up Boarbas.”


“No!” his wife said.


“What, then?”


“I just don’t know any more,” Mrs. Dee said, on the verge of tears. “You know what Boarbas does to children. They’re never the same afterwards.”


Mr. Dee’s face was hard as granite. “I know. It can’t be helped.”


“He’s so young!” Mrs. Dee wailed. “It—it will be traumatic!”


“If so, we will use all the resources of modem psychology to heal him,” Mr. Dee said soothingly. “He will have the best psychoanalysts money can buy. But the boy must be a wizard!”


“Go ahead then,” Mrs. Dee said, crying openly. “But please don’t ask me to assist you.”


How like a woman, Dee thought. Always turning into jelly at the moment when firmness was indicated. With a heavy heart, he made the preparations for calling up Boarbas, Demon of Children.


First came the intricate sketching of the pentagon, the twelve-pointed star within it, and the endless spiral within that. Then came the herbs and essences; expensive items, but absolutely necessary for the conjuring. Then came the inscribing of the Protective Spell, so that Boarbas might not break loose and destroy them all. Then came the three drops of hippogriff blood—


“Where is my hippogriff blood?” Mr. Dee asked, rummaging through the living room cabinet.


“In the kitchen, in the aspirin bottle,” Mrs. Dee said, wiping her eyes.


Dee found it, and then all was in readiness. He lighted the black candles and chanted the Unlocking Spell.


The room was suddenly very warm, and there remained only the Naming of the Name.


“Morton,” Mr. Dee called. “Come here.”


Morton opened the door and stepped out, holding one of his accounting books tightly, looking very young and defenseless.


“Morton, I am about to call up the Demon of Children. Don’t make me do it, Morton.”


The boy turned pale and shrank back against the door. But stubbornly he shook his head.


“Very well,” Mr. Dee said. “BOARBAS!”


There was an earsplitting clap of thunder and a wave of heat, and Boarbas appeared, as tall as the ceiling, chuckling evilly.


“Ah!” cried Boarbas, in a voice that shook the room. “A little boy.”


Morton gaped, his jaw open and eyes bulging.


“A naughty little boy,” Boarbas said, and laughed. The demon marched forward, shaking the house with every stride.


“Send him away!” Mrs. Dee cried.


“I can’t,” Dee said, voice breaking. “I can’t do anything until he’s finished.”


The demon’s great horned hands reached for Morton; but quickly the boy opened the accounting book. “Save me!” he cried.


In that instant, a tall, terribly thin old man appeared, covered with worn pen points and ledger sheets, his eyes two empty zeroes.


“Zico Pico Reel!” chanted Boarbas, turning to grapple with the newcomer. But the thin old man laughed, and said, “A contract of a corporation which is ultra vires is not voidable only, but utterly void.”


At these words, Boarbas was flung back, breaking a chair as he fell. He scrambled to his feet, his skin glowing red-hot with rage, and intoned the Demoniac Master-Spell: “VRAT, HAT, HO!”


But the thin old man shielded Morton with his body, and cried the words of Dissolution. “Expiration, Repeal, Occurrence, Surrender, Abandonment and Death!”


Boarbas squeaked in agony. Hastily he backed away, fumbling in the air until he found The Opening. He jumped through it and was gone.


The tall, thin old man turned to Mr. and Mrs. Dee, cowering in a corner of the living room, and said, “Know that I am The Accountant. And Know, Moreover, that this Child has signed a Compact with Me, to enter My Apprenticeship and be My Servant. And in return for Services Rendered, I, THE ACCOUNTANT, am teaching him the Damnation of Souls, by means of ensnaring them in a cursed web of Figures, Forms, Torts and Reprisals. And behold, this is My Mark upon him!”


The Accountant held up Morton’s right hand, and showed the ink smudge on the third finger.


He turned to Morton, and in a softer voice said, “Tomorrow, lad, we will consider some aspects of Income Tax Evasion as a Path to Damnation.”


“Yes, sir,” Morton said eagerly.


And with another sharp look at the Dees, The Accountant vanished.


For long seconds there was silence. Then Dee turned to his wife.


“Well,” Dee said, “if the boy wants to be an accountant that badly, I’m sure I’m not going to stand in his way.”









A WIND IS RISING


Outside, a wind was rising. But within the station, the two men had other things on their minds. Clayton turned the handle of the water faucet again and waited. Nothing happened.


“Try hitting it,” said Nerishev.


Clayton pounded the faucet with his fist. Two drops of water came out. A third drop trembled on the spigot’s lip, swayed, and fell. That was all.


“That does it,” Clayton said bitterly. “That damned water pipe is blocked again. How much water we got in storage?”


“Four gallons—assuming the tank hasn’t sprung another leak,” said Nerishev. He stared at the faucet, tapping it with long, nervous fingers. He was a big, pale man with a sparse beard, fragile-looking in spite of his size. He didn’t look like the type to operate an observation station on a remote and alien planet. But the Advance Exploration Corps had discovered, to its regret, that there was no type to operate a station.


Nerishev was a competent biologist and botanist. Although chronically nervous, he had surprising reserves of calm. He was the sort of man who needs an occasion to rise to. This, if anything, made him suitable to pioneer a planet like Carella I.


“I suppose somebody should go out and unblock the water pipe,” said Nerishev, not looking at Clayton.


“I suppose so,” Clayton said, pounding the faucet again. “But it’s going to be murder out there. Listen to it!”


Clayton was a short man, bull-necked, red-faced, powerfully constructed. This was his third tour of duty as a planetary observer.


He had tried other jobs in the Advance Exploration Corps, but none had suited him. PEP—Primary Extraterrestrial Penetration—faced him with too many unpleasant surprises. It was work for daredevils and madmen. But Base Operations was much too tame and restricting.


He liked the work of a planetary observer, though. His job was to sit tight on a planet newly opened by the PEP boys and checked out by a drone camera crew. All he had to do on this planet was stoically endure discomfort and skillfully keep himself alive. After a year of this, the relief ship would remove him and note his report. On the basis of the report, further action would or would not be taken.


Before each tour of duty, Clayton dutifully promised his wife that this would be the last. After this tour, he was going to stay on Earth and work on the little farm he owned. He promised.…


But at the end of each rest leave, Clayton journeyed out again, to do the thing for which he was best suited: staying alive through skill and endurance.


But this time, he had had it. He and Nerishev had been eight months on Carella. The relief ship was due in another four months. If he came through alive, he was going to quit for good.


“Just listen to that wind,” Nerishev said.


Muffled, distant, it sighed and murmured around the steel hull of the station like a zephyr, a summer breeze.


That was how it sounded to them inside the station, separated from the wind by three inches of steel plus a soundproofing layer.


“It’s rising,” Clayton said. He walked over to the wind-speed indicator. According to the dial, the gentle-sounding wind was blowing at a steady 82 miles an hour—


A light breeze on Carella.


“Man, oh, man!” Clayton said. “I don’t want to go out there. Nothing’s worth going out there.”


“It’s your turn,” Nerishev pointed out.


“I know. Let me complain a little first, will you? Come on, let’s get a forecast from Smanik.”


They walked the length of the station, their heels echoing on the steel floor, past compartments filled with food, air supplies, instruments, extra equipment. At the far end of the station was the heavy metal door of the receiving shed. The men slipped on air masks and adjusted the flow.


“Ready?” Clayton asked.


“Ready.”


They braced themselves, gripping handholds beside the door. Clayton touched the stud. The door slid away and a gust of wind shrieked in. The men lowered their heads and butted into the wind, entering the receiving shed.


The shed was an extension of the station, some thirty feet long by fifteen feet wide. It was not sealed, like the rest of the structure. The walls were built of openwork steel, with baffles set in. The wind could pass through this arrangement, but slowed down, controlled. A gauge told them it was blowing 34 miles an hour within the shed.


It was a damned nuisance, Clayton thought, having to confer with the natives of Carella in a 34-mile gale. But there was no other way. The Carellans, raised on a planet where the wind never blew less than 70 miles an hour, couldn’t stand the “dead air” within the station. Even with the oxygen content cut down to the Carellan norm, the natives couldn’t make the adjustment. Within the station, they grew dizzy and apprehensive. Soon they began strangling, like a man in a vacuum.


Thirty-four miles an hour of wind was a fair compromise-point for human and Carellan to meet.


Clayton and Nerishev walked down the shed. In one corner lay what looked like a tangle of dried-out octopi. The tangle stirred and waved two tentacles ceremoniously.


“Good day,” said Smanik.


“Good day,” Clayton said. “What do you think of the weather?”


“Excellent,” said Smanik.


Nerishev tugged at Clayton’s sleeve. “What did he say?” he asked, and nodded thoughtfully when Clayton translated it for him. Nerishev lacked Clayton’s gift for language. Even after eight months, the Carellan tongue was still an undecipherable series of clicks and whistles to him.


Several more Carellans came up to join the conversation. They all looked like spiders or octopi, with their small centralized body and long, flexible tentacles. This was the optimum survival shape on Carella, and Clayton frequently envied it. He was forced to rely absolutely on the shelter of the station; but the Carellans lived directly in their environment.


Often he had seen a native walking against a tornado-force wind, seven or eight limbs hooked into the ground and pulling, other tentacles reaching out for further grips. He had seen them rolling down the wind like tumbleweed, their tentacles curled around them, wickerwork-basket fashion. He thought of the gay and audacious way they handled their land ships, scudding merrily along on the wind.…


Well, he thought, they’d look damned silly on Earth.


“What is the weather going to be like?” he asked Smanik.


The Carellan pondered the question for a while, sniffed the wind and rubbed two tentacles together.


“The wind may rise a shade more,” he said finally. “But it will be nothing serious.”


Clayton wondered. Nothing serious for a Carellan could mean disaster for an Earthman. Still, it sounded fairly promising.


He and Nerishev left the receiving shed and closed the door.


“Look,” said Nerishev, “if you’d like to wait—”


“Might as well get it over with,” Clayton said.


Here, lighted by a single dim overhead bulb, was the smooth, glittering bulk of the Brute. That was the nickname they had given to the vehicle specially constructed for transportation on Carella.


The Brute was armored like a tank and streamlined like a spheric section. It had vision slits of shatterproof glass, thick enough to match the strength of its steel plating. Its center of gravity was low; most of its twelve tons were centered near the ground. The Brute was sealed. Its heavy diesel engine, as well as all necessary openings, were fitted with special dustproof covers. The Brute rested on its six fat tires, looking, in its immovable bulk, like some prehistoric monster.


Clayton got in, put on crash helmet and goggles, and strapped himself into the padded seat. He revved up the engine, listened to it critically, then nodded.


“Okay,” he said, “the Brute’s ready. Get upstairs and open the garage door.”


“Good luck,” said Nerishev. He left.


Clayton went over the instrument panel, making sure that all the Brute’s special gadgets were in working order. In a moment, he heard Nerishev’s voice coming in over the radio.


“I’m opening the door.”


“Right.”


The heavy door slid back and Clayton drove the Brute outside.


The station had been set up on a wide, empty plain. Mountains would have offered some protection from the wind; but the mountains on Carella were in a constant restless state of building up and breaking down. The plain presented dangers of its own, however. To avert the worst of those dangers, a field of stout steel posts had been planted around the station. The closely packed posts pointed outward, like ancient tank traps, and served the same purpose.


Clayton drove the Brute down one of the narrow, winding channels that led through the field of posts. He emerged, located the pipeline and started along it. On a small screen above his head, a white line flashed into view. The line would show any break or obstruction in the pipeline.


A wide, rocky, monotonous desert stretched before him. An occasional low bush came into sight. The wind was directly behind him, blanketed by the sound of the diesel.


He glanced at the windspeed indicator. The wind of Carella was blowing at 92 miles an hour.


He drove steadily along, humming to himself under his breath. From time to time, he heard a crash. Pebbles, propelled by the hurricane wind, were cannonading against the Brute. They shattered harmlessly against the thick armor.


“Everything all right?” Nerishev asked over the radio.


“Fine,” Clayton said.


In the distance, he saw a Carellan land ship. It was about forty feet long, he judged, and narrow in the beam, skimming rapidly on crude wooden rollers. The ship’s sails were made from one of the few leaf-bearing shrubs on the planet.


The Carellans waved their tentacles as they went past. They seemed to be heading toward the station.


Clayton turned his attention back to the pipeline. He was beginning to hear the wind now, above the roar of the diesel. The windspeed indicator showed that the wind had risen to 97 miles an hour.


Somberly he stared through the sand-pocked slit window. In the far distance were jagged cliffs, seen dimly through the dust-blown air. More pebbles ricocheted off his hull and the sound rang hollowly through his vehicle. He glimpsed another Carellan land ship, then three more. They were tacking stubbornly into the wind.


It struck Clayton that a lot of Carellans were moving toward the station. He signaled to Nerishev on the radio.


“How are you doing?” Nerishev asked.


“I’m close to the spring and no break yet,” Clayton reported. “Looks like a lot of Carellans heading your way.”


“I know. Six ships are moored in the lee of the shed and more are coming.”


“We’ve never had any trouble with the natives before,” Clayton said slowly. “What does this look like?”


“They’ve brought food with them. It might be a celebration.”


“Maybe. Watch yourself.”


“Don’t worry. You take care and hurry—”


“I’ve found the break! Speak to you later.”


The break showed on the screen, glowing white. Peering out the port, Clayton saw where a boulder had rolled across the pipeline, crushing it, and rolled on.


He brought the truck to a stop on the windward side of the pipe. It was blowing 113 miles an hour. Clayton slid out of the truck, carrying several lengths of pipe, some patches, a blowtorch, and a bag of tools. They were all tied to him and he was secured to the Brute by a strong nylon rope.


Outside, the wind was deafening. It thundered and roared like breaking surf. His adjusted his mask for more oxygen and went to work.


Two hours later, he had completed a fifteen-minute repair job. His clothing was shredded and his air extractor was completely clogged with dust.


He climbed back into the Brute, sealed the port and lay on the floor, resting. The truck was starting to tremble in the wind gusts. Clayton ignored it.


“Hello? Hello?” Nerishev called over the radio.


Wearily, Clayton climbed back into the driver’s seat and acknowledged.


“Hurry back now, Clayton! No time to rest! The wind’s up to 138! I think a storm is coming!”


A storm on Carella was something Clayton didn’t even want to think about. They had experienced only one in eight months. During it, the winds had gone over 160 miles an hour.


He nosed the truck around and started back, driving directly into the wind. At full throttle, he found he was making very little progress. Three miles an hour was all the heavy diesel would do against the pressure of 138-mile wind.


He stared ahead through the slit-window. The wind, outlined by long streamers of dust and sand, seeming to be coming straight at him, funneled out of an infinitely wide sky to the tiny point of his window. Windborne rocks sailed at him, grew large, immense, and shattered against his window. He couldn’t stop himself from ducking each time one came.


The heavy engine was beginning to labor and miss.


“Oh, baby,” Clayton breathed, “don’t quit now. Not now. Get Papa home. Then quit. Please!”


He figured that he was about ten miles from the station, which lay directly upwind.


He heard a sound like an avalanche plummeting down a mountainside. It was made by a boulder the size of a house. Too big for the wind to lift, it was rolling at him from windward, digging a furrow in the rocky ground as it came.


Clayton twisted the steering wheel. The engine labored, with infinite slowness the truck crept out of the boulder’s path. Shaking, Clayton watched the boulder bearing down. With one hand, he pounded on the instrument panel.


“Move, baby, move!”


Booming hollowly, the boulder rolled past at a good thirty miles an hour.


“Too close,” Clayton said to himself. He tried to turn the Brute back into the wind, toward the station. The Brute wouldn’t do it.


The diesel labored and whined, trying to turn the big truck into the wind. And the wind, like a solid gray wall, pushed the truck away.


The windspeed indicator stood at 159 miles an hour.


“How are you doing?” Nerishev asked over the radio.


“Just great! Leave me alone, I’m busy.”


Clayton set his brakes, unstrapped, and raced back to the engine. He adjusted timing and mixture, and hurried back to the controls.


“Hey, Nerishev! That engine’s going to conk out!”


It was a full second before Nerishev answered. Then, very calmly, he asked, “What’s wrong with it?”


“Sand!” Clayton said. “Particles driven at 159 miles an hour—sand’s in the bearings, injectors, everything. I’m going to make all the distance I can.”


“And then?”


“Then I’ll try to sail her back,” Clayton said. “I just hope the mast will take it.”


He turned his attention to the controls. At windspeeds like this, the truck had to be handled like a ship at sea. Clayton picked up speed with the wind on his quarter, then came about and slammed into the wind.


The Brute made it this time and crossed over onto the other tack.


It was the best he could do, Clayton decided. His windward distance would have to be made by tacking. He edged toward the eye of the wind. But at full throttle, the diesel couldn’t bring him much closer than forty degrees.


For an hour, the Brute forged ahead, tacking back and forth across the wind, covering three miles in order to make two. Miraculously, the engine kept on running. Clayton blessed the manufacturer and begged the diesel to hold out a little while longer.


Through a blinding screen of sand, he saw another Carellan land ship. It was reefed down and heeled precariously over. But it forged steadily to windward and soon outdistanced him.


Lucky natives, Clayton thought—165 miles of wind was a sailing breeze to them!


The station, a gray half-sphere, came into sight ahead.


“I’m going to make it!” Clayton shouted. “Break out the rum, Nerishev, old man! Papa’s getting drunk tonight!”


The diesel chose that moment to break down for good.


Clayton swore violently as he set the brakes. What lousy luck! If the wind were behind him, he could roll in. But, of course, it had to be in front.


“What are you going to do now?” Nerishev asked.


“I’m going to sit here,” Clayton said. “When the wind calms down to a hurricane, I’m going to walk home.”


The Brute’s twelve-ton mass was shaking and rattling in the wind blasts.


“You know,” Clayton said, “I’m going to retire after this tour.”


“That so? You really mean it?”


“Absolutely. I own a farm in Maryland, with frontage on Chesapeake Bay. You know what I’m going to do?”


“What?”


“I’m going to raise oysters. You see, the oyster—hold it.”


The station seemed to be drifting slowly upwind, away from him. Clayton rubbed his eyes, wondering if he were going crazy. Then he realized that, in spite of its brakes, in spite of its streamlining, the truck was being pushed downwind, away from the station.


Angrily he shoved a button on his switchboard, releasing the port and starboard anchors. He heard the solid clunk of the anchors hitting the ground, heard the steel cables scrape and rattle. He let out a hundred and seventy feet of steel line, then set the winch brakes. The truck was holding again.


“I dropped the anchors,” Clayton said.


“Are they holding?”


“So far.” Clayton lighted a cigarette and leaned back in his padded chair. Every muscle in his body ached from tension. His eyelids were twitching from watching the wind-lines converging on him. He closed his eyes and tried to relax.


The sound of the wind cut through the truck’s steel plating. The wind howled and moaned, tugging at the truck, trying to find a hold on the smooth surface. At 169 miles an hour, the ventilator baffles blew out. He would be blinded, Clayton thought, if he weren’t wearing sealed goggles, choked if he weren’t breathing canned air. Dust swirled, thick and electric, within the Brute’s cabin.


Pebbles, flung with the velocity of rifle bullets, splattered against the hull. They were striking harder now. He wondered how much more force they’d need before they started piercing the armor plating.


At times like this, Clayton found it hard to maintain a common-sense attitude. He was painfully aware of the vulnerability of human flesh, appalled at the possibilities for violence in the Universe. What was he doing out here? Man’s place was in the calm, still air of Earth. If he ever got back.…


“Are you all right?” Nerishev asked.


“Making out just great,” Clayton said wearily. “How are things at the station?”


“Not so good. The whole structure’s starting sympathetic vibration. Enough wind for long enough and the foundations could shatter.”


“And they want to put a fuel station here!” Clayton said.


“Well, you know the problem. This is the only solid planet between Angarsa III and the South Ridge Belt. All the rest are gas giants.”


“They better build their station in space.”


“The cost—”


“Hell, man, it’ll cost less to build another planet than to try to maintain a fuel base on this one!” Clayton spat out a mouthful of dust. “I just want to get on that relief ship. How many natives at the station now?”


“About fifteen, in the shed.”


“Any sign of violence?”


“No, but they’re acting funny.”


“How so?”


“I don’t know,” said Nerishev. “I just don’t like it.”


“Stay out of the shed, huh? You can’t speak the language, anyhow, and I want you in one piece when I come back.” He hesitated. “If I come back.”


“You’ll be fine,” Nerishev said.


“Sure I will. I—oh, Lord!”


“What’s it? What’s wrong?”


“Boulder coming down! Talk to you later!”


Clayton turned his attention to the boulder, a rapidly growing black speck to windward. It was heading directly toward his anchored and immobilized truck. He glanced at the windspeed indicator. Impossible—174 miles an hour! And yet, he reminded himself, winds in the stratospheric jet stream on Earth blow at 200 miles an hour.


The boulder, large as a house, still growing as it approached, was rolling directly his way.


“Swerve! Turn!” Clayton bellowed at the boulder, pounding the instrument panel with his fist.


The boulder was coming at him, straight as a ruler line, rolling right down the wind.


With a yell of agony, Clayton touched a button, releasing both anchors at the cable end. There was no time to winch them in, even assuming the winch could take the strain. Still the boulder grew.


Clayton released the brakes.


The Brute, shoved by a wind of 178 miles an hour, began to pick up speed. Within seconds, he was traveling at 38 miles an hour, staring through his rearview mirror at the boulder overtaking him.


As the boulder rolled up, Clayton twisted the steering wheel hard to the left. The truck tilted over precariously, swerved, fishtailed on the hard ground, and tried to turn itself over. He fought the wheel, trying to bring the Brute back to equilibrium. He thought: I’m probably the first man who ever jibed a twelve-ton truck!


The boulder, looking like a whole city block, roared past. The heavy truck teetered for a moment, then came to rest on its six wheels.


“Clayton! What happened? Are you all right?”


“Fine,” Clayton gasped. “But I had to slip the cables. I’m running downwind.”


“Can you turn?”


“Almost knocked her over, trying to.”


“How far can you run?”


Clayton stared ahead. In the distance, he could make out the dramatic black cliffs that rimmed the plain.


“I got about fifteen miles to go before I pile into the cliffs. Not much time, at the speed I’m traveling.” He locked his brakes. The tires began to scream and the brake linings smoked furiously. But the wind, at 183 miles an hour, didn’t even notice the difference. His speed over the ground had picked up to 44 miles an hour.


“Try sailing her out!” Nerishev said.


“She won’t take it.”


“Try, man! What else can you do? The wind’s hit 185 here. The whole station’s shaking! Boulders are tearing up the whole post defense. I’m afraid some boulders are going to get through and flatten—”


“Stow it,” Clayton said. “I got troubles of my own.”


“I don’t know if the station will stand! Clayton, listen to me. Try the—”


The radio suddenly and dismayingly went dead.


Clayton banged it a few times, then gave up. His speed over the ground reached 49 miles an hour. The cliffs were already looming large before him.


“So all right,” Clayton said. “Here we go.” He released his last anchor, a small emergency job. At its full length of 250 feet of steel cable, it slowed him to 30 miles an hour. The anchor was breaking and ripping through the ground like a jet-propelled plow.


Clayton then turned on the sail mechanism. This had been installed by the Earth engineers upon much the same theory that has small oceangoing motor boats carry a small mast and auxiliary sail. The sails are insurance, in case the engine fails. On Carella, a man could never walk home from a stranded vehicle. He had to come in under power.


The mast, a short, powerful steel pillar, extruded itself through a gasketed hole in the roof. Magnetic shrouds and stays snapped into place, supporting it. From the mast fluttered a sail made of link-woven metal. For a mainsheet, Clayton had a three-part flexible-steel cable, working through a winch.


The sail was only a few square feet in area. It could drive a twelve-ton monster with its brakes locked and an anchor out on 250 feet of line—


Easily—with the wind blowing 185 miles an hour.


Clayton winched in the mainsheet and turned, taking the wind on the quarter. But a quartering course wasn’t good enough. He winched the sail in still more and turned further into the wind.


With the super-hurricane on his beam, the ponderous truck heeled over, lifting one entire side into the air. Quickly Clayton released a few feet of mainsheet. The metal-link sail screamed and chattered as the wind whipped it.


Driving now with just the sail’s leading edge, Clayton was able to keep the truck on its feet and make good a course to windward.


Through the rear-vision mirror, he could see the black, jagged cliffs behind him. They were his lee shore, his coast of wrecks. But he was sailing out of the trap. Foot by foot, he was pulling away.


“That’s my baby!” Clayton shouted to the battling Brute.


His sense of victory snapped almost at once, for he heard an earsplitting clang and something whizzed past his head. At 187 miles an hour, pebbles were piercing his armor plating. He was undergoing the Carellan equivalent of a machine-gun barrage. The wind shrieked through the holes, trying to batter him out of his seat


Desperately he clung to the steering wheel. He could hear the sail wrenching. It was made out of the toughest flexible alloys available, but it wasn’t going to hold up for long. The short, thick mast, supported by six heavy cables, was whipping like a fishing rod.


His brake linings were worn out, and his speed over the ground came up to 57 miles an hour.


He was too tired to think. He steered, his hands locked to the wheel, his slitted eyes glaring ahead into the storm.


The sail ripped with a scream. The tatters flogged for a moment, then brought the mast down. Wind gusts were approaching 190 miles an hour.


The wind now was driving him back toward the cliffs. At 192 miles an hour of wind, the Brute was lifted bodily, thrown for a dozen yards, slammed back on its wheels. A front tire blew under the pressure, then two rear ones. Clayton put his head on his arms and waited for the end.


Suddenly, the Brute stopped short. Clayton was flung forward. His safety belt checked him for a moment, then snapped. He banged against the instrument panel and fell back, dazed and bleeding.


He lay on the floor, half-conscious, trying to figure out what had happened. Slowly he pulled himself back into the seat, foggily aware that he hadn’t broken any limbs. His stomach was one great bruise. His mouth was bleeding.


At last, looking through the rear-vision mirror, he saw what had happened. The emergency anchor, trailing at 250 feet of steel cable, had caught in a deep outcropping of rock. A fouled anchor had brought him up short, less than half a mile from the cliffs. He was saved—


For the moment, at least.


But the wind hadn’t given up yet. The 193-mile-an-hour wind bellowed, lifted the truck bodily, slammed it down, lifted it again, slammed it down. The steel cable hummed like a guitar string. Clayton wrapped his arms and legs around the seat. He couldn’t hold on much longer. And if he let go, the madly leaping Brute would smear him over the walls like toothpaste—


If the cable didn’t part first and send him hurtling into the cliffs.


He held on. At the top of one swing, he caught a glimpse of the windspeed indicator. The sight of it sickened him. He was through, finished, done for. How could he be expected to hold on through the force of a 187-mile-an-hour wind? It was too much.


It was—187 miles an hour? That meant that the wind was dropping!


He could hardly believe it at first. But slowly, steadily, the dial hand crept down. At 160 miles an hour, the truck stopped slamming and lay passively at the end of its anchor line. At 153, the wind veered—a sure sign that the blow was nearly over.


When it had dropped to 142 miles an hour, Clayton allowed himself the luxury of passing out.


Carellan natives came out for him later in the day. Skillfully they maneuvered two big land ships up to the Brute, fastened on their vines—which tested out stronger than steel—and towed the derelict truck back to the station.


They brought him into the receiving shed and Nerishev carried him into the station’s dead air.


“You didn’t break anything except a couple of teeth,” said Nerishev. “But there isn’t an unbruised inch on you.”


“We came through it,” Clayton said.


“Just. Our boulder defense is completely flattened. The station took two direct hits from boulders and barely contained them. I’ve checked the foundations; they’re badly strained. Another blow like that—”


“—and we’d make out somehow. Us Earth lads, we come through! That was the worst in eight months. Four months more and the relief ship comes! Buck up, Nerishev. Come with me.”


“Where are we going?”


“I want to talk to that damned Smanik!”


They came into the shed. It was filled to overflowing with Carellans. Outside, in the lee of the station, several dozen land ships were moored.


“Smanik!” Clayton called. “What’s going on here?”


“It is the Festival of Summer,” Smanik said. “Our great yearly holiday.”


“Hmm. What about that blow? What did you think of it?”


“I would classify it as a moderate gale,” said Smanik. “Nothing dangerous, but somewhat unpleasant for sailing.”


“Unpleasant! I hope you get your forecasts a little more accurate in the future.”


“One cannot always outguess the weather,” Smanik said. “It is regrettable that my last forecast should be wrong.”


“Your last? How come? What’s the matter?”


“These people,” Smanik said, gesturing around him, “are my entire tribe, the Seremai. We have celebrated the Festival of Summer. Now summer is ended and we must go away.”


“Where to?”


“To the caverns in the far west. They are two weeks’ sail from here. We will go into the caverns and live there for three months. In that way, we will find safety.”


Clayton had a sudden sinking feeling in his stomach. “Safety from what, Smanik?”


“I told you. Summer is over. We need safety now from the winds—the powerful storm winds of winter.”


“What is it?” Nerishev said.


“In a moment.” Clayton thought very quickly of the super-hurricane he had just passed through, which Smanik had classified as a moderate and harmless gale. He thought of their immobility, the ruined Brute, the strained foundations of the station, the wrecked boulder barrier, the relief ship four months away. “We could go with you in the land ships, Smanik, and take refuge in the caverns with you—be protected—”


“Of course,” said Smanik hospitably.


“No, we couldn’t,” Clayton answered himself, his sinking feeling even lower than during the storm. “We’d need extra oxygen, our own food, a water supply—”


“What is it?” Nerishev repeated impatiently. “What the devil did he say to make you look like that’”


“He says the really big winds are just coming,” Clayton replied.


The two men stared at each other.


Outside, a wind was rising.
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