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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.






 

Chapter 1

 

The room had a 3 A.M. feel. 

At the far end, past clusters of silhouetted heads, past drifting nets of silver cigarette smoke, the bartender stood in a rectangular fluorescent island, backed by hard-gleaming rows of bottles. Between him and Jeremy the blackness of the room was spotted with glowing red points of cigarette ends and broken by tiny green-shaded circles of light on tables. 

To Jeremy's left, on a two-foot-high stage, a black pianist occupied a second island, a round spotlight island. His blind ebony face glistened in blue highlights, sweat-sheen, as he leaned back to let slow blues leak between his fingers and out into the bar. 

Jeremy stared into the dark. They were there. He couldn't see them, but somehow he knew they were there. 

They had come for him. 

A baby cried somewhere in the dark, shushed after a moment. Jeremy frowned. A baby? In a bar? Where were its shoes? 

 

Cassie had stopped by his office earlier that day. “You look terrible,” she had said with the assurance of someone who knew she looked terrific, svelte and glowing in a russet business outfit. “Getting sick before Christmas?” 

Jeremy shook his head. “Not sick. Just tired.” 

She stood over him, a warm blond presence, her sheer vitality filling the little cubicle. “You're in luck. You get eight whole days off.” 

“And you're going to Florida,” he said. “Lot of good the vacation does me.” 

“Hey, I won't be gone the whole time,” she said, and having mentioned time, she checked her Geneve wristwatch. Three of the diamonds caught the overhead fluorescent light and flashed rainbows in Jeremy's eyes. They only reminded him that his eyes ached from lack of sleep. But Cassie didn't even stop: “Oops, gotta go. I've got to chew up an artist.” In the doorway she paused, looking back. Jeremy regarded her opulent figure, one that made her sensible harvest-colored business dress somehow lewd and tempting. “Get some rest, seriously. Get some sleep tonight.” 

Then she was gone in an invisible swirl of Giorgio, but Jeremy said to her absence, “How can I get some sleep? I always dream.” 

 

Jeremy was cold. The air-conditioner outlet somewhere up among the fake black beams directed its breath on him, and his highball glass, lifted to his lips, offered no warmth. It was empty, though Jeremy's tongue and stomach bore no memory of its contents. The pianist took the melody down a staircase of sound, a graceful nude descending into the smoky room. 

Movement, dry rustle, a skulking figure caught momentarily against the light of the far-off bar: coming toward him: one of them. 

Jeremy darted a glance to his left. Crowded tables, no escape. No exit signs anywhere. The scrape of a chair, pushed out of a deliberately slow walker's way, close. Jeremy pushed away from the table, found his legs, stood. The stage was only a step away; he took the step, gained the stage, found the dark exit into the wings— 

“Here!” A hiss, Escher's voice. Why was he here? “You wanted to be the star. Take this damn thing and sing!” 

Cold, phallic shape of microphone thrust into his hand. “But I can't—” 

“Taplan and Taplan doesn't have room for quitters. You do what I tell you. Light!” 

Blue stab of a spot on him, pinning him, an insect on the card of the stage. He turned toward the obscured audience, seeing nothing but the slant of light, looping the mike cord with his nervous left hand. On that side of him the pianist, blind face grave, inclined his head sideways, away from his long black fingers, and teased fill music from his instrument. The light-purpled lips moved, the soft voice said, “Anything you wanna sing, man. Anytime you ready.” 

Stage fright clenched cold in his chest. The microphone reared up of its own accord, a cobra of wire and metal ready to strike at his face. Nervous energy propelled Jeremy, and he paced, the light following him. “Ladies and gentlemen, I guess we all have blues in our lives. Yeah, blues from the time we stand up in baby shoes till they drop us barefoot in the ground.” His voice. His voice? “So this is for all of us, ladies and gentlemen, ‘cause we're all in the same damn boat.” 

He didn't know the words. Hell with it, his business was words. They would come. Bending his head low over the mike, he brought his voice up from deep in his abdomen: 

 

Driftin on the ocean, ain't no land in sight 

Said driftin on the ocean, Lord, 

Ain't no land in sight— 

Somebody tell my woman, 

Say, “You man ain't comin’ round tonight.” 

 

He rolls in sweat-damp sheets, groaning, trying to wake up. 

 

Jeremy felt a difference in the room, the press of attention turning on him, someone looking up here, a conversation breaking short there, whispers ceasing, heads turning. He caressed the mike, sent words through it and out into the smoky room: 

 

Ocean's mighty big, Lord, water black as coal, 

Say the ocean's big, baby, 

And that water's black as coal, 

And we all in the same boat, 

Ev'ry single livin’ soul. 

 

More words spilled from somewhere inside him, words about darkness and loneliness and the bleakness of souls alone, the feelings coming not from him but through him, without effort, the voice not really his own but a whiskey baritone, rich and sick and full of knowledge and the sharp smoke of weary sin. At the song's end a surf of applause rolled forward through the dark to curl, to break against the stage. The light went out 

a city full of night and no lights showing, only the wind's howl in the streets, a rattle and hiss at ankle height, a windblown paper trying to snag his leg. Around him loomed buildings, deeper black against the black of sky. Jeremy had never before noticed how much difference city lights made: they shut out the stars, but also threw into relief the street mysteries, banished night fears to the deepest alleys, cast the sodium-yellow or mercury-blue light of sanity on the river of passersby. 

This is crazy, Jeremy thought. I'm dreaming again. Nothing is chasing me. 

He was driving an unfamiliar car through the night city, his eyes on the rearview mirror. They wouldn't give up that easily. Somewhere they would be behind him. The mirror, a rectangle of city night, showed headlights, hookers, marquees, liquor stores, a manhole pluming steam into the darkness. No gaze turned toward him, no one seemed to mark his passage. 

If I can only find the shoes, he thought. 

 

“Tacky,” Cassie had murmured beside him. They had been heading home from work on the day before Thanksgiving—Cassie's car was in for a tune-up, and Jeremy had put his Civic at her service. 

“What's tacky?” he asked. They had stopped at a red light on Highland, not far from her apartment complex. 

“Look to your left. The Mercedes.” 

Jeremy darted his glance sideways. A gleaming black Mercedes, driven by one of those cool, angular brunettes with swept-back hair, eyes concealed behind large sunglasses, the sleeves of her red blouse tight over tennis muscles in her arms. “I don't see—” 

“Her mirror.” 

“Oh.” A pair of baby shoes dangled from the mirror. “Kind of unusual,” Jeremy said. The light changed. 

“A trophy,” Cassie said with a trace of smugness. 

Jeremy's attention was on the Audi ahead, the one driven by an uncertain man who just couldn't choose which lane he preferred. “Hmm?” 

“Trophy,” Cassie repeated. “She's a cradle robber.” Cassie giggled a little. “Snatched the poor little bastard right out of his shoes—what's wrong?” 

“Nothing,” Jeremy had said that afternoon almost a month ago. “Goose walked over my grave.” 

 

Jeremy sensed them somewhere in the neon maze of streets behind him, in a long dark car like a shark come to town. Its flat eyes, without mercy or knowledge, searched the night for him. He shivered, realized that he could take no more of this random driving. He pulled off the street, into the cramped parking lot of a small restaurant; one slot open, a tight one, he had to ease his door open to avoid dinging the Corvette next to him. He stood, took a deep breath of night air, and looked toward the restaurant entrance. It wasn't hard to make a decision. Better inside than caught out here. 

The restaurant was absurdly tiny, no more than four tables. A topless waitress met him, escorted him to a table, seated him. He was the only customer. Her breasts stared at him like round pink eyes. Her face seemed unclear, a blur beneath mussed black hair. He waited for a menu, checked his watch: 9:14:32 

she thrust a check into his hand. “Thank you, sir. I hope you enjoyed it.” 

Why do I have a check? I haven't eaten. 

He turned the paper over. 

“A hundred and thirty-eight dollars?” 

“Is anything wrong, sir?” 

“But I haven't had anything to eat.” 

“That's not my fault, sir.” Breasts round, with faint blue veins, two moons in the dim restaurant. His brother Bill was two years older than Jeremy. In high school they had been the Two Moons, Billy and Germy. 

“I won't pay for food that I haven't eaten.” 

“In that case, sir, I'll have to call the baby shoes.” 

Sour bile rushed cold into his mouth. “Here.” He handed his MasterCard to her, seeing that the intersecting circles on it had become her breasts. 

She took the card away 

his watch said 10:47:05 

and came back with a bearded policeman. “What's the trouble here?” the uniformed man asked in a genial voice. 

“My watch—” 

his watch showed 12:00:21, the same backward or forward 

The policeman reached for the handcuffs dangling at his belt. They were small and white, tied together by the laces— 

Jeremy shoved his chair over backward, heard it bang as he ran for the door. The door had opened from the parking lot directly into the restaurant, but now it was at the far end of a long corridor. Shots reverberated behind him, the vibrations felt through the soles of his shoes as he thrust his shoulder against the door. 

 

In his tangled sheets Jeremy whimpered. 

 

The door burst open, and Jeremy pitched forward off a ledge. He held his breath. The water was cold but not deep; not far above his head he saw the mirror of the surface, surprisingly clear, reflecting perfectly his upturned face, his streaming hair, each rising bubble also a descending pearl. Those are pearls that were his eyes. He fought to keep from breathing, felt himself rising with an agonizing deliberation through the water. If only he could wait it out. He could use that big black piano as a raft— 

Piano? He frowned. Above him, his inverted image frowned back, eyes flashing. Beware, beware, his flashing eyes, his floating hair. What was there about a piano? No, it was a boat, on a coal-black ocean. That was it. A car with eyes like a shark. Sharks. 

Jeremy nervously looked down, at nothing, at fathoms of nothing, silver shading to dusty blue to far dim midnight, way down between his dangling bare feet. He was really in deep this time. If the coach criticized his diving form, he'd damn well quit the team. Who needed tower diving with finals coming up, and Christmas— 

That was eight years ago. That was in college, for crying out loud. 

—coming up. Coming up fast now. Jeremy looked up. He saw himself reaching down for his own outstretched hands, and on the reflected face (a bearded face! his own face!) a demonic grin stretched, a grin he could not feel. 

Jeremy went cold enough to freeze the water, and suddenly he knew he didn't want those hands closing around his wrists. He bent at the waist, pointed his feet up, and dived down into the darkness, dived knowing he was dying, losing his air, already past the point of resurfacing, already 

falling faster and faster, from miles above the earth. A toy landscape grew to be real, a small pond (the eye of God) benign and blue one second, expanded, ready to swallow him the next. If he hit the water, he might live. If he missed the rocks, he might make it. 

But the wind in his face was like a knife, slicing his eyes, making tears flow like blood, forcing them back along his temples, feeling like wounds opening in the flesh, drying before they could be blown off, and he knew he could not hit the pond. 

No. 

He must not hit the pond. He would break it, break through, meet himself coming and going. 

Somewhere there were baby shoes. 

The only alternative was the rocks, and at the last possible moment he twisted, rolled, saw the pond water thrash in outraged disappointment, saw the rocks rush at him, pointed, deadly 

“You'll be safe in here.” 

Beside his car, a stranger, holding the door open. Not the car door, just a door frame, a door ajar, door to nowhere? Jeremy blinked. Yes, a door frame, made of white pine, unfinished, set up on the asphalt of the parking lot. On the ground in front of the frame Jeremy could see a tuft of grass, green-bladed but red-streaked, a white flattened cigarette butt, the tab-pull from a beer can. And among it all a night beetle the length of the last joint of his little finger, a ridged blackish-green capsule, hurrying along like a miniature buffalo—all on this side. 

On the far side of the frame, nothing. No thing. 

The doorkeeper wore a faded purple robe. He was bareheaded, shock-haired, bearded. Teeth gleamed white through the whiskers. “Safe. Through here. Come on.” 

A hand closed on Jeremy's shirt, dragging him toward the doorway. 

Jeremy grasped the wrist, felt its bones hard in his hand, felt the other's warm breath close against his cheek, looked into the other's face 

it is his face, his own, but bearded 

screamed, fell, screamed 

he wants to go through 

no, remember the shoes 

“—AAHH!” 

 

“—God!” Jeremy Sebastian Moon found himself sitting up in bed, sweat-soaked and shaking. He gasped for breath, felt his heart leaping like something that wanted out of his chest. He ran a hand through his wet hair and said, “Oh, shit.” 

The red digits of the bedside clock winked over to 3:02 A.M. , the sigh of the heat vent overcame the thudding of his blood in his ears, and the dim outline of the bedroom windows registered. 

He took a long, shaky breath. It was 3:02—no, now it was 3:03—dark in the middle of a workday morning. He had to be at Taplan and Taplan in just under six hours. 

Moon swung his feet out of bed, pushed up, and padded barefoot into the bathroom. Standing on the cold tiles, he urinated, flushed, grabbed a still-damp towel off the shower-curtain rod, and rubbed his chest and belly. In the chill air he could smell the sour tang of his own sweat. He glared at his image in the mirror, wild-haired, thin-faced, pale, eyes thumbprinted by sleep, and he saw in it the memory of that other face, the bearded one. Gooseflesh made a relief map of his upper arms. 

“Another late night special,” he muttered to his reflection. It stared mutely back, offering no word of comfort or advice. Moon drank a glass of water, put his thumb on the light switch, hesitated, and finally left the bathroom light on. But he pulled the door almost shut, leaving only a wedge of light. The bed looked as if he had fought a battle in it—and in a sense, he supposed, he had. He tugged ineffectively at the covers, found an opening, and slipped in. The bedside clock said 3:09. His pulse rate, he guessed, was still above ninety. 

Moon watched the minutes flick past. At four-thirty he decided he would get no more sleep that night, but sometime before five, he slipped back into slumber, this time, blessedly, one that brought with it no dreams. 

 

The clock woke Moon again at seven-fifteen, and he got up with a dry mouth and the springy, drunk-like feeling of too little sleep in his head. His stomach lurched at the thought of breakfast. He settled instead for an extra-long and extra-hot shower and a new blade cartridge for his razor. He scowled into the mirror as he shaved. How many more nights like this could he take? But the hand with the razor was steady, the harrowed rectangles of skin visible through the lather showing no nicks. He dressed and checked his pocket reminder before slipping it into the inside pocket of his jacket. December 21: Robinard, the wine people, today. Albert Robinard, despite the French pronunciation he insisted on for his Christian name, was a Savannah yachtsman who cultivated a casual elegance and a taste for underage blonds. Moon considered his clothes. His dark gray slacks, pale blue shirt, navy-blue tie, and gray tweed blazer seemed all right, enough to put Robinard at ease without making it seem as if Moon were trying to outclass the yachtsman. 

That should please Taplan Jr., Moon decided. Moon's boss, the younger Taplan of Taplan and Taplan, was a great believer in putting clients at ease. Moon thrust the pocket calendar into his jacket, sighing at how Byzantine advertising was, sometimes as much so as the law, or medicine, or even politics. 

The clock radio was still on. The announcer told Moon that this was the first day of winter and advised him to dress warmly, for there was an eighty percent chance of sleety rain. A brighter feminine voice was chirping the praises of Macy's lingerie department, to the background strains of “White Christmas,” when Moon turned the radio off. 

Taplan and Taplan was located, by any sane calculation, about twenty minutes’ drive from Moon's north Atlanta apartment, but then no sane calculator would envision the traffic snarl of Peachtree Industrial Boulevard, I-285 East, and Thornton Bridge Road during rush hour. Moon prudently allowed an hour for the trip, and this morning, with the promised sleet snapping against the windshield, he needed every second of it. 

At that, he was a few minutes late, for he had to find a parking slot at Taplan and Taplan, a quadruple-decked building of yellow brick within sight and hearing of the perimeter highway. He climbed out of the Civic, hunched a little deeper in his overcoat, and fished his briefcase out from behind the front seat. Just as he straightened, Moon became aware of Cassie—Cassandra Briggs, at twenty-four the youngest of Taplan and Taplan's department heads—close beside him. “Hi,” she said in a voice that Moon had once, in a moment of moderate inebriation, compared to a distant silver bell. “Shitty weather, huh?” 

“Awful,” he agreed. Cassie slipped her arm comfortably through his, shielding them both with her umbrella, and Moon had to transfer the briefcase to the other hand. He asked, “What's the art department up to today?” 

Cassie scrunched up her face, an arresting face, small-featured, elfin, with a faintly pointed chin, snub nose, and two tilted green eyes. “Easter-bunny crap for the dime-store chain. I wish old Max'd drop these penny-ante accounts, but what can you do?” 

“You can get his story about how he started in the business.” Moon grinned as they walked past dripping rows of parked cars. “Just a pen and ink and some paper, and a fellow in the dime-store business took a chance on him—” 

“Please,” Cassie said. “I'm not even pregnant. I don't want to puke right here in the parking lot.” Her hip gave his a soft nudge. “So what's up with you tonight?” 

Moon opened the door for her and stood back as she folded her umbrella. He said, “Not much. The usual, you know. Got some copy to work on for the wine people, probably be sharpening that up. How about the weekend?” 

Charlie at the front desk nodded to them over his morning newspaper. Cassie gave Moon a sideways glance. “Have you forgotten? Got to spend Christmas in Tampa with the folks.” 

Moon shook his head. “That's right. It slipped my mind.” 

“Won't even be able to attend the office party tomorrow afternoon. I have to be at Hartsfield at twelve for my flight.” 

Moon thumbed the elevator button. “Sorry.” 

“You don't need to be. Just don't get drunk and fall into the typing pool.” 

The elevator doors opened, and they stepped into an empty car. As the doors closed, Cassie reached up to plant a quick kiss at the corner of Moon's mouth. “Hey,” she said, “I've got an idea. I'll catch you in between.” 

“In between what?” 

She arched an eyebrow. “Christmas and New Year's, of course. Keep your mind on your work today, Jeremy.” 

“I'll try. If I could get some sleep—” 

The elevator doors opened on the third floor, the art floor, and Cassie slipped a thigh against the rubber bumper to keep them open. “That reminds me. I told you yesterday you needed to get some sleep—” She rummaged in her purse for a moment, then produced a brown plastic phial. “Got it. Here you go.” 

Jeremy took the tube. “What are these—” 

“Sleeping pills. I went through a rough spell a couple of years back. Take one and you'll sleep all night. No dreams. Guaranteed. Bye.” Cassie's pixie face disappeared behind the closing doors. 

Jeremy rattled the pills in the tube. The label told him they were 100-milligram Nembutal capsules, that the dosage was one capsule at bedtime, that originally there had been eight pills in the bottle, and that the prescription was not to be refilled. He popped the top off the tube and shook three yellow capsules into his hand. With a shrug, he put them back into the phial, replaced the top, and dropped the tube in his coat pocket as he stepped out of the elevator on the fourth floor. Here, in a warren of offices, was his own home base. He got there, shucked off his overcoat and hung it on a hook behind his desk and settled into his swivel chair, ready for a day of work. 

He spent most of that morning proofing a series of magazine spots he had done for a Miami Beach oceanfront hotel, and reading them reminded him of Cassie and her Florida Christmas. When the words began to chime meaninglessly in his brain, Moon occasionally allowed himself to daydream, fantasizing about sand and surf and a very tan Cassie. At least once his daydreaming crossed the line into a doze. 

In a dream he recognized as a dream, Moon stood naked in the bathroom of a hotel suite—through the open door he could see a ceiling-to-floor window, and beyond that, the ocean shading from beachside white and green through brown over the sandbar to a faraway deep blue—while Cassie took a steaming shower. He was ready to shave, and looking into the mirror he decided he looked like a smiling lecher, Pan without horns, needing only some grape leaves in his tousled brown hair. But he'd have to get rid of the beard. Cassie began to hum, a nameless but cheerfully licentious tune, and he turned to look her way, her figure tantalizingly blurred by the frosted glass of the shower door as 

his reflection lunged out of the mirror to grab his shoulder 

“Hey, hey!” 

Moon blinked. Bob Escher stood over him, hand on Moon's left shoulder. “Hey,” Escher repeated. “What's wrong with you?” 

Moon rubbed his palm over his face. When he took it down, he saw his own cubicle, ad ideas and roughs thumbtacked to the corkboard covering two of the three walls, computer terminal glowing green on the desk in front of him, the hotel ad proofs fanned out beside it. “Sorry,” he said. “Guess I must've dropped off for a minute. What time is it?” 

“Nearly time for the Robinard meeting. You want some water or coffee or something? You look pretty rough.” 

You're not so hot yourself, Moon thought. Bob Escher was almost two years younger than he, but with his baby face developing a double chin and his fine platinum hair thinning to show pink scalp beneath, he looked older. At least, Jeremy hoped he did. But aloud, he muttered, “No, I'm all right. We might as well run on down.” He scooped up a brown folder and rose from the desk. 

In the elevator Escher said, “Any ideas so far?” 

“Nothing we didn't talk about last time. I thought we'd wait to see how Max decides to pitch it.” 

“Yeah, right. I thought that too.” 

Sure you did, Bob. Sure you did. 

The group at the meeting was small, with Max Taplan presiding, Albert Robinard moodily looking out the rainstreaked window at the gray woods beyond, at the gray office towers beyond the woods. The art, broadcast, and copy departments had all sent reps, and they kept up a desultory murmur until Taplan called them all to order. 

“Now, then,” Max said, rubbing his hands as his father did, “let's settle in and take a look at what Robinard Wines needs. Minter, what about the magazine art?” 

The room seemed stuffy to Jeremy. Too hot, or maybe it was just the influence of their fearless leader: Max Taplan was a nervous man in his early fifties, still seeking a way to impress his father, Taplan Sr. , with his acumen. Or perhaps by this point only with his bare competence. At the meeting Max was like an exceptionally jittery basketball player, passing the ball along as soon as it came into his hands, to the art department, the TV people, even to Robinard. Jeremy closed his eyes for a moment, and the moment extended. 

Again Bob Escher jostled him awake, but this time he came merely from sleep, not from a dream. “Well, Jeremy?” Max said for what was evidently the second time. “What do you think?” 

Jeremy tilted his head back, studied the rough-textured ceiling tiles, then dropped his gaze back to the walnut-topped table. His hands rested there, holding a pencil horizontally between them, and in the shiny table top he could see two pink blobs—his hands—and between them the fuzzy yellow bridge of the pencil. He cleared his throat. “Radio,” he said. 

Robinard looked at him with the indifference of a man dreaming of sun on Gulf waters. Max cleared his throat, and the sound was half a hysterical giggle. “But Bob has already talked about the possibilities of—” 

Jeremy lifted a finger for silence. When it fell, he said, “Just one word: demographics.” 

A flicker of interest, like a marlin below the surface, showed in Robinard's eyes. “That's the stuff we need,” he said. “What can you tell me about demographics?” 

Escher murmured inanities for a moment before Taplan ordered a far-reaching demographic survey of potential radio markets. That should be ready, certainly, by the middle of January— 

Robinard, Jeremy was sure, felt delight at the reprieve. Now he could get in a month of sailing before having to return to Atlanta. At any rate he beamed. “Good thinking, fella,” the yachtsman said across the table to Jeremy. “I can see you earn your keep around here.” He got up, terminating the meeting. 

On their way back up to the fourth floor, Bob Escher glared at Jeremy. “Thanks a lot, guy,” he said. “Demographics. You had to do that to me.” 

“You should've worked them up,” Jeremy said. “That's standard for accounts like Robinard's.” 

“Yeah,” Bob said, his voice still surly. “You wait till I'm department head. We'll see about demographics then.” But a moment later he added, “Hell, I'm kidding. You know I'm kidding.” 

Yes, Bob, of course you're kidding. You've still got an ad campaign to blunder through. You'll need somebody's brain—you never use your own. 

Jeremy didn't say that aloud. To Escher he said, “Sorry. I didn't mean to put you on the spot. But Robinard likes the idea, so go with it.” 

“Yeah,” Escher said, turning into his own office. 

By the time Moon got behind his desk again, his head was pounding. He kept aspirin in his desk drawer, but after he managed to flush them out from their hiding place among paper clips and printer ribbons, he found the flat tin jammed shut. Press red corners, the instructions snidely told him. When he did, he succeeded only in hurting the pads of his thumbs. Moon put the tin on the floor and used his heel, crunching the aspirin container twice before finally unjamming it. By then he had powdered aspirin. 

Grunting with disgust, Moon ripped a square sheet off his notepad ("Taplan and Taplan,” it proclaimed. “Ideas on tap for you!"), veed the paper into shape between his fingers, shook some aspirin into it, tilted his head back, and dumped the contents into his mouth. Suddenly, forcibly, Moon remembered his grandfather, dead fifteen years now, in life an overalled farmer on 120 acres of red north Georgia clay. 

His grandfather used to take headache powders, the individual doses wrapped in waxed paper about the size and shape of a band-aid wrapper. After his grandfather had swallowed the dose, for some ungodly reason Jeremy had liked to lick the last of the bitter, astringent dust from the wrapper, following it with a nose-stinging gulp of icy Coke. The aspirin was like that now, coarser but reminiscent enough to make him long for a soft drink. 

At noon he phoned the art department, but Cassie had already acquired the harried manner of preholiday rush. She was tied up with some last-minute changes, sorry, sorry. He went to lunch alone. 

For no reason Moon ate at a restaurant that Cassie favored, a young professionals’ haven. It was a trendy little place hung with ferns, its menu given over to veggie burgers, whole-grain breads, organic salads, and its service provided by waiters who seemed to have sprung to life by means of asexual fission. The alfalfa sprouts in Moon's salad got stuck between his third and fourth molars. 

Back at work, Jeremy cleared his desk of the old proofs, then worked for four more hours on prelims for the wine campaign, ones that Robinard had casually okayed before leaving the meeting room. He became aware of the overtime he was putting in only when Glenda, the division secretary, stuck her head into his cubicle and told him that he could spend the whole Christmas season at work if he wanted to, but she was heading home in about two minutes. 

Shaking his head, Moon finished typing a paragraph, printed it, tucked it into a folder with the rest of the ideas, and put the folder into his briefcase. He took his overcoat from the hook, and when it rattled, he examined the pockets. Of course. Cassie's prescription. 

He got into the overcoat, hefted his briefcase, and arched his back. His spine crackled. On the first floor, Tony, the night security man, had replaced Charlie. Tony didn't look up from his newspaper, but grunted as Moon passed. Charlie and Tony, Jeremy thought. What would happen one morning if some evil being substituted the Journal, the evening newspaper, for Charlie's morning Constitution? Chaos, probably. The downfall of T&T. 

The air outside was colder, but overhead the sky had cleared, showing a pale full moon already risen in the east, and in the early twilight it looked as if the world had never even heard of sleet. “Another day,” Jeremy remarked to himself unoriginally as he unlocked the Civic. Then the difference between the fair blue sky overhead and the rain of the morning struck him more forcibly. “Another world,” he added. 

Might be a peg there, he thought, sliding behind the wheel. Might just be something to hang the Robinard campaign on. Robinard wines ... take you to another world. Robinard, when the Old World needs a new look. Robinard, a new world of taste. Robinard ... gets you drunk as all hell. 

With a rueful chuckle Jeremy switched off his brain, or at least the part of it that was creative on demand. Time enough for the wine account later. After all, he wasn't exactly bound for a new world. He'd be right behind his desk tomorrow, and next year, same as always. Meanwhile, he thought, the Bob Eschers of the world would nail down their promotions and pass him by. 

He, on the other hand, would be stuck in the same old world, stuck there forever. 

Pulling out of the parking lot, toward the murderous traffic of I-285, Jeremy hoped, just for a moment, that he was wrong. 

As a matter of fact, he was. 

 

 

 


 

Chapter 2

 

Moon went to bed at eleven, tired enough to hope no dreams would disturb him and trusting enough in modern alchemy to believe that Cassie's magic pill would help to insure that. But sometime in the dark he found himself running again, fleeing through an ill-defined and shifting landscape something that he feared, though he did not know what it could be. From one part of his mind, some removed and objective part, Moon watched himself with sardonic detachment, knowing all along that this was all dream and illusion, that nothing real pursued him. 

Even so, another part of him ran with heart-busting speed through a gray world, all slumping, runny cubes of gigantic size, twisting pathways between them, and a glaring gray-white sky overhead. Manhattan would look like this, he thought fleetingly, after the high-altitude bombs went off. 

Slow down, the observer part of himself told the runner. Slow down and think. 

Somewhat to Moon's surprise, his dreamed self did just that: pounded from a full run into a trot, from a trot to an exhausted shamble, and finally to a walk. Dry air, tasting of hot metal, rasped in his mouth and nose. His lungs ached. The slower pace was a godsend, but even so his muscles quivered in exhaustion. If only he could find a place to rest, to sit.... 

But there was no such place, none that he could see. Indeed, when he looked ahead, Moon could see only the path before him. Dimly, peripherally, he was aware of the melted-candy land around him on either side, but whenever he looked directly at one of those colossal, sagging cubes, he found instead that the pathway had turned and that he was following it through the place where, a moment ago, the obstacle had stood. 

Finally he stopped, the thudding in his chest now diminished to something more like a normal heartbeat, and turned completely around, making a searchlight survey of his surroundings. “Great,” he mumbled to himself. No matter how he turned, he seemed to be facing the pathway, with vague blocky shapes on either side. “Now what?” he asked aloud. It was a perfect time to wake up, if only Cassie's damn pill would let him. 

Since it wouldn't, the observer part of his mind, that part that was comfortably aware of being snug in bed light-years away from this place, suggested with cool rationality that he continue along the path. Something was bound to be at the end. The part of him that seemed trapped in the gray netherworld told the observer to stuff it—but his body began to plod along the pathway nonetheless. 

After what might have been an hour of walking, or a week, Moon perceived a reward of sorts. Ahead of him, like a wall running from horizon to horizon, was a dim gray barrier, one that did not dance away to nothing when he looked directly at it. He recalled a Jimmy Durante sketch he had seen on TV years ago: Durante and another actor were shipwrecked sailors lost on an empty ocean. He gave himself the advice that the Schnoz had given the other sailor: “Pull for the horizon,” he muttered to himself. “It's better than nothing.” Each step brought him imperceptibly nearer the wall. He began to count his paces, but somewhere past a thousand he lost count. Just at the point when Moon had decided that nightmares at least had the virtue of excitement and interest, unlike this endless trudge, he became aware that he had more than the wall as a goal: he saw a doorway. 

A doorway and a guard, evidently. The wall seemed suddenly to loom overhead, the height of a skyscraper, featureless and gray. And set in the wall, dead ahead, perhaps only a hundred yards or so distant, was a man-sized aperture, with a figure visible within it. Setting his jaw, Moon made directly for the opening. 

It grew larger, swelled into an oval perhaps seven feet high and, at its widest, three broad. The figure inside waited patiently, not budging as Moon approached. It was a man, bearded, wearing a faded purple robe—as Moon came nearer, he could see that the garment once had been quilted and brocaded but now showed considerable wear, its quilting gone loose and baggy, the brocade threadbare and dull. Moon was, for the first time, aware of his own attire, the ridiculous red pajamas that Cassie had given him. That was all; he wore no shoes. The ground under his feet didn't feel like soil, but was rubbery and pliable, soft enough almost to allow him to grip it with his toes. He halted a step away from the stranger. “I'm here,” he said. 

“You want this to end,” the other replied, his voice hollow and distant, as if coming through a long tube. 

“I wish it would.” 

“You can end it, you know.” 

Moon frowned. “I've seen you before.” 

“Yes. In the mirror.” 

“You're me?” 

“In a manner of speaking. Look, you won't stay asleep forever. Do you want to end this thing now, or not?” 

Moon did not at first reply. The other man did look like him. The two had the same dark brown hair, the same brown eyes, the same lines of forehead and cheek. But Moon had never, not even in his student days at the university, worn a beard, and the other had a luxuriant growth, chest-long, curled a little at the ends. “I've dreamed about you before,” Moon said at last. 

“I know. I've been trying to make contact for some time now. It's very difficult, not knowing the times of exaltation, you see. I had only a rough idea of the best cusps of temporality for the attempt. Still, I think I did pretty well, all things considered. Now, do you want to stop these dreams or don't you?” 

“How do I do that?” 

“Just come through the door here. That's all. Let me cross over to your side, and you take my place.” When Moon hesitated, the stranger said, “It can be done. I've made all the calculations, and it can be done with practically anyone. But the only way to make sure it lasts is to exchange those who have sympaths on the other planes, you see.” 

“I don't understand.” 

“You don't have to. Just come through the door, that's all.” 

“And the dreams will end?” 

The other smiled, teeth white in the brown beard. “You'll never be troubled by your own nightmares again, I assure you.” 

Irresolute, Moon turned away. He stood at the base of the enormous wall, and on every other side of him, as far as he could see, gray desolation stretched. After a complete circuit he faced the stranger again. 

“Come on,” the figure in the purple robe urged. “After all, it can't hurt you, can it? This is just a dream.” 

“That's right,” Jeremy said, though somewhere far-off a warning bell jangled in the mind of Moon the observer. “What the hell.” He stepped forward. 

For just a moment there was a curious sensation of going in two directions at once, of oozing simultaneously forward and back; and then he was through. He turned. The purple-robed man now stood on the other side of the oval. “Good,” the other man said. “Excellent.” 

“And now my nightmares are over?” Moon asked skeptically. 

“Yours are.” The other grinned. “Before I go, one word of caution: beware of the storms. They can really kill you. Oh, and another thing: Tremien may look in on you now and again. Give him my best.” 

“I don't understand,” Moon repeated in a plaintive voice. 

“You don't need to. Good luck.” He grasped the edges of his side of the oval, tugged—and the entire wall poured into a point at the oval's center, faded to a drifting dot like the point of light left after a TV is switched off, and then disappeared. 

“Hell,” Moon said. He stood at the center of a flat, featureless gray plain—wall, door, and stranger had all vanished. Overhead, empty of sun or moon, was the luminescent gray sky, and at equal distance all around was the scarcely distinguishable flat line of the horizon. “I'm not walking any farther,” Moon announced to himself. Still grumping, he sat down on the yielding surface to wait for developments. Not at all to his surprise, after sitting there for what seemed like an hour, knees drawn up to his chest, boredom washing all around him, he nodded off and fell asleep. 

 

As strange as it is to have a dream in which you are sleeping, it is stranger still to have a dream in which you are dreaming, but that happened to Moon sometime after he dozed. With an unnatural clarity he dreamed that he was hungry and that he had ordered out for Chinese food. With supernatural efficiency the delivery boy was at the door before Moon had hung up the telephone, and—even more wonderful—he refused Moon's proffered cash. In the dream within his dream Moon had just transferred the aromatic goodies to his dining-room table when he woke up. 

For a second or two, Moon was disoriented and distressed. He lay on his side, almost in a fetal position, on a rubbery gray plain, with an opalescent gray sky luminous overhead. Then it came to him that he was still asleep, and had only awakened from the dream of a dream. With a grunt he pushed himself up on his left elbow. 

The garlic chicken still smelled delicious. 

Moon blinked at the improbable sight before him: four white cardboard cartons arranged at the corners of an invisible square, and in the center of the square a teapot and cup. His stomach growled. 

Investigation proved that the cartons contained garlic chicken (wonderful aroma!), fried rice with bits of egg gleaming yellow, two egg rolls, and a dozen fortune cookies. The tea steamed from the pot into the cup and had an agreeable snap when he tried it. 

“Should've dreamed of a fork,” Moon muttered to himself. But he had not even a pair of chopsticks. He munched the egg rolls and found them good as he considered the problem. Inspiration finally struck, and he carefully tore and folded the waxed cardboard carton the egg rolls had come in to form a sort of primitive spoon, not as good as a real utensil but serviceable. With it and with some help from his fingers, he ate his way through the chicken (marvelously tender!) and fried rice. All the time he was aware of the most profound silence: nothing, not even a breeze, stirred across the great leaden plain. His own swallows sounded loud in his ears, and his satisfied belch at the end of the meal almost made him jump, it was so thunderous. 

Only the fortune cookies were a disappointment. The slips of paper they bore were blanks, all of them. But Moon managed to eat the entire dozen and finish the last cupful of tea. 

That done, he rose and stretched. “Better than the nightmares,” he told himself. He tried to remember the last time he had felt so comfortably filled, so peacefully at home with the universe. It was beyond the reach of his recall, whenever it was. Now if only something would happen. 

After a timeless interval of waiting that was probably ten minutes, Moon struck out on a stroll of exploration. He left behind the litter of his meal, empty cartons, pewter teapot, delicate china cup, and that proved his only bearing. He took a hundred steps and looked back. Only the debris from his picnic broke the monotony of the gray plain. With a grunt Moon turned his back on it and started to walk. After a while, locked in boredom, he began to sing. 

He had gone through all the early Beatles, a considerable part of the Rolling Stones, and several Broadway musicals before he stopped to rest. “Wonder how long it's been?” he muttered aloud, to no response. If only he had his watch—but no, it was beside his sleeping body, on the bedside table back in his apartment. He tried to estimate how far he'd come but was stumped. It might have been a matter of miles. After a few minutes’ rest Moon trudged on again, going in the same direction as before. He launched the second stage of his march with “Me and Bobby McGee.” 

By the time he was riding on the City of New Orleans, Moon was almost ready to scream. He was about to change his mind about the benefits of dreaming this weird place over the nightmares; at least the nightmares gave him reference points and didn't threaten to drive him out of his mind through sheer inaction. Grimly he sang his way through the song, all the way down to the Gulf of Mexico. While he was casting about for an encore, he became aware that finally he saw something different. 

It was far-off, to be sure, but it was a feature of sorts: a mesa-like projection on the horizon, darker than the landscape, almost purple against the luminescent sky. With bleak determination Moon strode toward it. 

The formation failed to gain solidity as he approached, but remained an amorphous, though growing, swirl of darker colors. It seemed to be the size of a circus tent. At least, as he approached, its shifting outlines appeared to stay roughly in that size frame. It was more like a coherent fog bank than anything else, though opaque; when he came close enough, Moon stopped, wondering if it was plastic or insubstantial. He swept a hand into the periphery of the area and felt nothing. Emboldened, he took a couple of steps forward and found himself actually inside the fog bank. 

 

It was a schoolroom, out-of-date and badly fraying at the edges. Old-fashioned desks, arrayed in strict and correct lines, bore faint carvings. At the front of the room (for Moon had stepped in from the rear, from what now appeared to be a solid wall of bookshelves), a tall man loomed large over a smaller, seated, cringing figure. Behind the man was a chalkboard, and on the chalkboard were the arcane hieroglyphics of some unimaginable mathematics problem. 

“You know what I do to little girls who don't turn in their homework,” the man at the front of the room said in a voice like a badly oiled hinge. “You know what must be done, Jean Louise.” 

“Yes, sir,” said a middle-aged lady in a flannel nightgown from where she sat in the front row. She cringed a little lower in the too-small seat. “Just don't tell my daddy, Mr. Guest.” 

Moon blinked. With each breath the teacher was visibly inflating, his shoulders rounding, his brow protruding more and more. Frothy saliva dripped from suddenly grown fangs and drooled down his chin. His hands, holding a ruler as if it were a baseball bat, knotted with muscle, became grossly hairy. “Get out of your seat, Jean Louise.” 

“Yes, sir,” said the woman. Timidly she slid from the desk and turned to lean against it. Now that she was facing him, Moon saw that she was about fifty, with rumpled gray hair and improbable plastic-framed spectacles. She started as she saw him. “Who the hell are you?” she demanded suddenly. Behind her, the terrible Mr. Guest simply froze in mid-motion, one frame of a movie seen as a still. 

“I'm Jeremy Moon,” he said, surprised into answering. 

“Why are you wearing red pajamas? They make you look like a tomato.” 

“Uh—they were a gift,” he said. “What's going on?” 

“What do you mean, what's going on?” The woman's voice was nasal and waspish. “Mr. Guest is about to spank me for not having my homework, that's what's going on. What are you doing here? You were never in this dream before. Do I know you?” 

Moon had suddenly noticed something that shocked him, momentarily at least, into silence. The entire picture, the whole classroom, was in black-and-white, indeed like an old movie: the desks, the books, the chalkboard, even Mr. Guest, all had a solid three-dimensional look about them but no color at all. Only he and the woman exhibited any hue. 

“Hurry up and answer me,” Jean Louise insisted. “I want to get this over with before I wake up.” 

“Excuse me?” 

She rolled her eyes, magnified behind the pink-rimmed spectacles. “Go away, will you?” 

“Wait a minute,” Moon said. He had the distinct impression of pressure, as though the woman were exerting a physical push against him, forcing him back. “Wait, I said! Why is everything in black and white?” 

“I never dream in color,” Jean Louise snapped. 

“What about my pajamas?” 

Her eyes narrowed. “That's right. They're red. How did that happen?” She backed away from him, her derriere gently swiveling the inert Mr. Guest aside as she did so. “You get away from me. This is scary.” 

“Perhaps,” grated Mr. Guest, “the young man needs to be punished.” He grinned, displaying teeth that had been filed to points, as he began to advance on Moon. The ruler, Moon saw now, was a ferrule made of steel, maybe an eighth of an inch thick and two inches broad. Mr. Guest whished it through the air and smacked it into his left palm with an explosive sound. “I think we need to teach this boy a lesson.” 

Jeremy gasped for air. As he retreated down the aisle, he shrank. Or the classroom—and Mr. Guest—grew. Moon was painfully aware of everything about him, of the smell of cleaning compound, of Scheaffer's Ink and chalk dust, of the hard, slick feel of the wood floor beneath his bare feet, and, at the end of the aisle, of the uncompromising press of the bookshelf against his shoulders. He could not back out the way he had entered. By now, Mr. Guest towered over him, the size of a bull walking erect, his eyes glowing a baleful orange, the gnarled hand brandishing the ruler more like a claw than anything human. “Turn around!” Guest bellowed, and the floor beneath Jeremy's feet vibrated. 

“Whip his ass!” shrieked Jean Louise from the front of the room. “Beat him!” 

Books tumbled off the shelves behind Jeremy. He caught one, a heavy textbook with the title of Human Development. With a surge of desperate strength he hurled it straight at Guest, catching the man square between the eyes. 

“Bad boy! Bad boy!” screamed Jean Louise. “Now you're gonna get it!” 

With a mindless roar Guest swept his arm back and arced the ruler. It slapped against Jeremy's upper left thigh, shockingly loud, and felled him like a lightning-blasted pine. He scrabbled under a desk, heard the steel ruler smash into the desktop, sending splinters flying, and tried to get to his feet on the far side. His throbbing leg wouldn't hold him. He crawled under another desk as Guest kicked aside the ruins of the first. 

“Get him, get him!” Jean Louise giggled. 

“Wait a minute,” Jeremy protested. “Wait!” 

But the behemoth was still coming. Jeremy had reached the wall and finally got to his feet there. He hobbled to the front of the room; Mr. Guest, now as big and implacable as Frankenstein's monster, lumbered after him. A flag stood beside the chalkboard, Old Glory, its black, white, and gray stars and stripes attached to a wooden staff that was supported by a knee-high wastepaper basket. The staff ended in a decorative sphere and cone, a stylized spear. Jeremy seized the flagstaff and fended off Guest with it. 

“Ooh!” squealed Jean Louise. “Now he's gonna kill you!” 

With all his strength Jeremy thrust the spear forward, striking Guest in the chest. The wooden staff splintered, and with a sweep of his arm, the monster knocked the flag aside. Jeremy, too late, realized that he was cornered. He sank to the floor, his back in the angle of the wall, knowing that Guest's next blow would surely kill him. The ponderous arm swept back and up, paused, and then began its descent— 

—the school bell rang— 

“Damn,” cried Jean Louise. “I'm waking up.” 

—the ruler whistled down upon him, and Jeremy felt— 

—a harsh, dry breeze across his face and cheek. 

He had been holding his breath. He let it out now and gasped in another. Guest was gone. Jean Louise had faded. The schoolroom was dissolving into a bruise-colored mist that dissipated even as Moon watched. The walls behind vanished into insubstantiality, dumping him backward onto the level gray plain. In a few minutes all traces of the experience had disappeared under the even gray glow from the sky. 

Except one. Moon unsnapped his pajama bottoms and shoved them down to his knees. There on his left thigh was the only remnant of the—dream? 

But dreams didn't leave bruises behind. Especially not bruises two inches wide, four inches long, and shaped like an old-fashioned flat steel ruler. 

 

The injury seemed real to Jeremy, more real every minute as he limped painfully along across the featureless plain. That had never happened to him before, not even in his worst nightmares: he thought hard and decided that never before had he actually dreamed pain. But this hurt like the devil and made it necessary for him to rest more frequently. 

Twice more he slept, both times in brief dozes, but neither time did he dream within his dream. “This is getting alarming,” he told himself after waking the second time. “It's really about time I woke up.” He concentrated on waking up, to no avail. 

“That damn sleeping pill,” he decided at last. He had been sitting for some time, thinking about waking up, trying to make contact with the sleeping Jeremy back home in his bed. But it was no good. Just as he was about to get up and resume walking, the ground heaved beneath him and the lights went out. 

For a dazed moment Jeremy thought he was actually awake and back home, but then something familiar in the swirling dark colors around him broke through. “Oh, no,” he groaned, getting painfully to his feet. “Not Guest again!” 

No, not at all. He was in a forest, or at least a glade, with birches abounding and a blue sky overhead. The air had the cool caress of early spring, scented mildly with the green smell of fresh new leaves. Moon reached out and rubbed his palm against a tree. It was solid, smooth, cool, and real. 

Liquid laughter came from his left, from downhill, and he followed the sound. After a few steps he heard water, too, the gentle chuckle of a woodland stream. And after a moment he stepped into a clearing and saw— 

“S-sorry,” he muttered to the young couple on the beach. They continued in their activities, blissfully ignoring him. Moon turned away, hearing the man's gasps, the woman's cooed endearments, and made his way back uphill, thinking to himself that he was surely going crazy. By the time he noticed that the trees were thinning, they were also becoming insubstantial, and a moment later he stood just outside another dark swirl of fog. Other than that, he was on the gray plain again. 

After a moment's thought Moon reached to grasp the topmost button of his pajama jacket—he never buttoned it—and tore it loose. He placed the button on the ground as a reference point, and began to pace the circumference of the dark, pulsating fog bank. On the eight hundred and thirty-second step, he saw the button again. He picked it up and dropped it into his breast pocket. Then, with a deep breath, Jeremy stepped back into the fog. 

This time he was in a meadow, closer to the couple. No, same man, different girl. Their activity was one which left the man relatively unoccupied but which plainly took up the woman's full attention. Moon managed a diffident cough. 

The man, propped on both elbows, opened his eyes and beamed. “Hi,” he said. “Nice day, isn't it?” 

“Uh, yeah, nice enough,” Jeremy said, finding it hard to ignore the nude young woman and the incredibly energetic thing she was doing. 

“I hate my damn job,” the man said. “I shouldn't be locked up in a bank all day.” 

“You are?” Jeremy asked. The woman had discovered a whole new rhythm. 

“Yeah, Dunwoody branch of First National. I should be an artist. I've got a real feel for the outdoors.” 

“Uh-huh.” How in the world does she manage the whole thing, Jeremy wondered. 

“Birds,” the man said dreamily. “I'd like birds.” 

Birdsong filled the air. A light pressure on Jeremy's left shoulder jerked his head around. But instead of Guest's grip—the thing he had first feared—his shoulder was held in the delicate pinch of a bluebird's feet. The bird, a rather idealized creature in the mode of certain animated films, looked back at him with a bright, intelligent gaze and whistled part of a Brahms sonata. The ruddy little throat swelled with the beauty of the music. 

“I don't understand this at all,” Jeremy said. When he looked back at the man, he found the first girl had been joined by a second, equally unclad and equally single-minded in the attention she gave the man. 

“What's to understand? Just enjoy the beautiful day.” 

“But I don't even know you,” Jeremy said. “Why should I dream about you?” 

The man laughed. “You've got it wrong, friend,” he said. “I'm doing the dreaming, not you.” 

“No,” Jeremy smiled. “I'm aware of my own existence, thank you.” 

With a wicked leer the man said, “Yeah, but are you gettin’ any? Think I'll change the landscape a little.” 

Again the earth heaved beneath Jeremy, toppling him in its unexpected writhings, and he tumbled sideways, but softly, onto a pliant surface. When he got his bearings again, he became aware that he was in a rubber raft, bright yellow and very roomy, bobbing gently on a recurring swell. The bluebird hopped from his chest to the edge of the raft, gave him a backward glance, and flew away. 

When Jeremy got his chin above the edge of the raft, he saw the man and three girls some distance away, on the beach. He himself was riding out to sea on his raft. “Hey—” he yelled in dismay. 

“Get your own girls,” came the faint reply. In a few seconds the beach was lost in cloudy distance; in a few more, the rocking of the ocean subsided to nothing, and the raft itself dissolved away. Jeremy was again outside the swirling fog bank, sitting on the soft gray surface of the endless plain. He got to his feet, grimacing against a twinge from his injured leg. With a mental curse he turned his back on the man and his impossibly nubile attendants and walked away. 

OEBPS/images/9780575126305.jpg
%EWAY

HMoon
Dreams

BRAD STRICKLAND





OEBPS/images/GatewayLogo.jpg
«@-EWAY





