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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.






1

She Ponders How to Tell Her Story, and Attempts to Provide Some Understanding or Guidance for a Possible Reader

I do not know how exactly to express these thoughts.

Yet I have been commanded to ruthless honesty.  And I fear that if I did not comply, somehow they would know, as always it seems they do, perhaps from some small cue, perhaps some slight movement, or cast of feature, or shading of complexion, or tremor, or reluctance, unbeknownst even to myself.  We are so helpless, so vulnerable.  They seem to know so much.  I seem to be transparent to them.  I am not permitted to hide, even within myself.  I do not know if you understand how terrifying that is, to have one’s most intimate emotions, feelings and thoughts, one’s soul, one’s innermost being, so to speak, bared, exposed, even to a casual, even indifferent, scrutiny.  How trivial, how inconsequential, compared to this is the mere baring of the body.  Only they have known how to make me naked to myself, truly, and to them, sometimes to their amusement, and to my consternation and amazement, my shame, and my misery, as well.

I must decide how to tell this story.  They have permitted me that much.  It is my story, a very personal story, and so, it seems, one might most naturally use first-person discourse, and say, for example, “I did this,” and “I saw that,” and so on, and yet I am reluctant, afflicted with a certain timidity, to affect this voice.  Perhaps I could speak more straightforwardly, more candidly, if I saw myself as another might see me, and yet, at the same time, saw myself, as well, from within, candidly, openly, hiding nothing, as one within, as I myself, might know me.  So then I might say “She did this,” and “She saw that,” knowing that the “she” is myself, my own sentient, so much, sometimes so painfully so, self-aware self.  How shall one speak?  Perhaps I shall shift my modality of discourse, as seems appropriate, given what I must say, what I must tell.  I do not know.  How foolish to hesitate before such a small matter you might suppose, but to me it does not seem so small at all.  It might seem a simple thing, how to tell a story, but it is not so easy for me.  You might, of course, I do not know you, find no difficulty in this.  But had you had my experiences, and were you I, were you faced with yourself, and frightened, or disconcerted, or shamed, you might, too, seek to distance yourself from that most sensitive, usually most zealously concealed, of subject matters, yourself.  So I thought that I might begin, at least, by speaking in the third person, by considering myself, by seeing myself, from within and without, rather as an object, a particular object.  Too, this is, I conjecture, in my current reality, not altogether unfitting; indeed, it is altogether appropriate, for you see that is what I now am, categorically, explicitly, an object, and not merely in the eyes of the law, but such irremediably, incontrovertibly, in the very reality of this world.  So perhaps then I should write of myself as an object, for that is what I now am, as a simple matter of fact, an object, no longer a person, that no longer, if I were once that, but an object, to be sure, a very particular object, but one of countless hundreds, perhaps thousands of such, I do not know, in many cities, and towns, and camps and villages, like me, a vital, sentient, so much alive, so vulnerable, essentially helpless, beautiful I am told, object.

Perhaps the next problem that she must solve is how to speak frankly, honestly, of her age.  In one world, in one reality, she was in her fifties.  It does not make much difference, of course.  She might have been in her forties, or in her sixties, or seventies, or such.  Such matters, recorded in the routes of a world about a star, calculated in the increments of calendars and clocks, constitute no more in themselves than the memoranda of convenience, taking their true significance only in their application to changes which might be noted with interest, the germination of the seed, the blind struggle from the earth, the response to the lure of light, the birth of the anxious bud, the bursting into beauty of the flower, the glory of the unfolding, exultant petals, and then the loss, the drying, and casting away, of the petals.  We count these things in hours, in days, in seasons, in years and years of years.  But the clock is indifferent to what it counts; it considers with equanimity the antics of the foolish, the ecstasies of saints, the sweet, lovely nonsense of dreamers, the delusions of realists, the comings and goings of nations and empires, the passing of immortal faiths and eternal truths, life, and death, and suffering, the contumely of armed, belligerent error, the division of cells and the birth of stars.  But if these things should begin again time would take no notice.  It makes nothing happen; it only watches.  You see, the calendar does not determine the flower; it only watches; and it will see what the flower does, and will not, indeed cannot, interfere.  I suppose that these things are mysterious, or, perhaps, rather, so simple that it is difficult to speak of them.  Obviously time counts the rock and the flower, the atom and the molecule, similarly, and yet the rock may witness the passing of several calendars, and the atom may in itself remain much the same as it was long ago, in the fiery midst of some distant, exploding star.  Too, one would suppose that the theorems of geometry have not aged.  They are doubtless as young, as fresh, as lovely, as new today, as they once were in a study in Alexandria.  And should any beings anywhere, of whatever appearance, or shape, or chemistry, or origin, even after the dissolutions and births of countless worlds, devise such a system, the same, with its definitions and postulates, these theorems will await them, as pristine, as irresistible as ever in their austere, apodictic beauty.  They do not hear the tickings of clocks.  Too, if things, if processes, were to begin again, or go back, and begin again, or remain much as they were, save for small differences, the clock of time, so to speak, would simply observe, perhaps bemused, but would not interfere.  What is being suggested here, or better, I think, noted, is that time does not dictate reality, or life or death, or change, but measures it, and that it is indifferent to what it measures, that it is independent of what it measures.  Time imposes no inevitabilities.  It guarantees nothing.  This may be hard to understand but only, one supposes, because of a habit of mind, in virtue of which, because of natural associations, common experiences, general expectations, and such, one tends to link the thought of process and time together.  Even if the clock does not presuppose time as the object it measures; even if one were to think that the clock somehow created time, inventing it ab ovo, on the spot, still that clock would determine only itself, nothing else.  She, she of whom I speak, is led into this disquisition, this tiny, uncertain, timid, troubling venture into metaphysics, for a particular reason.  What is it, for example, to be of a given age?  If one measures years, for example, by the peregrinations of a planetary body about its primary, then the year would obviously differ from body to body.  To be sure, these diverse years might be transformed into equivalencies, for example, the year of planetary body A being understood as being twice the year of planetary body B, and so on, but that is not really to the point one would wish to make.  Let us suppose, rather, as a matter of speculation, if nothing more, that a given physical process normally, or customarily, takes a given amount of time, say, that it normally proceeds in a given amount of time through phases A, B and C, and so on.  Then, let us suppose, as all physical processes are theoretically reversible, that this process is altered in such a way that it moves from phase C back to phase B, where it appears to be stabilized.  The question, then, is what is the age of the process, or, better, one supposes, what is the age of that which exhibits the process?  Obviously, in one sense, the entity exhibiting the process continues to age according to the calendar, or any clock, just as, in a sense, the theorems of Euclid continue to age, or, better, just as the ebb and flow of tides, the many cycles of nature, the recurrent orbits of planetary bodies, and such, continue to age.  In another sense, of course, the entity in question is stabilized in phase B, or something indistinguishable from, and identical to, phase B.  In one sense, then, it is x years of age, and, in a more revealing, practical sense, setting aside calendars, which are now for all practical purposes pointless, and simply irrelevant to the facts of the case, it is B years of age, so to speak.  Perhaps more simply put, though perhaps too abstractly, it is stabilized in its B phase, or something identical to its B phase, or, perhaps, in a renewed, or different, B or B-like phase.

So it is difficult for her to speak simply and clearly of her age, not because of any personal embarrassment or vanity, which she might once have felt, and would not now be permitted, but because the matter put in one way would be extremely misleading and put in another way might appear at least initially surprising.  Her age now then, one supposes, would be least misleadingly, and most informatively, understood as that which it seems to be, and that which, in a very real sense, it actually is.  Her age, then, is that which you would suppose, were you to look upon her, were you to see her as she is now.  Perhaps, better, it is that which it is, in actuality, biologically and physiologically, in all respects.  It is that which it would be determined to be, after a thorough and careful examination by a qualified physician, of any world, even the terribly thorough physicians of this world.

That is the age she is, for better or for worse, on this world.

But it was not so, on another world.

Now let her note that this document is composed with a certain guarded anonymity.  The name she bore is, of course, unimportant, and certainly so now, on this world, and it might have been any name, perhaps yours or another’s.  So we will not give her a name, not until later, when one was given to her.  Too, in accordance with the admonitions to which she has been subjected, she will attempt to conceal the names of institutions, and references to streets, and localities, museums, theaters, parks, shops and boulevards, and such things, which might serve to identify or reveal, even tentatively or remotely, the venue of this story’s beginning.  The purpose of this injunction is not altogether clear to her, as it seems to her that they have the power to come and go, and do, much as they please.  Who could stop them?  But certainly she will honor it in detail.  Doubtless they have their reasons.  Perhaps they do not wish you to be on your guard.  She does not know.  What difference would it make, if you were on your guard?  What difference would it have made, had she been on her guard?  Would anything, truly, have been different?  Perhaps they do not wish you to know the areas, or locales, in which they work.  But it is her impression that their doings, their functions or operations, if you prefer, are not limited to a particular city or town, or even nation, or hemisphere, or season, or year.  There seem many reasons for supposing that.  But she knows, actually, very little of these things.  She, and those like her, are commonly little informed, commonly kept much in ignorance.  Such things are not their concerns.  Their concerns are otherwise, and are commonly supposed, they are told, to be more than ample to occupy their time and attention.  Still, of course, they wonder, not that it makes any difference in their own cases.  That is the sort of entities, or objects, that they are.  So she will speak with care, concealing details which, in the fullness of the case, may not much matter anyway.  Too, she dares not be disobedient.  She has learned the cost of disobedience, and she shall obey, as she must, instantly, in all things, and with perfection.  Yet she would suppose, from her narration, that some will understand more than she has dared to write.  She would surmise that the city involved, and such, may be sufficiently obvious, even concealed beneath the cloak of an imposed discretion.

But that, of course, is left to the reader, if there eventually should be such.

She adds that this manuscript is written in English.  She was literate, quite so, on her first world.  On this world, however, she is illiterate.  She cannot read, or write, any of its languages.  She can, however, speak what seems to be this world’s major language, or, in any event, that spoken almost exclusively in her environment, and she can, of course, understand it.  These things are needful for her.

Lastly she might call the reader’s attention to what has seemed to her an oddity, or anomaly.  On her first world she understood, or knew, little or nothing of this world.  She was familiar with, at best, allusions to this world, seldom taken seriously, and most often, it seems incredible to her now, lightly dismissed.  She has now wondered if various authorities on her old world did not know something of this world, at least a little something.  It seems some of them must have.  How could they not know of it?  But perhaps they did not.  She does not know.

The oddity, or anomaly, has to do in its way with law.

The state, or a source of law, it seems, can decide whether one has a certain status or not, say, whether one is a citizen or not a citizen, licensed or not licensed, an outlaw or not an outlaw, and such.  It can simply make these things come about, it seems, by pronouncing them, and then they are simply true, and that, then, is what the person is.  It has nothing to do, absolutely nothing to do, with the person’s awareness or consent, and yet it is true of the person, categorically and absolutely, in all the majesty of the law.  It makes the person something, whether the person understands it, or knows it, or not.  The person might be made something or other, you see, and be totally unaware of it.  Yet that is what that person, then, would be.  It is clear to her now that she must have been watched, and considered, and assessed, perhaps for months, utterly unbeknownst to her.  She had no idea.  She suspected nothing, absolutely nothing.  But her status, her condition, had changed.  It seems that decisions were made, and papers signed, and certified, all doubtless with impeccable legality.  And then, by law, she, totally unaware, became something she had not been before, or not in explicit legality.  And she continued to go about her business, knowing nothing of this, ignorantly, naively, all unsuspecting.  But she had become something different from what she had been before.  She was no longer the same, but was now different, very different.  Her status, her condition, had undergone a remarkable transformation, one of which she was totally unaware.  She did not know what, in the laws of another world, one capable of enforcing its decrees and sanctions, one within whose jurisdiction she lay, she had become.  That she finds interesting, curious, frightening, in its way, an oddity, and anomalous.  She did not know what she had become.  She wonders if some of you, too, perhaps even one reading this manuscript, if there should be such, may have become already, too, even now, unbeknownst to yourself, what she had then become.  Perhaps you are as ignorant of it as was she.  But this reality was later made clear to her, by incontrovertible laws, and deeds, which did not so much confirm the hypothetical strictures of a perhaps hitherto rather speculative law, one extending to a distant world, as replace or supersede them, in an incontrovertible manner, with immediate, undeniable, unmistakable realities, realities not only independently legal, and fully sufficient in their own right, but realities acknowledged, recognized and celebrated, realities understood, and enforced, with all the power, unquestioned commitment and venerated tradition of an entire world, that on which she had found herself.

That world did not long leave her in doubt as to what she was.


2

She Begins Her Story

She was not a particularly bad person, nor, one supposes, a particularly good person.  She was perhaps rather like you, though perhaps not so good.  Have we not all been upon occasion petulant, selfish, careless, arrogant, sometimes cruel?  Have we not all upon occasion behaved disgracefully, unworthily?  Have we not ignored others?  Have we not, in lesser or larger ways, injured them, and enjoyed, if only briefly, the smug gratifications of doing so?  What happened to her might happen to anyone, one supposes, to those gentler, kinder and deeper than she, and to those more shallow, more petty, nastier than she.  It is true however that such as she, and her sisters, so to speak, under discipline, are quickly brought into line, the gentlest and the sweetest, and those who hitherto, perhaps in their unhappiness and lack of fulfillment, in their vanities and impatience, and haughtiness, were not only permitted but encouraged by an androgynous society to abuse their liberties.  We are brought into line.  Our lives are changed, profoundly.  We are taught many things, all of us, including ourselves.

We do not know, in full, what their criteria are, for such as she, and others, not at all why such as she, and others, are selected.

It does seem clear that their criteria include high intelligence.  If one’s intelligence is high, they seem to find that arousing, literally arousing, perhaps unaccountably to one accustomed to the criteria prized on my first world.  It seems to considerably increase our value.  In virtue of it they seem to relish us all the more, and then dominate us all the more imperiously and ruthlessly, making us all the more helpless and at their mercy.  Perhaps, too, they are pleased to know that we understand clearly, and in the depths of our very being, more than might some others, what is being done to us, what we have been made, what we now are, helplessly, fully, incontrovertibly.  Our intelligence then, like certain other properties, is sought; it is a desideratum.  It gives them pleasure, and, of course, in virtue of it, as perhaps a not negligible pragmatic consequence, we train more swiftly and surely.  They tend to be demanding and impatient.  Little time is wasted on us.  Too, if we are selected, or often are, at least in part, on the basis of our intelligence, one supposes that we would be more likely to be more alert, more sensitive, more inventive, more attentive than might otherwise be the case; we would be likely to be better, for example, one supposes, at reading the subtlest of expressions, the brief, shadowed flicker of a mood, perhaps a sign of danger.  One quickly learns to apply one’s intelligence, per force, to new ends, in new spheres.  No choice is given us.  Their intelligence, incidentally, seems to us to be dimensions beyond ours.  Intelligent as we are, our intelligence does not begin to compare with theirs.  I do not know why this is.  Perhaps it is a matter of genetic selections, or a simple result of an honest, freer, less debilitating acculturation.  I do not know.  Forgive this lapse into personal discourse.

It came as a great shock to her, after the performance, following the curtain calls, the lofting of roses, of bouquets, of so many flowers to the stage, to see the male in the audience.

The house lights were on now.

Others about her were discussing the performance.

He looked the same, absolutely the same.  But surely thirty, or better, years had passed.

She rose from her seat; she stood still, almost unable to move, her eyes on him.  Others desired to press past her.  “Please,” someone said, not pleasantly.  She moved, not steadily, trembling, toward the aisle, unable to keep her eyes from him.  He was chatting, it seemed, with a companion, a charming, but, she thought, a surely stupid looking female.  She felt, unaccountably, a wave of anger.  Surely he could do better for a woman.  And he was so young.  “Please,” said someone, irritably.  She moved into the aisle, unable to take her eyes from him.  She backed up the aisle.  Others, impatiently, moved about her.  She then stopped, and, in a moment, stepped back into an empty row, the next closer to the exit, still not taking her eyes from him.

He looked the same.  But it could not be he, of course.  The resemblance was remarkable, the build, so large, so muscular, the carriage of the head, insolently, as she recalled it, the shock of carelessly unmanaged hair.

It was like seeing again something she had seen long before, and had not forgotten.  Many of those memories remained as fresh today in her mind as they had in that time before, so many years ago.

She was then again, it seemed, in the aisle, near the exit, at the edge of the empty row.  Somehow she was again in the aisle.

“Excuse me,” said someone.

Why was she in the aisle?  Why had she left the empty row?  Why had she not exited the auditorium?

Was she putting herself before him?

Did she want him to see her?

Surely not.

If so, why?

How strange is memory!

She was tempted to approach him.  Surely he must be a relation, perhaps even the son, of he whom she had known, so many years before.

It could not be a simple, merely uncanny coincidence, surely not.

There must be some relationship with the other, he from long ago, a cousin, a son, a brother’s son, something.

To be sure, her relationship to him, that of his teacher, she then in her late twenties, in a graduate seminar on gender studies, in which he was one of the few males in the class, had been a strained one.  He had failed to conform.  He had not seemed to understand the nature of the class, which was to selectively and unilaterally propagandize a view, or, better, to raise the consciousness of such as he.  She had failed him, of course, for his consciousness had not been raised.  That could be told from a number of perspectives.  He had not accepted her pronouncements without question, though they were, for the most part, merely being relayed by her, almost verbatim, from the dicta of various scholar activists in the movement, women who had devoted their lives to the promulgation of a political agenda.  He had pointed out the weaknesses and failures of a number of studies she had favorably cited, and had, worse, brought to the attention of the class a considerable number of other studies of which she would have preferred to have had the class remain in ignorance.  Too, she herself had been unfamiliar with many of these other studies, not having encountered them in approved gender literature, which, also, it seemed, had ignored them.  The tenor of these various studies, or of most of them, clearly inveighed against the simplicities and dogmatisms of the propositions to which the students were expected to subscribe.  His questions, too, were unacceptable, inviting her to explain the universal manifestation in all cultures of embarrassing constants, such as patriarchy, male status attainment and male dominance in male/female relationships.  When she tried to cite cultures in which these properties were allegedly absent, he would inquire into the original source materials, the original ethnological accounts, and show how the constants were indeed acknowledged, even insisted upon, in the primary sources, though that might not have been clear from a sentence here and a sentence there, a paragraph here, and a paragraph there, judiciously excised from its context.  The semester was a nightmare.  Even militant young women eager to hear men criticized and denounced, who had taken the course to be confirmed in their ideological commitments, who had anticipated having a ritualistic quasi-religious experience, were confused.  What they had enrolled to hear, and wanted to hear, and demanded to hear, was not what they heard.  Some of them blamed her for not replying adequately.  They had been angry.  It had been humiliating.  She had little with which to respond to simple, clear points having to do with fetal endocrinological hormonalization studies, hormonal inoculation studies, animal studies, and such, let alone the overwhelming cultural evidence with which she was confronted.  She insisted, of course, on the irrelevance of biology, the insignificance of human nature, if it might, in some trivial sense, exist, the importance of ignoring millions of years of evolutionary history, the meaninglessness of genes, of inherited behavioral templates, and such.  But the semester, by then, was muchly lost.  How she hated a student who thought, who criticized, who challenged!  Did he not know he was there not to question but to learn, or subscribe?  He could have had at least the courtesy of pretending a hypocritical conversion to the prescribed doctrine.  Others did, surely.  One supposes he could have done as much, but he had not.  Politeness, if not prudence, would have seemed to recommend such a course.  She insisted on the importance of social artifacts, for example that men and women were not natural beings, but mere social artifacts, the manufactured products of culture and conditioning, that that was all.  He had then asked for an explanation, or speculation, as to why all cultures, without exception, had designed their social artifacts in exactly such a way as to produce the various constants at issue.  Since the most obvious, simplest, uniform, universal explanation for this fact would seem to be congruence with biological predispositions, with human biogenetic templates, she had dismissed the question as naive and pointless.  She had declined to clarify why the question had been naive or pointless.  Lastly, she had insisted, in anger and confusion, on fashionable postmodernistic analyses, on the alleged social aspect of, and role of, “truth,” as a weapon of ideological warfare, on the right of the scholar activist to alter, conceal, suppress, invent and falsify in order to comply with political requirements, that “truth” must be politicized, that propaganda must have priority, that one must practice the pragmatics of intimidation, that reality, objectivity, truth, and such, were only deplorable inventions, manufactured by men to oppress women, and such.  He then asked her, if this were her view, if her earlier assertions, and such, had surrendered any possible claim to objective truth, and might be dismissed as mere propaganda.  She refused to respond to the question.  He then asked her if her general views on truth itself, its alleged subservience to political ends, its relativity, subjectivity, or such, were themselves true, or not.  Did she claim that her theory of truth, that there was no objective truth, was itself objectively true, or not?  Again she ignored the question.  She looked away from him, dismissing him, and his questions, and addressed herself to others in the class, inquiring into their views of an assigned reading.  After the class she detained him, to speak with him alone.  “Why have you taken this class?” she asked.  He had shrugged, looking down upon her.  Now, it seemed, it was his turn not to answer her question.  How she then hated men, and him!  He was so large, she felt so small, almost insignificant, almost intimidated, before him.  She was older than he, of course.  She, at that time, was in her late twenties.  He may have been in his early twenties.  This difference in age, as well as her status as the instructor, should have given her dominance in this encounter.  That she knew.  But, oddly, it did not seem to do so.  He seemed muchly different from other students.  Suddenly, unaccountably, before him, she felt strange, unusual sensations, which seemed to swell upward through her body, permeating, suffusing it.  She had never felt exactly this way before.  She felt suddenly weak, delicious and helpless.  She put her head down, and she knew that her face and under her chin, and the very upper part of her throat, and her hands, and the exposed parts of her body, all of it not covered by the tight, severe, mannish, professional garb she affected for teaching, the dark suit, and the severely cut white blouse, buttoned rather high, closely, about her neck, had suddenly turned crimson.  Heat, and confusion, welled within her.  She drew herself up, angrily.  “You may leave,” she informed him.  He turned away, and left.  He had not taken the midterm examination, and he did not, of course, take the final examination.  With a clear conscience, and with not a small sense of pleasure, she filled in the grade report at the end of the semester with a failing grade for him.  She was pleased that he had taken no examinations.  She did not think that he had been afraid to do so.  Perhaps, she wondered, from time to time, to her irritation, if he had not regarded her as competent to examine him.  There were certainly many facts indicating that he deserved to fail the course, his questions and recalcitrance, for example.  Too, clearly, he had failed to meet the most important requirement of the course, the adoption of its ideological viewpoint.  Certainly his consciousness had not been “raised.”  That could be told from, if nothing else, how he had looked at her in class.  How uneasy he had made her feel, though his face was almost expressionless.  She suspected that that was why he had registered for the class, why he had taken the course.  It was not because of the subject matter, which he doubtless found less than congenial, and with which he had little brief, but because of her.  He had come to see her, she.  That had been most clear, though suspected constantly throughout the semester, that day she had called him forward to the desk after class, the last day he attended class.  No, his consciousness had not been “raised.”  That could be told from the way he had looked at her.  She had never been looked at like that before.

It was with great satisfaction, and with no small bit of pleasure, that she had assigned him his failing grade.

So many years ago!

It could not be he, of course, seemingly so young, after all these years.  But the coincidence was unsettling.  The resemblance was remarkable.

It had been a performance of Richard Strauss’s Salomé, based on a short story by Oscar Wilde.  The lead role had been sung by a famous Italian soprano, a visiting artist.  The performance had been by the older, and most famous, of the two major opera companies in the city.  Both are fine companies, and either, in her view, would have been capable of mounting splendid productions of the work performed.  She wonders if the preceding few sentences will be excised from the manuscript, as perhaps too revealing, or if they, perhaps in their amusement, will permit them to remain, perhaps as an intriguing, almost insolent detail.  She does not know.

She was alone, as she often was, not that she did not have friends, colleagues, professional associates, and such.  She was invited to parties, occasionally, her academic post assured that, and was the recipient of various academic courtesies, received reprints, invitations to participate in colloquia, and such.  She had never married, and had never had a serious relationship with a male.  Her background, training and scholarship had not been conducive to such relationships.  She was regarded as severe, inhibited, cool, intellectual, professional.  She no longer found herself attractive.  The beauty she had once professed to scorn, and had upon occasion demeaned, was faded, if not gone, and was missed.  She was idolized by young feminists, and regarded by some in the “movement” as an ideal, as presenting a superlative role model for young women.  She feared men, for no reason she clearly understood, and distanced herself from them.  When younger she had repelled the occasional advances of men, partly by habit, partly by disposition, sometimes because of a sense of the inferiority of the sort of men, professed male feminists, for example, who were most likely to approach her, plaintively assuring her of their profound sense of guilt for their maleness and their wholehearted support for her ideological commitments.  And she was terrified by virile men, but few of them had seemed to find her of any interest; some such, who might have found her of interest, she had fled from in a sense, discouraging them, treating them with contempt, trying to chill and demean them.  She had sensed, you see, that their intentions might have been physical, at least in part, and thus to be resisted and deplored.  It was rather as though, if they were interested in her as a woman, their intentions could not be honorable, and she rejected, and feared, them; and if they were such that she had little doubt of the honorableness of their intentions, she had found them inferior, despicable, repulsive, hypocritical and boring.  She had, through the years, thus, dutifully preserved the independence and integrity of her personness.  As her body grew older, and began to dry, and wither, and tire, and began to regard her ever more reproachfully, and sadly, in the mirror, and she went through her change of life, which had been a terrible and troubling time for her, in her loneliness, and in her lack of love and children, she remained aloof, severe, unsexual, professional, virginal.  She realized she was growing old, and was alone.  She was disappointed with her life.  And she saw nothing much before her to look forward to.  She insisted to herself, naturally, that she was happy, content, and had no regrets.  She insisted on that, angrily in her privacy drying gainsaying tears.  What else could she dare to say to herself?  What else could such as she tell themselves, in private, grievous, insistent moments?  One could scarcely acknowledge an emptiness, a whole frightening, oppressive, looming reproach on a misspent life; it was not well to look into the emptiness, the threatening abyss, the void, and, too, she assured herself, such things, the void, and such, being nothing, could not even exist.  And yet few things existed more obdurately, more outspokenly, more terribly, deeply within her, than that silent, vocal, unrepudiable, proclamatory, denunciatory nothingness.  It seems clear that she, despite what she would tell herself, despite the lies, the carefully constructed, defensive fabrications with which she sought to delude herself, had many regrets, a great many sources of sadness, that there was in her much that was only half articulated, or scarcely sensed, much that was hidden, much concealed and put aside as too painful to be recognized, so much that she refused to face, and yet which, upon occasion, would visit her in the loneliness of her night, as her head lay thrust against its pillow, whispering in her ear that what might have been could now no longer be, or, upon occasion, it would reveal itself to her, in her mirror, as she looked upon the image of a weeping, aging woman.  But she did not suppose, really, that she, in such respects, was much different from many others.  What was there, truly, for she, and others, such as she, to look forward to?  Another honor, another paper published, another conference attended, another point made, another small dinner, prepared by herself, another lonely evening in the apartment?

He was getting up now, and assisting his companion with her wrap.  How she hated that young woman for some reason, the blond-haired, simple, surely stupid-looking one, how could he be interested in her, and yet there was a certain something about her, in the fullness of her lush, painted lips, how frightful, she used make-up, the sweet width but suggested softness of her shoulders, the roundedness of her bared forearms, something animal-like there, and, in her way of carrying herself, even sensual, primitive.  Doubtless she granted him sexual favors, the whore, the slut!  And he so naive and undisciplined as to accept them, to permit her to be such, not to call her to her higher self, had she one, and reform her, if it were possible with such as she!  She had no right to be with one such as he!  She was not an intellectual!  Surely she knew nothing!  Yet there was a vitality, and sensuousness, about her, and consider that vital, well-curved figure, even buxom, so animal-like, one of the sort which might attract lower men, or perhaps even excite unwary, better men in moments of weakness, men were so weak, and note that movement of the shoulders, just then, and, there, now, that way of looking about, over her shoulder, that cunning motion which might deter them from noting the absence of cultivated, worthy personness.

How she hated the woman!

When the woman turned about, she seemed for a moment surprised to find herself the object of such a regard, one so disapproving, so severe.  Then the lips of the younger woman curled and her eyes flickered for an instant with amusement.  Perhaps she had met such gazes before from such as the older woman, gazes, and stares, and such, perhaps of envy, hatred, and hostility, the cold, fixed gazes and stares of women whose youth and beauty were behind them, and who seemed to wish to do little now but resent and castigate, and scorn, the possessors of the treasures now forever lost to themselves, the pleasures, fruits and ecstasies of which they, in their own time, had been denied, or had denied themselves; perhaps they had been the unwitting victims of politically motivated secular asceticisms; perhaps they had been tricked out of their own birthright, having been led to accept a voluntary unrealized incarceration, taught to make themselves  miserable, grieving, self-congratulating prisoners, required to pretend to contentment within the bars, within the cold walls, of an inhibitory value system; perhaps they were merely the unhappy, cruelly shaped, psychologically deformed products of an engineered apparatus, one designed to take natural organisms, bred for open fields, and grass and sunlight, and force them into the prepared, procrustean niches of a pervasive, self-perpetuating, invisible social mechanism, into a titanic, neuteristic architecture of human deprivation, and social expediency.

The younger woman was then coming up the aisle, toward the exit.

How their eyes had locked together for that moment, the eyes of the older woman bright with hatred, and cold hostility, the eyes of the younger woman sparkling with a secure, insouciant amusement.

The older woman had seen in that moment that the eyes of the younger, those of the charming, stupid-looking slut, as she saw her, were blue.  Her hair then might be naturally blond, not that that mattered in the least.  She was a low sort.  Her hair was long, rich, and silky, the sort in which a man’s hands might idly play.  It was probably dyed, false, dyed!  She had no right to be with such a man!

The young man had followed his companion into the aisle.

Their eyes met, and the older woman shrank back.  She trembled.  She almost  fell.  She turned and seized the top of a seat, with both hands, to steady herself.  It seemed the same!  He was so close!  The resemblance was uncanny, shocking, indescribable.

He looked at her with no sign of recognition.

“Excuse me,” he said, and moved about her.

The voice, she thought.  It is the same!  The same!  But it could not be the same, of course.  Yet it seemed so much the same!

He was moving away.

Unaccountably, unable to restrain herself, she hurried after him, and pathetically seized at his sleeve.

He turned about, seeming puzzled.

She stammered.  “Did you enjoy the performance?  I thought I once knew someone like you.  Long ago!”

“Do I know you?” he asked.

“Do you, do you?” she begged.

“Are you well?” he asked.

“Yes, yes,” she stammered.  “I just wondered if you enjoyed the performance.”

“Why?” he asked.

“I thought I knew you,” she whispered, “I mean, someone like you, once, long ago.”

“It was adequate,” he remarked.  “I must be going now.  My friend will be waiting.”

“I thought the performance was powerful,” she whispered.

He shrugged, the same shrug, it seemed!

“Do you attend the opera often?” she asked, pressingly.

“Sometimes,” he said.  “Next Saturday we may see the new staging of La Bohème.”

A husband and wife, interestingly, were to sing Rodolfo and Mimi in that production.

“Good-day,” he said, and turned away, moving toward the exit.

She felt herself a fool, and how annoyed he must have been, though his demeanor was the image of forbearance and courtesy itself.  Perhaps, she thought, she should run after him, to apologize, she, in her fifties, and despite her status as an academician, one not unknown in her field, surely one with suitable publications, one with, too, impeccable credentials.  But that would not do, of course.  She should not run after him.

It was only an oddity, a coincidence, something to be forgotten by tomorrow.

But she did hurry after him, not to approach him, of course.

That would not have done, at all.  But, somehow, she did not want to lose sight of him.  She did not understand the importance of this to her, or fully, but doubtless it had to do with the oddity of the resemblance, so remarkable, to the student, from so many years ago, he who was never forgotten, he who was recollected with ever fresh humiliation and anger, but, too, invariably, with fascination.  This was at least, she told herself, a small mystery, whose denouement, however predictable and disappointing, might prove to be of interest.

In the outer lobby she was momentarily disconcerted, even frightened, that he was gone.  But then she saw him to one side, waiting to buy an opera book, an account of the history and staging of the piece.  His companion was waiting some yards away, looking toward the exit.

She approached the younger woman.  It did not seem courageous to do so, but, somehow, necessary.  She would have been terrified to approach the young man again, after their first interlude, for beneath the facade of his politeness there had seemed a subtle severity and power in him, but the other was merely a woman, and she did not much care what transpired between them.  It was as though the blond woman did not really matter in these things, save in so far as she might prove useful.

She would later revise her view on these matters.

“Excuse me,” said the older woman, approaching the blond, younger woman, she holding her wrap about her.  How well she stood, how well-figured she was, thought the older woman, with a touch of envy.  That was doubtless the sort of body that men might seek.  She herself, the older woman, in her youth, had not been so large, so buxom.  She had been small, and delicate, and exquisitely, but not amply, figured.  She had been sometimes thought of as “dainty,” but she hated that word, which seemed so demeaning, so minimizing.  It had suggested that she might be no more than a biological, sexual confection of sorts, a bit of fluff, of interest perhaps, but unimportant, negligible in a way, as a human being.  She had once thought of ballet, when she was quite young, before being brought in her young majority into the higher, sterner duties and understandings of the movement.  But, too, she had been, in her way, interestingly, though not buxom, or obtrusively so, a bit too excitingly figured for that.  Small as she was, and slim as she had been, there had been no doubt about, in its lovely proportions, the loveliness of her bosom, the narrowness of her waist, the delightful, flaring width of her hips, the sweetness of her thighs.  She was, as thousands, and millions of others, though perhaps a bit short, and a little slim, a normal human female, of a sort greedily selected for in countless generations of matings and prizings.  So, it seems, she was neither excessively buxom, nor, neither, tall, linear, flat-chested and boyish, a variety often praised and recommended for imitation in cultures which encourage the denial or blurring of sexual differences.  Rather, she was much like most women, the normal human female, though perhaps a little shorter, and a tiny bit slimmer, that of course on the brink of her early womanhood and beauty.

The fact that she might have bit a little shorter, and a little lighter, a little slimmer, than many women had given her from a very early age a deep, internal understanding, more than that of many other women, of the size and power of men.  To be sure, this can be brought home to all women, and with perfection.

The blond woman turned about, surprised.

“I am very sorry to disturb you,” said the older woman.  “I didn’t mean to stare in the theater.  Please forgive me.  But I am sure I have seen your friend before, or, rather, I mean I am sure that I have seen someone very much like him, long ago.  There must be, there might be, it seems possible there might be, a relationship.  Perhaps he is a son of my former friend, of many years ago, or such.  I am sorry to trouble you about this, but I am very curious about this matter.”

The blonde regarded her, coldly.

“I’m sorry,” said the older woman, “but I wonder if I might trouble you for his name?”

“I do not know you,” said the blonde, and turned away.

“I’m sorry,” said the older woman, “very sorry.”

The older woman backed away, chagrined, embarrassed, and mingled in the crowd, trying to be unobtrusive, mixing in with milling patrons, with those dallying in the lobby, with those waiting for friends, or perhaps for arranged transportation.

The young man returned to his companion, and she must have said something to him, doubtless annoyed, for he looked in the direction of the older woman, who instantly looked away, pretending to busy herself with nearby posters, that their eyes not meet.

The couple then made their way through the exit to the sidewalk outside.

As they left, the older woman watched them, shaken.  Then she noticed that, about the left ankle of the blonde, there was a bandage, wrapped tightly there, in several layers.  Doubtless she had sustained an ankle injury, though her gait did not seem affected.  Oddly, it seemed that something like a ring, or ridge, might lie beneath the bandage.  That was suggested by the closeness of the bandage to the ankle at the top and bottom and its widening out, or bulging a little, in the center.  The ring, or ridge, seemed to encircle the ankle, and, whatever it was, it was fully concealed by the bandage.  Doubtless it was a medical device of some sort, designed to strengthen, to lend support to, the injured ankle.

The older woman followed the couple from the theater discretely, hovering near them, hoping to hear an informative remark, or an address given to the driver of a cab.  But the couple stepped into a limousine, a long, dark limousine with darkened windows, which drew near with their appearance outside the theater, its door then opened by a deferential, uniformed chauffeur.  The young woman ascended into the dark recesses of the limousine.  She did so with a subtle, natural elegance.  The older woman saw again the bandage on her ankle, it in odd contrast with the class and quality of her couture.  The young man followed her into the vehicle.  He must be rich, she thought.  Suddenly she feared that they might be married.  But there had been no ring on her finger.  But then perhaps, in accord, with her own ideology, and such, the blond woman might have scorned to accommodate herself to such demeaning, restrictive and obsolescent conventions.  Then she wondered if she might be rich, and not he.  But that could not be.  She had seen him, and how he looked upon her, and, in his way, gently, but with an undercurrent of iron, had sheltered, commanded and guided her.  There was no doubt that he was dominant in the relationship, totally dominant, powerfully so, unquestioningly so, even frighteningly so.

The driver politely closed the door, took his place in the vehicle, and they drove away.

She looked after them, and then hurried to the ticket window, to buy a ticket, as near as possible to the same seat as she had had today, for the performance of La Bohème next Saturday.


3

How She Awakened in a Strange Room;
She Finds That She Has Been Ankleted

She stirred, uneasily.

She kept her eyes closed, fearing that if she opened them the room might turn slowly, surely, patiently, mockingly, about her.  She lay there, under the covers, for the moment, half conscious, not feeling well, utterly disoriented, groggy, lethargic, affected as though with some indefinable, eccentric, disconcerting malaise.  This was doubtless an aftereffect of the chemical which had been taken into her system, though that was not clear to her at the time.  She twisted about, a little, softly moaning, a tiny whimper, protestingly.  Surely she was in her own bed.  But it seemed oddly deep, somehow too soft, for her simple bed.  Her head ached, dully; she still felt tired; she was weary; she was unwilling to awaken.  She lay there for a time, trying not to move, wanting to again lose consciousness, she felt so miserable.  She desired to return to the favoring, understanding, redemptive kindness, the supposed security, of sleep.  But, after a bit, despite what would have been her choice, her deeper subjectivity, anxiously, frightened, seemingly more informed than she herself, calling out, began to make itself heard; it seems then that her consciousness, patiently, insistently, responding, began little by little to overcome her resistance, the misery and weariness of her fifty-eight-year-old body, and reassert itself, groping ever nearer the doors of awareness.

She opened her eyes and cried out, suddenly, in consternation.

Clearly she was not in her own bedroom, in her apartment.

She sat up, abruptly, gasping, in the deep, soft, luxurious, strange bed, and put her hands swiftly to her own body.  She wore what must be, or was similar to, a hospital gown, such as that with which patients are familiar, or those awaiting examinations in the offices of their physicians.  It was all she wore, save for one unimportant, negligible exception of which she, in her consternation, in her immediate concerns, was unaware at the time.

From the bed, sitting upright upon it, half under the covers, she looked about, wildly, for her clothing.  There was no sign of it.

The room itself seemed elegant, almost rococo, with a high ceiling.  There were carved moldings, a marble floor, a sparkling chandelier, lit.  There were no windows.  There was one door, paneled, flanked by pilasters.  There was a chair in the room, surely an antique, or similar to such, delicate, elegant, richly upholstered.  There was a mirror to one side, in which she saw herself, beside herself with consternation, in the simple, severe, white, starched garment.  She put her hand to her head swiftly.  Her hair had been loosened and, it seemed, trimmed, and shortened.  She had been thinking of having it trimmed, but not shortened to that extent, but had not had it attended to.  She had tended to be a bit careless, and a little dilatory, in matters pertaining to her appearance.  But later that would not be permitted to her.  Commonly she wore her hair up, tightly bound in a bun at the back.  That had suited her professional image, and had been a part of her strategy to proclaim and make manifest her independence, and personness, and to distance herself from males, to chill them, and warn them away, to show them that she did not need them and despised them, those insensitive, boorish, lustful others, her enemies.  She had not worn her hair in this fashion, that short, rather at her nape, since she was a girl.  Against the wall there were a highboy, and two chests.  She considered the bed in which she seemed so improbable an occupant.  It was large, deep and luxurious, the sort of bed on which a sovereign might have sported with concubines, or a virile king with his pet courtesans.  It had four sturdy, massive posts.  The first thought which flared into her mind, though she forced it away immediately, in terror, was that it was a bed on which might be spread-eagled a woman, wrists and ankles bound to their respective posts.  To be sure, they could not, for the size of the bed, have had fair limbs fastened directly against the dark wood of the posts themselves.  The ropes, fastened to the posts, would have to lead to, say, a yard away in each case, the wrists and ankles of their captive.

She hurried in horror from the surface of that great bed, from the whispering of its softness, the intimations of its posts, from its decadent suggestions of ecstatic, unbelievable pleasures imposed mercilessly, perhaps even curiously, or indifferently, on helpless, writhing victims.

She felt the shock of the cool marble floor on her feet, and realized that she was, of course, barefooted.  She looked about for slippers, or footwear of some sort, but detected none.

She moaned, angrily.

Then, suddenly, she cried out in dismay, and backed toward the bed, until she felt its obdurate, solid frame against the back of her thighs, beneath the gown, which could be opened from the back.  She sat back, disbelievingly, on the bed, on the discarded, unruly covers.

She looked down at her ankle, her left ankle.

On it there was a narrow, but sturdy band, or ring.  Swiftly she drew her feet up on the bed, and sat there, at its edge.  She reached to the object, to unclasp it from her ankle.  To her amazement she could not open it.  She turned it, as she could, a little, on her ankle, searching for the simple catch, or spring, which, at a touch, would release it.  There was clearly a hinge, and a catch, but, too, there was a locking area, with an aperture, for a tiny key.  She jerked at the device, trying to remove it from her ankle.  She could not do so.  She realized, with anger, and a sinking feeling, that its removal was not in her power, that the device had been closed, and locked.  It was locked on her.

Irrationally she thrust down at it, trying to force it from her ankle.  She wept.  Her ankle was bruised.  The grasp of the device was close, obdurate and perfect.  She realized that such a device had not been designed to be removed by its wearer.  The wearer of such a device has no choice in these matters.  The wearer must await in such matters the pleasure of another.

There seemed to be some marks on the band, or ring, tiny marks, marks intentionally inscribed, clearly, but they were in no script with which she was familiar.

She saw herself in the mirror, her image reflected from across the room, she sitting on the bed, with her knees drawn up, her left ankle toward the mirror, the gown up about her knees.

Hurriedly she drew down the gown, though not so much as to cover the ring on her ankle, which she continued to regard in the mirror, and herself.

In the instant before she had drawn the gown down she had seen her calves in the mirror, and, to her surprise, to her fear, and with perhaps an unwilling, sudden moment of apprehensive pleasure, she realized that there was still there in her body, even now, a turn of roundedness, and softness, about them.  They were still, even now, even in her present age, obviously the calves of a female, and perhaps those of one once not altogether unpleasant to look upon, even in the deplorable physical sense, and she did not think them unattractive.

She sat there, then, for a moment, regarding herself, the gown now modestly drawn downward, but the steel still visible in the mirror.

Then she drew the gown upward a tiny bit, the better to see the device, she told herself.

Then, hurriedly, she drew it down again.

She regarded herself in the great mirror.

She saw herself.

She did not understand where she was, or what had been done to her.  She did know that she was in a strange bed, in a strange room, and in a strange garment.

She regarded herself in the mirror.

She was ankleted.

But Much Remained Still Unclear
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How Certain Things Were Explained to Her,
But Much Remained Still Unclear

“I thought you were awake,” he said, looking up from the desk.  “I thought I heard you cry out, a bit ago, from within.”

She stood in the threshold of the bedroom, having emerged from it, now facing the room outside.

“Where am I?” she cried.  “What am I doing here?  What is the meaning of this?  Where are my clothes?  Why am I dressed like this?”

“Did you enjoy the performance of La Bohème?” he asked.

She looked about the room, frightened, tears burning in her eyes.  The room seemed rather officelike, and there were shelves of books about the walls, and certain curios here and there, and occasional meaningless bric-a-brac, or so one supposes, and some filing cabinets, some office machinery, diverse paraphernalia, some chairs.

There was no window in the room, but it was well lit, indirectly.

“I want my clothes!” she said.

“You may inquire later about your clothing, but not now,” he said.

The blond-haired, blue-eyed woman, to whom the older woman had taken such an instant dislike, whom she had scorned as so simple, so unworthy of the male, the one who had accompanied him to the performances, and had been his companion in the limousine, she who seemed so vital, so alive, so sensuous, who was so insolently, so excitingly figured, who was so primitive, so sensual that she seemed little more than a luscious, beautiful, well-curved animal designed by nature to stimulate and satisfy with perfection the lowest, the most basic and the most physical needs of powerful, inconsiderate men, was also in the room.  Oddly, in spite of the fact that there were chairs in the room, she was kneeling, beside the desk.  She wore a brief, silken, scarlet, diaphanous gown.  It left little to conjecture of, concerning her beauty.  The older woman enjoyed looking down upon her, seeing her there on her knees, so garbed.  Hostility, like cold wire, was taut between the women.

The young man rose from behind the desk, and drew a chair toward the desk, placing it before the desk.

“Please seat yourself,” he invited the older woman.

“You will let her sit?” cried the woman kneeling beside the desk.

He turned a sharp glance upon the speaker, and, suddenly, her entire demeanor changed, and she trembled, shrinking down, making herself small, and holding her head down.

“Tutina, it seems, forgot herself,” said the young man.  “I apologize.  Do not fear.  She will be disciplined.”

So ‘Tutina’, then, thought the older woman, is the name of that stupid tart!  It seemed an odd name, an unfamiliar sort of name, but it did not seem inappropriate for one such as she, one who was so elementally, so simplistically, so reductively female.  The older woman did not understand the meaning of the reference to “discipline,” but something in that word, seemingly in its very sound, terrified her.  Did it suggest that the woman’s femininity, the very principle of her femininity, was somehow uncompromisingly subjected to his masculinity, to the very principle of his masculinity?

The young man then turned again, affably, toward the older woman, indicating the chair.

Clearly the blonde was frightened.

The older woman, too, was frightened, for she had seen his glance.  She looked about, wildly.

“There is no telephone in the room,” he said.

“I shall scream,” whispered the older woman, knowing she would not do so.

“It would do you no good,” the young man said.  “We are in an isolated dwelling, on a remote estate.”

There was another door in the room, other than that which led in from the bedroom.  Suddenly, awkwardly, she fled toward it, and flung it open.  Outside two men, large, unpleasant looking men, one of them the chauffeur, rose suddenly from chairs, blocking her way.

She shrank back.

“Do you want her stripped and bound, and thrown to your feet?” inquired the chauffeur.

“No,” said the young man, agreeably.

“She wears the anklet,” said the chauffeur.

“That will be all,” said the young man to the chauffeur, and then the chauffeur and his companion drew back, chastened, deferentially closing the door behind them.  “Please,” said the young man to the older woman, gently, indicating the chair he had placed before the desk.

She stood before the chair.

“I searched in the all the drawers, and the chests, in the bedroom,” she cried, “and my clothes were not there!  Then I came out.”

“Dressed as you are,” said the young man.

“Yes,” she whispered.

“I had thought you might have wrapped yourself in a sheet, or comforter, or such,” he smiled.

“I shall go back and do so,” she said.

“You have chosen to present yourself as you are, and you will remain clad as you are,” he said.

The blond woman looked up from her knees, a tiny smile on her lips.

“I want my clothing,” said the older woman.

“I told you that you might inquire later about your clothing, not now,” said the young man, evenly.

“This is all I have on!” protested the older woman, indicating the starched, white, stiff gown, so simple, so antiseptic, in its appearance.  It was substantially open in the back, save for two ties, one at the back of the neck and another at the small of the back.

“Not all, actually,” said the young man.

She looked down at her left ankle.  “Remove this horrid thing from my ankle!” she demanded.

“It is certainly not horrid,” he said.  “It is actually quite attractive.  It sets your ankle off very nicely.  Indeed your ankle looks as though it might have been made to be encircled by such a ring.  Do not concern yourself with it.  The steel, circling closely about the flesh, is indisputably lovely, as well as, independently, of course, quite meaningful.”

Tears sprang to her eyes.

“You are not alone,” he said.  He turned to Tutina, who was now, as he stood, to his left.  “Anklet!” he snapped.

Instantly she turned about, sinuously, and, half lying, half kneeling, extended her left leg, gracefully, toward the older woman, her knee slightly bent, her toes pointed, extending the line of her well-curved calf.  There, on her ankle, there was a similar ring.

The older woman gasped, in misery.  Did this mean that she, somehow, now shared some status, or condition, with that other woman, that trivial, simple, stupid, hated, beautiful Tutina?  Surely not!  Too, she now understood the meaning of the bandage which had been worn by Tutina to both performances.  It was to conceal the device on her ankle, which had not been removed.  It seemed that Tutina might be no more capable than she of removing the device, and, too, that she might be kept within it much as a matter of course.  Too, the older woman was alarmed, and troubled, by the sudden, prompt, immediate, graceful response of Tutina to the utterance “Anklet!”  It was as though she had been trained to present the device for easy view, and immediately, gracefully, beautifully, upon the utterance of that word, which, it seemed, constituted an understood, familiar command.  Lastly the older woman sensed, from the sharpness with which the command had been issued, that the young man was not pleased with Tutina.  That doubtless went back to Tutina’s protest when the young man had invited her to seat herself.  The older woman suspected that the young man might recall this lapse, if lapse it was, to Tutina when they were alone.  Certainly, after the incident, Tutina had appeared to be uneasy, and perhaps apprehensive.

The older woman recalled that the young man had made a casual reference to “discipline.”  She had not understand the reference, but, somehow, it had frightened her.  She recalled that the reference had been made easily, almost in passing, treating it as though it might be something unimportant, something trivial, a mere matter of course, something to be simply taken for granted.

But the blonde, Tutina, had not taken the matter so lightly.  She had been clearly frightened.  Even now she was clearly frightened.

The young man snapped his fingers, and Tutina swirled back to her original position, and kept her head down.

“There is some sort of marking on the thing,” said the older woman, looking down, to her own ankle.

“Do not concern yourself with it,” he said.  “It is a reference number, yours, in our records.”

“Who undressed me?  Who put me in this gown?” asked the older woman, frightened.

“Tutina,” said the young man.

She glanced at the blond woman, who then, lifting her head, smiled up at her, knowingly, scornfully.  No longer then, at that moment, did Tutina seem timid.  To be sure, she was then relating to the older woman, not to the young man.

The older woman flushed, and then, in embarrassment, closed her eyes briefly, and then opened them, looking down, angrily, toward the rug.  Vaguely she recognized that it seemed to be an oriental rug, and might, she speculated, be of considerable value.

How amused must the blond woman, Tutina, have been, she thought, when she removed her clothing and would then compare her own abundant, vital, provocative riches with the worn, slack, tired, withered, pathetic, impoverished form which, helpless and unconscious, lay before her.  She would then presumably, turning the old form about, have proceeded to see that it was once again concealed, though now perhaps, to her amusement, in such a reductive, simple, thin, single, embarrassing, uniform, meaningless, dehumanizing cover.

“I want my clothing,” said the older woman.  She touched the gown.  “I do not want to wear this,” she said.

“You would not think twice about it, if you were in the office of an examining physician,” said the young man.

“I do not want to wear it!” she said.

“You may remove it,” said the young man.

“No!” she said, frightened.

The young man smiled.

“I have no money, no wealth, I have no family, no loved ones, nothing, you can get no ransom for me!  I mean nothing to anyone!  I am a mature, middle-aged, woman.  You can have no interest in me.  It is not as though I were young and lovely!  What can you want of me?  There is nothing I can do for you!”

Again he smiled.

“I do not understand!” she said.

He did not respond to her.

“Monster!” she wept.

“Perhaps, perhaps more than you know,” he mused.

“Release me!” she begged.

“Please be seated,” he said.

“Release me!” she said, imperiously, coldly, drawing her small frame up to its full height, summoning all the rigor, all the severity, of which she was capable.

How she would have terrified weak men, administrators, colleagues, and such, by the presentation of such a fierce mien, suggesting implacable resolution, and full readiness to have instant and embarrassing recourse to various devices, procedures, pressures, laws and institutions engineered to impose the will of such as she, with the full force of the coercive apparatus of a captured state, upon the community at large.

“Do not try my patience,” said the young man.  “Sit there.”

“No!” she said.

“You will sit there, clothed,” he said, “or you will kneel here,” he indicating at the same time a place to the side, on the rug, “naked, before me.”

“I have a Ph.D.,” she quavered.  “In gender studies!”

“You are a stupid bitch,” he said.  “The choice is yours.”

She sat down, quickly, and turned a bit to the side, keeping her legs closely together, moving the gown down, as she could, to protect herself.

“I am not stupid,” she said weakly.

“No, I suppose not,” he said, irritably.  “Indeed, in some respects, you are extremely intelligent.  If you were not, you would not be of interest to us.  But, in other respects, it seems you are incredibly stupid.

“But I suppose,” he said, “you will prove capable of learning.”  He glanced down at Tutina, kneeling to his left.  “What do you think, Tutina?” he asked.

“I am sure she will learn quickly,” said Tutina, her head down.

The young man returned his attention to the older woman.  “Interesting, how you sit,” he said.

She looked at him, puzzled.

“I thought that subscribers to your ideology methodologically affected bellicose facades of what they mistakenly believe to be masculine body language, for example, leaning back, and throwing the legs apart, indicating, supposedly, their masculinity, and openness, their lack of inhibitions, and such, their repudiation of femininity, for feminists seem to seek to be the least feminine of all their gender.  And yet you sit there in a manner undisguisedly, and, I suspect, naturally feminine.”

She held her knees the more tightly together, and trembled.  She felt so open, and vulnerable.  She did not care what he thought!  Perhaps it was because the gown was all she had to shield her body from his gaze.  Too, it was muchly open in the back.  Or, perhaps, it was because she now had a different, frightened sense of herself.  She now wore an anklet.

“How did you enjoy La Bohème?” he asked, rather as he had, earlier.

“I thought it was beautiful,” she whispered.

“I, too,” he said.  “Beautiful!”

She regarded him, helplessly, pathetically.

“There are other forms of song dramas, elsewhere,” he said.  “They, too, are very beautiful.  Perhaps, suitably disguised, or unobtrusively positioned, in order not to produce offense, you might be able to see one, or another, of them.”

“What do you want of me?” she begged.  “Why am I here?  What are you going to do with me?”

“I shall explain a small number of things to you,” he said, “a portion of what I think you are, at present, capable of understanding.  Later, of course, you will learn a great deal more.  Some of what I say may seem surprising to you, even incredible, so I would encourage you, despite your possible impulses to do otherwise, not to interrupt me frequently or inopportunely.  If necessary, I will have Tutina tie your hands behind your back and tape your mouth shut.  Do you understand?”

“Yes,” she whispered.

“First,” he said, “you have been unconscious, for better than forty-eight hours.”

She regarded him, startled.

“That is partly a function of your age,” he said.  “Younger individuals recover considerably more quickly.”

Then there are other individuals, she thought.

She remembered the performance of La Bohème.  As she had planned she had arranged to have a seat for that performance as close as possible to the seat she had occupied for the earlier performance, that of Richard Strauss’s Salomé.  To her delight, the couple, the young man and his companion, too, had had seats comparable to those of the first performance.  Though she had scarcely managed to take her eyes from the couple during the performance, and had sat there, breathing quickly, heart beating rapidly, tense, nervous, excited the whole time, she had had no intention of approaching them again.  She recalled, smartly, her rebuff, earlier, at the hands of the blonde and the civil tolerance, no more than that required by simple courtesy, surely, of the young man.  But, interestingly, to her delight, and alarm, the couple, after the performance, seeming to see her for the first time, had smiled at her, rather as if acknowledging that they had met her before, and pleasantly.  Thus encouraged, feeling almost like a young girl, timid, shy, bashful, almost stammering, she had dared to approach them, ostensibly to chat, inconsequentially, about the performance.  They had permitted her to apologize for her forward actions of some days ago, not that such actions really required any such apology, and had expressed interest in her small observations, and speculations, particularly the young man.  The blonde, though attentive and pleasant, had tended to be somewhat reserved, and, on the whole, had lingered in the background.  That had suited the older woman very well, who did not care in the least for the young man’s companion, whom she viewed as obviously far beneath him, profoundly unworthy of him.  Did he not know that?  The older woman, then pleased with the reticence and, for most practical purposes, the disappearance of the blonde, addressed herself delightedly to the young man, realizing that she was now somehow the center of his attention.  She felt a wondrous warmth, and a strange animation in his presence.  Seldom, it seemed, had she been so voluble, and witty.  Her various allusions, and subtle references, to various matters, performers, and composers, demonstrating how well informed, and how well read, she was, seemed to be instantly understood, and appreciated, by the young man.  His smiles, his expressions of understandings, his tiny sounds, of amusement, and such, at exactly the right moments, encouraged, and thrilled, her.  She found herself basking in his approval, and she wanted, more than anything, it seemed, to please him.  She was elated to be before him, being found pleasing.  How she wanted to win his smile, to impress him!  She hoped that no one who knew her, particularly ideological colleagues, would see her thus, before this large, powerful male, trying to please him.  It was true; she desperately wanted to please him, to be found pleasing by him, despite the fact that he was a mere male, a mere insensitive, boorish, rude male, an enemy.  It was almost, she had felt, as though she were preening herself before him, turning about, showing her feathers, impressing him, and delighting herself in doing so.  It was almost as though she were slyly courting him, and even, though the thought should surely be abhorrent, and offensive, to her, attempting to show herself before him as an attractive member of the opposite sex.  How abhorrent, at her age, at her age, and he a man, the enemy!  And she remembered vaguely, scarcely with full consciousness, and fighting, even in her animation and delight, to keep the insistent glimmerings from rising forcefully and undeniably before her, how, many years ago, she, then in her late twenties, had been the teacher of such a young man, one whom this young man so remarkably resembled.  She recalled, unwillingly, yet with an odd delight, how that young man had troubled her, and how he had watched her, and how she had, she sensed it now, moved before him, and presented herself before him.  She had prepared herself for the classes, eagerly, looking forward to being before him, wanting to impress him, wanting to perform for him.  She had attended to her prim appearance, to her polished, severe mien, to her coiffure.  She had even considered applying lipstick on the days of the class, but had, of course, thought the better of it.  Lipstick was so daringly sensual, worthy of only unworthy women.  But once, daringly, she had worn two light, narrow, golden bracelets on her left wrist, that might sometimes strike together, making a tiny, provocative sound.  He made her terribly uneasy, and yet she was thrilled, undeniably, with the way he watched her, almost without expression.  Many times, as though inadvertently, with no intent, of course, she had turned in such a way as to display the slim, provocative delights of her figure before him.  Once, after such a display, she had seen him smile, knowingly, and he so young!  How furious she had been!  He had misunderstood!  It was inexcusable!  Were there only two in the class?  She sensed now how she had been before him, how she, as a female, had tried to attract him, though, of course, not admitting this in any obvious way to herself, and, indeed, on a fully conscious level, she supposed she might have denied it, doubtless vehemently, except perhaps, in quiet, private moments, when she was alone, when she might perhaps, tears in her eyes, softly kiss her pillow.  She had tried to resist these things, and scorn him, and, upon occasion, demean and defeat him, and humiliate him before the class, utilizing the full authority of her position to do so.  But she had had little success in such endeavors.  Indeed, in exchanges with him, she had often found herself confused, and reeling, almost as though from physical blows.  It was almost as though he had seized her, and thrown her to her belly at his feet, and bound her hand and foot, and then stepped away from her, to look down upon her, she helpless at his feet, no more than a female captive, his to do with as he might please.  She had dreamed, more than once, that he had torn away her prim garmenture and put her on her back on the desk and raped her, while the class looked on, bemused.  Finished, he had thrust her from the desk to the floor, where she had then knelt naked before him, her head down, kissing his feet in gratitude.

“Perhaps you would like to have a drink with us?” he asked.

“Oh, that would be lovely,” she said.  “But perhaps your friend would mind?”  She had supposed that the blonde would indeed mind, of course, but that she would have no choice but, in the situation, to acquiesce with the pretense of graciousness.  This gave the older woman no little pleasure.

“You don’t mind, do you?” asked the young man of his companion.

“Certainly not,” she assured them.

She had not seemed as dismayed as the older woman had hoped she would be.

Outside the theater the young man, not entering the waiting limousine, spoke briefly with the waiting chauffeur, and it drew quietly away from the curb.

In a secluded, upholstered booth, rather toward the back of a nearby, small restaurant, convenient to the theater, the young man ordered.  He ordered a Manhattan, a sweet Manhattan, for the older woman and a Scotch for himself.  “You will have water,” he told his companion.  She looked down, toward the table.  The older woman assumed that she might have some medical condition, or perhaps an allergy to alcohol.  In any event she was to be given water.  The older woman was surprised, too, when the young man had simply ordered for her, too, without asking her what she might prefer.  But she did not question him.  It was he, after all, who was the host.  She might have preferred a tiny glass of white wine, as she scarcely ever drank, but she did not object to his choice.  She found that she desperately wanted to please him.  Too, she sensed in him a kind of power, and will, which might brook no question or test.  Although he seemed to be gentle, thoughtful, and courteous, she was not sure that this was truly he.  She wondered if such things were natural to him.  She wondered if he might not, perhaps in the interest of some cause, be merely concerned to project a semblance of solicitude.  There seemed something frightening about him, something powerful and uncompromising about him.  She could imagine herself naked before him, frightened, on her belly, he with a whip in his hand.  In retrospect she had supposed that he had ordered the dark, sweet drink for her in order that the traces of any unusual ingredient it might contain would be concealed.  But that now seems unlikely to her.  Tassa powder, which was presumably used, as it commonly is in such situations, though doubtless most frequently with younger women, is tasteless, and, dissolved in liquid, colorless.  She now believes that he ordered that drink for her for different reasons, first, to simply impose his will upon her, and that she might, on some level, understand that it was so imposed, and, secondly, that he might, in his amusement, cause her senses to swirl, thus producing a calculated, intended effect within her, and putting her thusly more in his power.  He knew many things about her, many things, she now realizes, and among them he doubtless knew that she drank seldom, if ever, and thus his joke of having her, of her own will, imbibe, to please him, for he knew she desired to please him, for nothing could have been more obvious, a drink much too strong for her.

“Are you well?” he had inquired.

“Yes, yes,” she had smiled.

“I have been thinking,” he said, “about your interest in, your question concerning, my supposed resemblance to someone you once knew.”

“Yes?” she said.  She smiled.  She felt unsteady.

“I may be able to shed some light on that matter,” he said.  “Indeed, perhaps I can introduce you to the individual you have in mind.”

“I knew—knew—it!” she said.  “You must be the son, or a cousin, some nephew, something, some relative!”

“Are you all right?” he asked.

“Yes,” she said.

“I think I can introduce you to him,” he said.

“Oh, I would not want to meet him,” she said.  “I was only curious.  I was just asking.”

“Are you afraid of him?” he asked.

“No,” she said.  “Of course not!”

“Perhaps you should be,” he said.

“What?” she asked.

“Nothing,” he said.

“I will introduce you to him,” he said.

“No, no,” she smiled.  Then she felt him lift her to her feet, and draw her from behind the table, and away from the booth.  She had no intention of resisting and, in any event, it seemed she could not do so.  She recalled the waiter asking after her.  “She is all right,” said the young man.  “We have the car waiting.”  She recalled seeing a bill, of large denomination, several times the amount of the bill, left on the table.  Then she was aware of being helped outside, and, a bit later, she felt herself being placed gently, solicitously, into a long, dark car, the limousine, which had apparently been waiting in the vicinity.  She remembered little more after that, until she awakened, considerably later it seemed, in a strange bed, clad in what seemed to be a hospital or examination gown, and wearing, on her left ankle, a locked steel ring.

 

* * * *

 

“Do you feel well enough for me to continue?” asked the young man.

“Yes,” she said.

“Perhaps a little to eat, and some strong coffee?” said the young man.  “You must be very hungry.”

She held her legs closely together, turned a bit away from him.  She drew the gown more closely about her.  She was pathetic, frightened.

“Tutina!” said the young man.

Swiftly Tutina rose to her feet and hurried from the room.

“Doubtless, as an informed, intelligent person,” said the young man, “you are aware of the existence of many worlds, and the overwhelming statistical probability that many of these, indeed, given the numbers involved, millions of them, are suitable for life as we know it, and that, further, given the nature of chemical evolution, and organic evolution, and natural selections, and such, that there is an overwhelming statistical probability that not only life, but rational life, would exist on many of these worlds, indeed, once again, given the numbers involved, on millions of them.”

She nodded.

“I ask you to believe nothing now,” he said.  “But consider the possibility of alien life forms and exotic, alternative technologies, life forms of incredible intelligence, say, far beyond that of the human, with, at their disposal, enormous powers, the power even to influence, and manipulate, gravity.  With this power, they could, for example, move their planet from star to star, as it seemed appropriate to them, and, when they wished, if they wished, they might conceal its presence gravitationally, by affecting certain fields involved.  Do you understand this, at least as a logical possibility?”

“Yes,” she said.

“Suppose then that human beings might exist, too, on such a planet, perhaps originally brought there for scientific purposes, say, as specimens, or perhaps as curiosities, or perhaps merely in the interests of aesthetics, much as one might plant a garden, putting one flower here and another there, or perhaps as one might stock an aquarium, such things.  Do you understand?”

“Yes,” she said.

“But this seems quite fantastic to you?” he asked.

“Yes,” she said.

“On such a planet,” he said, “presumably the dominant life forms would supervise, to some extent, the technology of human beings.”

“I suppose so,” she said.

“They would not wish, for example, to allow human beings to develop a weaponry which might threaten them, or to develop in such a way as to impair the viability of the planet for organic life, such things.”

“I suppose not,” she whispered.

At this point Tutina, carrying a tray, in her brief silk, and anklet, followed by one of the two men who had been outside, entered the room.  The man behind her carried a small table, which he put down, before the older woman.  Tutina, then, placed the tray on the table.  On the tray, tastefully arranged, with napkins, was a plate of small pastries, a saucer and cup, some sugars and creams, some spoons, and a small pot of coffee.

The man who had brought the table withdrew.

Tutina regarded the older woman with hatred, unseen by the young man, as her back was to him.

The older woman returned her stare, coldly.

Tutina, of course, must await the consent, the signal, of the older woman.

The older woman made her wait, for several seconds.  Then she said, sweetly, “Yes, please.”

Tutina then poured the coffee, carefully, and then replaced the small container on the tray.

Then Tutina waited.

“Thank you,” said the older woman, politely dismissing her.

Tutina then backed away, gracefully, her head down, humbly.  She knew that she was under the eye of the young man.  The older woman smiled inwardly.  She suspected that that serving, and humble withdrawal, had cost Tutina much.  Tutina then knelt again, as she had before, at the side of the desk.  The older woman did not neglect to look down at Tutina where she knelt, and smile upon her, sweetly.

“One does not know the full nature or extent of the technology at the disposal of the alien life forms on such a world,” said the young man, “but it is doubtless not only powerful but sophisticated and widely ranging.  For example, they may have, we might suppose, unusual, though it seems not perfect, surveillance capabilities.  Should they detect a breach of one of their ordinances, say, one forbidding certain varieties of weapons to humans, it seems they are capable of imposing swift, unmistakable and effective sanctions.”

“I do not understand any of this,” said the older woman.

“You understand it on some level, surely,” said the young man.

“Yes,” she admitted.

“On such a world what do you conjecture would be the nature of human culture?” he inquired.

“I do not know,” she whispered.

“Please eat something,” he said.

She looked at the plate before her.  Her lower lip trembled.

“It is perfectly all right,” he said.  “It is not poisoned.  It is not drugged.  When we wish to drug you in the future, it will usually be done with your full awareness.  A syringe will be used.”

“Let me go,” she begged.

“We did not bring you here to release you,” he said.  “Too, you are now ours, literally ours, in a sense far fuller, far deeper, and far more perfect, than you can even begin at present to comprehend.”

Her dismay was obvious.

“Please,” he said.

Under his gaze she obediently lifted one of the small pastries to her mouth, and began to eat.  Then she sipped the coffee.  Then, in a moment, so hungry, she began to eat voraciously.  Angrily she noted Tutina regarding her, and smiling.  To be sure, the desperation, the eagerness, with which she ate seemed scarcely compatible with the dignity of a Ph.D., particularly in one with a degree in gender studies.

“On such a world,” continued the young man, “being subjected to externally imposed limitations, those of the alien life forms, for example, various limitations on weaponry, transportation and communication, human cultures would exist, and develop, and express themselves rather differently, at least in some respects, than they have on this world, the one with which you are familiar.  For example, on such a world, on this supposed other world, instead of adjudicating differences with, say, bombs and bullets, or thermonuclear weaponry, destroying life indiscriminately, irradiating soil, poisoning atmospheres, and such, points at issue might be adjudicated rather with the fire of torches, the bronze of spearheads, the steel of unsheathed swords.”

“It would be so primitive,” said the older woman.

“In some respects, yes, in others, not,” said the young man.

She continued to eat greedily.  She now realizes that much of her earlier malaise, her headache, and such, if not associated with the alcohol she had imbibed, which seems unlikely, was presumably associated with her lack of nourishment.  To be sure, her age might have had something to do with her condition.  Tassa powder, which she later learned was used on her, allegedly has few, if any, lingering aftereffects, or at least, she was assured, on younger women.  And it is on such women, of course, considerably younger women, that it is most often used.

“With respect to understanding the cultures of such a world,” he said, “it is helpful to keep various considerations in mind.  First, human beings were apparently brought to such a world from many different areas and over a period of many hundreds, indeed, presumably even thousands, of years.  Accordingly they would have brought with them certain native customs and cultures.  Thus it is natural to suppose that on such a world many cultures would bear obvious signs of their origins.  The languages of this world, too, would be expected to exhibit similar traces of their antecedents.  Secondly, it is useful to keep in mind that the cultures of this supposed world have not been affected by the development of certain vast, far-reaching, centralizing, reductive, dehumanizing, mechanistic technologies; they have not been affected by, for example, global industrialization, socially engineered mass conditioning programs, and gigantic nation states, removing freedoms and powers, one by one, bit by bit, from their victims, hastening to disarm their populaces lest they resist, retaining for themselves alone the means, and tools, of coercion and violence, reducing their supposed citizenries to implicit serfdom.  Accordingly, in many respects, not being afflicted by these processes, the human beings of our supposed world, that on which I am inviting you to conjecture, might tend in many ways to be healthier and happier, and to find their lives more rewarding and meaningful, more worth living, than many of their numerous, aimless, confused, unhappy, reduced counterparts on the world with which you are most familiar.  The supposed world is then, one supposes, given the evolutionary heritage of the human animal, likely, on the whole, at least, to be much more congenial to human nature, and its fulfillment, than the world with which you are most familiar.”

She wiped her lips with a napkin.

“Would you like more?” he asked.  “I can have Tutina fetch you more, or something else.”

The older woman enjoyed seeing Tutina, as she knelt, stiffen slightly, in anger.  Was that almost a slight hint of resistance?  But when the young man turned to Tutina, her manner underwent an instant transformation, and she shrank down a little, making herself smaller, and, trembling, averted her eyes, not daring to meet his.  It pleased the older woman to see the sensuous, hated, beautiful blonde so much in his power.

“No,” said the older woman.

“Thirdly,” said the young man, “consider the following.  Incidentally, these are only some simple general things, out of thousands, which I might tell you about this supposed world.  I have selected only three, thinking that these might be most helpful to you at this moment.”

The older woman nodded.

“Thirdly,” said the young man,” I would like to call your attention to certain medical, or biological, advances, or, at any rate, capabilities, which exist on this supposed world.”

“I thought your supposed world was primitive,” said the older woman.

“In certain respects, so, in others, not,” said the young man.  “The particular advance, or capability, I have in mind may be of some interest to you.  Let me begin, first of all, by reminding you that certain areas of technology, of investigation, and such, were denied to humans on our supposed world.  The energies then which might have been plied into certain channels, those of weapons, electronic communication, mass transportation, large-scale industrial machinery, and such, were diverted into other channels, for example, into the medical, or biological, sciences.  In short, the supposed world, whose existence I should like you to entertain for the moment as a possibility, is, in some respects, far advanced over that with which you are most familiar.  For example, on the supposed world aging was understood over a thousand years ago not as an inevitability but, in effect, as a disease and, accordingly, it was investigated as such.  Clearly it is a physical process and, like other physical processes, it would be subject to various conditions, conditions susceptible to manipulation, or alteration, in various ways.”

“I do not understand what you are saying,” whispered the older woman, frightened.

“I did not mean to upset you,” said the man.  “Forgive me.  Let us briefly change the subject.  Doubtless you have seen old examples of the film-makers’ art, silent films, for example.  Or perhaps even talkies, but dating back perhaps fifty or sixty years?”

“Of course,” she said.

“In the silent films might be seen many women of incredible loveliness and femininity, films made in a time in which these precious, marvelous attributes were celebrated, rather than castigated and belittled by an envious potato-bodied self-proclaimed elite of the plain and politically motivated.  Too, even in old talkies, how beautiful, how feminine, were so many of the actresses!  How poignant then to realize that these luscious, marvelous creatures would, by now, have so sadly changed, would by now have been mercilessly humiliated, ravaged, eroded into almost unrecognizable caricatures of their once fair, wondrous selves.  It is sad.  Too, there were women in those days, true women, and two sexes, real sexes, not one blurred, androgynous pseudo-sex, and they were harmoniously interrelated, fitted closely and beautifully to one another as male and female, each inordinately unique and precious, not set at odds by the disappointed, the greedy and rancorous.  In those days the pathological virago would not have been a role model but a poor joke, as she is in actuality today, though a joke it is unwise to recognize.  Then the forty-nine natural women would not have been belittled, twisted, and commanded to behave like the unnatural “fiftieth woman,” the authentic, disturbed malcontent, consumed with envy, intent on working her vengeance and will on an entire community.  If one is to be sacrificed, why not the fiftieth, she alone, why the forty-nine?”

“Let each be as she wishes,” said the older woman.

“But it does not work in that fashion, does it?” he asked.

“No,” she whispered.  Then she said, angrily, “We know our values!  Let the forty-nine be sacrificed!”

“Perhaps men will not permit it,” he said.

She drew back in the chair, behind the small table, frightened, and put her legs more closely together, and gathered the white gown more closely about her slender body.  It had never occurred to her before, perhaps oddly, that men might not permit the transmogrification of her gender.  That had never occurred to her, that men might take a hand in such things.  Men had always been so stupid, so simple, so weak, so easily confused, so easily influenced, so easily controlled and manipulated.  Those, of course, were the men of Earth.

“I have upon occasion,” he said, “seen photographs of older women, sometimes very old women, taken when they were much younger, in the bloom of their youth and beauty.  One realizes then, suddenly, that once they were young, and so beautiful.  How hard it seems to believe that sometimes, knowing them as they are now.  But if one had known them then!  Ah, if one had known them then!  Then would one not have found them terribly attractive?  Would one not have wanted then to know them, to approach them, to touch them?”

“Everyone grows old,” said the older woman.

“I promised you that I would introduce you to the individual whom you remembered from long ago,” he said.

“Is he in the house?” she asked, suddenly.

“Yes,” said the young man.

“Please be merciful!” she begged.  “If I am to see him, give me clothing to wear!  Do not let me appear before him like this!”

“Was he a lover?” asked the young man.

“No!” she cried.  “Of course not!”

“I shall introduce you to him now,” he said.

“Please, no,” she begged.  “Not while I am like this!”

“But you have already appeared before him, so clad,” he said.

She looked at him wildly, in confusion.

“I am he,” he smiled.

“No,” she said.  “You are too young, too young!”

“I am he,” he repeated.

She shook her head, disbelievingly.

“It will all become clearer later,” he said.  “Let us now simply inform you, and you may believe this or not, it makes no difference at this point, that our “supposed world,” as we spoke of it, does exist, in actuality.  It lies within our very solar system.  I have been there.  I have seen that world.  I have adopted it, and its hardy, uncompromising, fulfilling ways, as my own.  I will not recognize the pathologies of this world any longer.  I repudiate them.  The world is called, after one of its cultural artifacts, “Home Stone.”  In the language most commonly spoken on that world the word is “Gor.”  Perhaps you have heard of Gor?”

“You are mad!” she wept.

“Have you heard of it?” he asked.

“Of course,” she said.  “But it does not exist!”

“Later you will be in a better position to make a judgment on that,” he said.

The older woman looked to the kneeling blonde, if only to corroborate her own consternation, her own disbelief, but Tutina stared ahead, not meeting her eyes.

“Tutina,” said the young man, “is from Earth, like you, but she was taken, let us say, as a guest, to Gor.  I bought her there.”

“Bought her?” asked the older woman.

“I, on the other hand,” said the young man, “was, in a way, recruited.”

“You are not the young man I knew,” said the older woman.

“I am,” he said.  “Let us return briefly to those medical advances I mentioned earlier, those developed on Gor, or, as it is sometimes spoken of, the Antichthon, the Counter-Earth.  Among these advances, or capabilities, if you prefer, are the Stabilization Serums.  These ensure pattern stability, the stability of organic patterns, without degradation, despite the constant transformation of cells in the body.  As you probably know, every seven years or so, every cell in your body, with the exception of the neural cells, is replaced.  The continuity of neural cells guarantees the viability of memory, extending back, beyond various seven-year periods.  The Stabilization Serums, in effect, arrest aging, and, thus, preserve youth.  Further, the Stabilization Serums also freshen and rejuvenate neural tissue.  In this way, one avoids the embarrassment of a declining brain incongruously ensconced in a youthful body.  That feature represents an improvement over the original serums and dates from something like five hundred years ago.”

“You said you bought Tutina?” she asked.

“Yes,” he said.  “Can you think of any simple way in which I might convince you that I am who I claim to be?  I probably remember some of our exchanges in class, some of my fellow students, some of the reading assignments, such things.  Would anything like that help?”

“You might have researched such things,” she said.

“True,” he admitted.  “What if I described your clothing, or manner, or such?”

“Such things were muchly the same,” she said.  “I know!”

“What?” he asked.

“Once, and only once,” she said, “I wore jewelry to class.  You could not know what it was.  You would have no way of knowing what it was.  Your data, your records, the roster, the familiarities of my garb and demeanor, could not give you that information.”

“You wore two narrow bracelets, golden bracelets, on your left wrist,” he said.

The older woman was aghast, stunned.  The bracelets were precisely as he had stated.  She had never forgotten that class.  She had only dared once to wear them, to that class and none other.  And she remembered how she had sometimes moved her wrist, as though in the most natural and apt of gestures, in such a way that they would make that tiny, provocative sound.

“They contrasted nicely with your prim couture,” he said.  “They reminded me of slave bangles.  They made small sounds, sometimes, as you moved your wrist.  I suppose you know you did that on purpose, to present yourself before me, as a female slave.”

“No!” she cried.

“I recall thinking that it would be pleasant to have you remove those severe garments, slowly and gracefully, and then kneel naked before me, except for the two bracelets on your left wrist.”

The older woman cried out in misery, and hid her face in her hands.

“There has been a new development in the Stabilization Serums, or, better, I suppose, serums rather analogous to the Stabilization Serums, a development which has occurred in my own lifetime, indeed, within the last few years,” he said.  “In this development, though there are dangers associated with it, and it is not always effective, it is often possible to reverse the typical aging process, to an earlier point, and then stabilize it at that point.”

“You are mad,” she said.

“I had never forgotten you,” he said, “and so, naturally, when I learned of this possibility, I thought of you, and, indeed, several others, in this regard.

“You may now ask about your clothing,” he said.

“Where is it?” she said.

“It was destroyed,” he said.  “You will not be needing it anymore.  You are going to be taken to Gor.”

“You are mad,” she whispered.

“Not at all,” he said.

“You never forgot me?” she said.

“Do not mistake our intentions here,” he said.  “This is a business venture.  We are interested in profit.  There is a rich harvest to be had now, with this new development, only recently available to us for commercial exploitation.  There is now, suddenly, an entirely new, rich, untapped area which is ripe for our endeavors, an area which we may now use to supplement our routine work.”

“You remembered me,” she whispered.  “You were interested in me.”

“A nice word,” he said.

“You found me of interest—?”

“Certainly.”

She was in sudden consternation.

Interested?

Surely she had misspoke herself.  Surely she had gone too far!

Was she feminine?

She must not be feminine!

Surely it would be wrong for her to be such, to be so female, so simply, so radically, so vulnerably female!

Was such not a mere social artifact?

But what if it were not a mere social artifact?

What if it were something very different, what if it were something very real, something natural, precious, important, and beautiful, something utterly independent of her wishes and indoctrinations, something which, whether she or others approved or not, or wanted it to be or not, she was?

And could it be wrong to be what one was?

And what might be the consequences of becoming what one was, truly?

Could it be so terrible?

Or might it not be the most welcome and glorious of liberations?

She looked at the wall, to her left, at a picture, a landscape.  It seemed a strange landscape, in its way, with gentle yellow trees nestled in a valley, and, in the distance, a range of scarlet mountains.  One could almost smell the breeze, the freshness of the air.

A strange picture!

Surely there was no such place.

But what if there were?

What would it be to be in such a place?

Would not things be different?

Perhaps very different?

She looked away from the picture.

“But how could that be?” she asked, lightly.  “In what possible way?”

“You are not stupid,” he said.  “Do not pretend to be stupid.  In precisely the sense you had in mind when you used the word ‘interesting’.”

“—As a female?” she said.

“Of course,” he said.

“How horrid!” she said.

“You are actually quite pleased,” he said.

“I decry the very thought,” she said.  “I reject it as insulting and repulsive!”

“No, you do not,” he said.  “You are very pleased.  And I assure you that you will come to hope, and soon, with all your heart, and every fiber of  your little body, that men will find you interesting as a female—for your very life may depend on this.”

“I do not understand,” she said.

“In a few days, perhaps weeks,” he said, “you will understand.”

“I think you are mad,” she said.

“Perhaps,” he smiled.

She drew the pristine, starched white of the hospital or examination gown more closely about her.

“How lovely you were,” he said, “and how lovely you will be again, when you are what you should have been, from the very beginning.”

“I do not understand,” she said.

He laughed, and she felt frightened.

She trembled in the small, starched gown.  It was too short!  On her left ankle was a puzzling, inexplicable ring of metal; it was a stout, sturdy little ring, and it closely encircled her ankle; it was closed and locked in place; she could not remove it; it was fastened on her, snugly, effectively, inescapably; it was warmed now from her body.

She had never worn such a device.

She did not understand such a device.

What could it mean?

There was writing on it.

He had spoken of records.

Such a device, she thought, in its obduracy and beauty, is inappropriate for me.  It is the sort of thing which should be on the body of a young woman, a coveted, desirable female, one who must wait fearfully to learn its significance, a significance already half suspected, and in what plans she might figure.

“I do not understand,” she thought to herself.  “I do not understand!”

“Yes,” he said, “I was interested in you.  Certainly I was interested in you.  But you must clearly understand that I was interested in you in only one way, in one way alone.  I thought of you with only one purpose in mind, the only purpose in terms of which you could possibly be of any value.  And you must understand, too, that that is the only way in which you are of any interest or ever will be of any interest whatsoever.  That is the only interest, and the only meaning, you will have, ever, for any man.”

“I do not understand,” she whispered.

“In what other way might one be interested in one such as you?” he asked.

She looked at  him, wildly.

He smiled.

“No,” she said, “no, no!”

“I wonder what color cords would look well on you,” he said.  “White, yellow, red?”

“I do not understand,” she cried.  “I do not understand!”

“Doubtless any,” he said.  “They are all nice.  I think you will be very pretty, later, of course, not now, later, when you are luscious, helplessly bound in them.”

“Luscious, I?” she said.  “Cords?  Bound?”

He then drew from the center drawer of his desk a small, rectangular leather case, from which he withdrew a syringe, and a vial.  “You are going to be given an injection,” he said, “which will, in a few moments, produce a lapse of consciousness.  I would rather that you did not resist.  If you choose to do so, I will have Tutina, who is considerably younger and larger, and stronger, than you, hold you.”

The older woman said nothing, but wept.

Meanwhile, Tutina had, from a cabinet to the side, to the right of the desk, as one would face it, taken what appeared to be a bottle of alcohol, and, from a small white sack which had been beside the bottle, what seemed to be a cotton swab.

“Lie down there,” said Tutina, “on the rug, before his desk, on your right side, with your knees drawn up.”

Awkwardly, and with unsteadiness, and some pain, the older woman, tears in her eyes, humiliated, went to her hands and knees, and then to the position to which she had been directed.

“Hereafter,” said Tutina, “when you hear the command ‘Injection position’, in whatever language, you will instantly, and unquestioningly, assume this position.”

The older woman whimpered.

“Be quiet,” said Tutina.

The older woman cried out, softly, in sudden protest, as the gown was thrust up, rudely, above her waist.  She felt the cool touch of alcohol, applied from the swab, at her waist, on the left side, above the hip, a swabbed area of some two square inches.  Then, a moment later, as Tutina withdrew, taking with her the alcohol and swab, she sensed the young man crouching beside her.  Then she felt the entry into her body of the syringe, sharply and precisely penetrating the alcohol-cooled area, and there was a small, growing, painful, swollen fullness in her side, as the liquid was forced under the skin.
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The Young Man Visits Her,
Prior to the First Phase of Her Transformation

“Do you find your quarters pleasant?” he asked.

The room, or what one might even think of as an apartment, was large, comfortable, attractive, and well-appointed.  There was furniture not too much unlike furniture with which she was familiar from her first world, an attractive rug, two easy chairs, a small table, a chest at the side, for clothing and small articles, such things.  She might have preferred that there had been a separate bedroom, as she did not much care for her bed to be visible when the room was entered, but that, as it was, was not the case.  There were no pictures on the wall, or tapestries, or representations of any sort, which might inform her more accurately as to the nature of her larger surroundings, those beyond the room.  There was a large mirror, in which she could see, not that she much cared to, her small, frail, wrinkled, flattened, aged, tired body.  The furniture, including the bed, was fastened in place.  She could not change its position.  It was thus impossible, for example, to try to barricade the door, to protect her privacy, or move it to the wall and attempt to use it to obtain a glimpse outside, through the small window, high there in the wall, well over her head.  She could see the sky, and occasional clouds, and, at night, the darkness and some stars, through the window, which views, though reassuring, were not particularly informative.  More informative, perhaps, was the fact that the window was barred.  That detail seemed somewhat incongruous, given the pleasant, genial, comfortable nature of the room, but it does, she believes, warrant mention.  It was barred.  There was one door.  It was a heavy door, of some dark wood.  Oddly, it lacked a handle on her side.  When it was opened, as it frequently was, usually to admit respectful young ladies, who seemed incredibly beautiful to her, who wore long, sedate gowns, who brought her food and drink, she could see the hallway outside, which, contrasting with the pleasures of the room, seemed quite dismal.  It was walled and floored with heavy stone; it might even be damp; it was surely dark and forbidding.  There was a man outside sometimes, a doorman, or guard, who attended to the admittance, and egress, on a signal, of the young ladies.  She did not see much of him, but he apparently wore some sort of short robe, and bootlike sandals.  His mien frightened her.  Something about it made her feel unusually vulnerable, and feminine.  The young ladies would not speak directly to her of this world in any detail but she had gathered something of it from the lengthy, intensive language lessons, hours in length, which they administered to her, lessons in a language whose name she did not even know.  There were five young ladies.  Two of them, happily, spoke English, one with a French accent, the other with a German accent.  The other three, she suspected, did not know English.  She did not know what might be their native language.  She suspected that they were native to this new world.  The language apparently contained no words for hundreds of the most common objects on her former world, such as automobiles and radios.  On the other hand, it contained many words for implements; artifacts, items of apparel, botanical forms, comestibles, and such, with which she was unfamiliar.  In such a way she had begun to suspect something of the nature of the world which must lie beyond the enforcements of her current horizon, a horizon limited by four walls, a patch of sky detected through an inaccessible window and an occasional glimpse into a forbidding corridor.  To be sure, her most widely ranging, and far-flung, and ambitious speculations and conjectures, of necessity under the circumstances, must fail to prepare her for the reality without.  They could not even begin to scratch at the foot of a high, majestic wall, beyond which there lay a world.  The realities of such a world, at the moment, understandably, were simply beyond her ken.  The young ladies were barefoot, and their sedate gowns, while long, were sleeveless.  She was dressed better than they, which perhaps suited her age.  Her own ankle-length gown was of finer material, came high, modestly, about the neck, and had long sleeves.  Too, unlike her fair visitors, she wore soft, attractive, embroidered slippers.  She did have at least one thing in common with them.  Each, they and she, on her left ankle, wore a closely fitting, closed ring.  All, she and her visitors, were apparently ankleted.  She wore the same anklet the discovery of which on her body had so disconcerted her on her first world.  The encirclements of the ankles of her fair visitors were various in nature and appearance, but all were sturdy, and, she conjectured, locked.  Although her garmenture was lovely, and modest, one detail troubled her.  She had been given nothing in the way of panties, or pantyhose.  Curious, after the first few days, and apprehensive concerning this presumed oversight in the inventory of her issued garmenture, she had tried, delicately, to inquire whether her visitors had been permitted the trivial modesty which she, apparently, doubtless due to some oversight, had been denied.  When the two young ladies who spoke English had finally discerned the nature of her inquiry, they had laughed merrily, and translated it delightedly for their companions, who, too, then, looking from one to the other, two clapping their hands with pleasure, burst into laughter, the older woman having apparently made some fine joke.

“The room is lovely,” she responded to the young man.  They sat in the two easy chairs, facing one another.

“You have been indoors,” he said, “but perhaps you can tell the difference in the air.”

She nodded.  Perhaps it was more highly oxygenated than the air of her first world.  Or perhaps, more likely, it was simply not as contaminated, not as fouled and poisoned as the air of her first world.  How alive it made her feel.  When the world was young, she had thought, it must have been like this; the air must have been like this.

“The food is acceptable?” he inquired.

“Yes,” she said.  It was plain, but delicious.  It was fresh, not shipped or stored, she supposed, for days or weeks, and frozen and such.  For all she knew it had been picked or gathered that morning.  Sometimes it was almost as though the dew was still upon it.  Too, she doubted that it had been saturated with preservatives, or coated with poisons, to discourage the predations of insects.  It did not have the stale, antiseptic reek of alien chemicals.  The bread might have been an hour from the oven.  She had been given only water to drink, but it had seemed to her water such as might have gushed forth from secret woodland springs in classic groves or might in remote days have been dipped by kilted herdsmen from rushing mountain streams.

“Are you still aware of the difference in the gravity?” he asked.

“No longer,” she said.  “I was aware of it at first.  Now I am no longer aware of it.”

“Good,” he said, rising from the chair.

“When am I to be returned to Earth?” she asked.

“What were the first words you were taught to say on this world?” he asked.

“‘La kajira’,” she said.  “But I was not told what they meant.”

“Say them, clearly,” he said.

“La kajira,” she said.  “What do they mean?”

“This is the last time I will visit you in these quarters,” he said.  “Your treatment will begin within the hour.  Hereafter, as your treatment progresses, it is you who will be brought before me.”

“That seems rather arrogant,” she said.

“Not arrogant,” he said, “—fitting.”

“What is the nature of this treatment?” she inquired.

“You will learn,” he said.

“What is its purpose?” she asked.

“You will learn,” he said.

“How long does the treatment take?” she asked.

“It varies,” he said.  “But it will take several days.  Such things take time.  Indeed, much of the time, while the changes take place, you will be unconscious.  It is best that way.  I have decided, in your case, incidentally, that we will think of the treatment as consisting of four major phases, and each will be clearly demarcated for you, for your edification and my amusement.  To be sure, the division is somewhat arbitrary.”

“I think you are mad!” she said.

“Let us hope the treatment goes well,” he said.  “Sometimes it does not.”

She shuddered.

“Look into the mirror, deeply, and well,” he said.

She regarded her image in the mirror.

“It may be the last time you see yourself,” he said.

“I do not understand,” she said.

“It is not necessary that you do,” he said.

“Please stay!  Do not leave!” she begged.

She watched him in the mirror.

He went to the door, and called to the man outside.  The door opened.  When he took his leave, another man entered, one she had not seen before, who wore a green robe.  He carried a small case, as of implements.

She turned to face him, frightened.

“Injection position,” he said.
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She Is Presented Before the Young Man,
Following the First Phase of Her Transformation

“The female,” said the man, indicating that she should stand within the yellow circle, on the marble floor, in the lofty room, before the curule chair.

Light fell upon her, from a high window.

The young man, in a robe, she had never seen him before in such garb, leaned forward in the curule chair.

Then he leaned back, continuing to regard her.

She was angry.

The curule chair was the only furniture in the room, and it was on a dais.  There was no place for her to sit.

He had not, as he had warned her earlier, come to see her, but, rather, it was she who was brought to him.

She had recalled awakening, some days ago, slowly, groggily, on some hard, narrow, tablelike surface.  But she had scarcely had time to orient herself, to understand where she was, to understand the white walls, the shelves of instruments and vials, before a dark, heavy, efficient leather hood was thrust over her head, pulled down, fully, and buckled shut, beneath her chin.  She then, within the hood, was in utter discomfiting, confusing, helpless darkness.  She was then drawn from the tablelike platform, apparently by two men, placed on her feet, and, between them, taken from the room, each grasping an arm.  She surmised she was being hurried down a corridor.  Abruptly the men halted her, and turned her, rudely, to her right.  The hood was then unbuckled, and, as it was jerked away, she was thrust stumbling forward.  Behind her, as she sought to keep her balance, hands outstretched, she heard a sound, as of the closing of a gate.  She whirled about, and rushed forward, only in an instant to find herself to her dismay grasping heavy, narrowly set bars.  She was in a cell.

“I have not been treated well,” she told the young man before whom she stood.

“How do your lessons proceed?” he asked.

“Twice,” she said, “I was denied my evening meal!”

“On the whole,” said he, “I gather that you have been doing well with your lessons.”

“I am not a child!” she said.

“But you must try to do better,” he told her.

When she had assured herself that she was indeed in a cell, and that it was locked, a cell abutting on a dismal, stone-flagged, dark corridor, much like the one she had glimpsed from her room, or apartment, perhaps even the same, she discovered that she was clad differently from what she had been before.  Instead of the long, long-sleeved, ankle-length, white gown of fine material, coming high, modestly, about the neck, she now wore a simpler white gown, of less fine material, with half sleeves, and its hem came midway upon her calves.  The garment had a rounded neck, which permitted her throat to be seen, in its entirety.  Her slippers were gone and she wore instead sandals.  She cried out, angrily, and shook the bars, and demanded to be returned to her former quarters, and her earlier finery.  The material of the gown she wore was from the wool of the bounding hurt, which is distinguished from the common hurt not only by its gazellelike movements, particularly when startled, but by the quality of its wool.  It is raised on this world for its wool.  The cell was not really uncomfortable.  It was large, and its floor was covered, for the most part, with a woven fiber mat.  In it there was a cot, and a stool.

There was also a mirror in the cell, to her right, on the wall, as she would face the cell door.

It was not, however, the sort of mirror with which she was familiar, for it was rather more in the nature of a polished metal surface, set well within the wall.  There was no way it could be removed from the wall, at least without tools, or shattered, perhaps to produce fragments of glass.

Since her image was not so instantly and clearly available to her as it would have been in a more familiar sort of mirror, she approached it more closely, puzzled, and peered into it.

She then gave a soft cry of surprise, for she did not immediately recognize her image in the surface.

To be sure, it was she, but she as she had not been for perhaps ten years.  The woman who regarded her, wonderingly, from the metal surface might have been in her late forties, not her late fifties.

She put her hand gently to her face.  Certain blemishes to which she had reconciled herself were gone.  There seemed fewer lines in her face.  Her throat seemed smoother to her.  Her entire body felt differently.  It seemed somewhat more supple.  Certainly the occasional stiffness in the joints was not now afflicting her, not that it always did.  It was not so much that her body did not ache, or that she was not in pain, as that she had the odd sense that something might now be different about her, that her body might not now be so likely to hurt her, in that way, as it had in the past.  To be sure, that conjecture, that intimation, that timid hope, might, she supposed, prove illusory.

She was not long left to ponder her surprising situation before her lessons began again.  This time there were only three young women, and they were not the same as before.  Too, whereas they treated her with respect, they did not seem as deferential, or concerned to please, as had been their predecessors.  She did not seem to have the same easy familiarity with them as with the others; they did not, for example, seem to see her in the role of a dignified older woman, one entitled to respect in virtue of her years, and weakness.  Clearly they did not regard her as obviously superior to them.  These new instructrices were less patient with her, too, than had been the others.  They were garbed rather like her, in plain white gowns, of similar material and length, except that their gowns were sleeveless.  The necks of their gowns were rounded like hers.  Given the mid-calf length of their gowns there was not the least difficulty in instantly detecting that their left ankles, too, like hers, were closely encircled with steel rings.  Two of them spoke English.

She now began to be instructed in what is known as the First Knowledge, which is that level of understanding common to most individuals on this world, a knowledge of myths, stories, and popular lore.  Too, they spoke to her of animals and plants, and their properties, and values and dangers.  Pictures, and samples, were often adduced.  In the case of certain of the animals she dismissed the accounts and pictures as a portion of the mythical background of the world to which she had earlier been exposed.  Such beasts, she was confident, could not exist in reality, serpents nearly a hundred feet in length, six-legged, sinuous, nocturnal predators, gigantic hawklike birds, and such.  They also gave her some understanding of the social arrangements common in what were called the “high cities,” in particular, the caste system, and the existence of codes of honor, and such, apparently taken seriously on this world.  They did not, incidentally, explain to her one aspect of the social structure, or perhaps better, of the culture, in which she would have been almost certain to have taken a great interest, that condition, or status, which was irremediably hers on this world, that category, so to speak, to which she herself belonged.  Perhaps this was because they had received instructions in this matter, or perhaps it was because they thought that she, an obviously intelligent woman, was already aware of such things, her status and condition, and such, or, more simply, what she was, what she, simply, absolutely and categorically, was.  But, in fact, at that time, she was not aware of what she was.

“How many words is she learning a day?” the young man asked the attendant, he who had conducted her into his presence.

“One hundred,” said the man.

“Let it be two hundred and fifty,” said the young man.

She gasped, lifting her hand in futile protest.

“Too,” said the young man, “let her grammar be sharpened, for it is allegedly in need of much improvement, and see to it that her phrasings become more felicitous, certainly better than they reportedly are.  One does not object to a certain amount of ignorance and fitful illiteracy in such as she, an occasional misuse of words, and such, which can be charming, even amusing, but it is important that she attain a considerably high level of fluency, in order that she may understand, instantly and perfectly, all that is required of her.”

“Do you want her accent improved?” asked the attendant.

“That will come in time,” said the young man.  “At the moment her accent is useful.  It will instantly serve to mark her out to native speakers.”

She determined to work zealously on her accent.  She sensed that it might be in her best interests, for some reason, to conceal her origins.  Perhaps there was something about her origins which might make her special on this world, at least to some, and special in a sense in which she might not care to be special.  What she did not understand was that there were traces in her own body which would continue to betray her origin, in particular, fillings in the teeth, and an inoculation scar on her upper left arm.  Too, of course, there were things which a native of this world would know, which she would not.  Shrewdly questioned, her ignorance would soon be apparent.  Too, though such things tend to be of no real consequence on this world, there would be, at least in this city, papers on her.

“There is no chair here for me to sit on,” she said to the young man in the curule chair.  She said it coldly, in order that he might be shamed, and thus recalled to the simple amenities of courtesy.

“In four days,” he said, to the attendant, “let her treatment be resumed.”

She regarded the young man with fury.

He waved his hand, dismissing her.

The attendant indicated that she should precede him from the room.

Angrily she turned on her heel and strode away.  In a few moments the door of her cell again closed behind her.  She turned about, and, angrily, grasped, and shook, the bars of her cell.

“The arrogance of him!  The arrogance of him!” she thought.  Then she went and sat down, determinedly, on the stool.

When the attendant with the cart of food, for there were other cells, too, it seemed, in the corridor, passed her cell he did not stop.

“Feed me!” she had called.

But he had gone his way.

Grasping the bars then she realized that she did not have control over her own food.  What she was fed, and, indeed, if she were fed, was no longer up to her, but to others.  She had complained about the loss of two meals, as a punishment, presumably, for not doing well in her “lessons.”  Now the attendant had simply passed her by.

She went to bed, on the hard, narrow cot, hungry that night.

The next morning the cart did not stop, either.

“Please!” she begged.

She was extremely attentive in her lessons that day.  And she was extremely cooperative with, and pleasant to, and deferential to, even desperately deferential to, her lovely ankleted instructrices.  It was almost as though they were the adults and she a timid, frightened, disciplined child, trying desperately to please them, to win from them even the tiniest of smiles.

She was miserable with hunger that night.

The attendant, in passing her cell, threw a roll into the cell, which she ran to, seized up and, on her knees, devoured in haste.

Tears rolled down her cheeks.

Some days later her treatment was resumed.
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She Is Presented Before the Young Man,
Following the Second Phase of Her Transformation

“The female,” said the man, announcing her presence.

She took her place within the yellow circle, in that lofty room, before the dais, on which reposed the curule chair.

The light, as before, from a high window, fell upon her.

“Ah!” said the young man, he robed, leaning forward.

She then stood a little taller, a little more gracefully.  Stirrings in her, subtly sensed, informed her that she was before a male, causing her some uneasiness.  In her lifetime, of course, she had been before thousands of males, in the sense of standing within their vicinity, and such, but this seemed muchly different.  Here she was rather alone, in a special situation, being looked upon, in a particular way.  In this way she could not recall having ever been before a male before, in this particular way, the way that she now sensed she was.

When she had stood before him some days ago, she supposed it had been some days ago, perhaps as long as two weeks ago, it had not been the same.  She had been before him, so to speak, but not in this way before him.

“Do you enjoy your present accommodations?” he asked.

“They are doubtless as you have decided they will be,” she said.

She felt stronger now than she had before.  She suspected that she could now better withstand, and resist, the lack of food, at least for a longer time.  She did not think that he could now so easily bring her to helpless futility before him.  She was stronger now.  She did not care, of course, to put the matter to a test.  She accepted that he could change her diet, or limit her intake of food, or deny it to her altogether, as he might please.  That lesson had been learned.  She understood that, sooner or later, he could bring her to her knees, or belly, whimpering, begging, groveling for a crust.  But, still, she was stronger now.

This time, too, she had been hooded, and dragged from a narrow table, but she had been placed in a different cell.

Her new cell was quite different from the former cell.  It was much smaller, some seven feet by seven feet.  There was no mat of woven fiber on the floor; the floor was bare, and hard, consisting of heavy blocks of fitted stone, such as those in the corridor.  There was no furniture in the cell, no cot, no stool.  There was a flat mat, on which she might sit, or sleep.  She had a blanket.

“Your curves have now reappeared,” he said, casually, idly.

She stiffened.

He had not seen her, as far as she knew, since their last interview in this room.

“You bled, as I understand it,” he said.

“Yes,” she said.

When this had happened she had cried out, and had been alarmed, not understanding what had occurred, it had been so long, and so unexpected.  But the women who were now her teachers, three of them, different from before, only one of whom spoke English, and that a broken English, had laughed at her, thinking she must be very stupid.  But they had found her water and cloths, that she might clean her leg, and a rag which she might insert into her body.  They made her clean the floor of the cell.  After all, it was she who had soiled it.  Perhaps, surprisingly, the flow had not been negligible, at all, as one might have expected, it beginning again, but had been abundant.  She wondered if, while she had been unconscious, it, or things associated with it, had begun again, only she would not then have been aware of such changes in her body.

“While we are on such matters,” he said, “I would suppose that it was explained to you that you will later be given a particular drink, the name of which is unimportant now, which will temporarily, but indefinitely, preclude any possibility of biological conception on your part?”

“Yes,” she said.  “But I fail to understand the need for such a drink.  I myself can manage such things.  I am the mistress of my own body.”

He smiled.

“Was it also explained to you that there is another drink, one which one might think of as a releaser of sorts, which will not only restore your possibility of conception, but ready you for it, indeed, prime you for it, so to speak?”

“Yes,” she said, embarrassed.

“And thus make you available, if one wishes, for utilization.”

“I do not understand,” she said.  “No, no one said anything about “utilization.””

“I see,” he said.

“What do you mean by that?”  She regarded him, apprehensively.  “What do you mean by “utilization”?”

“Forgive me,” he said.  “I have been unnecessarily obscure.  You are, of course, available for a large number of diverse utilizations, in theory, I suppose, for an infinite number of utilizations.  The utilization I had in mind was “stock utilization.””

“Stock utilization!” she said.

“Yes,” he said.

“I do not understand,” she said.

“As in “livestock,”” he said.

“I do not understand,” she said.

“Some men cannot be blamed for wishing to increase their holdings,” he said.

“Holdings!”

Again, he smiled.

“Please!” she said.

“Your ankle looks well in its ring,” he said.

She looked down at the steel cuff on her ankle.  It was on her as fixedly as ever, as efficiently, as perfectly, as it had been on her former world, in the house where she had worn the white hospital or examination gown, in the house where she had been given the first injection, while lying on her right side before his desk.

She regarded him.  “I see you do not choose to clarify these matters,” she said.

“Your perception is correct,” he said.

“You cannot mean!” she whispered.

“Such things will be decided not by you, but by others,” he said.

She turned white.

“Yes,” he smiled.

It was perhaps at that moment that she began to suspect what she might be, and what might be done to her.

She recalled a remark he had made of the hated Tutina, whom she had not yet seen on this world, that he had “bought her.”

“No,” she cried.  “This cannot be!”

“What?” he inquired.

“What am I?” she asked.  “What is my status here?”

“Can you not guess?” he asked.

“There is still no chair for me here,” she said.

“You are being permitted to stand,” he pointed out.

“Please!” she begged, her momentary pretense to strength and resolution gone.  She felt confused and weak.

“You have seen yourself in your cell mirror, of course,” he said.

“Yes,” she said.  There was a mirror in the new cell, rather like that in her former cell, on the right, of polished metal, as one faced the gate.

“How old would you say you were?” he asked.

“I do not know,” she whispered.

“If I were to see you on the planet Earth,” he said, “I would conjecture that you were somewhere in your late thirties, say, thirty-seven or thirty-eight.  I would say thirty-eight.  When you were acquired, you were fifty-eight.”

“Fifty-five,” she said.

“Fifty-eight,” he said.

She put down her head.  It was true.

“I see that you retain something of what must once have been considerable beauty,” he observed.  “Certainly many men would find you of great interest even now.”

She blushed, brightly and hotly, all of her body, that exposed, bursting into uncontrollable, involuntary flames of outrage, resentment, embarrassment, and pleasure.  She was not dismayed to learn that she might be, once again, after so many years, found attractive.

“Do like your new garmenture?” he inquired.

“It is that in which you have seen fit to put me,” she said.

Her new garment was relatively modest as such garments go.  Certainly a younger woman would have been likely to have been put in less.  It was a tunic, but rather reserved for such.  It was simple, plain and white, its material again, as that of her former garment, of the wool of the bounding hurt.  Its hemline now came a bit above her knees.  It had a rounded neckline, rather like that of her former garment, but it was, scooped somewhat more deeply, perhaps a bit less reluctant to hint at concealed delights.  Interestingly, it was the first garment she had been given which was sleeveless.  The baring of a woman’s arms, on the world on which she now was, was normally regarded as revealing and sensuous.  Indeed, women of a status, or station, above her own commonly veiled themselves when appearing in public, particularly those of the high castes.  She did not know this at the time, of course.  Men on this world, it seems, tended to find the short, rounded, lovely arms of women attractive.  It might be mentioned that in her new quarters, she was no longer permitted sandals.  They had been taken from her.  She now went, as had her various instructrices, in her various quarters, barefoot.  Bared feet on women, on this world, are also regarded as sensuous, and provocative.

He regarded her.

She was attractive in the tunic.

It was all she wore, except, of course, the anklet.  That device now, due to the absence of footwear and the shorter nature of her new garment, appeared even more striking, more meaningful and lovely, on her ankle.  Aesthetics were surely involved here, but, too, other matters, matters having to do with deeper things, meanings and such.  In any event, there was the softness of her small foot and then, above it, close about her slim ankle, the encircling, locked steel, and then the beginning of the delightful curve of a bared calf.  It all went together, he thought, beautifully, and meaningfully.  He did not find this surprising, of course.

“How are your lessons progressing?” he asked.

She shrugged, angrily.  “Doubtless you have your reports,” she said.

She was not much pleased with the turn that her lessons had taken, save for her continuing instruction in the language.  She was now being taught to do things, many things, rather than, primarily, to learn things, to apprehend and understand facts, lore, and such.  Her education, of late, did not seem fitting for an intellectual.

“I am a not a wife,” she said, angrily.

“No,” he granted her.

Taken from her cell and instructed in special rooms, she had been given lessons in cooking, in cleaning, sewing, laundering, and such, domestic labors, labors such as were vehemently denounced and eschewed by scions of her ideology as demeaning, degrading, boring, repetitive and meaningless, who then hired other women, either directly or indirectly, to perform them for them.  With respect to cooking she had prided herself on “knowing only the basics,” but it seems that here, on this world, her skills did not extend even so far.  Most of the cooking seemed to be done in small ovens and over open flames, attentively, almost a serving at a time.  Cooking, here, involved cooking, actually, and not, for example, the simple heating of tasteless materials extracted from colorful packages.  She discovered that cooking was an art, and required mastery, as any other art.  She had never thought of it in that fashion before.  Similarly, she learned that the skills of needlework of various sorts were indeed skills, and not at all easy to acquire.  How often her instructrices despaired of her, as being ignorant, stupid and hopelessly inept.  Finally, in misery, in tears, she had denounced them as low, vulgar, stupid women, far beneath her, women who, unlike herself, might aspire to labors no higher than the menial and servile, labors unfit for such as she, an educated, highly intelligent woman, a woman important on her own world.  “Ignorant, pretentious barbarian!” cried one of the instructrices, angrily.  Then to her consternation she was seized by her other two instructrices and dragged to the side of the room, where she was thrown down, on her back.  There was a low, horizontal wooden bar there, raised some six inches above the floor, by means of metal mounts at each end.  She had not understood its meaning.  She would now find out.  Her ankles were placed on the bar, and lashed to it.  Her hands were held on each side of her, and she could not rise.  “No!” she cried.  The first instructrix had fetched a supple, springy, flat stick, about a yard long, some two inches in width, and about a quarter of an inch thick.  “No, no!” she cried.  Then she squirmed, and writhed in misery, bound and held, crying out, weeping, begging for mercy, while the first instructrix, again and again, angrily, struck the bare soles of her exposed, fastened feet, stinging them until they burned like fire.

When the first instructrix had finished she put the stick away in a nearby cabinet but then fetched forth from the same cabinet three long, supple, leather switches, giving one to each of her fellow instructrices, and retaining one for herself.

Lying on her back, no longer held but her ankles still bound to the wooden bar, unable to rise, she looked up, apprehensively, at the switches.

“We have been forgiving, and tolerant, of you,” said the first instructrix, “because of your ignorance, and stupidity, but that is now at an end.  No longer do you deserve our patience, and lenience.”

She looked up from her back, tears in her eyes, questioningly, her ankles still bound to the bar.

“Yes,” said one of the instructrices, “in this phase of your training the bastinado, the switch, is authorized.”

“Training?” she asked.

“Yes, training, little fool,” said the third instructrix, not pleasantly.

“In the next phase, and thereafter,” said the chief instructrix, “the whip, close chains, torture, anything.”

“Will you now attempt to be pleasing?” asked the second instructrix.

“Yes,” she said.

“Say it,” snapped the second instructrix.

“I will attempt to be pleasing,” she wept.

“Fully?” she was asked.

“Yes, yes!” she wept.

“Release her,” said the first instructrix.

She drew her legs, painfully, from the bar, the straps untied.  “I cannot walk,” she moaned.

“Crawl,” said the second instructrix.

“Be pleased we are not men,” said the third instructrix, “or you would not only walk, but you would dance, dance, frenziedly, and to switches!”

She crawled back to her lessons.

Later in the day she could rise to her feet and walk, awkwardly, painfully.

When it came time to return her to her cell she was muchly returned to normal, and the pain, though still there, as a burning when she put the soles of her feet down, was not excruciating.

“Cross your wrists, before your body,” she was told.  Her wrists were then tied together, in the center of some fiber, and the two ends of the fiber were then taken behind her, and knotted behind her back, so that her wrists were held pinioned before her, at her waist.

“Now, proud, noble barbarian woman, woman so important on your own world,” said the first instructrix, “return to your cell.”

No sooner had she turned about, to make her way to the cell, than she cried out in pain for the first instructrix had struck her a sudden, sharp stinging blow across the back of the right calf.  Then, laughing, pursuing her, running behind her, taking turns, striking one calf and then the other, the other two joined in the sport, and she fled weeping before them, on burning feet, crying out in misery, in shame, frequently and muchly stung.  She ran stumbling, weeping, into her cell, through the opened gate, and even pressed herself desperately, piteously against the opposite wall.  They desisted then, untied her, and left, closing the gate behind them, it automatically locking with its closure.

She rubbed her wrists, and hobbled to the metal mirror at the right side of the cell.  She regarded the image in the mirror.  It revealed less the image of a dignified, mature woman than that of a frightened captive.  She put her face closer to the polished surface.  Her hair now, she noted, was mostly dark.  She stepped back and regarded the figure in the rude mirror.  It wore a tunic.  How outrageous!  Yet she did not think it unattractive.  Suddenly she trembled, though not altogether in fear.  Doubtless there were dangers on a world such as this.  She had considered many possibilities of such, as her instruction had progressed.  But now, for the first time, she realized that there might be special dangers on such a world for such as she, for lovely, vulnerable, perhaps even beautiful, creatures such as she saw reflected in the mirror.  Might they not, she feared, stand in some special jeopardy.  What if, say, they were desired by powerful, mighty men, and she had little doubt there were such men on this world.  What might then be their fate on such a world?

Her lessons became somewhat more troubling later.  For example, she was taught, in theory at least, how to bathe a man, the oils, the strigil, the sponges, the deferences, the touchings, the beggings, the handling of the towels, the words to be spoken at different times, the final grateful prostration of herself following the honor of having been permitted to bathe him, and such.  A block of wood served as a surrogate for the male figure.  But, even so, she felt herself frightened, and aroused, tenderly and gently ministering to it, following the instructions of her instructrices.

“You will be better at bathing a man than cooking for him,” observed one of the instructrices, wryly.

She also learned how to brush clothing, and clean, soften and polish leather.

The duties she was taught were common to most women of her sort, of whatever variety, but tended to be especially associated with such as served in the towers, in the high cities, in the cylinder cities.

Needless to say there were many other sorts of duties, too, in which women such as she were expected to be proficient, duties, and services, in which, indeed, they were expected to excel.  Indeed, these other duties, at least for such as she, were duties commonly regarded as far more interesting and important than less exotic, homelier labors, such as cooking and laundering.

At this point, however, she knew nothing of that further aspect of her instruction, or training.

Her teachers, incidentally, were changed with each phase of her education, so to speak.  Some may have had diverse aspects of expertise.  Certainly not all of them could speak English.  But, she suspects, they were more likely frequently changed in order to preclude the formation of closer associations with her, associations which might lead to friendship, and, consequently, a possible diminution of the professionalism, the rigor, of the instruction.

One might also mention that, from her new, smaller cell, she was occasionally able to see other women, often in custody, sometimes even hooded, in the corridor.  Some, with those she could tell, she thought might be in their forties, others, as she had been, in their fifties.  She saw at least one woman who must have been in her sixties, and one who seemed pathetically older, frail, unconscious, being gently carried past in the arms of an attendant.  She also saw, but turned away immediately, in horror, several younger women in the corridor, perhaps in their teens or twenties, not instructrices.  Their hands were tied together behind their backs.  They were incredibly beautiful.  They were naked.  They did not wear anklets.  Rather there were narrow metal collars on their necks.  One group of such were literally chained together by the neck, and their hands, behind their backs, were not tied, but held in metal cuffs.

“What manner of place is this?” she asked.  “Why am I being taught what I am being taught?  What are you going to do with me?”

“You have many questions,” he said.

“Please!” she begged.

“I have planned two more phases in your treatment,” he said.

“Two?” she asked.

“Yes,” he said.  “Two.”

He then lifted his hand, indicating that she was to be removed from his presence.  The attendant took her by the left arm, which was bared, as you may remember, and pulled her beside him, from the room.  He had never handled her in this way before.  She whimpered in protest, but was hurried along.

He soon put her in her cell, and closed its gate.

She turned about, to see him standing there, outside the bars, looking at her.  He had not stood there before, and looked at her like that.  She backed away, until she was stopped by the back wall of the cell.

On Earth there might have been many ways to respond to such attentions, a sneer, a chilling stare, a look of contempt, a scornful dismissal, a demeaning question, a nasty, caustic word, a haughty, supercilious shrug and a turning away, many ways to respond, and to all of these she had had recourse at one time or another, but here, somehow, she sensed that the entire force of society and an armed state might not stand visibly, menacingly, behind her otherwise meaningless little stare or word.  So she stood against the back wall of the cell, frightened, and said nothing to him.  After a time he left.  She looked at the image in the metal mirror to her right.  She supposed that, perhaps, on this world, women, or at least women such as she, women such as she who was revealed in that mirror, in the tunic, she so interestingly curved, might be looked upon in that way, and with impunity.  Perhaps it was acceptable to do so; perhaps it was done without thought, as a matter of course.  What of the young, naked women, those whom she had seen sometimes in the corridor, those who had been bound, or cuffed, or chained by the neck, those women, she asked herself, those women, their necks in collars?  How could a man not look upon them, she wondered, without feeling interest or desire?

Later a man in green robes entered the cell.

“Injection position,” he said.

Immediately she lay down on her right side, drawing her knees up.
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She Is Presented Before Her Master,
Following the Third Phase of Her Transformation

“A slave girl,” announced the attendant.

She knelt within the yellow circle, on the marble floor, before the curule chair on which he, robed, reclined.  Her back was straight, but her head was down.  The palms of her hands were on her thighs.

This time there were several individuals in the room other than she, the attendant, and he.  There were several men there, in robes and tunics of various cuts and hues, and some women, in a variety of tunics or gowns.  The women were all ankleted or collared.

She had heard exclamations of pleasure from the men as she had entered, and knelt.  Too, there had been some soft cries, it seemed of admiration, and surprise, from some of the women.  She dared not look, but wondered if some of her instructrices might not have been there.  She wondered if they were pleased with her, with their work, how she had turned out.  She hoped so, fervently.  She had learned the importance of pleasing them, her ankleted superiors.

“Lift your head,” he said.

She did so, and looked into the eyes of her master.

She wore a tiny slave tunic.  It was light, white, and silken.  It came high on her thighs.  At the left shoulder, where it would be convenient to a right-handed man, there was a disrobing loop.  She was, of course, barefoot.  The anklet was still on her, as it had been, even since her first world.

He suddenly clapped his hands with pleasure.  “Yes!” he said.  “She is the same, the same!  That is how she was, and now that is how she is!”

She doubted that she had ever been before as what she was now, a barefooted, half-naked slave on an alien world.

Still she did not doubt that she looked now much as she had when she first knew him, he then merely a student, among others, not her master.

“Splendid!” he said.

She wondered if he had, even then, as a student, she feared he had, while she taught, sitting at her desk, behind its modesty screen, or moving before the class, she was sure of it, speculated upon her, stripping her in his mind, considering what she might look like as a female slave, his.

And she now knelt before his chair, on the cold marble, a slave girl, his.

“That is exactly,” he said to the assembled throng, “how she was when I first knew her!”  He turned to some men in the room who wore green robes.  “You have done well with her,” he said, “as you have with the others.”

They bowed courteously.

He descended from the curule chair, for the first time in their encounters in this room, and walked about her, scrutinizing her, perhaps appraising her.  She kept her head up, her back straight, maintaining position.  One can be punished terribly for breaking position without permission.

He then, again before her, crouched down before her.  “You are twenty-eight again,” he whispered to her.  “You are the same, the same, again!”

She was silent.

She remembered back, so long ago.

Her hair had been dark and glossy.  She had worn it high on her head, in a severe bun.  She recalled studying her figure, critically, approvingly, in her apartment, standing before the mirror in brassiere and panties.  It was so long ago.

“You are the same,” he whispered.

Her hair was now loose, as women such as she must commonly wear it.

She had known that she would be brought before him today.

No longer was she kept in a cell but was housed now in a slave kennel, on the sixth level of an entire wall of such kennels, reached by steel steps and grilled walkways.  Her kennel was the same as the others, uniformly so.  It was something like four feet by four feet, with a depth of some ten feet.  To the right of its small gate, rather as in the cells, there was a mirror of polished metal, a large mirror for the size of the kennel.  It occupied a part of the wall to the right, as one faced the gate, extending from the floor of the kennel to its ceiling.  It had that location, near the gate, presumably that the light might better reach it.

The kennel was furnished, for amenities, with some loose straw and a small, short, torn, thin, threadbare blanket.  It was enough for slaves such as she.  Such are seldom spoiled.

After having made certain, as she could, that the attendants were not on the grilled walkways giving access to the tiered kennels, she had removed her tunic and knelt before the polished metal surface at the side.

Her figure now, she was sure, was superior even to what it had been so long ago.  In a way this pleased her, but, too, it frightened her because she realized that it made her more desirable, considerably so, and on a world where female desirability was, it seemed, approved and prized.  She remembered the young women in the corridor, naked and bound, some chained.  She was sure that her figure was superior now even to what it had been so long ago.  Perhaps, she thought, this might be due to some subtle, benign, ameliorative effect of her treatment.  But, more likely perhaps, it had to do with her diet, that diet imposed upon her, and, presumably, the variety of exercises she had recently been taught, and in the zealous, stressful performance of which she was closely supervised.  She heard a step on the steel ladder outside, some yards below her kennel.  Quickly she slipped into the tunic again.  She lay down, her legs drawn up, very closely together, pretending to sleep.  Through half-closed eyes, she saw the attendant pass.  When he had gone, she rose up again to her knees.  She then regarded herself again, now in the tunic.  She straightened her body, and shrugged.  She was not displeased with the slave she saw.  One who knew women, she thought, as these men seem to, would have little difficulty, she in such a tunic, in conjecturing her most intimate and delicate lineaments.

Then she had lain down to sleep.

Tomorrow she knew she was to be presented before her master.

 

* * * *

 

“Yes,” he whispered.  “You are now the same, the same.”

She did not break position.

He then stood up and, approvingly regarding her, stepped backward a pace, and then turned and ascended the dais, and resumed his place in the curule chair.

It seemed he could scarcely bear to take his eyes from her.

Could he like me, she wondered suddenly, frightened.

He turned to one of the men near him, a tall fellow in white robes trimmed with gold, the dress robes, she had learned, of the Merchants.  “What do you think of her?” he asked.

“A pretty little piece of collar-meat,” he said.  “A standard property-girl.  Typical flesh-loot.  There are thousands like her in the markets.  She is meaningless.”

“I remember her from long ago,” said the young man.

“Perhaps she is special then in some way to you,” said his interlocutor.

“No,” said the young man, “except insofar as her flanks are of some interest.”

She understood little of their exchange.  Some of the expressions seemed clear enough, but she did not, truly, register them in their full import, as they applied to her.  It was rather as though she heard them, but would not understand them.

In particular she was puzzled by, and vaguely alarmed by, the reference to markets.

So I am of no concern to him, she thought, except insofar as my flanks might be of some interest!  But then, suddenly, she feared it was true.  Indeed, of what other interest could she, or such as she, on this world, be to any man?  Again she remembered the bound, naked beauties in the corridor.  Here, on this world, she feared that men were the masters and would simply, as they wished, have their way with women, doing as they pleased with them, as is the wont of masters; she feared that everything would be on their terms, on the terms of the men, on the terms of the masters, fully, precisely.

Surely, she thought, there must be some way to trick them out of their power!  But she feared that these men were not so stupid.

No, in no particle, manner or facet, in no way, would they give up their power.

They were not stupid.

She dared not break position.

“How do your lessons proceed?” he inquired.

“Well, I hope,” she said, adding softly, “—Master.”

He smiled.  She saw that he was pleased to hear that word on her lips, addressed to him.  Never before had she used this form of address to him, save, of course, in her dreams and thoughts.  She felt warm, beautiful, stirred, helpless, so much more aware then of the reality of her enslavement.  How weak he is, she suddenly thought, angrily, that he would wish to be so addressed!  Is he so pathetic, she thought.  Does he really need that, she thought.  Is he so weak?  But then she realized that these were merely the automatistic, defensive, frightened, programmed responses, the mindless, inculcated reflexes, of her culture’s conditioning program, with its reductive, leveling, negativistic agenda, the outcome of centuries of resentment, denial, hatred, sacrifice, and fear.  It was only weak men, she now understood, who would fear to accept, wield, and relish the mastery, the birthright of an ancient biological heritage.  How she would hate and despise men who were too weak for the mastery, who would fearfully seek to avoid its privileges, powers and responsibilities!  No, he, and others like him, were far from weak!  They were strong, much stronger than the timid, boring weaklings so endemic, like bacteria, on her former world.  He, as others on this world, was strong enough, mighty enough, to expect, require, and enforce the deference due them, to require and enforce the submission of the principle of femininity, in all its wondrous softness, desirability and beauty, to a more severe, more dangerous principle, that of their masculinity.

On this world men were the masters, at least of women such as she.  That was the simplicity, and the terror, of it.

“Does that word cost you much?” he asked.

“No, Master,” she whispered.

“Slave,” he sneered.

“Yes, Master,” she whispered, putting her head down.  She felt that this was true, but that there was nothing wrong with it, that this was nothing to be ashamed of, certainly not if that was what one truly was, if one were a slave, truly.

Some people undoubtedly were, she thought, and she had learned, in the last few days, that she was one of them.

She was thrilled to address this word to him, and, too, to other males.

She had learned, incidentally, that she must address all free men as ‘Master’ and all free women, though she had not yet encountered one on this world, as ‘Mistress’.

She was uneasy at the thought of free women.  How would they regard her, she only a slave?

Her training, in this last period, that in which she had come to understand that she was most perfectly and naturally a female slave, had been quite different, on the whole, from her former lessons, save of course, for the continuing instruction in the language.  She had been taught how to kneel, and move, and lie down, and remove her clothing, and present herself for binding, and enter and leave rooms, and greet masters, many such things.  She had also learned various forms of deference and obeisance.  She could now dress and undress a man.  She could do it with her teeth, with her hands tied behind her.  She had been taught uses for various aspects of her body, for example, her tongue and hair.  She had learned how to move on all fours, and fetch a whip in her teeth.  She had learned how to beg to be beaten, but she trusted earnestly that she would be spared that for which she was trained to beg.  She could now lick and kiss a whip in such a way that it would drive a man wild.  She had learned how to put chains on herself from which, once closed, she could not free herself.  She had learned how, kneeling before a man, to take food from his hand.  She had learned how to eat from pans on the floor, forbidden to use her hands.  She was taught how to lie provocatively on furs, on the floor, at the foot of a master’s couch, chained there by the neck to the slave ring.  She was taught how to beg prettily to be permitted to ascend the couch itself, to serve.  She was taught, even, how to bring sandals to a man, head down, on all fours, carrying them in her teeth.  She had learned which sandal was to be placed first on which foot, and in what order they were to be tied, and the kisses, expressing her gratitude that she was permitted to perform this service.

“What is your name?” he asked.

She looked up, startled.  It was a test, of course.

“Whatever Master pleases,” she said.  “I have not yet been named.  I am now only a nameless slave.”

He leaned back.

She caught her breath a little.  She wondered if she had had a name since the time, on her former world, when she had been ankleted.  From one point of view, of course, though she must be forgiven for not understanding this at the time, she had lacked a name for months before she had even seen the young man again, after a hiatus of so many years, at the opera.  It had been taken from her when a certain document, in its turn, among others, had been signed, and rudely stamped.  From that time forth then, from at least one point of view, she had been a nameless slave, though naturally, at the time, quite unaware of this.

She wonders now, as she writes this, if you, reading this, if you are there, reading this, if you might unwittingly be now as she was then.  Perhaps you, similarly unbeknownst to yourself, have been scouted, and selected.  Perhaps you were noted at work, say, in an office, or shopping in a supermarket, or on the street, or driving.  Perhaps you should not have worn those shorts, or bared your midriff, or worn your hair in that fashion, or worn that svelte, mannish suit, or moved in such a brusque manner, or spoken sharply to the cab driver.  Perhaps it was a small thing.  Perhaps in the cocktail lounge, in your short, lovely outfit, with the chiffon, you should not have been so animated, so charming, should not have worn those three strands of pearls about your neck, so closely, so much like a slave collar.  Perhaps it was merely your appearance, suddenly striking someone with a telling import, nothing you could have anticipated, or prevented, or how you moved, or how you spoke a given word, or phrase.  Who knows what is meaningful to them?  Perhaps you were noted with interest, and jottings made.  Perhaps you were filmed, perhaps more than once, say, at different times of day, in different lights and such, and the films reviewed in secret screening rooms.  And so, perhaps, unbeknownst to yourself, you are now as I was then, one designated for harvesting, and for transportation, to an alien world.  Perhaps you are now, as I was then, now, at this very moment, no more than a nameless slave.

She wondered if she were now to be named.  The name, of course, like an anklet, or a collar, would simply be put on her.  It would be merely a slave name, hers by the decision of the master, a name subject to whim or caprice, subject to change at any time.  Yet it would be her name.  It would be her name as much as any such name, for example, one put on a pig or dog.

But he did not name her.

She remained, for the time, a nameless slave.

She wondered why there were so many people in the room.

He spoke to the assembled throng.  He spoke in the language she had been learning and he did so fluently.  Kneeling, she struggled to follow him.  She was sure that she figured somehow in what he was saying.  Sometimes, as he spoke, one or another of the men, or women, looked at her and laughed.  This made her uneasy.  He had a slight accent in the language.  She thought that she would, even if she had not known him, have been able to conjecture with plausibility that his native tongue might be English.  To be sure, there were many different accents in the house, and even, as far as she could tell, among those who natively spoke the language she had been learning.  Doubtless they came from different areas, or walks of life, or such.

His remarks, to her uneasiness, had been greeted with much amusement.

When he finished, all eyes turned upon her.  She was now the focus of attention.  She felt very vulnerable, in the tiny garment, all she wore, save for the anklet, kneeling on the marble floor, before the dais.  She trembled.  Surely it was more common, she thought, for slaves to be simply kneeling to one side, inconspicuously, unobtrusively, waiting to serve.

“Did you follow what I said?” he asked her, in English.

“A little,” she said, in her new language.

“I told them,” he said, “of the pathological world from which you derive.  I told them how you were once a teacher.  I could not explain to them very clearly how you had, when I first knew you, been a proud, young, new Ph.D., with a degree in gender studies.  That is not an easy concept to convey in Gorean.”

Gorean, she thought, of course!  That is the name of the language.  But there are other languages, as well, doubtless, spoken on this world.

“I am afraid their concept of gender studies is not yours.  Their concept of gender studies would have more to do with the care, feeding and training of slave girls, how one puts them through their paces, and such, but I did give them some idea of the matter, of your certification, its ridiculously pretended importance, the eccentric, warped, and politically laden subject matter, such things.  And now, you are going to perform for us.”  He clapped his hands, sharply.  “Tutina!” he called.

She looked up, wildly.  Perform?  Tutina?  She, here, on this world?  Yet it was only that she had not seen her here.  She had no reason for supposing that she was not on this world, and, indeed, many reasons for supposing that she would be here.  Surely she was too desirable to have been left behind.  And, after all, had her own master not once “bought her”?

She was suddenly dismayed.  Then her master must have at least two women!

She heard sharp commands in a female voice, coming from behind her and to her left.  They were in the language she had now learned was called Gorean.  For an instant they seemed just inarticulate, angry noises to her.  Why could they not have been uttered in English?  Then, suddenly, after a moment’s delay, she understood them.

“Here, slave girl, here, to me, hurry!”

Swiftly she leaped to her feet, turned, and ran to Tutina, who stood near the entrance to the room.  Even had she not been trained she might have fallen to her knees before that stern, looming figure.

It was indeed Tutina!  But it was a Tutina far more formidable, and terrifying, than the one she had scorned on Earth.  Her figure was even more striking than on Earth.  Doubtless she, too, perhaps after some unavoidable leniencies or lapses on Earth, had, on this world, been subjected to the discipline of a prescribed diet and a regimen of exercises.  Tutina was more fully clad than she, but rather as she herself had been in her former presentation before the young man whom she had recently learned owned her, in a sleeveless tunic which came just above the knees.  Tutina, as she, was ankleted.  Tutina’s blond hair was bound back with a woolen ribbon, or fillet, which went completely about the head, across the brow, and was knotted behind the back of the head, two ends then dangling downward, each about six inches in length.  It was a talmit, indicating some authority among slaves, rather as “first girl.”  In her right hand she carried a long switch.  The young Ph.D. in gender studies feared that implement.  She had felt it frequently enough from impatient instructrices.  Tutina’s eyes flashed like blue flame.  With a gesture she indicated the opened door, and her terrified charge quickly rose to her feet and went through the door, which Tutina closed behind them.
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She Performs Before Her Master,
And Concludes the Performance Suitably

There were cries of interest, and pleasure, when she reappeared in the marbled audience chamber.  She stood just within the doorway, timidly, uncertainly.

“How oddly she is garbed,” whispered one of the women.

She was prodded forward by Tutina’s switch, until she stood within the yellow circle.  It did not seem appropriate, somehow, to kneel, as she was dressed.

How strange she felt, to be dressed in this manner, in this place.

She felt that, dressed as she was, it might be permissible to speak, but she did not dare to do so.

“You are going to perform,” said her master.

“How?” she whispered.

“To be sure,” he said, “you cannot play the kalika, nor do you know the dances of the yearning, begging slave girl.”

She began to suspect how, on this world, slaves might perform for men, how men might use them for their entertainment.

“That is how,” said the young man to those gathered about him, “she appeared in her classroom, when I was a student, and she a teacher.”

“So strangely garbed?” inquired a man.

“The garb is not so strange for her world,” said the young man, “but the intent of her particular garb is to act as the banner of a disposition.  It is proclamatory; it speaks a message.  Its intent is to present a formal, tidy, cool, businesslike, professional, rather severe image, not simply one demanded by a conformist, socially prescribed ideology, one in accord with politically recommended proprieties, but, beyond that, one she felt it important, interestingly, to impose upon herself.  The garb bespeaks her pretensions, of course, certain delusions, and such.  But, too, in a way it bespeaks her fear.  It is a defensive facade, just like the ideology she adopts for a similar purpose.”

“Her fear?” inquired a fellow in blue and yellow robes.  At that time she did not know the significance of blue and yellow robes.

“Her fear of her own sexuality, which she is terrified to recognize, and insists on hiding.”

“Yet the excitement of her body is not altogether concealed,” said the fellow in blue and yellow robes, appraisingly.

“She is at war with herself,” said the young man.  “She has deeply ambivalent feelings about her own body, its beauty and needs, her own emotions, the true meaning of her sex.”

“That war can be ended here,” smiled a man in yellow robes, those of the Builders.

She felt herself again the center of attention, as she stood in the circle.

When Tutina had closed the door behind them she had ordered her to her knees before her, near three packages on the floor.  Her kneeling young charge, to her amazement, noted that these packages, sealed with tape, bore names and slogans with which she was familiar on Earth.  She herself was familiar with these stores, and had shopped in them several times.  She remembered the aisles, the counters, the crowds.  Attentive to the injunctions placed upon her in connection with this narrative the names of these stores are omitted.  Certainly they would be immediately recognized, at least by many familiar with a certain city.

The young charge looked up at Tutina, questioningly.

Tutina raised her switch menacingly, and the young charge put down her head, quickly, and cringed, but Tutina did not strike her.

“With moneys given to me by the master,” said Tutina, “I made these purchases, according to his instructions.”

Her young charge put out her hands and, with the tips of her fingers, touched the crinkling paper of one of the packages.

Then the young charge felt Tutina’s switch beneath her chin, lifting it.  She looked into Tutina’s blue eyes.

“You are not now sitting on a chair, are you?” asked Tutina.

“No, Mistress,” said her charge.  She addressed Tutina as “Mistress” because Tutina, obviously, was in authority over her.  She had learned, in the last few days, to address her instructrices similarly.

Rank, distance and hierarchy are ingredient in Gorean social arrangements.  The intricate stratification of society tends to produce social stability.  The myth that all are equal when obviously they are not tends to ferment unrest.  Each desires to climb the invisible ladder he claims does not exist.  In Gorean society, with its emphasis on locality and neighborhood, with its diverse Home Stones, each with its own history and traditions, with its many castes and subcastes, each with its acknowledged privileges and rights, and obligations, respected by all, political upheavals, social disruptions, are not only rare, but to most Goreans almost incomprehensible.  There is little cause for such things, little interest in them, little place for them.  They just do not fit.  In Gorean society there is no nameless, faceless, anonymous, ponderous, swarming many ruled by a secret few.  Too richly formed, too proud, too self-respecting, too intricately structured, too much like nature herself, is Gorean society for that.  Too, there are the codes, and honor.

“It was because of you,” said Tutina, “that I was beaten.”

Her charge remembered her outburst, on a far world, it seemed long ago now, objecting to the fact, it seemed so strange at the time, that a frightened woman in a white gown had been permitted to sit on a chair.

“I was beaten!” hissed Tutina.

“I am sorry, Mistress,” whispered her charge.

She did not doubt but what Tutina, for that lapse, had been put under discipline.  She did not doubt but what the young man was fully capable of taking a whip to a woman who did not please him.

“And how I was forced to serve you, and you acting so superior to me,” exclaimed Tutina angrily, “you treating me with such contempt, and you then only an ignorant, nameless slave!”

“Forgive me!” begged the frightened, kneeling charge.  “I did not know, Mistress!”

“I now wear the talmit,” said Tutina, indicating the fillet on her brow, binding back her long, luxurious blond hair.  “So fear, stupid little slut.  Know, ankleted little slave bitch, that upon the least provocation you will feel my switch, richly!”

“Yes, Mistress,” wept her charge, cringing, putting her head down.  Like any low girl, she feared the wearer of the talmit.

“Now,” said Tutina, seemingly somewhat mollified, “remove your tunic.  Open the packages.  Dress.”

 

* * * *

 

And so she stood now in the circle, before the curule chair.

The garments she wore were really muchly as they had been, so many years ago.

She wore a black, jacketed, skirted suit, with a cool, front-buttoned, rather severe, rather mannish white blouse, buttoned high about her neck.  Her hair was drawn back severely, bound tight, and bunned, at the back of her head.  She wore black, figured stockings, rather decorative, and shiny, black pumps, with a narrow two-inch heel.

“One thing is missing,” said the young man in the curule chair.  He motioned her forward.

Into her hand he placed two small, plain, lovely golden loops, bracelets.

“Put them on,” he told her.

She slipped them on her left wrist.  He knew, of course, that that was where they went.  She did not wish to be beaten.

“Return to the circle,” he said, “and, hands at your sides, turn slowly for us.”

She did as she was commanded, and then again faced him, and the others.

She knew herself displayed.

She wondered if a nude slave girl on an auction block could feel more acutely conscious of her exhibition.

She did not know these people, even these sorts of people.  How different they were from what she knew, in their naturalness, in their laughter and assurances, in their colorful robes and miens, all this so different from the tepidities, apathies, lethargies, and gray conformities of her old world!  She had not known such people could exist.  To her they were alien, not only linguistically but, more importantly, more frighteningly, culturally.  This is what human beings can be, she thought, so different from those of Earth!  She was not on her own world.  And she was in a very different culture, one with different laws, customs, and values.  Things were so unfamiliar.  What could she, given no choice, brought helplessly here, be to these people?

What could one such as she be on this world?

She feared she knew.

How strange it is, she thought, to be fully clothed, according to one’s culture, so decorously, even primly, and yet, here, in a different culture, in an identical garmenture, being presented, being put on view, to feel so exposed, to feel oneself an eccentric object of curiosity.

She would have preferred her tunic, however brief.  Then she would at least have better fitted in with her surroundings; she would then have felt less anomalous, less conspicuous, more congruent with her lovely milieu.  There were others of her status in the room, and surely they, at least, were appropriately garmented, were accorded the simple, natural garmentures, so brief, so clinging, so revealing, which seemed to be culturally prescribed for those of their station, which station she had no doubt was hers, as well.  They were attractively, and suitably, garbed, at least for what they were.

So why not she?

Why not she?

Too, she knew, and this did not displease her, at all, that she was quite attractive, perhaps even extremely so, in the tunic.  That had been evident from the appraisals of guards.

In their eyes she was clearly a female.

She had no doubt about that.

And one of great interest.

That, too, had been clear.

Sometimes the guards had bound her, with colorful cords, sometimes in exotic fashions, and had then ordered her to free herself, but she had been unable to do so.  But how their eyes had glinted upon her, as she had twisted, and reared up, and fell back, and squirmed and writhed, in her unsuccessful attempts to elude her constraints!  To see her so before them, bound so helplessly, so predictably and absurdly futile in her commanded struggles, had given them much pleasure.  Once she had intended to defy them, to remain quite still, but she was then switched, and so, again, she had addressed herself, now stung and weeping, desperately to efforts she now realized were foredoomed.

She recalled the words of the young man, on Earth, now her master on Gor, that he had thought she would be very pretty in such cords, later, when she would be luscious, helplessly bound in them.

Certainly she had been helpless in them, in those so simple, so soft, so attractive, so colorful bonds.

Am I, she asked herself, “luscious”?

She well remembered the eyes of the guards.

Perhaps, she thought.

And she was not displeased.

What female, and particularly one such as she, on this world, would not wish to be attractive, even luscious?

She shuddered.

She recalled that the young man on Earth, now her master, had suggested to her that her very life might depend on such things.

How often in history, she thought, it had been only a woman’s beauty which stood between herself and the sword.  How grateful she might be then when she felt her hands roped behind her and a leash put on her neck!
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