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Introduction





  The twentieth century was the science fiction century. We are now living in the world of the future described by the genre science fiction of the 1930s, 1940s and 1950s –

  a world of technologies we love and fear, sciences so increasingly complex and steeped in specialized diction and jargon that fewer and fewer of us understand science on what used to be called a

  “high school level”. These are the days, as Paul Simon sings, of miracles and wonder.




  Science fiction is a literature for people who value knowledge and who desire to understand how things work in the world and in the universe. In science fiction, knowledge is power and power is

  technology, and technology is useful in improving the human condition. It is, by extension, a literature of empowerment. The lesson of the genre megatext – that body of genre literature that

  in aggregate embodies the standard plots, tropes, images, specialized diction and clichés – is that one can solve problems through the application of knowledge of science and

  technology. By further extension, the SF megatext is an allegory of faith in science. Everyone knows there are science fiction addicts – I am one – and this is why: it expresses,

  represents, and confirms faith in science and reason.




  Life is never so neat that abstract patterns, such as centuries, are more than arbitrary dividers. In the case of science fiction, the twentieth century really began about 1895, with the first

  stories of H.G. Wells, the greatest writer in a vigorous literary tradition now superseded, called the Scientific Romance. Wells had many contemporaries writing Scientific Romances, such as George

  Griffith and M.P. Shiel; predecessors include Jules Verne and Sir Edward Bulwer-Lytton. But the tradition did end in Wells’s lifetime, although Brian Stableford, in Scientific Romance in

  Britain, 1890–1950 (1985), revives the term, which fell out of usage by World War II, to emphasize the differences between the evolution of American and British science fiction. Olaf

  Stapledon, S. Fowler Wright, Aldous Huxley and George Orwell, for instance, might properly be considered as having written late examples of Scientific Romance.




  But Wells, especially in his works between 1895 and 1911, was the primary model for a variety of other writers, in many languages, to explore the explosion of ideas and technologies that the

  advent of the new century promised. Not the only model, I hasten to add. I have included a fine story by J.H. Rosny aîné, from the French, in this anthology. And as the genre of

  science fiction began to coalesce in the teens and twenties of the new century, it became evident that a number of earlier writers, first of all Jules Berne but also many others from Mary Shelley

  and Edgar Allan Poe to Fitz-James O’Brien and Sir Edward Bulwer-Lytton might provide variant models for science fiction. Wells, however, was that spark that ignited the genre.




  The fires of science fiction did not blaze in the United States until April 1926, when editor and publisher Hugo Gernsback launched Amazing Stories – the first magazine devoted to

  the new genre and which provided, as it were, a fireplace. To give examples of the new literature he proposed to support and publish, Gernsback filled parts of his issues with “classic

  reprints” of Wells and many of the others named above. And in his oft-quoted first editorial, in which he defined scientifiction (the term science fiction was not coined until

  1929), he said it was in the manner of Poe, Verne and Wells: “charming romance intermingled with scientific fact and prophetic vision”.




  In addition to this relative confusion, Gernsback, an eccentric immigrant and technological visionary, was tone-deaf to the English language, printing barely literate stories, often by

  enthusiastic teenagers, about new inventions and the promise of a wondrous technological future cheek by jowl with fiction by Wells, Poe, Edgar Rice Burroughs, and a growing number of professional

  pulp writers who simply wanted to break into the new market. Gernsback was the man who first saw science fiction as the ordinary pleasure reading of the new technological world. But his standards

  were not the standards of a literary man or a modernist. They were the standards of a publisher of popular entertainment in pulp magazines – low-class, low-paying, low-priced popular

  entertainment serving the mass market.




  So genre science fiction became anti-modernist. It rapidly developed a loyal readership, literary conventions, and a body of specialized writers who, converted by the evangelical pitch of

  Gernsback and the other early editors – chief among them John W. Campbell, Jr, who took over the helm of Astounding in the late 1930s and set higher stylistic standards for the genre

  (his was for decades the highest-paying market) – set about improving themselves.




  Of all the pulp magazine genres, science fiction was the most socially unacceptable for decades, so it attracted the alienated of all stripes, some of them extremely talented writers. By the

  early 1940s the SF field had come into being. And it decided to rule the world. “Science fiction is the central literature of our time. It is not part of the mainstream. It is the

  mainstream”, says Ray Bradbury, and such grandiose claims are part of the essence of the SF field. Bradbury was a teenager who published a fanzine in the late 1930s and became a writer in the

  1940s under the tutelage of such established SF professionals as Leigh Brackett (who co-authored the script for The Big Sleep with William Faulkner, and later wrote the screenplay for The

  Empire Strikes Back). Science fiction did not aspire to take over literature, but reality.




  The field (an aggregation of people) as opposed to the genre (a body of texts) was originally a closely-knit international group of passionate readers and writers of science fiction in the 1930s

  and 1940s, people who knew each other for the most part only through correspondence and rarely met. They published fanzines and sent them to one another. They developed and evolved their own

  practical literary criticism and their own literary standards. Most of them were teenagers at the start – including the writers. Practically speaking, none of them had the benefit of a

  literary or humanist education. They read a lot. Some of them had technical training, some a scientific education – like Wells. But they were organized, and when the economy and publishing

  opportunities expanded after World War II, the SF field was ready to expand.




  In its own view, science fiction had already grown up; in Campbell’s Astounding, the 1940s were the Golden Age of SF. But by any sensible calculation the SF field really began to

  grow up after the war and blossomed with the first publications of genre science fiction in hardback books; the founding of major new magazines, such as Galaxy and Fantasy & Science

  Fiction in 1949; and the growth of the mass market paperback publishing industry in the early 1950s, which discovered science fiction right away. Most of the stories in this book are post-World

  War II mainly because that was the time at which the idea of revision took hold in the SF writing community, with a concomitant improvement in the fiction; it was a time when the money improved,

  although not enough for any but five or six of the highest paid writers to make a living without a “day job”; and most of all it was a time of optimism in the West after the terrible

  war.




  The international SF Field Crew with the sudden influx of American science fiction, and a dialogue began among literatures that grew and continues to grow today. In Russia in the 1940s, one of

  the key texts was a story written in response to a Murray Leinster story in Astounding. In France, Boris Vian translated A.E. van Vogt’s uneven English (The World of

  Null–A) into literate French and launched van Vogt as the most important SF writer of the period in France. American science fiction, in translation or in the original, dominated the

  discourse worldwide. It still does; even though there have been major writers in other languages who have made major contributions. American science fiction is still the dominant partner in all

  dialogues. I have attempted, in this anthology, to provide some translations that give evidence of the growth of other traditions, but the overwhelming evidence is that American science fiction and

  the American market place drive the SF world.




  It is a source of both amusement and frustration to SF people, writers and readers that public consciousness of science fiction has almost never penetrated beyond the first decade of the

  field’s development. Sure, Star Wars is wonderful, but in precisely the same way and at the same level of consciousness and sophistication that science fiction from the late twenties

  and early thirties was: fast, almost plotless stories of zipping through the ether in spaceships, meeting aliens, using futuristic devices and fighting the bad guys (and winning). SF people

  generally call this sci-fi (affectionately) “skiffy”, to distinguish it from the real, grown-up pure quill.




  Science fiction is read throughout the English language-reading world, and in many other languages for pleasure and entertainment. But it is not read with much comprehension or pleasure by the

  dominant literary culture, the writers and academics who, on the whole, define literary fashions and instruct us in the values and virtues of fashionable literatures. This is understandable given

  the literary history of the genre, which has now outlasted all the other counterculture or outsider literary movements of the twentieth century. I wrote an entire book, Age of Wonders (1984,

  1996), devoted to elucidating the nature of the field and the problems of understanding it and the literature associated with it, for outsiders, but one particular point needs to be repeated each

  time the subject arises. Science fiction is read properly, as an experienced reader can, only if the givens of the story are granted as literal, so that if the story is set on Mars in the future,

  that is the literal time and place. It might secondarily be interpretable as “only” a metaphor for the human condition, or for some abnormal psychological state of the character or

  characters, but with rare exceptions in science fiction, the literal truth of the time and place and ideas is a necessary precondition to making sense of the story. This is because only through

  this literality (the real world is pared away and reduced to an imaginable invented world, in which we can focus on things happening that could not happen in the mainstream world of everyday

  reality) can the emotional significance of totally imaginary times and places and events be felt.




  Kingsley Amis, in New Maps of Hell (1960), quotes his friend Edmund Crispin as saying, “Where an ordinary novel or short story resembles portraiture or at the widest the domestic

  interior, science fiction offers the less cosy satisfaction of a landscape with figures; to ask that these distant manikins be shown in as much detail as the subject of the portrait is evidently to

  ask the impossible”; he then goes on himself to say: “This is perhaps partisan in tone, but it does indicate a scale of priorities which operates throughout the medium and which, of

  course, is open to objection, though this is not often based on much more than an expectation that science fiction should treat the future as fiction of the main stream treats the present, an

  expectation bound to be defeated” (p. 128).




  Tom Shippey, in his introduction to The Oxford Book of Science Fiction Stories (1992), comments, “ What, then, has science fiction had to offer its human readers? Whatever it is, it

  has been enough for the genre to make its way into a prominent, if not dominant place in popular literary culture despite every kind of literary misunderstanding or discouragement. A very basic

  answer must be – truth. Not every science fiction story, of course, can ‘come true,’ indeed . . . probably none of them do, can, or ever will. Just the same, many of them (perhaps

  all of them, in some way or another) may be trying to solve a question for which many people this century have had no acceptable answer”.




  In the end this anthology is a collection of attempts to get at the truth of the human condition during the twentieth century, so contoured and conditioned by science and technology. Overall,

  perhaps, you can see the big picture, surely a bigger picture than any other. One might even get some intimations of the scope of the future – which of course leads us always back to the

  ground at present. And perhaps we return illuminated.




  David G. Hartwell




  Pleasantville, N.Y.










  
A Work of Art





  JAMES BLISH




  James Blish (1921–75) was perhaps the most sophisticated of the literary critics grown inside the SF field. Though self-educated, he was respected as a

  James Joyce scholar and was a music critic as well. Of all SF writers at mid-century, Blish most worshipped the Modernists and most aspired to “high” art.




  Blish moved permanently to England in the 1960s, where his writing was taken more seriously as contemporary literature than in the U.S. His major achievements in science

  fiction are generally regarded as the four-volume Cities in Flight (1970) and A Case of Conscience (1958), a classic theological SF novel. His short fiction, collected in The

  Seedling Stars (1957), The Best of James Blish (1979), and several other volumes, is also a major body of work in the modern field. He also edited the first SF anthology about the

  arts of the future, New Dreams This Morning (1966).




  Perhaps his most ambitious project began with A Case of Conscience, about the discovery of Christian aliens without original sin, which is linked to an even larger

  literary construct (Blish called it After Such Knowledge – essentially an ongoing theological argument) involving an additional non-genre novel about Francis Bacon, Doctor

  Mirabilis (1964), and two fantasy novels about the end of the world, Black Easter (1968) and The Day After Judgement (1971).




  At a time in the 1950s when science fiction as a whole had ignored the arts and artists as subjects for most of its history, Blish published this story. Blish said:

  “Ostensibly this is a story about the future of serious music.” It is of course more broadly about art. Such writers as Brian Aldiss, Samuel R. Delany, Michael Moorcock, and Bruce

  Sterling carry on the intellectual tradition of Blish today.




  

    ———————————


  




  Instantly, he remembered dying. He remembered it, however, as if at two removes – as though he were remembering a memory, rather than an actual event; as though he

  himself had not really been there when he died.




  Yet the memory was all from his own point of view, not that of some detached and disembodied observer which might have been his soul. He had been most conscious of the rasping, unevenly drawn

  movements of the air in his chest. Blurring rapidly, the doctor’s face had bent over him, loomed, come closer, and then had vanished as the doctor’s head passed below his cone of

  vision, turned sideways to listen to his lungs.




  It had become rapidly darker, and then, only then, had he realized that these were to be his last minutes. He had tried dutifully to say Pauline’s name, but his memory contained no record

  of the sound – only of the rattling breath and of the film of sootiness thickening in the air, blotting out everything for an instant.




  Only an instant, and then the memory was over. The room was bright again, and the ceiling, he noticed with wonder, had turned a soft green. The doctor’s head lifted again and looked down

  at him.




  It was a different doctor. This one was a far younger man, with an ascetic face and gleaming, almost fey eyes. There was no doubt about it. One of the last conscious thoughts he had had was that

  of gratitude that the attending physician, there at the end, had not been the one who secretly hated him for his one-time associations with the Nazi hierarchy. The attending doctor, instead, had

  worn an expression amusingly proper for that of a Swiss expert called to the deathbed of an eminent man: a mixture of worry at the prospect of losing so eminent a patient, and complacency at the

  thought that, at the old man’s age, nobody could blame this doctor if he died. At eighty-five, pneumonia is a serious matter, with or without penicillin.




  “You’re all right now,” the new doctor said, freeing his patient’s head of a whole series of little silver rods which had been clinging to it by a sort of network cap.

  “Rest a minute and try to be calm. Do you know your name?”




  He drew a cautious breath. There seemed to be nothing at all the matter with his lungs now; indeed, he felt positively healthy. “Certainly,” he said, a little nettled. “Do you

  know yours?”




  The doctor smiled crookedly. “You’re in character, it appears,” he said. “My name is Barkun Kris; I am a mind sculptor. Yours?”




  “Richard Strauss.”




  “Very good,” Dr. Kris said, and turned away. Strauss, however, had already been diverted by a new singularity. Strauss is a word as well as a name in German; it has many

  meanings – an ostrich, a bouquet; von Wolzogen had had a high old time working all the possible puns into the libretto of Feuersnot. And it happened to be the first German word to be

  spoken either by himself or by Dr. Kris since that twice-removed moment of death. The language was not French or Italian, either. It was most like English, but not the English Strauss knew;

  nevertheless, he was having no trouble speaking it and even thinking in it.




  Well, he thought, I’ll be able to conduct The Love of Danae, after all. It isn’t every composer who can premier his own opera posthumously. Still, there was

  something queer about all this – the queerest part of all being that conviction, which would not go away, that he had actually been dead for just a short time. Of course, medicine was making

  great strides, but . . .




  “Explain all this,” he said, lifting himself to one elbow. The bed was different, too, and not nearly as comfortable as the one in which he had died. As for the room, it looked more

  like a dynamo shed than a sickroom. Had modern medicine taken to reviving its corpses on the floor of the Siemanns-Schukert plant?




  “In a moment,” Dr. Kris said. He finished rolling some machine back into what Strauss impatiently supposed to be its place, and crossed to the pallet. “Now. There are many

  things you’ll have to take for granted without attempting to understand then, Dr. Strauss. Not everything in the world today is explicable in terms of your assumptions. Please bear that in

  mind.”




  “Very well. Proceed.”




  “The date,” Dr. Kris said, “is 2161 by your calendar – or, in other words, it is now two hundred and twelve years after your death. Naturally, you’ll realize that

  by this time nothing remains of your body but the bones. The body you have now was volunteered for your use. Before you look into a mirror to see what it’s like, remember that its physical

  difference from the one you were used to is all in your favor. It’s in perfect health, not unpleasant for other people to look at, and its physiological age is about fifty.”




  A miracle? No, not in this new age, surely. It is simply a work of science. But what a science! This was Nietzsche’s eternal recurrence and the immortality of the superman combined into

  one.




  “And where is this?” the composer said.




  “In Port York, part of the State of Manhattan, in the United States. You will find the country less changed in some respects than I imagine you anticipate. Other changes, of course, will

  seem radical to you, but it’s hard for me to predict which ones will strike you that way. A certain resilience on your part will bear cultivating.”




  “I understand,” Strauss said, sitting up. “One question, please; is it still possible for a composer to make a living in this century?”




  “Indeed it is,” Dr. Kris said, smiling. “As we expect you to do. It is one of the purposes for which we’ve – brought you back.”




  “I gather, then,” Strauss said somewhat dryly, “that there is still a demand for my music. The critics in the old days – ”




  “That’s not quite how it is,” Dr. Kris said. “I understand some of your work is still played, but frankly I know very little about your current status. My interest is

  rather – ”




  A door opened somewhere, and another man came in. He was older and more ponderous than Kris and had a certain air of academicism, but he, too, was wearing the oddly tailored surgeon’s gown

  and looked upon Kris’ patient with the glowing eyes of an artist.




  “A success, Kris?” he said. “Congratulations.”




  “They’re not in order yet,” Dr. Kris said. “The final proof is what counts. Dr. Strauss, if you feel strong enough, Dr. Seirds and I would like to ask you some questions.

  We’d like to make sure your memory is clear.”




  “Certainly. Go ahead.”




  “According to our records,” Kris said, “you once knew a man whose initials were R. K. L.; this was while you were conducting at the Vienna Staatsoper.” He made the

  double “a” at least twice too long, as though German were a dead language he was striving to pronounce in some “classical” accent. “What was his name, and who was

  he?”




  “That would be Kurt List – his first name was Richard, but he didn’t use it. He was assistant stage manager.”




  The two doctors looked at each other. “Why did you offer to write a new overture to The Woman Without a Shadow and give the manuscript to the city of Vienna?”




  “So I wouldn’t have to pay the garbage removal tax on the Maria Theresa villa they had given me.”




  “In the backyard of your house at Garmisch-Partenkirchen there was a tombstone. What was written on it?”




  Strauss frowned. That was a question he would be happy to be unable to answer. If one is to play childish jokes upon oneself, it’s best not to carve them in stone and put the carving where

  you can’t help seeing it every time you go out to tinker with the Mercedes. “It says,” he replied wearily, “ ‘Sacred to the memory of Guntram, Minnesinger, slain in a

  horrible way by his father’s own symphony orchestra.’”




  “When was Guntram premiered?’ ”




  “In – let me see – 1894, I believe.”




  “Where?”




  “In Weimar.”




  “Who was the leading lady?”




  “Pauline de Ahna.”




  “What happened to her afterwards?”




  “I married her. Is she . . . ,” Strauss began anxiously.




  “No,” Dr. Kris said. “I’m sorry, but we lack the data to reconstruct more or less ordinary people.”




  The composer sighed. He did not know whether to be worried or not. He had loved Pauline, to be sure; on the other hand, it would be pleasant to be able to live the new life without being forced

  to take off one’s shoes every time one entered the house, so as not to scratch the polished hardwood floors. And also pleasant, perhaps, to have two o’clock in the afternoon come by

  without hearing Pauline’s everlasting, “Richard – jetzt komponiert!”




  “Next question,” he said.




  For reasons which Strauss did not understand, but was content to take for granted, he was separated from Drs. Kris and Seirds as soon as both were satisfied that the

  composer’s memory was reliable and his health stable. His estate, he was given to understand, had long since been broken up – a sorry end for what had been one of the principal fortunes

  of Europe – but he was given sufficient money to set up lodgings and resume an active life. He was provided, too, with introductions which proved valuable.




  It took longer than he had expected to adjust to the changes that had taken place in music alone. Music was, he quickly began to suspect, a dying art, which would soon have a status not much

  above that held by flower arranging back in what he thought of as his own century. Certainly it couldn’t be denied that the trend toward fragmentation, already visible back in his own time,

  had proceeded almost to completion in 2161.




  He paid no more attention to American popular tunes than he had bothered to pay in his previous life. Yet it was evident that their assembly-line production methods – all the ballad

  composers openly used a slide-rule-like device called a Hit Machine – now had their counterparts almost throughout serious music.




  The conservatives these days, for instance, were the twelve-tone composers – always, in Strauss’ opinion, dryly mechanical but never more so than now. Their gods – Berg,

  Schoenberg, Webern – were looked upon by the concert-going public as great masters, on the abstruse side perhaps, but as worthy of reverence as any of the Three B’s.




  There was one wing of the conservatives however, that had gone the twelve-tone procedure one better. These men composed what was called “stochastic music,” put together by choosing

  each individual note by consultation with tables of random numbers. Their bible, their basic text, was a volume called Operational Aesthetics, which in turn derived from a discipline called

  information theory, and not one word of it seemed to touch upon any of the techniques and customs of composition which Strauss knew. The ideal of this group was to produce music which would be

  “universal” – that is, wholly devoid of any trace of the composer’s individuality, wholly a musical expression of the universal Laws of Chance. The Laws of Chance seemed to

  have a style of their own, all right, but to Strauss it seemed the style of an idiot child being taught to hammer a flat piano, to keep him from getting into trouble.




  By far the largest body of work being produced, however, fell into a category misleadingly called science-music. The term reflected nothing but the titles of the works, which dealt with space

  flight, time travel, and other subjects of a romantic or an unlikely nature. There was nothing in the least scientific about the music, which consisted of a mélange of clichés and

  imitations of natural sounds, in which Strauss was horrified to see his own time-distorted and diluted image.




  The most popular form of science-music was a nine-minute composition called a concerto, though it bore no resemblance at all to the classical concerto form; it was instead a sort of free

  rhapsody after Rachmaninoff – long after. A typical one – “Song of Deep Space,” it was called, by somebody named H. Valerion Krafft – began with a loud assault on the

  tam-tam, after which all the strings rushed up the scale in unison, followed at a respectful distance by the harp and one clarinet in parallel 6/4’s. At the top of the scale cymbals were

  bashed together, forte possible, and the whole orchestra launched itself into a major-minor wailing sort of melody; the whole orchestra, that is, except for the French horns, which were

  plodding back down the scale again in what was evidently supposed to be a countermelody. The second phrase of the theme was picked up by a solo trumpet with a suggestion of tremolo, the orchestra

  died back to its roots to await the next cloudburst, and at this point – as any four-year-old could have predicted – the piano entered with the second theme.




  Behind the orchestra stood a group of thirty women, ready to come in with a wordless chorus intended to suggest the eeriness of Deep Space – but at this point, too, Strauss had already

  learned to get up and leave. After a few such experiences he could also count upon meeting in the lobby Sindi Noniss, the agent to whom Dr. Kris had introduced him and who was handling the reborn

  composer’s output – what there was of it thus far. Sindi had come to expect these walkouts on the part of his client and patiently awaited them, standing beneath a bust of Gian-Carlo

  Menotti, but he liked them less and less, and lately had been greeting them by turning alternately red and white, like a totipotent barber pole.




  “You shouldn’t have done it,” he burst out after the Krafft incident. “You can’t just walk out on a new Krafft composition. The man’s the president of the

  Interplanetary Society for Contemporary Music. How am I ever going to persuade them that you’re a contemporary if you keep snubbing them?”




  “What does it matter?” Strauss said. “They don’t know me by sight.”




  “You’re wrong; they know you very well, and they’re watching every move you make. You’re the first major composer the mind sculptors ever tackled, and the ISCM would be

  glad to turn you back with a rejection slip.”




  “Why?”




  “Oh,” said Sindi, “there are lots of reasons. The sculptors are snobs; so are the ISCM boys. Each of them wanted to prove to the other that their own art is the king of them

  all. And then there’s the competition; it would be easier to flunk you than to let you into the market. I really think you’d better go back in. I could make up some excuse –

  ”




  “No,” Strauss said shortly. “I have work to do.”




  “But that’s just the point, Richard. How are we going to get an opera produced without the ISCM? It isn’t as though you wrote theremin solos, or something that didn’t

  cost so – ”




  “I have work to do,” he said, and left.




  And he did, work which absorbed him as had no other project during the last thirty years of his former life. He had scarcely touched pen to music paper – both had been astonishingly hard

  to find – when he realized that nothing in his long career had provided him with touchstones by which to judge what music he should write now.




  The old tricks came swarming back by the thousands, to be sure: the sudden, unexpected key changes at the crest of a melody, the interval stretching, the piling of divided strings, playing in

  the high harmonics, upon the already tottering top of a climax, the scurry and bustle as phrases were passed like lightning from one choir of the orchestra to another, the flashing runs in the

  brass, the chuckling in the clarinets, the snarling mixtures of colors to emphasize dramatic tension – all of them.




  But none of them satisfied him now. He had been content with them for most of a lifetime and had made them do an astonishing amount of work. But now it was time to strike out afresh. Some of the

  tricks, indeed, actively repelled him: Where had he gotten the notion, clung to for decades, that violins screaming out in unison somewhere in the stratosphere were a sound interesting enough to be

  worth repeating inside a single composition, let alone in all of them?




  And nobody, he reflected contentedly, ever approached such a new beginning better equipped. In addition to the past lying available in his memory, he had always had a technical armamentarium

  second to none; even the hostile critics had granted him that. Now that he was, in a sense, composing his first opera – his first after fifteen of them! – he had every opportunity to

  make it a masterpiece.




  And every such intention.




  There were of course, many minor distractions. One of them was that search for old-fashioned score paper, and a pen and ink with which to write on it. Very few of the modern composers, it

  developed, wrote their music at all. A large bloc of them used tape, patching together snippets of tone and sound snipped from other tapes, superimposing one tape on another, and varying the

  results by twirling an elaborate array of knobs this way or that. Almost all the composers of 3-V scores, on the other hand, wrote on the sound track itself, rapidly scribbling jagged wiggly lines

  which, when passed through a photocell-audio circuit, produced a noise reasonably like an orchestra playing music, overtones and all.




  The last-ditch conservatives who still wrote notes on paper did so with the aid of a musical typewriter. The device, Strauss had to admit, seemed perfected at last; it had manuals and stops like

  an organ, but it was not much more than twice as large as a standard letter-writing typewriter and produced a neat page. But he was satisfied with his own spidery, highly legible manuscript and

  refused to abandon it, badly though the one pen nib he had been able to buy coarsened it. It helped to tie him to his past.




  Joining the ISCM had also caused him some bad moments, even after Sindi had worked him around the political roadblocks. The Society man who examined his qualifications as a member had run

  through the questions with no more interest than might have been shown by a veterinarian examining his four-thousandth sick calf.




  “Had anything published?”




  “Yes, nine tone poems, about three hundred songs, an – ”




  “Not when you were alive,” the examiner said, somewhat disquietingly. “I mean since the sculptors turned you out again.”




  “Since the sculptors – ah, I understand. Yes, a string quartet, two song cycles, a – ”




  “Good. Alfie, write down, ‘Songs.’ Play an instrument?”




  “Piano.”




  “Hmmm.” The examiner studied his fingernails. “Oh well. Do you read music? Or do you use a Scriber, or tape clips? Or a Machine?”




  “I read.”




  “Here.” The examiner sat Strauss down in front of a viewing lectern, over the lit surface of which an endless belt of translucent paper was traveling. On the paper was an immensely

  magnified sound track. “Whistle me the tune of that, and name the instruments it sounds like.”




  “I don’t read that Musiksticheln,” Strauss said frostily, “or write it, either. I use standard notation, on music paper.




  “Alfie, write down, ‘Reads notes only.’” He laid a sheet of grayly printed music on the lectern above the ground glass. “Whistle me that.”




  “That” proved to be a popular tune called “Vangs, Snifters, and Store-Credit Snooky,” which had been written on a Hit Machine in 2159 by a guitar-faking politician who

  sang it at campaign rallies. (In some respects, Strauss reflected, the United States had indeed not changed very much.) It had become so popular that anybody could have whistled it from the title

  alone, whether he could read the music or not. Strauss whistled it and, to prove his bona fides, added, “It’s in the key of B flat.”




  The examiner went over to the green-painted upright piano and hit one greasy black key. The instrument was horribly out of tune – the note was much nearer to the standard 440/cps A than it

  was to B flat – but the examiner said, “So it is. Alfie, write down, ‘Also reads flats.’ All right, son, you’re a member. Nice to have you with us; not many people can

  read that old-style notation anymore. A lot of them think they’re too good for it.”




  “Thank you,” Strauss said.




  “My feeling is, if it was good enough for the old masters, it’s good enough for us. We don’t have people like them with us these days, it seems to me. Except for Dr. Krafft, of

  course. They were great back in the old days – men like Shilkrit, Steiner, Tiomkin, and Pearl . . . and Wilder and Jannsen. Real goffin.”




  “Dock gewiss,” Strauss said politely.




  But the work went forward. He was making a little income now, from small works. People seemed to feel a special interest in a composer who had come out of the mind

  sculptors’ laboratories, and in addition the material itself, Strauss was quite certain, had merits of its own to help sell it.




  It was the opera that counted, however. That grew and grew under his pen, as fresh and new as his new life, as founded in knowledge and ripeness as his long, full memory. Finding a libretto had

  been troublesome at first. While it was possible that something existed that might have served among the current scripts for 3-V – though he doubted it – he found himself unable to tell

  the good from the bad through the fog cast over both by incomprehensibly technical production directions. Eventually, and for only the third time in his whole career, he had fallen back upon a play

  written in a language other than his own, and – for the first time – decided to set it in that language.




  The play was Christopher Fry’s Venus Observed, in all ways a perfect Strauss opera libretto, as he came gradually to realize. Though nominally a comedy, with a complex farcical

  plot, it was a verse play with considerable depth to it, and a number of characters who cried out to be brought by music into three dimensions, plus a strong undercurrent of autumnal tragedy, of

  leaf-fall and apple-fall – precisely the kind of contradictory dramatic mixture which von Hofmannsthal had supplied him with in The Knight of the Rose, in Ariadne at Naxos, and

  in Arabella.




  Alas for von Hofmannsthal, but here was another long-dead playwright who seemed nearly as gifted, and the musical opportunities were immense. There was, for instance, the fire which ended Act

  II; what a gift for a composer to whom orchestration and counterpoint were as important as air and water! Or take the moment where Perpetua shoots the apple from the Duke’s hand; in that one

  moment a single passing reference could add Rossini’s marmoreal William Tell to the musical texture as nothing but an ironic footnote! And the Duke’s great curtain speech,

  beginning:


  





  

    

      Shall I be sorry for myself? In Mortality’s name


	  I’ll be sorry for myself. Branches and boughs,


	  Brown hills, the valleys faint with brume,


	  A burnish on the lake . . .


    


  


    


  


  

  There was a speech for a great tragic comedian in the spirit of Falstaff: the final union of laughter and tears, punctuated by the sleepy comments of Reedbeck, to whose sonorous snore

  (trombones, no less than five of them, con sordini?) the opera would gently end . . .




  What could be better? And yet he had come upon the play only by the unlikeliest series of accidents. At first he had planned to do a straight knockabout farce, in the idiom of The Silent

  Woman, just to warm himself up. Remembering that Zweig had adapted that libretto for him, in the old days, from a play by Ben Jonson, Strauss had begun to search out English plays of the period

  just after Jonson’s, and had promptly run aground on an awful specimen in heroic couplets called Venice Preserv’d, by one Thomas Otway. The Fry play had directly followed the

  Otway in the card catalogue, and he had looked at it out of curiosity; why should a twentieth-century playwright be punning on a title from the eighteenth?




  After two pages of the Fry play, the minor puzzle of the pun disappeared entirely from his concern. His luck was running again; he had an opera.




  Sindi worked miracles in arranging for the performance. The date of the premiere was set even before the score was finished, reminding Strauss pleasantly of those heady days

  when Fuestner had been snatching the conclusion of Elektra off his worktable a page at a time, before the ink was even dry, to rush it to the engraver before publication deadline. The

  situation now, however, was even more complicated, for some of the score had to be scribed, some of it taped, some of it engraved in the old way, to meet the new techniques of performance; there

  were moments when Sindi seemed to be turning quite gray.




  But Venus Observed was, as usual, forthcoming complete from Strauss’ pen in plenty of time. Writing the music in first draft had been hellishly hard work, much more like being

  reborn than had been that confused awakening in Barkun Kris’ laboratory, with its overtones of being dead instead, but Strauss found that he still retained all of his old ability to score

  from the draft almost effortlessly, as undisturbed by Sindi’s half-audible worrying in the room with him as he was by the terrifying supersonic bangs of the rockets that bulleted invisibly

  over the city.




  When he was finished, he had two days still to spare before the beginning of rehearsals. With those, furthermore, he would have nothing to do. The techniques of performance in this age were so

  completely bound up with the electronic arts as to reduce his own experience – he, the master Kapellmeister of them all – to the hopelessly primitive.




  He did not mind. The music, as written, would speak for itself. In the meantime he found it grateful to forget the months-long preoccupation with the stage for a while. He went back to the

  library and browsed lazily through old poems, vaguely seeking texts for a song or two. He knew better than to bother with recent poets; they could not speak to him, and he knew it. The Americans of

  his own age, he thought, might give him a clue to understanding this America of 2161, and if some such poem gave birth to a song, so much the better.




  The search was relaxing, and he gave himself up to enjoying it. Finally he struck a tape that he liked; a tape read in a cracked old voice that twanged of Idaho as that voice had twanged in

  1910, in Strauss’ own ancient youth. The poet’s name was Pound; he said, on the tape:




  

    

      

        

          “. . . the souls of all men great




          At times pass through us,




          And we are melted into them, and are not




          Save reflexions of their souls.




          Thus I am Dante for a space and am




          One François Villon, a ballad-lord and thief,




          Or am such holy ones I may not write,




          Lest Blasphemy be writ against my name;




          This for an instant and the flame is gone.




          ’Tis as in midmost us there glows a sphere




          Translucent, molten gold, that is the ‘I’




          And into this some form projects itself:




          Christus, or John, or eke the Florentine;




          And as the clear space is not if a form’s




          Imposed thereon,




          So cease we from all being for the time,




          And these, the masters of the Soul, live on.”


        


      


    


  




  He smiled. That lesson had been written again and again from Plato onward. Yet the poem was a history of his own case, a sort of theory for the metempsychosis he had undergone, and in its formal

  way it was moving. It would be fitting to make a little hymn of it, in honor of his own rebirth, and of the poet’s insight.




  A series of solemn, breathless chords framed themselves in his inner ear, against which the words might be intoned in a high, gently bending hush at the beginning . . . and then a dramatic

  passage in which the great names of Dante and Villon would enter ringing like challenges to Time . . . He wrote for a while in his notebook before he returned the spool to its shelf.




  These, he thought, are good auspices.




  And so the night of the premiere arrived, the audience pouring into the hall, the 3-V cameras riding on no visible supports through the air, aud Sindi calculating his share of his client’s

  earnings by a complicated game he played on his fingers, the basic law of which seemed to be that one plus one equals ten. The hall filled to the roof with people from every class, as though what

  was to come would be a circus rather than an opera.




  There were, surprisingly, nearly fifty of the aloof and aristocratic mind sculptors, clad in formal clothes which were exaggerated black versions of their surgeons’ gowns. They had bought

  a block of seats near the front of the auditorium, where the gigantic 3-V figures which would shortly fill the “stage” before them (the real singers would perform on a small stage in

  the basement) could not but seem monstrously out of proportion, but Strauss supposed that they had taken this into account and dismissed it.




  There was a tide of whispering in the audience as the sculptors began to trickle in, and with it an undercurrent of excitement, the meaning of which was unknown to Strauss. He did not attempt to

  fathom it, however; he was coping with his own mounting tide of opening-night tension, which, despite all the years, he had never quite been able to shake.




  The sourceless, gentle light in the auditorium dimmed, and Strauss mounted the podium. There was a score before him, but he doubted that he would need it. Directly before him, poking up from

  among the musicians, were the inevitable 3-V snouts, waiting to carry his image to the singers in the basement.




  The audience was quiet now. This was the moment. His baton swept up and then decisively down, and the prelude came surging up out of the pit.




  For a little while he was deeply immersed in the always tricky business of keeping the enormous orchestra together and sensitive to the flexing of the musical web beneath his

  hand. As his control firmed and became secure, however, the task became slightly less demanding, and he was able to pay more attention to what the whole sounded like.




  There was something decidedly wrong with it. Of course there were the occasional surprises as some bit of orchestral color emerged with a different Klang than he had expected; that

  happened to every composer, even after a lifetime of experience. And there were moments when the singers, entering upon a phrase more difficult to handle than he had calculated, sounded like

  someone about to fall off a tightrope (although none of them actually fluffed once; they were as fine as troupe of voices as he had ever had to work with).




  But these were details. It was the overall impression that was wrong. He was losing not only the excitement of the premiere – after all, that couldn’t last at the same pitch all

  evening – but also his very interest in what was coming from the stage and the pit. He was gradually tiring, his baton arm becoming heavier; as the second act mounted to what should have been

  an impassioned outpouring of shining tone, he was so bored as to wish he could go back to his desk to work on that song.




  Then the act was over; only one more to go. He scarcely heard the applause. The twenty minutes’ rest in his dressing room was just barely enough to give him the necessary strength.




  And suddenly, in the middle of the last act, he understood.




  There was nothing new about the music. It was the old Strauss all over again – but weaker, more dilute than ever. Compared with the output of composers like Krafft, it doubtless sounded

  like a masterpiece to this audience. But he knew.




  The resolutions, the determination to abandon the old clichés and mannerisms, the decision to say something new – they had all come to nothing against the force of habit. Being

  brought to life again meant bringing to life as well all those deeply graven reflexes of his style. He had only to pick up his pen and they overpowered him with easy automatism, no more under his

  control than the jerk of a finger away from a flame.




  His eyes filled; his body was young, but he was an old man, an old man. Another thirty-five years of this? Never. He had said all this before, centuries before. Nearly a half century condemned

  to saying it all over again, in a weaker and still weaker voice, aware that even this debased century would come to recognize in him only the burnt husk of greatness? – no, never, never.




  He was aware, dully, that the opera was over. The audience was screaming its joy. He knew the sound. They had screamed that way when Day of Peace had been premiered, but they had been

  cheering the man he had been, not the man that Day of Peace showed with cruel clarity he had become. Here the sound was even more meaningless: cheers of ignorance, and that was all.




  He turned slowly. With surprise, and with a surprising sense of relief he saw that the cheers were not, after all, for him.




  They were for Dr. Barkun Kris.




  Kris was standing in the middle of the bloc of mind sculptors, bowing to the audience. The sculptors nearest him were shaking his hand one after the other. More grasped at it

  as he made his way to the aisle and walked forward to the podium. When he mounted the rostrum and took the composer’s limp hand, the cheering became delirious.




  Kris lifted his arm. The cheering died instantly to an intent hush.




  “Thank you,” he said clearly. “Ladies and gentlemen, before we take leave of Dr. Strauss, let us again tell him what a privilege it has been for us to hear this fresh example

  of his mastery. I am sure no farewell could be more fitting.”




  The ovation lasted five minutes and would have gone another five if Kris had not cut it off.




  “Dr. Strauss,” he said, “in a moment, when I speak a certain formulation to you, you will realize that your name is Jerom Bosch, born in our century and with a life in it all

  your own. The superimposed memories which have made you assume the mask, the persona, of a great composer will be gone. I tell you this so that you may understand why these people here share

  your applause with me.”




  A wave of asserting sound.




  “The art of mind sculpture – the creation of artificial personalities for aesthetic enjoyment – may never reach such a pinnacle again. For you should understand that as Jerom

  Bosch you had no talent for music at all; indeed, we searched a long time to find a man who was utterly unable to carry even the simplest tune. Yet we were able to impose upon such unpromising

  material not only the personality, but the genius, of a great composer. That genius belongs entirely to you – to the persona that thinks of itself as Richard Strauss. None of the

  credit goes to the man who volunteered for the sculpture. That is your triumph, and we salute you for it.”




  Now the ovation could no longer be contained. Strauss, with a crooked smile, watched Dr. Kris bow. This mind sculpturing was a suitably sophisticated kind of cruelty for this age, but the

  impulse, of course, had always existed. It was the same impulse that had made Rembrandt and Leonardo turn cadavers into art works.




  It deserved a suitably sophisticated payment under the lex talionis: an eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth – and a failure for a failure.




  No, he need not tell Dr. Kris that the “Strauss” he had created was as empty of genius as a hollow gourd. The joke would always be on the sculptor, who was incapable of hearing the

  hollowness of the music now preserved on the 3-V tapes.




  But for an instant a surge of revolt poured through his bloodstream. I am I, he thought. I am Richard Strauss until I die, and will never be Jerom Bosch, who was utterly

  unable to carry even the simplest tune. His hand, still holding the baton, came sharply up, through whether to deliver or to ward off a blow he could not tell.




  He let it fall again, and instead, at last, bowed – not to the audience, but to Dr. Kris. He was sorry for nothing, as Kris turned to him to say the word that would plunge him back into

  oblivion, except that he would now have no chance to set that poem to music.










  
2066: Election Day





  MICHAEL SHAARA




  Michael Shaara (1929–88) was one of the bright young SF writers of the early 1950s, who left the genre in 1957 after producing a number of fine short

  stories, and later wrote a boxing novel and the Pulitzer Prize-winning American Civil War novel, The Killer Angels (1974). Most of his short stories are collected in Soldier Boy

  (1982), along with an afterword reminiscing about his early days in science fiction, the excitement of selling to John W. Campbell’s Astounding, the frustrations of dealing with genre

  markets. Algis Budrys remembers that Robert Sheckley, Michael Shaara and he were the hot new writers of 1952–3.




  After the generally positive editorial reaction to Soldier Boy, Shaara completed an SF novel, The Herald (1981 – actually published before the collection,

  which was delayed, but not published as a genre novel, since Shaara had won the Pulitzer and his publisher was certain that a genre label would compromise his, and their, reputation). The

  Encyclopedia of Science Fiction praises his writing for its “quick, revelatory ironies about the human condition.” I recall joking with him in 1982 that this, of all his stories,

  was predictive and that it had already come true. It is still coming true.




  

    ———————————


  




  Early that afternoon Professor Larkin crossed the river into Washington, a thing he always did on Election Day, and sat for a long while in the Polls. It was still called the

  Polls, in this year A.D. 2066, although what went on inside bore no relation at all to the elections of primitive American history. The Polls was now a single enormous

  building which rose out of the green fields where the ancient Pentagon had once stood. There was only one of its kind in Washington, only one Polling Place in each of the forty-eight states, but

  since few visited the Polls nowadays, no more were needed.




  In the lobby of the building, a great hall was reserved for visitors. Here you could sit and watch the many-colored lights dancing and flickering on the huge panels above, listen to the weird

  but strangely soothing hum and click of the vast central machine. Professor Larkin chose a deep soft chair near the long line of booths and sat down. He sat for a long while smoking his pipe,

  watching the people go in and out of the booths with strained, anxious looks on their faces.




  Professor Larkin was a lean, boyish-faced man in his late forties. With the pipe in his hand he looked much more serious and sedate than he normally felt, and it often bothered him that people

  were able to guess his profession almost instantly. He had a vaguc idea that it was not becoming to look like a college professor, and he often tried to change his appearance – a loud tie

  here, a sport coat there – but it never seemed to make any difference. He remained what he was, easily identifiable, Professor Harry L. (Lloyd) Larkin, Ph.D., Dean of the Political Science

  Department at a small but competent college just outside of Washington.




  It was his interest in Political Science which drew him regularly to the Polls at every election. Here he could sit and feel the flow of American history in the making, and recognize, as he did

  now, perennial candidates for the presidency. Smiling, he watched a little old lady dressed in pink, very tiny and very fussy, flit doggedly from booth to booth. Evidently her test marks had not

  been very good. She was clutching her papers tightly in a black-gloved hand, and there was a look of prim irritation on her face. But she knew how to run this country, by George, and one of

  these days she would be President. Harry Larkin chuckled.




  But it did prove one thing. The great American dream was still intact. The tests were open to all. And anyone could still grow up to be President of the United States.




  Sitting back in his chair, Harry Larkin remembered his own childhood, how the great battle had started. There were examinations for everything in those days – you could not get a job

  streetcleaning without taking a civil-service examination – but public office needed no qualification at all. And first the psychologists, then the newspapers, had begun calling it a national

  disgrace. And, considering the caliber of some of the men who went into public office, it was a national disgrace. But then psychological testing came of age, really became an exact science,

  so that it was possible to test a man thoroughly – his knowledge, his potential, his personality. And from there it was a short but bitterly fought step to – SAM.




  SAM. UNCLE SAM, as he had been called originally, the last and greatest of all electronic brains. Harry Larkin peered up in unabashed awe at the vast battery of lights which

  flickered above him. He knew that there was more to SAM than just this building, more than all the other forty-eight buildings put together, that SAM was actually an incredibly enormous network of

  electronic cells which had its heart in no one place, but its arms in all. It was an unbelievably complex analytical computer which judged a candidate far more harshly and thoroughly than the

  American public could ever have judged him. And crammed in its miles of memory banks lay almost every bit of knowledge mankind had yet discovered. It was frightening, many thought of it as a

  monster, but Harry Larkin was unworried.




  The thirty years since the introduction of SAM had been thirty of America’s happiest years. In a world torn by continual war and unrest, by dictators, puppet governments, the entire world

  had come to know and respect the American President for what he was: the best possible man for the job. And there was no doubt that he was the best. He had competed for the job in fair examination

  against the cream of the country. He had to be a truly remarkable man to come out on top.




  The day was long since past when just any man could handle the presidency. A full century before men had begun dying in office, cut down in their prime by the enormous pressures of the job. And

  that was a hundred years ago. Now the job had become infinitely more complex, and even now President Creighton lay on his bed in the White House, recovering from a stroke, an old, old man after one

  term of office.




  Harry Larkin shuddered to think what might have happened had America not adopted the system of “the best qualified man.” All over the world this afternoon men waited for word from

  America, the calm and trustworthy words of the new President, for there had been no leader in America since President Creighton’s stroke. His words would mean more to the people, embroiled as

  they were in another great crisis, than the words of their own leaders. The leaders of other countries fought for power, bought it, stole it, only rarely earned it. But the American President was

  known the world over for his honesty, his intelligence, his desire for peace. Had he not those qualities, “old UNCLE SAM” would never have elected him.




  Eventually, the afternoon nearly over, Harry Larkin rose to leave. By this time the President was probably already elected. Tomorrow the world would return to peace. Harry Larkin paused in the

  door once before he left, listened to the reassuring hum from the great machine. Then he went quietly home, walking quickly and briskly toward the most enormous fate on Earth.




  “My name is Reddington. You know me?”




  Harry Larkin smiled uncertainly into the phone.




  “Why . . . yes, I believe so. You are, if I’m not mistaken, general director of the Bureau of Elections.”




  “Correct,” the voice went on quickly, crackling in the receiver, “and you are supposed to be an authority on Political Science, right?”




  “Supposed to be?” Larkin bridled. “Well, it’s distinctly possible that I – ”




  “All right, all right,” Reddington blurted. “No time for politeness. Listen, Larkin, this is a matter of urgent national security. There will be a car at your door –

  probably be there when you put this phone down. I want you to get into it and hop on over here. I can’t explain further. I know your devotion to the country, and if it wasn’t for that I

  would not have called you. But don’t ask questions. Just come. No time. Good-bye.”




  There was a click. Harry Larkin stood holding the phone for a long shocked moment, then he heard a pounding at the door. The housekeeper was out, but he waited automatically before going to

  answer it. He didn’t like to be rushed, and he was confused. Urgent national security? Now what in blazes –




  The man at the door was an Army major. He was accompanied by two young but very large sergeants. They identified Larkin, then escorted him politely but firmly down the steps into a staff car.

  Larkin could not help feeling abducted, and a completely characteristic rage began to rise in him. But he remembered what Reddington had said about national security and so sat back quietly with

  nothing more than an occasional grumble.




  He was driven back into Washington. They took him downtown to a small but expensive apartment house he could neither identify nor remember, and escorted him briskly into an elevator. When they

  reached the suite upstairs they opened the door and let him in, but did not follow him. They turned and went quickly away.




  Somewhat ruffled, Larkin stood for a long moment in the hall by the hat table, regarding a large rubber plant. There was a long sliding door before him, closed, but he could hear an argument

  going on behind it. He heard the word “SAM” mentioned many times, and once he heard a clear sentence: “. . . Government by machine. I will not tolerate it!” Before he had

  time to hear any more, the doors slid back. A small, square man with graying hair came out to meet him. He recognized the man instantly as Reddington.




  “Larkin,” the small man said, “glad you’re here.” The tension on his face showed also in his voice. “That makes all of us. Come in and sit down.” He

  turned back into the large living room. Larkin followed.




  “Sorry to be so abrupt,” Reddington said, “but it was necessary. You will see. Here, let me introduce you around.”




  Larkin stopped in involuntary awe. He was used to the sight of important men, but not so many at one time, and never so close. There was Secretary Kell, of Agriculture; Wachsmuth, of Commerce;

  General Vines, Chief of Staff; and a battery of others so imposing that Larkin found his mouth hanging embarrassingly open. He closed it immediately.




  Reddington introduced him. The men nodded one by one, but they were all deathly serious, their faces drawn, and there was now no conversation. Reddington waved him to a chair. Most of the others

  were standing, but Larkin sat.




  Reddington sat directly facing him. There was a long moment of silence during which Larkin realized that he was being searchingly examined. He flushed, but sat calmly with his hands folded in

  his lap. After a while Reddington took a deep breath.




  “Dr. Larkin,” he said slowly, “what I am about to say to you will die with you. There must be no question of that. We cannot afford to have any word of this meeting, any word

  at all, reach anyone not in this room. This includes your immediate relatives, your friends, anyone – anyone at all. Before we continue, let me impress you with that fact. This is a matter of

  the gravest national security. Will you keep what is said here in confidence?”




  “If the national interests – ” Larkin began, then he said abruptly, “of course.”




  Reddington smiled slightly.




  “Good. I believe you. I might add that just the fact of your being here, Doctor, means that you have already passed the point of no return . . . well, no matter. There is no time.

  I’ll get to the point.”




  He stopped, looking around the room. Some of the other men were standing and now began to move in closer. Larkin felt increasingly nervous, but the magnitude of the event was too great for him

  to feel any worry. He gazed intently at Reddington.




  “The Polls close tonight at eight o’clock.” Reddington glanced at his watch. “It is now six-eighteen. I must be brief. Doctor, do you remember the prime directive that we

  gave to SAM when he was first built?”




  “I think so,” said Larkin slowly.




  “Good. You remember then that there was one main order. SAM was directed to elect, quote, the best qualified man. Unquote. Regardless of any and all circumstances, religion, race,

  so on. The orders were clear – the best qualified man. The phrase has become world famous. But unfortunately” – he glanced up briefly at the men surrounding him – “the

  order was a mistake. Just whose mistake does not matter. I think perhaps the fault lies with all of us, but – it doesn’t matter. What matters is this: SAM will not elect a

  president.”




  Larkin struggled to understand. Reddington leaned forward in his chair.




  “Now follow me closely. We learned this only late this afternoon. We are always aware, as you no doubt know, of the relatively few people in this country who have a chance for the

  presidency. We know not only because they are studying for it, but because such men as these are marked from their childhood to be outstanding. We keep close watch on them, even to assigning the

  Secret Service to protect them from possible harm. There are only a very few. During this last election we could not find more than fifty. All of those people took the tests this morning. None of

  them passed.”




  He paused, waiting for Larkin’s reaction. Larkin made no move.




  “You begin to see what I’m getting at? There is no qualified man.”




  Larkin’s eyes widened. He sat bolt upright.




  “Now it hits you. If none of those people this morning passed, there is no chance at all for any of the others tonight. What is left now is simply crackpots and malcontents. They are

  privileged to take the tests, but it means nothing. SAM is not going to select anybody. Because sometime during the last four years the presidency passed the final limit, the ultimate end of

  man’s capabilities, and with scientific certainty we know that there is probably no man alive who is, according to SAM’s directive, qualified.”




  “But,” Larkin interrupted, “I’m not quite sure I follow. Doesn’t the phrase ‘elect the best qualified man’ mean that we can at least take the best

  we’ve got?”




  Reddington smiled wanly and shook his head.




  “No. And that was our mistake. It was quite probably a psychological block, but none of us ever considered the possibility of the job surpassing human ability. Not then, thirty years ago.

  And we also never seemed to remember that SAM is, after all, only a machine. He takes the words to mean exactly what they say: Elect the best, comma, qualified, comma, man. But do you see,

  if there is no qualified man, SAM cannot possibly elect the best. So SAM will elect no one at all. Tomorrow this country will be without a president. And the result of that, more than likely, will

  mean a general war.”




  Larkin understood. He sat frozen in his chair.




  “So you see our position,” Reddington went on wearily. “There’s nothing we can do. Reelecting President Creighton is out of the question. His stroke was permanent, he may

  not last the week. And there is no possibility of tampering with SAM, to change the directive. Because, as you know, SAM is foolproof, had to be. The circuits extend through all forty-eight states.

  To alter the machine at all requires clearing through all forty-eight entrances. We can’t do that. For one thing, we haven’t time. For another, we can’t risk letting the world

  know there is no qualified man.




  “For a while this afternoon, you can understand, we were stumped. What could we do? There was only one answer, we may come back to it yet. Give the presidency itself to SAM –

  ”




  A man from across the room, whom Larkin did not recognize, broke in angrily.




  “Now Reddington, I told you, that is government by machine! And I will not stand – ”




  “What else can you do!” Reddington whirled, his eyes flashing, his tension exploding now into rage. “Who else knows all the answers? Who else can compute in two seconds

  the tax rate for Mississippi, the parity levels for wheat, the probable odds on a military engagement? Who else but SAM! And why didn’t we do it long ago, just feed the problems to

  him, SAM, and not go on killing man after man, great men, decent men like poor Jim Creighton, who’s on his back now and dying because people like you – ” He broke

  off suddenly and bowed his head. The room was still. No one looked at Reddington. After a moment he shook his head. His voice, when he spoke, was husky.




  “Gentlemen, I’m sorry. This leads nowhere.” He turned back to Larkin.




  Larkin had begun to feel the pressure. But the presence of these men, of Reddington’s obvious profound sincerity, reassured him. Creighton had been a great president, he had surrounded

  himself with some of the finest men in the country. Larkin felt a surge of hope that such men as these were available for one of the most critical hours in American history. For critical it was,

  and Larkin knew as clearly as anyone there what the absence of a president in the morning – no deep reassurance, no words of hope – would mean. He sat waiting for Reddington to

  continue.




  “Well, we have a plan. It may work, it may not. We may all be shot. But this is where you come in. I hope for all our sakes you’re up to it.”




  Larkin waited.




  “The plan,” Reddington went on, slowly, carefully, “is this. SAM has one defect. We can’t tamper with it. But we can fool it. Because when the brain tests a man,

  it does not at the same time identify him. We do the identifying ourselves. So if a man named Joe Smith takes the personality tests and another man also named Joe Smith takes the Political Science

  tests, the machine has no way of telling them apart. Unless our guards supply the difference, SAM will mark up the results of both tests to one Joe Smith. We can clear the guards, no problem there.

  The first problem was to find the eight men to take the eight tests.”




  Larkin understood. He nodded.




  “Exactly. Eight specialists,” Reddington said. “General Vines will take the Military; Burden, Psychology; Wachsmuth, Economics; and so on. You, of course, will take the

  Political Science. We can only hope that each man will come out with a high enough score in his own field so that the combined scores of our mythical ‘candidate’ will be enough to

  qualify him. Do you follow me?”




  Larkin nodded dazedly. “I think so. But – ”




  “It should work. It has to work.”




  “Yes,” Larkin murmured, “I can see that. But who, who will actually wind up – ”




  “As President?” Reddington smiled very slightly and stood up. “That was the most difficult question of all. At first we thought there was no solution. Because a president must

  be so many things – consider. A president blossoms instantaneously, from nonentity, into the most important job on earth. Every magazine, every newspaper in the country immediately goes to

  work on his background, digs out his life story, anecdotes, sayings, and so on. Even a very strong fraud would never survive it. So the first problem was believability. The new president must be

  absolutely believable. He must be a man of obvious character, of obvious intelligence, but more than that, his former life must fit the facts: he must have had both the time and the personality to

  prepare himself for the office.




  “And you see immediately what all that means. Most businessmen are out. Their lives have been too social, they wouldn’t have had the time. For the same reason all government and

  military personnel are also out, and we need hardly say that anyone from the Bureau of Elections would be immediately suspect. No. You see the problem. For a while we thought that the time was too

  short, the risk too great. But then the only solution, the only possible chance, finally occurred to us.




  “The only believable person would be – a professor. Someone whose life has been serious but unhurried, devoted to learning but at the same time isolated. The only really believable

  person. And not a scientist, you understand, for a man like that would be much too overbalanced in one direction for our purpose. No, simply a professor, preferably in a field like Political

  Science, a man whose sole job for many years has been teaching, who can claim to have studied in his spare time, his summers – never really expected to pass the tests and all that, a humble

  man, you see – ”




  “Political Science,” Larkin said.




  Reddington watched him. The other men began to close in on him.




  “Yes,” Reddington said gently. “Now do you see? It is our only hope. Your name was suggested by several sources, you are young enough, your reputation is well known. We think

  that you would be believable. And now that I’ve seen you” – he looked around slowly – “I for one am willing to risk it. Gentlemen, what do you say?”




  Larkin, speechless, sat listening in mounting shock while the men agreed solemnly, one by one. In the enormity of the moment he could not think at all. Dimly, he heard Reddington.




  “I know. But, Doctor, there is no time. The Polls close at eight. It is now almost seven.”




  Larkin closed his eyes and rested his head on his hands. Above him, Reddington went on inevitably.




  “All right. You are thinking of what happens after. Even if we pull this off and you are accepted without question, what then? Well, it will simply be the old system all over again. You

  will be at least no worse off than presidents before SAM. Better even, because if worse comes to worst, there is always SAM. You can feed all the bad ones to him. You will have the advice of the

  cabinet, of the military staff. We will help you in every way we can, some of us will sit with you on all conferences. And you know more about this than most of us, you have studied government all

  your life.




  “But all this, what comes later, is not important. Not now. If we can get through tomorrow, the next few days, all the rest will work itself out. Eventually we can get around to altering

  SAM. But we must have a president in the morning. You are our only hope. You can do it. We all know you can do it. At any rate there is no other way, no time. Doctor,” he reached out and laid

  his hand on Larkin’s shoulder, “shall we go to the Polls?”




  It passed, as most great moments in a man’s life do, with Larkin not fully understanding what was happening to him. Later he would look back to this night and realize the enormity of the

  decision he had made, the doubts, the sleeplessness, the responsibility and agony toward which he moved. But in that moment he thought nothing at all. Except that it was Larkin’s country,

  Larkin’s America. And Reddington was right. There was nothing else to do. He stood up.




  They went to the Polls.




  At 9:30 that evening, sitting alone with Reddington back at the apartment, Larkin looked at the face of the announcer on the television screen, and heard himself pronounced

  President-elect of the United States.




  Reddington wilted in front of the screen. For a while neither man moved. They had come home alone, just as they had gone into the Polls one by one in the hope of arousing no comment. Now they

  sat in silence until Reddington turned off the set. He stood up and straightened his shoulders before turning to Larkin. He stretched out his hand.




  “Well, may God help us,” he breathed, “we did it.”




  Larkin took his hand. He felt suddenly weak. He sat down again, but already he could hear the phone ringing in the outer hall. Reddington smiled.




  “Only a few of my closest friends are supposed to know about that phone. But every time anything big comes up – ” He shrugged. “Well,” he said, still smiling,

  “let’s see how it works.”




  He picked up the phone and with it an entirely different manner. He became amazingly light and cheerful, as if he was feeling nothing more than the normal political goodwill.




  “Know him? Of course I know him. Had my eye on the guy for months. Really nice guy, wait’ll you meet him . . . yup, college professor, Political Science, written a couple of books .

  . . must know a hell of a lot more than Poli Sci, though. Probably been knocking himself out in his spare time. But those teachers, you know how it is, they don’t get any pay, but all the

  spare time in the world . . . Married? No, not that I know of – ”




  Larkin noticed with wry admiration how carefully Reddington had slipped in that bit about spare time, without seeming to be making an explanation. He thought wearily to himself, I hope that I

  don’t have to do any talking myself. I’ll have to do a lot of listening before I can chance any talking.




  In a few moments Reddington put down the phone and came back. He had on his hat and coat.




  “Had to answer a few,” he said briefly, “make it seem natural. But you better get dressed.”




  “Dressed? Why?”




  “Have you forgotten?” Reddington smiled patiently. “You’re due at the White House. The Secret Service is already tearing the town apart looking for you. We were supposed

  to alert them. Oh, by the saints, I hope that wasn’t too bad a slip.”




  He pursed his mouth worriedly while Larkin, still dazed, got into his coat. It was beginning now. It had already begun. He was tired but it did not matter. That he was tired would probably never

  matter again. He took a deep breath. Like Reddington, he straightened his shoulders.




  The Secret Service picked them up halfway across town. That they knew where he was, who he was, amazed him and worried Reddington. They went through the gates of the White House and drove up

  before the door. It was opened for him as he put out his hand, he stepped back in a reflex action, from the sudden blinding flares of the photographers’ flashbulbs. Reddington behind him took

  him firmly by the arm. Larkin went with him gratefully, unable to see, unable to hear anything but the roar of the crowd from behind the gates and the shouted questions of the reporters.




  Inside the great front doors it was suddenly peaceful again, very quiet and pleasantly dark. He took off his hat instinctively. Luckily he had been here before, he recognized the lovely hall and

  felt not awed but at home. He was introduced quickly to several people whose names made no impression on him. A woman smiled. He made an effort to smile back. Reddington took him by the arm again

  and led him away. There were people all around him, but they were quiet and hung back. He saw the respect on their faces. It sobered him, quickened his mind.




  “The President’s in the Lincoln Room,” Reddington whispered. “He wants to see you. How do you feel?”




  “All right.”




  “Listen.”




  “Yes.”




  “You’ll be fine. You’re doing beautifully. Keep just that look on your face.”




  “I’m not trying to keep it there.”




  “You aren’t?” Reddington looked at him. “Good. Very good.” He paused and looked again at Larkin. Then he smiled.




  “It’s done it. I thought it would but I wasn’t sure. But it does it every time. A man comes in here, no matter what he was before, no matter what he is when he goes out, but he

  feels it. Don’t you feel it?”




  “Yes. It’s like – ”




  “What?”




  “It’s like . . . when you’re in here . . . you’re responsible.”




  Reddington said nothing. But Larkin felt a warm pressure on his arm.




  They paused at the door of the Lincoln Room. Two Secret Service men, standing by the door, opened it respectfully. They went on in, leaving the others outside.




  Larkin looked across the room to the great, immortal bed. He felt suddenly very small, very tender. He crossed the soft carpet and looked down at the old man.




  “Hi,” the old man said. Larkin was startled, but he looked down at the broad weakly smiling face, saw the famous white hair and the still-twinkling eyes, and found himself smiling in

  return.




  “Mr. President,” Larkin said.




  “I hear your name is Larkin.” The old man’s voice was surprisingly strong, but as he spoke now Larkin could see that the left side of his face was paralyzed. “Good name

  for a president. Indicates a certain sense of humor. Need a sense of humor. Reddington, how’d it go?”




  “Good as can be expected, sir.” He glanced briefly at Larkin. “The President knows. Wouldn’t have done it without his okay. Now that I think of it, it was probably he who

  put the Secret Service on us.”




  “You’re doggone right,” the old man said. “They may bother the by-jingo out of you, but those boys are necessary. And also, if I hadn’t let them know we knew Larkin

  was material – ” He stopped abruptly and closed his eyes, took a deep breath. After a moment he said: “Mr. Larkin?”




  “Yes, sir.”




  “I have one or two comments. You mind?”




  “Of course not, sir.”




  “I couldn’t solve it. I just . . . didn’t have time. There were so many other things to do.” He stopped and again closed his eyes. “But it will be up to you, son.

  The presidency . . . must be preserved. What they’ll start telling you now is that there’s only one way out, let SAM handle it. Reddington, too,” the old man opened his eyes and

  gazed sadly at Reddington, “he’ll tell you the same thing, but don’t you believe it.




  “Sure, SAM knows all the answers. Ask him a question on anything, on levels of parity tax rates, on anything. And right quick SAM will compute you out an answer. So that’s what

  they’ll try to do, they’ll tell you to take it easy and let SAM do it.




  “Well, all right, up to a certain point. But, Mr. Larkin, understand this. SAM is like a book. Like a book, he knows the answers. But only those answers we’ve already found

  out. We gave SAM those answers. A machine is not creative, neither is a book. Both are only the product of creative minds. Sure, SAM could hold the country together. But growth, man,

  there’d be no more growth! No new ideas, new solutions, change, progress, development! And America must grow, must progress – ”




  He stopped, exhausted. Reddington bowed his head. Larkin remained idly calm. He felt a remarkable clarity in his head.




  “But, Mr. President,” he said slowly, “if the office is too much for one man, then all we can do is cut down on his powers – ”




  “Ah,” the old man said faintly, “there’s the rub. Cut down on what? If I sign a tax bill, I must know enough about taxes to be certain that the bill is the right one. If

  I endorse a police action, I must be certain that the strategy involved is militarily sound. If I consider farm prices . . . you see, you see, what will you cut? The office is responsible for its

  acts. It must remain responsible. You cannot take just someone else’s word for things like that, you must make your own decisions. Already we sign things we know nothing about, bills for

  this, bills for that, on somebody’s word.”




  “What do you suggest?”




  The old man cocked an eye toward Larkin, smiled once more with half his mouth, anciently worn, only hours from death, an old, old man with his work not done, never to be done.




  “Son, come here. Take my hand. Can’t lift it myself.”




  Larkin came forward, knelt by the side of the bed. He took the cold hand, now gaunt and almost translucent, and held it gently.




  “Mr. Larkin,” the President said. “God be with you, boy. Do what you can. Delegate authority. Maybe cut the term in half. But keep us human, please, keep us growing, keep us

  alive.” His voice faltered, his eyes closed. “I’m very tired. God be with you.”




  Larkin laid the hand gently on the bed cover. He stood for a long moment looking down. Then he turned with Reddington and left the room.




  Outside, he waited until they were past the Secret Service men and then turned to Reddington.




  “Your plans for SAM. What do you think now?”




  Reddington winced.




  “I couldn’t see any way out.”




  “But what about now? I have to know.”




  “I don’t know. I really don’t know. But . . . let me tell you something.”




  “Yes.”




  “Whatever I say to you from now on is only advice. You don’t have to take it. Because understand this: however you came in here tonight, you’re going out the President. You

  were elected. Not by the people maybe, not even by SAM. But you’re President by the grace of God and that’s enough for me. From this moment on you’ll be President to everybody in

  the world. We’ve all agreed. Never think that you’re only a fraud, because you aren’t. You heard what the President said. You take it from here.”




  Larkin looked at him for a long while. Then he nodded once, briefly.




  “All right,” he said.




  “One more thing.”




  “Yes?”




  “I’ve got to say this. Tonight, this afternoon, I didn’t really know what I was doing to you. I thought . . . well . . . the crisis came. But you had no time to think. That

  wasn’t right. A man shouldn’t be pushed into a thing like this without time to think. The old man just taught me something about making your own decisions. I should have let you make

  yours.”




  “It’s all right.”




  “No, it isn’t. You remember him in there. Well. That’s you four years from tonight. If you live that long.”




  Now it was Larkin who reached out and patted Reddington on the shoulder.




  “That’s all right, too,” he said.




  Reddington said nothing. When he spoke again, Larkin realized he was moved.




  “We have the greatest luck, this country,” he said tightly. “At all the worst times we always seem to find all the best people.”




  “Well,” Larkin said hurriedly, “we’d better get to work. There’s a speech due in the morning. And the problem of SAM. And . . . oh, I’ve got to be sworn

  in.”




  He turned and went off down the hall. Reddington paused a moment before following him. He was thinking that he could be watching the last human President the United States would ever have. But

  – once more he straightened his shoulders.




  “Yes, sir,” he said softly, “Mr. President.”










  
The Rose





  CHARLES HARNESS




  Charles Harness (1915– ) wrote one highly regarded SF novel in the 1950s, Flight into Yesterday (The Paradox Men, 1953). Damon Knight, in a

  famous review essay, said, “Harness told me in 1950 that he had spent two years writing the story, and had put into it every fictional idea that occurred to him during the time. He must have

  studied his model [van Vogt] with painstaking care.” But Knight’s point is that Harness surpasses van Vogt in SF: “All this, packed even more tightly than the original,

  symmetrically arranged, the loose ends tucked in, and every outrageous twist of the plot fully justified both in science and in logic.” Brian W. Aldiss is also partisan to it: “This

  novel may be considered as the climax to the billion year spree . . . I call it Wide Screen Baroque . . . Harness’s novel has a zing of its own, like whiskey and champagne, the drink of the

  Nepalese sultans.”




  After such praise, it is difficult to understand why Harness has suffered such comparative neglect, except that his career as a patent attorney allowed him only occasional

  time to write. His second novel, The Ring of Ritornel, was not published until 1968, and this third, Wolfhead, in 1978. Seven more novels followed between 1980 and 1991, altogether a

  significant body of genre work. Most of his short fiction has never been collected.




  His only collection, The Rose (1966), was an obscure paperback original, containing the title novella and two other fine stories. Michael Moorcock, though, in an essay

  about “The Rose,” calls it Harness’s “greatest novel,” and says, “although most of Harness’s work is written in the magazine style of the time and at first

  glance appears to have only the appeal of colorful escapism, reminiscent of A. E. van Vogt or James Blish of the same period, it contains nuances and throw away ideas that show a serious (never

  earnest) mind operating at a much deeper and broader level than its contemporaries.”




  Moorcock goes on to say, “‘The Rose’ [is] crammed with delightful notions – what some SF readers call ‘ideas’ – but these are

  essentially icing on the cake of Harness’s fiction. [His] stories are what too little science fiction is – true stories of ideas, coming to grips with the big abstract problems of human

  existence and attempting to throw fresh, philosophical light on them.”




  “The Rose” was first published in a British SF magazine in 1953, at a time when not a hundred copies of such a publication were seen in the U.S., and not reprinted

  in America until 1966, long after the dust had settled from Flight into Yesterday. Except for the few new readers caught by the sixties paperbacks, the story, which deserves a place on the

  shelf next to the works of Cordwainer Smith, fell into obscurity. Here it is again, at last, one of the finest examples of “Grand Opera” science fiction.




  

    ———————————


  




  

    Chapter One


  




  Her ballet slippers made a soft slapping sound, moody, mournful, as Anna van Tuyl stepped into the annex of her psychiatrical consulting room and walked toward the tall

  mirror.




  Within seconds she would know whether she was ugly.




  As she had done half a thousand times in the past two years, the young woman faced the great glass squarely, brought her arms up gracefully and rose upon her tip-toes. And there resemblance to

  past hours ceased. She did not proceed to an uneasy study of her face and figure. She could not. For her eyes, as though acting with a wisdom and volition of their own, had closed tightly.




  Anna van Tuyl was too much the professional psychiatrist not to recognize that her subconscious mind had shrieked its warning. Eyes still shut, and breathing in great gasps, she dropped from her

  toes as if to turn and leap away. Then gradually she straightened. She must force herself to go through with it. She might not be able to bring herself here, in this mood of candid receptiveness,

  twice in one lifetime. It must be now.




  She trembled in brief, silent premonition, then quietly raised her eyelids.




  Sombre eyes looked out at her, a little darker than yesterday: pools ploughed around by furrows that today gouged a little deeper – the result of months of squinting up from the position

  into which her spinal deformity had thrust her neck and shoulders. The pale lips were pressed together just a little tighter in their defence against unpredictable pain. The cheeks seemed bloodless

  having been bleached finally and completely by the Unfinished Dream that haunted her sleep, wherein a nightingale fluttered about a white rose.




  As if in brooding confirmation, she brought up simultaneously the pearl-translucent fingers of both hands to the upper borders of her forehead, and there pushed back the incongruous masses of

  newly-grey hair from two tumorous bulges – like incipient horns. As she did this she made a quarter turn, exposing to the mirror the humped grotesquerie of her back.




  Then by degrees, like some netherworld Narcissus, she began to sink under the bizarre enchantment of that misshapen image. She could retain no real awareness that this creature was she. That

  profile, as if seen through witch-opened eyes, might have been that of some enormous toad, and this flickering metaphor paralyzed her first and only forlorn attempt at identification.




  In a vague way, she realized that she had discovered what she had set out to discover. She was ugly. She was even very ugly.




  The change must have been gradual, too slow to say of any one day: Yesterday I was not ugly. But even eyes that hungered for deception could no longer deny the cumulative evidence.




  So slow – and yet so fast. It seemed only yesterday that had found her face down on Matthew Bell’s examination table, biting savagely at a little pillow as his gnarled fingertips

  probed grimly at her upper thoracic vertebrae.




  Well, then, she was ugly. But she’d not give in to self-pity. To hell with what she looked like! To hell with mirrors!




  On sudden impulse she seized her balancing tripod with both hands, closed her eyes, and swung.




  The tinkling of falling mirror glass had hardly ceased when a harsh and gravelly voice hailed her from her office. “Bravo!”




  She dropped the practice tripod and whirled, aghast. “Matt!”




  “Just thought it was time to come in. But if you want to bawl a little, I’ll go back out and wait. No?” Without looking directly at her face or pausing for a reply, he tossed a

  packet on the table. “There it is. Honey, if I could write a ballet score like your Nightingale and the Rose, I wouldn’t care if my spine was knotted in a figure

  eight.”




  “You’re crazy,” she muttered stonily, unwilling to admit that she was both pleased and curious. “You don’t know what it means to have once been able to pirouette,

  to balance en arabesque. And anyway” – she looked at him from the corner of her eye – “how could anyone tell whether the score’s good? There’s no Finale

  as yet. It isn’t finished.”




  “Neither is the Mona Lisa, Kublai Khan, or a certain symphony by Schubert.”




  “But this is different. A plotted ballet requires an integrated sequence of events leading up to a climax – to a Finale. I haven’t figured out the ending. Did you notice I left

  a thirty-eight-beat hiatus just before The Nightingale dies? I still need a death song for her. She’s entitled to die with a flourish.” She couldn’t tell him about The Dream

  – that she always awoke just before that death song began.




  “No matter. You’ll get it eventually. The story’s straight out of Oscar Wilde, isn’t it? As I recall, The Student needs a Red Rose as admission to the dance, but his

  garden contains only white roses. A foolish, if sympathetic Nightingale thrusts her heart against a thorn on a white rose stem, and the resultant ill-advised transfusion produces a Red Rose . . .

  and a dead Nightingale. Isn’t that about all there is to it?”




  “Almost. But I still need The Nightingale’s death song. That’s the whole point of the ballet. In a plotted ballet, every chord has to be fitted to the immediate action, blended

  with it, so that it supplements it, explains it, unifies it, and carries the action toward the climax. That death song will make the difference between a good score and a superior one. Don’t

  smile. I think some of my individual scores are rather good, though of course I’ve never heard them except on my own piano. But without a proper climax, they’ll remain unintegrated.

  They’re all variants of some elusive dominating leitmotiv – some really marvellous theme I haven’t the greatness of soul to grasp. I know it’s something profound and

  poignant, like the liebestod theme in Tristan. It probably states a fundamental musical truth, but I don’t think I’ll ever find it. The Nightingale dies with her

  secret.”




  She paused, opened her lips as though to continue, and then fell moodily silent again. She wanted to go on talking, to lose herself in volubility. But now the reaction of her struggle with the

  mirror was setting in, and she was suddenly very tired. Had she ever wanted to cry? Now she thought only of sleep. But a furtive glance at her wrist-watch told her it was barely ten

  o’clock.




  The man’s craggy eyebrows dropped in an imperceptible frown, faint, yet craftily alert. “Anna, the man who read your Rose score wants to talk to you about staging it for the

  Rose Festival – you know, the annual affair in the Via Rosa.”




  “I – an unknown – write a Festival ballet?” She added with dry incredulity: “The Ballet Committee is in complete agreement with your friend, of course?”




  “He is the Committee.”




  “What did you say his name was?”




  “I didn’t.”




  She peered up at him suspiciously. “I can play games, too. If he’s so anxious to use my music, why doesn’t he come to see me?”




  “He isn’t that anxious.”




  “Oh, a big shot, eh?”




  “Not exactly. It’s just that he’s fundamentally indifferent toward the things that fundamentally interest him. Anyway, he’s got a complex about the Via Rosa – loves

  the district and hates to leave it, even for a few hours.”




  She rubbed her chin thoughtfully. “Will you believe it, I’ve never been there. That’s the rose-walled district where the ars-gratia-artis professionals live, isn’t it?

  Sort of a plutocratic Rive Gauche?”




  The man exhaled in expansive affection. “That’s the Via, all right. A six-hundred pound chunk of Carrara marble in every garret, resting most likely on the grand piano. Poppa chips

  furiously away with an occasional glance at his model, who is momma, posed au naturel.”




  Anna watched his eyes grow dreamy as he continued. “Momma is a little restless, having suddenly recalled that the baby’s bottle and that can of caviar should have come out of the

  atomic warmer at some nebulous period in the past. Daughter sits before the piano keyboard, surreptitiously switching from Czerny to a torrid little number she’s going to try on the

  trap-drummer in Dorran’s Via orchestra. Beneath the piano are the baby and mongrel pup. Despite their tender age, this thing is already in their blood. Or at least, their stomachs, for they

  have just finished an hors d’oeuvre of marble chips and now amiably share the pièce de résistance, a battered but rewarding tube of Van Dyke brown.”




  Anna listened to this with widening eyes. Finally she gave a short amazed laugh. “Matt Bell, you really love that life, don’t you?”




  He smiled. “In some ways the creative life is pretty carefree. I’m just a psychiatrist specializing in psychogenetics. I don’t know an arpeggio from a drypoint etching, but I

  like to be around people that do.” He bent forward earnestly. “These artists – these golden people – they’re the coming force in society. And you’re one of them,

  Anna, whether you know it or like it. You and your kind are going to inherit the earth – only you’d better hurry if you don’t want Martha Jacques and her National Security

  scientists to get it first. So the battle lines converge in Renaissance II. Art versus Science. Who dies? Who lives?” He looked thoughtful, lonely. He might have been pursuing an

  introspective monologue in the solitude of his own chambers.




  “This Mrs. Jacques,” said Anna. “What’s she like? You asked me to see her tomorrow about her husband, you know.”




  “Darn good looking woman. The most valuable mind in history, some say. And if she really works out something concrete from her Sciomnia equation, I guess there won’t be any doubt

  about it. And that’s what makes her potentially the most dangerous human being alive: National Security is fully aware of her value, and they’ll coddle her tiniest whim – at least

  until she pulls something tangible out of Sciomnia. Her main whim for the past few years has been her errant husband, Mr. Ruy Jacques.”




  “Do you think she really loves him?”




  “Just between me and you she hates his guts. So naturally she doesn’t want any other woman to get him. She has him watched, of course. The Security Bureau cooperate with alacrity,

  because they don’t want foreign agents to approach her through him. There have been ugly rumors of assassinated models . . . But I’m digressing.” He cocked a

  quizzical eye at her. “Permit me to repeat the invitation of your unknown admirer. Like you, he’s another true child of the new Renaissance. The two of you should find much in common

  – more than you can now guess. I’m very serious about this, Anna. Seek him out immediately – tonight – now. There aren’t any mirrors in the Via.”




  “Please, Matt.”




  “Honey,” he growled, “to a man my age you aren’t ugly. And this man’s the same. If a woman is pretty, he paints her and forgets her. But if she’s some kind of

  an artist, he talks to her, and he can get rather endless sometimes. If it’s any help to your self-assurance, he’s about the homeliest creature on the face of the earth. You’ll

  look like De Milo alongside him.”




  The woman laughed shortly. “I can’t get mad at you, can I? Is he married?”




  “Sort of.” His eyes twinkled. “But don’t let that concern you. He’s a perfect scoundrel.”




  “Suppose I decide to look him up. Do I simply run up and down the Via paging all homely friends of Dr. Matthew Bell?”




  “Not quite. If I were you I’d start at the entrance – where they have all those queer side-shows and one-man exhibitions. Go on past the vendress of love philters and work down

  the street until you find a man in a white suit with polka dots.”




  “How perfectly odd! And then what? How can I introduce myself to a man whose name I don’t know? Oh, Matt, this is so silly, so childish . . .”




  He shook his head in slow denial. “You aren’t going to think about names when you see him. And your name won’t mean a thing to him, anyway. You’ll be lucky if you

  aren’t ‘hey you’ by midnight. But it isn’t going to matter.”




  “It isn’t too clear why you don’t offer to escort me.” She studied him calculatingly. “And I think you’re withholding his name because you know I

  wouldn’t go if you revealed it.”




  He merely chuckled.




  She lashed out: “Damn you, get me a cab.”




  “I’ve had one waiting half an hour.”




  

    Chapter Two


  




  “Tell ya what the professor’s gonna do, ladies and gentlemen. He’s gonna defend not just one paradox. Not just two. Not just a dozen. No, ladies and

  gentlemen, the professor’s gonna defend seventeen, and all in the space of one short hour, without repeating himself, and including a brand-new one he has just thought up today:

  ‘Music owes its meaning to its ambiguity.’ Remember, folks, an axiom is just a paradox the professor’s already got hold of. The cost of this dazzling display . . . don’t

  crowd there, mister . . .”




  Anna felt a relaxing warmth flowing over her mind, washing at the encrusted strain of the past hour. She smiled and elbowed her way through the throng and on down the street, where a garishly

  lighted sign, bat-wing doors, and a forlorn cluster of waiting women announced the next attraction:




  “FOR MEN ONLY. Daring blindfold exhibitions and variety entertainments continuously.”




  Inside, a loudspeaker was blaring: “Thus we have seen how to compose the ideal end-game problem in chess. And now, gentlemen, for the small consideration of an additional quarter . .

  .”




  But Anna’s attention was now occupied by a harsh cawing from across the street.




  “Love philters! Works on male or female! Any age! Never fails!”




  She laughed aloud. Good old Matt! He had foreseen what these glaring multifaceted nonsensical stimuli would do for her. Love philters! Just what she needed!




  The vendress of love philters was of ancent vintage, perhaps seventy-five years old. Above cheeks of wrinkled leather her eyes glittered speculatively. And how weirdly she was clothed! Her

  bedraggled dress was a shrieking purple. And under that dress was another of the same hue, though perhaps a little faded. And under that, still another.




  “That’s why they call me Violet,” cackled the old woman, catching Anna’s stare. “Better come over and let me mix you one.”




  But Anna shook her head and passed on, eyes shining. Fifteen minutes later, as she neared the central Via area, her receptive reverie was interrupted by the outburst of music ahead.




  Good! Watching the street dancers for half an hour would provide a highly pleasant climax to her escapade. Apparently there wasn’t going to be any man in a polka dot suit. Matt was going

  to be disappointed but it certainly wasn’t her fault she hadn’t found him.




  There was something oddly familiar about that music.




  She quickened her pace, and then, as recognition came, she began to run as fast as her crouching back would permit. This was her music – the prelude to Act III of her ballet!




  She burst through the mass of spectators lining the dance square. The music stopped. She stared out into the scattered dancers, and what she saw staggered the twisted frame of her slight body.

  She fought to get air through her vacuously wide mouth.




  In one unearthly instant, a rift had threaded its way through the dancer-packed square, and a pasty white face, altogether spectral, had looked down that open rift into hers. A face over a body

  that was enveloped in a strange glowing gown of shimmering white. She thought he had also been wearing a white academic mortar board, but the swarming dancers closed in again before she could be

  sure.




  She fought an unreasoning impulse to run.




  Then, as quickly as it had come, logic reasserted itself; the shock was over. Odd costumes were no rarity on the Via. There was no cause for alarm.




  She was breathing almost normally when the music died away and someone began a harsh harangue over the public address system. ‘Ladies and gentlemen, it is our rare good fortune to have

  with us tonight the genius who composed the music you have been enjoying.”




  A sudden burst of laughter greeted this, seeming to originate in the direction of the orchestra, and was counterpointed by an uncomplimentary blare from one of the horns.




  “Your mockery is misplaced, my friends. It just so happens that this genius is not I, but another. And since she has thus far had no opportunity to join in the revelry, your inimitable

  friend, as The Student, will take her hand, as The Nightingale, in the final pas de deux from Act III. That should delight her, yes?”




  The address system clicked off amid clapping and a buzz of excited voices, punctuated by occasional shouts.




  She must escape! She must get away!




  Anna pressed back into the crowd. There was no longer any question about finding a man in a polka dot suit. That creature in white certainly wasn’t he. Though how could he have

  recognized her?




  She hesitated. Perhaps he had a message from the other one, if there really was one with polka dots.




  No, she’d better go. This was turning out to be more of a nightmare than a lark.




  Still –




  She peeked back from behind the safety of a woman’s sleeve, and after a moment located the man in white.




  His pasty-white face with its searching eyes was much closer. But what had happened to his white cap and gown? Now, they weren’t white at all! What optical fantasy was this?

  She rubbed her eyes and looked again.




  The cap and gown seemed to be made up of green and purple polka dots on a white background! So he was her man!




  She could see him now as the couples spread out before him, exchanging words she couldn’t hear, but which seemed to carry an irresistible laugh response.




  Very well, she’d wait.




  Now that everything was cleared up and she was safe again behind her armor of objectivity, she studied him with growing curiosity. Since that first time she had never again got a good look at

  him. Someone always seemed to get in the way. It was almost, she thought, as though he was working his way out toward her, taking every advantage of human cover, like a hunter closing in on wary

  quarry, until it was too late . . .




  He stood before her.




  There were harsh clanging sounds as his eyes locked with hers. Under that feral scrutiny the woman maintained her mental balance by the narrowest margin.




  The Student.




  The Nightingale, for love of The Student, makes a Red Rose. An odious liquid was burning in her throat, but she couldn’t swallow.




  Gradually she forced herself into awareness of a twisted, sardonic mouth framed between aquiline nose and jutting chin. The face, plastered as it was by white powder, had revealed no

  distinguishing features beyond its unusual size. Much of the brow was obscured by the many tassels dangling over the front of his travestied mortarboard cap. Perhaps the most striking thing about

  the man was not his face, but his body. It was evident that he had some physical deformity, to outward appearances not unlike her own. She knew intuitively that he was not a true hunchback. His

  chest and shoulders were excessively broad, and he seemed, like her, to carry a mass of superfluous tissue on his upper thoracic vertebrae. She surmised that the scapulae would be completely

  obscured.




  His mouth twisted in subtle mockery. “Bell said you’d come.” He bowed and held out his right hand.




  “It is very difficult for me to dance,” she pleaded in a low hurried voice. “I’d humiliate us both.”




  “I’m no better at this than you, and probably worse. But I’d never give up dancing merely because someone might think I look awkward. Come, we’ll use the simplest

  steps.”




  There was something harsh and resonant in his voice that reminded her of Matt Bell. Only . . . Bell’s voice had never set her stomach churning.




  He held out his other hand.




  Behind him the dancers had retreated to the edge of the square, leaving the centre empty, and the first beats of her music from the orchestra pavilion floated to her with ecstatic clarity.




  Just the two of them, out there . . . before a thousand eyes . . .




  Subconsciously she followed the music. There was her cue – the signal for The Nightingale to fly to her fatal assignation with the white rose.




  She must reach out both perspiring hands to this stranger, must blend her deformed body into his equally misshapen one. She must, because he was The Student, and she was The Nightingale.




  She moved toward him silently and took his hands.




  As she danced, the harsh-lit street and faces seemed gradually to vanish. Even The Student faded into the barely perceptible distance, and she gave herself up to The Unfinished Dream.




  

    Chapter Three


  




  She dreamed that she danced alone in the moonlight, that she fluttered in solitary circles in the moonlight, fastened and appalled by the thing she must do to create a Red

  Rose. She dreamed that she sang a strange and magic song, a wondrous series of chords, the song she had so long sought. Pain buoyed her on excruciating wings, then flung her heavily to earth. The

  Red Rose was made, and she was dead.




  She groaned and struggled to sit up.




  Eyes glinted at her out of pasty whiteness. “That was quite a pas – only more de seul than de deux,” said The Student.




  She looked about in uneasy wonder.




  They were sitting together on a marble bench before a fountain. Behind them was a curved walk bounded by a high wall covered with climbing green, dotted here and there with white.




  She put her hand to her forehead. “Where are we?”




  “This is White Rose Park.”




  “How did I get here?”




  “You danced in on your own two feet through the archway yonder.”




  “I don’t remember . . .”




  “I thought perhaps you were trying to lend a bit of realism to the part. But you’re early.”




  “What do you mean?”




  “There are only white roses growing in here, and even they won’t be in full bloom for another month. In late June they’ll be a real spectacle. You mean you didn’t

  know about this little park?”




  “No. I’ve never ever been in the Via before. And yet . . .”




  “And yet what?”




  She hadn’t been able to tell anyone – not even Matt Bell – what she was now going to tell this man, an utter stranger, her companion of an hour. He had to be told because,

  somehow, he too was caught up in the dream ballet.




  She began haltingly. “Perhaps I do know about this place. Perhaps someone told me about it, and the information got buried in my subconscious mind until I wanted a white rose.

  There’s really something behind my ballet that Dr. Bell didn’t tell you. He couldn’t, because I’m the only one who knows. The Rose comes from my dreams. Only, a

  better word is nightmares. Every night the score starts from the beginning. In The Dream, I dance. Every night, for months and months, there was a little more music, a little more dancing. I tried

  to get it out of my head, but I couldn’t. I started writing it down, the music and the choreography.”




  The man’s unsmiling eyes were fixed on her face in deep absorption.




  Thus encouraged, she continued. “For the past several nights I have dreamed almost the complete ballet, right up to the death of The Nightingale. I suppose I identify myself so completely

  with The Nightingale that I subconsciously censor her song as she presses her breast against the thorn on the white rose. That’s where I always awakened, or at least, always did before

  tonight. But I think I heard the music tonight. It’s a series of chords . . . thirty-eight chords, I believe. The first nineteen were frightful, but the second nineteen were marvellous.

  Everything was too real to wake up. The Student, The Nightingale, the white roses.




  But now the man threw back his head and laughed raucously. “You ought to see a psychiatrist!”




  Anna bowed her head humbly.




  “Oh, don’t take it too hard,” he said. “My wife’s even after me to see a psychiatrist.”




  “Really?” Anna was suddenly alert. “What seems to be wrong with you? I mean, what does she object to?”




  “In general, my laziness. In particular, it seems I’ve forgotten how to read and write.” He gave her widening eyes a sidelong look. “I’m a perfect parasite, too.

  Haven’t done any real work in months. What would you call it if you couldn’t work until you had the final measures of the Rose, and you kept waiting, and nothing

  happened?”




  “Hell.”




  He was glumly silent.




  Anna asked, hesitantly, yet with a growing certainty. “This thing you’re waiting for . . . might it have anything to do with the ballet? Or to phrase it from your point of view, do

  you think the completion of my ballet may help answer your problem?”




  “Might. Couldn’t say.”




  She continued quietly. “You’re going to have to face it eventually, you know. Your psychiatrist is going to ask you. How will you answer?”




  “I won’t. I’ll tell him to go to the devil.”




  “How can you be so sure he’s a he?”




  “Oh? Well, if he’s a she, she might be willing to pose alfresco an hour or so. The model shortage is quite grave you know, with all of the little dears trying to be

  painters.”




  “But if she doesn’t have a good figure?”




  “Well, maybe her face has some interesting possibilities. It’s a rare woman who’s a total physical loss.”




  Anna’s voice was very low. “But what if all of her were very ugly? What if your proposed psychiatrist were me, Mr. Ruy Jacques?”




  His great dark eyes blinked, then his lips pursed and exploded into insane laughter. He stood up suddenly. “Come, my dear, whatever your name is, and let the blind lead the

  blind.”




  “Anna van Tuyl,” she told him, smiling.




  She took his arm. Together they strolled around the arc of the walk toward the entrance arch.




  She was filled with a strange contentment.




  Over the green-crested wall at her left, day was about to break, and from the Via came the sound of groups of die-hard revellers, breaking up and drifting away, like spectres at cock-crow. The

  cheerful clatter of milk bottles got mixed up in it somehow.




  They paused at the archway while the man kicked at the seat of the pants of a spectre whom dawn had returned to slumber beneath the arch. The sleeper cursed and stumbled to his feet in bleary

  indignation.




  “Excuse us, Willie,” said Anna’s companion, motioning for her to step through.




  She did, and the creature of the night at once dropped into his former sprawl.




  Anna cleared her throat. “Where now?”




  “At this point I must cease to be a gentleman, I’m returning to the studio for some sleep, and you can’t come. For, if your physical energy is inexhaustible, mine

  is not.” He raised a hand as her startled mouth dropped open. “Please, dear Anna, don’t insist. Some other night, perhaps.”




  “Why, you – ”




  “Tut tut.” He turned a little and kicked again at the sleeping man. “I’m not an utter cad, you know. I would never abandon a weak, frail, unprotected woman in the

  Via.”




  She was too amazed now even to splutter.




  Ruy Jacques reached down and pulled the drunk up against the wall of the arch, where he held him firmly. “Dr. Anna van Tuyl, may I present Willie the Cork.”




  The Cork grinned at her in unfocused somnolence.




  “Most people call him the Cork because that’s what seals in the bottle’s contents,” said Jacques. “I call him the Cork because he’s always bobbing up.

  He looks like a bum, but that’s just because he’s a good actor. He’s really a Security man tailing me at my wife’s request, and he’d only be too delighted for a little

  further conversation with you. A cheery good morning to you both!”




  A milk truck wheeled around the corner. Jacques leaped for its running board, and he was gone before the psychiatrist could voice the protest boiling up in her.




  A gurgling sigh at her feet drew her eyes down momentarily. The Cork was apparently bobbing once more on his own private alcoholic ocean.




  Anna snorted in mingled disgust and amusement, then hailed a cab. As she slammed the door, she took one last look at Willie. Not until the cab rounded the corner and cut off his muffled snores

  did she realize that people usually don’t snore with their eyes half-opened and looking at you, especially with eyes no longer blurred with sleep, but hard and glinting.




  

    Chapter Four


  




  Twelve hours later, in another cab and in a different part of the city, Anna peered absently out at the stream of traffic. Her mind was on the coming conference with Martha

  Jacques. Only twelve hours ago Mrs. Jacques had been just a bit of necessary case history. Twelve hours ago Anna hadn’t really cared whether Mrs. Jacques followed Bell’s recommendation

  and gave her the case. Now it was all different. She wanted the case, and she was going to get it.




  Ruy Jacques – how many hours awaited her with this amazing scoundrel, this virtuoso of liberal – nay, loose – arts, who held locked within his remarkable mind the missing

  pieces of their joint jigsaw puzzle of The Rose?




  That jeering, mocking face – what would it look like without makeup? Very ugly, she hoped. Beside his, her own face wasn’t too bad.




  Only – he was married, and she was en route at this moment to discuss preliminary matters with his wife, who, even if she no longer loved him, at least had prior rights to him. There were

  considerations of professional ethics even in thinking about him. Not that she could ever fall in love with him or any other patient. Particularly with one who had treated her so cavalierly. Willie

  the Cork, indeed!




  As she waited in the cold silence of the great antechamber adjoining the office of Martha Jacques, Anna sensed that she was being watched. She was quite certain that by now she’d been

  photographed, x-rayed for hidden weapons, and her fingerprints taken from her professional card. In colossal central police files a thousand miles away, a bored clerk would be leafing through her

  dossier for the benefit of Colonel Grade’s visigraph in the office beyond.




  In a moment –




  “Dr. van Tuyl to see Mrs. Jacques. Please enter door B-3,” said the tinny voice of the intercom.




  She followed a guard to the door, which he opened for her.




  This room was smaller. At the far end a woman, a very lovely woman, whom she took to be Martha Jacques, sat peering in deep abstraction at something on the desk before her. Beside the desk, and

  slightly to the rear, a moustached man in plain clothes stood, reconnoitring Anna with hawklike eyes. The description fitted what Anna had heard of Colonel Grade, Chief of the National Security

  Bureau.




  Grade stepped forward and introduced himself curtly, then presented Anna to Mrs. Jacques.




  And then the psychiatrist found her eyes fastened to a sheet of paper on Mrs. Jacques’ desk. And as she stared, she felt a sharp dagger of ice sinking into her spine, and she grew slowly

  aware of a background of brooding whispers in her mind, heart-constricting in their suggestions of mental disintegration.




  For the thing drawn on the paper, in red ink, was – although warped, incomplete, and misshapen – unmistakably a rose.




  “Mrs. Jacques!” cried Grade.




  Martha Jacques must have divined simultaneously Anna’s great interest in the paper. With an apologetic murmur she turned it face down. “Security regulations, you know. I’m

  really supposed to keep it locked up in the presence of visitors.” Even a murmur could not hide the harsh metallic quality of her voice.




  So that was why the famous Sciomnia formula was sometimes called the “Jacques Rosette”: when traced in an everexpanding wavering red spiral in polar coordinates, it was . . .

  a Red Rose.




  The explanation brought at once a feeling of relief and a sinister deepening of the sense of doom that had overshadowed her for months. So you, too, she thought wonderingly, seek The Rose. Your

  artist-husband is wretched for want of it, and now you. But do you seek the same rose? Is the rose of the scientist the true rose, and Ruy Jacques’ the false? What is The Rose? Will I ever

  know?




  Grade broke in. “Your brilliant reputation is deceptive, Dr. van Tuyl. From Dr. Bell’s description, we had pictured you as an older woman.”




  “Yes,” said Martha Jacques, studying her curiously. “We really had in mind an older woman, one less likely to . . . to – ”




  “To involve your husband emotionally?”




  “Exactly,” said Grade. “Mrs. Jacques must have her mind completely free from distractions. However” – he turned to the woman scientist – “it is my

  studied opinion that we need not anticipate difficulty from Dr. van Tuyl on that account.”




  Anna felt her throat and cheeks going hot as Mrs. Jacques nodded in damning agreement: “I think you’re right, Colonel.”




  “Of course,” said Grade, “Mr. Jacques may not accept her.”




  “That remains to be seen,” said Martha Jacques. “He might tolerate a fellow artist.” To Anna: “Dr. Bell tells us that you compose music, or something like

  that?”




  “Something like that,” nodded Anna. She wasn’t worried. It was a question of waiting. This woman’s murderous jealousy, though it might some day destroy her, at the moment

  concerned her not a whit.




  Colonel Grade said: “Mrs. Jacques has probably warned you that her husband is somewhat eccentric; he may be somewhat difficult to deal with at times. On this account, the Security Bureau

  is prepared to triple your fee, if we find you acceptable.”




  Anna nodded gravely. Ruy Jacques and money, too!




  “For most of your consultations you’ll have to track him down,” said Martha Jacques. “He’ll never come to you. But considering what we’re prepared to pay,

  this inconvenience should be immaterial.”




  Anna thought briefly of that fantastic creature who had singled her out of a thousand faces. “That will be satisfactory. And now, Mrs. Jacques, for my preliminary orientation, suppose you

  describe some of the more striking behaviorisms that you’ve noted in your husband.”




  “Certainly. Dr. Bell, I presume, has already told you that Ruy has lost the ability to read and write. Ordinarily that’s indicative of advanced dementia praecox, isn’t it?

  However, I think Mr. Jacques’ case presents a more complicated picture, and my own guess is schizophrenia rather than dementia. The dominant and most frequently observed psyche is a

  megalomanic phase, during which he tends to harangue his listeners on various odd subjects. We’ve picked up some of these speeches on a hidden recorder and made a Zipf analysis of the

  word-frequencies.”




  Anna’s brows creased dubiously. “A Zipf count is pretty mechanical.”




  “But scientific, undeniably scientific. I have made a careful study of the method, and can speak authoritatively. Back in the forties Zipf of Harvard proved that in a representative sample

  of English, the interval separating the repetition of the same word was inversely proportional to its frequency. He provided a mathematical formula for something previously known only

  qualitatively: that a too-soon repetition of the same or similar sound is distracting and grating to the cultured mind. If we must say the same thing in the next paragraph, we avoid repetition with

  an appropriate synonym. But not the schizophrenic. His disease disrupts his higher centres of association, and certain discriminating neural networks are no longer available for his writing and

  speech. He has no compunction against immediate and continuous tonal repetition.”




  “A rose is a rose is a rose . . .” murmured Anna.




  “Eh? How did you know what this transcription was about? Oh, you were just quoting Gertrude Stein? Well, I’ve read about her, and she proves my point. She admitted that she wrote

  under autohypnosis, which we’d call a light case of schizo. But she could be normal, too. My husband never is. He goes on like this all the time. This was transcribed from one of his

  monologues. Just listen:




  “‘Behold, Willie, through yonder window the symbol of your mistress’ defeat: the rose! The rose, my dear Willie, grows not in murky air. The smoky metropolis of yester-year

  drove it to the country. But now, with the unsullied skyline of your atomic age, the red rose returns. How mysterious, Willie, that the rose continues to offer herself to us dull, plodding humans.

  We see nothing in her but a pretty flower. Her regretful thorns forever declare our inept clumsiness, and her lack of honey chides our gross sensuality. Ah, Willie, let us become as birds! For only

  the winged can eat the fruit of the rose and spread her pollen . . .’”




  Mrs. Jacques looked up at Anna. “Did you keep count? He used the word rose’ no less than five times, when once or twice was sufficient. He certainly had no lack of mellifluous

  synonyms at his disposal, such as ‘red flower,’ ‘thorned plant,’ and so on. And instead of saying ‘the red rose returns’ he should have said something like

  ‘it comes back’.”




  “And lose the triple alliteration?” smiled Anna. “No, Mrs. Jacques, I’d reexamine that diagnosis very critically. Everyone who talks like a poet isn’t necessarily

  insane.”




  A tiny bell began to jangle on a massive metal door in the right-hand wall.




  “A message for me,” growled Grade. “Let it wait.”




  “We don’t mind,” said Anna, “if you want to have it sent in.”




  “It isn’t that. That’s my private door, and I’m the only one who knows the combination. But I told them not to interrupt us, unless it dealt with this specific

  interview.”




  Anna thought of the eyes of Willie the Cork, hard and glistening. Suddenly she knew that Ruy Jacques had not been joking about the identity of the man. Was The Cork’s report just now

  getting on her dossier? Mrs. Jacques wasn’t going to like it. Suppose they turned her down. Would she dare seek out Ruy Jacques under the noses of Grade’s trigger men?




  “Damn that fool,” muttered Grade. “I left strict orders about being disturbed. Excuse me.”




  He strode angrily toward the door. After a few seconds of dial manipulation, he turned the handle and pulled it inward. A hand thrust something metallic at him. Anna caught whispers. She fought

  down a feeling of suffocation as Grade opened the cassette and read the message.




  The Security officer walked leisurely back toward them. He stroked his moustache coolly, handed the bit of paper to Martha Jacques, then clasped his hands behind his back. For a moment he looked

  like a glowering bronze statue. “Dr. van Tuyl, you didn’t tell us that you were already acquainted with Mr. Jacques. Why?”




  “You didn’t ask me.”




  Martha Jacques said harshly: “That answer is hardly satisfactory. How long have you known Mr. Jacques? I want to get to the bottom of this.”




  “I met him last night for the first time in the Via Rosa. We danced. That’s all. The whole thing was purest coincidence.”




  “You are his lover,” accused Martha Jacques.




  Anna colored. “You flatter me, Mrs. Jacques.”




  Grade coughed. “She’s right. Mrs. Jacques. I see no sex-based espionage.”




  “Then maybe it’s even subtler,” said Martha Jacques. “These platonic females are still worse, because they sail under false colors. She’s after Ruy, I tell

  you.”




  “I assure you,” said Anna, “that your reaction comes as a complete surprise to me. Naturally, I shall withdraw from the case at once.”




  “But it doesn’t end with that,” said Grade curtly. “The national safety may depend on Mrs. Jacques’ peace of mind during the coming weeks. I must ascertain

  your relation with Mr. Jacques. And I must warn you that if a compromising situation exists, the consequences will be most unpleasant.” He picked up the telephone. “Grade. Get me the

  O.D.”




  Anna’s palms were uncomfortably wet and sticky. She wanted to wipe them on the sides of her dress, but then decided it would be better to conceal all signs of nervousness.




  Grade barked into the mouthpiece. “Hello! That you, Packard? Send me – ”




  Suddenly the room vibrated with the shattering impact of massive metal on metal.




  The three whirled toward the sound.




  A stooped, loudly dressed figure was walking away from the great and inviolate door of Colonel Grade, drinking in with sardonic amusement the stuporous faces turned to him. It was evident he had

  just slammed the door behind him with all his strength.




  Insistent squeakings from the teleset stirred Grade into a feeble response. “Never mind . . . it’s Mr. Jacques . . .”




  

    Chapter Five


  




  The swart ugliness of that face verged on the sublime. Anna observed for the first time the two horn-like protuberances on his forehead, which the man made no effort to

  conceal. His black woollen beret was cocked jauntily over one horn; the other, the visible one, bulged even more than Anna’s horns, and to her fascinated eyes he appeared as some Greek satyr;

  Silenus with an eternal hangover, or Pan wearying of fruitless pursuit of fleeting nymphs. It was the face of a cynical post-gaol Wilde, of a Rimbaud, of a Goya turning his brush in saturnine glee

  from Spanish grandees to the horror-world of Ensayos.




  Like a phantom voice Matthew Bell’s cryptic prediction seemed to float into her ears again: “. . . much in common . . . more than you guess . . .”




  There was so little time to think. Ruy Jacques must have recognized her frontal deformities even while that tasselated mortar-board of his Student costume had prevented her from seeing his. He

  must have identified her as a less advanced case of his own disease. Had he foreseen the turn of events here? Was he here to protect the only person on earth who might help him? That wasn’t

  like him. He just wasn’t the sensible type. She got the uneasy impression that he was here solely for his own amusement – simply to make fools of the three of them.




  Grade began to sputter. “Now see here, Mr. Jacques. It’s impossible to get in through that door. It’s my private entrance. I changed the combination myself only this

  morning.” The moustache bristled indignantly. “I must ask the meaning of this.”




  “Pray do, Colonel, pray do.”




  “Well, then, what is the meaning of this?”




  “None, Colonel. Have you no faith in your own syllogisms? No one can open your private door but you. Q.E.D. No one did. I’m not really here. No smiles? Tsk tsk! Paragraph 6, p. 80 of

  the Manual of Permissible Military Humor officially recognizes the paradox.”




  “There’s no such publication – ” stormed Grade.




  But Jacques brushed him aside. He seemed now to notice Anna for the first time, and bowed with exaggerated punctilio. “My profound apologies, madame. You were standing so still, so quiet,

  that I mistook you for a rose bush.” He beamed at each in turn. “Now isn’t this delightful? I feel like a literary lion. It’s the first time in my life that my admirers ever

  met for the express purpose of discussing my work.”




  How could he know that we were discussing his “composition,” wondered Anna. And how did he open the door?




  “If you’d eavesdropped long enough,” said Martha Jacques, “you’d have learned we weren’t admiring your ‘prose poem’. In fact, I think it’s

  pure nonsense.”




  No, thought Anna, he couldn’t have eavesdropped, because we didn’t talk about his speech after Grade opened the door. There’s something here – in this room – that

  tells him.




  “You don’t even think it’s poetry?” repeated Jacques, wide-eyed. “Martha, coming from one with your scientifically developed poetical sense, this is utterly

  damning.”




  “There are certain well recognized approaches to the appreciation of poetry,” said Martha Jacques doggedly. “You ought to have the autoscanner read you some books on the

  aesthetic laws of language. It’s all there.”




  The artist blinked in great innocence. “What’s all there?”




  “Scientific rules for analyzing poetry. Take the mood of a poem. You can very easily learn whether it’s gay or sombre just by comparing the proportion of low-pitched vowels –

  u and o, that is – to the high-pitched vowels – a, e and i.”




  “Well, what do you know about that!” He turned a wondering face to Anna. “And she’s right! Come to think of it, in Milton’s L’Allegro, most of the

  vowels are high-pitched, while in his Il Penseroso, they’re mostly low-pitched. Folks, I believe we’ve finally found a yardstick for genuine poetry. No longer must we

  flounder in poetastical soup. Now let’s see.” He rubbed his chin in blank-faced thoughtfulness. “Do you know, for years I’ve considered Swinburne’s lines mourning

  Charles Baudelaire to be the distillate of sadness. But that, of course, was before I had heard of Martha’s scientific approach, and had to rely solely on my unsophisticated, untrained,

  uninformed feelings. How stupid I was! For the thing is crammed with high-pitched vowels, and long e dominates: ‘thee,’ ‘sea,’ ‘weave,’ ‘eve,’

  ‘heat,’ ‘sweet,’ ‘feet’ . . .” He struck his brow as if in sudden comprehension. “Why, it’s gay! I must set it to a snappy polka!”




  “Drivel,” sniffed Martha Jacques. “Science – ”




  “ – is simply a parasitical, adjectival, and useless occupation devoted to the quantitative restatement of Art,” finished the smiling Jacques. “Science is functionally

  sterile; it creates nothing; it says nothing new. The scientist can never be more than a humble camp-follower of the artist. There exists no scientific truism that hasn’t been anticipated by

  creative art. The examples are endless. Uccello worked out mathematically the laws of perspective in the fifteenth century; but Kallicrates applied the same laws two thousand years before in

  designing the columns of the Parthenon. The Curies thought they invented the idea of ‘half-life’ – of a thing vanishing in proportion to its residue. The Egyptians tuned their

  lyre-strings to dampen according to the same formula. Napier thought he invented logarithms – entirely overlooking the fact that the Roman brass workers flared their trumpets to follow a

  logarithmic curve.”




  “You’re deliberately selecting isolated examples,” retorted Martha Jacques.




  “Then suppose you name a few so-called scientific discoveries,” replied the man. “I’ll prove they were scooped by an artist, every time.”




  “I certainly shall. How about Boyle’s gas law? I suppose you’ll say Praxiteles knew all along that gas pressure runs inversely proportional to its volume at a given

  temperature?”




  “I expected something more sophisticated. That one’s too easy. Boyle’s gas law, Hooke’s law of springs, Galileo’s law of pendulums, and a host of similar hogwash

  simply state that compression, kinetic energy, or whatever name you give it, is inversely proportional to its reduced dimensions, and is proportional to the amount of its displacement in the total

  system. Or, as the artist says, impact results from, and is proportional to, displacement of an object within its milieu. Could the final couplet of a Shakespearean sonnet enthral us if our minds

  hadn’t been conditioned, held in check, and compressed in suspense by the preceding fourteen lines? Note how cleverly Donne’s famous poem builds up to its crash line, ‘It tolls

  for thee!’ By blood, sweat, and genius, the Elizabethans lowered the entrophy of their creations in precisely the same manner and with precisely the same result as when Boyle compressed his

  gases. And the method was long old when they were young. It was old when the Ming artists were painting the barest suggestions of landscapes on the disproportionate backgrounds of their

  vases. The Shah Jahan was aware of it when he designed the long eye-restraining reflecting pool before the Taj Mahal. The Greek tragedians knew it. Sophocles’ Oedipus is still

  unparalleled in its suspensive pacing toward climax. Solomon’s imported Chaldean arthitects knew the effect to be gained by spacing the Holy of Holies at a distance from the temple pylae, and

  the Cro-Magnard magicians with malice afore-thought painted their marvellous animal scenes only in the most inaccessible crannies of their limestone caves.”




  Martha Jacques smiled coldly. “Drivel, drivel, drivel. But never mind. One of these days soon I’ll produce evidence you’ll be forced to admit art can’t

  touch.”




  “If you’re talking about Sciomnia, there’s real nonsense for you,” countered Jacques amiably. “Really, Martha, it’s a frightful waste of time to

  reconcile biological theory with the unified field theory of Einstein, which itself merely reconciles the relativity and quantum theories, a futile gesture in the first place. Before Einstein

  announced his unified theory in 1949, the professors handled the problem very neatly. They taught the quantum theory on Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays and the relativity theory on Tuesdays,

  Thursdays and Saturdays. On the Sabbath they rested in front of their television sets. What’s the good of Sciomnia, anyway?”




  “It’s the final summation of all physical and biological knowledge,” retorted Martha Jacques. “And as such, Sciomnia represents the highest possible aim of human

  endeavor. Man’s goal in life is to understand his environment, to analyze it to the last iota – to know what he controls. The first person to understand Sciomnia may well rule not only

  this planet, but the whole galaxy – not that he’d want to, but he could. That person may not be me – but will certainly be a scientist, and not an irresponsible artist.”




  “But Martha,” protested Jacques. “Where did you pick up such a weird philosophy? The highest aim of man is not to analyze, but to synthesize – to create. If

  you ever solve all of the nineteen sub-equations of Sciomnia, you’ll be at a dead end. There’ll be nothing left to analyze. As Dr. Bell the psychogeneticist says, overspecialization, be

  it mental, as in the human scientist, or dental, as in the sabre-tooth tiger, is just a synonym for extinction. But if we continue to create, we shall eventually discover how to transcend –

  ”




  Grade coughed, and Martha Jacques cut in tersely: “Never mind what Dr. Bell says. Ruy, have you ever seen this woman before?”




  “The rose bush? Hmm.” He stepped over to Anna and looked squarely down at her face. She flushed and looked away. He circled her in slow, critical appraisal, like a prospective buyer

  in a slave market of ancient Baghdad. “Hmm,” he repeated doubtfully.




  Anna breathed faster; her cheeks were the hue of beets. But she couldn’t work up any sense of indignity. On the contrary, there was something illogically delicious about being visually

  pawed and handled by this strange leering creature.




  Then she jerked visibly. What hypnotic insanity was this? This man held her life in the palm of his hand. If he acknowledged her, the vindictive creature who passed as his wife would crush her

  professionally. If he denied her, they’d know he was lying to save her – and the consequences might prove even less pleasant. And what difference would her ruin make to him? She

  had sensed at once his monumental selfishness. And even if that conceit, that gorgeous self-love, urged him to preserve her for her hypothetical value in finishing up the Rose score, she

  didn’t see how he was going to manage it.
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