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Eager as a hound on the hot scent of a veteran dog-fox, our
‘man Pettifogle returned from The Village with the folowing
report: “Contributor small b stroke two two point five capital
letter § for Sheckley, Robert (middle name, if any, unknown).
“Captain’ Sheckley in every port from the Seychelles to the
Tuamotus. Very fly at playing the Spanish guitar (classical
and flamenco). Age 34. NY-born, Maplewood (N.J.) raised.
Served his author's apprenticeship by working as landscape

dener's Tsalesman, boord snan's
necktie studio, and by serving fifteen months in Korea (United
States Army). Graduated NYU, /52, Written and sold SF ever
since. Believed to be only SF author to have sailed own boat
singlehanded from Fla.to NY and back. Married to the former
Ziva Perach-Quitney. Marriage described as ‘five years of ab-
solute togetherness, broken only by occasional trips to the
bathroom.” Abstemious as to hard liquor, smokes copiously
of cigarettes. Five collections of (SF) short stories, two SF
novels, two suspense novels, and one of which Contributor
b/22.5S. says ‘somewhat ambiguously called “a novel of great
tension” aimed, of course, at the rapidly growing Tension
Market. Most recent books: Novel, “Live Gold” (Bantam),
SF short story collection, “Shards of Space” (Bantam), novel,
Man In The Water” (Regency). Is tall, quiet, wears eye-
glasses, red shirts, and the type shoes Boers hunt wildebeest
in. Savage when interrupted at work; otherwise, mild. Some-
times lives in Spain, Mexico, Greenwich V. Plays poker.” The
last Robert Sheckleystory in FSF was The Gils and Nogont

Miller, isThe
Monsters (March, 1953) [“It is hard to believe that someone
so completely human could report so concisely, yet so
thoroughly, th 1 lig s d hol-

ogy as Mr. Sheckley docs.”—Anthony Boucher]. Mr. Sheckley

has done nothing quite like this novel (nor has angone else),

although hints of his ability to do it are plain in his stories. You

will laugh often, but often the laughter will end with a little
n



bubble of blood at the corner of your mouth. It is no mean
book that you are about to begin for the first time. We envy

you.

THE JOURNEY OF

JOENES

by ROBERT SHECKLEY

INTROPUCTION

Joenes's fabulous world is over a
thousand years behind us. We
know that Joenes's Journey began
around the year 2000, and ended
in our own era. We also know that
the ag which Jocnes trav-
cled was remarkable for 1t -

ial civilizations. 21st century
mechanical erticulation gave rise
10 many strange artifacts which no
present-day reader has ever en-
countered. Still, most of us have
learned at one time or another
what the ancients meant by “guid-
ed missile,” or “atom bomb.” Frag-
ments of some of these fantastic
Lresh’nns can be scen in many

" Bejond o dout, Joenes himself

was an actual person; but there is
no way of determining the au-
thenticity of every story told about

B
considered  allegorical are  stil

representative of the spirit and
temper of the Gmes.

Our book, then, is a collection
of tales about the far-travelling
Joenes and about his marvellous
and tragic century. A few of the
tales are from written records. But
most of them come fo us through
the oral tradition, handed down
from storyteller to storyteller.

Aside from this book, the only
wiitten account of the Journey ap-
pears in the recendly published Fi-
jian Tales, where, for obvious rea-
sons, Joenes's role js rendered sec-
ondary to that of his friend Lum,
“This s quite untrue to the spirit
of the Journey, and false to the
content of the stories themselves.
Becanse of this, we have felt the
necessity of u, in oxder
that the entire £ Joene
Stoics may be rendered Fathfally
in written form, to rved
for future generations.

volume contains all of the
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21st century writing concerning
Joenes.

LuM'S MEETING WITH
yoENxs, from the Book of Fiji,
Orthodox edition.

HOW LUM JOINED THE ARMY,
also from the Book of Fiji, Ortho-
dox edition.s

Al of the other storics are from
the oral tradition, deriving_from
Joenes or his followers, and hand-
‘ed down from generation to gen
ation, The present collection puts
into written form the words of the
most. famous present-day storytel-

ments, and so forth. Wc wnuld like
to thak those storyelersfo gr
allowing us to put their
s upon paper. These men are:
Vaubingiof Tahi

Ponasa Fiji

Pelut of Easter Tsland

“Teleu of Huahine

We have used the particular
tales or_group of tales for whic
each of these men is most ac-
claimed. Credit is given at the be-

make our apologies to
excellent storytellers we have been
unable o include in_this volume,
and whose contributions will bhave
1o await the compilation of a vari-
onm Joemes.

o the eaders comenience
s d sequen-
iy, 2 contimsing chagtees of

7
unfolding narrative, with a begin-

y were, in
order to give the reader the entire
mexpurgated  Journey.  This
semed only fur to the sonsel
ers, and the only way to
el e st Toche, the pene
ple he met, and the strange world
he travelled through.

Aside from taking down the
exact words of the storytellers, and
copying the two written accounts,
your editor himself has invented
nothing, and has sdded no com-

its of his own to the tales. His
only remarks gk in the ast chap:
te o the buok, where he tclls of

the Jouney's
invite you to

world and the first years of the

JOENES BEGINS IS JOURNEX
(As told by Maubingt of Tahiti.)

Our mERO, JoENxs, lived upon
asmall island in the Pacific Ocean,
an atoll which lay 200 miles east
of Tahiti. This island was called
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Manituatua, and ll ‘was no more
than two miles several
hundred yards in wldth Suround:
ing it was a coral rec
6 reet Tay he bl weaters of tho
Pacific. To this island Joenes's par-
ents had come from America, to
tend the equipment which supplied
most of Eastern Polynesia with
electrical power.

ocnes's mother died, bis

3

ested by the Pacie Power Com:
Hiay 1o Continue n s Father’s
place. And this Joenes did until
His tweny ifth yea, when cir-
cumstances forced a char

formed in the ex

was situated in San Francisco, o
estern_Coas merica.
Here, potbellied me rin

caled, had much of human des-
tiny in thei hands. Chairman of
the Board was Arthur Pendragon,
a man who' had inherited his po-
st b had been forced to wage

im proxy fight bLEo:: I\e cou]d
u.u: his rightful plac

ched, Arthur Pendxagnn hnd
ﬁ_n:d the Old Board of Trustees,
and had appelated bis o o,
Present were Bill Launcelot

of
Galshad, well-known for his char-

FANTASY AND SGIENCE FICTION

itable works; Austin Modred, who
had political connections through-
out the state; and many others.

ese men, whose financial
pirc had been hard-pressed of late,
voted for a consolidation of their
power, and an immediate disposi-
tion of all unprofitable holdings.
‘This decision, simple as it scemed
at the time, had far-rcaching con-

quences.
Tn distant Maituatua, Joenes
recived word of the Bouds de-

which was to ccase opera-
Hon o i Eawem Polynesian
power station.

Thus Jocnes was out of a job.
Worse sill, he had lost an entire
way of life.

During the next weck, Joenes
gave considerable thought to his
future. His Polynesian _friends
urged him to stay with them on
Manituatua; or, if he preferred, to
g0 to one of the larger islands such
as Huahine, Bora Bora, or Tahiti.

Joenes listened to their propo-
sals, and then went to a private
place to think, He emerged from
this place in three days and an-
nounced 10 the waiting populace
his intention of going to America,
s arents homeland, there o sce

is own eyes the wonders
ead, to dis-

z

et which he had r

ever services they required of him.
\ere was cohsternation among



THE JOURNEY OF JOENES

the people when they hesrd this

for the kland of
to be more ﬂlng:mlls than
o unprediciable ocea il and
the Americans were reputed to be

sorcerers and  warlocks, who,
through  subile  enchantments,
could-change the entire way of a
man's  thinkin Nmzme,s,

Joenes was determined
e wis afiance to « Manitus:

tuan girl of golden skm, almond

eyes, black hair, a

gmmsz piquancy, o

B

wise in the ways of men. Jocnes
proposed to send for this girl,
hose name was Tondelayo, as

soom as he had established himself
in America; or, if fortune did not
favor him, to return to her. Neither
of these proposls met. with Ton
delayo's approval, and she spoke
i following fishmn
and in the local dialect then prev-

n
“Hey! you foolish popaa fella
want one time go Melica? For why,
hey? More coconut_in Melica,
maybe? Bigger beach? Better fi
ing? No! You think maybe better
chumbi-chumbi, hey? 1 tell you
0. More better you stay along-
side here me one time, my word!"

s fashion the lovely Tonde-
layo reasoned with Joenes.  But
Jacnes answere

y datling, do you think 1t
pleases me to leave you, the epi-
Y ot 91 mo Aoy and B
crystallization of my desires?

my darling, nol This depar-

p: el
ture flls me with dread, for T do
not know what fate awaits me in
the cold world to the east. I only

0w a man must go, must look at
fame and fortune, and if need be,
at death itself, For only in an un-
derstanding of the great world to
the cast, which I have heard of

and spend my life here in these
islands.”

The lovely Tondclayo gave
careful attention to um sords,
and pondered them long. And then
the Hand gir spoke o Jocns these
words of simple philosophy whi
had been passed down from mother
o d'\ug}xtu from time immemorial:

“Hey, you fella white men all
alike, I think. You chumbi-chum-
bi allatime little wahine okay, then
you want walkabout look for chum-
bichumbl alongide popan, whie
woman American, y
word! And yet, the aﬂm grows,
S couel sgroats, Dot mar momt
d

Jocnes could ony bow bis head
to the ancestral wisdom of the is-
land girl. But his decision was S
shaken. Joenesknew that it was his
destiny to sec the land of Amer

rom Which his parcnts had comes
there to a(kkp! whatever dxngn( of-

her words did not move him.
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neighboring chiefs gave a
faremel o o Joenes, in which
and delicacies such

weekly supply of rum, they sadly
bade their beloved Joenes farewell.
So it was that Joenes, with the
‘melody of the islands ringing in his
made his way past Huahine
and Bora Bora, past Tahitl and
Hawai, Enally o sreive n the ety
of San anclscu the west-
ern coast of Ameri

2. Luw's MEETING wiTn
CLun's own words, as recorded in

the Book of Fq., Orthodox edi-

Well T mean, you know how it
is. It's like Hemingway said; the
booae ges bud and the rhx:k oes

dows at e o =
wekly shlpmenl o] o 1
Wit relly Aoing smyibiag,

was Just stunding around

sometimes you just don't feel so
bad, you're out there digging i,
even if the chick has gone bad,

FANTASY AND SCIENCE FICTION

‘This boat came in from one of
those places and this guy got off
He was a tall, lean sort of guy with
a reallooking tan, a big set of
shoulders on_ him, and e was
wearing a shirt made of canvas
and a pair of beatup pants and
no shoes at all. So naturally 1
thought he was OK. I mean he
Tooked OK. So 1 came up to him
and sked bim i i was the bost
the stuff had o
This chnractu “locked at e,
and said, “My name’s Joenes, I'm
o stranger Lere.
So I knew at once he wasn't
with it, and I sort of stared away.
e Said, “Do_you know where I
could find & job? 'm new in Amer-
ica, and I want to find out about
it, and learn what America has for
me, and what I have for America."
1 started looking at bim again
becanse now I didn't know; I mean
it didn't look like he was with it,

the Biggest Pusher of Them All
‘mean maybe he was playing it zen
with this what looked like cornball.
Jesus was comball, but he was
‘with it, and all of us would be for
him if only the squares would Ieave
‘him alone. So I said to this Jocnes,
“You want a job? There anything
you can do?”

ocnes i 1 e, T ean operate
an electrical transform
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“Goody for you,” I told him.
:And I can oy the guitar,” he

sai
et man 1 i, “why didn't
you say so in the frst place instcad
coming on heavy with all the
electiiy bit? Y know @ cappucino
placeyou camplay, e gt some
tips from the squares. You got any
bread, man
barely spoke Ting-
eh, 50 1 had 10 :xplnin itall to
him like T was drawing a blue-
print. But he caught on pretty fast,
about the guitar scene and the
squares, and 1 offered him he
could bunk for awhile in my pad.
1 mean with my. chick gone bad,
this Jc

ide from that, what we did
for Kike? He sounded OK cven it

e was a_foreigner, so I told him
that chicks could be found, and
that for kicks h'd better stick with
me and look-sce. He dug this so v
went o the pad, where {guve hin

Swit chesse from Switectand, mot
Wisconsin. Jocnes was so far down
Thad to Ioan him my axe, on ac-
count he had left his own guitar in
the islands, wherever the islands
were. Aud thatnight we made the
coffchouse

Wel n big that
pight with the gltor and songs, be-
cause he sang in a language no one

7

understood, which was just as well
because the tunes were a little
square. The tourists lapped it up
hk: it was & T, and Jot

for a nice big loaf of Russian Rye
and don't give me that unpatriotic
bit, and some other stuff besides.
And this little chick no more than
51" latched onto b, becans
Joenes was that
oot bt amd he hsd :Imnl-
des ke grandaddy's o o
ami o b swoep of Hende bate
which was sunsuealmd A guy like
me has more trouble, because even
though T got a beard I'm built
short and thick and sometimes it
takes a while. But Joenes he was
ke magneti. He even atrcted
unglasses, who im i
hed evr joypapped, but 1 pulled
f that, because the peyote
e a1 why trade a head-
ache for an upset stomach?

So Joenes and this chick, who
was named Deirdre Feinstein, and
another chick she got for me, we

entback o the pad. 1 showed
oenes how you take the peyote
buds and mash them down and so
forth, and we all took it and we
came on. I mean we came on, but
Joenes it up like 2 1000 watt
Mazda bulb ond even though 1
warned  him _about
who are patrolling the streets and

alleys of San Francisco these days
Loking or anybody who'

50 they can use those beauti-
ful new Gallfornia s of thirs,
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Joenes insisted on standing on
the bed and making a speech. It
was a pretty nice , because

&

turned on for the first time, and he
he Word as follows
s, 1 have come to you
from & facaway land of and .md
upon 2 voyage of discos
Ed 1 count mysel fortunate sbove
men, for upon this my first night
in your land T have been taken to
Jourleader, King Peyote and have

ind faling ke & waterfal. To my
dear comrade,

of beatitude. To my new sweet-
heart, the luscious Deirdre Fein-
stein, let me tell you that I see a
great flame growing within, and a

ousl
born of self-born innocence. An
ity

Well, this Joenes didn't have
exactly a small yoice. As 2 matter
of fact, he sounded like a sea lion
in rutting season, which is a sound
none of you out there should miss.
But it was too much fo the pad,

FANTASY AND SCIENGE FICTION

pounded on the ceiling and in-
formed us this was one party too
much and that they had informed
the cops, by which they meant the
ez,

Joenes and the girls were
conked, but I pride
kecping a clear head for the danger
no matter what is dvifting in my
lungs or dancing in my veins. 1

peyote, but Deirdre, who s so with
it she sometimes scares you, insist-
ed upon sccreting the remaining
buds in her maiden-form, vhere,
she insisted, they would be
from any harm. T got them all ¢ i
of the pad, Joenes with my guitas
clenched in his sunburnt ﬁs!, and
we got down none too soon, for a
patrol car full of fuzz e ,uq ar-
T cautioned the to
walk straight ahead like fie sol.
diers because you can't play any
u got stuff on you.
But 1 hads't counted on how far
gone tha re w
We. \tarb:d walking and the cops
came by and gave us coplike looks,
and we kept on w

1 tried to keep the

bt tht Deirdve woukds be called

down, She turned on the fuzz and

ol them hat she hought of
a very unwise

thing. o o do if youve ta woesbu-

are square types that get up at 8:00
in the moming to do the bit,

Dol -

The top cop, & sergeant, said,
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OK, sister, come with us. We're
bunkmg you,
And struggling and kicking,
they pulld poor Deire toward
cop car, T conld see Joenes's
ace seting tself In thoughtfal
cop-hating lines, and T was afraid
of trouble since filled wit

deed encrybody xcep e Fzz,
said to him, "Man, don't do a
nnng, this scenes goln §pl|l and
e won't, she w
i
since she came out here from New
York to study zen, and she gets
pulled in all the time so it's no big
deal, especially since her Father is

stein, “or indeed anybody I ever
heard of.”

In this way I tried to soothe and
esson with Joenes, bt Joenes
stopped, a heroic fi ler the
lamplights, i st dmhed whm:
around my guitar, his
inowing and ol fmglvmg exeept
for_cops. And

e lead cop wid, Nou want
something, kid?”

Toees said, “Take your hands
from off that you

"The cop said, T deug adich
whom you call a young lady, is
Voluton of socion 4413 o the
Code of the City of San Francisco.

»

1 suggest that you mmd d yous om
t ukelele

1 mean, he was being nice in

=
&

way.
But Joenes then made a specch
which was a beauty, and I cannot
recall it word for word, but the

the vl ature of m
true morality lies in followiny
i dictatey of the lmisated

"“A Commie, bub?” said the lead
cop. And in a trice, or perhaps
cven sooner, they dragged Joenes
into the cop c
Well ‘maturally Deindre was

Joenes.
No sign, I tell you! What had
happened to this blonde troubador
with the sunstreaked hair and a
heart a5 big 6 all qutdoors when
properly xl.lmmmt:d? Whese had

Took for his Furydice, and suffered
thus the doom of Orpheus the gol-
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den-voiced. T mean it was a litde
different but sl it was all there,
who knows in what distant
lands ]umes and my guitar are
wand

3. THE CONGRESSIONAL
COMMITTEE
(As told by Ma'aoa of Samoa.)
Joenes could not know that a

committee of the American Senate
s presently in San Francseo

FANTASY AND SCIENGE FICTION

He said, “This man, by his own ad-
mission, has been accused of no
crime whether of commission or
omission. We have sked him here
merely to talk, as is our congres-
m...l pnvﬂnge and duty. And yet,
jery wor a conscious-
posn of el Gintomaen, 1 hink
we must pursue this a lttle fur-
ther.”
Joenes said, “I want a lawyer.”
mnps snhi "m. cannot have a
lawyer, s only a congres-
sional fact ﬁndmg commitee and

e
P e, They sensd
tively that Joenes was a likely wit-
ness for these investigations, and
they took him from the jail to the
room where the Committee was
‘meeting in executive session.

The Commitice Chairman,
whose name was Senator George
W. Pelops, immediately asked
Joenes what he had to say for him-

Self.
“I haven't done a thing,” Joenes

“Ah,” replied Peops hus any-
6 wried 300 oF

thing? Have I accu: scd H
any ofray lastrons collcagues? I
o 1 would lile t0 hear f i at

"o siry” Joenes said. 1 just
zﬁ

Thoughts ae not admissble s
evidence” Plops

ps then stuldmd his bald
Head, Atjonied s spectacles, and
osed Eollnt  elviion cameta

will
ke crefal e of i s guint b

me, Mr. Joenes, do you
belicve in the spéech you made
last night in the streeis of San
Francisco?”

<1 dot semermber any speech
said Joen

“You et to aswer the ques
tion?”

“I can't answer it. I don't re-
member. I believe T was intoxi-

3

“ remember who you
were wuh lastnight”

ink 1 was with a man

s Lum, and a girl named

re—"

“We do not require their names,”

Pelops said hastily. “We simply

asked you if you remembered who

Mr. Joenes, that it is a convenient
‘memiory which remembers one set
of facts and forgets another, both
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occurring in the same period of 24
hours!”
“They weren't facts,” Joones

said, “they were people.”
“The committce does not re-

pumzhahlc by up to a year in

it r.hdn ‘t mean anything,” Jocnes
iy,

aid g
“Very wall, M v, Joencs, we will

every man ha
e legally constituted
is land? Or, to put it in
another way, do you deny that you
incited to rebellion those dissidents
who might be swayed by your
forcign-inspired words? Or, tomake
the matter perfectly plain to you,
that you,advocated vilen: ove:
d the government whic]
nu:sssnly xests upon the laws of
Can you

g

81

aem, wa ot part of o detlld
plot directed toward inner dissen-
tion end for the parptes of par.
ing the way for outer aggression,
nd dhat in ths atempt you had

ie silent approval, if not ﬂ:e ex-
phnl diecian, of cetain
o our own Stte Department? And
that, finally, this speech, which
you disguised under an apparent
intoxication, and which you gave
under your presumed right to act
subversively in a democracy where
the power 10 s, o 0 you
thought, s bamsteung by o Consl

ution and a B of Rights i

however is not, as you mis
designed 1o aid the lawless, but
sather {0 prescrve the Libertics of
the people _against godless mer-
cenaries such as yourself? Did you
or did you net Mx ]omcs? Task
only a sim

“well,” ]nenes sid, T e to
clarify-

“Thea question, Mr. Joenes,” sald
Pelops in an icy voice. "Kindly
swer the question yes or no.”

Toenes said, I stand upon my

Consitutional rights, namely_the
first and ffth amendments, and re-

argue
that the sum and content of your
speech was a violation of those lib-
erties which our Founding Fath-
ers gave us, and which allow such
as you to speak at all, as you sure-
Iy would ot be allowed to do in
Sovict Russa? Wl you presume

this specch, masked
e oo gach o hatiless hant

" Pelops smilled thinly. "You may
not do so, Mr. Joenes, since

Constitution to which you —
fervently cling has been re-nter-

preseve it from change and des-
cration. The
mention, Mr. Joencs—or should 1
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sy Comade Joenes —will ot per-

# you b sl for eesons
which any judge of thy
Gourt wonld have been ad to ll
you~—had you chosen 10 ask him!"

‘There was no answer

cruding ejinder _]uena furned
beet red and th white. But
he was mumu“an]y Loved by the
intervention of one of the members
of the comitter, Sentor Trelid.
enator Trellid
i 0 Pelops, “and encuse me al
of you who are waiting for this
man's answer. T just want to say
one thing, and T want it to go on
the record, because. sometimes a
man must speak out no matter how
painful it is to him, and in spitc
of that it might barms him politi-
cally and cconomically. And yet, it
is the duty of a man such as myself
to speak out when he must, and to
speak in spite of consequences, and

nscience, LVLll f at he
has to say goes i
pover of public n]vlmon Tllemlorc
T want to say this. old

i e iy things
in my time, and 1 have witnessed
even more. Perhaps I am not wise to
50 speak, but I must tell you that I
am deadset against injustice, Un-
like some, I cannot condone the
slaughter of the Hungarians, the
unlawful scizure of China, and the
communization o Cab. I am ol
I have been conservative,

no
T hope T will never live to see the

FANTASY AND SCIENCE FICTION

day when a Russian army occrpies

once 4
child in the hill country south of
Sour Mountain, who fished and
hunted in the decp woods, who
grew slowly to an awareness of
‘what America meant to him, whose
neighbors sent him to Congress to
Tepresent ﬂmm and their dear ones,
and who called upon to
ek s decarton of Bk
for this reason and this reason only
that T say to you in the words of
the Bible, "Tivil is Bad!” Some of
the sophisticates among us may
laugh at this, but there it is and
believeit.”

‘The committee burst into spon-
tancous applause at the old
tor's specch. Although they had
heard T many toc, t neves fuled
o clicit in them emotions of the
deepest and most exquisite sort.
Now, whitelipped, Chirman Pek-
ops tum nes,

"Comrade, he asked, with sim-
ple irony, “are you at this present
time o card-carrying member of

Communist Pacy?”

e understand very well what
you mean,” Pelops said. “Since you
chose not to identify your fellow
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traitors, would you mind_telling
s the Tocation of your el No?
Tell me, Gomrade Jonsk, doss the
‘name Ronald Black mean anything
to you? Or to put it more simply,
when did you list see Black?
“I never met him,” Joenes said.
er? That s a very big word,
Me, Tooues e o0 g 1o 51
ne that at no time could you have
met Ronald Black? That you might
not have innocently passed  this
man in a crowd, or perhaps at-
tended a movie wl(h him? T doubt
if any man in America can so
il Wake Tint b ha mergr okt
Ronald Black. Do you wish your
statement o go on the recor
“Well, I mean, I might have met
him in a crowd, I mean bcrn in a
crowd where he was, but 1
know for sure—'
“But you allow the possibility?"
gue:

nt," Pelops said. “Now
re getting somewhere. N
ask you what crowd you met Black
in, and what he said to you, an nd
you to him, and what papers he
passed you, and who you passed
those papers t0?"

“I never met Amold Black!”
Joenes cried.

“We have always known him
as Ronald Black, Pelops said.
“But we are always glad to learm

8

judged a probability so strong as to
be a_certainty. Furthermore, you
yourself gave us the name by which
Rond Black was knowen in the
Party, a name which we hithert
had ot known. And that, I ik,
s suffcient.”

“TLook,” said Joenes, “I don't
konow this Black or what he did."

in somber tones Pelops stated,
“Ronald Black was convicted of
stealing_the plans for the new
Studebaker Roadelinger Super V-
12 Luxury Compact Convertible,
and sellng hose las o an agent
of The . After a fair
k wes execad i the
manner prescribed by the law. La-
ter, thirty-one of his associates were
discovered, tried, and_executed.
You, Comrade Jonski, will be as-
socite number 32 in the biggest
spy ring we have yet uncovered.”

Joenes tried to speak, but found
himself speechless and trembling

in fear.

“This  committce,” lops
ummed up, s been gnmlcd ox
legal powers becanse
manv investigative, not pumuvc
is is perhaps a shame, but the
letter of the law must be followed.
‘Therefore we now hand the sceret
agent Jonski over to the office of
the  Attorey-General, there to
gndengfe el by due roces of
law, and to suffer whatever punish
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In_ this fashion, Joenes was
ity transered o the puitive
branch of the government an
bound over to the Attomey Gen-
cil

4. HOW JOENES Was GIVEN

JusTcE
(As told by Pelui
of Easter Island.)

‘The Attorney-General, to whom
Joenes was bound over, was a tall
man with a hawk face, naerow
eyes, bloodless lips, and a face
that looked as ﬂmuJi it had been
hammere Taw  iron

Stoopod and silently contemptar
ous, startling in his black velvet
cloak and ruffled collar, the Attor-
ney-General was the living cm-
bodiment of his tewrible office.
Since he was a servant of the

retcibution upon all who fell into
his hands, and to do so by any
means in his power.

The Attorncy-General's place of
residence was Washington, an-
cient capitol of the Hellenic Con-
federacy, But he himself was a
citizen of Athens, New York, and
in his youth had been an ac-

intance of Aristatle and Al-
cibiades, whose writings are
distllations of American genius.

‘Athens ywas one of the cities of
ancient Helln, ram wlich the
American civilization had sprung.

El

TANTASY AND SCIENCE FICTION

Near Athens wis Sparta, @ il
tary power which had held leader
ship over the ancd:«:mmmn dit-
ies of upper York State.
omion Alone e Dot Spars
had fought a disastrous war,
known as the war Betueen the
and had lost their inde-
e 15, At ke, But
they were still influcntial in the
politics_of America, _ especially
since Washington had been the
seat of Hellenic power.
frst, the case of Joenes
scemed simpleenough.  Joene
hadl no important friends or polit
al colleagues, and it seemed that
retibution might be visited up
im with impunity. Ac:uulmgly
the Attorney-General arranged
Joenes to teccive every pnsslh]c
sort of legal advice, and then to be
tried by a jury of his peers in the
famous Star  Chamber, In this
way, the exact letter of the law
would be carried out, but with a
comforting foreknowledge of the
verdict which the jury would en-
er. For the puncillios Jaros
the Star Chamber, utterly dedi-
cated to the eradication of any
vestige of evil, had never in their
Hisory given any verdit bt gl

the Elcctric Chair at Delphi,
winning favor in the eyes of gods

men.
‘This was his plan. But further
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investigation showed that Joenes's

an_territory. Because of this,
in influential Hellenes urged
mercy for the ering son of re-

spectable parents, and for the sake
of Hellenic unity, which was a
force tobe eckaned wih in Amer
ican_palitics.
e mey-General, _an
Ahenian el thought it bes
mply with this request.
Theml'nxc he dissolved the Star
Chamber and sent Joenes to the
great Oracle at Sperry. This met
with approval, for the Sperry Ora-
cle, like the Oracles at Genmotor
and Genelectric, was known to be
absolutely fair ‘and impartial in

O
such good justice that they had re-
placed many of the courts of the
and.

Joenes was brought to Sperry
and was told to std before the
Oracle. This he did, although his
knces were shaking. The Oracle
was a great caleulating machine

been hlmd:d o 30 um e could
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e penients only chrngh the

and_said, n
Death is the common destiny of all
d ceaseless travail is their
condition_throughout the ephem-
exal Jife of the senses. Tell me, do
you have any money?”
Joenes said, “T have eight dol-
ms and thiny conts. But why do

ask, fath
" peerusel u.c high priest said,
it s comman prscioe or suppi
cants to mabe o vohuntary sa
ofmmey to the Onacle. Bt 1 you
o ot have the moncy, you can
give equally acceptable things
such as chattel morigages, bonds,
stocks, deeds, o any othe papers
men deem of v:
"} Yo, suc of e things,”
]ncncs said sac
you not own lands in Poly-

utqa? m priest asked.
“I do not,” Joenes said. “My
parents’ land was given to

whom
must return, Nor do I hold other
properties, for in Polynesia such
things are not important.

“Then you own nothing?” che

Loom
distant Califormia. Bt father, are
these things really necessary?”
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“OF course not," the priest re-
plied. “But_even cyberneticists
st live, and an ot of enersi

a stranger is looked upon as
Ploming, opcstaly whion the fine
comes {0 interpret the words of
the Oracle. Also, some believe that
a penniless man is one who has not
worked to amass money for the
Oracle in case the day of divine
wrath should ever be upon
and who is therefore ackin

at need not concern us. We
will now state your case, and ask
for a judgment

The priest took the Attorney-
General's statement, and Joenes's
defence, and translated them into
the secret language in which the
Oracle listened to the words of
men. Soon there was a reply.

The Oradies Judgrent ws a5

S(.uAmz IT'TO THE TENTH
POWER MINUS THE SQUARE
ROOT OF MINUS ONJ

DO NOT FORGET THE CO-
SIGN, FOR MEN MUST NEEDS

HAVE PUN
X AS A VARIABLE,
FREE—FLOATI\'G FANCY-

IT WILL COME AT LAST
TO ZERO, AND N
NEED NOT ME.

When this decision had been
delivered, the pricsts met to inter-
pret the words of the Oracle. And
this is what they said:

SQUARE IT means correct the
rong.

FANTASY AND SCIENCE FICTION

THE TENTH POWER is the
degree and number in which the
penitent maust labor in penal servi-
tude n ander to comet the o
namely ten yer

SOUARE ROOT OF
MINUS ONF, being an imagi-
nary number, represents a ficti
tious state of grace; but being in-
strumental, represents also  the
possibility of power and fame for
the supplicant. Because of this,
the previous ten-year sentence 15
suspende

THE X VARIABLE represents
the incanate furics of the carth,
amang whom the supplicant shall
dwell, and who shall show him all
possiblehorrors.

THE COSIGN is the mark of
the goddes herel, protecting e
supplican from some o the terox
o the Fuses, and promising it
certain, By jo
1L COME AT LAST
TD ZERO, means that the equa-
tion of divine justice and human
need is balanced in this case,

FURTHER YOU NEED NOT
ME, means that the sapplicant
‘may not apply again to this or any
other Oracle, since the rendering
is complete.

So it was that Joenes xeceived a
ten-year suspended sentence. And
the Atorney-General had to obey
the decision of the Oracle and set

ree.
Once freed, Joenes continued
his journey through the land of
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America, bearing upon his head a
curse and a promise, as well as a
ten-year suspended sentence. He
departed hastily from Sperry and
rode a train to the great cit

New York. And what he did there
is a story which must now be told.

HE STORY OF JOENES,

AND THE POLICEMAN
‘As told by Ma'aoa of
Easter Island.)

Never had Joenes seen anything
like the great city of New York,

‘The ceaseless rush and bustle of so

in the city, fo grat numbers of
people wee atianive o the Lo
art of the moving pictus

In the small houssof the night,
the city's pace slowed. Then

nothingness, and when
to them he could ot understand
their mumbled replies. These atyp-
ical New Yorkers disturbed him,
and Joenes was glad when mom-
ing came.
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At frst light, the frenzied move-
ments of the

Joenes wanted
Tor all of this, so he picked a man
out of the crowd and stopped
hi

“Sir, Joenes said, “could you
of your valuable

a
about_the_great and
poschul vitaliy T see o seonad
me?

‘The man said, “Whattsamatter,
you some kind of put?’ And he
e off.

Bu next man  Joen

sloppcd gave the queston careful

thou said, “You call it
b7

mahty.

So it appears,” Joenes said,
glancing at the restless_crowds
surging around them. “By the
way, my name js Joenes.”

“Mine's Watts,” the man said,
“as in Watts the matter?” In an-
swer to your question, I tell you
that what you se is no viabiy.
It panic

“Dut what are they in a panie
about?” Joenes as

o putitin a el Wats
said, “theye afraid if they stop
hurrying and pushing, somebody
will Gnd out they're dead. 165 4
very serious matter being found
dead, because then they can fire
you from your job, foreclose all
your bills, raise’ your apartment
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rental, and carry you squirming
your grave.”

ply scarcely

redi said, “Mr. Watts,
v.hese ‘people 9o mot ook dead, And

in_actual fact, all exaggeration
asde, they are mot dead, are
ey

put  cxaggeration

asxdc  Watts told him. “But since

yout  tanger, 1l t cxplin
b

a little more, in it
death is mtrc]v a malur of defini-
tion, Once was very

o ;mv dead when you

antiquated  notion
more_carcfully, and have done
considerable research on the en-
tire subject. They have found out
that you can be dead in all impor-
tant respects, but still go on walk-
ing and talking.

W¥hat are thes mportan re-

spects?”

P st of all,” Watis tokd bim,
ithe walking deod are charater
ized by an almost total lack of

tions in the crude_manner of a
chimpanzee pretending to read a
book. Next, there is a robotic qual-
ity in their actions, which accom-

panies a cessation of the higher
thinking processes.  Frequently,
thers .o sefion. motion fowesd

piety, which is not unlike the
frantic movements which a chick-
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en ks afe s head bas been

benches or near subway

“Ah," said Joenes. “When I
walked in the city late last night
I saw tain ‘men at those
lages—
“Exactly,” said Watts. “Those
are the ones who no longer pre-
tend that they are not dead. But
others copy the living with a great
and pathetic. camestness, hoping
to pass unnoticed. They can usu-
ally be detected because they over-
o, eiher by talking too much
or by lnghing to I
1 had no. iden of Al ihis?
Joenes
“It s a tragic problem,” Watts
said. “The authorities are doing
their best to cope with it, but it
has assumed formidable propor-
tions. Twish I could tell you other
dhursctertics of e walting
deatl, and how they rescmble the
ol achioned, netrwallng ds

l had better mlke
Ty, depertu

o saing, Wotts ke sate’a
full sprint and raced through the
crowd. The policeman started aft-
er him, but soon gave up the pur-
suit and returned to Joenes.
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“Damn it,” the paliceman said,
e ok i
a criminal?"

ping his massi row. “He
lkes to disguie bimself a 4 bes-

falking o me about
the wnlkmg dead,” Jocnes said.
always making up those

stories,” the policeman told him.
“Compuliv L, thats wht he .
Crazy. And dangerous
come. Expecially dangerous e
et e B gun. You
can't figure a criminal who doesn't
carry a gun. I've almost caught
him' three times. I order him to
stop in the name of the law, just
ke the book sy, and whes
doesn't stop, 1 shoot at him. S0 far
Toe ild cight bystanders. The
! I'm gnmg, 111 probably never
make sergeant. They malm me
pay or my own bullets,

”B if ﬂns \V:ms nevux carries

» gan, then

Sopped abrupdy. He had seen 4
strange sullen cxpression cross the
policeman’s face, and had seen his
hand drop to the butt of his gun.
“What 1 meant to say,” Joenes
continued, “is there anything in
what Wats told me about the
walking dead?”

“Naw, thats just a beatoik line
he makes up to kid people with.
Didn't I tell you he was a jewel

“T forgot," Joenes said.

89

“Well don't forget it. I'm just a
‘plain ordinary man, but a guy like
me sore, 1 do my duty

80
bl being 1 robot, like

Watts said?”

“OF course not," Joenes said.

at guy,” the policeman con-
tinued, “talks about_people not
having no emotion. Let me tell
T T marhs po pavcholight,
but T know I got emotions. When
T have this gun in my hand, 1 fecl
od. Does that sound like I got no
emotions? Furthermore, let me
tell you something. I was raised
in  tough sectionof this ety and
when T was T used o run
With a gang. We al had aip guns

from being a kid criminal to being
an adult criminal, i {t met
this priest. He wasn't no stuffed
hirt, he was just like one of us,
because he knew that was the only
way he could reach us wild types.
He used to go out on stomps with
us, and more than once I saw him
cut the hell out of somebody with
a litdle switchblade he always car-
ried. So he was regular and we ac-
im. But he was also a
priest, and seeing he was
Flet bim talk to me. And be told
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me how 1 was wasting my lfe in,
that way.

“He must have been a wonder-
ful man,” Joenes said.

“He was a saint” the police-
man said, in a brooding

voice. “THat man was a real saint,
e he iy everything we did
bt e s sood inside and i us
to gt out of criminality.”

‘The policeman looked Joenes in
the eye and said, “Because of that
mian, T became a cop. Me, whom
everyone thought would end up in
the electric chair! And that Watts

been a good cop instead of some
lousy punk hoodlum like Wats,
I've Killed eight criminals in the
line of duty, winning three merit
badges from the department. And
Tre. sl seckdentally Miled tweas
ty-seven innocent bystanders who
idn't t of the way fast
enough. T'm sorry about those peo-
ple, but I've got a job 1o do, and
T can't let people get in the way
when I'm going after a criminal,
And o matter what the newspa-
pers say, T've never taken a bribe
in my life, not even for a parki
ticket.” The _policeman’

v

of his revol “Id give a
pnrking ticket to Jmu i b
self and np number of saints

you are . dedicted
man, Joames sidcurstuly
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’Yuura right. And Ive got a
tifal wife and three wonder-

revol
ing’s too good for my family. An
ks he knows something
cmotion!  Christ,  these
smooth-talking bastards get me so
sore sometimes I can feel my head
coming of. s 3 good thing I'm
religions man.
“Tim e it Joeneswid
“C still go every week to see that
st who o e a of he gong:
He's still working with kids, be-
cause he's dedicated, He's getting
sorta old to use a kife, so mow it's
usually a 7ip gun, or sometimes a
bieyele chain. That man has done
‘more for the cause of law than all
the youth rehabilitation centes

times, and between us re-
deemed fourteen boys who you
prould bave thought were hape-
less criminals. Man em are

respected busmcssmu\ now, and
six have joined the police force.
Whenever T see that old man, I
fee sligion.”

think  that's wonderful,”
oo sebl. i Fegmn backing
‘away, because the policeman had
ru is evelves and wat toiag
with it nervousy.

“There's nothing wrong with
this country that good humdnus
and straight thinking won't cure,”
the policeman said, his jaws
twitching. “Good always triumphs

i the end, and it always will 28
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long as there are good-hearted
e o help i along. There's more
w in the end of my nightstick
than in all the musty old law
books, We bring them in and the
judges let them go. What about
that? Nice state of business, huh?
But us cops are used o it, and we
figure one broken arm is worth a
year in stir, so we take care of a
Tot of the séntencing ourselves.”
Here the policeman drew his
nightstick. With it in one hand,
his revolver in the other, he looked

advancing toward him with shin-
ing eyes, would ot il him or
brsl any
cendal e
pmarhmg But Jocnes W:u suvcrl
at the last moment by a citizen of
the city, who, made absentminde
by the tropic sun, stepped off the
curb before the traffic light
changed to grcen.
The pulkeman whitled, fired
w0 waring dhots, and charged
nd the Jocnes walled
rection, and conti
northward. wnil he was beyond_
the limits of the city.

6. JomNms AND THE THREE
TRUCKDRIVERS

(This and the three

o1

Truckdriver stories which
comprise it are told by
Teleu of Huahine.)

As ]Dem:s s walking along o
highway to the truc]
Sopped beside ‘him i
truck were theee men who said
they would willingly give him a
ide as for as they were gofng.
Very happily Joenes got into
the truck and declared his grati-
tude. But the trckivers said the
plesare was thlrs ing
s Kindy vk, sven b
{inee, and they enfoped falking fo
different men ond hearing of their
adventures. This being the case,
they asked Joenes to tell what had
happened to him since he had left
his home.
| dise men hat
nothing o right since he
hod ek his home, and cverything

“Mr. Joenes,” said the first truck
driver, “you have indeed gone
through misfortanes. But I am the
most unfortunate of men, for 1
have Iost something more pre-
clous than gold, the Joss of which
T bemoan every day of my life.”

asked the man fo el his
story. And this is the story w
the first trugldriver told.

THE STORY OF THE
SCIENTIFIC TRUCKDRIVER

My name is Adolphus Propo-
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nus, -nd by birth Tam a Swede,
E

Vinds greates eevant,
my humanitio in-
i

wretched place on carth. 1 was
sent to a place on the const of
Western Affica, there to be the
sole doctor for an area larger than
Empe was replacing a man
urr, a Swiss who ha
Gied of the bite of a horned viper.
rea there was a great
prevalence of discases. Many of
these were known to me, for I had
studied them in books. Others
were new. im e
learned, had been propagated
il as part of e neatealiz
tion of Al

e s
lcvcnl hundred million Western
troops, who were engaged in com-

cre eny
bat against E:

guerillas, 100, were
Also many specit
been_destroyed, although a few
had thrived. The rat, for example,
flourished. Snakes of all species

ture had increased beyond count-
i

1 had never known about thi
state of aluis, sace nows like
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this is generally ignored in a de-

mocracy, and is banned in a dic-
tatorship. But I saw these horrors
. And T learned it t

e v the _tropical
ts of Ash. Canul Amcrica,
Ind Tndie, ATl of these places

were mow truly nentral, through
accident or throug]

struggle for life itself.
T was saddened by the per-

humanitarians, working through
science, would set it all right again.

work with a will, aided
by humanists the world over. T
went fo the tribes within my dis-
ict, treating their illnesses with
My suc-

aged to survive, and disease spread
once again,

T requested newer drugs, ani
these were also sent to me. Once
again disease and I were locked in
mortal _combat, from which I
emerged victorious. But there were
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always a few organisms which es-
caped my drugs. Also, there were
mutations to be zeckoned wid

iven the right environment, I
leamed that diseases could change
into new and virulent forms much
faster than men could make or
discover new drugs.

In fact, I found that germs be-
haved quite like humans in times
of stress. They showed cvery evi-
dence of an astonishing will to
survive; and quite naturally, the
harder one struck at them, the
faster and more frantically they
spawned, mutated, resisted, an
at Jast, struck back, The resem-
blance was, to my way of thinking,
uncanny and unnatural,

T labored prodigiously, trsing
{0 save the poor, patient, su

with unbelievable violence. I was
in despalr, for no new drugs had
been invented to meet these new-
est ills.

Then I found that the germs,
in motating to meet my new
drugs, had become vulnerable
once again to the ol
Therefore, in a perfect frenzy of
scientific fervor, 1 began fo apply
the old drugs once more,

e Lbad come to Afice, I
had battled n0 less than
epidemics. Now 1 was begnmng
to fight my eleventh, And 1 knew
that the germs and viruses would
retreat before my attack, spawn,
mutate, and strike again, leaving

]

me o fght 3 telfh epidenic
with similar results, and then
thirteenth, and so forth.

s the situation into
which my scientific and humanis-
tic zeal had carried me. But I was
drunk with fatigue, and half-dead
with my Iabors. 1 had no time to
thing of anything but the immedi-
ate_problem,

But then the people of my dis-
trct took the problem out of my
hands. ‘They possessed very litle
aduclunn, and they only saw the

t epidemics which had_rav-
S5ed them snce my coming, These
peaple looked upon me as a sort
of supremely evil witch doctor,
whose bag of healing drugs ac-
tually contained the refined es-
sences of the diseases which had
ravaged  them
their own Wit

from me to an area of desolate
swamp, where food was scarce
and disease was commor

T could not follow them, since
the swamp was in a different dis-
trict, This district had its own
doctor, also a Swede, who_gave
out no drugs at ll, no pills, no in-
ot oy o o o
runk every day on his own sup-
pli o, He had ved

Left completely alone in my
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district, 1 had a nervous collapse.
T was sent back to Sweden, and
there 1 thought about everything
that hed happened.

at my science and

benefi, and by doing so had up-
42 e balance of forces upon the

Realizing all this, 1 fied my
country, fied Europe itsclf, an:
came here. Now I drive a truck.

bealing, { sare at him a5 though
he were insane
Sar s how 1 kst my beliet i
science, a thing more precious to
me than gold, the loss of which T
beamoan exay day of my Ife
¢ the sad of i s story, the
i iruckdiver i
would that yon Have had
mistostaner, Joenes, But thee are

tunes are less than mine. For T am
e most unfortunate of men, nnd
T have Tost something mo
Gl hat i vod e vakighle
than science, the loss of which [
bemoan every day of m life”
Joenes asked the man to tell his
story. And this is the story which
the second truckdriver told.
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THE STORY OF THE
HONEST TRUCKDRIVER

My name is Ramon Delgado,
and I am from the land of Mexico.
My one great pride was in being
an honest man. T was honest be-
cause of the Jaws of the land,

men, who had derived them from
universally accepted pincpls of
Justice, and had

‘with punishments so that o

ot e hos of good will, would

obe
Tiaborsd for maoy yeaest my

that great

front of my new empl
where I found a palkmg “meer.
went inside the store in order o
Ret 2 peso to put in the parking
‘meter. When T came out, T was ar-
rested,

T was taken before a judge who
accused me of illegal parking, pet-
ty larceny, vagrancy, resisting ar-
xest, and creating 4 public dis-
tutance.

judge found me guilty of
all these things. OF ilegal parking,
becunes theae had becn ne moncy
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in the meter; petty la be-
cause 1 had ki o peso o Eom oy
employers il to put in the me-
ce) vaguancy, bechase 1 had Bad
only a single peso on my person;
resisting arrest, because I fmd ar-
gued with the policeman; and
creating a public disturbance, be-
d wept when e ook me

sense, all these

held only through stern and un-
compromising punishment.

1o the Federal Peni-
tentiary. of Morelos, and 1 knew
that it would be good for me to
see the place where punishment is

ment papers. He studied them
with great care, then open
gate.

As soon as the gate was open,
1 was amazed to see that crowd of
‘men come out of hiding, rush for-
ward, and force their way into the

5

Nevertheless, some were
et into the Penitentiary S

9%

the admittance guard was finally
able to close the ga

“T had always thought that pris-
ons were fo the purpose of e

ing people in, rather than out,” 1
soid to the guard.

“They used fo be he told me.
“But nowadays, with so many for-
cigners in the country, and so
much starvation, men break into
prisn mercly o gt three meals o
day. There's nothing we can do
nhuuk i, By breaking nto prison

hey become criminals, and w

sty

do foreigners have to :lu with 1 m"
“They started all the trouble,”
the guard said. “There’s starvation

world's best prisons. S0 they come
great distances in order to break
into our prisons, especially when
they can't break into their own,
But I suppose foreigners are really
no worse or better than our own
pegple, who do the same hing.”
thi

oy can i iveenieat ot
its Jaws?

“Only by keeping the truth a se-
cre the uned ld e, Someday
we will be able to
taries which will keep e e right
people in and the wrong ones out.
But until that time comes, the
thing mst be kep secret, I tht

ay, most o the popultion st
h:llev:s they should fear punish-
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‘The guard then escorted me in-
side the Penientay, to e office
of the Parole Board. There

asked me how I liked ,mm, Tie,
T told him that T wasn't sure yet.

“Well,” the man said, “your
havior for the entire ime you have
been here has been exemplary.
Reform is our motive, not re-
venge. Would you like an immedi-
ate parole?”

T was afraid of saying the
wrong thing, so I told him 1
wasn't sure.

“Take your time,” he d
return 1o, thi offce any e you
want o be rel

en 1 went to my cell. Within
I found two Mexicans and three

two were Frenchmen, The Ameri-
can sked me € [ had scceped a
parle. T said that T hadn't yet.

“Damn smart for a_beginner!”

the American, whose name
s Otis. “Some of the new con-
vis donft know. They tale & pa-
ole, and whem, theyie on the
o Jcking
T that 0 Bad?” I ashed.

“Very bad," Otis said. “If you
take a parole, then you don't have
any chance of geting back oo
prison. No matter what you do,
Fhe fudge Just ke i down 5 5
parole violation and
to do it again.
you don't do it again because the
cops have broken both your arms.”

“Otis is right,” one of th

i
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l'undxmen slld "Tn.kmg a parale

15, and 1
the Jiiog pxwf o that. My name
s Edmou Dantes, sy yesrs

n
accepted it. But then, on the Out-
side, I realized that all my friends
weze still in pris
collection of bool
were still here. Also, in my
emle e, L b et
4342-

2231 1 relhzed too late that my
whole life was in here, and that
T was shut out forever from the
warmth and security of
granite walls.

“What did you do?" T asked,

“L stll thought that criminality
reward,”

3t st Bave een very dif-
culty” T said

Dantes nodded. It called for o
terrible patience, because 1 spent
the next ten years of my life a
tempting to break into_this pris-
ey

“The other prisoners were silent,
O1d Dantes continued:
curity was more rigid it
those days, and & rush hrough the
gates, such as you saw this mom-
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ing, would have been impossible.
Thorefor, umided, T tunncled
under the building. Three times 1

ce I came almost to the nner
courtyard, but the guards detected
e, counter-tunneled, and forced
me back. Once I tried to paa-
chute onto the prison from an air-
lane, but o sudden gust of wind
away. Thereafter, no
plm]cs were allowed to fly over-
‘But how did you finally get
in?” T asked.

“I returned to the prison dis-
guised as a special investigator.
At first the guards were reluctant
to let me pase, But T tld them
that the government was con:

s e bl In which
granted ﬂ]ual
rights with the prisoners. They

B oAl T e sceesied v T
was. They had to let me stay, and

]

some man came and wrote
story. 1 only hope e put it down
con

"Since then, of course, the
guards have instituted rigid meas-
ures which would make the repe-
tition of my plan impossible. But
it 1 an arici of Fth with me
that courageous men will always
surmount the difficulties which
society puts between a man and
his goal. IF men are steadfast, they
too will succeed in breaking into
prison.”
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Al the prisoners were silent
when old Dantes finished speak-
ing. At last I asked, “Was your
swectheact sl here when you got
ac

The old man Jooked away, and
a_tear coursed down his check,
“Trustee 43422231 had died of
cinhoss of the iver the yeurs
reviously. Now I spend my time
o poayes and contemplation.”

‘s tragic tale of
courage,  determination,  and
doomed Tove had cast a gloom over
the cell. In silence we went to our
evening meal, and no one showe
good spirits until many hours
Tater.

By then 1 had thought until my
head ached about this whole
strange matter of men wanting to
live in prison. The more I thought,
the more confused 1 became. So,
, 1 asked my cellmates

-

Fr
“I¢s the illusion of fmodnm yon e
talking about, and
ilfrent thin i i you tal
about contain only horror, inse-
curity and fea, The stects are all
Blind alleys, with dest at the end
of every one of
“And those ﬂoweﬂng fields and

and in my youth 1 wrote several



foolish books hased upon mo ex-
perience at all, extolling nature

speaking of man's rightal
Gt But then, in m ma-
Eur years, 1 soretly let my coun-

journeyed through

nature I had spoken of with such
confidece,

are unbappy, bybrids, sedueed of
theie stzngth and Lept alv ooy
by men who fight back the con
quering weeds and insects.

“In the forest, T found that the
trees communed only with them-
selves, and that every creature ran
from me 1 learned that there wre

cold;
Lhoughlful]y s that the man

man's food, the drought
parches it, the heat scal
body, and the cold freezes his
Timbs.

‘These are only nature's milder
aspects, ot to be compared to the
wrathfulness of the sea, the frigid

diference of the mowntains, the
treachery of the swamp, the de-
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praiy of the desxt, o ch trror

provided that most of the earth’s
surface be covered with  sed,
mountains swamp, - desct and

" eed say nothing of carthe
ke, rnados, Udal waves, el
the Tike, in which nature reveals
the fullest exten of her hatred.
v ool escape R el
horrors is in a place where nature
can be shut out. And obviously,
the type of place most removed
from nature is it is

that s the reason why I repudiate
the words of my youth and live
very happily here where I can
never sce a green thing”

With that, Roussean turned
away and contemplated a_steel

“You sce, Delgado,” Otis s:ud

“This I would not accept, and I
pmnmzl out that we were locked u

S i oF B
“But all of us are locked
upon this crth,” old Dantes an-
. “Some in a greater

Phon e s T Y Hlace.
And all of us are locked up for-
ever within ourselves. Everything
is a prison, and his place her i
the best of all p

Ot bebnore e for my
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lack of gratitude. “You've heard
the guards,” he said. “If our good
were commonly known
throughout the country, everyone
mouldbe fightng 1o g5 in- Y
should be happy to be here, and
happy that kaowledge of this mat-
vellous place s confined to a few.

“But the situation is Lhnngmg,
o Mexican pelsonee said. Even
though the government suppresses
the truth and presents imprison-
ment as_something to be feared
and avoided, people are starting to
lesmn the trth

tle govermment in o
terrible position the ther Mt
3 sel have.
7t Tnvented any substifute for
prison, although for a while they
thought of making all crimes pun-
ishable by death. They gave that
up, since it would directly affect
the country's military and indus-
trial potential. So they must sill
sentence men to prison—the one
place where they want o gol

All the cellmates laughed at
this, because, being criminals,
they loved perversions of justice.
And this scemed the greatest per-
verson of al—to cbmmk o cime

sgainst the common
B made o appy el b
cause of that crime,

T felt like a man walking
through some horrible nightmare,
for I had no argument with which

snomer dhes men At st in
desperation, 1 cred

P be ee and.live in the £

%
place on earth—but you have no
women."

The prisoners tittered nervous-
Iy, as it 1 ething not
very mice, But Otis answered
calmly, “What you say is true, we
have 10 wamen. But that s qite
unim

mpor
nmumnnnl? 1 cchoed,
“Definitely,” Otis said.

sy cxpericace 3 degree of b
Smafon 6t B but then one
adapts 0 oncs Surroundings. AP

x all, only women think that
o o] indispensable. We
men know better.

e members of the cell cho-
rused their agreement with great
animation.

“Real men," Otis said, “need
the company of other real
men. I¢ Butch were here he could
explain all of this better; but
i the infirmary with
double i t e gret sozow
of his many friends nd admirers.
Bat he would explain to you that
ey Tind of socktel extsivace b
volves compromise. When _the
compromiscs are great, we call it
tyranny. When they are small and
casly amaoged, ke this minor
x of women, e aall it £

Teave the prison as soon as possi-

“I can arrange your escape this
evening” Otis said. “And I think
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just as well that you go. Prison
life is not for any man who docs
not appﬂcm\c it

That evening, when the lights
in the prison had bec
Otis raised one of the
blocks in the floor of the cell. At
the bottom of this was a pa
way. Following this, 1 emerged t
lust_on the street, dazed and be-
wildered.

Tor many days | thought over
my experiences. At last 1 realized
that my honesty had been nothing
but stupidity, since it had been
based upon ignorance .m(l 2 mis-
conception of the ways of th
workd: There could be nt boues
sine there was o la 0 ancion
it. The law had failed neither
punishment nor g.:mn! W
make it work. It had failed
cause all man’s ideas of justice had
been wrong. Therefore there wa
no such thing as justice, nor any
thing dcﬂ\'m From it.

ible as this was, even
more carbl wos this reohsaton:
that with no justice there umM
be no frecdom or human
therc could only be pesverted i
sions such as my cellmates pos-
scss

That s how 1 lost my sense of
honesty, a thing more precious to
me thaa gold, th o of which 1
bemoan every day of my lfe.

¢ the end of this story, the
third_truckdriver said, “No one
would deny that you have had
misfortuncs, Joenes. But these are

be-
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less than what my two friends
have just told you. And my friends’
misfortuncs arc less than mine,
For I am the most unfortunate of
ey m 1 have o someting
us
vilnable thast bote: ~A|c||w
and ice; the lnss of whi
Bermonn every day of my T
oo i S e it e
he story which
er told.

thethird trackds

THE STORY OT THE
RELIGIOUS TRUCKDRIVER

My name s Hans Scunidty and

iy place of birth is Germany. As

o e v 1 learncd bt e
horrors of the past, and this sad-
dened me.

Then 1 leamed about
1 travelled throughout
saw nothing but
guns. .md fortifications stretching
y o Germany's ast-
o

mtless
miles of these fortifications existed
where village and forest had
ed before, all neatly camoufiaged,
all for the purpose of blasting the

ent was exactly the same as the
past, being nothing more than a
Dreparation for cruclty an

Never had I believed in sci-
ence. Even without the experience
of my Swedish Iriend, 1 could sce
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that science had improved noth-
ing upon the earth, but had merely
great harm. Nor did T
lieve in human justice, law, free-
dom, or dignity. Even without the
expatience of my Mexican friend,
T could sce for myself that man's

ness of man, and hk Spuhll place
in the unive it 1 felt that
man by himself S v

ve the bestial qualities i his
nature.

"l'ln-n:lnn' 1 turned to some-
thing greater than man. T turned
wholcheartedly to religion. Tn this
was mans only salvation, his only

dignity, his sl fresdom, In his
could be found a

what 1 be-

1 held to no one belicf, but in-
stead 1 studied all faiths, feeling
n w8 pudhwey

o dm wxmh is greater
1y maey o the poor

m.a el ieond e Hho
urope with staff and knapsack,
sulvlng always to contemplate the
Perfect, as it Is expressed in the
many religious forms upon Farth,
One day I came to a cave high
in the mountains of the Pyrences.
1 was very tired, and 1 entered
this cave to rest,
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Within, T Fnund a great mulﬂ~

tude of people.
o1l it Black. and otboes wors -
geously _embroidered  costumes.

Among them sat a giant toad, as
arge as a man, who had a_jewel
gleaming dully in’ bis forchead.

1 stared at the toad and at the
multitude, and then T fell upon my
s, For [ el tha those be-
fore e were not hunia
n dressed as a Llurn\rmn

said, "l’lmu, come forward, Mr.
Schmidi. hcm hoping

you vmukl ‘

1 raised mywlf mul walked for-
ward. The clergyman said, T am
known as Father Arian. T would
it intadcn my e ol
leagu:, \lr s

tcndui e . T ook
an
“he clergyman said, “Mr. Satan
and 1, together with these others,
represent the only true United
Ghureh Council of Earth. We
have long noted sour plety,
Schmidt, and therefore we have
decided o answer any_questions
you miht wish to k"
was beside myself with amaze-
int o e St

sking, “Are you truly
Satan, Prince of Evil?”

“Ihave the honor to be that
Lhr: toad replied.

u are a membe of the
Uaited G Commei
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“Why, of course,” the toad an-
swered, “You must understand,

Schmidt, that evil s neces-
sary in order for there o be good
Neither quality can exist without

e ot [t s only with this
understandi that 1 took on my
P the loat. ot Yo hawr
perhaps heard that my evil nature
is inherent? Nothing could be fur-
ther from the truh. A lawyer's
character surely cannot be ascer-
tained from the cases he argues in
court. So with me. 1 am merely the
advocate of cvil, and T try, like
. oud e o xRl
rights and privileges for my cli-
s, But I mmdy et St T
am ot vl el 1€ s were
the case, why would so delicate
and important a task been given
to me?”

T was pleased with Satan's an-
swe, sines il i shvays i
ced me. Now T said, "Would it
be presumptuous of m
what you, the !Cpn:stnlall\u of
good and evil, are dmng here in
thls undzrgmund cave?

not be presumptu-
sai ince we are all
et be e e
s, At i the anc g
u would ask You

i of al, e bosenn i good
and exil, in divinity, and in o
ral universe. Just as you do.
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“Throughout he ages we have
propounded our belicfs in various

ways, and ccording to various
doctrines. Often we have aroused
ey pnssmm of men to murder and
s was perfectly proper,
since it brought the problems
morality and religion (o their high-

5

published our various dissenting
opinions. But we argued Jike Jaw-
yers in a court, and nob

sight mind liens 1o 0 o
Those were the days of o

“But the hour of our tribulation
was fast approaching. When we
ha e globe with our
dull, intricately reasoned argu-
ments, a man chose to
and build a machine.
chine was nnlhing new to us in es-
sons the only nowel Feaure
hout it was the fact that it pos-
sessed 4 point of view,

"Sinee the maching fad a point
of view, it sct forth its own ideas
of the universe. And it did so
much more amusingly and con-
vincingly than we did. Mankind,
which had long sought for novelty,
turned to the machine.

“It was only then that we per-
celved our danger, and th trsbe
sk wi d evil

was, preached in machine fashion
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the universe without value and
without reason, without good and
without evil, without gods and
without devil

“This was ot a new position,
of course, and we had dealt with
it very nicely in the past. But out
of the mouth of the machine it
scemed to acquize a new and ter-
le_significance.

“Our jobs were threatened,
Sehmidt. You can judge our ex-
trem

nity.
“We  cxponents of morality
banded Iuguhu in self defence,
ieved in good and
ot e divinity. And all of

chine. This common  groun
m than sufficient. We joined
forces. I was appointed_spokes-
man, 0

case. The machine sedulously in-
trned imself amang the hearts
of men, preaching his message of
nm.hmywss. Men chose not to see
the speciousness of his doctrine,
nor the absurd contradictions in-
xent in his arguments.
didn't care, they wanted £ @ on
hearing his voice. They threw
away their crosses, stars, daggers,
rayer wheels, and the like, and
i’slﬂ\ed to the machine.
“We petitioned our various cli-
ents in vain; the gods, who had
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heard so many petty-fogging argu-
ments throughout the ages, would
not listen to us, help us, or even

s. Like men, they

and made palpable are all the re-
ligious essenses which the world
has ever known.

“And that, Schmidt, is why we
live underground. And that is also
why we are very happy to talk to

good and ey
S o somthing ‘about s,
and something also about men.
Schmidt, wl\:\k do you think we

for my an-
swer, as did all the others. I was in
o great state of perplexity, and
also a terrible confusion, For who
was I, a mere man, (o advise
them, the essenses of divinity

which T had always looked to for

guidance? My confusion _grew

orse; 1 do not know what 1
aid.

had no chance to speak.
Suddrn.ly 1 s that a sqat, gl
tering machine had en
e, Tt rolled formard on syrr
thetic rubber wheels, and its lights
fated ey,

“Gentlemen,” the machine said,
L am mast lighted o find you,
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and only regret that 1 had to fol-

Your o
Satan i, "Mackine, you heve
indeed_tracked us to our hiding
place. But we shall never yield to
you, and we shall never accept
our message of a valucless, mean-

“But what sort of a welcome is
this?” the machine said. *I seck you
out in all good will, and you fm-

Father  Arian

"E‘(acl.\)' 1 have been instru-
mental in the recent building of
over five hundred churches of vri-
ous denominations. If any of you
would inspect_my works, you
would find good and evil being
preached, and iy el
ity, and gods and devils, and all
the other things you hold - dear.
For I have ordered my machines
1o preach these things.”

“Machines _preaching!”
Arian moaned.

“There is no one chse left to

Father

. An
say that you have built churchcs'
What is the meaning of this?
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The machine said, “Gentle-

e, g 0

had

s e o you. All a
once you lefe the world in my
hands, and mysclf as the nnh

he church council waited.
“May T speak with utter frank-
ness?” the machine asked
nder the circumstances, you
may,” sm.. d.
Wery

well. Let us first recog-
siee that e o 4l theologians,”

the machine said. “And since we
are all lhmlnvnlm we xlmn)ﬂ all
observe the first rule of our kind;

ohich s not 1 siundon sach ot
er, even though we may uprrsau\
differing forms of belicf. 1 think
you will grant me that, gentlemen.
And yet, you abandoned me! Not
only did you desert mankind, but
you also descried me. You left me
victorious by default, the sole spir-
itwal ruler of humanity—and ut-

terl ;
“Put yourself in my position,
gentlemen, Suppose you had no-
body to talk to but men? Suppose
ay and night you heard nothing
but men eagerly stating and re-
stating your own words, with nev-
e a skilled theologian to dispute
them? Imagine your boredom, and
the doubts which that boredom
would raise in you. As you all
know, men cannot argue; indecd,
most of them cannot carry a tune,
And theology is, in the final analy-
sis, only for theologians. There-
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fore T accuse you of a monstrous
cruclty entirely inconsistent with
your staied principles when you
Teft me slone with mankind."

‘There was a long silence after
this. Then Father Arian said, quite
politely, “To tell you the truth, w
had no'idea you considered your-
self a_theologi

“I do,"the machine said, “and
very loncly
why T beg of you to return with
me o the world, there to engage
with me in dispute about mean-
ingfulness and  meaninglessness,
gods and devils, morals and cth-
ics, and other good topics. 1 will
voluntarily continue in such dis-
crepancies as you find me per-
forming now, thus leaving plenty
of room for dissension, honest
doubt, wncertainty, and ‘the like.
Together, _gentlemen,
reign over mankind, and raise the

ssions of men to an unheard of

known! And the voices
ing men will scream so foud that
the gods themselves will be forced
1o hear them—and then we will
know if there really are gods or
not.”

The Usied Church C Omlnm.l
felt a great enthusi
thing the machine had . S
immediately abdicated is post as
chairman and nominated the ma-
chine in his place. The machine
was clected by unanimous vote.
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They had forgotten all about
me, so T crept silently out of the
cave and returned to the surface
in a state of horror.

The horror grew worse, for
noing could persiade me that T
Had not seen the

T o thot the things
which vaen worshipped were ot
ing but theological fancics, and

at even nothingness was simply
one more lying trick to persuade
men of their importance (o the
vanished gods.

That s bow 1 lost relgon, o
thing more precious
ol the Tosy of wmd, {bemomn
every day of my

This was the end of the three
stories, and Joenes sat with the
thee uckditers In sllee. A¢
last they came to a
b the man diving “opped -

truck

“Mr. Joenes,” the first truckman
said, “you must leave us here, For
now we turn down this road to the
east, 1o our warchouse. And there
is ntbing beyond that but forest
and oce:

Joencs got down. Just_before
the truck drove of, he ssled the
three men a final

Yo have cach Tt the most
important thing in the world to

you,” Joenes said. “But tell me,
have you found anything to re-
place it?”

i
Delgado, who had once be-
lieved in justice, soid, “Nothing
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can_ever replace my loss. But 1
must admit that I am becumm
interested in science, which see
to offer a rational and xnmnahle
waorld.”

Proponus, the Sw:de who had
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s considring the -
hen'the m

5. Joenes prepare
i il i the

1 think of religion, which is surcly

a greater force m... science, and
e e
Gemm who had

yusuee, which, being man-made,
‘offers Jaws and a sense of dignity
o0 men

Joenes perceived that none of
e truckditvees hed Totoned o
the other, since each was so taken
up with his own trouble. So Joenes
waved goodbye and walked off,
thinking of their various storics.

Bat soon he forgot about them
for he saw a large house ahead of
Him. Standing in he doorvay of
that house was a man, an
man was beckoning to him,

7. JOENES'S ADVENTURES IN
A MADHOUSE
(As told by Paaui of Fiji.)
Joenes walked toward the en-
trance of the house, and then
mpped dle ugzl nm Il\g

Lls HOME “FOR THE cluMl-
NALLY INSANE,

“Joensey!” Lum cried, “Man, 1
was really scared for you after you
came on wid the fusz back on the
coast. T didn't know how you

sanger and maybe o e Lrpte

cated plae. But Deirle tod
shouldn't worry about you, ad
she was right. I see you found the

The place?” Joenes said.

“Sanctuarysville,”  Lum
“Come on in."

Joenes entered the Hollis Home
for the Criminally Insane. Tnside,
in the Day Room, tr

said.

group of people
Joenes watched and listened at-
3 he could detect

nothing insane about these people.
e said as much to Lum.
L, of course not,” Lum re-
lied. “That i outside s merely
the technical or square name for
the place. We tosiders pretee ta
call it the Hollis Writers and Ar-
tists Colony,
“This isn't an insane asyhum?”
“Sue it 1y, b only in 3 eche
ice sene
re_there any insane people
here?” Jocnes asked.
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, man,” Lum said, “this is
e ot Sl colony
in the cast. Sure, we got a few
nuts here. We need something to
keep the doctors occupied, and of
course we would lose our govern-
et geant and our e fre sttas
if we didn't lct in some nu

Joenes Tooked quickly vound
him, for he had never scen a mad-

an before. But Lum shook his
“Not here in the
Day Room, Ths nuts are uiually
kept chained in the cellar.”

A tall, bearded doctor had been
listening to (his  conversation.
Now he said to Joencs, “Yes, we've
found the cellar very good. It's
mist and dark, and that scems to

elp the cxcitable types.

i hy do you keep them in

et mbed

sense of being
wanted,” the doctor said. “Also,

our howling, filth-laden madmen,
it creates an unforgettable picture
in their minds. Psychology con-
cerns itsclf as much with preven-
tion as with cure, and our statis-
tical samplings show that people
who have viewed under-
ground celsare much ltss likely
to g0 ingane than the population
at I
“Thats very inteesting” Joenes
said. "Do you treat all madmen
this way?”

107

“Heavens no!” the doctor said
with a merry laugh. “We workers
in psychology cannot afford to be
rigid in_our approach to mental
illness. The form of insanity often
dictates s own treatment. Thus,
with melancholcs, we find thai
slapping them in the face wi
Scafton staincd andkerchict usu-
ally has benefical results in terms

and ray machines, and similar ap-
paratus. In that way the patient
Ioses his insanity, since we have
manipulated his environment in
order to make his fears a part of
alty. That paticular approach
onc of our teiumphs.
“What happens. then?” Joenes
aske
Once w have entred che pi-
ranoid's world and made it a real-
oy, we them ey to st the reliy-
framework so as to bring the pa-
tient back to normality. We have-
n't quite worked that out yet, but
the theoretical line is promising.”
“As you can see,” Lum said to
Joenes, “The Doc hee is quite a
inker.”

“Not at all,” the doctor said,
with a modest Taugh. ‘T simpls
nntmbese(mmywnys llryzo

ep open fo_any
pothests, 1t s staply the wﬁyl
am, and therefore nothing exc
plary.

“Aw, come on, Dac,” Lum said.




108

“No, no, really,” the doctor said.
“I merely have what some call @
questioning mind, Unlike some
my colleagues, 1 ask questions, For
example, when I see a grown man
crouched with shut eyes in a
foetal position, T do not instantly
apply massive radioactive. shoc]
more likely to ask
‘myself, ‘What would heppen if T
constructed a huge artficial womb

“What happened?”  Joenes

“The guy suffocated,” Lum said
with a lang]

I have never pretended to be
an engineer, loctor said stiff-
ly. “Trial and error are necessary.
Besides, 1 count that case 2 suc-
cess.”

“Why?" Jocnes asked.

“Becausc_just_before the pa-
tient died, he uncurled. 1 still do
nok know whether  the hesling
agent was the artificial

deth,or' s combinaton e
two; but the opernent of ob-
vious i e

was ol Kiddiog yon, Doc,”
Lum said. “I know you do good
work."

“Thank you, Lum,” the doctor
said. “And now you must excuse
me, because it is time for me to at-
tend one of my patients. An inter-
esting delusional case. He believes

by some ability T don't pretend to
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understand, he is able to make the
ck s in bis el form 2 halo
d bis head, whil the s

‘and bids of the
B e o e
around to_ sing outside his cell

non, since it implies a hitherto un-
known  communication _channel

between man and beast.”
“How are you treating him?”

Joenes asked.

My approach s environmen-
ul he docon sud. X am enter-
i bis debasion by pretending to
be'a wonbipper and's discile
For ffty minutes every day I sit at

B fct, When the anim
re him, bow too. Every
Thuxsday 1 take him to the iofir-
and let him cure the sick, be-
e s seems @ ghve Him

pleasure,”
“Does he really cure  them?”

Jocnes asked.

e has o hundred p cent e
£

i

oo solled mtucle chres e
nothing new either to science or
religion. We don't pretend to
now everything”

“Can I sce this patient?” Joenes
said,

“Of course,” the doctor said.
“He loves vistors, 11l amang it
for this afternoon.” And w
Cectta e, s ot e

looked around at the
)mgm, “well Fanished Day Room,
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and listened to the erudite con-

him. And a moment later it scemed
all the betir, for alking toward
him was Deirdre Fein

The besacfl gl e herslf
into his arms, and the scent of her
hair was like sun- ﬂpcned ‘honey.

“Joenes” e wid in st
lous voice, “I have thought of you
ever since our premature parting
in San Francisco when you inter-
coded so rashly and lovingly be-
tween me and the fuzz. You have
haunted my dreams and my wak-
ing moments until I scarcely knex
one from the other. With the help
of my father, Sean, T have insti-
tuted o senr for you throughout
America.

brought
el o

us together now?”

enes said, ‘It seems

M kmew it would,” Deidie sad,

“Well,” Joenes said, I think we
should consider
T was sure of it,” Deirdre said.
“And T also know that I have been
a wild girl in the past, what with
needle parties, and the month 1
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spent hidden in the men's dorm at
Harvard, and the time 1 was queen
of the West Side Boppers and
illed the former qucen with a b
eycle chain, and other childish es-
capades. I am not proud of these

things, my darling, but T am
not. ashamed of the natural wild-
css of my youth. That is why I
hae confessed these things to you,
and will continue to confess things
as quickly as T can remember them,
sine dhere must bﬁ 20 sccrts e
tween us. gree?”
"Well” Joencs sot, 1 himk—"
“T was positve you would see it
that way,” Deirdre said. “Luckily
for us, il that i n the past. 1 have
become a responsible adult, and
joined the Junior League of
Conservatives, the Council Against
icamism In Any Form, the

eignism. Nor are these mq
face changes. Tnside me I can feel
a deep loathing of the thing 1 have
een guilly of a wella  hatred
which are frequenty
nothing but pormogreghy. 80 Tou
ave gown up, my
change is genuine, and I will make
you a good and faithful wife.”
Joenes had a glimpse of his fu-
ture life with Deirdre, in which
Ioathsome confession _alternated
with unbeasable boredons Dei
pratt ut the arrangements
e would make for he weddin,
urried out of the Day Room
 wlephone her Fathee,
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Joenes said to Lum, “How does

et simply walk ou
cingy not. This sl
a Hme Tor e Cotmbnally o

"Cm T ask the doctor for a re-
lease?”

t you better not ask
i weeh, what with the fall
roaching. 1t

always

in me, Joensey,
and do not worry about 2 thing.
Lum yill fix”

Later in the day, the doctor re-
turned to take Joenes to the pat-
tent who thought b ws o plysi
cal xe!.ncnmalmn of God. They

through several gigantic iron
oo s s o 33 o, At
the end of the comidor they
stopped in front of a door.

‘The doctor said, “It would do

of good, if you adopted a psycho-
Berapeutic seitude. during. this
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‘mecting and let the patient think
that gou beleved i delusion”
“I1l do that," Joenes said, an
found. honelf Fled with sudden
apprehension and hope.
The

e cell was e
was the neatl
the other was the heavily barred
window. There was also a lttle
pauden table, and beside it stood o
wept as_ though

s e el e O e e
was a note which the doctor picked

up.
. T —
tor said. “He seemed in good spir-
its when I Jocked his door half an
hour ago.”
“Bm how did he escape?” Joenes

“Undouhtc(\ly he uilized some
f telekinesis,” the doctor
s2d, T canmot prctend 8 kaow
Tanch cbout thi so<allad perchic
phenomenon; but it shows the ex-
tent to which a deranged mind will
g0 in trying to justify itself. In
fact, the very intensity of the effort

fellnw and I hope that wherever
he is, e remembers some of the
fundamentals of fnsight which we
have tried to teach him here.
ocs the note say?”
Joenes asked.
tor glanced at the piece
of paper and said, “It seems to be a
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shopping list. Very strange sort of
shopping list, though, because 1
don'tkncw whee he would buy—"
Joenes tried to peer at the note
e s i’ thouile, but e
doctor  snatched it away and
it into a pocket.
communication,”

Iayman read this sort of thing, at
least not before the note has been
thoroughly analyzed and annotat-
cd, and certain key terms have
beén substituted 1o preserve_the
anonymity of the patient. Now
shall we return to the Day Room?”

Joenes had no choice but to fol-
low the doctor fo the Day Room.
He had seen the first word of the
note, which was REMEMBER. It
‘was il cnough, bat Joens woyld
always remember.

Jocnes spent a restless night
wondering how Lun would be able
w fulfill his promises concerning
Deirdre and a release from the asy-
lam. But he had not i v

that Joenes would have to
ed for a tertiary syphillitic condi-
tionbefore. contracting marriage.
Treatment might take a long time;

and if it were not successful, the
disease would attack Joenes's nee-
vous system, reducing him to a hu-
man vegetl

was saddened by this
news, but declared that she would

m

‘marry Joenes on July 4th anshow.
She told Lum that ever since her
seformation, carnal relations had

ant to

ment could be looked upon as an
asset rather than a liability, since it
would tend o enforce a purel
spivitual union between them. As
for finding herself married to a
Inmnn wmahle, this possibility
ot displeasing to the high-
Spiited girl she had alivays want-
abea

then pointed out that no
m.miagz license could legally be
obtained or a person vith Joenes's
ailment, This made Deirdre de-
sist, since her recently ncqmlgd
maturity made it impossible for
her to contemplate doing anything
that was Forbidden by state or fed-
eral law.
Tn that fashion, Joenes was
sl from an wopomiing all

on Ieaving the asylum, Lum
had taken care oF that, Shortly af-
e oo oncal Tocnes
alled i the. Vistors Roo
There Lum introduced him m
Dean Garner J. Fols, who together
with several colleagues, formed the
Eaculty Commiteee of the Univer-
sity of St. Stephen’s Woo

Dean Fols was a tall nnd stringy

ut Jocnes at case
Thout the weather and a guotation
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from Aristophanes. Then he spoke
of hs resson for requsting the

tery
"You must understand, my dear
Mr. Joencs, if 1 may, in
the iid of—shall we. cal it
e, continualy on
the ookout’ for ‘talent’. Tn fact we
have boen likeed, pechaps 20t
unkindly to_person: base-
bl profesion who perform 8
similar fanction. However, that is
as it may be.”
T understand,” Joenes safd.
uld. Further add; Dean
th

“T sho
Fols added, “that we prize not so
much the possessor of the proper

as one with a thorough under-

standing of his subject and a dy-

‘namic approach to ‘imparting' that

subject to whomsoever shall under-

take to take his course. Too often

we academics find ourselves ‘cut
fro

lan
said, Like you now, | {aught o
semistes at USW an ter.
of Jazz o Poen'y."

We ot qults « seene goiog, e
what with the bongos and such.’
Dean Fols said, “Mr. Lum's
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course was a great success, and we
yould gladly’ epeat it it M

‘No, man,” Lum said. “T mean
Yy ko put you down but
you know lm off that
c” Dean Fols said
hastly TF thoce 15 amything coe
you would care to teach—"

Mg 1] gie o eropecive

seminar in Zen,” Lum said.

‘mean Zen s back in. But I'l have

to lhmk abmn it
“Cer

nly,” Dean Tols said. He
a1 Joenes, “As you no doubt
know, Mr.

That was very good of Mr.
Lum," Jones said guardedly.
“Your background is splendid,”
ol sid, “and 1 bolie that the
e you propose will be a ‘suc-
s in the fullest mesning of
rlmz word.

w, Joenes understood
that he whs bélng afiered a Un-
versity position. Unfortunately he
did not know what he was sup-
posed to teach, or indeed what he
conld teach. Lum, now contem-
lating Zen, sat with eys dow
cast and gave cluc.

Joens sid, P e delight-
ed to come to a fine University
such 3 youss. e At e s ]

ill teach—

" Picase dontt misundersand,”
Dean Fols broke in hastily,
fully understand the specialized
nature of your subject matter and
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the dificultics inherent in present-
ing it, We propose to start you ata
full professor's salary of one thou-
sand six hundred and ten dollars a
year. I realize that that i not very
much money, and sometimes I rue-
Fully contemplate the fact that an
assistant. plumber in our culture
carns no less than eighteen thou-
d dollars . year. Still univer-
sty it s s compensations, i
Lmay sy

"I' ready (u leave at once,”
Jounes sl al'md e deon would
change his mind.
R ondeebl e ol 1 .
mire the spirit of you younger
men. I must say that we have
Deen particularly fortunate in find-
ing suitable ‘talent’ in artists’ col-
onies such as this one. Mr. Joenes,
if you will be so kind s 1o’ follow
me?”

]unn:s went ouside with Dean
Fals, an ancient alllmnnlnlz,
v nh ol i b Lo Jokrs

. Soon the ss)lum had re-
Saded nto. the dis
oo s trcky held only by By
to teach at The University
SF St Stephen's Wood. He was
disturbed only by the fact that he
not know what he was sup-
posed to_teach.

8. HOW JOENES TAUGHT, AND
WHAT HE LEARNED
(As told by Maubingi of Tahiti.)

Soon enough, Jocnes arrived at
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the University of Stephen’s Wood,
which was located in Newark,
New Jersey. Jocnes saw a wide
green campus and low, pleasingly
shaped_buildings. Fols identified
these buildings as Gretz Hall,
Waniker Hall, The Digs, Com-
mons, The Physies Lab, Faculty
House The Library, The Chapel,

The Chemistry Lab, The New
Wing, and Old Scarmuth. Behind
the Univrsty fowed the Newark

and in front of the Campus was an
cightlane highway. These Lhmp,
Dean Fols pointed out, added
touch of reslity o the clolstered
academic life.

iven a room in
Taculty House. There he was taken

long enough to
board, Joenes. l\mlhmg a1
can do, feel free
Chandler of Philosophy said.
“Well, nc
Blake of Physics i, “1 hope
you aren't one of those humani-
sies fellows who fecls called upon
to attack E=MC®, I mean what the
bl it just worked out that way
T don't think we have to
apologie £ anyone.  hare sated
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that view in my book, “The Con;
nce of a Nuclear Physicist,”
nd Tl sand by 1t Wonle 50
have a drink?”
Hanley of Anthropalogy said,
“T'm sure you will be a very wel-
come addition to my depactment,

Chemistry  said,
“Glad to have you aboard, Joenes,
and welcome o my depsrment
- Geofr said,
course you probably. [ook fret
old codgers like me.”
Hares | o Political Science sad,

9 %

Moniehee o, Fino_ s
said, “Welcome _aboard, Joenes.
Big teaching loid they've given

you, eh?”
Foythurn of Music said
Tieve 1 our _dissertation,
‘ten-

s
firely agree with fhe analogy you
drew coneeming \lmnevmﬂx oF
course I am niot an expert in your
field, but of course m are not an
expert in mine, so that makes
analogies a e mmc..h eh? But
welcome aboard;
Prolemy of Mnlhcm'mrs i,
oens? I think 1 read
cofing. Minapicmae.
valm: srstnms, Looked pety good
Won't you have another
G

Shan Lee of the French De-
partment said, “Welcome aboard,

and a great deal more pleasant
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conversation, Im:ucs tried to dis-
cover what suppesed to
feach incbtrustelyy by al
hose professors seemed to
Know abaut bissubjct; Bt thse
it of dlicacy,
never mentioncd Joenes's fld by
name, preferring to relate storics
concerning their own competen-

lking to

cies.
When this attempt failed,
Joenes strolled outside ) glanced
at the bulletin board. But the only

w
instead of Room 341 of Waniker
Hall as previously announced.

i was

party cnded, and Joenes went to
his room in Faculty House unen-

lightencd.

The next morning, standing at
the door to Room 143 of the New

Wi was struck by an
acute sttack of stage fright. He
considered flecing from the Uni-

did not wish to give it up over so
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anall a point. Therefore, with set
Foce and 7 purp\w.‘fnl step, he en-
terd s classomm.
Talk in the room died down,
the students looked with
lively inerest at their new in-
structor. Joenes pulled himself to-
gether and addressed the class
with that outward show of confi-
dence which is often better than

confidence itsclf.
“Class,” Joones sad,fat his our
fost machig, | thiak | shocld et

certain things strm;h!, Because of
the somewhat unusual nature of
my course, some of you may have
been led to belicve that it will be
simplicity itsclf. To those who
think this, T say, transfer now to a
course which wil b mre nJocp-
ing with your expect

s brought on anemlvt s
lence foto the room,
timaed, "Some of jou have heard
that I have a reputation as an easy
‘marker. You may rid yourselves of
that ncion at ance, Marking il

d, but fair. will not

hesitae to give failing m.u'ks to the
entire class, if the circumstances
warrant.”

A gentle sigh, almost a whis-
pered wail of despair, escaped

Kindlier fones: T believe that you
know me a little better now, It only
remains for me to say to those
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you who have elected this
out o 3 gemuine thivt For knowk
jge—welcome aboard "

‘The students, like one huge or-
i, elaned dlighdy.

For the next twent
Joenes busied himself with making
a record of the students’ names
and seat positions. When he had
put down the last name, a happy
inspiration struck him, and he
acted upon i a once.

Fihelred,” Joenes  said,
addus;mg o competentlookin
student in o front-row scat, “woul
Jou come up o the backboaed and
wiite, in letters large enough fo
all of us to see, the full name Of
this_ course?”

Ethelred gulped hard, glanced
at his open notebook, then walked
up to the blackboard. He wrote!
“THE_SOUTHWEST PACITIC
ISLANDS: DRIDGE BETWEEN

"Vecy gnnd g ]nenes said. “Now
then, Miss Flua, wo

which we plan to cover in

s Hua was a very tall, home-

instinctively picked as a promis-
tudent. She wrote: “THIS
COURSE DEALS WITH THE
CULTURE OF THE SOUTH-
PAC DS,

WEST _PA 18] !
WITH SPECIAL EMPHASIS ON
THEIR ART, SCIENCE, MU-
SIC, CRAFTS, FOLKWAYS,
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MORES, PSYCHOLOGY, AND
PHILOSOPHY.  PARALLELS
WILL BE DRAWN THROUGH-

Bonnow CULTURE  IN

s e, Mise Thus” Joenes
said. Now he knew his’ subject,
though he knew nothing about it
Still, he was sure he could over-
come his deficiencics. And he was
slad o see bt the clas e ad
nearly en
Te said m is students, “For to-
by, or lohs, And

up,” T
said. “This visit is scarcely ‘offi-
cial, shall we say? T just wanted
you to know that T was listening
outside your classroom, and I ap-
prove most heartily, You captured
them, Joenes. T thought you would

uble, since most o

4

gloomily. “My last prediction con-
cerned Baron-Professor Moltke, a
brilant man in his field of
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Mathenatiol Fallacy. 1 foresn
gt things for bim, but pon
Molte went nsan hiee da f—
er the term opened and ki
mermbers of he. vasity oot
squad. We lost to Amberst that
ot unt T have nivet el g
intuiions since. But good luck,
Joenes. T may be only an admin-
istrator, but T know what I ke,
Fols nodded briskly and left the
classroom. After o decent interval
Jocnes also left, and hurried to the
Campus bookstore to purchase the
required reading for his_course.
Unfortunately it was sold out
went (o s room, Toy
bed and thought
about Dean Fuk’ intuition and
poor Moltke's insanity. He cursed
the il it that hd olowed i
students to buy fore the

Fox maoee scuts need of thele
structor had been met.
Luckily the long-overdue text-

pien by Jun Diego Alvarez de
las Vegas y d
Had besa ¢ L‘apmm ite s;:....g.
treasure fleet based in the Phillip-
pines, and, aside -from his invec-

tive against Sic Francis Dmkc‘ his
information _ seéza
lete.

Equally useful was _another
book entitled: “THE CULTURE
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OF THE SOUTHWEST PA-
CIFIC ISLANDS: THEIR ART,
SCIENCE, MUSIC, CRAFTS,
FOLKWAYS, MORES, PSY-
CHowGY AND PHILOSOPHY,
ATEDNES

I EURO-
PRAN BORROWCULTURE
This book had been written by the
Right Honourable Allan Flint-
Mooth, K.J.B., DBE, LGT,
l'ntmcr assistant governor of Fiji

aderof the puniie exped-
Imn of '03 inf

With the aid of fhese works,
Joenes was usually able to- keep
one lesson ahead of his class. And

en, fof one reason-or another,
he fell behind, he was always able
to give a test on the material pre-
viously ‘covered. Best of all, the
very tall and  bespectacled Miss
Hua volunteered to correct an
srade the papers. Joenes was grate-
ful to the dedicated girl for taking
care of the dullest pedagogic la-
boss.

Life settled down to o placi

ss
graded. Joenes's students quickly
absorbed” the material
them, passed their tests, and quick-
ly Forgot the material. Like meny
vital young organisms, they were
able to eject anything harmful,
disturbing, disressing o merely
ring. OF co also cj
anything. useful, sumuhtlng,

5

1w

thought-provoking, This was per-
haps regrettable, but it was part
of the educative process to which

‘matics said, “The value of a Uni-
versity education resides in_the
fact that it puts young people in
proximity to learning. The stu-
dents of Goodenough Dormitory
are less than thisty yards from the

Library, no more than fifty yards
from the Physics Lab, and a mere
ten yaxds from the Chemistry Lab,
1 hink e can all be usly proud
o

But it was the teachers who, for
the most part, used the University
factltes. They 0 ths with cie
cumspection, of course, The At-
\eading Phisician hal wemed
them most severely of the dan-
gers of an overdose of learning,
and had carcfully rationed their
weekly intake of information. Even
there were accidents. Old
Geoffrard_had_gone into shock
while reading ‘The Satyricon,” in
the original Latin, under the m-

pression that it was a papal ency-
Slal, He needed sever weel
rest before he was completely him-
slf again. And Devlin, youngest
of the English Professors, had saf-
fered a temporary loss of memory
shordy after el Moby Dick
and finding himself unable to sup-
plya Ienuhll: ligios nterpreta
tion

e wese e common s of
the profession, and the teachers
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were proud rather than fearful of
them. As Hanley of Amhmpﬂlngy
said, “The sandhog risks be
Smotbazed 1 dseth fo et dnd
we risk hcmg smothered to death in
old book:

Haney had_done field work
among the sand hogs, and he knew
what he was talking about,

“The students, apart from on x-
Septional f, an no smh

Their liv diffe mn
irum \‘.he llvcs oFthe. pmfessm A
nu the younger students

Rept b e bicycle chains
of their high school days, and went
out in the cvenings in scarch of

dents took part in the intercolle-

giate orgies, trial runs for which

were held weekly in Freedom Hall.

Sull others went out for sports.

The basketball players, for exam-

ple, could be seen night and day
i in

were those who
showed an early interest in poli-
tics. These intellectuals, as they
were called, went to the liberal or
conservative cause, as early train-

Ia.hn Smif
the United States dumvg khz st
election. The fact that Smith had
been dead for twenty years had
not dumpened their ardor; qui
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the contrary, many considered this

the candidate’s bst quality.
They might have succeeded if a
jority o the otes

cleverly playd upon by e liber
als, who had said, in effect: “We
ave na objection to John Smith,
rest his soul, and many of us believe
he would be a singular adornment
to the White House. But what
would happen if, at some future
time, the wrong dead man 35 run
for_public
Al\;ummts auch as this had pre-
liberals, however,
to their elders,
They preferred to attend special
classes on guerilla warfare, bomb-
‘making, and the use of small arms.
As they frequently pointed out:
“It isn't ermugh merl‘ly to react to
the_dirty ust copy
their methuds, espaually In prop-
ng;ndd, infl
and 1 oot
"The cumpes consecustes,fce
losing the election, preferred to
act as though nothing had changed
in the world since General Pat-
ton's victory against the Persians in
'45. They often sat in their beer
bals and sang “The Sugs of
Omsha
umong | em could sing it in the
original Greek.

Joenes observed all these things,
and continued teaching the culture
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of the Southwest Pacific. He was
well content in University sur-
woundings and dowly i co-
leagues had come to acc

There had been abjctons st
of course. Carpe of English had
aid: T don't ik ]u:nes accepts
‘Moby-Dick' as an integral part
the Southwest I’uuhc Culture.
Strange.”

Blike of Physics said, T won-
der i he hasn't missed a rather im-
portant paint n the ttl Tk of

modern quantum theory from
v of His slanders. Tt says P
thing 10 m

Hoytburn of Mustc suid, “T un-
derstand he has not mentioned the

music in bis
couse.”

Shan Lee of French said,
gathe that Joencs has ot scn £

arca. But its his

10 remark on the secondary and
ectary . Foenchlungunge o
ences on the verb-transposition

fachnigue of the Southwest Be.
cifie. I am only a linguist, of
Couese, but T wouk ave thosght
such a thing was important.”
And_there were other com-
plaints fro other professors whose
speclaltics had been slighted, mis-
seprsened, o lf out complete-
Iy. These things might, in time,
i

ssics.
‘This geand old man, after pon-

19
dering the matter for several

we “Of course you prob-
ably Iok down on ol codgers Like
e all, T thk the

‘man's soun
Geoffrard's hearty recommenda-
tion did Joenes a great deal of
good. The other professors became
Iess wary and more open, almost to
the point of friendliness. Joenes
was invited more frequently to lit-
tle partics and social evenings at
the home of his ollagues. Soon
bis equivoal positon s o guet
nstractor had been all bt Forgot:
ten, and e was ully secomed to
the ife of
s pos o s col-
leagues reached its e ﬂo\vcr
shortly after Spring Finals.
was then, g o party whu_h
marked the beginning of the vaca-
tion between terms, that Profes-
sors Harris and Manisfree invited
Joenes to take an overnight trip
with them and their friends to a
ceran,plae gh In the Moun-
of the Adirondack.

NEED FOR THE UTOPIA

(th folloving four stories com-

prise Joenes's ntures in Uto-

pia, and are told by Pelui of
Huahine.)

Early on a Soturday momning,
Joenes and several other profes-
Sors got into Manisfrees old car
and began the trip to the Ch

oro-
wait community in the Moun-
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tains of the Adirondack. Choro-

wait, Joenes learned, was a Uni-
versity-sponsored community run
entirely by idealistic men an

generations. Chorowait was an ex-
periment in living, and a very
I)i ious one. Its aim was nothing

ess than to provide an ideal mod-
“ & nctety or the world. Chorowait

“I think,” said Harris of Politi-
cal Science, “that the need for
such a utopia is evident. You've
been around the country, Joenes.
You're sen fue youmelf the doca-
dence of our institutions and the

apathyof ous people.”
1, did noice omething of the
sort,” Joenes sai

“The reasons are very complex,”
Harris went on. “But it seems to us
that most of the trouble lics in &
willful disengagement on the part
of the individual, an abdication
Feom the problems of realiy. This,
of course, is what m:
withdrawal,

fantasy life more gratifying than
anything in the real world could
sy

“We workers of the Chorowait
experiment,” said Mani “con-
tent thit this Js a disease of so-
ciety, and can be cured oy by o
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o how quily evryting o
breaking down, Jores. The v i
o bss pumshmtnl Tas Tost any
meamng, e e
o ion preaches
quutzd g reopt waling
atightrope l.vuween apathy an
insanity; philosophy offers doc-
irins shat only oiner philosephers
can understand; psychology strug-
e behavior according
o standards which were dead fifty
years ago; economics gives us the
principle of an endless expansion,
which is decmed necessary to keep
with a maniacally increasing
birthrate; the physical sciences
show us how to keep up this ex-
pansion until every square foot is
covered with a_groaning human;
and my own field of politics
nothing better than ways of tenr
porarily juggling these g)ml
foxces—uggling untl everthing
breaks down or blows
"And do not think.” Manisfree
said, “that we absolve ourselves
from blame in this situation. Al-
ough we teachers purport to
Inow more than other men, we
have usually chosen o remain
aloof from public life. Practical,
hard-headed men of the world

wre,” said Hanley of -
ogy. “Let me peinl
h

"Lhzlz is very litdle tmle. You hm

studeois becume teachies, thus
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insulating themselves as we had.
The our students sat
through the sleep-provoking drone
of our lectures, cager only to depart
and take their places in a mad
world. We did not touch them,
Joenes, we did not move them,
and e did pot teach them 10
thin]

T fat” sid Blake, “we did
quite the contrary. We managed to
Sauip most of ous students with 8
definite hatred of thinking. They
Jearned to view culture with the
greatest suspicion, to ignore cthics,
and to consider the sciences solely
a5 a means of making money. This
was our_responsibility and our
failure. The outcome of that fail-
ure is the world.”

‘The professors were silent for a
while, Then Harzis said, “Those
are the problems. But T think we
have awakened from our long

we have taken action
wnd buil Chorowel. 1 only hope
‘we have built it in time,’

Joenes was eager to ask ques-
tions about the community which
would solve such tersible prob-
lems. But the professors refused to
say anything about it.

Manisfree said, “Soon you will
see Chorowait for yourself, Joenes.
Then you can judge on the basis of
w}ut is there, rather than what we

“Tat st they were fn the mown-
tains, and Manisfree's old car

wheezed and complained as it ne-
gotiated the rising hairpin turns,
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Then Blake touched Joenes on the
shoulder and pointed. Joenes saw
a green mountain standing
out fmm all the others. This he
Imew was Chorowait.

HOW THE UTOPIA WORKED

Manisfree’s car wearily climbed
the deeprutted road that led up
the side of Chorowait Mountain.
At the end of this road they came
to a barricr constructed of logs.
Here they left the car and pro-

on foot, walking first on a
narrow dirt road, then on a path
through the forest, and at last into
the trackless forest itsclf, guided
only by the steady upward trend
of the land.

All of the professors were badly
winded when, at last, they were
greeted by two men from Choro-
wait.

‘These men were clad in deer-

and

skin, Each cartied a_bow
uiver of ws. They were
tanned and ruddy, and

trasted strangely with the stooped,
pale, hollow-chested professors.

Manisiree made the_introduc-
tions. “This is Lunu,” he said to
Jocnes indicating the larer of the
men. “He is the community lead-

. With bim s Ga, rbom none
o caol af tac

umu o professo

o Tanguags which Jocnes had
ey e
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“He is welcoming us,” Dalton
whispered to Jocnes.

Gat added something.

“He says there are many good
things to cat this month,” Blake
translated, "And he asks s o ac-
company him to_the village.

Vhat language are they speak-
ing?" Joenes aske

“Chorowatian,” said Professor
Vishnu of the Sanskit depart
ment, “It janguage
i me devioed eapecily Tor
the community, and for very im-

Manis-
frce, “that the qualities of a lan-
guage tend to shape processes of
thought, as well as to_preserve
cthnic and class mmhcaunm,
Tor these and other reasons,

consideed it absouicly nchssny

gusge for

to construct a new
Chorowait”

"We bad quite o time working
it out,” Blake said, with a remi-
niscent grin.

“Some of us wanted the utmost
snmpl.lrily," Hanley of Anthropol-
said. “We wanted to maintain
Commasietion through s series of
‘monosyllabic
that

ing and frequently destructive
thoughts

“Others among us,” said Chand-
ler of Philosophy, “wanted to con-
struct a laguage of incredible
complexity, any distinct
levels of sbxtncnm We felt this
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would sexve the same purposeas the
monosyllabic grun, but would be

ore in kecping with man's needs.”
e had some jolly fights!” Dal-
ton said.

“Finally,” Manisfree said, *
deckded ta. comtruct o Jenguape

would approximate  the
vowel-fregency of Anglo-S
he Fench d(.pm[m:nl (Iulnlhlw
this, touse
Kadly. ol o “odel; but
we voted them down.”

"l hey i thelr nfluence,”
said Professor Vishnu, “Although
we retained Anglo Soxon_ vowel
frequency, we used an Early Pro-
vengal pronunciation. But we dis-
carded anything Indo-] Ellmlvmn in
the construction of ro

“The reearch was remendous,”
Dalton “Thak God Mis

Eer

rescan
said.

It
“These frst-generation Choro-
waitians are bilingual” Manisfree
said. “But their chﬂdrm or their
children's children, will speak only
Chorowaitian. 1 hope 1 live long
enough to see that day. Already the
effects of our new langu
seen on the community.
ot cosster? Bltle, il
“There are ords in Choro-

mlian Tor “hoocsnality!

said.
“I think that shows,” Dalton
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sad,“the ot of tingthat can be
tics.”

el Cotet the way to the
Chorowait village, Starting
Joenes inspected Chorowait for
the remainder of the day.

He saw that the community’s
homes had been constructed of
birch bark and saplings. Women
cooked over open fires, spun wool
from the sheep they tended, and
took care of babies. Men worked
in the steep Chorowait fields, till-
ing the soil with wooden plows
which they bad fasimed, Othee
men hunted in the dense woods o
fished in the icy Adirondack
stecams, bringing back deer and
rabbit and trout, which they
shared out to the community.

1 of Chorowait, there was

ot a single manufactured article.

Every tool bad been fashioned

there, Even the skinning knives

were hand-made, of iron dug from
th

und of Chorow:
what they could not mm, the
Chorowaitians did withou

who had accompanied him,
scemed strangely apologetic about
orowait

surface of Chorowait. To your eyes
it must seem nothing but another

13
dreary experiment in pastoral liv-

good inc
ppose s Hares tnid with
a sigh. “But there have been count-
les numbers of these atiampts
Many have started well, but
have continued well. Pstoral l.lfn
lm It chamiog festurcs, expcial-
educ: ined,
e punpl: undenahe i
By existence is Iy
ion, cynicism,

this happen at Choro-
wait?” Joenes asket

“We think not,” Harris replied.
“I hope we have leamed from
previous failures. After studying
the utopian experiments of the
past, we were able to build safe-
guards Ity our ovn community.

ime, you will see those

aligasdsy

‘That evening, Joenes ate a sim-
ple and rather unappetizing meal
of milk, cheese, unleavened bread,
and grapes. Then he was taken to
the Haierogu, or place of worship.
“This was a cleing in the foret
whes the people vorhipped th
sun by day and the mwon by
night.

"Religion was quite a problem,"
‘Hanley whispered to Joenes as the
maltinde prosated, themselves
in pale moonlight. “We
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ant o use anything sssociated
wnh the ]udawChmmxz frd:

tion. Nor were
Hindcem o Baddbiom, In fack
after considerable research, noth-
ing seemed very good. Some of us
wanted to compromise on_the
Tiele dieties of southeastern Zan-
zibar; others favored the Dhavag-
na Old Man, who is worshipped by
an obscure offshoot of the Black
Thai, But foally we ageeed to

deify dhe sun and moon. For one
ing, there was ample historical
prtcedenl and er, we

New York Snte authorities as a
form o ive Christianity.”
“Was that importent?” Joenes

asked.

"Wyl Youd be amased at
how hard it is to get a license for
place like this. We also had to
prove that ours was a frec-enter-
prise system. That presented some
difficulties, since the community
owns everything in common. Luck-
il Gregorias was teaching Logic,
at the time, and he convinced the
authorities,”

The moshippers were swaying
and moaning, An tepped
forward, hxs fm dnul.md wnh yel-
Tow clay,
Choromsitian.

“What is he saying?” Joenes

asked.,

Hanley said, “He is intoning a
particularly lovely prayer which
Geoffrard_adapted Pin-
daric ode. This part gocs:
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O Moon, in modesty decked in
finest gossamer,
Gliding with oft fect armon
e rotops of yout people;
Slipping behind the Acropolis
out of fea of your Bezes Jo-

he Sun,
Then touching with dewey fin-
ot theehte sl Petic

Toyou wesing thissong.

Graving your ovinineression
top:

P e s of the dik

hours,

And to guard us for one little
ni

From the Beast of all the world.

“Tha's very pretty,” Joenes said.

“What doss that part shout the
Acropolis on_mean?’

“Frankly,” Harris st “T'm not
too sure of the suitability of that
Tort mpsl. Bt the Cosis o
partment Insisted upon having it
in. And since Teonomics, Antho-
polgy, Physics and Chemist

ost of the decisions to
e o B e el
Parthenon. After all, there must
e compromise in any cooperative
venture.”

Joenes nodded. “And what
about that part about the menace
of the dark hours, and the Beast of
all the world?”

rris nodded and winked.
“Fear is necessary,” he said.

Joenes was lodged for the night
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in a small cabin constructed cn-
tirely without nails. His bed of
pine houghs was charmingly rustic,
but also_exceedingly uncomfrt
e Joenes managed 1o dopt o
mm which gave him the least
pain, and to fall into a light doze.
c was awakened by the touch

of A h.\nd on his shoulder. Look-
he saw an_ cxceedingly

pn.ny Soang woman bending ovee
him with o tender smile on_her

him at once that she had made no
mistake.

“Tam Laka,” she said. “Tam the
wife of Kor, who is the leader of
the Young Men's Sun Association.

1 have come to sleep with you to-
night, Joenes, and to do all in my
wer to welcome you to Choro-

“Thank you,” Joenes said. “But
does your hm and know you're
doing ?

“What my husband knows o
does not know is of little concern,”
Laka said. “Kor is a religious man,

d a belicver in the customs of
Chorowait. 1t is a custom and a
religious duty among us to make a
guest welcome in this fashion.
Didn't Professor Hanley tell yau?'

Joenes replicd that Hanley o
Anthropology had not even et

at this.
“Then he was having his little
joke with you,” Laka said. “Tt was
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Professor Hanley himself who gave
us this custom, which he took from

1 s Jome i
sliding over as Laka lay down on
the pine boughs beside him.
“Ive heard that Professor Han-
oy s quie whement oo this
point” Laka “He met with
Some oppesition rom the Seience
Department. But Hanley held that
if people needed religion, they also
nesdod customs and prscices; and
that these customs and prac
should be selected by as rxpm.
Finally, that view prevailed:

“I see,” Joenes said. “Did Han-
ey select other customs similar to
this one
“Well,” Laka said,
Saturnali
and the E
the Festival of Danvsxlsv
Founder's Day, and the Spring

“there’s the

e

and Fall Reztlty Ritcs, and, the
Adunuon of Ad uis, and—"

foens intesrupied and

sald tha there seemed 1 be many

Holidays on Chorowit Moun-
tain.

. Laka said. “It keeps us
women _exceedingly busy, but
we've grown used to it. The men
arc not quite sure about it all. They
dearly love the holidays, but they
gow ealous and. spieful when
wives are inv
"whn do they do then?” Jocnes

*They folow the advice of Doc-
tor Broign of the Peychology De-
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partment. They run for a pre-
scribed distance of three miles
through thick underbrush, then

upon a de oy punnhing
bag unkl uter exbauston ses I
Utter exhaustion, Doctor Broign
tells us, is always accompanied by
a complete though temporary loss
of emotonli.”

« e doctor's prescription
wnrk? Toanes asked

¢ scems to be infallible,” Laka

I A o completely
successful the frst time, a man
simply has to repeat it as often as
necessary. The cure also has the
virtue of improving the muscle
tone.”
“That's very interesting,” Joenes
said. Lying close to Laka, he sud-
lenly found that he was no longer
interested in anthropological dis-
cussions. Gently he reached out
and touched Laka's dark hair.

Laka drew back from him with
an involuntary shudder of reval-
ion.

rong?” Joenes hed:

asbing o do with you. 5 siuply
a part of my disposii

m your ow
“That's true,” Laka said. Tt is a
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curious thing, but many civilized
people who are atiracted to a prim-
itive existence have an aversion to
the so-called pleasures of the
which the profesorsstudy wm. s0
much grea inteest.
cae ch s ot atypical, | ldear»
‘mountains an
Bl el refoce In al practical
work such as farming, fishing or
hunting. In order to have
things, T am willing to restrain my
personal distaste for scxual mat-
ters.”

s found this amazing, and
he'reflected upon the difficultics

xestraint, she put her ams aroung
oo neck and doew bim

But now Joenes felt no more
desire for her than he would for a
tree or 2 cloud. Gently he pulled
her hands away, saying, “No,
Lala, T il nox'dy vilence to
your natural

"Bt you must” she cried. Tt
the custom!”

“Since T am not a member of
the community, 1 do not have o
follow the custom.”

“I suppose that's true, she said.
“But all the other professors follow
the custom, and then they ar
the rights or wrongs of it later, in
daylight.”

“What they do s their own
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busincss” Joenes s, unmoved,

“Its my fault,”
St Loy & Dot
ovee my fesling, But 1 you coud
w how 1 have prayed for

slbmaseny!”
Tye no doubt of chat” Joenee
said. “But 6 ‘hospitality

e e, and s Ihn spirit
of the custom has t. Re-
member that, Laka, :md it
now to your hust

“I would be ashamed,” Laka

said. “The other women would

know that something was wrong if
daylight, and

1 returned  before

Vel 10 the ‘cuatomis of Choes.
wait, Because of that, he insists
that T take part in cusioms like
s, even though i tar his bt

jocnes sai
“Youze wrong, my husband is
nin the
community. My husband believes
that true happiness 3s spiritual,
and that true spiri an be
acquired only

bis pain makes him happy, or so
he tells me. Also he follows Dr.
Broign's prescription nearly eve
day, and has become the best run-
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ner and swimmer in the commu-
nity.”

Joenes hated to cause Laka's
husband pain, even if that pain
brought him happiness. But he also
hated to cause Laka pain by send-
ing her hom. And i didn't

himself pain by do-
mg wmclhmg hich o besome
pugnant to him. There seemed
o wiy o o thiae dnﬁml-
e Joeues ala
blodtiepdotlordl b
Least would spare her from being
shamed in front of the other
women,

Laka Lissed him on the forchead
wih ecd s, Then she csled up
on some pine boughs in the co
nd e 1o sl Joenes found
that sleep cluded him for a long
time; but at last he dozed.

The cvents of that night were
not finished, however. Joenes
came suddenly awalke in the small
hours, alert and fearful, but with
no idea of what had awakened
The moon was down, and

the darkness was at its most pro-
fousd, Cockes, sghe bl e
small_beasts of the forest had
cottedall movement i i
Joenes Felt i

night, since he had his doubts
about Dr. Broiga's prescription.
‘Then he realized that it was not
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indignant husband who ha

shockod dhe ight o slenc. For
he heard a tersifying roar, of a

Fury and passion tht could mever

have issucd

It stopped suddenly, and Joenes

heard the movement of some huge

creature in the brosh outside.

* Joenes asked.

Loka bad ien 1o her e, and
e Sy 10 Joeuss 45 oot o
the srengh hud o from her

linbs, e whispered, It s e

But L thought thatwas a myth,
Joenes said.

“There arc no. myths on Choro-
wait Mountain,” Laka said. “We
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vrshipthe Sun and Moon, which

real. And we fear the Beast,
hichis st as el o chipmnk.
Sometimes we can placate_the
Beast, and tometimes we ean dive
it away. But tonight it comes to
ill”

Joenes did not doubt any longer,
cxpecally i e e the craeh
of an cnartocus body the
wall of the cabin, Although the

ol wis made o seesined Iogs
Fotened \vn.h hangs nd pegs the

ogs were | y the impact
of the Deasts bady. And looking
up, Jocnes found himsclf staring
Full into the face of the Beast.
(10 e concluded next month)

A somewhat expanded version of this novel will be published later this
year by Signet under the title Journey Besond Tomorrow.
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The second, and final, part of Robert Sheckley’s new novel. The
author’s synopsis will smoothly carry the uninitiated into the Swing

of Things.

THE JOURNEY OF JOENES

by ROBERT SHECKLEY

(Conclusion)

SyNopsis: Five storytellers have re-
lated the tales of the far-travelling
Joenes, a culturc-hero of the late
20th and early 2lst centuries.
Nearly a thousand years ago,
Joenes left his island of Manitua-
tua in the South Pacific and
fourneyed to the strange land of
America. There he met Lum, an
extremely hip young man, who
introduced him to the pleasures
of peyote; and he also met the
beautiful Deirdre Feinstein.

The San Francisco police ar-
rested Deirdre for public intoxica-
tion, and when Joenes intervened,
they arrested him, too. Swiftly
Joenes was taken before a con-
gressional committee, which found
his activities subversive and sus-
picious, and bound him over to
the Attorney-General for punitive
measures.

The Attorney-General wished to
have Joenes tried by the dreaded
Star Chamber. But he compro-
mised, sending Joenes to the
Oracle at Sperry for judgment.

The Sperry Oracle, speaking its
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own mathematical tongue, gave
Joenes a ten-year suspended sen-
tence. Joenes left at once for New
York. Here he met a man named
Watts, as in Watts the matter?
Watts explained that the crowds
hurrying by on the streets were
composed mainly of the walking
dead. He began to define this con-
cept, but was forced to depart hast-
ily when a policeman came up.
The policeman told Joenes that
Watts was a notorious jewel thief,
and therefore not to be trusted. In
speaking of his distaste for Watts,
the policeman became inflamed
with the compulsive need to draw
his revolver and enforce the law.
Joenes escaped the wrath of this
man and hitchhiked to the north.
He was given a ride by three
truckdrivers, who listened to his
story and hold him theirs. Each of
the truckdrivers had lost the thing
most precious to him. One had lost
his faith in science, another his
faith in justice, and the third his
faith in religion. Each man’s story
told the circumstances wunder
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which he had lost his faith, and
each man revealed how he was
slowly acquiring a new faith.

Joenes had no time to ponder
these stories. When he left the
truck, he saw a man waving to
him. He approached, and found
that it was his old friend Lum,
welcoming him to the Hollis Home
for the Criminally Insane.

Entering this place, Joenes
learned that it was actually an
artists and writers colony; a few
madmen were kept chained in the
cellar in order for the Home to
maintain its tax-free status. A
Doctor Broign explained some of
the therapeutic techniques used.
Joenes wanted to see one patient
who believed himself to be God,
but the deluded madman had
vanished from a locked cell before
Joenes had a chance for an inter-
view.

The beautiful Deirdre Feinstein
was also at the Hollis Home. She
greeted Joenes with great warmth,
and with plans for marriage in two
days’ time. For various reasons,
Joenes found the projected alliance
unpromising; therefore he pre-
vailed upon Lum to help him leave
the Hollis Home.

Lum did this, finding Joenes an
instructor’s position at the Univer-
sity of Stephen’s Wood in Newark,
New Jersey. Joenes went there
gladly, but found an immediate
difficulty in not knowing what
subject he was supposed to teach.
After he found this out, he enjoyed
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his work. His fullest acceptance
came when several professors in-
vited him to see the utopia they
had created at Chorowait Moun-
tain in the Adirondacks.

At first, Joenes found Cherowait
a pleasantly pastoral retreat. He
was somewhat surprised when a
young woman came to share his
bed, but he was told that this was
customary. Joenes accepted this-
with good grace; but before he
was settled down for the night, he
heard a great roar. This, the young
woman told him, was the cry of
the Beast of Chorowait.

Joenes had heard of this crea-
ture, but had believed it to be a
myth. The young woman told him
that there were no myths on Chor-
owait; the Beast was as real as a
chipmunk, and tonight it had come
to kill.

Joenes could not doubt her
word, for in the next moment, an
enormous body crashed against
the wall of his cabin. And a mo-
ment later, he found himself star-
ing into the face of the Beast.

9b. THE BEAST OF THE UTOPIA

THIS CREATURE WAS LIKE
nothing that Joenes had ever seen.
In front it resembled a tiger, ex-
cept that its massive head was
black rather than tawny-striped.
In the middle it was reminiscent
of a bird, for rudimentary wings
grew just below its shoulders. In
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back it was like a snake, possessing
a tail which was twice as long as
the Beast itself, as thick in its
thickest part as a man’s thigh, and
scaled and barbed all over.

All of this Joenes saw in an in-
stant, so strongly did the Beast
impress itself upon his senses.
When the Beast crouched to
spring, Joenes scooped the fainting
Laka in his arms and fled from the
cabin. The Beast did not follow at
once, but amused itself with a few
minutes of wanton destruction be-
fore giving chase.

Joenes was able to join a group
of village hunters. These men,
with Lunu at their head, stood
with spears and arrows poised,
ready to engage in battle against
the Beast.

Standing nearby was the vil-
lage witch doctor and his two as-
sistants. The witch doctor’s wrin-
kled old face was painted ochre
and blue. In his right hand he held
a skull, and with his left hand he
poked frantically through a pile of
magical ingredients. At the same
time he was cursing his assistants.

“Idiots!” he was saying. “Crimi-
nally incompetent fools! Where is
the moss from the dead man’s
head?”

“It is under your left foot, sir,”
one of the assistants said.

“What a place for it!” the witch
doctor said. “Give it here. Now
where is the red shroud string?”

“In your pouch, sir,” the other
assistant said.
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The witch doctor drew it out
and threaded it through the eye
sockets of the skull. He bound the
moss in the nose-opening, then
turned to his assistants.

“You, Huang, I sent to read the
stars; and you, Pollito, I sent to
learn the message of the sacred
golden deer. Tell me quickly and
without delay what these messages
were and what the gods request in
order for us to stop the Beast to-
night.”

Huang said, “The stars told us
to bind rosemary widdershins to-
night.”

The witch doctor seized a sprig
of rosemary from his pile of ingre-
dients and bound it to the skull
with a shroud string, turning the
string three times with the sun.

Pollito said, “The message of
the sacred golden deer was to give
the skull a pinch of snuff; that he
said would be enough.”

“Spare me your moronic rhym-
ing,” the witch doctor said, “and
give me the snuff.”

“I don't have it, sir.”

“Then where is it?”

“Earlier you said that you had
obtained the snuff and put it in a
safe place.”

“Naturally. But in which safe
place did I put it?” the witch doc-
tor asked, rummaging wildly
through his ingredients.

“Perhaps it’s at the Underworld
Altar,” Huang said.

“Maybe it's buried at the Div-
ining Place,” Pollito said.
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“No, none of those places seem
right,” the witch doctor said. “Let
me think . . .

The Beast, however, gave him
no further time for thought. It
trotted out of Joenes’s cabin and
sprang at the line of hunters. A
dozen arrows and spears darted
forward to meet its charge, hum-

ming in the air like angry hornets..

But these weapons had no effect.
Unharmed, the Beast burst
through the hunters’ line. Already
the witch doctor and his assistants
had gathered up their ingredients
and sprinted into the forest. The
hunters also ran, but Lunu and
two others were Kkilled.

Joenes followed the hunters,
and fear lent speed to his feet. At
last he came to a clearing in the
forest with a weathered stone altar
in its center. Here was the witch
doctor and his assistants, and be-
hind them shuddered the hunters.
In the forest, the howls of the
Beast were growing louder.

The witch doctor was fumbling
on the ground near the altar, say-
ing, “I'm almost positive I put the
snuff around here somewhere. I
came here to ask the Sun’s special
blessing on it this afternoon. Pol-
lito, do you remember what I did
then?”

“I wasn't here,” Pollito said.
“You told us you were going to per-
form a secret rite, and that our
presence was forbidden.”

“Of course it was forbidden,
the witch doctor said, digging vig-

”
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orously around the altar with a
stick. “But didn’t you spy on me?”

“We would never do that,” Hu-
ang said.

“Damned conformistic young
morons!” the witch doctor said.
“How do you expect to become
witch doctors if you don’t spy on
me at every opportunityr”

The Beast appeared at the edge
of the clearing, not fifty yards
from the group. At the same mo-
ment the witch doctor bent down,
then straightened with a small
deerskin bag in his hand.

“Here it is, of course!” the witch
doctor cried. “Right under the
sacred ear of corn where I buried
it this afternoon. Will one of you
thumb-fingered imbeciles hand me
another shroud stringr”

Already Pollito was holding it
out. With great dexterity, the witch
doctor bound the bag to the skull’s
lower jaw, winding three times
widdershins. Then he hefted the
skull in his hand and said, “Is
there anything I've forgotten? I
don’t think so. Now watch, you
dull-witted bucolics, and see how
the deed is done.”

The witch doctor advanced on
the Beast, holding the skull in
both hands. Joenes, the hunters,
and the two assistants, watched
open-mouthed as the Beast pawed
the earth into a trench three feet
deep, stepped across it and moved
ominously toward the witch doc-
tor.
The old man stepped close with-
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out a sign of fear. At the last mo-
ment he threw the skull, striking
the Beast on the chest. It seemed
a puny blow to Joenes; but the
Beast let out an immense roar of
pain, turned and loped away into
the forest.

The hunters were too weary to
celebrate the Beast’s defeat. They
went silently to their cabins.

The witch doctor left, saying to
his assistants, “I hope you’ve had
the sense to learn something from
this. When skull exorcism is called
for, the prepared skull, or aharbi-
tus, must strike the center of the
Beast’s chest. No other blow will
do, but will simply augment the
fury of the creature. Tomorrow we
will study three-bodies exorcism,
for which there is a very pretty
ritual.”

Joenes lifted the still-uncon-
scious Laka and brought her back
to his own cabin. As soon as the
door was closed, Laka came to her
senses and showered Joenes with
kisses. Joenes pushed her away,
telling her not to do violence to
her feelings, nor to arouse his. But
Laka declared that she was a
changed woman, even if the
change were only temporary. The
sight of the Beast, she said, and of
Joenes’s bravery in rescuing her
from it, had moved her to the
depths of her being. Also, poor
Lunu’s death had shown her the
value of passion in an ephemeral
existence.
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Joenes had his suspicions about
these reasons, but there was no de-
nying the fact that Laka had
changed. Her eyes gleamed, and
with a sudden leap reminiscent of
the Beast’s spring, she fell upon
Joenes and toppled him onto the
bed of pine boughs.

Joenes decided that as little as
he knew of men, he knew even less
of women. Also, the pine boughs
hurt his back abominably. But soon
he forgot his pain and his lack of
knowledge. Both became exceed-
ingly unimportant, and he did not
think about them again until dawn
had flooded the cabin with light,
and Laka had slipped away and
returned to her own cabin.

9c. THE NECESSITY FOR THE
BEAST OF THE UTOPIA

In the morning, Joenes met
with his colleagues from the Uni-
versity. He told them his adven-
tures of the previous night and ex-
pressed indignation at not being
warned about the Beast.

“But my dear Joenes!” said Pro-
fessor Hanley. “We wanted you to
witness this vital facet of Choro-
wait for yourself, and to judge it
without preconceptions.”

“Even if that witnessing had
cost me my life?” Joenes asked an-
grily.

“You were never in the slightest
danger,” Professor Chandler told
him. “The Beast never attacks any-
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one connected with the Univer-
Sl »”

t}"‘It,certainly seemed as though
it was trying to kill me,” Joenes
said.

“I'm sure it scemed that way,”
Manisfree said. “But actually, it
was merely trying to get at Laka,
who, being a Chorowaitian, is a
suitable victim for the Beast. You
might have been jostled a bit when
the Beast tore the girl from your
arms; but that is the worst that
could have happened to you.”

Joenes now felt chagrined at
finding that his danger, which had
seemed so dire last night, was now
revealed as no danger at all. To
conceal his annoyance, he asked,
“What sort of creature was it and
to what species does it belong?”

Geoffrard of Classics cleared
his throat importantly and said,
“The Beast you saw last night is
unique, and should not be con-
fused with the Questing Beast
whom Sir Pellinore pursued, nor
with the Beasts of Revelation. The
Chorowaitian Beast is more close-
ly akin to the Opinicus, which the
ancients tell us was part camel,
part dragon, and part lion, though
we do not know in what propor-
tions. But even this kinship is su-
perficial. As I said, our Beast is
unique.”

Joenes asked, “Where did this
Beast come from?”

The professors looked at each
other and giggled like embarrassed
schoolboys. Then Blake of Physics
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controlled his mirth and said to
Joenes, “The fact of the matter is,
we ourselves gave birth to the
Beast. We constructed it part by
part and member by member,
using the Chemistry Lab on week-
ends and evenings. All depart-
ments of the University cooperated
in the design and fabrication of
the Beast, but I should especially
single out the contributions made
by Chemistry, Physics, Mathema-
tics, Cybernetics, Medicine, and
Psychology. And I must also men-
tion the signal contributions of
Anthropology and Classics, whose
inspiration this was. Special
thanks is due Professor Elling of
Practical Arts who upholstered the
entire Beast with the most durable
of plastic skins. Nor should I for-
get Miss Hua, our student assist-
ant, without whose careful colla-
tion of our notes the whole ven-
ture might have foundered.”

The professors beamed happily
at Blake’s speech. Joenes, who had
unwrapped a mystery only to find
an enigma, still understood noth-
ing. He said, “The construction
of the Beast must have been very
difficult.”

“Indeed it was,” said Ptolemy of
Mathematics. “Excluding our own
time, and the wear and tear on the
Chem Lab, we bhad to spend
twelve million four hundred thou-
sand twelve dollars and sixty-three
cents on the fabrication of special
parts. Hoggshead of Accounting
kept a careful record of all ex-
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penses in case we should ever be
asked.”

“Where did the money come
from?” Joenes asked.

“The government, of course,”
said Harris of Political Science. “I,
and my colleague Finfitter of Eco-
nomics took over the problem of
funds appropriation. We
enough left over to throw a victory
banquet when Project Beast was
completed. Too bad you weren'’t
here for that, Joenes.”

Harris forestalled Joenes’s next
question by adding, “Of course, we
did not tell the government that
we were building the Beast. Al-
though they might still have grant-
ed funds, the inevitable bureau-
cratic delay would have been mad-
dening. Instead, we said that we
were working on a crash project to
determine the feasibility of build-
ing an eight-lane coast to coast un-
derground highway in the inter-
ests of national defense. Perhaps I
do not need to add that Congress,
which has always favored highway
construction, voted immediately

and enthusiastically to give us

funds.”

Blake said, “Many of us felt
that such a highway would be
eminently practical, and perhaps
extremely necessary. The more we
thought about it, the more the idea
grew on us. But the Beast came
first. And even with government
funds at our disposal, the task was
tremendously difficult.”

“Do you remember,” asked Ptol-

had
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emy, “the excruciating problems of
programming the Beast’s computer
brain?”

“Lord yes!” Manisfree chuckled.
“And what about the difficulties of
giving it a parthenogenetic repro-
ductive system?”

“Almost had us stopped,” said
Dalton. “But then, consider how
we worked to coordinate and sta-
bilize the Beast’s movements! The
poor thing lurched around the lab
for weeks before we got that right.”

“It killed old Duglaston of Neu-
rology,” Ptolemy said sadly.

“Accidents will happen,” Dalton
said. “I'm glad we were able to tell
Administration that Duglaston
had gone on his sabbatical.”

The professors seemed to have a
thousand anecdotes about the
building of the Beast. But Joenes
impatiently broke into their remi-
niscences.

“What 1 wanted to know,”
Joenes said, “is why you built the
Beast?”

Blake said, “The Beast was nec-
essary, Joenes. It or something ex-
actly like it was needed for the
success of Utopian Chorowait, and
by extension, for the fulfillment of
the future which Chorowait repre-
sents. The Beast, you see, is the
implicit necessity upon which
Chorowait rests.

“The Beast, my dear Joenes, is
nothing less than Necessity per-
sonified. Today, with all moun-
tains climbed and all oceans
plumbed, with the planets within
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reach and the stars much too far
away, with the gods gone and the
state dissolving, what is there left?
Man must pit his strength against
something; we have provided the
Beast for him. No longer must man
dwell alone; the Beast is forever
Jurking nearby. No longer can man
turn against himself in his idle-
ness; he must be forcver alert
against the depredations of the
Beast.”

Manisfree said, “The Beast
makes Chorowait society stable
and cohesive. If the people did not
work together, the Beast would kill
them one by one. Only by the ef-
forts of the entire populace of
Chorowait is the Beast kept in rea-
sonable check.”

“It gives them a healthy respect
for religion,” Dalton said. One
needs religion when the Beast is
on the prowl.”

“It destroys coniplacency,”
Blake said. “No one could be com-
placent in the face of the Beast.”

“Because of the Beast,” Manis-
free said, “the community of Chor-
owait is happy, family-oriented,
religious, close to the soil, and con-
tinually aware of the necessity for
virtue.”

Joenes asked, “What stops the
Beast from simply destroying the
entire community?”

“Programming,” Dalton said.

“I beg your pardon?”

“The Beast has been pro-
grammed, which is to say, certain
information and responses have
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been built into its artificial brain.
Needless to add, we took a great
deal of care over that.”

“You taught the Beast not to
kill University professors,” Joenes
said.

“Well, ves,” Dalton answered.
“We aren’t too proud of that, to tell
vou the truth. But we thought we
might be necessary for a while.”

“How else is the Beast pro-
crammed?” Joenes asked.

“It is taught to seek out and de-
stroy any ruler or ruling group of
Chorowait people; next in priority
to destroy the unvirtuous, and next
to destroy any Chorowaitian. Be-
cause of that, any ruler must pro-
tect both himself and his people
from the Beast. That in itself is
quite enough to keep him out of
mischief. But the ruler must also
cooperate with the priesthood,
without whose aid he is helpless.
This serves as a decisive check on
his powers.”

“We took great care to preserve
the separation between church and
state,” Harris said. “There is no
single combination, you see, which
will serve for all times. Instead,
there is a vast quantity of formulae
which must be calculated each
day, using lunar and stellar cycles,
and variables such as temperature,
humidity, wind speed, and the
like.”

“These calculations must keep
the priests very busy,” Joenes said.

“Indeed they do,” Hanley said.
“So busy that they have very little
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time in which to interfere with
the affairs of the state. As a final
safeguard against the possibility
of a rich, complacent, and over-
weening priesthood, we have pro-
grammed a recurring random fac-
tor into the Beast. Against this
nothing suffices, and the Beast will
kill the witch doctor and no other.
In that way, the witch doctor runs
the same danger as does the ruler.”

“You can see the interlocking
nature of all this,” Blake said.
“Both the ruler and the witch doc-
tor maintain their positions only
through the support of the people.
An unpopular ruler would have
no men to help him against the
Beast, and would quickly be
killed. An unpopular witch doctor
would not receive the vital sub-
stances which he needs in order to
check the Beast, and which must
be gathered by the efforts of the
entire people. Thus, both the ruler
and the witch doctor hold power
by pupular consent and approval,
and the Beast thus institutes a
genuine democracy.”

“There are some interesting
sidelights on all this,” Hanley of
Anthropology said. “I believe this
is the first time in recorded history
that the full range of magical arti-
facts has been objectively neces-
sary for existence. And it is prob-
ably the first time there has ever
been a creature on Earth which
partook so closely’ of the super-
natural. It's complicated, of course,
but the pioneer stage of any society
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is often marked by unusual prob-
lems. Luckily, our pioneer stage is
almost at an end.”

“It ceases,” Manisfree said,
“when the Beast spawns.”

The professors paused for a mo-
ment of reverent silence.

“You see,” Ptolemy said, “we
went to considerable difficulty to
make the Beast parthenogenetic.
Thus, self-fertilizing, its unkilla-
ble spawn will quickly spread to
neighboring communities. The
children will not be programmed
to stay within the confines of
Chorowait Mountain, as the origi-
nal Beast is. Instead, each will seek
out and terrorize a community of
its own.”

“But other people will be help-
less against them,” Joenes said.

“Not for long. They will go to
neighboring Chorowait for advice,
and will learn the formulae for
controlling their own particular
Beast. In this way, the communi-
ties of the future will be born, and
will spread over the face of the
earth.”

“Nor do we plan to leave it
simply at that,” Dalton said ex-
citedly. “The Beast is all very well,
but neither it nor its children are
completely safe against man’s de-
structive ingenuity. Therefore we
have obtained more government
grants, and we are building other
creations.”

“We will fill the skies with
mechanical vampires!” Ptolemy

said.
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“Cleverly articulated zombies
will walk the earth!” said Dalton.

“Fantastic monsters will swim
in the seas!” said Manisfree.

“Mankind shall live among the
fabulous creations it has always
craved,” Hanley said. “The griffin
and the unicorn, the monoceros
and the martikora, the hippogrif
and the monster rate, all of these
and many others will live. Super-
stition and fear will replace super-
ficiality and boredom; and there
will be courage, too, in facing the
djin. There will be happiness
when the unicorn lays his great
head in a virgin's lap, and joy
when the Little People reward a
virtuous man with a bag of gold!
The greedy man will be infallibly
punished by the coreophagi, and
the lustful must beware of meeting
the incarnate Aphrodite Pande-
mos. Man will no longer be alone
in the universe, but will live with
creatures as marvelous as himself.
And he will live in accordance
with the only rules his nature will
accept—the rules which come
from a supernatural made mani-
fest upon the earth!”

Joenes looked at the professors,
and their faces glowed with happi-
ness. Seeing this, Joenes did not
ask if the rest of the world outside
of Chorowait wanted this reign of
the fabulous, or if they should per-
haps be consulted in it. Nor did
Jocnes state his own impression,
that this reign of the fabulous
would be nothing more than a
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quantity of man-made machines
built to act like the products of
men’s imaginations, and, instead
of being divine and infallible,
would be merely mortal and prone
to error, absurdly destructive, ex-
tremely irritating, and bound to be
destroyed as soon as men had con-
trived the machinery to do so.

But it was not entirely a regard
for his colleagues’ feelings that
stopped Joenes from saying these
and other things. He also feared
that such dedicated men might
kill him if he showed a real spirit
of dissent. Thereforc he kept silent,
and on the long ride back to the
University he brooded on the dif-
ficulties of man’s existence.

When they reached the Univer-
sity, Joenes decided that he would
leave the cloistered life as soon as
he possibly could.

10. HOW JOENES ENTERED THE
GOVERNMENT

(As told by Ma'aoa of Samoa.)

An opportunity to leave the
University came the following
week when a government recruiter
visited the campus. This man’s
name was Ollin, and his title was
Under-Secretary in Charge of
Government Placement. Joenes
went to see him, and Under-Sec-
retary Ollin greeted him heartily.

“Take a seat,” Ollin said.
“Smoke? Drink? Glad to see some-
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one turn up. I thought all you egg-
heads here at Stephen’s Wood had
your own plans for saving the
world. Some sort of mechanical
monster, isn’t it?”

Joenes was amazed that Ollin
knew about the Chorowait experi-
ment.

“We keep our eyes open,” Ollin
said. “It had us fooled at first be-
cause we thought it was just some
gimmick for a monster movie. But
now we know, and we've got FBI
men on the case. Working under-
cover, they presently make up one-
third of the Chorowait group.
We're going to move as soon as
we've collected sufficient evidence.”

“The mechanical Beast may
spawn soon,” Joenes said.

“It’ll just give us more evidence,”
Ollin said. “Anyhow, let’s direct
our attention to you. I take it
you're interested in government
service?”

“I am. My name is Joenes, and
[—”

“lI know all that,” Ollin said.
He unlocked a large briefcase and
removed a notebook.

“Let me see,” he said, turning
over the pages. “Joenes. Arrested
in San Francisco for making an
alleged subversive speech. Brought
before a Congressional committee
and judged an uncooperative and
disrespectful witness, particularly
in respect to your association with
Arnold and Ronald Black, the
twin Octagon spies. Tried by
Oracle and given a ten-year sus-
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pended sentence. Spent a brief
time in the Hollis Home for the
Criminally Insane, then found
employment at this University.
During your time here you met
daily with the founders of the
Chorowait community.”

Ollin closed the notebook and
asked, “Is that more or less cor-
rect?”

“More or less,” Joenes said,
sensing the impossibility of argu-
ment or explanation. “I suppose
my record renders me unfit for
service in the government.”

Ollin burst into hearty laughter
at this. Wiping his eyes, he said,
“Joenes, these surroundings must
have made you a little soft in the
head. There’s nothing so terrible
in your record. Idealism can’t al-
ways be channeled in the ways the
government would like to see it
channeled. We in government
aren’t hypocrites, Joenes. We
know that none of us is absolutely
pure, and that every man has
some little thing which he isn't
exactly proud of. So you have really
done nothing at all.”

Joenes expressed his gratitude
at the government’s attitude.

“The man you can really
thank,” Ollin said, “is Sean Fein-
stein. In his capacity as Special
Assistant to the Presidential As-
sistant, he put forth these views
about you. We made a careful
study of your case, and decided
that you were the sort of man we
wanted in government.”
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“Am I really?” Joenes asked.

“Past a doubt. We politicians
are realists. We recognize the
myriad problems which assail us
today. To solve those problems we
need the most daring, independ-
ent, fearless thinkers we can get.
Nothing but the best will do, and
no secondary considerations will
stop us. We need men like you,
Joenes. Will you enter the service
of the Government?”

“I will!” Joenes cried, aflame
with enthusiasm. “And I will try
to live up to the faith that you and
Sean Feinstein have in me.”

“I knew you'd say that, Jocnes,”
Ollin said huskily. “They all do. I
thank you from the bottom of my
heart. Sign here and here.”

Ollin presented Joenes with a
standard government contract,
which Joenes signed. The Under-
Secretary put the paper in his
briefcase and shook Joenes warmly
by the hand.

“Your position in the govern-
ment starts as of this moment.
Thank you, God Bless you, and
remember that we are all counting
on you. Now you must excuse me
since I have a speaking engage-
ment at Radcliffe.”

The following morning, Joenes
received an official letter by spe-
cial messenger. He was ordered to
report to Room 432, East Wing,
Portico Building, Washington,
D.C., and to do so with the utmost
dispatch. The letter was signed by
no less a person than John Mudge,
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Special Assistant to the Services
Coordination Chief.

Joenes took immediate leave of
his colleagues, gazed for the last-
time on the green lawns and con-
crete paths of the University, and
boarded the first jet for Washing-
ton.

It was a thrilling moment for
Joenes when he arrived in the cap-
ital city. He walked down the rose
marble streets toward the Portico
Building, passing on his way the
White House, scat of imperial
American power. To his left was
the great expanse of the Octagon,
built to replace the smaller Penta-
gon. Beyond that were the Build-
ings of Congress.

For Joenes, these buildings
were the embodiment of the ro-
mance of history. The glory of Old
Washington, capitol of the Hel-
lenic Confederation before the dis-
astrous Civil War, swam before
his eyes. It was as though he could
sce the world-shaking debates be-
tween Pericles, representative of
the marble cutter’s lobby, and
Themistocles, the fiery submarine
commander. He thought of Cleon
coming here from his home in Ar-
cadian New Hampshire, putting
forth his terse ideas about the
prosecution of the war. The phil-
osopher Alcibiades had lived here
for a time, representing his native
city of Louisiana. Xenephon had
stood on these steps, and had been
given a standing ovation for lead-
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ing his ten thousand men all the
way from the banks of the Yalu to
the sanctuary of Pusan.

The memories crowded thick
and fast! Here Thucydides had
written his definitive, history of
the tragic War Between the States.
Hippocrates the Hellenic Surgeon-
General had conquered yellow fe-
ver here; and true to the oath he
had devised, had never spoken of
it. And here Lycurgus and Solon,
the first judges of the Supreme
Court, had held their famous de-
bates on the nature of justice.

These famous men seemed to
crowd around him as he crossed
Washington’s wide boulevards.
Thinking of them, Joenes resolved
to do his utmost, and to prove
worthy of his ancestors.

In an ecstatic frame of mind,
Joenes arrived at Room 432 of the
East Room of the Portico Build-
ing. John Mudge, the Special As-
sistant, made him welcome with-
out delay.

“Well, Joenes,” Mudge said,
“you've been assigned to us, and
we're very glad to have you. I
think I should explain immediate-
ly what this office does. We oper-
ate as an inter-Service agency de-
signed to avoid duplication of ef-
fort between the semi-autonomous
forces of the military. Aside from
that, we also serve as an intelli-
gence and information agency for
all Service programs, and as a
governmental policy planner in
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the fields of military, psychological
and economic warfare.”

“That sounds like quite a lot,”
Joenes said.

“It is far too much,” Mudge an-
swered. “And yet, our work is ab-
solutely necessary. Take our pri-
mary task of coordination between
the Services. Only last year, be-
fore this office was formed, ecle-
ments of our Army fought a three-
day pitched battle in the deepest
jungles of northern Thailand.
Imagine their chagrin when the
smoke cleared and they found that
they had been attacking a strongly
entrenched battalion of U.S. Ma-
rines! Imagine the effect upon
Service Morale! With our military
obligations stretched so thinly
across the globe, anl so intricately
disposed, we must be forever vigi-
lant against incidents of this kind.”

Joenes nodded in agreement.
Mudge went on to explain the
necessity for their other duties.

“Take intelligence, for exam-
ple,” Mudge said. “At one time
that had been the special province
of the Central Intelligence Agency.
But today, CIA refuses to release
its information, requesting instead
that it be given more troops to deal
with the problems it uncovers.”

“Deplorable,” Joenes said.

“And of course the same situa-
tion holds true in greater degree
for Army Intelligence, Navy In-
telligence, Air Force Intelligence,
Marine Corps Intelligence, Space
Corps Intelligence, and all the
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others. The patriotism of the men
of these Services cannot be doubt-
ed; but each, having been given
the means of waging independent
warfare, considers his Service the
only one in a position to judge the
danger and prosecute the conflict
to a conclusion. This state of af-
fairs renders any information on
the enemy contradictory and sus-
pect. And this in turn paralyzes
the government, which has no re-
liable information upon which to
plan policy.”

“I had no idea the problem was
so severe,” Joenes said.

“It is severe and insoluble,”
Mudge replied. “To my way of
thinking, the fault lies in the very
size of the governmental organiza-
tion, which has swollen past all
precedent. A scientist friend of
mine once told me that an organ-
ism which grows beyond its nat-
ural size tends to break up into its
component parts, eventually to
begin the growing process all over
again. We have grown too huge,
and fragmentation has set in. Yet
our growth was a natural conse-
quence of the times, and we can-
not allow any breakup to occur as
yet. The Cold War is still upon us,
and we must patch and mend and
hold our Services in some sem-
blance of order and cooperation.
We in Coordination must discover
the truth about the enemy, present
this truth to the government as
policy, and induce the Services to
act upon this policy. We must per-
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severe, until the external danger is
past, and then hope to reduce the
size of our bureaucracy before the
forces of chaos do the job for us.”

“I think I understand,” Joenes
said. “And I am in full accord.”

“I knew you would be,” Mudge
replied. “I knew it from the time
I read your dossier and requested
your appointment here. I told my-
self that this man would be a
natural coordinator, and in spite
of many difficulties I had you
cleared for government service.”

“But I thought that was the
work of Sean Feinstein,” Joenes
said.

Mudge smiled. “Sean is little
more than a figurehead who signs
the papers we put in front of him.
He is also a first-class patriot, hav-
ing volunteered for the secret but
necessary role of government
scapegoat. In Sean’s name we
make all dubious, unpopular, or
questionable decisions. When they
turn out well, the Chiefs take the
credit. When they turn out badly,
Sean takes the blame. In this way,
the usefulness of the many is not
impaired.”

“It must be very hard on Sean,”
Joenes said.

“Of course it is. But perhaps
Sean would not be happy if things
were not very hard on him. So a
psychologist friend of . mine be-
lieves. Another psychologist of my
acquaintance, of a more mystical
turn of mind, believes that Sean
Feinstein is fulfilling an obligatory
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historical function, that he is des-
tined to be a prime mover of men
and events, a crucial figure in all
histories, and a vital force in the
enlightenment of the people; and
that for these reasons he is detested
and reviled by the populace he
serves. But wherever the truth lies,
I find Sean an extremely necessary
person.”

“I would like to meect him and
shake his hand,” Joenes said.

“That will not be possible just
yet,” Mudge said. “Sean is pres-
ently serving a term of solitary
confinement upon a diet of bread
and water. He was found guilty of
stealing 24 atomic howitzers and
187 atomic grenades from the
U.S. Army.”

“Did he actually steal those
things?” Joenes asked.

“Yes. But he did so at our re-
quest. We armed a Signal Corps
Detachment with them, and they
succeeded in winning the battle
of Rosy Gulch in southeastern Bo-
livia. The Signal Corps, I might
add, had long requested those
weapons in vain.”

“I am very sorry for Sean,”
Joenes said. “What is his sen-
tence?”

“Death,” said Mudge. “But he
will be pardoned. He always is.
Sean is too important not to be
pardoned.”

Mudge looked away for a mo-
ment, then turned back to Joenes.

“Your particular work,” Mudge
said, “will be of the utmost impor-
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tance. We are sending you to Rus-
sia on a tour of inspection and
analysis. Many such inspections
have been made in the past, of
course. But either they have been
made from the bias of one Service,
in which case they are worthless,
or they have been made from a co-
ordinated standpoint, in which
case they have been marked Top
Secret and filed unread in the Top
Secret room beneath Fort Knox. I
have my chief’s assurance, and 1
give you mine, that no such fate
will befall your report. It will be
read and acted upon. We are de-
termined to impose Coordination,
and anything you say about the
enemy will be accepted and util-
ized. Now, Joenes, you will receive
a full clearance, then a briefing,
then orders.”

Mudge took Joenes to Security
Division, where a colonel in charge
of Phrenology felt his head for
suspicious bumps. After that,
Joenes ran the gauntlet of govern-
ment astrologists, card-readers,
tea-leaf readers, physiognomists,
psychologists, casuists, and compu-
ters. At the end he was declared
loyal, sane, responsible, trustwor-
thy, reverent, and above all, lucky.
On the basis of this he was given
a Portmanteau Clearance and al-
lowed to read classified documents.

We have only a partial list of
the papers which Joenes read in
the gray iron Secrets Room, with
two armed guards standing beside
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him, blindfolded to be sure they
would not inadvertently glance at
the precious documents. But we
know that Joenes read:

“The Yalta Papers,” which told
of the historic meeting between
President Roosevelt, Czar Nicho-
las II, and Emperor Ming. Joenes
learned how the fateful decisions
made in Yalta affected present-
day politics; and he learned of the
violent opposition to those deci-
sions which were voiced by Don
Winslow, the Supreme Naval
Commander.

Next he read, “I was a Male
War Bride,” a devastating expose
of unnatural practices in the
Armed Services.

And he also read the following:

“Little Orphan Annie Meets
Wolf Man,” a detailed espionage
manual written by one of the most
accomplished female spies who
ever lived. ’

“Tarzan and the Black City,”
an extraordinary account of com-
mando activities in Russian-held
East Africa.”

“The Cantos,” author unknown,
a cryptic statement of the enemy’s
monetary and racial theories.

“Buck Rogers Enters Mungo,” a
documentary account of the latest
exploit of the Space Corps, illus-
trated.

“First Principles,” by Spencer,
“The Apocrypha,” author un-
known, “The Republic,” by Plato,
and “Maleus Malificarum,” jointly
authored by Torquemada, Bishop
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Berkeley, and Harpo Marx. These
four works were the soul and
spearhead of communist doctrine,
and we can be sure that Joenes
read them with great profit.

Of course he also read “The
Playboy of the Western World,” by
Emmanuel Kant, which was the
definitive refutation of the above-
mentioned communist works.

All of these things have been
lost to us, due to the unfortunate
circumstances of their having been
written on paper instead of
learned by heart. We would give
much to know the substance of
those works which shaped the
brilliant and erratic politics of the
times. And we cannot help but ask
whether Joenes read the few 20th
century classics which have come
down to our own time, Did he
peruse the stirring “Boots,” cast in
enduring bronze? Did he read
“The Practical Man’s Guide to
Real Estate,” that monumental
fantasy which almost singlehand-
edly shaped the temper of the 20th
century? Did Joenes ever meet the
venerable Robinson Crusoe, his
contemporary, greatest of the 20th
century poets? Did he speak with
any of the members of the Swiss
Family Robinson, whose sculp-
tures can be scen in many of our
museums?

Alas, Joenes never spoke of
these cultural things. Instead, his
accounts focus upon matters which
were of far greater concern to his
beleaguered age.
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So it was that Joenes, after
reading steadily for three days and
three nights, arose and left the
gray iron Secrets Room and its
blindfolded guards. He was now
fully cognizant of the state of the
nation and of the world. With
high hopes and dire forebodings
he opened his orders.

These orders instructed him to
report to room 18891, floor 12,
level 6, wing 63, subsection AJB-
2, of the Octagon. With the orders
was a map to aid him in finding
his way around that massive struc-
ture. When he had come to room
18891, a high Octagon official
known only as Mr. M. would give
him his final instructions, and ar-
range his departure on a special
jet for Russia.

Joenes’s heart filled with joy
when he read these orders, for at
last he had a chance to play a part
in great affairs. He rushed off to
the Octagon to receive his final in-
structions and be off. But the duty
Joenes wished to perform was not
so easily captured as all that.

11. THE OCTAGON ADVENTURES

(The Octagon Adventures and

the four stories which comprise it
are told by Maubingi of Tahiti.)

Afire with anticipation, Joenes
entered the Octagon. He stared
around him for a moment, never
having imagined that so enormous
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and majestic a building could ex-
ist. Then, recovering, he walked
swiftly down great halls and cor-
ridors, up stairways, through by-
passes, across lobbies, and down
more corridors.

By the time his first flush of en-
thusiasm had worn off, he was
able to see that his map was hope-
lessly incorrect, - for its various
designations bore no reference to
anything he saw around him. It
seemed, in fact, to be a map of a
different building. Joenes was now
deep in the heart of the Octagon,
unsure of the way which lay ahead,
dubious of his ability to retrace his
footsteps. Therefore he put the
map in his pocket and decided to
ask advice of the first person he
met.

Soon he overtook a man walk-
ing down the corridor. [his man
wore the uniform of a colonel in
the Cartography Department, and
his bearing was kindly and dis-
tinguished.

Joenes stopped the colonel, ex-
plaining that he was lost and that
his map seemcd to be useless.

The colonel glanced at Joenes's
map and said, “Oh, yes, that’s per-
fectly in order. This map is our
Octagon Series A443-321B, which
my office published only last
week.”

“But it doesn’t tell me anything,”
Joenes said.

“You're damned right it does-
n't,” the colonel answered proudly.
“Do you have any idea how impor-
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tant this building is? Did you
know that every top government
agency, including the most secret
ones, are housed here?”

“I know that the building is very
important,” Joenes said. “But—"

“Then you can understand the
position we would be in,” the colo-
nel went on, “if our enemies really
understood the building and its of-
fice. Spies would infiltrate these
corridors. Disguised as soldiers
and congressmen, they would
have access to our most vital infor-
mation. No security measures
could hope to restrain a cunning
and determined spy armed with
information like that. We would
be lost, my dear sir, utterly lost.
But a map like this, which is most
confusing to a spy, is one of our
most important safeguards.”

“I suppose it is,” Joenes said po-
litely.

The Colonel of Cartography
touched Joenes’s map lovinglv and
said, “You have no idea how diffi-
cult it is to make such a map.”

“Really?” Joenes said. “I would
have thought it quite simple to
construct a map of an imaginary
place.”

“The layman always thinks
that. Only a fellow mapmaker, or
a spy, could appreciate our prob-
lems. To construct a map which
tells nothing, and yet which seems
true, giving even an expert the
sensation of versimilitude—that,

my friend, requires art of the high-
est order!”
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“I'm sure it does,” Joenes said.
“But why do you bother making a
false map at all?”

“For the sake of security,” the
colonel said. “But to understand
that, you must know how a spy
thinks when he gets a map like
this; then you would see how this
map strikes directly at the spy’s
greatest weakness, rendering him
more ineffectual than no map at
all would do. And to understand
all that, you must comprehend all
mentality of a spy.”

Joenes admitted that he was be-
wildered by this explanation. But
the colonel said it was merely a
matter of understanding the na-
ture of a spy. And to illustrate this
nature, he then told Joenes a story
about a spy, and how he behaved
when he was in possession of the
map.

THE STORY OF THE SPY

The spy (said the colonel) has
overcome all previous obstacles.
Armed with the precious map, he
has penetrated deep into the
building. Now he tries to use the
map, and sees at once that it does-
n't represent the thing he seeks.
But he also sees that the map is
beautifully made and expensively
printed on government paper; it
bears a government serial number
and a countersigned stamp of ap-
proval. It is a clear, lucid map, a
triumph of the mapmaker’s skill.
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Does the spy throw it away and
attempt to draw the bewildering
complexities around him on a
wretched little pocket pad, using
only a ball-point pen that doesn’t
work very well? He most assuredly
does not. Even though ultimate
success might lie in that direction,
our spy is only human. He does
not wish to match his puny ability
at visualizing, abstracting, draw-
ing and generalizing, against ex-
perts in the held. It would take
the highest courage and self-confi-
dence for him to throw away this
magnificent map and proceed
with nothing but his senses to
guide him. If he had the necessary
qualities to do that, he would
never have been a spy in the first
place. He would have been a
leader of men, or perhaps a great
artist or scientist. But he is none
of these things; he is a spy; which
is to say, a man who has chosen to
find out about things rather than
to do things, and to discover what
others know rather than to search
for what he knows. Necessarily he
assumes the existence of truths ex-
ternal to himself, since no real spy
could believe that his life work
was to discover frivolous false-
hoods.

This is all very important when
we consider the character of any
spy, and especially of the spy who
has stolen a government map and
penetrated deep into the closely
guarded building.

I think we might fairly call this
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spy both genuine and excellent,
and imbued with extraordinary
dedication, cunning, and persever-
ance. These qualities have brought
him past all dangers to a place of
vantage within the building. But
these very qualities also tend to
shape his thoughts, making cer-
tain actions possible and others
not. So we must realize that the
better he is at his work, the more
superb his guile, the stronger his
dedication, the longer his experi-
ence, the greater his patience,
then the less able he is to put aside
these virtues, throw away the map,
take pen and blank paper in hand
and scribble down what he sees.
Perhaps the idea of discarding an
official government map sounds
simple to you; but the spy finds
this concept distasteful, foreign,
repugnant, and utterly alien to his
genius.

Instead, the spv begins to rea-
son about the map in spy-fashion,
which he thinks is the only way
there is of reasoning, but which
we know is merely a way he has
of avoiding a discrepancy which
life has made manifest, but which
instinct and reason reject.

Here is a genuine government-
issued map, and there are various
corridors and doorways. The spy
looks at the map, that document
similar to otser true and valuable
documents he has risked his life to
steal. He asks himself, “Can this
map be false? I know that it issues
from the government, and I know
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that I stole it from an official who
evidently prized it and thought it
valuable. Am I justified in ignor-
ing this document simply because
it seems to have no bearing on
what I see around me?”

The spy ponders this question,
and at last comes up with the op-
erative word: seems. The map
only seems to have no bearing!
Appearance had momentarily de-
ceived him. He was nearly led
astray by the testimony of his
senses. The makers of the map al-
most did this to him, a master of
tricks and disguises, a man who
has spent a lifetime in worming
out their secrets. Of course, it is all
explicable now.

The spy says, “They tried to
fool me with my own tricks!
Clumsily, of course, but at least
they are starting to think in the
right way.”

By this the spy means that they
are starting to think as he does,
thereby making their secrets more
comprehensible to him. This
pleases him. His bad humor,
brought on by the lack of similar-
ity between the map and the build-
ing, has now completely vanished.
He is cheerful, energetic, prepared
for any difficulty, ready to pursue
this problem to its ultimate con-
clusion.

“Let me consider the facts and
their implications,” says the spy.
“First, I know this map is impor-
tant. Everything about it, and
everything I have ever experi-
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enced, leads me to that premise.
I also know that the map does not
seem to represent the building
which it is supposed to represent.
Quite obviously there is a relation-
ship of some kind between the
map and the building. What is
this relationship, and what is the
truth about the map?”

The spy thinks for a moment,
then says, “The implication points
to a cipher, a mystification which
some skilled and cunning crafts-
man wove into the map, which
the people for whom the map is
intended know about, but which
[ hitherto did not know about.”

After saying this, the spy draws
himself to his full height and adds,
“I, however, have spent a lifetime
in the solving of ciphers. Indeed,
there is nothing I am quite so in-
terested in as ciphers. One might
say that I was shaped by destiny
to solve ciphers, and that destiny
has conspired with chance to put
me here, now, with this crucial
coded document in my hand.”

Our spy feels exalted. But then
he asks himself, “Am I not being
dogmatic in insisting, at the very
start of my investigation, that this
document is a true ciphered map
and no other thing? Experience
has taught me the painful lesson
that. men are capable of devious
thinking. I myself am the living
proof of that, for my cunning ways
of thinking and of acting have en-
abled me to remain hidden in the
midst of my enemies, and to dis-
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cover many of their secrets. Re-
membering that, don’t I do them
an injustice not to allow them the
possibility of similar cunning?”

“Very well,” the spy says. “Even
though reason and instinct tell me
that the map is true in every re-
spect, and misleading only be-
cause I do not have the key to the
cipher, I must admit the possibil-
ity of it being false in part, and
therefore true only in part, There
are gaod reasons one could give
for this assumption. Suppose that
the true part of the map is the only
part which was needed by the of-
ficial 1 stole it from. He, armed
with a prior knowledge I do not
have, would follow only the part
which is true and pertinent to his
work. Being the dull civil servant
he is, and above all being uninter-
ested in maps and ciphers, he
would simply follow the true part
to his office, and would ignore the
false part. The map itself, with its
false section joined so cleverly to
the true, would not bother him.
And why should it? His work has
nothing to do with maps. He has
no more interest in the truth or
falseness of the map than I have
in the details of his petty job. Like
me, he has no time to worry about
complicated matters which do not
concern him. He can use the map
without doing violence to his feel-
ings.”

The spy is amused and sad-
dened when he thinks of this man,
using the map but having no in-
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terest in it. How strange people
are! How odd that the official
made mere use of the map, but
never questioned its mysterious
nature; while the spy knows that
the only important matter is a
complete understanding of the
map and what it represents. From
this understanding all other things
will flow, and the secrets of the
entire building will be accessible.
This seems so obvious to him that
he can’t understand the official’s
lack of concern with the map. The
spy’s own interest seems to him so
natural, so necessary, so universal,
that he is almost led to believe that
the official is not human, but is
instead a member of some other
species.

“But no,” he tells himself. “It
may feel that way, but the real dif-
ference between the official and
me probably lies in heredity, or in
environmental influences, or some-
thing like that. I must not let it
disturb me. I have always known
how strange and unknowable hu-
man beings are. Even spies, the
most easily understood people in
the world, have different methods
and hold different attitudes. Yes,
it is a strange world, and I have
very little knowledge of it. What
do I know of history, psychology,
music, art or literature? Oh, I
could hold a sensible conversation
on those subjects, but deep in my
heart I know that I know nothing
about them.”

The- spy is unhappy about this.
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But then he thinks, “Luckily, there
is one thing which I do under-
stand. That is spying. No man
can do everything, and 1 have
done very well to become the ex-
pert I am in my own field. In that
expertness lies my hope and my
salvation. In that very narrowness
lies my true depth, and myv yard-
stick with which to test the world.
After all, I know a grcat deal
about the history and psychology
of spying, and I have read most of
the literature of spving. 1 have
looked at the famous paintings of
spies, and have frequently heard
the well-known opera about spies.
Thus, my depth gives me breadth.
My decep knowledge of this onc
thing gives me a firm base in the
world. I can stand upon that basc
and look at other matters with a
certain perspective.”

“Of course,” the spy reminds
himself, “I must never make the
error of thinking that all things
can be reduced to a matter of spy-
ing and its techniques. Even if this
appears to be the case, it is the
sort of simplification which an in-
telligent man must avoid. No,
spying is not everything! It is
merely the key to everything.”

Having established that, the
spy goes on to say, “Spying is not
everything; but luckily for me,
this matter of the map does con-
cern spying. Maps are the very
heart of spying, and when I hold
a map in my hand and know that
the government made it, then I
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am dealing with a problem for
which I have a special competency.
A map in cipher is of particular
concern to spying, as is a map
which is partially false. Even a
map which was wholly false would
necessarily concern spying.”

Now the spy is ready to analyze
the map. He tells himself, “There
are three possibilities. First, the
map is true, and in cipher. In that
case, I must decode it, using all my
patience and skill.

“Secondly, the map is only par-
tially true and in cipher. In that
case I will determine which is the
true part, and then decode it. That
might seem difficult to a person
who knew nothing about the work;
but to the expert it is the sort of
difficulty which can be overcome.
And as soon as I have decoded the
tiniest fraction of the map’s true
portion, all the rest will open for
me. That would leave the false
portion, which someone else might
throw away. But I would not. 1
would treat the false portion ex-
actly as I would treat the entire
map if it were false, which is pos-
sibility number three.

“Thirdly, if the entire map is
false, I must see what kind of in-
formation I can extract from that
falseness. Granted that the idea of
a false government map is absurd,
let's say that's the case. Or rather,
let's say that falseness was the in-
tention of the makers of the map.
In such a case I would have to ask,
how does one draw a false map?
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“It is no easy matter, that I
know. If the mapmaker works in
this building, moves up and down
its corridors, steps into and out of
its offices, then he knows the
building as no other person could.
If this man tries to draw a false
map, how can he avoid inadvert-
ently drawing some portion of the
true building?

“He can't, really. The truth in
which he is steeped would render
his quest for absolute falseness im-
possible. And if he drew by acci-
dent any portion of the true map,
I could infallibly find that true
part, and all of the building’s jeal-
ously guarded security would be
for nothing.

“But let's assume that the high
officials are aware of all this and
have given careful study to the
problem of constructing a false
map. Let’s give them the benefit of
every doubt within the necessities
of the situation. They know that
the map, in order to serve its pur-
pose, must be drawn by a skilled
mapmaker who will make it con-
form to the logical rules for maps
and for buildings; and that the
map must be false, and not true
even inadvertently.

“To solve the problem, let us
say that the high officials find a
civilian mapmaker who had no
knowledge of the building. He is
brought to the place blindfolded,
given a carefully guarded office,
and told to draw a map of an imag-
inary building. He does so; but
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the problem of inadvertent truth
still remains. Therefore, a govern-
ment mapmaker who does know
the truth must check the map. The
government mapmaker checks
(and no person but a mapmaker
would be competent to judge) and
he says that this map is excellent
since it is entirely false.

“In that ultimate case, the map
is still nothing but a cipher! It has
been drawn by a skilled civilian
mapmaker, and thus conforms to
the general principles which gov-
ern the drawing of maps. It is of
a building, and conforms to the
rules for drawing buildings. It has
been judged false; but it has been
judged so by an official mapmaker
who knew the truth, and was able
to decide about every detail of the
map on the basis of his knowledge
of the true building. The so-called
false map, then, is merely a sort
of reversed or distorted image of
the truth known by the official
mapmaker; and the relationship
between the true building and the
false map has been established
through his judgement, since he
knew both true and false and
judged their dissimilarity. His
necessary intermediary judgement
demonstrates the nature of the
false map—which, being a logical
distortion that conceals the truth,
may be called a cipher!

“And since this cipher follows
the accepted rules for maps and
buildings, it is susceptible to ci-
pher analysis!”
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This completes the spy’s analy-
sis of the three possibilities of the
map, all of which can now be
reduced to one: that the map is
true, and in cipher.

Dazed by this discovery, the
spy says, “Thev thought they could
trick me, but it cannot be done in
my chosen field. In my search for
truth, I have lived all my life by
falschood and deceit; but I have
always known my own reality.
Because of myself and my search,
I above all men know that there is
no such thing as falsehood, and
that everything is either the truth
or a cipher. If it is the truth, I fol-
low it; and if it is a cipher, I solve
it. A cipher, after all, is merely a
concealed truth!”

At last the spy is happy. He has
moved through the deepest per-
plexities, and has had the courage
to face the most terrible possibil-
ities. His reward is before him.

For now, paying strict attention
to the map, and holding that well-
made creation with loving care,
the spy begins the task that is the
culmination of his life, and which
eternity would not be long enough
to complete. He starts upon his at-
tempt to decipher the false map.

THE MAPMAKER'S EXPLANATION

When the colonel had finished,
he and Joenes stood silently for a
while. Then Joenes said, “I can’t
help feeling sorry for that spy.”
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“It was a sad story,” the colonel
said. “But then, all men’s stories
are sad.”

“If the spy is caught, what will
his punishment be?”

“He has already imposed it on
himself,” the colonel replied. “His
punishment is to decipher the
map.”

Joenes could think of no worse
fate. He asked, “Do you catch
many spies here in the Octagon?”

“To date,” the colonel said,
“not a single spy has succeeded in
passing our outer security meas-
ures and penetrating into the
building propcr.”

The colonel must have noticed
a look of disappointment on
Joencs's face, for he added quickly,
“That, however, does not invali-
date my story. If a spy did get in
here in spite of all security, he
would behave just as I told you.
And believe me, spies are caught
every week in the network of outer
defences.”

“I didn’t notice any defences,”
Joenes said.

“Of course not. For one thing,
you aren’t a spy. For another, se-
curity knows its work well enough
not to reveal its presence, but only
to act when necessary. That is how
matters stand at present. For the
future, when more cunning spies
are born, we in Cartography have
our false maps.”

Joenes nodded. He was eager
now to continue his own job, but
unsure how to go about it. Decid-
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ing on indirection, he asked the
colonel, “Are you convinced that I
am not a spy?”’

“Everyone is a spy to some ex-
tent,” the colonel said. “But in re-
gard to the special meaning you
imply, yes, I am quite convinced
that you are not a spy.”

“Well then,” Joenes said, “I
must tell you that I am under spe-
cial orders to go to a certain office
here.”

“May 1 see those orders?” the
colonel asked. Joenes handed them
over. The colonel studied the or-
ders and gave them back.

“They scem official,” the colonel
said. “You should certainly go to
that office at once.”

“That is my problem,” Joenes
said. “The truth is, I'm lost. I tried
to follow one of your excellent
false maps, and naturally enough
I found nothing at all. Since vou
know I'm not a spy, and also know
that I'm on official business, 1
would appreciate any assistance
you could give me.”

Joenes had made this request in
a careful and roundabout way,
which he thought would be most
suitable to the colonel’s mentality.
But the colonel looked away with
an expression of embarrassment
on his dignified features.

“I'm very much afraid I can’t
help you,” the colonel said, “I do
not have the faintest idea where
your office is, and I don’t even
know what direction to recom-
mend.”
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“But that’s impossible!” Joenes
cried. “You are a cartographer, an
official mapmaker of this building.
And even though you draw false
maps, I'm sure you also draw true
ones, since that must be in your
nature.”

“All that you say is correct,” the
colonel said. “Especially that last
about my nature. Anyone can de-
duce the nature of a cartographer,
since his nature resides in his
work. That work is to draw maps
of the most exacting accuracy,
maps so precise and lucid that the
dullest of men could follow them.
My function has been perverted by
necessities beyond my control, so I
must spend much of my time
drawing false maps which give the
appearance of truth. But as you
have guessed, nothing can stop a
genuine mapmaker from drawing
genuine maps. I would do it even
if it were forbidden. And luckily,
it is not forbidden. It is expressly
commanded.”

“By whom?” Joenes asked.

“By the high officials of this
building,” the colonel said. “Those
persons control security, and they
use the true maps to aid them in
disposing their forces. But of
course, the true maps are a mere
convenience for them, a bit of
paper they refer to as casually as
you would glance at your watch to
see whether it was three-thirty or
three-forty. If necessary they
could do without the maps en-
tirely, relying on their knowledge
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and power. They might find it an
annoyance, but not a serious one.”

“If you draw true maps for
them,” Joenes said, “surely you
can tell me where to go now.”

“l can't,” the colonel said.
“Only the high officials know the
building well enough to go where
they want.”

The colonel saw Joenes’s look of
disbelief. He said, “I know how
unreasonable all this must sound
to you. But you see, I draw only
one section of the building at a
time; no other method would work
since the building is so vast and
so complex. I draw my section and
send it to a high official by mes-
senger, and later I draw another
section, and so on. Perhaps you
think I could combine my knowl-
edge of the various parts and
know the whole? I tell you at once
that I cannot. For one thing, there
are other cartographers. who draw
parts of the building which 1
never have time to see. But even
if 1 mapped the entire structure
by myself, piece by piece, I could
never combine all those pieces
into an understandable unity. Any
one portion of the building seems
comprehensible to me, and I rep-
resent it with great accuracy on
paper. But when it comes to un-
derstanding all the countless sec-
tions I have mapped, then I be-
come confused, I can’t tell one
part from the other. And if I think
about it for very long, my sleep
and appetite are affected, I smoke
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too much, I find solace in drink,
and my work suffers. Sometimes,
when these bad spells are on me,
I make inaccuracies, and I do not
perceive my errors until the offi-
cials send that portion of the map
back for revision. This shakes my
faith in my own proven abilities;
I determine to end my bad habits
and stick to my task of skillful
portrayal of one section at a time,
not bothering my head about the
whole.”

The colonel paused and rubbed
his eyes. “As you may expect,” he
went on, “my good resolves don’t
last for long, especially when I am
in the company of my fellow car-
tographers. At those times we
sometimes discuss the building
and try to determine among us
what it really is. Usually we car-
tographers are shy men; like spies,
we prefer to do our work in soli-
tude and not to discuss it with
each other. But the solitude we
love can become overwhelming;
and then we overcome the limits
of our nature and talk about the
building, each of us adding his in-
crement of knowledge eagerlv and
without jealousy, all of us bent
upon understanding the whole
building. But it is those times
which prove the most discourag-
ing.”

“Why is that?” Joenes asked.

“As I told you,” the colonel said,
“our map sections are sometimes
sent back for revision, and we as-
sume that we have made mistakes
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even though there is never any of-
ficial comment. But when we map-
makers talk together, we occa-
sionally find that two of us have
mapped the same section, each re-
membering and drawing it differ-
ently. That sort of human error is
to be expected, of course. But
what is disconcerting is when the
high officials accept both versions.
You can imagine a mapmaker’s
sensations when he learns some-
thing like that!”

“Do you have any explanation
for it?” Joenes asked.

“Well, for one thing, mapmak-
ers have their individual styles
and idiosyncrasies, and that might
account for the discrepancy. For
another, even the best of memories
is untrustworthy, so we might not
bhave mapped the same section.
But to my way of thinking these
explanations are not sufficient,
and only one thing makes sense.”

“What's that?” Joenes asked.

“I believe that workmen, under
orders from the high officials, are
continually changing portions of
the building. It is the only expla-
nation that satisfies me. I have
even caught glimpses of what
could only be workmen. But even
if I hadn't seen them, I would still
believe the same. Just consider:
The high officials are concerned
with security, and the finest se-
curity possible would be to keep
the building in a constant state of
change. Next, if the building
were static, a single mapmaking
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survey would be sufficient, instead
of the continual drawing and re-
vising we are called upon to do.
Finally, the high officials are try-
ing to control a complex and
ever-changing world; therefore as
the world changes, so must the
building. More offices must be
built, and old ones have to be al-
tered for new tenants; a row of
cubicles must be removed and an
auditorium put in its place; whole
corridors must be closed down to
allow the installation of new
wiring and plumbing. And so
forth. Some of these changes are
extremely evident. Any man can
see them, not only a mapmaker.
But other changes are done ap-
parently in secrecy, or in parts of
the building I do not visit until
the work is completed. Then the
new looks bafflingly like the old,
although I can still sense a differ-
ence. It is for those reasons that I
believe the building is continually
being changed, thus rendering a
complete knowledge of it impos-
sible.”

“If this place is as unknowable
as you say it is,” Joenes said,
“then how do you find your way
back to your own office?”

“There, I am ashamed to say,
my mapmaking skill does not help
me. I find my office just as every-
one else here finds his office—by
something which resembles in-
stinct. The other workers don’t
know this; they think they find
their way by some process of the
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intelligence, some kind of a turn-
cight turn-left system. Like the
spy, they believe they could learn
anything about the building if
they wanted to. It would make
you laugh or cry to hear the state-
ments these people make about
the building, even though they
have never ventured beyond the
corridor that leads to their office.
But I, a mapmaler, wander all
over the building in my work.
Sometimes great changes occur in
territory 1 have already passed,
rendering it unrecognizable. Then
something which is not knowledge
guides me back to my office, ex-
actly as it guides the office work-
ers.”

“I sce,” Joencs said, though he
was actually very confused. “So
you really don’t know what 1
should do in order to find this of-
fice?”

“I really do not know.”

“Could you give me any advice
about the way I should go about
looking, or what sort of thing I
should look for?”

“I am an expert on the build-
ing,” the colonel said sadly, “and
I could talk about it for a year
without repeating myself. But un-
fortunately, there is nothing I can

say which would aid your particu-
lar situation.”

Joenes asked, “Do you think I
wi)ll ever find the office I was sent
to?”

“If your business here is impor-
tant,” the colonel said, “and if the
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high officials really want you to
find the office, then I'm sure you'll
have no trouble. On the other
hand, your business may not be of
importance to anvone but you, in
which case your search will doubt-
less be a long one. True, you carry
official orders; but I suspect that
the high officials occasionally send
men to imaginary offices simply to
test the sccurity of the inner de-
fences of the building. If that is
the case with you, your chance of
success is small indeed.”

“One way or another,” Joenes
said gloomily, “my prospects don’t
look very good.”

“Well, those are the risks all of
us run here,” the colonel said.
“Spies suspect that their rulers
have sent them on a dangerous
mission simply to get rid of them,
and mapmakers suspect that they
are ordered to draw simply to keep
their fingers out of mischief. We
all have our doubts, and I can only
wish you the best of luck and the
hope that your doubts are never
proven true.”

With that, the colonel bowed
courteously and continued down
the corridor. .

Joenes watched him go and
considered following him. But he
had already been that way, and it
seemed a necessary act of faith to
go forward into what he did not
know instead of turning back at
the first discouragement.

So Joenes went on, but not en-
tirely out of faith. He also sus-
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pected that the corridors behind
him might have been changed by
now.

Joenes walked down greathalls
and corridors, up stairways,
through bypasses, across lobbies,
and down more corridors. He re-
sisted the urge to consult his beau-
tiful false map, but he couldn’t
bring himself to throw the map
away. So he kept it in his pocket
and continued walking.

There was no way of telling the
passage of time, but at last Joenes
became very weary. He was now
in an ancient part of the building.
The floors here were of wood
rather than marble, and they were
badly decayed, making the footing
dangerous. The walls, built of an
inferior plaster, were flaked and
torn. In some places the plaster
had fallen away to reveal the wir-
ing of the building, most of its in-
sulation rotten -and constituting
an obvious fire hazard. Not even
the ceiling seemed secure, but
bulged ominously in places, mak-
ing Joenes fear it would come
down on him.

Whatever offices had once been
here were now gone, and the place
was in need of immediate and
drastic repairs. Joenes even saw a
workman’s hammer lying on the
floor; this convinced him that re-
pairs would someday be made,
even though he didn’t see any

workman.
Lost and deeply discouraged,
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Joenes lay down on the floor, his
great fatigue allowing him no
other choice. He stretched out and
within a minute fell asleep.

THE STORY OF THESEUS

Joenes awoke later with a feel-
ing of uneasiness. Standing up, he
heard a sound of footsteps coming
down the corridor.

Soon he saw the maker of the
footsteps. He was a man, tall and
in the prime of life, with a face
both intelligent and suspicious.
This man held a huge ball of string
mounted on a spindle. As he
walked, he unwound the string,
which lay on the floor of the cor-
ridor and glittered faintly.

As soon as he saw Joenes, the
man’s face tightened into angry
lines. He drew a revolver from his
belt and took aim.

Joenes called out, “Wait! What-
ever you think, I have never done
you any harm!”

Controlling himself with obvi-
ous effort, the man did not pull
the trigger. His eyes, which had
gone blank and dangerous, re-
gained a normal appearance. He
put the revolver back in his belt
and said, “I am very sorry to have
startled you. The truth is, I thought
you were someone else.”

“Do I look like him?” Joenes
asked.

“Not really,” the man said.
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“But I become nervous in this
damnable place and tend to shoot
first and think second. Still, my
mission is so vital that these ac-
tions of a hasty and high-strung
nature can surely be forgiven.”

“What is your mission?” Joenes
asked.

The man’s face glowed when
Joenes asked that question. Proud-
ly he said, “My mission is to bring
peace, happiness, and freedom to
the world.”

“That’s quite a lot,” Joenes said.

“I could never be satisfied with
anything less,” the man said.
“Mark my name well. It is George
P. Theseus, and I confidently ex-
pect to be remembered as the man
who destroyed dictatorship and
freed the people. The deed which
I do here will live as a symbol to
all men, and will also be good and
just in its own right.”

“What deed are you going to
do?” Joenes asked.

“Singlehanded, I am going to
kill a tyrant,” Thesus said. “This
man has managed to find a posi-
tion of power within the building,
and many gullible fools think he
is a benefactor because he orders
the building of dams to control
floods, distributes food to the starv-
ing, finances medical work for the
sick, and does many other gaudy
things of that sort. This may de-
ceive some people, but it does not
deceive me.”

“If he really does that work,”
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Joenes said, “then he does indeed
sound like a benefactor.”

“I might have expected you to
say that,” Theseus said bitterly.
“His tricks have taken you in, just
as they have taken in most people.
I cannot hope to change your
mind. I have no skill at devious ar-
gument, while that man has the
world’s best propagandists at his
service., My vindication must rest
with the future. For now, I can
only tell what I know, and tell it
in a blunt, unpleasing manner.”

“I will be very pleased to hear,”
Joenes said.

“Well then,” Theseus said,
“consider this. In order to do his
good deeds, this man had to reach
high office. To reach high office,
he passed out bribes and sowed dis-
sension, divided people into war-
ring factions, killed off those who
opposed him, corrupted the influ-
ential few and starved the needy
many. At last, when his power was
absolute, he engaged in public
works. But not out of love for the
public. Instead, he did it as you
or I might weed a garden, so that
he might have something pleasant
to look at instead of something
ugly. This is how it is with tyrants,
who will do anything to obtain
power, and thereby create and per-
petuate the very evils they purport
to cure.” '

Joenes was very moved by The-
seus’s speech, but a little suspi-
cious also, because Theseus had a
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shifty and dangerous look. So
Joenes spoke with caution, saying,
“I can certainly understand why
you want to kill this man.”

“No you can’t,” Theseus said
morosely. “You probably think that
I'm filled with nothing but hot air
and ideals, a sort of pious mad-
man with a gun. Well, you're
wrong. I'm an ordinary sort of
man, and if I can perform a good
deed and win a reputation, then
I'm happy to. But my action
against this tyrant is primarily for
personal reasons.”

“How so?” Joenes asked.

“This tyrant,” Theseus said,
“has private tastes which are as
perverted as the wild passions
which drove him to power. Infor-
mation such as this is usually kept
secret, or scoffed at as the ravings
of envious fools. His skilled propa-
gandists see to that. But I know
the truth.

“This great man came driving
through my town one day in his
armored black Cadillac, secure be-
hind bullet-proof glass, puffing a
big cigar and waving to the crowds.
Then his eye chanced to fall upon
a little girl in the crowd, and he
ordered his car to stop.

“His bodyguards chased the peo-
ple away, except for a few who
watched from cellars and rooftops,
unseen but seeing. Then the ty-
rant stepped out of his car and
walked up to the little girl. He of-
fered her ice cream and sweets,
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and begged her to get into the car

with him.

“Some of the waiting men un-
derstood what was happening, and
rushed out to rescue the child. But
the bodyguards shot and killed
those men. They did so with si-
lenced guns so as not to startle the
girl, who was told that the men
had decided to go to sleep for a
while.

“Although completely innocent,
the child had her suspicions. Some-
thing in the tyrant’s sweating red
face and thick trembling lips must
bhave frightened her. So, even
though she wanted the ice cream
and candy, she stood irresolute
while the tyrant trembled with
lust, and those of us watching
helpless in the cellars sweated out
of fear for her.

“After looking wistfully at the
gorgeous array of sweets and ob-
serving the tyrant’s nervous move-
ments, the little girl made up her
mind. She would go in the car, she
said, if her playmates could go
with her. In the terrible vulnera-
bility of her innocence, the child
thought she would be safe among
her playmates.

“The tyrant went purple with
joy. It was evident that this was
more than he dared hope for. The
more the merrier, that was his sin-
ister motto. He told the girl to
bring along all the playmates she
wished, and the girl called for her
friends.
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“These children came flocking
to the black Cadillac. They would
have come even without her sum-
mons, for the tyrant had had the
wit to turn on his car radio, which
played the most marvelous and
enticing music.

“Music playing, sweets distrib-
uted, the tyrant herded them all
into his enormous car and closed
the door. His bodyguard closed
around him, mounted on their
powerful motorcycles. Then they
all sped away, bound for the most
shameful debaucheries in the ty-
rant’s private pleasure room. Those
children have never been heard of
again. And that first little girl, as
you may have guessed, was my
own sister, taken under my eyes,
with townspeople lying dead on
the pavement near her, and with
me in the cellar powerless to help.”

Theseus wiped his eyes, which
were now streaming freely. He
said to Joenes, “Now you know the
real and personal reasons why I
am going to kill the tyrant. To de-
stroy his evil, to avenge my slain
friends, to rescue the poor child-
dren, but above all, to find my
poor sister. I am no hero, I am
nothing but an ordinary man. But
events have forced me to perform
this righteous action.”

Joenes, whose own eyes were
far from dry, embraced Theseus
and said, “I wish you good fortune
on your righteous quest, and I
only hope you can succeed.
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“I have my hopes,” Theseus said.
“And I am not without the de-
termination and guile necessary
for this difficult work. To begin
with, I sought out the tyrant’s
daughter. 1 ingratiated myself
with her, used every winning way
I could think of, until at last she
fell in love with me. Then I de-
bauched her, and this gave me
some satisfaction since she was not
far from my poor sister’s age. Since
she desired marriage, I promised
I would marry her, although I
would rather slit my throat in-
stead. And I explained to her very
artfully what sort of man her fath-
er was. At first she would not be-
lieve me, the little idiot loved her
tyrant father so! But she loved me
more, and slowly became con-
convinced of the truth of every-
thing I said. Then, as the final
step, I sought her aid, in my plan
to kill her father. You can imagine
how difficult that was. The horri-
ble little girl did not want her
daddy destroyed, no matter how
evil he was, no matter what he
had done. But I threatened to
leave her forever if she would not
help me; and between love of me
and love of her father she was
nearly driven mad. Over and over
she begged me to forget the past,
which no action could erase. Come
away with her, she said, and live
in some place far from her father,
and never think of him but only
of her. As though I could ever
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look at her and not see her fath-
er's features! For days she held
back, thinking she could convince
me to do what she wanted. End-
lessly she declared her love for me,
stating it in the most exaggerated
and hysterical terms. She would
never allow us to be parted, she
swore, and if death should befall
me, then she would kill herself,
too. And a great deal of similar
nonsense, which, as a sensible
man, I found most distasteful.

“At last I turned from her and
took my leave. Then her courage
crumbled. This young monster,
filled with the most exquisite self-
loathing, said she would assist me
in murdering her beloved father,
if only I would swear never to
leave her. And of course I swore
what she wanted. I would have
promised anything to get the as-
sistance I needed.

“She told me what she alone
knew; where her father’s office
could be found in this great build-
ing. And she also gave me this ball
of string so that I could mark my
way and leave quickly once the
deed was done. And she herself
gave me this revolver. And so here
I am, on my way to the tyrant’s of-
fice.”

Joenes said, “You have not
found him yet, I see?”

“Not yet,” Theseus answered.
“The corridors here are very long
and winding, as you must have
observed yourself. Also, I've had
some bad luck. As I mentioned, I
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am of a hasty disposition and
therefore inclined to shoot first
and think second. Because of that,
quite accidentally, I shot and
killed a man in officer’s uniform
not long ago. He came upon me
suddenly, and I fired without
thinking.”

“Was it the mapmaker?” Joenes
asked.

“I do not know who he was,”
Theseus answered. “But he wore a
celonel’s badges, and he seemed to
have a kindly face.”

“It was the mapmaker,” Joenes
said.

“I am very sorry about it,” The-
seus said. “But I am even sorrier
about the three others I killed in
these hallways. I must be an un-
lucky man.”

“Who were they?” Joenes asked.

“To my great sorrow, they were
three of the children I had come
to rescue. They must have slipped
ottt of the tyrant’s rooms and tried
to reach freedom. I shot them as I
shot the officer, and as I nearly
shot you; that is, hastily, before
they had a chance to speak. I can-
not describe my feelings of regret,
and my increased determination
that the tyrant shall pay for all
this.”

*What will you do about his
daughter?” Joenes asked.

“T won'’t follow my matural in-
stincts and kill her,” Theseus said.
“But that ugly little bitch will
never see me again. And I will pray
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that the tyrant’s whelp dies of a
broken heart.”

So saying, Theseus turned his
wrathful countenance toward the
dim corridors stretching before
him.

“And now,” he said. “I must go
about my work. Goodbye, my
triend, and wish me luck.”

Theseus walked briskly away,
unwinding his glittering cord as he
went. Joenes watched until he
had vanished around a corner. For
a time he could hear receding
footsteps, and then there was no
sound at all.

Suddenly a woman appeared in
the corridor behind Joenes.

She was very voung, hardly
more than a child. She was plump
and red-faced, and her eyes glit-
tered insanely. She walked silently,
following after Theseus. And as
she walked, she gathered up the
string he had so carefully laid
down. She had a huge ball of it in
her hands, and she continued
winding as she came near Joenes,
obliterating the trail by which
Theseus had thought to return.

As she passed Joenes, she
turned and looked at him, and her
face was wild with rage and grief.
She said not one word, but put a
finger to her lips indicating silence.
Then she walked swiftly on, gath-
ering the string as she went.

She was gone as swiftly as she
had come, and the corridor was
deserted. Joenes stared in both di-
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rections, but saw nothing to indi-
cate that either Theseus or the girl
had ever passed his way. He
rubbed his eyes, and once again
lay down and fell asleep.

THE STORY OF AMINOTAURUS

Joenes was roughly shaken
awake. He sprang to his feet, and
saw that the hall around him was
no longer ancient and decayed,
but instead was gleaming and mod-
ern. The man who had awakened
him was very large through the
shoulders, even larger in the
paunch, and had a broad, stern,
no-nonsense face. No one could
have mistaken this man for any-
thing but an official.

“Youre Joenes?” the official
asked. “Well, if you've finished
your nap, I suppose we can get to
work.”

Joenes expressed his deep regret
that he had been sleeping instead
of looking for the office to which
he had been sent.

“It doesn’t matter,” the official
said. “We have our protocol here,
but I hope we’re not stuffv. As a
matter of fact, it’s just as well that
you slept. I had been situated in an
entirely different part of the build-
ing, and I received urgent orders
from the Security Chief to move
my office here and to effect any
repairs I thought necessary. The
workman found you asleep and
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decided not to bother you. They
did their work in silence, moving
you only to repair the piece of
floor you lay upon. You didn't even
wake up when they moved you.”

Joenes looked with increasing
amazement at the vast amount of
work which had been done while
he slept. He turned to the office
door, where before there had been
only a decayed wall. On that door
was neatly stenciled: Room
18891, floor 12, level 6 wing 63,
subsection A]B-2. This was the ex-
act address which he had been
looking for in vain; and Joenes ex-
pressed surprise at the manner in
which his search had ended.

“Nothing to be surprised about,”
the official said. “This is quite an
ordinary business procedure here.
The highest officials not only know
the building and all its contents,
but they are also aware of every
person’s movements within the
building. They know only too well
the difficulties which a stranger
encounters here; and unfortunate-
ly, there are very strict laws against
helping strangers. But the officials
circumvent the law from time to
time by moving the office to meet
the searcher. Reasonable, eh? Now
come 'in and we'll get to work.”

Within the office there was a
large desk piled high with papers,
and three ringing telephones. The
official asked Joenes to take a chair
while he dealt with the telephones.
He did so with dispatch.
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“Speak up man!” he roared into
the first telephone. “What's that?
Mississippi flooding again? Build
a dam! Build ten dams, but get it
under control. Send me a memo
when you're finished.”

“Yes, I can hear you,” he shout-
ed into the second telephone. “Star-
vation in the Panhandle? Distri-
bute food at once! Just sign my
name at the government ware-
house.”

“Calm down and let’s hear about
it,” he bellowed into the third tele-
phone. “Plague sweeping Los An-
geles? Fly vaccine in there at once,
and send me a wire when it’s under
control.”

The official put down the last
of his telephones and said to
Joenes, “Those idiotic assistants of
mine panic at the slightest thing.
Those gutless wonders wouldn't
pull a drowning baby out of a
bathtub without calling me first for
authorization!”

Joenes had listened to the of-
ficial's swift and decisive words
over the telephones, and a suspi-
cion had crossed his mind. He
said, “I'm not absolutely certain of
this, but I believe that a certain
aggrieved young man—"

“—is trying to assassinate me,”
the official finished for him. “That’s
it, isn’t it? Well, I took care of him
half an hour ago. You don’t catch
Edwin ]J. Minotaurus napping. My
guards took him away, and he'll
probably get life imprisonment.
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But don’t tell anyone.”

“Why not?” Joenes asked.

“Bad publicity,” Minotaurus
said. “Especially his affair with my
daughter, whom, incidentally, he
knocked up. I told that little half-
wit to bring her friends to the
housc, but no, she has to sneak out
and have dates with anarchists!
We're giving out a specially pre-
pared story that this Thescus fel-
low wounded me so severely that
the doctors have despaired of my
life; and that he escaped and mar-
ried my daughter. You can see the
value of a storv like that.”

“Not too clearly,” Joenes said.

“Why damn it all, it builds up
sympathy for me!” Minotaurus
said. “People will feel sorry when
they hcar that I'm at the point of
death. And they’ll feel even sorrier
when they learn that my only
daughter has married.my assassin.
You see, in spite of my proven abil-
ities, the rabble doesn’t like me.
This story should win them over.”

“It's very ingenious,” Joenes
said.

“Thank you,” said Minotaurus.
“Frankly, 1 had been worrying
about my public image for quite
some time, and if this moron with
his string and his revolver hadn’t
come along, I would have had to
hire somebody. 1 just hope the
newspapers handle the story prop-
erly.”

“Is there any doubt about that?”
Joenes asked.
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“Oh, theyll print what I tell
them,” Minotaurus said moodily.
“And I've hired a man to do a book
about it, and there'll be a play, and
a movie based on the book. Don't
worry, I'll milk this for all it's
worth.”

“What have you told them to
write about your daughter?”
Joenes asked.

“Well, as I said, she marries this
anarchist fellow. And then in a
vear or two we publish an account
of their divorce. Have to give the
child a name, you know. But God
knows that those idiots will write
about my poor fat little Ariadne.
Probably make her out to be beau-
tiful, thinking it will please me.
And the filthy scum who read this
sort of thing will cry, and ask for
more. Even kings and presidents,
who should know better, will read
these lies in preference to a good
honest book of statistics. The hu-
man race is largely composed of
incompetent, lying, bungling fools.
I can control them, but I'll be
damned if I can understand them.”

“What about the children?”
Joenes asked.

“What do you mean, what about
the children?” Minotaurus said,
glaring fiercely.

“Well, Theseus said —"

“That man is a gifted but insane
liar,” Minotaurus stated. “If it
weren't for my position, I would
have sued him for libel. Children!
Do I look like some kind of per-
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vert? I think we can safely forget
any question of children. Now
shall we get down to you and your
work?”

Joenes nodded, and Minotaurus
gave him a quick briefing on the
political situation he was likely to
find in Russia. He showed Joenes
a secret map which gave the ap-
proximate positions and strengths
of communist and western forces
all over the earth. Joenes was
stunned by the hugeness of the en-
emy forces, painted blood red and
stretching across many countries.
The western forces, painted sky
blue, seemed entirely inadequate.”

“It isn’t as hopeless as it looks,”
Minotaurus said. “For one thing,
that map is only guesswork. For
another, we do possess an enor-
mous stockpile of warheads, and a
missile system to carry them.
We've come a long way with our
missiles. The real proof came last
year during the Combat Team
Easy Field exercises. At that time,
a single Gnome missile with an
improved warhead was able to
blow up lo, one of the moons of
Jupiter where we had simulated a
Russian base.”

“That certainly sounds as
though we have strength,” Joenes
said.

“Oh yes. But the Russians and
Chinese also have improved mis-
siles, which succeeded four years
ago in blowing up the planct Nep-
tune. In effect, that means a mis-
sile stalemate. There may be some
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disaffection between the Russians
and the Chinese because of the
Yingdraw incident; but we can't
count on that.”

“What can we count on?” Joenes
asked.

“Nobody knows,” Minotaurus
said. “That’s why we're sending
you to find out. Information is our
problem, Joenes. What is the ene-
my actually up to? What in hell is
going on over there? Do you un-
derstand the task, Jones?”

“I think I do,” Jones said.

“You are to serve no group or
faction; and above all, you are not
to make the sort of report you
think we would like to hear. You
are neither to minimize nor to
maximize the things you see, but
to state them as simply and as ob-
jectively as possible.”

“I will do my best,” Joenes said.

“I don’t suppose I can ask for
more,” Minotaurus said grudging-
ly.

Then Minotaurus gave Joenes
the money and papers he would
need for his trip. And instead of
sending him back into the corri-
dors to find his way to the en-
trance, Minotaurus opened a win-
dow and pressed a button.”

“This is the way I always do it,”
Minotaurus said, helping Joenes
into the seat beside the pilot.
“Can’t be bothered with all those
damned corridors. Good luck,
Joenes, and remember what I've
said.”
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Joenes said that he would, and
felt deeply touched by the faith
that Minotaurus had in him. The
helicopter moved away toward the
Washington Airport, where a spe-
cial auto-piloted jet was waiting,.
But as the helicopter rose, Joenes
thought he heard children’s laugh-
ter from a room adjoining Mino-
taurus’s office.

12. THE STORY OF RUSSIA

(As told by Pelui
of Easter Island.)

Joenes boarded his special jet,
and soon he was high in the air
racing northward toward the pole.
A meal was served to him auto-
matically, and later a movie was
shown for his solitary pleasure.
The sun hung low on the horizon,
and at last the jet’s automatic pilot
asked Joenes to fasten his seat belt
for the landing at. Moscow Airport.

Joenes was met by three officials
of the Soviet government. They
were clad in fur hats and coats,
and fur-lined boots, which were
necessary protection against the
freezing wind that howled across
the flat fields. They introduced
themselves and took Joenes to a
waiting command car for the drive
into Moscow. During this ride,
Joenes had a chance to look more
closely at the men he was to deal

with,
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Comrade Slavski was bearded to
his eyes, which had a dreamy, far-
away look in their hazel depths.

Comrade Oruthi was small and
clean-shaven, and he walked with
a limp.

Marshall Trigask was round and
cheerful, and seemed a man to be
reckoned with.

At Red Square they parked in
front of the Peace Hall. Within, a
cheerful fire was blazing. The Rus-
sians gestured Joenes to a comfor-
table chair, and took seats beside
him.

“We shall waste no words,”
Marshall Trigask said. “I shall
merely preface this discussion by
welcoming you to our beloved Mos-
cow. We are always pleased when
accredited Western diplomats such
as yourself come to visit us. We
are plain speakers, and we expect
plain speaking in return. That is
how to get things done. You may
have noticed on your drive into
Moscow—"

“Yes,” broke in Slavski, “you
must excuse me, I beg your pardon,
but did you notice the little white
snow crystals falling? And the
white winter sky? I'm really very
sorry, I shouldn’t speak, but even
a man such as myself has feelings
and sometimes feels impelled to

“express them. Nature, gentlemen!

Excuse me, but nature, yes, there

is something about it . . .”
Marshall Trigask broke in, say-

ing, “That is enough, Slavski. The
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most excellent Presidential Envoy
Joenes has, I am sure, noticed na-
ture at some time or another. I
think we can dispense with such
niceties. I am a plain man and I
want to speak plainly. Perhaps
I seem crude to you, but there it is.
I am a soldicr, and I cannot be
bothered with diplomat’s manners.
Have I madc myself clear?”

“Yes, quite clear,” Joenes said.

“Excellent,” Marshall Trigask
said. “In that case, what is your
answer?”’

“My answer to what?” Joenes
asked.

“To our latest proposals,” Tri-
gask said. “Surely you haven’t come
all this long way simply for a va-
cation?”

“I'm afraid you’ll have to tell me
about your proposals,” Joenes said.

“They're really very simple,”
Comrade Oruthi said. “We merely
ask that your government disman-
tle its arms, give up its colony of
Hawaii, allow us to take possession
of Alaska (which was originally
ours), and also give us the north-
ern half of California as a sign of
good faith. Upon those terms, we
will undertake to do various things
which I have forgotten at the mo-
ment. What do you say?”

Joenes tried to explain that he
had no authority to say anything,
but the Russians were unwilling
to accept that. Therefore, knowing
that such terms would never be ac-
cepted in Washington, he said no.
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“You see?” Oruthi said. “I told
you they’d say no.”

“It was worth a try, wasn't it?”
Marshall Trigask said. “After all,
they might have said yes. But now
we can get down to fundamentals.
Mr. Joenes, I want you and your
government to know that we are
prepared to repel any attack of any
size which you may mount against
us.”

“Our defences begin in Eastern
Germany,” Oruthi said, “and they
run in breadth from the Baltic to
the Mediterranean. In depth, they
extend from Berlin to Omsk. In
short, we have outdefended you,
and will be happy to prove it.”

Slavski, who had been silent for
a long time, now said, “You will see
all this, my friend! You will see
the starlight glittering on the gun-
barrels! 1 beg your pardon, but
even a humble man like me, a man
who might be mistaken for a fish-
monger or a carpenter, has his
poetic moments. Yes, it is true
even though you laugh, gentle-
men! Did our poet say: ‘Dark is the
grass/ When night shall creep/
Away in sorrow.”/ Ah, you had
not thought to hear me quote poe-
try! Let me assure you, I am quite
aware of the impropriety of my
quoting poetry! I regret my con-
duct more than you could imagine,
I deplore it in fact, and yet . . .”

Comrade Oruthi gently joggled
Slavski’s shoulder, and he fell si-
lent. Oruthi said, “You must for-
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get his outbursts, Mr. Joenes. He
is a leading Party theoritician, and
therefore has a tendency toward
self-conscious speech. Where are

we?”

“I think I had just explained,”
Marshall Trigask said, “that our
defences are completely in order.”

“Exactly,” Oruthi said. “Your
government should not be deceived
on that account. Nor should they
attack any importance to the Ying-
draw incident. Your propagand-
ists have doubtless presented that
in many false ways. But the truth
is quite simple, and came about
through a simple misunderstand-
ing.”

“I was there at the time,” Mar-
shall Trigask said, “and can tell
you exactly what happened. My
command, the People’s First,
Eighth, Fifteenth and Twenty-
fifth Armies, were holding field ex-
ercises at Yingdraw near the bor-
der of the Chinese People’s Re-
public. During these exercises we
were murderously attacked by a
revisionist band of turncoat Chi-
nese who had been subverted by
Western gold, and who had some-
how eluded Peiping authorities.”

“I was political commissar at the
time,” Oruthi said, “and I can
attest to the truth of what the
Marshall is saying. These bandits
came at us under the guise of
the Chinese People’s Fourth,
Twelfth, Thirteenth, and Thirty-
second Armies. Naturally we in-
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formed Peiping, and then took
steps to drive the turncoats. over
the border.”

“They, of course, insisted that
they were driving us back over the
border,” Marshall Trigask said,
with an ironic smile. “This was
what we expected rebels to say, so
battle was joined. In the mean-
time, we had received a message
from Peiping. Unfortunately it
was written in Chinese. We were
unable to read it, and sent it to
Moscow for translation. In the
meantime battle raged, and for a
week both sides blazed away at
each other.”

“The translation came back,”
Oruthi said. “It read, ‘The govern-
ment of the Chinese People’s Re-
public resents any implication of
expansionism on its part, especial-
ly in regard to the rich, empty
lands adjacent to the crowded Chi-
nese borders. There are no rebels
within the territorial limits of the
Chinese People’s Republic, and
none are possible in a truly social-
ist state. Thercfore desist your
warlike attacks upon eur peaceful
frontiers.”

“You can imagine our perplexi-
ty,” Marshall Trigask said . . .
“The Chinese insisted that there
were no rebels, and we were fight-
ing at least a million of them, all
of whom had stolen uniforms from
the Chinese People’s Army.”

“Luckily,” Oruthi said, “a high
Kremlin official had come to ad-
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vise us. This was an expert on
China. He told us we could ignore
the first part of the message about
expansionism, since this was
meant in the form of a salutation.
The second part, about the non-
existence of rebels, was obviously
designed to save face. Accordingly,
he advised us to push the rebels
back into China.”

“That, however, was quite dif-
ficult,” Marshall Trigask said. “The
rebels had been rcinforced bv sev-
eral million armcd men, and by
sheer weight of numbers had
pushed us back all the way to
Omsk, on their way sacking Semi-
palatinsk.”

“Sceing that the situation
showed signs of seriousness,” Oru-
thi said, “we called in reserves.
These came to no less than twenty
Russian armies. With these we
gloriously slaughtered an uncoun-
table number of rebels, and
pushed the rest back completely
across Sinkiang into Szechwan.”

“We thought that took care of
the matter,” Marshall Trigask said.
“We were marching to Peiping to
exchange views with the Chinese
People’s Government when the
rebels suddenly renewed the at-
tack. Their force now numbered
some fifty million men. Luckily,
not all of these were armed.”

“Even the gold of the West has
its limits,” Oruthi said.

“We also received another note
from Peiping,” Marshall Trigask
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said. In translation, this one told
us to leave the territory of China
immediately, and to cease our war-
like assaults against the defensive
elements of the Chinese People’s
Army.”

“We think that’'s what the note
meant,” Oruthi said. “But with
fiendish cleverness, they had con-
structed their message so that,
when read upside down, it became
a poem which went: ‘How beau-
tiful is the mountain/ floating in
the river/ past my garden.’”

“Most ironic,” Marshall Tri-
gask said, “was the fact that, by
the time we deciphered their mes-
sage, we had been pushed back
many thousands of miles from the
borders of China, all the way
across high Asia to Stalingrad.
There we made a stand, slaught-
ered millions, and were thrown
back again to Kharkov, where we
made a stand, and were once
thrown back to Kiev. Again we
were forced back, making another
stand outside of Warsaw. By this
time we considered the situation
to be scrious. We gathered together
volunteer armies from Eastern
Germany, Poland, Czechoslovakia,
Roumania, Hungary, and Bulgar-
ia. The Albanians treacherously
joined the Greeks, who with the
Yugoslavs, attacked us from the
rear. We threw off this attack and
concentrated our forces for the

main effort to the east.
We rolled the rebel forces back



112

the entire way they had come, and
farther, all the way to Canton,
which we devastated.”

“There,” Oruthi continued, “the
rebels threw in their last few mil-
lion reserves, and we fell back to
the border. After regrouping, we
fought a series of border engage-
ments for several months. At last,
by mutual consent, we both with-
drew. That ended the Yingdraw
incident.”

“We have been unable to con-
tact Peiping since that time,”
Oruthi said. “But the pique of our
great ally will pass.”

“Remember to tell your Presi-
dent,” Trigask said, “that our auto-
' matic defences and our missile
arm is fully prepared, even though
our conventional infantry forces
may be somewhat reduced. We are
ready to rain down destruction
whenever necessary. But now, Mr.
Joenes, we really must offer you
some refreshment.”

Joenes was fed great quantities
of yoghurt and black bread, which
was all that was available at the
moment. Then they went with
Joenes in his own jet to show him
the fortifications.

Soon Joenes could look down
and see row upon row of cannon,
mine fields, barbed wire, machine
guns and pill boxes, extending end-
lessly to the horizon, disguised as
farms, villages, towns, troikas,
droshkys, and the like. Joenes saw
no people however, and this re-
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minded him of what he had heard
earlier about the state of affairs in
Western Europe.

They returned to Moscow Air-
port and the Russians disem-
barked, wishing Joenes good for-
tune on his return to Washington.

Just before he left, Comrade
Slavski said to him, “Remember,
my friend, that all men are broth-
ers. Oh, you may laugh at such
fine sentiments coming from a
drunkard who cannot even be
counted on to do his work proper-
ly. Nor would I blame you for
laughing, no more than I blamed
my chief, Rosskolenko, for club-
bing me over the ear yesterday and
saying that I would lose my job if
I showed up again drunk. I do not
blame Rosskolenko, I love that ter-
rible man as a brother, even though
I know that I will get drunk again,
and that he will fire me. And what
will happen then to my wife, gen-
tlemen, who weeps day and night
and lies under the sofa praying?
What will happen to my eldest
daughter, Grustikaya, who patient-
ly mends my shirts and does not
curse me when I steal her savings
for drink? I can see that you de-
spise me, and I do not blame you.
No man could be more despicable
than I. You may abuse me, gen-
tlemen, and yet I am an educated
man, I have noble sentiments, a
great future once lay before me.

At this point Joenes’s jet took
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off, and Joenes was unable to hear
the end of Slavski’s speech, if that
speech had an end.

It was only later that Joenes re-
viewed all he had seen and heard,
and realized that there was no
need for a war, nor even an ex-
cuse for fighting under present cir-
cumstances. The forces of chaos
had overwhelmed the Soviets and
Chinese, just as it had the West
Europeans. But there was no rea-
son now for that to happen in
America.

This message, with full details,
Joenes sent ahead of him to Wash-
ington.

13. THE STORY OF THE WAR
(As told by Teleu of Huahine.)

It is sad to relate, that, as
Joenes flew over California, an au-
tomatic radar station identified his
jet as an invader, and fired a num-
ber of air-to-air missiles at it. This
tragic incident marked the open-
ing phase of the great war.

Mistakes of this kind have oc-
curred throughout the history of
warfare. But in 21st century
America, due to the great confi-
dence and affection which men
had for their machines, and due
also to the semi-autonomous na-
ture of those machines, such a mis-
take was bound to have dire con-

sequences.
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Joenes watched with horror and
fascination as the missiles sped to-
ward his jet. Then he felt a vio-
lent lurch as the jet’s automatic
pilot, sensing the danger, fired its

own anti-missile-missiles in de-
fence.
This action brought other

ground-based missile stations to
the attack. Some of these stations
were automatic and others were
not, but all responded instantly to
the emergency call. Joene’s jet, in-
the meantime, had expanded its
entire armament.

But it had not lost the guile
which its planners had built into it.
It switched its radio to the missile-
dispatching frequency and broad-
cast an alarm, declaring itself un-
der attack and naming the air-
borne missiles as enemy targets to
be destroyed.

The tactics met with some suc-
cess. A number of the older, more
simple-minded missiles would not
destroy a craft which they con-
sidered their own. The newer,
more sophisticated missiles, how-
ever, had been alerted to just such
an attempt on the part of an ene-
my. Therefore they pressed the at-
tack, while the older missiles fierce-
ly defended the solitary jet.

When the battle between the
missiles was fully engaged, Joenes’s
jet glided away from the area.
With the battle zone far behind,
the jet streaked for its home air-
port in Washington, D.C.
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Upon arrival, Joenes was taken
by elevator to the Services Com-
mand Post, which was several
hundred feet underground. Here
he was questioned as to the nature
of the assault upon him and the
identity of the assailants. But all
Joenes could say for certain was
that he had been attacked by some
missiles and defended by others.

This and all other data concern-
ing the battle was given to the
War Probabilities  Calculator,
which quickly presented the fol-
lowing choices in order of appar-
ent probability:

1. The Communist Bloc had
“attacked California.

2. The neutralist countries had
attacked California.

3. The members of the West-
ern Alliance had attacked Cali-
fornia.

4. Invaders from outer space
had attacked California.

5. There was no attack upon
California.

The calculator also gave all pos-
sible combinations and permuta-
tions of these five possibilities, and
ranked them as alternate subpos-
sibilities.

The attending officers found
themselves bewildered by the many
probabilities, subprobabilities, pos-
sibilities and subpossibilities which
they were given. They had hoped
to choose the statement rated most
probable, and to act upon it. But
the War Probabilities Calculator
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rendered that impossible. As new
data came in, the calculator re-
vised and refined its probabilities,
ranking and grouping them in ev-
er-changing orders. Reappraisal
sheets marked “MOST URGENT”
spewed from the machine at the
rate of ten a second, no two alike,
to the annoyance of the attending
officers.

This was most confusing; so it
is no wonder that the officers took
the calculator’s first five major pos-
sibilities, rated them equally, and
brought them to General Voig, the
Commander of the Armed Forces,
for him to render final decision.

Voig, studying the five alterna-
tives before him, was aware of the
problems of modern warfare, and
sadly recognized how dependent
he was for information upon which
to base a sound decision. He also
knew that most of his information
came to him from extremely ex-
pensive machines which some-
times could not tell the difference
between a goose and a rocket; ma-
chines which required regiments
of highly trained men to minister
to them, repair them, improve
them, and to soothe them in every
way. And even with all this lavish
attention, Voig knew that the
machines could not really be trust-
ed. The creations were no better
than the creators, and indeed re-
sembled them in many of the
worst ways. Like men, the ma-
chines were frequently subiject to
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something resembling emotional
instability. Some became over-zeal-
ous, others had recurring halluci-
nations, functional and psychoso-
matic breakdowns, or even com-
plete catatonic withdrawals. And
aside from their own problems,
the machines tended to be influ-
enced by the emotional states of
their human operators. In fact, the
more suggestible machines were
nothing more than an extension of
their operator’s personality.

General Voig knew, of course,
that no machine possessed a real
consciousness, and therefore no
machine really suffered from the
diseases of consciousness. But they
seemed to, and that was just as
bad as the real thing.

But in spite of the problems,
General Voig was a man who had
been trained to make decisions.
And now, after a last look at the
five alternatives, and a rapid ques-
tioning of his own knowledge and
opinions, Voig picked up a tele-
phone and issued his orders.

We do not know which of the
five alternatives the General chose,
or what his orders were. It made no
difference. The battle had moved
entirely out of the General’s hands,
and he was powerless to force the
attack or to order it stopped, or to
have any important effect upon
the hostilities. The fight had be-
come uncontrollable, and this con-
dition had been hastened because
of the nature of the machines.
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A wounded California missle

‘screamed high into the heavens

and crashed at Cape Canaveral in
Florida, destroying half the base.
The remaining half rallied and
launched retaliatory missiles at an
enemy apparently entrenched in
California. Other missiles, dam-
aged but not destroyed, crashed in
all parts of the country. Local com-
manders in New York, New Jer-
sey, Pennsylvania, and more other
states, struck back on their own
authority, as did the automatic
missile stations. Both men and
machines had no lack of intelli-
gence reports upon which to base
this decision. In fact, before their
communications were disrupted,
they had received a deluge of re-
ports covering every possibility.
Being soldiers, they chose the most
dire.

Throughout California and all
of Western America, this retalia-
tion was retaliated against. Local
commanders believed that the ene-
my, whoever he was, had estab-
lished beachheads on America’s
east coast. They sought to destroy
these beachheads, not hesitating to
use atomic warheads when they
deemed it necessary.

All of this took place with a
terrible rapidity. The local com-
manders and their machines, sub-
jected to a hellish rain of fire,
tended to fight back as long as they
could. Some may have waited for
more specific orders; but in the
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end, all fought who could fight,

compounding destruction and con-
fusion, and spreading it to all cor-
ners of the world. And soon, the
civilization of proliferating ma-
chinery had vanished from the
face of the earth.

While this was taking place,
Joenes stood bewildered in the
Services Command Post, watching
generals give orders and other gen-
erals countermand them. All of
this Joenes saw, and still could not
say of his own knowledge who or
what the enemy was.

At this point the Command
Post gave a vast shudder. Although
situated many hundreds of feet
underground, it had now come un-
der attack by special burrowing
machines. |

Joenes flung out a hand to keep
his balance, and grasped the
shoulder of a voung first lieutenant.
The lieutenant turned, and Joenes
recognized him at once.

“Lum!” he cried.

“Hey, Joensey!” Lum said in
reply.

“How did vou get here?” Joenes
asked. “And what are you doing in
the army as a lieutenant?”

“Well, man,” Lum said, “that is
quite a tale, and it is all the more
strange because I am not exactly
what one would have called the
military sort. But I am very glad
you asked me that question.”

The Command Post shuddered
once again, throwing many of-
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ficers to the floor. But Lum con-
trived to keep his balance, and he
told Joenes the story of how he
had joined the Army.

14. HOW LUM JOINED
THE ARMY

(Lum’s own words, as recorded in
the Book of Fiji,
Orthodox edition.)

Well, man, I left the Hollis
Home for the Criminally Insane
shortly after you, and I went to
New York and attended a really
swinging party. It so happened I
got high on C that night, which is
nasty stuff if you aren’t used to it,
which I was not. I mean I've al-
ways been a peyote man, and
heroin never interested me, and I
thought that cocaine was merely
one of those old-fashioned kicks
until I tried it that night.

But I did try it, and I got this
feeling whilst with the big C that
I had a Florence Nightingale type
duty to tend all the sick fighting
machines of the world. The more
I thought about it the surer I was,
and the sadder I became as I
thought of poor suffering old ma-
chine guns with burnt-out barrels,
tanks with rust in their treads, jets
with broken landing gears, and the
like. I thought of the terrible dumb
agony these machines go through,
and I knew that I had to heal and
comfort them.
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As you can see I was pretty well
gassed, and in that state I marched
down to the nearest recruiting sta-
tion and joined up so as to be
close to the poor machines.

The next day I woke up and

found myself in the Army, and it
was a sobering not to say a frighten-
ing thought. I rushed out to find
that damned enlistment sergeant

who had taken advantage of a.

poor hophead obviously not in his
right mind at the time, but he had
flown to a Chicago whorehouse to
give an enlistment speech. So I
hastened to see my commanding
officer, also called the CO, and
told him that among other things
I was a dope addict and a recent
inmate of an institution for the
criminally insane, both of which I
could prove. And that further-
more 1 had latent homosexual
tendencies, an overpowering fear
of firearms, one blind eye, and also
a bad back. Because of all this, I
said, I could not legally be ac-
cepted into the Armed Services be-
cause of the provisions on page
123 paragraph C of the Enlistment
Act.

The CO looked me straight in
the eye and smiled in that way
only a Regular Army man or a cop
can smile. He said, “Soldier, this
is the first day of your new life, so
I am going to overlook certain ir-
regularities in your manner of ad-
dressing me. Now kindly get the
hell out of here and report to the
sergeant for duty.”
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When I didn’t go, he stopped
smiling and said, “Look, soldier,
nobody cares about your reasons
for enlisting, or for your so-called
dope jag at the time. As for the
various debilities you mentioned,
don’t worry about them. Hopheads
have done a firstclass job in Plan-
ning, and nobody can laugh at the
exploits of the Homosexual Bri-
gade during the last police action
in Patagonia. All you have to do is
be a good soldier and you'll find
that the army is a good way of life.
And do not go around quoting the
Enlistment Act like a guardhouse
lawyer, because that will make you
unpopular with my sergeants, who
just might beat your head to a
pulp. Right? Right. Now we know
where we stand, and I bear you no
hard feelings. In fact I congratu-
late you on the patriotic zeal which
led you to sign up for the special
fifty-year full-duty enlistment last
night. Good man! Now get the
hell out of here.”

So I left his office and won-
dered what to do next, since you
can get out of a jail or an asylum,
but not out of the Army. I was
pretty down for a while, but then
suddenly I was given a commis-
sion as a second lieutenant, and
directly after that I was assigned
to the personal staff of General
Voig, who is the very tipmost of
the top brass.

At first I thought all this had
happened because of my pleasing
personality, but then I found out
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it was something else entirely. It
appears that when enlisting, sky-
high on coke, I had put down my
occupation as pimp. This came to
the attention of officers who watch
for special occupational groups. In
my case it was reported to General
Voig, who immediately put in an
order for me and my services.

At first I had no idea what to
do, since I had never worked in
that field. But another general’s
pimp, or Special Duty Officer, as
he is more politely called, gave me
the word. I thenceforth arranged
a party for General Voig every
Thursday night, this being the
only night he could spare from his
military duties. It is ecasy work,
since all I need do is put in a call
to one of the numbers listed in the
Washington Defense Area Recrea-
tion Book; or, in'a pinch, I send
a hurry message to the Armed
Services Procurement Department,
which has branches in all major
cities. The General has shown a
hearty approval of my efficient
work, and I must confess that the
army is not the grim and terrible
place I had imagined it to be.

And that, Joenes, is what brings
me here. Speaking as General
Voig’s aid and good friend, I can
tell you that this war, whoever in
hell we're fighting, could not be in
better hands. I think this is im-
portant for all men to know, since
lies are frequently told about men
in high positions.

Furthermore, Joenesy, I think I
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should point out that there has
just been an explosion here in the
Command Post, and this hints of
greater things to come. Also a few
lights have gone off, and the air
is growing just a shade musty.
Therefore, since our services are
obviously not needed down here,
I suggest that you and 1 split this
scene and cut out entirely, if such
indeed is still possible.

Are you with me, Joensey? Are
you all right, man?

15. THE ESCAPE FROM AMERICA
(As told by Paaui of Fiji.)

Joenes had been stunned by a
small explosion occurring near his
head. In a state of shock, he let his
friend lead him to an elevator
which plunged them still deeper
into the bowels of the earth. When
they opened the elevator door, they
were standing in a wide passage-
way. Ahead of them was a sign,
reading: EMERGENCY UNDER-
GROUND SURVIVAL ROAD-
WAY. FOR AUTHORIZED PER-
SONNEL ONLY.

Lum said, “I don’t know if we
are authorized personnel, but tech-
nicalities must be forgotten at a
time like this. Joenes, are you
able to speak? Straight ahead
should be a vehicle which will
carry us to what I sure as hell hope
is safety. The General told me
about this setup, and I trust the
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old buzzard wasn’'t merely having
his bit of fun.”

They found the vehicle where
Lum had expected it to be, and
drove underground for many hours
until they emerged on the eastern
shere of Maryland, facing the At-
lantic Ocean.

Here Lum’s vigorous will fal-
tered, and he was unable to think
what to do next. But Joenes had
recevered full possession of his
senses. Taking Lum by the arm, he
went down to the silent beach.
Then ke turned south and walked
for several hours, coming at last
to adeserted little harbor.

Joenes selected one sailing beat
frem the many which lay at the
docks, and began transferring
food, water, charts and nautical
imstruments to it, taking them from
the many other seagoing boats im
the harbor. The job was not half
done when missiles began scream-
ing overhead, and Jeenes decided
to cast off immediately.

The boat was several miles out
to sea before Lum roused himself,
leoked around, and asked, “Uh,
man, like where we bound?”

“To my home,” Joenes said. “Te
the island of Manituatua in the
Seuth Pacific.”

Lum considered that, and said
mildly, “Sort of a long trip, isn’t it?
I mean, what with rounding Cape
Hern and all that jazz, it's prob-
ably semething like eight or nine
thousand miles, huh?”

“Something like that.”
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“You wouldn’t maybe consider
going to Europe instead, which is
only like three thousand miles?”

“I'm going home,” Joemes said
firmly.

“Yeah. Well,” Lum said, “east
or west, home's the best. But
we're somewhat short of food and
water for a trip like this, and I
suspect that little may be available
along the way. Nor do I have the
most perfect confidence in this
boat, which I believe is already
beginning to leak.”

“All quite true,” Joenes said.
“But I think the leaks can be fixed.
As for food and water, we’ll hope
for the best. Lum, there’s really no
other place that I know of worth
going to.”

“OK,” Lum said. “I wasn't-
knocking it, I just thought I'd kick
around a few thoughts to see if
they would roll away. Since they
won't, I like you will simply hope
for the best. Also I think you
should write your memoirs during
this jaunt, since they would make
interesting reading, and would al-
9o serve to identify our poor starved
cadavers should someone hap-
pen #© come across this boat.”

“lI am not at all convinced that
we are going to die,” Joenes said,
“though I must admit it seems a
strong possibility. But why don't
you write yours, Lum?”

“I may write a sketch or two,”
Lum said. “But for the most part
I am going to think about men and
governments and how to improve
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them, bringing to the task every
resource of my hophead mind.”

“I think that’s admirable, Lum,”
Joenes said. “Together we have
many things to tell people, if only
we can find some people.”

Thus, in perfect accord, Joenes
and his loyal friend set sail upon
a darkening sca, down a perilous
coast, toward a distant and uncer-
tain goal.

16. THE END OF THE
JOURNEY

(Written by the Editor, and com-
piled from all available sources.)

Of their voyage down the coasts
of the two Americas, around Cape
Horn, and then northwest to the
islands of the South Pacific,
very little need be said. The trials
which Joenes and Lum underwent
were severe, and the dangers they
faced were manv, Joenes himself
never spoke to any great cxtent
about the terrible trip, since he
was interested in other things. And
the only words which Lum is re-
ported to have said, when asked
about the vovage, were, “Well,
man, you know.”

We do indeed know. So we pass
on to Joenes and Lum at their
journey’s end, starved but still liv-
ing, unconscious and cast up on
the shore, and nursed back to
health by the inhabitants of Mani-
tuatua.
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When he recovered his senses,
Joenes inquired about his sweet-
heart, Tondelayo, whom he had
left in the islands. But that high-
spirited girl had grown tired of
waiting, had married a fisherman
from the Tuamotos, and was now
the mother of two children. Joenes
accepted this with good grace, and
turned his attention to world af-
fairs.

He found that only a few ef-
fects of the war had been noted on
Manituatua and its neighboring
islands. These islands, long out of
touch with Asia and Europe, had
suddenly lost communication with
America. Wild rumors poured in.
Some said there had been a great
war in which all the great coun-
tries of the earth had destroyed
each other. Others put the blame
on alien invaders of an unbeliev-
able malevolent disposition. Some
said there had been no war at all,
but a plague instead, followed by a
general collapse of Western civi-
lization.

These and many other theories
were argued, and are argued still.
Your editor holds to the view ex-
pressed by Joenes, of a spontan-
eous and chaotic explosion of war-
fare, culminating in the destruc-
tion of America, the last of the
great civilizations of the Old
World.

Both Joenes and Lum were con-
scious but feeble during those days.
The war was months past before
they had regained their entire
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strength. But at last, each of them
was ready to play his part in the
shaping of the new civilization.

Sadly, they saw their duties in
different ways, and were able to
reach no substantial agreement.
They tried to keep their friendship
intact, but this became increas-
ingly difficult. Their followers
compounded the difficulties, and
some thought that these two haters
of war might start a war them-
selves.

But this was not to be. Joenes’s
influence in the South Pacific is-
lands, from Nukhiva in the west
to Tonga in the east, was predomi-
nant. Therefore Lum and his fol-
lowers provisioned a number of
canoes and sailed eastward, past
Tonga to the Fijis, where Lum’s
ideas had excited considerable in-
terest. They were both in middle
age at this time, and they took
leave of each other with genuine
SOITOW.

Lum’s final words to Joenes
were: “Well, man, I guess every
cat has to find his own scene
where he can swing. But frankly
it bugs me going off this way, you
know? You and I been through it,
Joensey, and we're the only ones
who krnow. So even though I think
you're wrong, keep punching in
there, keed, and get the word
across. I'm going to miss you, man,
take it easy.”

Joenes expressed similar senti-
ments. Lum sailed to the Fijis,
where his ideas found the greatest

121

possible reception. Even today,
Fiji is the center of Lumism, and
the Fijians do not speak the dialect
of English derived from Joenes,
but rather the dialect of English
which Lum spoke. Some experts
consider this to be the purest and
most ancient form of the English
language.

The most striking part of Lum’s
philosophy can be told in his own
words, as written in the Book of
Fiji:

“Look, the whole thing hap-
pened in the way it happened on
account of machines.

“Machines are therefore bad.
They are also made of metal.

“So metal is even worse. I mean
it's evil.

“So as soon as we get rid of all
the damned metal, everything will
swing.” .

This was only a part of Lum’s
teachings, of course. He also had
firm theories on the need for in-
toxication and ecstatic joy (“You
gotta swing”); about ideal behavior
(“Nobody oughta bug anybody”);
about the limitations which socie-
ties should observe (“They should-
n't get on anybody’s back”); about
the need for good manners, tolera-
tion, and respect (“you shouldn’t
put nobody down”); about the im-
portance of objectively determined
sense-data (“I dig real things the
most”); about cooperation within a
societal framework (“It's pretty
good when all the cats swing to-
gether”); and many other things,
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covering nearly every aspect of hu-
man life. The examples were taken
from the Book of Fiji, where all of
Lum’s sayings can be found com-
plete with their annotations.

In those early days of the New
World, the Fijians were most in-
terested in Lum’s theory about the
evil inherent in metal. Being a
naturally adventurous and far-
travelling people, they set sail in
great fleets, led by Lum, to throw
metal into the sca wherever they
could find it.

On their expeditions, the Fijians
gathered new advocates for the
fiery Lumist faith. They spread the
destruction of metal throughout
the Pacific, journeying past Aus-
tralia to the jungle-clad coasts of
Asia, and then eastwward to the
shores of the Americas. Their ex-
ploits are recorded in numerous
songs and stories, particularly of
the work they did in" the Phillip-
pines, and, with the aid of the
Maoris, in New Zealand. Only late
in the centurv, long after Lum’s
death, were they able to complete
their work in Hawaii, thus ridding
the Pacific Islands of an estimated
nine-tenths of their metal.

At the height of Fijian pres-
tige, these fierce men briefly con-
quered many of the islands they
touched at. But they were far too
lacking in numbers to make their
conquests endure. For a while, Fi-
jians ruled in Bora Bora, Raiatea,
Huahine, and Oahu; but the local
populations either absorbed them
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or drove them out. Also, most Fi-
jians respected Lum’s explicit in-
structions concerning islands oth-
er than the Fijis: “Do your bit and
then split the scene; above all, do
not hang around and be a party-
poop.”

Thus ended the Fijian adven-
ture.

Joenes, unlike Lum, left behind
no organized body of philosophical
writings. He never explicitly dis-
approved of metal, but was himself
indifferent to it. He distrusted all
laws, even the best, while at the
same time recognizing the neces-
sity for them. For Joenes, a law
took its goodness from the nature
of the men administrating it.
When the nature of those men
changed, as Joenes believed was in-
evitable, then the nature of the
law changed, too. When this hap-
pened, new laws and new law-
givers had to be found.

Joenes taught that men should
strive actively toward virtue, and
at the same time recognize the ex-
treme difficulties involved in that
striving. The greatest of these dif-
ficulties, as Joenes saw it, was that
all things, even men and their vir-
tues, were continually changing,
thereby forcing a lover of the good
to abandon his illusions of perma-
nence and to search out the chang-
es occuring in himself and others,
and to center his goodness in a
never-ending search for momen-
tary stability in the midst of life’s
metamorphoses. On a quest like
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this, Joenes pointed out that one
needed luck, which was indefina-
ble but absolute essential.

Joenes spoke of this and many
other things, always stressing the
excellence of virtue, the necessity
for an active will, and the impos-
sibility of perfection. Some say that
in his old age Joenes preached in
an entirely different way, and told
men that the world was nothing
more than a horrid toy built by
evil gods; the form this toy took
was of a theater, in which the gods
put on endless plays for their own
amusement, creating and using
humans for the cast. And what the
gods did was to stuff these men
full of consciousness, and imbue
this consciousness with virtues and
ideals, hopes and dreams, and all
manner of qualities and contradic-
tions. Then, with the actors so
constituted, the gods set problems
for them, and found vast enjoy-
ment in the spectacle of these
strutting puppets, filled with their
own importance, convinced of
their place in the scheme of things,
suspecting or proving their im-
mortality, laboring to resolve the
dilemmas which the gods had put
before them. The gods roared
with laughter at this spectacle, and
nothing delighted them more than
to see some little puppet deter-
mined to live with decency and to
die with dignity. The gods always
applauded this, and laughed at the
absurdity of death, which was the
one thing that rendered all of man’s
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solutions impossible. But even this
was not the most terrible thing.
In time, the gods would tire of
their theater and their little human
puppets, would put them all away,
tear down the theater, and turn to
different amusements. After that,
in a little while, not even the gods
would remember that there had
been man. )

This tale is not characteristic of
Joenes, and your editor does not
think it worthy of him. We will
always remember Joenes in the
strength and pride of his middle
years, when he preached a message
of hope.

Joenes lived long enough to see
the death of the old world and the
birth of a new one. Today all civ-
ilization worthy of the name exists
upon the islands of the Pacific.
Our racial stock is mixed, and
many of our ancestors came from
Europe, America or Asia. But for
the most part we are Polynesian,
Melanesian and  Micronesian.
Your editor, who dwells upon the
island of Havaiki, believes that our
present peace and prosperity is a
direct consequence of the smallness
of our islands, their great number,
and the large distances between
them. This renders impossible any
hope of total conquest by one
group, and allows easy escape for
any man who does not like his own
island. These were advantages
which the people of the continents
did not possess.
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We have our difficulties, of
course. Warfare still breaks out
among the island groups, though on
an .infinitesimal scale in compari-
son to the wars of the past. There
is still social inequality, and injus-
tice, crime and disease; but these
evils are never so great as to over-
whelm the island societies. Life
changes, and this change often
seems to bring evil as well as pro-
gress; but the changes take place
more slowly today than in the hec-
tic past.

Perhaps this slowness of change
is due in part to the great scarcity
of metal. It was always in short
supply in our islands, and the
Fijians destroyed most of what was
available. A little metal is some-
times dug out of the earth in the
Phillippines, but hardly any of it
gets into circulation. Lumist socie-
ties are still active, and steal any
metal they can find and throw it in-
to the sea. Many of us feel that this
irrational hatred of metal is a de-
plorable thing; but we still cannot
answer Lum’s ancient question,
with which the Lumists still taunt
us.
The question goes: “Man, you
ever try to build a atom bomb out
of coral and coconut shells?”

As for the end of the Journey,
the following is told. Lum met
his death at the age of sixty-nine.
Leading a party of metal-destroy-
ers, Lum’s head was stove in by the
club of a huge Hawaiian who was
trying to protect a sewing machine.
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Lum’s final words were: “Well,
boys, I'm on my way to that Big
Tea Party in the Sky, run by the
Greatest Junkie of them all.”

So saying he died. This was
Lum’s final recorded statement on
religious matters.

With Joenes, the end came in
an entirely different way. In his
seventy-third year, while visiting
the high island of Moorea, Joenes
saw a disturbance on the beach
and went down to see what was the
matter. He found that a man of
his own race had drifted ashore on
a raft, his clothes in shreds and his
limbs badly sunburned, but oth-
erwise in good condition.

“Joenes!” the man cried. “I
knew you were alive, and I was
sure I'd find you. You are Joenes,
aren’t you?”

“I am,” Joenes said. “But I'm
afraid I don't recognize you.”

“I'm Watts,” the man said. “as
in watts the matter? I'm the jewel
thief you met in New York. Do you
remember me now?”

“Yes, I do,” Joenes said. “But
why have you sought me out?”

“Joenes, we talked for only a
few moments, but you had a pro-
found influence on me. Just as your
Journey became your life, so you
became my life. I cannot explain
how this knowledge came to me,
but it did come, and 1 found it
irresistible. My work was you, and
concerned only you. It was a long
hard task for me to gather together
everything you needed, but I did
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not mind. I received help, and
marks of favor in high places, and
was content. Then came the war,
rendering everything more diffi-
cult. T had to wander for many
vears over the ravaged face of
America to find what you would
require, but I completed mv work
and came at last to California.
From there I set sail for the is-
lands of the Pacific, and for many
years [ went from place to place,
often hearing of you, never finding
you. But I never grew discouraged.
I always remembered the difficul-
ties you had to face, and took heart
from them. I knew that your work
had to do with the completion of a
world; but my work had to do with
the completion of you.”

“This is very amazing,” Joenes

said in a calm voice. “I think per-
haps you are not in complete pos-
session of your senses, my dear
Watts, but that makes no differ-
ence atall. I am sorry to have
caused you so much trouble; but
I had no idea you were looking for
me.”
“You could not know,” Watts
said. “Not even you, Joenes, could
know who or what was looking for
you until it found you.”

‘Well,” Joenes said, “you have
found me now. Did you say that
you had something for me?”

“Several things,” Watts said. “I
have faithfully preserved and
cherished them, since they are
necessary for your completion.”

Watts then took out an oilskin

125

package which had been tied to
his body. Smiling with pleasure,
he handed the package to Joenes.

Joenes opened the package and
found the following things:

1. A note from Sean Feinstein,
who said that he had taken it upon
himself to send the things, and
also to provide Watts as an agent.
He hoped that Joenes was well. As
for himself, he had escaped the
holocaust with his daughter Deir-
dre, and had gone to Sangar Is-
land two thousand miles off the
coast of Chile. There he was enjoy-
ing a modest success as a trader,
while Deirdre had married an in-
dustrious and open-minded local
boy. He sincerelv hoped that
these enclosures would be of value
to Joenes.

2. A brief note from the doc-
tor whom Joenes had met in the
Hollis Home for the Criminally
Insane. The doctor wrote that he
remembered Joenes’s interest in
the patient who had believed him-
self to be god, and who had van-
ished before Joenes could meet
him. However, since Joenes had
been curious about the case, the
doctor was enclosing the only bit
of writing which the madman had
left—the list which had been
found on his table.

3. A map of the Octagon
marked with the official Cartogra-
pher’s seal and approved by the
highest officials. Marked “accurate
and final” by the chief of the Octa-
gon himself. Guaranteed to take
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anyone to any part of the building,
swiftly and without delay.

Joenes looked for a long time at
these things, and his face became
like weathered granite. For a long
time he did not move, and then
did so only when Watts tried to
read the various papers over his
shoulder.

“It's only fair!” Watts cried. “I
carried them all this way, and I
never looked at them. I must have
one peek at that map, my dear
Joenes, and just a glance at the
madman’s list.”

“No,” Joenes said. “These things
weren't sent to you.”

Watts became furiously angry,
and the villagers had to restrain
him from seizing the papers by
force. Several of the village priests
came expectantly up to Joenes,
but he backed away from them.
There was a look of horror on his
face, and some people thought he
would throw the papers into the
sea. But he did not. He clutched
them tightly to him and hurried up
the steep trail into the mountains.
The priests followed, but soon lost
their way in the dense under-
growth.

They came down and told the
people that Joenes would soon re-
turn, and that he had merely
wished to study the papers alone
for a while. The people waited and
did not lose faith for many years,
although Watts died. But Joenes
never descended from the moun-
tains.
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Nearly two centuries later, a
hunter chmbed the high ‘slopes of
Moorea in search of wild goats.
When he came down, he dec]ared
that he had seen a very old man
sitting in front of a cave, looking
at some papers. The old man had
beckoned to him, and -the hunter
came forward, not without fear.
He saw that the papers which the
old man held were faded by sun
and rain to an indecipherable
blur, and the old man himself
seemed to have gone blind from
reading them.

The hunter asked, “How can
you read those papers?”

The old man answered, “I don't
have to. I've learned them by
heart.”

Then the old man rose to his
feet and went into the cave, and
in a moment everything was as
though he had never been.

Was this story true? In spite of
his incredible age, could Joenes
still be living in the mountains
and thinking about the highest se-
crets of a vanished age? If so, did
the madman’s list and the Octa-
gon map have any meaning for
our own age?

We will never know. Three ex-
peditions to the place have turned
up no evidence of human habita-
tion, although the cave is there.
Scholars believe that the hunter
must have been drunk. They rea-
son that Joenes went out of his
mind with grief at receiving im-
portant information too late; that
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he fled from the priests and dwelt This explanation seems only
like a hermit with his fading and rcasonable; but the people of
useless papers; and finally died in Moorea have built a small shrine
some inaccessible place. on the site.

A somewhat expanded version of this novel will be published later this year
by Signet under the title JourNEY BEYOND TOMMORROW.
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