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THE PIPER z0n 'zeyno/cla

"LORD! HE'S TH EFE AGAIN! HE'S THEFES LOOK!"
the old man croaked, jabbing a calloused tin-
ger at the burial hill., "OId Piper agaln! As
crazy as a loonl Every year that wayl"

The Martian boy at the feet of thee old

man stirred his thin reddish fcet in the soil
/ and attixed his large green eyes upon burial

. Q{//’ hill where the Piper stood. "Why docs he do

L& that?" asked the boy. '

X\ "?h?“ The old man's icathery tacc rumpled Into a maze ot wrin-

kles\Y "He's crazy, that's what. Stands up there pliping on his mu-

sunseh until dawn."

slc +I§;
Shg hl;\ iping sounds squealed in the dusk, echoed back +trom
the | its, re lost in melancholy silence, tading. Then fou-
der, hilgher, anely, crying with shrill volce.

The Plper was a tall, gaunt man, face as pale and wan as Mar-
flan moons, eyes electrical purple, standing against the sott of the
dusking heaven, holding his pipe to his lips, playings The Pliper ==
a silhouettc == a symbol -- a melody.

"Where did the Piper come from?" asked the Martian boy.

"From Venus." The old man took out his pipe and tilted 1t. Oh,
some twenty years ago or more, on the projecdtile with the Terrestri-
anss | arrived on the same ship, coming trom Earth, we shared a dou
ble scat together."

"What 1s his name2" Again the boyish, ecager voice.

"I can't remember. | don't think | ever knew, recally."

A vague rustling sound came into exlistencees The Pliper contin-
ved playing, paying no hecd to it. From the darkness, across the
star=Jewelled horizon, come mysterlous shapes, creceping, crecping.

"Mars 1s a-dyling world," thec old man saide "Nothing ever hap-
pcns ot much gravity. The Piper, | belicve, is an exlle." '

The stars trembled like reflections In water, dancing with the
muslce

"An 2xllee" The old man continued. "Something |lke a leper.
They called him THE BRILLIANT. He was the epitome of all Venerian
culture until the Earthmen camz with their greedy incorporations and
licentlous harlnts. The Earthlings outlawed him, sent him here to
Mars to live out his days."



"ars s a dying world," repeated the boy. "A dylng world. How
many Martlians are there, sir?"

The old man chuckled. "I guess maybe you are the last pure Mar-
tian allve, boy. But there are millions ot others."

"Where do they tive? | have never seen them,"

"You are young. You have much to see, much to learn."

"here do they 1ive2"

"Out there, beyond the mountalns, beyond the dead sca bottoms,
over the horizon and to the north, In the caves, tar back In the
subterrane "

"Why ? n

"Why? Now that's hard to say. They were a brilliant race once
upon a time. But something happened to them, hybrided them. They
are unintelligent creatures now, cruel beasts.™

"Does Earth own Mars2?" the little boy's eyes were riveted vupon
thz glowing planet overhead, the green planct.

"Yes, all ot Mars. Earth has three citizes here, cach contalining
one thousand people’s The closest city Is a mile +rom here, down the
road, a group of small metal bubble-like buildings. The men from
Earth move about among the buildings |like ants enclosed in thelr
space suits. They are miners. WIth their huge machines they rip o=
pen the bowels of our planet and dig out our preclious 1l{e-blood
trom the minzral arterics."”

"l's that alli?2"

"That 1s all." The old man shook his head sadly. "No culture,
no art, no purpose. Greedy, hopelcss Earthlings."

"And the other two cities=--where arc they?"

; "One is up the same cobblzd road tive miles, thz third is ftur-
ther still by some five hundred mlilzs."

"I am glad | llive hzre with you, alone." The boy's hcad nodded
sleepily."l do not likz the men from Terra. They are despollers."

"They have always been. But someday," said the old man, "they

will meet their doom. They have blasphemizad enough, have they. They
cannot own plancts as they have and cxpect nothling but greedy luxury
tor thelr sluggishly squat bodizs. Someday---<=!" His volce rose

high, Tn tempo and plitch with the Piperts wild music.

Wild mustc, Insand music, stirring music. Muslc to stir the
savage Into lite. Music to zftect man's destiny!



"Wild-eyed Piper on the hill,
Crying out your rigadoons,

Bring the savages to kill

'Neath the waning Martian moonsi"

"What 1s thate" asked the boy.
"A poem," said the old man. "A poem | have wriitten in the last
tew dayse | tecl somcthing Is going to happen very soon. The Plp=-
er's song ls growing more insistent every night. At tirst, twenty
years ago, he played on only a tew nights of every year, but now,
ter the last thrzz years he has played untll dawn cvery night of
every autumn when the planet is dylng."

"Bring the savages?" the boy sat up. "What savages?"
"Theret™

Along the star-glimmered mountalin tops a8 vast clusterinag herd
ot black, murmuring, advancing. Thz music -screamed higher and hig-
her.

"Piper, pipe that song again!
So he piped, | wept to hear."

"More ot the poem?" asked the boy.

"Not my poem--but a poem from Earth some seventy yecars ago. |
lcarned 1t In school.”

"Music Is strangc.” The little boy's eyes were scintillant with
thought. "It warms me Inside. This music makes me angry. Why?2"

"Because It is muslic with a purpose."
"What purposc2"
"We shall know by dawn.

"Muslc Is the language of all things == intelligent or not, sav=
age or educatzed clviliian. This Piper knows his music as a god knows
hls heaven. For twenty yecars hz has composed his hymn ot action
and hate and tinally, tonight perhaps, the tinale wili be recacheds-
At tirst, many years ago, when he played, he recelved no answer
trom the subterrane, but the murmur ot gibbering volces. Five years
ago he lured the voices and the creatures from their caves to the
mountain tops. Tonight, for thz tirst time, the herd ot black will
splll over the tralls toward our hovel, toward the road, toward the
cities of mani"

Music sercaming, higher, taster, insanely, sending shock atter
macabre shock thru night alr, loosening the stars from their rive=-
ted stations., The Piper stretched high, six teet or more, upon his
hillock, swaylng back and ftorth, hls thin shape atttred In brown-
clothe The bldck mass on the mountain came down |lke amoebic tent=-
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aclesr met and coalesced, muttering and mumbling. "Go Inside and
hide," said the old man. "You are young, you must live to propa-
gate the new Mars. Tonight is the end of ot the old, tomorrow be
gins the new! It Is death for thz men of Earthi" Higher still
and higher. "Dcathl! They comz to overrun the Earthlings,dcstroy
thelr cities, take thelir projectides. Then - in the ships of man
-~ to Earthl Turnabout!l Revolution and Revengel A nzw clvili-
zatlonl When monstzrs usurp men and men's greediness crumbles at
his demisel™ Shriller, taster, higher, fnsanzly tempozed. "The .
Piper == The Brilllant One ~=He who has walted for years ftor this
nights Back to Vznus to reinstall the glory of his civilization!
The return of Art to humanityl

"But they arc savages, these unpurc Martians," thz boy cried.
"Men are savages. | am ashamed of being & man," the old man
sald, tremblingly. "Yes, thesc creatures arc savages, but they
will learn = these brutes-=with musice Music In many torms =e-==
music ftor pecace, music for love - music for hate and music for
dzath. The Pipcr and his brood will set up a new cosmos. Hz s
immortall"™ Now, hurrying, muttcring up the road, the tirst clus=
ter ot black, things reminiscent of men. A strange sharp odor in
the &#ire The Plper, from his hlllock, walking down the road,over
the cobbles, to the clty. "Piper, pipe that song againl™ cried
the old man. "Go and k1ll and live againlt Bring us love and art
againl Pipcr, plipe the songl | weepl"™ Then: "Hide, chlld, hide
quicklyl Before they comel Hurryl" And thz child, erying, hurr=-
icd to the small housc and hid himselt thru thez night.

Swirllng, Jumping, running, lcaping, gamboling, crylng=--the
ncw humanlty surged to mants citles, his rockcts, his mines. The
Piper's songl Stars shuddzercds Winds stilleds Nightblrds sang no
songs. Echoes murmured only the voices of the ones who advanced,
bringing new undcrstanding. The old man, caught in the whirlpool
ot ebon, was swept down, screaming. Then up the road, by the aw=-
tul thousands, vomiting out ot hills, sprawling trom cavzs, cur=-
ling, huge fingzrs of becasts, around and about and down to the
Man Citizs. Sighing, lcaping vp, voices and destructionl

kockets across the skyl

Gunse Decath.

And tinally, In the palc advancement ot dawn, the memory, the
cchoing of the old man's voice. And the Il1ttle boy srose to start
atresh a new world with a new mate.

Echolng, the old man's voice:

"Piper,pipec that song agalnl So he piped, | wept to hecari"

A new day dawned.

The End



