


















































































































































































































DAMN YOU, HARLAN ELUSON 

The dichotomy between science 
fiction in . print and sf in the 
film/TV media, as expressed in the 
eternal question, "Why aren't there 
more good sf movies?", is an 
interesting one, well worth a great 
deal more space than I have here. 
It's not simply that the public isn't 
ready for it; this used to be a valid 
(partial) answer, but no longer. 
Science fiction, whether it likes it or 
not, is becoming a field for the 
masses. But there are two other 
partial answers that are still valid-; 
the one is obvious, literally staring 
the viewer in the face, the other less 
so - I'll touch on it later. But the 
obvious one, !fhich a lot of people 
still haven't thought through, is 
that many of the various types of sf 
are terrifically expensive to pro­
duce. It is the mirror image of the 
historical epic; there a world of the 
past must be totally recreated; 
costumes, environment, everything. 
Much of science fiction requires the 
same thing, save that here it is not 
recreation. A world must be 
created, which implies talented 
designers rather than researchers, 
not to mention the whole area of 
special effects. And the era of 
muJti-million· dollar budgets for 
movies- is gone, - just when we 
needed it. 

BAIRD SEARLES 

Films 
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This perhaps too obvious point 
is brought up by the season's major 
TV entry in series sf, The Starlost. 
Created and with an initial script 
by Harlan Ellison, and with 
Douglas Trumbull (special effects 
on "2001" and director of "Silent 
Running") as executive producer 
and Ben Bova (editor of Ana~og) as 
technical advisor, it seemed a sure 
thing. Though at this writing I've 
only seen two episodes, I feel 
justified in saying that the sure 
thing got left at the post. 

The situation as set up is this: 
about 500 years in the past, the 
Earth was destroyed. A great space 
ship, called The Ark, was launched. 
It is 1,000 miles long, and its popu­
lation of three million is divided 
among a number of biospheres: 
domed, self-contained mini-worlds 
holding various samples of differ­
ing Earthly cultures plus a sizeable 
crew. Somewhere along the line, an 
accident destroys the crew, leaving 
the ship to proceed by itself and the 
biosphere cultures to develop in 
ignorance of their origins. In the 
first episode, Devon, a young man 
Of the Amish biosphere, is 
ostracized because he is ques­
tioning, wondering, thoughtful and 
heretical; he also wants to marry a 
girl that he's not supposed to have. 
He goes through a door which no 
one else ever had the courage to 
enter, and- voila!- the corridors 
of The Ark. He finds a source of 
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information, a sort of video cassette 
thing with a talking head that can, 
up to a point, answer questions (I 
was irresistibly reminded of Doro­
thy's first encounter with the 
Wizard), and learns The Truth. 
Considering that he is a good 
Amish boy who never even had to 
cope with zippers until then, he 
catches on fast, goes horne to Tell 
All, is of course not believed, makes 
off with the girl, and is followed by 
the boy she was supposed to marry. 
And there are three of them, 
wandering the corridors of a 
derelict space ship, staring out at 
the stars, and wondering what to do 
about the fact that they're heading 
for a sun with which they'll collide 
in five years (another handy bit of 
information delivered by the 
talking head). 

Episode two was pre-empted in 
my area by a ball game; I missed 
three; and four was so bad that I 
don't even want to go into it. The 
productions are handsome in the 
sort of way we've gotten used to 
sitice "2001"; acting is wooden; 
worst of all, there are the logic 
lapses and not-so-special special 
effects (amounting to sort of visual 
logic lapses) which are the usual 
major flaws of sf film. 

Mr. Ellison has renounced the 
whole thing, which is why the 
"created by" credit is the nom-de­
screen Cordwainer Bird. This is 
understandable ... all the more so 
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because he kindly lent me his 
original script for the first episode. 
Damn you, Harlan Ellison! Why'd 
you have to go and show me what 
could have been? It really hurts. 
Not only are all the logic lapses 
missing (for instance, Devon is 
shown in various stages of learning 
the situation from the holograph, 
implying that it took some time), 
but Ellison's visual directions are 
beautifully thought out (again, for 
instance: when Devon first sees the 
stars from the bridge, the camera 
pulls back and back and back until 
we see the real immensity of The 
Ark for the first time). 

I have reason to believe that 
Ellison thought that these things 
could be realized on screen. 
Nevertheless, see paragraph one. 
There wouldn't seem to be a 
one-to-one relationship between 
cutting down production values 
and cutting the intelligence from a 
script, but there is a definite 
linkage. A nibble here, a nibble 
there. This scene goes because the 
extra set is expensive (but also 
contains a key exposition); that 
character goes because it's one less 
salary. And so it goes. 
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In paragraph one I mentioned a 
second major problem. That is that 
everything in so expensive a thing 
as a TV series or a movie is usually 
decided by a number of people; 
production companies, networks, 
even unions have their say. And it 
seems almost a law that unless 
there is the rare case of one guiding 
intelligence, the concept will be 
diluted. That is why Stanley 
Kubrick and Gene Roddenberry, in 
their very different ways, managed 
to make something successful. 
And, I would guess, why Cord­
wainer Bird (nee Harlan Ellison) 
didn't. But it was a damn good try. 

Things-to-come-department ... 
Various titles upcoming, without 
much further information: "The 
Star Wars" (directed by George 
Lucas of "THX-1138"), "lsoworg," 
"Zardoz," "Damnation Alley" 
(Trumbull again, on Zelazny's 
novel) and Woody Allen's "Young 
Frankenstein." ... Unabashed-plug­
department ... I seem to be running 
this small bookshop devoted to 
fantasy and sf in New York City (56 
8th Ave., to be exact). Drop in if 
you can. 



Vonda Mcintyre is program coordinator of the University of 
Washington SF Writers' Workshop. Her fiction has 
appeared in Orbit, Quark, Venture, Analog and elsewhere, 
and she was the winner of an NAL short story contest 
in 1972. 

The Mountains of Sunset, 
the Mountains of Dawn 

by VONDA N. MciNTYRE 

The smell from the ship's chemical reactions of terror had 
animal room, at first tantalizing, been bred out of these beasts. 
grew to an overpowering strength. Their meat was tasteless. 
Years before, the odor of so many "Good day." 
closely caged animals had sickened Startled, the old one turned. 
the old one, but now it urged on her The youth's habit of approaching 
slow hunger. When she had been a silently from behind was annoying; 
youth, hunger had demanded it made her fancy that her hearing 
satiation, but now even her interior was failing as badly as her sight. 
responses were aging. The hunger Still, she felt a certain fondness for 
merely ached. this child, who was not quite so 

Inside the animal room, three weak as the others. The youth was 
dimensions of cages stretched up beautiful: wide wings and delicate 
the floor's curvature, enclosing fat ears, large eyes and triangular face, 
and lethargic animals that slept, soft body-covering offur as short as 
unafraid; She lifted a young one by fur can be, patterned in tan against 
the back of its neck. Blinking, it the normal lustrous black. The 
hung in her hand; it would not abnormality occurred among the 
respond in fear even when she first ship-generation's children. On 
extended her silver claws into its the home world, any infant so 
flesh. Its ancestors had run changed would have been exposed, 
shrieking across the desert when but on the sailship infanticide was 
the old one's shadow passed over seldom practiced. This the old one 
them, but fear and speed and the disapproved of, fearing a deterio-
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ration in her people, but she had 
grown used to the streaked and 
swirling fur pattern. 

"I greet thee," she said, "but 
I'm hungry. Go away before I make 
thee ill." 

"I've become accustomed to it," 
the youth said. 

The old one shrugged, leaned 
down, and slashed the animal's 
throat with her sharp teeth. Warm 
blood spurted over her lips. As she 
swallowed it, she wished she were 
soaring and eating bits of warm 
meat from the fingers of a mate or a 
lover, feeding him in turn. Thus 
she, when still a youth and not yet 
"she," had courted her eldermate; 
thus her youngermate had never 
been able to court her. Two 
generations of her kind had missed 
that experience, but she seemed to 
regret the loss more than they did. 
She dismembered and gutted the 
animal and crunched its bones for 
marrow and brains. 

She glanced up. The youth 
watched, seeming fascinated yet 
revolted. She offered a shred of 
meat. 

"No. Thank you." 
"Then eat thy meat cold, like 

the rest of them." 
"rll try it. Sometime." 
"Yes, of course," the old one 

said. "And all our people will live 
on the lowest level and grow strong, 
and fly every day." 

"I fly. Almost every day." 
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The old one smiled, half 
cynically, half with pity. "I would 
show thee what it is to fly," she 
said. "Across deserts so hot the 
heat snatche~ thee, and over 
mountains so tall they outreach 
clouds, and into the air until the 
radiation explodes in thy eyes and 
steals thy direction and shatters 
thee against the earth, if thou art 
not strong enough to overcome it." 

"I'd like that." 
"It's too late." The old wiped 

the clotting blood from her hands 
and lips. "It's much too late." She 
turned to leave; behind her, the 
youth spoke so softly that she 
almost did not hear. "It's my 
choice. Must you refuse me?" 

She let the door close between 
them. 

In the corridor, she passed 
others of her people, youths and 
adults made spindly by their 
existence on the inner levels of the 
ship, where the gravity was low. 
Many greeted her with apparent 
deference, but she believed she 
heard contempt. She ignored them. 
She had the right; she was the 
oldest ofthem all, the only one alive 
who could remember their home. 

Her meal had not yet revived 
her; the slightly curved floor 
seemed to rise in fact rather than 
in appearance. The contempt she 
imagined in others grew in herself. 
It was past her time to die. 
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Ladders connected the levels of 
the ship, in wells not designed for 
flying. With difficulty, the old one 
let herself down to the habitation's 
rim. She felt happier, despite the 
pain, when the centrifugal force 
increased her weight. 

The voyage had been exciting, 
before she grew old. She had not 
minded trading hunting grounds 
for sailship cubicles: the universe 
lay waiting. She entered the ship 
young and eager, newly elder­
mated, newly changed from youth 
to adult; loved, loving, sharing her 
people's dreams as they abandoned 
their small, dull world. 

The old one's compartment was 
on the lowest level, where the 
gravity was greatest. Slowly, 
painfully, she sat cross-legged 
beside the window, unfolding her 
wings against the stiffness of her 
wing-fingers to wrap the soft 
membranes around her body. 
Outside, the stars raced by, to the 
old one's failing sight a multi­
colored, swirling blur, like mica 
flakes in sand. 

The habitation spun, and the 
sails came into view. The huge 
reflective sheets billowed in the 
pressure of the stellar winds, 
decelerating the ship and holding it 
against gravity as it approached the 
first new world the old one's people 
would ever see. 

She dreamed of her youth, of 

FANTASY AND SCIENCE FICTION 

flying high enough to see the 
planet's curvature, of skimming 
through high-altitude winds, gam­
bling that no capricious current 
could overcome her and break her 
hollow bones. Other youths fell in 
their games; they died, but few 
mourned: that was the way of 
things. 

She dreamed of her dead 
eldermate, and reached for him, 
but his form was insubstantial and 
slipped through her fingers. 

Claws skittered against the 
door, waking her. Her dreams 
dissolved. 

"Enter." 
The door opened; against the 

dimness of .her room light 
shadowed the one who stood there. 
The old one's eyes adjusted slowly; 
she recognized the piebald youth. 
She felt that she should send the 
youth away, but the vision of her 
eldermate lingered in her sight, and 
the words would not come. 

"What dost thou wish?" 
"To speak with you. To listen to 

you." 
"If that's all." 
"Of course it isn't. But if it's all 

you will allow, I will accept it." 
The old one unwrapped her 

wings and sat slowly up ... 1 outlived 
my youngermate," she said. 
"W ouldst thou have me disgust our 
people again?" 

"They don't care. It isn't like 
that any more. We've changed." 
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"I know ... my children have 
forgotten our customs, and I have 
no right to criticize. Why should 
they listen to a crippled parent who 
refuses to die?" 

The youth heel-sat before her, 
silent for a moment. "I wish ... " 

She stretched out her hand, 
extending the sharp claws. "Our 
people should never have left our 
home. I would long be dead, and 
thou wouldst not have met me." 

The youth took her hand and 
grasped it tightly. "If you were 
dead-" 

She drew back, opening long 
fingers so her wing spread across 
her body. "I will die," she said. 
"Soon. But I want to fly again. 'I 
will see one new world, and then I 
will have seen enough." 

"I wish you wouldn't talk of 
dying." 

"Why? Why have we become so 
frightened of death?" 

The youth rose, shrugging, ana 
let the tips of the striped wings 
touch the floor. The vestigial claws 
clicked against the metal. "Maybe 
we're not used to it any more." 

The old one perceived the 
remark's unconscious depth. She 
smiled, and began to laugh. The 
youth looked at her, as if thinking 
her mad. But she could not explain 
what was so funny, that they had 
reached for the perils of the stellar 
winds, and found only safety and 
trepidation. 
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"What's the matter? Are you all 
right? What is it?" 

"Nothing," she said. "Thou 
wouldst not understand." She no 
longer felt like laughing, but 
exhausted and ill. "I will sleep," 
she said, having regained her 
dignity. She turned her gaze from 
the beautiful youth. 

Waking, she felt warm, as if she 
were sleeping in the sun on a 
pinnacle of rock with the whole 
world spreading out around her. 
But her cheek rested against chill 
metal; she opened her eyes knowing 
once more where she was. 

The youth lay beside her, 
asleep, wing outstretched across 
them both. She started to speak but 
remained silent. She felt she should 
be angry, but the closeness was too 
pleasurable. Guilt sprang up, at 
allowing this child to retain desire 
for the love of one about to die, but 
still the old one did not move. She 
lay beneath the caressing wing, 
seeking to recapture her dreams. 
But the youth shifted, and the old 
one found herself looking into 
dark, gold-flecked, startled eyes. 

The youth pulled away. "I am 
sorry. I meant only to warm you, 
not to ... " 

"!...found it pleasant, after so 
long in this cold metal I thank 
thee." 

The youth gazed at her, 
realizing gradually what she had 
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said, then lay down and gently her wings, ran a few steps, and 
enfolded her again. lifted herself into the air. The 

"Thou art a fool. Thou dost takeoff felt clumsy, but the flying 
seek pain." was more graceful. 

The youth rested against her, She glided, spiraling upward on 
head on her shoulder. the gravity gradient. To fly higher 

"I will only call thee 'thee,'" she with less and less effort had been 
said. strange and exciting; now she only 

"All right." wished for a way to test her strength 

The flying chamber enclosed 
half the levels of a segment two 
twelfths of the habitation wide. Its 

to the breaking point. Her distance 
perception had weakened with 
time, but she knew the dimensions 
of the chamber by kinesthetic sense 

floor and its side walls were and memory: l~ng enough to let 
transparent to space. 

The old one and the youth stood 
on a brilliant path of stars. On one 
side of them, the sails rippled as 
they changed position to hold the 
ship on course. They obscured a 
point of light only slightly brighter 
than the stars that formed its 
background: the sun of the home 
planet, the star this ship and a 
thousand like it had abandoned. 
On the other side, a second star 
flared bright, and even the old one 
could see the changing phase~ of 
the spheres that circled it. 

The youth stared out at the 
illuminated edge of their destina­
tion. "Will you be happy there?" 

"I'll be happy to see the sky and 
the land again." 

"A blue sky, without stars ... I 
think that will be very empty." 

"We became used to this ship," 
the old one said. "We can go back 
again as easily." She turned, spread 

one glide, but not soar, wide 
enough to let one stroke slowly 
from one side to the next, but not 
tax one's muscles with speed, deep 
enough to let one swoop, but not 
dive. 

At the top of the chamber, she 
slid through the narrow space 
between . ceiling and walking 
bridge; she heard the youth, behind 
her, falter, then plunge through. 
The old one had laughed, when 
they built the crossing, but there 
were those who could not cross the 
chamber without the bridge, and 
that she <,tid not find amusing. 

Sound guided her. Sometimes 
she wished to plug her ears and fly 
oblivious to the echoes that marked 
boundaries. She had considered 
dying that way, soaring with senses 
half crippled until she crashed 
against the thick tapestry of stars 
and blessed the sailship with her 
blood. But she wanted to touch the 



THE MOUNTAINS OF SUNSET 

earth again; so she continued to 
live. 

She grew tired; her bones would 
ache when she had rested. She 
dipped her wings and slipped 
toward the floor, stretching to 
combat the rising end of the 
gradient. She landed; her wings 
drooped around her. The youth 
touched down and approached her. 
"I am tired." 

She appreciated the concession 
to her dignity. "1, too." 

The days passed; the youth 
stayed with her. They flew together, 
and they sailed the long-deserted 
ion boats in the whirlpools of 
converging stellar winds. At first 
fearful, the youth gained confi­
dence as the old one demonstrated 
the handling of the sails. The old 
one recalled other, half-forgotten 
voyages with other, long-dead 
youths. Her companion's growing 
pleasure made her briefly glad that 
her dream of dying properly, veiled 
and soaring, had kept her from 
taking one of the boats and sailing 
until the air ran out or some 
accident befell her. 

When the features of the new 
world could be discerned, the old 
one made the long walk to the 
navigation room. Her eyes no 
longer let her feel the stars, and so 
she did not navigate, yet though the 
young people could guide the ship 
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as well as her generation had, she 
felt uneasy leaving her fate in the 
hands of others. From the doorway, 
she pushed off gently and floated to 
the center of the chamber. A few 
young adults drifted inside the 
transparent hemisphere, talking, 
half dozing, watching the relation­
ships between ship, planet, pri­
mary, and stars. The navigation 
room did not rotate; directions 
were by convention. Streaked with 
clouds, glinting with oceans, the 
crescent world loomed above them; 
below, the ship's main body spun, a 
reflective expanse spotted with 
dark ports and the transparent 
segment of the flying chamber. 

"Hello, grandmother." 
"Hello, grandchild." She 

should call him "grandson," she 
thought, but she was accustomed to 
the other, though this child of her 
first child, already youngermated, 
had long been adult. She felt once 
more that she should choose a 
graceful way to die. 

Nearby, two people conferred 
about a few twelfths of a second of 
arc and altered the tension on the 
main sail lines. Like a concave 
sheet of water, the sail rippled and 
began to fold. 

"It seems the engines will not be 
necessary." They had begun the 
turn already; the stars were shifting 
around them. 

He shrugged, only his shoul­
ders, not his wings. "Perhaps just a 
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little." He gazed at her for a long 
time without speaking. "Grand­
mother, you know the planet is 
smaller than we thought." 

She looked up at the white­
misted, half-shadowed globe. "Not 
a great deal, surely." 

"Considerably. It's much 
denser for its mass than our world 
was. The surface gravity will be 
higher." 

"How much?" 
"Enough that our people would 

be uncomfortable." 
The conditional, by its implica­

tions, frightened her. "Our people 
are weak," she said. "Have the 
council suggest they move to the 
first level." 

"No one would, grandmother." 
Though he never flew, he sounded 
sad. 

"You are saying we will not 
land?" 

"How can we? No one could 
live." 

"No one?" 
"You are old, grandmother." 
"And tired of sailing. I want to 

fly again." 
"No one could fly on that 

world." 
"How can you say? You don't 

even fly in the chamber." 
He stared down at the 

shimmering, half-folded sails. "I fly 
with them. Those are all the wings 
our people need." 

The old one flexed her 
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wing-fingers; the membranes 
opened, closed, opened. "Is that 
what everyone believes?" 

"It's true. The sails have carried 
us for two generations. Why should 
we abandon them now?" 

"How can we depend on them 
so heavily? Grandson, we came 
onto this ship to test ourselves, and 
you're saying we will avoid the 
test." 

"The ambitions and needs of a 
people can change." 

"And the instincts?" 
She knew what his answer 

would be before he did. "Even 
those, I think." 

The old one looked out over 
space. She could not navigate, but 
she could evaluate their trajectory. 
It was never meant to be converted 
into an orbit. The ship would swing 
around the planet, catapult past it, 
and sail on. 

"We felt trapped by a whole 
world," the old one said. "How can 
our children be satisfied on this 
uninteresting construct?" 

"Please try to understand. Try 
to accept the benefits of our 
security." He touched her hand, 
very gently, his claws retracted. 
"I'm sorry." 

She turned away from him, 
forced by the lack of gravity to use 
clumsy swimming motions. She 
returned to the low regions of the 
habitation, feeling amost physically 
wounded by the decision not to 
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land. The ship could sustain her life 
no longer. 

The youth was in her room. 
"Shall we fly?" 

She hunched in the comer near 
the window. "There is no reason to 
fly." 

"What's happened?" The 
youth crouched beside her. 

"Thou must leave me an<1 
forget me. I will be gone by 
morning." 

"But I'm coming." 
She took the youth's hand, 

extending her silver claws against 
the patterned black-and-tan fur. 
"No one else is landing. Thou 
wouldst be left alone." 

The youth understood her 
plans. "Stay on the ship." The tone 
was beyond pleading. 

"It doesn't matter what I do. If 
I stay, I will die, and thou wilt feel 
grief. (f I leave,. thou wilt feel the 
same grief. But if I allow thee to 
come, I will steal thy life." 

"It's my life." 
"Ah," she said sadly, "thou art 

so young." 
The old one brought out a flask 

of warm red wine. As the sky spun 
and tumbled beside them. She and 
the youth shared the thick, salty 
liquid, forgetting their sorrows as 
the intoxicant went to their heads. 
The youth stroked the old one's 
cheek and throat and body. "Will 
you do one thing for me before you 
leave?" 
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"What dost thou wish?" 
"Lie with me. Help me make 

the change." 
Wit~ the wine, she found 

herself half amused by the youth's 
persistence and naivete. "That is 
something thou shouldst do with 
thy mate." 

"I have to change soon, and 
there's no one else I want to court." 

"Thou dost seek loneliness." 
"Will you help me?" 
·~I told thee my decision when 

thou asked to stay." 
The youth seemed about to 

protest again, but remained silent. 
The old one considered the easy 
capitulation,, but the strangeness 
slipped from her as she drank more 
wine. Stroking her silver claws 
against her companion's patterned 
temple, she allowed her vision to 
unfocus among the swirls of tan, 
but she did not sleep. 

When she had set herself for her 
journey, she slipped away. She felt 
some regret when the youth did not 
stir, but she did not want another 
argument; she did not want to be 
cruel again. As she neared the craft 
bay, excitement overcame disap­
pointment; this was her first 
adventure in many years. 

She saw no one, for the bay was 
on the same level as her room. She 
entred a small power craft, sealed 
it, gave orders to the bay. The 
machinery worked smoothly, de-
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spite lack of use or care. The old 
one could understand the young 
people's implicit trust in the ship; 
her generation had built seldom, 
but very well. The air gone, she 
opened the hatch. The craft fell out 
into space. 

Her feeling for the workings of 
the power craft returned. Without 
numbers or formulae she set its 
course; her vision was not so bad 
that she could not navigate in 
harbors. 

Following gravity, she soon 
could feel the difference between 
this world and the home planet; 
not, she thought, too much. She 
crossed the terminator into day­
light, where swirls of cloud swept by 
beneath her. She anticipated rain, 
cool on her face and wings, pushed 
in rivulets down her body by the 
speed of her flight. Without the old 
one's conscious direction, her wing 
fingers opened slightly, closed, 
opened. 

She watched the stars as her 
motion made them rise. Refraction 
gave her the approximate density of 
the air: not, she thought, too low. 

The ship dipped into the outer 
atmosphere. Its stubby wings 
slowed it; decelerating, it ap­
proached the planet's surface, 
fighting the differences of this 
world, which yielded, finally, to the 
old one's determination. She 
looked for a place to land. 

The world seemed very young; 
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for a long while she saw only thick 
jungles and marshes. Finally, 
between mountain ranges that 
blocked the clouds, she found a 
desert. It was alien in color and 
form, but the sand glittered with 
mica like the sand of home. She 
landed the ship among high dunes. 

The possibility had always 
existed that the air, the life, the very 
elements would be lethal. She 
broke the door's seal; air hissed 
sharply. She breathed fresh air for 
the first time in two generations. It 
was thin, but it had more oxygen 
than she was used to, and made her 
light-headed. The smells teased her 
to identify them. She climbed to the 
warm sand, and slowly, slowly, 
spread her wings to the gentle wind. 

Though the land pulled at her, 
she felt she could overcome it. 
Extending her wings to their 
limits, she ·ran against the breeze. 
She lifted, but not enough; her feet 
brushed the ground, and she was 
forced to stop. 

The wind blew brown sand and 
mica flakes against her feet and 
drooping wingtips. "Be patient to 
bury me," she said. "You owe me 
more than a grave." 

She started up the steep face of 
a nearby dune. The sand tumbled 
grain over grain in tiny avalanches 
from her footsteps. She was used to 
feeling lighter as she rose; here, she 
only grew more tired. She 
approached the knife-edged crest, 
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where sunllight sparkled from each 
sand crystal. The delicate construct 
collapsed past her, pouring sand 
into her face. She had to stop and 
blink until her eyes were clear of 
grit, but she had kept her footing. 
She stood at the broken summit of 
the dune, with the saillike crests 
that remained stretched up and out 
to either side. Far above the desert 
floor, the wind blew stronger. She 
looked down, laughed, spread her 
wings, and leaped. 

The thin air dropped her; she 
struggled; her feet brushed the 
sand, but her straining wings held 
her and she angled toward the sky, 
less steeply than of old, but 
upward. She caught an updraft and 
followed it, spiraling in a wide arc, 
soaring past the shadowed hills of 
sand. This flight was less secure 
than those of her memories; she felt 
intoxicated by more than the air. 
She tried a shallow dive and almost 
lost control, but pulled herself back 
into the sky. She was not quite 
ready to give life up. She no longer 
felt old, but ageless. 

Motion below caught her 
attention. She banked and glided 
over the tiny figure. It scuttled away 
when her shadow touched it, but it 
seemed incapable of enough speed 
to make a chase exhilarating. 
Swooping with some caution, she 
skimmed the ground, snatched up 
the animal in her hand-fingers, and 
soared again. Thrashing, the scaly 
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beast cried out gutturally. The old 
one inspected it. It had a sharp but 
not unpleasant odor, one of the 
mysterious scents of the air. She 
was not hungry, but she considered 
killing and eating the creature. It 
smelled like something built of 
familiar components of life, though 
along a completely alien pattern. 
She was curious to know if her 
system could tolerate it, and she 
wondered what color its blood was, 
but her people's tradition and 
instinct was to kill lower animals 
only for food. She released the cold 
beast where she had found it and 
she soared away. 

The old one climbed into the air 
for one final flight. She felt deep 
sorrow that the young ones would 
not stop here. 

At first, she thought she was 
imagining the soft, keening whine, 
but it grew louder, higher, until she 
recognized the shriek of a power 
craft. It came intQ view, flying very 
fast, too fast - but it struggled, 
slowed, leveled, and it was safe. It 
circled toward the old one's craft. 
She followed. 

From the air, she watched the 
youth step out into the sand. She 
landed nearby. 

"Why didst thou come? I will 
not go back." 

The youth showed her ankle 
bands and multicolored funeral 
veils. "Let me attend your death. At 
least let me do that." 
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"That is a great deal." 
"Will you allow it?" 
"Thou hast exposed thyself to 

great danger. Canst thou get 
back?" 

"If I want to." 
"Thou must. There is nothing 

here for thee." 
"Let me decide that!" The 

youth's outburst faltered. "Why ... 
why-do you pretend to care so much 
about me?" 

"I-" she had no answer. Her 
concern was no pretense,_ but she 
realized that her actions and het 
words had been contradictory. She 
had changed, perhaps as much as 
the young ones, keeping the old 
disregard for death to herself, 
applying the new conservation of 
life to others. "I do care," she said. 
"I do care about you." 

And the youth caught his 
breath at her use of the adult form 
of address. "I've hoped for so long 
you might say that," he said. "I've 
wanted your love for such a long 
time .... "· 

"You will only have it for a little 
while." 

"That is enough." 
They embraced. The old one 

folded her wings over him, and they 
sank down into the warm sand. For 
the first time, they touched with 
love and passion. As the sun struck 
the sharp mountains and turned 
the desert maroon, the old one 
stroked the youth and caressed his 
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face, holding him as he began the 
change. The exerior alterations 
would be slight. The old one felt her 
lover's temperature rising, -as his 
metabolism accelerated to trigger 
the hormonal changes. 

"I feel very weak," the youth 
whispered. 

"That is usual. It passes." 
He relaxed within her wings. 
The sun set, the land grew dim; 

the moons, full, rose in tandem. 
The stars formed a thick veil above 
the fliers. They lay quietly together, 
the old one stroking her lover to 
ease the tension in his muscles, 
helping maintain his necessary 
fever with the insulation of her 
wings. The desert grew cool with 
the darkness; sounds moved and 
scents waxed and waned with the 
awakening of nocturnal creatures. 
The world seemed more alien at 
night. 

"Are you there?" His eyes were 
wide open, but the pupils were 
narrow slits, and the tendons in his 
neck stood out, strained. 

"Of course." 
"I didn't know it would 

hurt ... I'm glad you're here .... " 
"We all survive the passage," 

she said gently. But something 
about this world or the changing 
one himself made this transition 
difficult. 

She held him all night while he 
muttered and thrashed, oblivious to 
her presence. As dawn approached, 
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he fell into a deep sleep, and the old 
one felt equally exhausted. The sun 
dimmed the veil of stars and 
warmed the fliers; the creatures 
that had crept around them during 
darkness returned to their hiding 
places. The old one left her lover 
and began to climb a dune. 

When she returned, the new 
adult was awakening. She landed 
behind him; he heard her and 
turned. His expression changed 
from grief to joy. 

"How do you feel?" 
He rubbed his hands down the 

back of his neck. ·~don't know. I 
feel...new." 

She sat on her heels beside him. 
"I was hungry afterwards," she 
said. She held up a squirming pair 
of the reptiles. "But I didn't have to 
wonder if the food would kill me." 
She slashed one creature's throat. 
The blood was brilliant yellow, its 
taste as sharp as the smell. She 
sampled the flesh: it was succulent 
and strong after the mushy, 
flavorless meat on the ship. "It's 
good." She offered him a piece of 
the meat she held. "I feel you can 
eat it safely." He regarded it a 
moment, but took the second beast 
and bit through its scales and skin. 
It convulsed once and died. 

"A clean kill," she said. 
He smiled at her, and they 

feasted. 
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He stood and spread his wings, 
catching a soft hot breeze. 

"We can fly here," the old one 
said. 

He ran a few steps and 
launched himself into the air. She 
watched him climb, astonished and 
delighted that he needed no 
assistance. He seemed unsure of 
distances and angles, unsteady on 
turns and altitude changes, but 
that would have improved if he had 
had the time. She heard him laugh 
with joy; he called to her. 

Wishing she were still strong, 
she climbed the dune again and 
joined him. All that day they flew 
together; she taught him to hunt, 
and they fed each other; they 
landed and lay together in the sand. 

Twilight approached. 
The old one ached in every 

bone. She had imagined, as the air 
supported her, that she might 
somehow escape her age, but the 
ground dragged at her, and she 
trembled. 

"It's time," she said. 
Her lover started as if she had 

struck him. He started to protest, 
but stopped, and slipped his wings 
around her. "I will attend you." 

He walked with her up the 
dune, carrying the veils. At the top, 
he fastened the bands around her 
fingers and ankles. The old one 
spread her wings and fell into the 
air. She flew toward the mountains 
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of sunrise until darkness engulfed 
her and the stars seemed so close 
that she might pull them across her 
shoulders. Her lover flew near. 

"What will you do?" 
"I'll go back to the ship." 
"That's good." 
"I may be able to persuade a 

rew to return with me." 
She thought of his loneliness, if 

he were refused and returned 
nonetheless, but she said nothing of 
that. "I respect your decision." 

She climbed higher, until the 
air grew perceptibly thinner, but 
she could not fly high enough for 
cosmic rays to burst against her 
retinas. She took comfort in the 
clear sky and in flying, and plucked 
a veil from her companion. After 
that, he slipped them into the 
bands, staying near enough for 
danger. She felt the cold creeping 
in; the veils drifted about her like 
snow. "Good-by, my love," she 
said. "Do not grieve for me." 
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Her senses were dimmed; she 
could barely hear him. "I have no 
regrets, but I will grieve." 

The old one stretched out her 
stiffening wings and flew on. 

He followed her until he knew 
she was dead, then dropped back. 
She would continue to some secret 
grave; he wished to remember_her 
as she had been that day. 

He glided alone over the desert 
and in the treacherous currents of 
mountains' flanks, impressing the 
world on his mind so he could 
describe its beauties. At dawn, he 
returned to his craft. A breeze 
scattered tiny crystals against his 
ankles. 

He dropped to his knees and 
thrust his fingers into the bright, 
warming s_and. Scooping up a 
handful, he wrapped it in the last 
silver funeral veil and carried it 
with him when he departed. 
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Raylyn Moore's new story concerns a Strange Child 
who finds the truth in the oddest places •.. 

Shoes 
by RAYLYN MOORE 

Whiie Mrs. Baumgartner was only been more punishment. Yet 
talking, Vilia looked down at her lying was wrong too, everyone said 
own feet. She could hear the so. Finally she said, "Can't you 
children screaming. hear the children screaming, Mrs. 

"For the past three afternoons," Baumgartner?" 
Mrs. Baumgartner said, waggling The fourth-grade teacher of 
the same bony forefinger she used Cottonwood Rural Elementary 
for jabbing at words on the looked exasperated. "Of course I 
chalkboard, "you have sneaked off can hear the children screaming. 
the schoolbus at the wrong stop. What a question! And that brings 
Why do you do these naughty up something else I've been 
things?" meaning to speak to you about, 

Vitia's shoes were black patent Vilia, your lack of attention 
leather with toes like dark mirrors. especially when your elders are 
She never polished them; they addressing you, your dreamy habit 
never needed it. They grew shinier, of woolgathering constantly, in 
cleaner, clearer all the time. class and everywhere else. You're a 

"Why?" Mrs. Baumgartner strange child, a perverse child, 
insisted. Your Aunt Myra was quite right to 

"Because -" Vilia began, and warn me about you the first day she 
then thought better of it. Every time brought you to school." 
she had ever tried to explain the "Yes, ma'am," said Vilia 
truth to an adult, the result had politely. 
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"Now, the subject we are 
discussing here is not the noise to 
be heard from the playground, but 
your serious infraction of our strict 
rule that the school district is 
responsible for each student until 
the moment he or she is delivered to 
the bus stop nearest his or her 
home. No child is permitted to 
leave the bus before the proper stop 
unless there is a written note signed 
by a parent - or in your case a 
guardian - allowing the child to 
visit at some other house. Is that 
clear?" 

Vilia nodded and looked out the 
open window at the late autumn 
afternoon, which was heavy with 
sunshine and the smell of distant 
wood smoke. So the children Mrs. 
Baumgartner heard were only the 
ones outside jumping, skipping, 
running, pummeling, and occa­
sionally colliding as they waited for 
the schoolbuses to come back from 
taking the early loads home. Mrs. 
Baumgartner didn't understand 
anything at all. 

When the teacher rolled the 
chair back from her desk and stood 
up, Vilia could see the familiar 
tight red pumps with slightly 
runover heels. Mrs. Baumgartner 
had thick legs and ankles, so that 
the red pumps looked as if they 
must have been made for someone 
else. Yet she wore them nearly every 
day, and they went clack-snack­
snack. clack-snack-snack to and 
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fro over· the bare wood floor at the 
front of the fourth-grade classroom. 

"Very well, you may go. I 
shouldn't need to say, however, that 
if you don't heed my warning about 
the bus this time, very painful 
measures will be taken, both by the 
school and your Aunt Myra, with 
whom I have spoken this afternoon 
by telephone." Mrs. Baumgartner 
puffed herself up into tier most 
threatening posture. "What will 
happen to you then, Vilia, will 
make all the other punishments 
you've received so far this term 
seem like a round of drop the 
hanky." 

Outside Vilia stood alone beside 
the science club project, a glass 
terrarium with a controlled inside 
atmosphere. She quietly studied 
her toes. A small breeze ruffled her 
dark-brown bangs, pressed the 
worn red plaid dress, a hand-me­
down from a neighbor of Aunt 
Myra's, against her small, thin 
body. Suddenly, her eyes still on her 
shoes, Vilia crouched down and 
buried her face tightly in her arms. 
A split second later the hardball, 
driving at bullet speed, exploded 
against the side of the terrarium 
nearest Vilia. For a moment 
afterward it rained glass splinters. 

There was a shocked silence in 
the schoolyard, then a mounting 
hubbub, a confusion of running 
feet. 
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Mrs. Baumgartner's shrill voice 
carried over all the noise. "I've told 
you and told you," she hollered, 
"not to play ball on this side of the 
playground. Who threw that ball? 
Come, speak out. A child has been 
injured by broken glass. Who's 
responsible? Who has done this 
terrible thing?" 

Slowly, Vitia r~e from her 
squatting position, uncovering her 
face. "I'm not hurt, Mrs. Baum­
gartner." 

"Well, I declare. I saw you from 
the window just a second ago 
standing by the terrarium, and then 
I heard the crash and saw you 
holding your face. What was I to 
think? What is the meaning of 
this?" In an instant all the 
teacher's anger against the culprit 
who had thrown the ball seemed to 
revert to Vitia. "What is the matter 
with you anyway? Why can't you 
stay out of trouble? Wherever you 
are, accidents seem to happen, 
don't they? You needn't try to deny 
it. Your aunt has. told me plenty 
about what went on where you lived 
before you moved here. You'd 
better learn to behave, that's all. 
Let this be a final warning." 

This time after Mrs. Baum­
gartner had withdrawn, Vitia 
walked to the end of the concrete 
path where the bus stop was. She 
returned her attention to her shoes 
and her interrupted thought. The 
ball coming in her direction had 
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been a nothing. Child's play. The 
more important thing was still 
there, waiting to happen. And the 
worst of it was she had no way of 
knowing exactly when. 

The bus with the number three 
on its yellow side rumbled in, 
balloon tires biting fiercely at the 
gravel. The children who lived out 
along the pike and the Old Quarry 
Road were queuing up behind 
Vitia. 

Tommy Williams shoved her in 
the back. "For a minute there I was 
sure you'd been kilt by that ball, 
Veel," he said, and laughed at the 
humor of his remark. 

"Don't be silly," she said. 
He tried another thrust. "If you 

can't remember where you live at 
tonight, just ask me. I'll tell you 
where to get off." He hooted like a 
boat. 

Vitia glanced with mild interest 
at Tommy's ruined rubber-and­
canvas shoes and then up at his 
round brown eyes in a round 
freckled face. Tommy, a sixth 
grader, lived in her own neighbor­
hood, on the first farm past the 
freight tracks leading into the 
quarry. They had played together 
some weekends, and one day at 
school when she forgot her lunch, 
he had shared with her. She owed 
him for that anyway. "Tommy, 
listen a minute. I want to tell you 
something." 

"Okay, tell me something," 



120 

Tommy said mockingly and gave 
Vitia's ponytail a hard yank. It was 
the thing she hated most. She 
couldn't abide having her hair 
touched by anybody but herself. So 
even though she knew Tommy's 
gesture was half friendly, she 
bounded furiously away from him 
and up the steps ofthe bus. Let him 
save himself then, if he could. 
However, even preoccupied with 
anger, Vitia did not fail to think of 
taking an aisle seat toward the 
front, to be ready. 

"Well, well," Mr. Burton said, 
turning clear around in the driver's 
seat and grinning vaguely at her 
through tobacco-brown teeth. "If it 
ain't our little troublemaker. I been 
told to keep a sharp eye on you, 
miss." 

Vitia smiled sweetly back, glad 
to see Mr. Burton because he was 
the relief driver and hadn't been on 
the bus since a week ago. Though 
he must have been told something 
about her, Vitia guessed that by 
this time he had forgotten the gist 
of it and was even now trying to 
remember exactly why she was 
supposed to be watched. It was 
going to be touch and go with Mr. 
Burton over whether he would 
recall in time to stop her. 

The bus doors wheezed, closing 
the last child inside with the murky 
smells of wool and dirty lunch­
boxes. Opening windows was 
against the rules. In Vitia's chest, 
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the familiar slow wings of terror 
began to beat for being trapped in 
the Number Three. 

Going down the pike, the bus 
gathered speed, but then had to 
slow to let the first bunch of 
children off. Mr. Burton had a 
reputation around the school for 
being a reckless driver, which was 
why he drove only relief days and 
not as a regular. People said he had 
had a bad accident in his own car 
not long ago, and the school board 
was reviewing his case. With a roar 
of gears he turned off onto the Old 
Quarry Road, where there was less 
traffic, and stepped up the speed 
again. The wrinkles on the back of 
his fat red neck seemed to smooth 
out: He slouched in his seat a little 
and even began to whistle. 

The bus stopped to let out the 
Carpenters .at the first crossroads, 
Polly Hartsock at her lane, and the 
Blacklocks at their mailbox. 

Vitia was alone in the double 
seat, for no one had joined her, and 
this was a good thing, she decided. 
From her eye corners she watched 
the yellow-haired Lamb children 
gathering up their books and 
lunchboxes. There were six Lambs. 
One more among them wouldn't be 
noticed. Mr. Burton stopped the 
bus at the next-to-last place before 
the railroad tracks. It was still 
nearly two miles to where Vitia 
lived. 

When the Lambs started down 
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the aisle, she slid into the 
procession and was almost through 
the bus door when Tommy 
Williams' voice rose from the back 
of the bus: "Hey, there goes Vitia 
again!" 

"Just a darn minute there, sis," 
Mr. Burton said, setting the brake. 
The Lambs had stared at her first, 
surprised to have her with them, 
but now they made no move to try 
to stop her. Instead, they closed 
ranks and kept moving until the 
little group was clear of the bus 
steps. Then Vitia left the Lambs 
standing there with their mouths 
open and began to run as hard as 
she could across the stubble of a 
cleared field. 

Vitia ran and ran and Mr. 
Burton ran and ran, but Vitia was 
light-footed in her shiny black 
shoes while Mr. Burton was 
weighted down by engineer's boots 
with heavy raised heels and soles 
nearly an inch thick. She gained the 
woods at the far edge of the field 
and heard the shouts behind her 
change from, "Stop, you little devil, 
stop!" to, "Okay, all you kids back 
there on the road. Nobody said for 
you to get out of the bus, did they? 
Back in there now, every one of 
you." 

Panting, Vitia stretched ~n her 
stomach among the trees, digging 
her elbows into the layers of leaves. 
From far off she heard the bus 
doors wheeze shut, and when she 
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looked out toward the road again, 
the yellow bus was just disappear­
ing over the hill. 

For a long time she stayed 
where she was, shaking now and 
then, and sobbing a little because 
she felt very sure now that this 
would be the time and she was sorry 
she had been so mad at Tommy. He 
hadn't meant any harm, and if she 
had told him what she knew, he just 
might have believed her and could 
have gotten off with her and the 
Lambs. 

In the parlor, which was dusky 
from the shades having already 
been drawn. Aunt Myra was 
entertaining her best friend Mrs. 
Triniue and was too preoccupied to 
notice that Vitia was again late 
getting home. The cotton print 
knees of the two ladies were 
touching under the ouija board, 
and their four plump hands rested 
lightly together on the slowly 
circling planchette. 

"Aunt Myra," Vitia began, 
after remembering to close the 
sliding parlor doors after herself to 
keep out the hall draft. 

"Don't pester," Aunt Myra 
directed sharply, and Mrs. 
Trimue's bread-crust face echoed 
the order. Mrs. Trimue had the gift 
of the occult, everyone said. Her 
pale-blue eyes were empty now, her 
head cocked, as if she was hearing 
something no one else could hear. 
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For a moment no one said anything 
more. 

Then, after revolving in a 
halting, aimless way, the planchette 
seemed to pick up speed and 
direction, began almost racing 
from one letter to another. The 
thrall of tension pulled Vitia closer 
in spite of herself. "Is the board 
saying something?" she whispered. 

The planchette journeyed to the 
final "t" and then swooped off onto 
the carpet with a thud. Aunt Myra 
and Mrs. Trimue locked glances. 
"So that's it," Aunt Myra said in 
an awed way. "Imagine finding out 
a thing like that before anyone else 
knows. Probably before it's even 
happened. It's uncanny, that's 
what it is." 

"It's only a small sample of 
what's possible for a chosen few of 
us," Mrs. Trimue said modestly, 
taking all the credit. "A talent for 
prescience is rare, but we who can 
see into the future know -" 

"Know what?" Vitia demanded 
before she thought. "Please! What 
did the board say?" 

"Don't interrupt your elders, 
Vitia," Aunt Myra said even more 
formidably than usual. "Leave the 
room immediately, and don't forget 
to close the doors after you. I'll deal 
with you later, young lady." 

"Pregnant," Vitia heard as she 
went out of the room. "Irma Oakes 
is going to get pregnant after all 
these years of barrenness. And I'll 
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bet she doesn't even know it yet 
herself." 

In the sitting room off the 
kitchen Uncle Coulous was watch­
ing the news on television. His feet, 
in big rubber overshoes, were thrust 
out in front of him. No matter what 
the weather, Uncle Coulous always 
wore those overshoes indoors and 
out, through every season. They 
were caked over with ancient and 
modern mud and gave out, as. he 
walked, a symphony of unfastened 
buckles. 

Desperately, Vitia moved be­
tween him and the screen, where a 
newscaster was saying that the 
Paris correspondent for the Chris­
tian Science Monitor had reported 
that many of the neutralist 
countries were having high-level 
discussions with a number of 
nations known to be committed to 
anti-American policy. Among those 
involved were certain Arab states 
and some African countries which 
resented not having received 
foreign aid. Reaction to the story 
around Washington, the news­
caster asserted, seemed to be a 
general optimism that the crisis 
would blow over in the same 
manner as similar crises in the past. 

"Uncle Coulous," Vitia said, 
"there's something I have to tell 
you." 

"Move," Uncle Coulous 
squawked. "You'd make a better 
door than a window. Get away, 
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child. Don't bother me when the 
news is on." · 

Vilia pirouetted obediently 
away and picked up the evening 
paper from beside her uncle's 
chair. Running down the left side of 
the local daily's front page was an 
editorial column titled "We Predict 
-" which Vitia now scanned 
anxiously. Some of the words were 
too hard for her, but the ideas were 
all clear. For one thing, Mr. Yount 
the editor was foretelling that the 
county would pass the year without 
a single traffic fatality, his 
optimism based on the remarkable 
fact that ten months had already 
elapsed without accident. 

In dismay Vitia let the paper 
plop to the floor, but Uncle 
Coulous didn't even look up. She 
tiptoed up the back stairs to Aunt 
Opal's room. Opal was Myra's 
oldest sister, which made her no 
more a real aunt to Vitia than 
Myra, who technically was a foster 
parent. But occasionally Opal had 
been friendly with Vitia, and 
sometimes she shared the chocolate 
she kept in her room. Aunt Opal 
hooked beautiful rugs all day and 
came down only for meals. 

Tonight however Aunt Opal 
was in a waspish mood. "Hold your 
head up, Vitia," she said, squinting 
up sideways from her current rug as 
VUia came in. "Don't be always 
looking down at your shoes like 
that." 
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Vitia looked at Aunt Opal's 
shoes, sturdy orthopedics with 
strong laces and "sensible" heels, 
the same kind favored by Aunt 
Myra and also Mrs. Trimue. There 
seemed to be no one at all around 
with shoes exactly like Vitia's own. 

But since Opal didn't seem to 
care whether she had company or 
not, Vitia went out and crouched 
among the shadows on the back 
stairs, waiting for the telephone to 
ring. 

It did at almost the same time 
Uncle Coulous' newscaster inter­
rupted himself to read something 
new off the wire about a bad 
accident in a rural part of the state. 
So Vitia, on the stairs, heard the 
story double, partly off the 
television and partly from Uncle 
Coulous, who bellowed in to Aunt 
Myra and Mrs. Trimue what he'd 
heard on the phone. Numbers were 
repeated. Twenty children. Number 
three bus. Four o'clock. " ... Cotton­
wood Rural Elementary School," 
said the man on the television. 
" ... struck broadside by a freight 
train moving along an infrequently 
used spur track to a quarry ... cross­
ing lights possibly defective .. .inves­
tigation." 

Disaster was not a new 
experience to Vitia, though she had 
never quite become accustomed to 
it even after all she had seen. At her 
last foster home two little girls had 
drowned. (They had scoffed at her 
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instead of listening, and Vilia had 
stepped ashore from the forbidden, 
leaky boat minutes before it sank in 
the middle of the lake.) And before 
that, watching from a safe distance 
in the yard, she had seen the house 
with her real parents in it burning 
to the ground. (Earlier that 
evening, when she had tried to warn 
them, she had been sent to bed 
without supper.) 

Unnoticed now, because of all 
the excitement in the house caused 
by the news, Vilia crept back to the 
room where Uncle Coulous had 
been. The television blared on 
unheeded now. She picked up the 
paper again to finish reading Mr. 
Yount's predictions. It seemed he 
had more on his mind than the 

Coming Soon 
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accident-free year on the county's 
highways. He was thinking bigger 
in the rest of his column. "Prophets 
have long been expecting the end of 
the human race," Vilia read. 
"Some have thought the end would 
come from overcrowding and 
pollution, some by nuclear holo­
caust. But to your prophesying 
editor, it looks as if we're going to 
be around for a while after all." 

Wrong again, thought Vilia, 
looking deep into her shiny shoes 
for the truth. She put her fingers 
into her ears because the new 
sounds were already beginning, and 
they would be far, far worse than 
any she had heard before. 

This time Vilia didn't think she 
could even save herself. 

Next month: New nove lets by Gordon Eklund and Robert F. 
Young. 

April: Robert Silverberg Issue, featuring "Born With The 
Dead," a new 30,000 word novella which will certainly be counted 
among Silverberg's finest works. Profile, critical essay, 
bibliography. Use the coupon on page 160. 
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DANCE~FTHE 
LUMINARIES 

Very much of my life is spent in 
trying to decide how best to explain 
rather complicated phenomena in 
such a way that - people can 
understand without suffering too 
much pain -in the process. 

There are times when I feel 
sorry for myself for having to work 
at this task, and I worry about the 
strain_ imposed on the delicate 
structure of my brain. Whenever 
that happens, though, I remember 
that I am dealing with an audience 
that wants to understand and is 
anxious to meet me half-way. There 
then follows an upwelling of 
gratitude for all my Gentle Readers 
that drowns any feeling of self-pity 
I may have been experiencing. 

After all, what if my life-style 
had forced me into missionary 
endeavors designed to convert 
hostile audiences. Surely I would 
gef nothing but beatings for my 
pains. 

For instance, I will not conceal 
from you my lack of sympathy for 
the tenets of Christian Science. I'm 
sure Christian Scientists are fine 
people·, and I would not for worlds 
interfere with their happiness, but I 
cannot make myself accept their 
denial of the reality of the 
phenomenai or material world. I 

ISAAC ASIMOV 

Science 
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don't believe that disease, to take an example, is not real and that it can be 
removed by faith or prayer.• · 

Consider, then, that immediately across the street from the apartment 
house in which I live is a Christian Science church. And consider further 
that on Sunday mornings in the summer there is a steady menacing roar 
that I can hear even through closed windows. When I first became aware 
of this, I asked questions in alarm, and was told that it was the fan of the 
large air-conditioner used by the said church. 

Naturally, I laughed loud and long at the thought that the 
congregation should incorporate into the architectural structure of their 
house of worship a device that so thoroughly refuted everything they had 
to say. If the material world is not real and if the faithful Christian 
Scientist can by prayer eliminate disease, cannot a whole churchful of 
them pray away the sensation of heat? Do they need to bow to the material 
by installing an air-conditioner? 

But I laughed also out of relief that I felt no impulse to go into the 
church and lecture them on this. Let it go! I would but get myself smashed 
into kindling if I tried. 

I am so glad that my impulse, instead, is to follow up last month's 
article by explaining to you the reason why there are so few eclipses of the 
Sun, and how it was that the ancients could predict them. 

To have an eclipse, the Moon has to be in front of the Sun, as viewed 
from the Earth, so let's begin by considering the ·relative positions of the 
Moon and the Sun as we see them. 

As the Moon revolves about the Eann, it is sometimes on the same side 
of us as the Sun is, and sometimes on the opposite side. When the Moon 
is on the opposite side of the Earth from the Sun, Sunlight goes past the 
Earth to shine on the Moon. If we look at the Moon, then, with the 
Sunlight coming over our shoulder toward it, so to speak, we see the entire 
side ofthe Moon, facing us, to be illuminated. We see a complete circle of 
light, and are looking at the "full Moon." 

If, on the other hand, the Moon is on the same side of the Earth as 
the Sun is, it is between the Sun and the Earth (since it is much closer to us 
than the Sun is), and we don't see it at all, for it is in the full glare of the 
Sun. Even if we could somehow block out that glare, we couldn't see the 

*Yes, I know cures have been reported. Cures have been reported for every 
conceivable kind of treatment. But what's the overall batting average? 
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moon because it would be the side away from us that would be receiving 
the light of the Sun. The side toward us would be dark. 

When the Moon moves a little to the east of the Sun (as it progresses 
west-to-east in its orbit about the Earth), we begin to see a bit of the Sunlit 
side. This we see as a narrow crescent, but only when the Sun is not in the 
sky. After the Sun has set, the crescent Moon is briefly visible in the 
western sky at twilight before it, too, sets. Ancient man thought of it as a 
"new Moon" ready to go through another month-long cycle of phases, and 
that phrase has come to be applied to the Moon when it is between us and 
the Sun. 

As the Moon moves around the Earth, the visible crescent grows 
steadily until we see a full Moon, and then the lighted portion shrinks 
steadily until we have a new Moon again. 

The time from one new Moon to the next is a little less than a calendar 
month (I'll get into exact figures later), so that in the space of a little less 
than a year there are twelve new Moons. About one year in three, the first 
new Moon comes so early in the year that there is time for a thirteenth new 
Moon before the end of the year. 

If we have an eclipse only when the Moon is in front of the Sun, the 
eclipse must come at the time of the new Moon, for it is then that the 
condition is fulfilled. In that case, though, why isn't there an eclipse of the 
Sun at every new Moon? Why aren't there twelve eclipses every year, and 
in one year out of three thirteen of them? 

To see the answer to that, let's approach the problem from a different 
direction. 

The Earth goes around the Sun in 365.24220 days. As it moves in its 
orbit, we see the Sun against a progressively different part of the starry 
background.* Therefore, it seems to us that the Sun, moving steadily west 
to east, makes a complete circle of the sky in 365.24220 days. This circular 
path, which the Sun seems to mark out against the sky in the course of the 
year, divides the sky into two equal halves and is therefore called a "great 
circle." The particular great circle the Sun follows is the "ecliptic." 

*Actually, when we look at the Sun we can't see any stars in the sky; they're 
drowned out by scattered Sunlight. Little by little, though, we can plot the entire 
starrysphereofthesky. since in the courseofayearall of it becomes visible at one 
time or another. lfwe note the point at zenith on midnight on any night of the 
year, we know that the Sun is at the directly opposite point in the sky and know its 
position against the stars there. 
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(The Sun, along with everything else in the sky. appears to move 
east-to-west, making a circle in 24 hours, thanks to Earth's west-to-east 
rotation on its axis. This daily rotation does not concern us at the moment. 
If we consider the motion of the Sun relative to the stars, the effect of the 
Earth's rotation is eliminated.} 

The Moon moves about the Earth in 27.32 days, relative to the stars. 
For this reason, the 27.32-day period is called the "sidereal month" from a 
Latin word for "star." As a result we see the Moon make a west-to-east 
circle in the sky, relative to the stars. The path followed by the Moon in the 
sky is also a great circle, and also divides the sky into two equal halves. 

A complete circle is divided into 360 equal parts, called degrees. If the 
moon moves about its circle west-to-east at a constant speed (it doesn't, 
but it almost does, so let's accept the constancy for the sake of 
simplification), then each day it moves 360/27.32, or about 13.2 degrees 
eastward relative to the stars. The Sun, moving through its circle in 
365.24220 days moves eastward at a rate of 360/365.24220 or 0.985 
degrees per day. 

Now imagine that the Moon and Sun are in the same spot in the sky, so 
that the Moon is directly between us and the Sun, and it is the time of the 
new Moon. If the Moon moves eastward, making a complete circle in the 
sky, and returns to that same spot (relative to the stars) in 27.32 days, is it 
new Moon again? 

No, for in those 27.32 days, the Sun has slipped 27 degrees eastward 
and is no longer in that same spot. The Moon must continue in its 
eastward journey in order to catch up with the Sun, and it takes nearly two 
and a quarter days for it to do so. For this reason, the time from one new 
Moon to the next is, on the average 29.530588 days. 

It is the new Moon that has religious significance and is of concern to 
ecclestiastical assemblies, or "synods." The period from one new Moon to 
the next is, therefore, the "synodic month." 

If the Moon's circle in the sky coincided with the ecliptic; that is, if 
both Sun and Moon travelled exactly in the same path in the sky; there 
would indeed be an eclipse of the Sun at every new Moon. 

There is no compelling reason, however, why the Moon would follow 
the precise path of the Sun, and it doesn't. The two paths, that of the Sun 
and that of the Moon, are great circles that do not coincide. 

Two great circles in the sky that do not coincide are compelled, 
mathematically, to cross each other at two points, one of which is at a 
place in the sky directly opposite the other. These crossing points are 
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called "nodes," which is from a Latin word for "knot," since a knot 
between two lines always comes at the point where they cross. 

At the point where the great circle of the Moon's path crosses that of 
the Sun's path, an angle of 5.13 degrees is marked out. You can say this in 
more formal language thus: The Moon's orbital plane is inclined 5.13 
degrees to the ecliptic. 

This really isn't much. Suppose you imagined a balloon a hundred feet 
across and draw two great circles around it with the plane of one inclined 
5.13 degrees to the other. They would meet at two points on opposite sides 
of the balloon, of course, and between these nodes, the two circles would 
separate and come together again. The two places of maximum separation 
would come exactly halfway between the nodes, and the separation would 
then be 5.13 degrees. 

On a balloon a hundred feet in diameter, such a separation would be 
4.5 feet out of a total circumference of 314 feet. If a bacterium in the 
center of the balloon could see and consider those two lines, and find them 
to be separated by never more than 4.5 feet, it would surely feel that even 
though they did not coincide, they were both in the same general part of 
the balloon. 

In the same way, though the paths of the Sun and the Moon do not 
coincide exactly, they are clearly in the same general part of the sky. The 
path followed by the Sun is divided among the twelve constellations of the 
Zodiac, and the path. followed by the Moon is also to be found in those 
constellations. 

Yet from the standpoint of eclipses, this inclination ofthe Moon's path 
to the ecliptic is important. 

At every new Moon, the Moon passes the Sun west to east, and it is 
then as close to the Sun as it can get in that particular go-round of the 
dance of the luminaries. If the Moon passes the Sun at the point where 
their two paths are at their greatest separation (midway between the two 
nodes), there is then a gap of 5.13 degrees between the center of the Moon 
and the center of the Sun. 

Since the apparent radius of the Sun (the distance from its center to its 
edge) is, on the average, 0.267 degrees, and that of the Moon is 0.259 
degrees, the distance between the edge of the Sun and the edge of the 
Moon is 5.13- 0.267, or 4.60 degrees. The gap between the edges of the 
Moon and the Sun is great enough at this time for something like nine 
bodies the size of the full Moon to be placed across it side by side. 
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Naturally there would be no eclipse under such circumstances since the 
Moon is not exactly between us and the Sun. Indeed, if we could see the 
Moon at this time and somehow ignore the glare of the Sun, we would see 
a thin crescent on the Moon's Sunward side. We can't ever·see it actually, 
though, since at this time, the Moon rises and sets at virtually the same 
time as the Sun, and we never get a chance to look at it in the Sun's 
absence. 

Of course, if the Moon happened to be passing the Sun at a point 
where the two were nearer the node, the gap between them would be 
smaller.lfthe Moon passed the Sun at a point where both were exactly at 
either of the nodes, then, indeed, the Moon would move exactly in front of 
the Sun and there would be an eclipse. (This eclipse would be either total 
or annular according to the principles discussed in last month's article.) 

The eclipse would be visible over only a portion of the Earth. The path 
of totality (or annularity) would be a line crossing the center of that side of 
the Earth's globe facing the Sun-Moon combination and would therefore 
be in the tropic zone. The exact latitude would depend on the time of the 
year; in our winter the Southern half of the tropics would get it, and in our 
summer the northern half would. The exact longitude would depend on 
the position of the Earth with respect to its rotation about its axis. 

All around the line of totality, there would be a region where people 
could see a portion of the Sun peeping out from behind the Moon 
throughout the course of the eclipse. For them only a partial eclipse would 
be visible. Still further from the line, the vantage point would be such that 
the Moon would seem to miss the Sun entirely and for people in those 
regions of the Earth there would be no visible eclipse at all. 

Let's count everything as an eclipse, however, if it is visible anywhere 
on Earth even partially. 

The next question, then, is whether the Moon has to pass the Sun 
exactly at the node to produce an eclipse. 

No, it doesn't. Suppose the Moon passes in front of the Sun a small 
distance from the node. In that case, the Moon passes in front of the Sun 
but not dead center. As viewed from that portion of the Earth's surface 
directly under the Sun-Moon combinations, the Moon will seem to pass 
the Sun a little north of center or a little south of center. The shadow will 
then cross the Earth a little north or a little south of its midline (as seen 
from the Moon). The temperate zones will then get a chance to see an 
eclipse, or even the polar zones. 

The farther from the node it is that the Moon passes the Sun, the 
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farther north, or south, the total eclipse can be seen. Eventually, if the 
passage takes place far enough from the node, the line of totality misses 
the Earth altogether, but a partial eclipse can still be seen either well to the 
north or well to the south. And if the passage takes place still farther from 
the node, even the partial eclipse can't be seen anywhere. 

On the average, a total or annular eclipse of the Sun will be seen 
somewhere on Earth, if the Moon passes the.Sun within 10.5 degrees of a 
node; and at least a partial eclipse will be seen somewhere on Earth, if the 
passage takes place within 18.5 degrees of a node. 

Next, let's think about those nodes for a while. During half its circuit, 
the Moon is north of the ecliptic and during the other half south of the 
ecliptic. At one node, the Moon moves across the ecliptic at a shallow 
angle from north to south. This is called the "descending node," from the 
long-established western habit of putting north at the top of a map and 
south at the bottom. At the other side of the orbit, the Moon moves across 
the ecliptic from south to north, a~d that is the "ascending node." 

As it happens, these nodes do not stay in the same place, relative to the 
stars. For a variety of gravitational reasons that we don't have to go into, 
they move (in step, of course) around the ecliptic, east-to-west, making one 
complete turn in 18.6 years. 

Ifthe nodes were to stand still relative to the stars, the Sun would make 
a complete circuit from ascending node back to ascending node, or from 
descending . node back to descending node, in exactly one year. As it 
happens, though, the nodes move toward the approaching Sun so that the 
meeting takes place sooner than would be expected. The approach of the 
nodes cuts the time by nearly 19 days, so that the time it takes the Sun to 
make a complete circuit from ascending node back to ascending node, or 
from descending node .back to descending node is 346.62 days. Let's call 
this the "eclipse year." 

The Sun's motion across the sky, relative to either of these n~des, is a 
little faster than its motion relative to the motionless stars. Whereas the 
Sun moves at 360/346.62 or 1.07 degrees per day relative to the nodes. In 
either case it is moving eastward, of course. In the course of a synodic 
month, the Sun moves eastward 1.07 X 29.53 or 31.60 degrees relative to 
the nodes. 

This means that every time the Moon reaches the new Moon position it 
is 31.60 degrees closer to one of tlie nodes than it was the time before. 
Eventualy it will approach the neighborhood of the node, and the question 
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arises as to whether it will pass the Sun too far short of the node one time 
and then too far past the node the next time so that on neither occasion 
will there be an eclipse. 

For that to happen, the Sun would have to be farther than 18.5 degrees 
west of the node the first time and farther than 18.5 degrees east of the 
node the next time. It would have to move at least 37 degrees during the 
time between new Moons - and the Sun can't do that. Relative to the 
nodes, the Sun can only move 31.6 degrees in the gap between new Moons. 
If one new Moon takes place just short of the 37 degree stretch, the next 
one will inevitably find the Sun within it. 

This means that there has to be an eclipse; total, annular, or partial; 
visible from some place on Earth, every single time the Sun is in the 
neighborhood of either node. This, in turn, means that there must be at 
least two Solar eclipses every year. 

Then, of course, if the Sun happens to be slightly within the eclipse 
region surrounding the nodes at one new Moon, it will not quite have 
cleared the region by the time of the next new Moon, so that there will be 
two Solar eclipses on Earth in successive months. That means three 
eclipses for that year or, if it happens at both nodes, as it· may, four 
eclipses. 

Remember that the Sun makes a complete circuit from our node back 
to that same node in 346.62 days, which is 19 days less than a calendar 
year. That means if it passes through one node very early in the year, it will 
have time to reach that same node before the year is out. It can then pass 
through two eclipses at one node, two at the other and return for another 
one at the first node. In this case, there can be .five eclipses in a single year, 
and this is a maximum. 

Under the most favorable circumstances, six successive eclipses must 
stretch over a period of 376. days, so there cannot be six eclipses in a year. 

_There it is, then. In any given year, there are anywhere from two to five 
eelipses of the Sun, and this sounds like quite a lot, but don't be fooled. 
They are invariably in different places on Earth, so you can't expect to 
see all of them without travelling. The chances, alas, are that in any given 
year you won't see any of them without travelling. 

In fact, if we restrict ourselves to total eclipses, the average length of 
time between such phenomena for any given spot on Earth is 360 years. 
This means that if we take the average life expectancy to be 72 years, we 
can say that a particular person has only 1 chance in 5 of seeing a total 
eclipse in his lifetime if he doesn't travel. 
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Now what about predicting eclipses? 
Imagine the Moon passing the Sun just at the node. This starts a 

particular pattern of eclipses that can be (and is) quite complicated 
because the next time the Sun is at the node, the Moon isn't. Eventually, 
though, the Moon once again passes the Sun just at that node and the 
whole pattern starts all over again. If we learn the pattern for one whole 
cycle, we can predict the eclipses in the next cycle even without a lot of 
fancy astronomic sophistication. 

But how long will it be between successive appearances of Sun and 
Moon precisely at the same node? Oearly this will come at a time when 
there has been an exact number of synodic months in the interval and also 
an exact number of eclipse years in the interval. In that case both Sun and 
Moon are back where they started. 

Unfortunately the two periods, that of the synodic month and that of 
the eclipse year, are not easily commensurate. That is, there is no small 
figure that will be at once a whole number of each period within the limits 
of astronomic accuracy. 

There are numbers, however, that are fairly small and that are almost 
correct. 

Consider 19 eclipse years, for instance. That comes out to 19 X 34.62 or 
6,585. 78 days. Next consider 223 synodic months. That comes out to 223 X 
29.53058, or 6,585.3~ days. 

Every 6,585+ days, then, both the Sun and the Moon have come back 
to the same place with respect to the nodes, so that if there was an eclipse 
the first time, there will be an eclipse the second time also, and then a 
third eclipse 6,585 days later still and then a fourth, and so on. 

This 19-eclipse-year period is called the "saros," a word the Greeks 
borrowed (with distortion) from the Babylonians, who were probably the 
first to discover it. 

The correspondence isn't exact, of course, since there is a 0.46 day 
difference. This means that at the end of the 19-eclipse-year period, the 
Moon has not quite caught up with the Sun. Thus each succeeding eclipse 
of the series takes place a little farther back with respect to the node. If it 
is the descending node, each succeeding eclipse of the series fall a little 
farther north on the Earth's surface; if it is the ascending node, a little 
farther south. 

The whole series of eclipses that takes place for a given position of the 
Moon and Sun with respect to the descending node, at 6,585-day intervals, 
begins far in the south as a partial eclipse, progresses farther and farther 
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north, becoming more nearly total until it hnally becomes completely total 
(or annular) in the tropics; then continues still farther north gradually 
becoming only partial once more and fading out in the extreme north. The 
same happens for eclipses at the ascending node except that the 
progression is then southward. Altogether, 81 eclipses may be seen in a 
particular series over a period of about 1,460 years. 

Because 223 synodic months comes to 6,585.32 days there is a 
complication. There is that extra third of a day which gives the Earth a 
chance to rotate before the eclipse takes place. Each successive eclipse in 
the saros series, marks its path about eight thousand miles farther west 
than the one before. 

This means that every third eclipse in the series is back where it was, 
just about, on the surface of the Earth, except that it is farther north, or 
farther south, depending on the node. 

One-third of the eclipses of the series, twenty-seven, fall in about the 
same longitude, and several of them will be seen from some given point as 
partials of varying degree. At most, only one of them will be a total eclipse 
as seen from some given point. 

Once the saros was discovered, it was easy to take note of all the 
eclipses that took place at a given region of the world and realize that each 
forms part of a series and will more or less repeat itself every 57 eclipse 
years (or every 54 calendar years) for a while. 

If you note that a particular series has been fading out and, at its last 
appearance, was only slightly partial, you'll know it won't appear again. If, 
on the other hand, the eclipse has been covering more of the Sun at each 
appearance, there is a chance that at the next appearance it may be nearly 
total, or even quite total. 

The first person we know of by name who, in the Western tradition, 
predicted that an eclipse would take place in a particular year was Thales 
ofMiletus, who was born about 640 B.C. on the Asia Minor coast. He had 
visited Babylonia and had probably studied the eclipse records that the 
astronomers there had been keeping for centuries. Noting that there had 
been a pretty fat partial eclipse in the year we now call639 B.C., which had 
been visible in western Asia, he predicted there would be an even better 
one in 585 B.C. 

There was. A total eclipse pushed its path through western Asia on 
May 28, 585 B.C., passing over a battlefield where the armies of Lydia (a 
land in what is now western Turkey) and Media (a land in what is now 
northern Iran) were getting ready to fight. The eclipse to them was a clear 
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sign that the gods were angry, so they hastily patched up a treaty of peace 
and disbanded their armies. 

Although I am a rationalist, I can't help but sigh for the simple faith of 
those times. Would that the nations of today would recognize the ongoing 
disasters of our generation as the displeasure of whatever gods there be 
and disband their armies. 
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Dennis Etchison ("Calling All Monsters," June 1973) 
returns with a chiller about a family album 
full of ... dreams. 

The Graveyard Blues 
by DENNIS ETCHISON 

He sat amid tall grass, shivering in saw-toothed shadows over the 
the sun, waiting for a dream to untended ground. They came to the 
come. But it was no use. He stones, and the larger one felt a way 
stretched onto one side and for the other, the ratchet edge of 
squinted through the comber of the umbra beneath her skirt jerking 
chickweed, running his fingers over ahead unsteadily around heavy, 
the nearest blade; it was rough unseen shoes. 
when you rubbed it one way, He stood above the warp of the 
smooth the other. Patches of grass grass, staring blankly at their 
bent to the ground where he had progress as the wind came up again 
trampled it coming, and all of it and a bird, noticed now by its 
was dovened slightly by a wind that absence, quieted somewhere in the 
had come and gone silently before papery trees. 
him. The tops of the markers paved He could not take his eyes from 
a solid granite band in the air above them as they felt around the graves, 
the grass line, and as he followed tapping spasmodically, feeling, 
the slate-gray row with his eyes, feeling. He heard the rough 
then he saw them, the dark, swishing sound of their garments; 
misshapen figures hunched one once he thought they had found it 
against the other, making their way - they spread their hands in a 
down the hillock at the far side of crooked circle in the air over a 
the cemetery. headstone, only to break the circle 

There were two of them, and as soon as their bodies closed to the 
they were wrapped around in bolts plot - but it was not the one and 
of a stiff, tenebrous cloth that cast they pressed restlessly on. 
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When they found the site, they 
fell upon it, but slowly, twisted 
leaves settling to earth. He saw 
knotted hands buckle and extend 
like unnatural insects on the face of 
the granite. He saw the hands 
become smooth and sleek as 
praying mantises then, sentient 
hands, quick, delicate tendrils, 
antennae, to measure inscriptions 
with caliper precision, scanning 
with eyestalk fingers, gesturing 
faster, seeking to tap wrists, tug 
clothing, bend together in sightless 
discovery. 

And suddenly, the memory of 
another Saturday: six years old and 
wakened by a smell, the Cream of 
Wheat he never liked, filtering 
under the door to his room, and a 
dream fresh as a new bruise inside 
his head. No one asked, of course, 
not yet, not Mamma or Daddy or 
not Yin when he crooned Could 
Mars-ton come out to play today? 
at the back screen. But he asked 
himself about it, over and over 
during breakfast and the tentative 
beginnings of play by the black 
walnut trees in the lot, answers that 
were indistinguishable from ques­
tions fading in and fading out on 
the dim backdrop of his inexper­
ience like the unreadable words of 
advice that floated up on the 
underside of his Magic 8-Ball when 
he shook it and waited for the 
cloudy ink to clear. The dream: he 
had stolen the Radio Flyer wagon 
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from Yin's double garage, had 
compounded the sin by hiding it 
under twiggy mulch at the edge of 
the graveyard where he was 
forbidden to play. Noon, and Yin 
was called home for lunch, untold. 
Then, scuffling over unearthed 
roots, a stripped bamboo stick for a 
sword in his jeans loop, about to be 
called in for soup and sandwich 
himself, Marston felt a need to run 
after Yin, tell him, apologize for the 
transgression. But how stupid Yin 
would think him, and Yin's mother 
and sister Nancy; they would 
courteously ignore him as always, 
reaching over his head to stack 
dishes or retrieve the wash from the 
service porch sink. How were you 
supposed to apologize for a dream? 
Mamma talked with Uncle Ralph 
and Uncle Harold after supper 
sometimes about something like 
that, he knew, and he heard them 
in the driveway, through the 
kitchen window, and Daddy had 
had to meet over the dining room 
table with a man he was sure 
Daddy had never seen before about 
something like that, and silly Aunt 
Frances still brooded with Mamma 
in the hall about Eddie Who Had 
Been In The War and when was he 
going to come over and make up for 
the way he had cursed her at 
Dentoni's? and Mamma had told 
her Hush, it was only a dream, and 
Aunt Frances had said What do 
you mean, only a dream? You know 
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what's right and wrong, Mabel, and 
Mamma had said You know better 
than that, Fran, in that righteous 
way of hers, you know it doesn't 
work both ways, it never has, and 
Marston had known that that had 
something to do with it, too. So that 
when Mamma finally called for him 
out the back door, and he did not 
answer because he couldn't yet, 
because he had not told Vin, which 
h~ couldn't do, he ran- not to the 
back door and not across the street 
to Vin's but away from both, 
lighting out across town in what 
turned out to be the direction of the 
Plunge; and then the rest of it. And 
he felt something close to that now, 
here at the edge of the graveyard: 
he wanted to leave, to go back, 
something was not right and what 
he saw upset him, and yet he could 
not go, not yet, fascinated as he was 
by the sight of the two mysterious 
figures hugging a tombstone, 
something he had not seen or ever 
dreamed of before~ 

And so he ran away from both 
choices, not toward home and not 
across the cemetery. He headed off 
across town in a direction he did 
not want to have to think about. 

"01' Marston's got the grave­
yard blues again," said Joseph 
when they came into the kitchen. 

''Marston, '' said Mamma. 
She did not glance up from the 

fryers on the drainboard but 
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continued to lay out the cut-up 
pieces, gazing at them as if they 
were somehow objects of pity. The 
smell of burnt pinfeathers lingered. 

"Here, now, you gave your ... " 
mamma such a scare, Grandma 
almost said, but he was·no longer a 
child, though she still spoke of his 
"going out to play" when he left the 
house to go into the arbor or to tend 
the bantams, to sit next to the 
coops. "You are hungry?" asked 
Grandma. 

"What a question, Karen," said 
Joseph. 

"l...hope you're not planning to 
go out tonight," said Mamma, not 
turning. 

"Your mamma wants to talk to 
you," said Grandma. "Here, a 
piece of French twist with butter. 
Go and sit now." 

"Oh, M~mma," said his 
mother. 

"Mabel, Mabel," said Joseph in 
his loud voice, which always seemed 
out of place in the breakfast nook, 
"don't hover over the boy, will you? 
For God's sake. Right, Marty?" 

"I'm not going anyplace," 
offered Marston. 

Later, after supper, dishes more 
or less done and drying on the white 
tiles and Marston tipped back 
against the wall in his chair, his ear 
next to the radio on the telephone 
stand, Mamma hung up her apron 
and left the kitchen. That surprised 
him. He leaned forward to the table 
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and listened to her footsteps leaving 
the kitchen linoleum, onto the 
carpet in the hall, the floor heater 
grille screaking when she walked on 
it, the voices from the dining room 
louder, then muftled again as the 
door swung shut after her, pulling a 
thin cloud of cigar smoke in around 
him. 

He did not hear her coming 
back down the hall, only the 
sudden flurry of low conversation 
as the door swung open again. 

Mamma, wielding a heavy, 
oversized book, squeezed into a 
chair on the other side of the table. 
She posited the book on the 
tablecloth. It looked to be an old 
heirloom. She smoothed her hands, 
reddened from the sink, over the 
padded cover, at the same time 
studying her son's face until he 
could no longer avoid looking back. 

"How much longer is it till your 
birthday? Marston, can you tell 
me?" 

"Oh, you know, Mamma." 
"I want you to tell me," she 

said. 
He could not read her 

expression. At least she was not 
angry, in that way that made him 
ashamed. "I'm gonna be sixteen 
day after tomorrow. Monday," he 
said, a little proudly, and felt a little 
embarrassed about it. To change 
the subject he tried, "Is that 
Grandma's Bible?" 

Her eyes focused through him. 
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"Something like that," she an­
swered. "And I'm not being 
sacrilegious.'' She considered open: 
ing the book. "Sixteen years old. 
Already," she said softly, and he 
realized the subject had not 
changed after all. 

He sat straight, feeling tall, and 
tried to talk to her in a 
matter-of-fact way. "What book is 
it?" he asked, pushing grains of 
salt into the white tablecloth. 
"Mamma?" he added, and then 
realized that his voice had cracked, 
and that it was no use. 

He folded his hands and waited. 
She was ready to say something, 

he knew, but was trying to put it 
off, at the same time trying not to 
back away from it. She propped her 
elbow on the table edge and held 
her chin in her hand with 
controlled casualness, lifting the 
heavy cover with her other hand. 

"It's such a shame you never 
knew your grandfather." Then she 
said, "He would have been able to 
talk to you." 

The book fell ·open. Marston 
caught a glimpse of pressed letters 
written in broad, faded fountain­
pen script. 

"This was his Book, the first 
one. He carried it with him all 
through the War. The others, the 
family Books, we started after he 
came ·home." 

Marston tilted his head side­
ways to show interest. 
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"He was in the infantry. He and 
Mamma came over from the old 
country in nineteen, oh, nineteen 
eleven, yes, see here? And he joined 
the service, of course, when war 
broke out. He was a very striking 
man ... my dad." 

When she said "my dad" her lip 
began to move, but she held it tight 
with her hand. Marston fidgeted, 
reached out tenuously and raised 
other pages. "May I see?" he 
volunteered. 

The pages he lifted were filled 
with handwriting, and now he felt 
an unease because it was not what 
he had thought; it was not a Bible 
and it was not a scrapbook. 

To speak, to say something to 
get her past tears, because he would 
not be able to do or say anything 
once she started but would have to 
wait quietly, eyes averted, he said, 
"Is it your - is it Grandfather's 
diary?" 

"It was his Book," she said in a 
forced singsong, "his Dream Book. 
But I supposed you know about the 
Dream Books, don't you?" and it 
sounded almost like a gentle 
accusation. At last he made the 
connection. He had seen the others, 
quickly, once at their bedroom 
door: Daddy had been putting the 
large black volume in on top of the 
stack in the cedar chest, had turned 
his head, said Yes; Marty? Can I 
help you? with a false calmness, 
something he never said at home, 
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and then had turned back to twist 
the key in the Yale padlock, 
missing it the first time. 

"Your grandfather was ... a very 
special inan. You've heard me talk 
about him before, but I only wish 
you had known him." 

Shifting to another level, her 
voice picked up. Marston had the 
feeling she was not talking to him, 
not quite. "He ... " and here she shut 
her eyes so, as if seeing a scene she 
had rehearsed many times over the 
years thrust now suddenly before 
her, no putting it off this time, 
" ... he recorded every dream he had, 
starting over there, and then, back 
home, here, and for a while 
Mamma shared it with him, but 
then he gave her her own 
Book ... And Ralph, Uncle Ralph 
and Uncle Harold, and I had one, 
too, we all did, with my name on it. 
When AU:nt Frances and Aunt 
Marcella joined our family, and 
Bill, Daddy,. then they were 
given ... " 

She was getting at something­
why wouldn't she say it? He 
blinked, faster, then kept his eyes 
closed a second, two seconds; her 
outline, the hair, the reading 
glasses flashed in relief on his 
eyelids. He knew she wanted 
something from him, and he had 
been trying to give it, he always did 
for her when she asked and when 
she didn't, if he could guess, but 
now he was not sure. He smelled 
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night-blooming jasmine through 
the window screen, masking the 
wind from the slough, and cigar 
smoke. 

"What about the dreams, 
Mamma?" He felt a burning in his 
eyes, and he said, "What do you 
want me ·to do? I mean," and here 
he made a jump, hoping he was not 
going too far, "I know you want me 
to tell you about what I dream at 
night - but what for? Mamma, 
what for?" Then, retreating slight­
ly, seeing her eyes again, the glasses 
coming off, the fingers rubbing: "Is 
it a game I have to learn, is that 
it?" Foolish, that was a foolish 
thing to s~y. 

"It's no game, Marty." 
Joseph, standing there how 

long? The cigar smoke. Marston 
looked up. Joseph was not smoking, 
he was not allowed to smoke in the 
kitchen, but it was in his clothes. 

Her eyes held on Marston. 
"We're having a talk, Joseph." 

"I say you ought to out and tell 
him, if you're going to. One way or 
the other, Mabel. You've got the 
boy so he doesn't know whether 
he's coming or going." 

"We," and she backed off a bit, 
he could hear it, "we were having a 
talk, Marston and I. About ... about 
the way he's- been spending his 
afternoons." 

Joseph tucked his shirt in over 
his belly. His fly was unzipped a 
third of the way, as always. 
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"What's she trying to tell you, 
son? That it's picture albums and 
good old stories? That's not what 
it's about. You read it careful. 
Trenches and blood. That's right. 
And your grandfather Stolberg 
watching a man die that didn't 
have to, his best buddy it was, now 
get that. You see? It didn't have to 
happen, wouldn't've if he'd been 
able to understand the dreams 
back then." 

Mamma cleared her throat. 
Joseph's big hand clasped him 

firmly at the back of the neck, as 
though to hold· him from running. 

I'm not trying to run away, he 
thought. Was he? He kept looking 
at his mother. No, it wasn't true; he 
only went there to get away, to 
think, to know what to say, to come 
up with something Mamma, 
something all 6f them would want 
to hear. 

"Now, Joseph," she said. 
"You like being part of this 

family, don't you, Marty?" asked 
Joseph. 

Marston, his face burning, 
lowered his head. 

"Well everybody pulls his load 
here," Joseph began lecturing. 
"Your daddy -" 

"Uncle, I'm trying ... " 
"-And your granddaddy, they 

pulled their fair share - more. 
Nils, he taught us all. So there'd 
never be any more hurt. And there 
hasn't been, let me -" 



142 

"Uncle!" 
Her voice struck the close walls, 

the tiles. Out on the other side of 
the sill a crkket stopped in 
midchirp; even the talk in the 
dining room seemed to pause. 

She pushed up out of her chair. 
Then, her hands locked at her 
waist, she said, "Whatever I'm 
trying to explain to Marston ... what­
ever ... I'll do it in my own time, and 
in my own way. What is best for my 
boy. If you please!" 

Joseph stopped himself, mum­
bled, shook his head, ran a glass of 
water, touched it to his mouth, 
poured it down the drain and 
walked loudly back to the other 
room 

She sat down, shaking. 
The sounds of the evening 

returned slowly, and after time 
passed she said gently, "Why don't 
you ... you can go to your room now, 
honey. Or you can look at 
television. I don't think anyone else 
is in the living room yet." She had 
one hand curved over her eyes. 
"But what am I saying? You're not 
a baby any more." 

She glanced up, her eyes red. 
He wanted to stop playing with the 
salt shaker and touch her arm or 
her hand but could not. 

He said, "I guess I'd like to hear 
about - about Granddad." 

She studied him tiredly. 
"There's nothing for you to 

worry about, Marston. I've never 
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fibbed to you, have I?" She tried to 
smile. "I want you to stop worrying 
about it." 

"Yes, Mamma." 
She took a breath and her 

eyelids fluttered. "I don't want you 
to worry about anything. Honey, all 
you have to do for now is this ... I 
want you to start keeping a Dream 
Book of your own. Use your school 
notebook if you like until I ~an get 
you a good one. That's all. It's just 
something everyone in this house 
does. I was waiting for your father 
to speak to you, but he's, well, 
Daddy's not very good at talking to 
you, you know that. It was really 
always my duty, though, because it 
started with my dad." 

She waited, watching him. 
"Look, I know. You can use the 
tape recorder I promised you for 
your birthday, if you like, for the 
time being. You may as well have it 
now. If it makes it easier." 

"But," he began uncertainly, 
"but when you told me to start 
remembering my dreams, remem­
ber? I asked you if- if the others 
would have to hear, too. And you 
didn't answer. You didn't.· Why 
not? Will they?" 

"Well, we don't all sit ·around 
and talk about each other's 
dreams. It's not like that. You see, 
honey, I wanted you to tell just me 
at first, so you could get used to it. 
You have to get the hang, and it 
takes patience, I know. You have to 
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learn how to wake up gradually, so 
you keep a thread of it to hold onto, 
and then you follow the thread 
back in, this is the way I like to 
think of it, back in, so you don't 
lose the whole thing. You have to 
keep the gist of it, that's what 
counts." 

Marston turned in his chair. 
"But I didn't answer your 

question, did I? You know what 
else? I think it would be all right if, 
well, if you just let me listen to your , 
tape recorder in the mornings, after 
you're through, and then I could, I 
could explain to the others, tell 
them what it was about. That way 
they wouldn't have to listen, or even 
read it, if you didn't want them to. 
At least not at first. I'll ask 
Grandma, but I think it will be all 
right. How does that sound? 

"Because, don't you see, they 
all, we all have to know something 
about it. And then, oh, we can talk 
it over, have a kind of meeting. You 
know those times when everyone 
goes into the other room after 
breakfast, while you're out to pi­
outside? Well, that's when we have 
our meetings. That's the way it's 
always been. We single out any 
messages that we think we ought to 
act on as a family, and then your 
Uncle Ralph or Uncle Harold, 
whoever's sitting at the head that 
week, they decide what would be 
the right thing to do. This week it's 
your Uncle Harold." 
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The after-dinner talk in the 
dining room grew louder again. He 
could imagine them talking about 
his dreams, what they would say if 
they really knew: how they would 
laugh, the way the men guffawed 
and the women made their shocked 
sounds when Joseph told one of his 
stories about the time he was a 
salesman. He knew, and imagining 
made him feel knotted inside, the 
way he felt on the last Sunday night 
of summer vacation when he knew 
he would have to start school again 
in the morning. 

"Marston." 
When she said his name like 

that, he knew there was something 
more, and that it was something he 
would as soon not have to hear. 

"I really did want to talk to you 
about that other, too." 

"About what?" he asked warily. 
"It is a point I think we ought to 

clear up, don't you? You know, it 
really isn't very nice the way Uncle 
Joseph has to go out looking for you 
in his car like that after school." 

"I do all my chores in the 
morning." 

"I know, honey, but why do you 
want to go out to that place? It is 
consecrated ground, after all, and 
private property ... " 

"There's no sign." 
"Yes, but I'm sure they don't 

want strangers just wandering 
around in there. It isn't something 
that decent people do." 



144 

"I don't go there very much." 
"Marston ... " 
"Well, not every day. Nobody 

says I go there every day." 
"But why go at all? You have 

such a good mind, and there are so 
many interesting things you could 
be doing, instead of ... " 

"I just go there sometimes to be 
alone." 

"But you can be alone right 
here. You have your own room." 

A soreness started in his throat. 
"Do you go there to meet 

someone, is that it? Some friends 
you don't want to bring home? You 
know, if they're decent young 
people ... " 

"I never see anybody. Except 
for-" 

Just then chairs creaked, and 
the men stook up on the thin rug in 
the dining room. Loud voices, and 
then the men came out, thumping 
the swinging door and followed 
each other through the kitchen to 
the service porch and out the screen 
door to the backyard. 

Marston didn't look up. 
"Who are they, Marston?" she 

asked after the men had passed 
through. 

"That's just Daddy," he tried 
lamely, wishing it hadn't come up, 
"and Uncle -" 

"You know what I'm talking 
about, young man." 

He gave up. "I don't know!" he 
said too loudly. "I don't know who 
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they are. Just some people. I didn't 
talk to them - I don't talk to 
anybody. They were just ·two 
people, they were wearing all black 
and they walked funny. Like they 
couldn't see, or something." 

She let out a breath that 
sounded like it would never end. 

"So you have seen them. I was 
afraid of that. Grandma was right. 
She said you would, sooner or 
later." 

"Well, so what? Who are 
they?" 

"You must have seen Rosie," 
said Mamma, her lip beginning to 
tremble violently as she stared into 
a spot both on the table and beyond 
it, "and Cousin Erna. I knew they'd 
be going again. That's why I didn't 
want you going over there. There 
was no reason for you to know 
about them yet. Our dad is buried 
there. Your grandfather Stolberg." 

She began to cry openly. 
"My sister Rosie, and Ema. 

They left the family ... the family 
ways a long, long time ago, before 
you were born. I tried to warn 
Rosie, but she wouldn't listen. She 
just wouldn't believe. And look 
what happened to them! I didn't 
want you to know yet. I didn't want 
you to be frightened, but now you 
know, now you've seen for yourself 
that it isn't a game ... " 

She went on, and there was 
nothing for him to do but wait, and 
he couldn't bear that. So, as 
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quickly as he could, he maneuvered 
out of the chair, took a step, and 
bolted. 

Slipping out the screen door, 
letting it drift shut without a sound, 
he forced himself to move slowly, 
hearing the sounds and stories from 
the arbor, from the grapevines and 
the milky fig trees, and he crossed 
the driveway cracked with crab 
grass, followed the driveway out 
into the blue street, past the black 
walnuts to the house where Yin had 
lived before he moved away; he let 
himself out the gate at the back of 
Yin's lot and began walking fast, 
then running over other lots, 
heading across town. Moving in the 
twilight, he remembered that first 
time he had run off: not home and 
not to Yin's but somewhere, 
anywhere, to be alone, to think. 
And the way Mamma had wept and 
clutched him to her cold cheeks late 
that night when finally he had been 
found. It was the only moment he 
still remembered about that night, 
but it was enough. He wished - he 
wished-

Now, of course, he was too old. 
But he couldn't help wanting- he 
didn't know what he wanted. There 
was only one thing he ·could hold to 
now: to get away, far away, to some 
place like the old overgrown grove 
by the church grounds, the place 
where he had gone so many times 
lately to think up a dream that 
would sound right, that would be 
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what they wanted, that would not 
be laughed at. He would lie there in 
the copse, among the creepers and 
broom and moss, waiting, waiting 
perhaps without even knowing it 
for these strange revenants to 
return. And there, while he waited, 
he could think hard about who they 
were and why they were as they 
were now and not like the family, 
about why they had left and what 
secrets they might · know about 
living apart, and the price, about 
how steep, how terribly steep it 
truly was. 



Some suspenseful deep-space sf from Mr. Green, whose 
stories about "Conscience" Allan Odegaard ("The 
Shamblers of Misery," August 19f39, "The Butterflies of 
Beauty," June 1971) have recently been collected in a book 
titled CONSCIENCE INTERPLANETARY (Doubleday). 

A Sta-r Is Born 
by JOSEPH GREEN 

The slip-ship Sagan slowed had to call the bridge and ask for a 
below that magical point in the tau ship's attitude correction. 
region where real space became "I am aware of the position of 
visible again. A million bright my ship, Mr. Hodges," the cold, 
fireflys leaped into being on the formally correct voice of Captain 
locator telescope, always a beautiful Jackson responded. "We have a 
sight after the gray dreariness of minor problem in the servo for the 
nonspace. left forward attitude thruster. 

Christiaan Hodges had no time Kindly ask Dr. Herrick to contain 
for star-gazing. During almost a himself until it is corrected." 
year in space he had become a Chris sighed and relayed the 
competent astronomer's helper and message. Their experienced captain 
had gradually assumed certain had little respect for astronomers 
regular duties. His present job was and none at all for poets, as he had 
to use the small scope to focus the once openly told Chris. In a calm, 
larger one in the nose of the measured voice the gray-haired 
dumbbell-shaped vessel. Dr. Ber- spacer had informed the expedition 
nard Herrick was waiting impa- historian that he was a useless 
tiently at the master console for luxury, imposed on them over the 
today's first look at Baby. captain's strenuous objections. 

To Chris' disgust, the Sagan Fortunately for Chris, the captain 
was off-center more than the had been overruled by the 
astronomy module could swivel. He universities sponsoring this trip. 
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Chris had kept the peace by 
clamping his teeth together and 
walking away. It had been the 
wrong tactic. Since then, he had 
sensed contempt lurking behind 
the captain's icy formality. 

"One would think that after a 
year's practice they could hold the 
ship steady through the slip 
phase," Bernie Herrick grumbled. 
Fortunately, he had not keyed in 
his intercom speaker. The pudgy 
astronomer was already an unpop­
ular figure with the entire flight 
crew. 

The Sagan started turning on 
its short axis. After a moment it 
stopped, and Chris moved his big 
hands to the controls. It was the 
work of a minute to focus the 
astronomy module, then touch the 
"open" button on his alignment 
console. The clamshell doors 
protecting the 40-inch reflector and 
its associated sensors- an infrared 
teleseope, ultraviolet spectrometer, 
and x-ray spectrograph - split 
apart. The flaming red disk of Baby 
filled the three-foot-square view­
screen. 

They were less than a light-year 
away from this huge spherical mass 
of hydrogen and spacedust offi­
cially known as Protostar 96 in 
Nebula HO 33876. On their next 
slip out of nonspace they would be 
near enough to enter orbit around 
it. And if the calculations of Bernie 
Herrick and his associates were 
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correct, one day within their 
planned five-month stay · the 
gigantic gravitational pressures in 
the center would cause nuclear 
fusion to begin. The chain reaction 
would spread throughout the core 
in minutes, causing an appreciable 
change in luminosity. Mankind 
would witness close-up what had 
never before been seen, the actual 
birth of a star. 

Bernie was feeding the first data 
he had obtained into the ship's 
computer. He sat back and waited, 
and after a moment one of his 
console displays lit up with the 
complete~ calculations. The short 
balding scientist turned to Chris, 
beaming. "Right on target! I don't 
know how you'll say this in verse, 
but we are within the center of our 
parameters." 

Chris ignored the friendly jibe. 
He was gazing at the red beauty of 
Baby, absorbed. The human eye 
could not perceive a thousandth of 
the information the instruments 
were gathering, but the protostar's 
sheer grandeur was overwhelming. 
More than twice the size of Sol, it 
had a diameter of 1,800,000 miles. 
Baby would become a star with a 
life expectancy of only two billion 
years, a fifth that of Man's sun. 
Large stars lived out their lives 
faster than small ones. 

Bernie fed the day's program 
into the console, then sat back to let 
the automatic controls adjust the 
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instruments. The door to the observation instruments were use­
cramped compartment opened, less. 
and Tom Rowly, one of the three Christiaan Hodges was officially 
other astronomers, entered. Tom listed as Ship Historian, but in 
was a lean, wiry, gray-haired man actuality he was a poet. As a child 
of uncertain age. He nodded to he had been fascinated by the stars, 
Chris, then eased himself into the had spent hours staring raptly at 
second chair by Bernie. · tpe constellations, had built his 

"A final slip, and perhaps one own small reflector. The Brannon 
day more to achieve a circular effect was discovered when he was a 
orbit," the chief scientist said with teen-ager, making the stars actually 
satisfaction. "Then we will begin available to Man. Inter.stellar travel 
our three~shift operations, and became common-place while he 
perhaps there will be enough was still in preparatory. And it was 
console duty to satisfy everyene." there that Chris learned he was not 

Tom gave a dry chuckle, and a good mathematician and hated 
Chris joined in. The Sagan spent 23 the subject. The fact that an 
out of every 24 hours moving astronomer spent most of his time 
through the gray nothingness of bent over a computer keyboard, not 
nonspace. Once each day the a telescope eyepiece, had been one 
Brannon generators were reversed, of the most disheartening dis­
slowing the ship until it made the coveries of his life. He had switched 
transition back to the real universe. to literature before college. 
But several minutes were required As a young poet of 31, Chris 
for the hydrogen rockets to had achieved a growing reputation 
decelerate the Sagan well below the in a specialized field, the popular­
speed of light, to the point where ization of scientific discoveries. A 
the instruments could allow for the century ago Nobel laureate John 
Doppler affect caused by their own Steinbeck had accompanied the 
velocity. More were needed to Glomar Challenger on an early 
accelerate again, until they entered oceanic deep-drilling expedition. 
the high tau region just below light He managed to convey the 
speed itself. Once in tau the excitement and fascination of basic 
Brannon generators were turned science to millions of readers. The 
on, throwing them into nonspace. scientific community realized it had 
The ship's forward movement was been neglecting an excellent means 
increased by a factor of fifty of drumming up public support 
thousand while in the gray void. and increasing its appropriations 
And during that period, all external for basic research. It became 
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common practice for scientific 
expeditions which could not be 
reported "live," as were the first 
moon missions, to have an 
accomplished writer in the crew. 
And during the last few years, as 
the condensed and sensual speech 
of poetry became more popular 
than prose, the writers were 
replaced by poets. 

"I rechecked the projection 
from the final baseline measure­
ments, Bernie," said Tom Rowly, 
his eyes on the figures flickering 
across the master console's several 
small screens. "It still looks good." 

"Evt;rything is going so well it's 
almost frightening," admitted the 
chief scientist. "I've lived in dread· 
that we'd reach this point and 
discover the theoretical model and 
the base line disagreed just enough 
to throw us off a few hundred 
years." 

Chris knew enough astronomy 
to understand the two men. Baby 
was almost half the galaxy's length 
from Earth, in the Sagittarius arm. 
They had by-passed the galactic 
center to reach it. The faint 
radiation from the contracting red 
giant that reached the 120-inch 
telescope on the back of the moon 
was 48,000 years old. As they 
moved toward the protostar, 
slowing into normal space each day 
for new recordings, the light 
became progressively younger. To­
day's readings were less than a year 
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old in objective time. In effect they 
had a history of Baby's radiation 
for the past 48,000 years. 

This was the first time Chris 
had worked with astronomers for a 
protracted period. Normally he 
would meet with someone who had 
made an important discovery, 
absorb the essence of it, and 
prepare his poetic report. Like any 
other science reporter, he usually 
avoided the uninteresting routine 
details that led to the final 
concl~sion - which was often 
provocative and fascinating. 

The poet had quickly dis­
covered that these men loved their 
work with a fierce passion. Tom 
Rowly had once dragged himself 
out of a sickbed to perform his hour 
of console operation each fourth 
day. And constant rechecking of 
prior calculations seemed routine, 
not the exception. Chris could not 
imagine how anyone forced himself 
to run through the same laborious 
set of figures a second or third time. 

The warning buzzer sounded. 
Bernie gave an impatient sigh, but 
gestured for Chris to close the 
protective doors. When the 
"locked" indicator light came on, 
all three men hurried to the safety 
couches in their individual tiny 
cubicles. The Sagan's artificial 
gravity field - a side benefit 
provided by the Brannon gener­
ators - adjusted automatically to 
allow for acceleration effects, but 
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the slips into and out of real space 
were sometimes rough. And within 
the field, a moving body and 
a bulkhead had the same impact on 
each other as before. 

The astronomy crew had been 
told to remain in their couches 
throug~out this period in nonspace, 
since it would be for only a few 
minutes objective time. The actual 
slip was so easy Chris recognized it 
only by the peculiar wrenching 
effect it always had on his stomach. 
And he had time to reread only a 
few stanzas of Loskov's The Aging 
Universe, the first major poetic 
appreciation of basic science, 
before the wrench came again. 
Chris unstrapped himself and 
hurried to the observation room 
below the telescope, for his first 
visual look at Baby. 

And found pandemonium there. 
Bernie was already present, 

locked in a vehement argument with 
Captain Jackson. The other off­
duty astronomers were competing 
for window space with unoccupied 
members of the flight crew. And 
none of them were staring at Baby. 

The Sagan had emerged into 
real space precisely on target, 22 
million miles from the protostar 
and 8 million to the right side. They 
were decelerating toward orbital 
speed. The area directly behind the 
young giant was visible for the first 
time. It contained a spectacular 
sight - a very close new star. 
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"I tell you our original program 
is unsafe!" Captain Jackson was 
protesting to Bernie. The Sagan's 
acerbic commander was a tall, lean, 
hatchet-faced veteran of several 
interstellar voyages. "You know no 
better than your poet-helper what 
will happen when two such massive 
bodies approach each other. I will 
not have my ship caught between 
them!" 

"Captain, that young star is 
still a long ways off. We have at 
least a year, perhaps more, before it 
will near Roche's limit and one or 
the other be pulled apart by tidal 
forces. I'll give you more precise 
figures shortly. In the meantime I 
see no reason why we shouldn't 
proceed as planned, except that of 
course we'll want to focus a few 
hours each day on the newcomer." 

When he saw that their captain 
remained unconvinced, Bernie took 
a deep breath and went on. "Man, 
don't you realize what we've got 
here? This is an unexpected bonus, 
a tremendous bit of luck! We knew 
protostars tended to develop in 
clusters, but to find one this close to 
Baby, and only a fraction of 
galactic time older ... why, we'll get 
information on early development 
Baby couldn't give us for thousands 
of years!" 

"But that huge mass is heading 
this way rapidly, and if your 
estimates are the least bit off -" 
Captain Jackson was not appeased. 
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"I can't predict the precise time 
one will start losing gas streamers 
to the other. That would be our first 
danger. But I see no cause to worry. 
We will have ample warning, and 
you can always accelerate us out of 
here. I would recommend you keep 
the rockets always ready to tire, just 
in case." 

"You don't ]!eed to suggest 
elementary precautions to me, 
Doctor! What I worry about is the 
unknown. I've had a little 
astronomy in my day. You 
don't know any better than I what 
new forces may be unleashed, what 
die gravitational effects will be." 

"No, but the difference between 
us, sir, is that I wish to find out!" 
Bernie's voice was growing angry. 
He straightened rounded shoulders . 
and drew his short form erect. Dr. 
Bernard Herrick was one of the 
world's foremost astronomers and 
had a solid and very real dignity he 
could draw upon when he wished. 
"Now I cannot command, Captain, 
but I warn you fairly - I will tile a 
highly unsatisfactory report on your 
cooperation when we return, unless 
you enter orbit as planned." 

"Make your tinaf calculations 
and get back with me!" growled the 
captain, turning angrily away and 
stalking off to the spiral stairs 
leading up two levels to the bridge. 

As usual, Bernie had not been 
very tactful but had gotten his way. 
Chris had never understood why the 
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irascible captain disliked the 
expedition poet, but it was obvious 
why he argued with the chief 
scientist. Both were strong-willed 
men, and their ideas on how to 
manage t~ single ship they sha.red 
were often at odds. 

Chris got along well with all 
four scientists, and all of the 
seven-man flight crew except the 
captain. Pete Schroder, second 
officer and engineer, had become a 
close personal friend. 

Bernie noticed his voluntary 
assistant for th~ first time. "Oh, 
Chris! Let's get on up to the nose 
and see how Tom is doing. This is a 
most exciting development; we have 
to take every advantage of it." 

The scientist hurried to the 
stairs in the corridor. "How did all 
of you get into action so fast?" 
Chris asked, as they made their way 
to the center floor. 

"Oh, well ... the first slip was so 
smooth Tom and I figured the one 
back would be equally easy. He 
waited for it in the console chair, 
and the rest of us took it in the 
observation room seats." 

"Dam it, Bernie, you could 
have called me!" 

The astronomer looked mildly 
startled. "Well, yes, I could have! 
Sorry, Chris, too much on my mind; 

·apologies." 
In the slightly protruding nose 

pod they found Tom Rowly hard at 
work. He had reserved a whole 
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computer bank for the expected 
new data and was sampling and 
displaying the current readings on 
the small console screens. The new 
young star filled the larger screen 
on the wall. 

Tom barely looked up when 
they entered but said aloud, "Looks 
good, Bernie. As a preliminary, I'd 
say less than five thousand years 
ago for the initiation of fusion. I 
give it about eight months objective 
time before gas streamers start 
flowing back and forth; maybe 
thirteen to the actual breakup of 
one or the other." 

"We'll spend the next fifty years 
wondering what turned angular 
momentum into linear acceleration, 
if we don't find out now," Bernie 
replied, settling into the second 
chair. "Was it already in motion 
toward Baby, or waf that an effect 
of some violent element in the birth 
process? And where did it get its 
high speed? To start with, we need 
some quick size estimates on the 
energy exchanges between that star 
and its accompanying gas clouds, 
their present spin rates, and the 
degree of solidification. Also ... " 

The conversation became too 
complex for Chris to follow. He 
knew in general that they were 
discussing the steps by which a 
spinning gas cloud separated into 
the central body that became a sun 
and the smaller ones that con­
densed into rotating planets. 
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The excitement gradually died 
away as the astronomers settled 
down to work. Within a few days 
they were using data on the young 
star, which with their usual 
irreverence they had named 
"Child," to make new calculations 
on stellar aging. Captain Jackson 
and the six crewmen did their usual 
jobs with efficiency and dispatch. 
The new routine became almost as 
dull as. the old, at least for Chris. 

One day Chris caught Pete 
Schroder alone in the small lounge 
and learned that Captain Jackson 
had once wanted to be an 
astronomer. Part of his apparent 
disdain for the scientists was simple 
envy. Pete had no explanation for 
why the expedition poet ranked 
even lower in the captain's eyes. 

After a month the four 
astronomers were asking Chris to 
fill in for them on the master 
console during routine runs. And 
Chris' notebook was steadily filling 
with fragments and bits-of-business 
as the epic he would write on the 
way home took shape in his mind. 

Three months_ after they entered 
orbit, Chris was at the master 
console alone when Baby became a 
true star. 

The radiation spectrum emitted 
by a gaseous body obtaining its heat 
from gravitational pressure was 
different from that given off by a 
nuclear furnace. A special de­
tection program in the console was 
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set to recognize the change. It did 
its job faithfully, and a large green 
bulb suddenly burned for the first 
time. Chris breathed a silent word 
of thanksgiving - they were two 
weeks past the actual projected 
optimum day - and put in a hasty 
call to Bernie. And then he sat back 
and watched the face of Baby 
change. 

In the large viewscreen Chris 
saw the sullen red sphere per­
ceptibly whiten, slowly turning to a 
much lighter shade. The chain 
reaction of fusing hydrogen atoms 
spread swiftly, propagating through 
the areas of highest pressure almost 
at the speed of light itself. The 
formerly smooth surface broke into 
whorls and spots as columns of 
superheated gas rose from the 
interior, cooled, and fell back. All 
this was being recorded - but 
Chris alone was actually witnessing 
the birth of a star. 

But then the chief scientist was 
behind the historian, gesturing for 
him to take the second chair. 
Bernie was in such a hurry he did 
not even strap himself in, a 
violation of the safety rules. Chris 
pulled his seat belts tight and 
watched, absorbed. A man he 
respected was seeing a dream come 
true before his eyes. 

Tom Rowly and a third 
astronomer were waiting in the 
narrow corridor by the spiral stairs. 
This was what had lured them into 
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a 30-month voyage across space, 
the furtherest men had yet traveled 
in the galaxy. It was a moment of 
breathless tension, an experience 
they would never forget. 

Chris had switched his attention 
from the screen to the men 
watching it. This tension, this 
fulfillment, would play as much 
part in his poem as the birth itself. 

"Fantastic!" Bernie muttered; 
he was speaking to himself. And as 
he reached to adjust a control, a 
giant hand seemed to seize the 
Sagan. It gripped and held the 
huge vessel for several seconds, 
shaking it violently back and forth, 
like a child carelessly playing with a 
gargantuan rattle. 

Bernie was hurled forward 
against the console and crumpled 
across its tilted face in a plump 
heap. Tom Rowly was propelled 
into the room and slammed flat 
against the wall opposite the door; 
he fell to the floor. The second 
astronomer in the corridor hit the 
doorfrarne and bounced back. 
There was a loud groaning of 
strained metal, and the crashing 
sounds of both bodies and loose 
objects rebounding off walls and 
equipment. These were followed by 
the surprised yells of frightened 
and injured men. The lights 
dimmed but brightened again 
almost immediately when the 
emergency power carne on. 

Chris was subjected to the same 
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forces as the rest, but his chair 
straps held him firmly in place. 
When it seemed to be over, he 
released himself. The man in the 
corridor was groaning; Bernie and 
Tom were unconscious. 

Chris pulled Bernie back into 
his chair and fastened the pudgy 
man in. He checked the pulse and 
found it steady. A severe bruise on 
the forehead indicated the chief 
astronomer had only been knocked 
out. Tom moaned and a moment 
later tried to sit up. 

Chris examined the third man 
in the corridor. He had a broken 
arm and a badly twisted ankle, but 
was conscious. Chris urged him to 
lie still until help came and hurried 
back to Bernie. The older man was 
beginning to stir. He opened his 
eyes as Chris reached him, winced 
in pain, and gingerly touched his 
forehead. The first thing the 
astronomer saw when his eyes 
focused was the large viewscreen -
and Bernie lifted a trembling finger 
and pointed. Chris followed his 
gaze and gasped aloud. 

The surface of Baby had 
erupted in a gigantic tongue of 
flame, a huge torch of fire visibly 
rising off the surface. A mass of hot 
gas had been ripped free by some 
cataclysmic force and was flying 
into space with terrifying speed. 
Chris realized immediately this was · 
no prominence, no simple eruption 
which would fall back again. A 
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tremendous streamer had somehow 
been accelerated to escape velocity, 
far sooner than the astronomers 
had thought possible. 

And it was hurtling directly 
toward the Sagan. 

Bernie had recovered enough to 
operate the console. He took the 
40-inch reflector off automatic and 
focused it on the flying cloud, 
trying with an experienced eye to 
judge its speed. The large bruise on 
his forehead was visibly swelling, 
but not bleeding. As Tom Rowly 
dragged himself upright, Bernie 
said, "I estimate better than four 
thousand miles a second, Tom. 
That gives us about 30 minutes, 
which should be ample. I'll notify 
Captain Jackson. Will you take a 
few readings and get the exact 
figures from the computer?" 

"If I livet said Tom, groaning 
in pain as he eased himself into the 
chair his chief was vacating. 

"What was that force that 
shook the ship?" asked Chris. The 
astronomers did not even seem 
curious. 

"Almost certainly a gravity 
wave," Bernie replied, holding on 
to the console while he tested shaky 
legs. "Turn the locator scope on 
Child." 

Chris moved to his inactive 
console and obeyed. What he saw 
was so spectacular it defied 
description. Child was visibly flying 
apart. Huge streamers and whorls 
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of gas were escaping into space in 
every direction. The central body 
was tearing itself into ~veral 

sections. The bulk of the frag­
menting fiery body still seemed to 
be heading toward Baby. 

Bernie took a hasty look and 
nodded. "Tom, we have to revise 
our figures on the stability of a star 
in the tidal field of a larger body. 
Perhaps a new star does not have 
the same cohesive strength as an 
older one, and that threw us off. 
The gravity wave was from that first 
major expansion, Chris. When a 
body as massive as a star flyslapart, 
its original gravitic force is 
propagated through space in the 
same manner and speed as light. 
After it passed us and hit Baby, the 
wave caused that eruption you see. 
The breakup. of Child probably 
means Baby will survive and absorb 
a lot of the smaller star." 

"We won't survive if we don't 
get out of here," Tom reminded 
them. 

Bernie turned toward the 
corridor. Chris saw that the older 
man was still unsteady on his feet 
and hastily said, "I'll go with you." 
He grasped one heavy arm and 
helped support Bernie up the spiral 
stairs to the bridge floor. 

There were only three men on 
duty, Captain Jackson, Pete Schro­
der, and the navigator. All were 
injured in some fashion. The most · 
seriously hurt people had been sent 
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to sick bay. Simmons, a crewman 
who doubled as paramedic, was 
busy setting broken bones. He had 
multiple bruises and several 
cracked ribs himself. 

"I don't have a 40-incher at my 
disposal, Doctor, but we do have 
scopes," the captain responded, 
after hearing the news. "We know 
about the eruption and will be 
getting out of here just as soon as 
systems checks are complete." He 
was cradling his right hand; the 
wrist had been broken when he 
fended himself off a bulkhead. 

Chris had to admire their coldly 
distant captain. The veteran 
spaceman wasted neither breath nor 
time reminding the chief astron­
omer he had warned him some­
thing like this might happen. 

Bernie flicked on an intercom 
and called Tom, to learn that the 
streamer's speed had been mea­
sured and they had 31 more 
minutes until collision. He had 
barely relayed the message when 
the deep voice of Pete Schroder 
called, "Captain! I'm not getting a 
response from the damper controls. 
We have a problem in the last relay 
circuit." 

There was a brief moment of 
silence. Captain Jackson seemed to 
turn a shade more gray, as though 
aging before their eyes. He finally 
said, "Switch to the backup circuit 
and try it." 

"Already did," Pete said, his 
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voice low. "The whole module is 
out. I think it's that Darvin C-6; 
we've had trouble with it before." 

Captain Jackson held his 
broken wrist and looked down at 
the second officer. Pete's left leg 
was extended to the side, held 
carefully straight. His kneecap was 
broken, and any movement at all 
was extremely painful. The cap­
tain's voice was as cold and calm as 
ever when he said, "None of my 
crew are physically capable of an 
outside replacement run, Doctor. 
What about your people?" 

The fourth astronomer turned 
out to be hurt worse than the three 
they knew about. He was in the sick 
bay with both wrists broken. The 
only. uninjured man on board was 
the historian, Christiaan Hodges. 

Captain JacJcson gave Chris a 
long, calculating look. Finally he 
said, "Mr. Hodges, I find it a bitter 
quirk offate that the least able man 
on board should also be the only 
one spared injury. Are you willing 
to make a try at replacing that bad 
module?" 

Chris nodded. 
"Then we have no choice but to 

send you outside," the captain said 
- and abruptly had to sit down. 
His face was pale and strained. 

Captain Jackson was suffering 
from shock. Even those men whose 
bones were not broken were 
suffering from that inevitable 
follower of all serious physical 
trauma. 
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A spacesuit was brought onto 
the bridge, and Pete Schroder 
briefed Chris as Bernie and the 
navigator help'ed him into it. After 
giving the basic instructions Pete 
added, "The trick is to shove the 
module firmly onto the contacts in 
the back of the receptacle, but 
without being so violent you bend 
the plugs. It must go all the way 
down, or the Saf-Loks won't close 
around the face. I'll keep in 
constant touch by radio." 

The navigator slipped the 
helmet over Chris' head and twisted 
to lock it in place. By his ear Pete's 
voice, now tinny instead of deep, 
moved smoothly into walking 
instructions, then paused. Chris 
nodded, then realized that was not 
the best way to communicate, and 
tongued in his mike. "I think I can 
handle the magshoes, Pete; they 
were in my training program." 

Captain Jackson was checking 
the exterior of Chris' spacesuit. 
When he was satisfied, he slipped 
the new module in a carrying pouch 
attached to the waist and sealed the 
flap. Chris was hustled to the 
airlock. When the inner door 
closed, Pete's voice said, "Hold 
tight to the restraint bars; we're 
going to use the emergency 
decompress procedure." 

Chris grasped the waist-high 
steel bars, braced his feet, and 
waited. After a final "Ready?" Pete 
opened the outer door, without 
pumping out the air. 
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For a few seconds the whirling 
stream of escaping gas tore 
violently at Chris' hands, but then 
it was gone into space. He had no 
difficulty holding on. Unlike the 
astronomers, all of whom despised 
exercise, he had kept himself in 
excellent physical condition. 

Chris pulled himself along the 
guide rod to the door and out onto 
the hull. The artificial gravity field 
had been turned off, to permit him 
to walk upright with the magshoes. 
As his weightless feet locked to the 
steel plating, he lifted his ·gaze, 
looking back along the 200 feet of 
narrow central body to the second 
dumbbell containing the mighty 
hydrogen fusion engines. He saw 
the small hump that housed the 
engine control modules - and 
beyond the ship he saw Child. 

At less than nine million miles 
away the disintegrating star was an 
unbelievably huge mass of flaming 
gas, filling half the heavens. 
Streamers were flaring and billow­
ing outward from its original center 
in titanic waves, so gigantic that 
they seemed capable of burning up 
the galaxy. Chris paused in spite of 
the urgency of his mission, lost in 
awe. 

And the pragmatic voice of Pete 
Schroder said, "As you approach 
the hump, Chris, notice the panel 
fasteners at the two lower corners. 
Turn them ... " and Chris tore his 
gaze away from a beauty so 
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compelling that the soul could not 
endure it. He hurriedly clumped his 
way down the hull, as fast as he 
could free one foot after setting 
down the other. 

At the hump, it took Chris only 
a few seconds to undo the bottom 
fasteners and swing the weightless 
cover up and back; it remained 
where he left it suspended. Eight 
removable modules were visible. 
The Darvin C-6 was third from the 
bottom, and he managed to move 
the Saf-Lok fasteners to the side 
and grasp the small metal pulling 
bar across its front. 

Chris tugged on the bar, gently 
at first and then harder. The 
module did not move. He re­
checked the Saf-Loks, then braced 
himself and pulled hard. The C-6 
suddenly shot out of the receptacle. 
Chris automatically stopped his 
hand - and the body of the 
module continued forward, flipping 
over at the axis where the bar 
attached to the sides. 

There was a thin metal guide 
protruding from the rear of the C-6, 
to help align the electrical plugs. 
The swinging end dug hard into the 
tough but thin material of the 
spacesuit. Chris felt a sharp jolt, 
gasped in pain, and looked down. A 
stream of air burst from the suit, 
fabric and flesh ripped. 

Pete had heard Chris' involun­
tary gasp of surprise and hurt, and 
demanded, "What's wrong?" 
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"Nothing!" Chris said quickly. 
"It just surprised me when it came 
out." 

Hastily Chris zipped open the 
belt pouch and pulled out the new 
module. The flood of light from 
both Baby and Child showed him 
how to align the C-6, and he 
inserted it into the receptacle and 
slid it slowly but firmly in. Near the 
bottom he met a resistance. Chris 
shook the pull bar gently, until the 
thin guide entered its slot, and then 
pressed hard; he felt the module 
come to a firm stop after traveling 
another inch. 

Chris turned the Saf-Loks back 
into position and knew the C-6 was 
correctly installed when they 
slipped easily into place. 

"The red light is off, Chris," the 
jubilant voice of Pete Schroder said 
in his ear. "Now secure the outer 
panel and hurry back." 

"Right," Chris acknowledged, 
reaching instead for his air supply 
control. He took it off automatic 
and moved it to maximum flow. In 
just the moment it had taken to 
exchange the modules he had 
started to grow dizzy from lack of 
oxygen. 

Chris swung the outer panel 
back in place and reached for its 
fasteners. He was having to breathe 
deeply, pumping his lungs as hard 
as they could work. In spite of this 
the dizziness increased; the air 
presure in his suit was very low. His 
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fingers seemed slow and terribly 
thick and clumsy. 

At last it was done. Chris rose 
from his crouching position, aware 
he was on the ~erge of uncon­
scious~ess. He was on his feet only 
because of the magnetic shoes and 
a lack of gravity to drag him down. 
But there was something he had to 
say first, and it was terribly 
important ... he remembered and 
said aloud, "Captain Jackson! I've 
got a problem. If I don't make it 
back inside - start your engines 
and get out of here! I'm looking at 
the gas cloud from Baby now ... it's 
coming toward us like a huge sea of 
flame, with billows of rolling 
fire ... halfthe heavens are burning ... 
it's - terrible and terrifying, and 
yet so beautiful...! see you're 
turning the ship ... good ... " 

"Chris! ·chris, what's the 
matter?" ·the strong, imperative 
voice of Pete Schroder sounded in 
his ear. 

Chris managed to say, "It's ... 
my suit, Pete. Got a tear .. .losing 
air, can't breathe ... " 

"Chris, listen to me! How big a 
·tear? Can you hold a hand over it, 
slow the flow enough to build up 
internal pressure? Try it!" 

Chris pressed his right palm 
against the hole. It seemed to help a 
little. He raised a left hand that had 
no strength and clamped it across 
the right one. The flow of air was 
cut in half. 
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"Come on, Chris! We've got to 
start the engines. Hurry!" Pete's 
voice lashed him into motion. 

But hurry was impossible; he 
was barely holding onto his senses. 
Chris breathed deeply for a 
moment and finally found some 
blessed oxygen. Anoxia was a 
curious phenomenon; he knew his 
breathing was better only because 
his vision improved. 

Chris took a first clumsy step, 
but the exertion brought dizziness 
swirling around his mind again. He 
lifted the other foot, breathing in 
great panting gasps, hands locked 
hard against his chest. His vision 
was dimming, and darkness 
gathered like encroaching shadows. 

Chris walked on, step after 
awkward step, his lungs working 
like bellows. He was staggering 
through hovering black clouds. 

And then as if by magic the 
airlock was suddenly there, its 
heavy round door gaping wide. 

Chris stopped, breathed deeply, 
and his vision cleared. With 
sharpened senses came an acute 
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awareness of how near he had been 
to unconsciousness, to weakened 
hands falling away from the rend in 
his suit, and to death. The strength 
generated by the dogged hours of 
exercise had saved him. 

Turning, Chris deliberately 
took a final look at the towering 
cloud of fire from Baby, the 
expanding magnificence of fiery 
splendor that was Child. He 
realized this was the most 
supernally beautiful view he was 
ever likely to see. 

And somehow he had to capture 
this experience in words. 

Chris turned and entered the 
airlock. 

"That rather exciting finale 
should make your report a true 
thriller, Chris," Bernie said a week 
later. They were sitting in the 
observation room. The Sagan had 
slipped into real space a few 
minutes earlier, but only the 
navigator_ was taking re~ings. 

There was nothing for the 
astronomers to do on the way home 
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except analyze the vast amount of 
data they had accumulated. They 
seemed to enjoy it, which was more 
than Chris could say for his poem. 
The subject seemed too large for his 
grasp. 

There was a sound of boots on 
the spiral stairs, and a moment 
later Captain Jackson entered. His 
right wrist was in a cast, but the 
sharp face had lightened to its 
normal grayish hue. He and Chris 
had exchanged only a few words 
since leaving Baby. 

The captain glanced briefly 
through the window and turned to 
Chris. He extended his good hand. 
"I think it's about time I faced up 
to the facts and apologized for 
calling you useless. You did a fine 
job outside. My congratulations." 

Chris had been wondering when 
he would hear those words and was 

FANTASY AND SCIENCE FICTION 

ready. "Thanks, captain," he said, 
shaking somewhat awkwardly with 
his left hand. "But you were right. 
No genuine spacer would have let 
that module swing the way I did 
and cut a suit. I didn't allow for the 
zero gravity effect and almost got 
us killed. I'm going to file a report 
that I was inadequately prepared 
and suggest more intensive training 
for future civilians on spaceships." 

For the first time in more than a 
year Chris saw a genuine smile on 
their captain's rugged features. But 
Jackson only said, "And how is the 
poem going?" 

Chris sighed and told him. 
"Then let's discuss it over a cup 

of stimcaf," the officer said. "Now 
it happens that I write a little 
poetry myself." 

Chris sighed again, but this 
time to himself. 
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