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Phoenic  





He was an ancient Phoenician, perhaps the oldest nan in the world. It was not that he had shriveled. He was a tall, gaunt old man with a beak on him like a bird of prey, and his complexion was of royal Phoenician purple.

He was of the race that had traveled to the ends of the Earth. Indeed, this oldest of then had cone all the way from Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania; which is farther than Punt, farther than Ophir, clear on the other side of the treacherous globe; on the Greater Antilla, and inland.

He was a coat-and-suit maker there in Pittsburgh. Now he had cone home.

A Phoenician, however, does not cone home to a town.

He comes home to a continent. The narrow shore, which no longer belonged identifiably to his ancestry, held him for only short weeks. Then he fared inland, crossed a small desert, and cameout on the south sea.

On this day he was in the port town of Esion-Geber, built by his people for Jedidiah long ago, and now named Aqaba.

And tonight he was on passage to Yenbo with the old Jew who not only owned the boat but also lived upon it. The fact is that this Jew had no other home, though he could well have afforded one; for he was rich, though not quite so rich as Wiedervogel, the Phoenician. He was also quite old, though again not so old as the Phoenician.

The Jew’s name was John Counts and he was a florid man, not by nature, but by pose. There is always room for a certain number of sharp men; there is room for a number of personables. There is some room for smooth raconteurs and also for competent solid men. There is hardly room for the intellectuals, and not nearly enough room for the honest men. The opportunities for many of these have been exaggerated.

But Counts, when he chose his vocation, believed that there were empty niches for several more florid men. He became one of them.

“You are taking a useless voyage, old bird,” he told Wiedervogel. “It cannot be for gain. It must be for curiosity.”

“I have none.”

“Nobody goes beyond Yenbo. That is the end of the World. There is nothing beyond.”

“I have an appointment beyond. It was made long ago.”

“How long ago? There has been no water traffic between these two ports for a generation.”

“It was quite a few generations ago that I made the appointment.”

“You, Wiedervogel. are what I call a phoney in depth. Do you know that you are grotesque in that old ready-made suit? But grace isn’t given to everyone.”

“It is one of ny own models, now (it is true) obsolete. It was dead stock, but it is heavy and warm.”

“So is the night. I beg you, do not grasp that glass as with a claw! Hold it lightly. There will be more when it is gone. Surely you are old enough to have acquired a few of the airs. It must be that you have kept your nose too close to the needle. Live a little. You never know how much tine you have left.”

“Yes, I know how much tine I have left.”

“Do you, now? How long, old turkey?”

“Five days.”

“And your old appointment is with the dark lady at the end of the passage?”

“In our old language her name was masculine.

Yourselves use a later borrowed name. I have an appointment in what is called the ‘House of Ashes’”.

“Is it not the elk who knows his time to die and who goes North to end it all in the ancestral bone-yard?”

“No. It is the elephant, and he goes South. But in my case there will be no bones left.”

“Interesting, but not very. Otto, we are in immediate danger of going thirsty! Is not Otto a fine steward, Wiedervogel?”

“He is a fine Stewart, but he is not otherwise fine.

I suspect that he is an unholy creature, a Golem.”

“You are too old to believe in legends, Wiedervogel. You couldn’t believe it of Otto on any other coast. However, legends are the only crop that will grow here. They can’t grow cane, they can’t grow maise, they can’t even grow grass here. But how they can grow legends! And the irony of the locale is that all the legends are true.

Not two years ago, I drove right through a grand old sail-ship on just such a night as this. It had no body to it. It must have been made out of fog. The lanterns on it. and the sea-men on the deck, and the smells up out of the open hold must have been made out of fog too. But they seemed real enough. It was a great lateen with a high poop from the old Caliphate days of sail. You see cuts of them in old hooks. They haven’t sailed for near five hundred years.”

“I remember them a little bit,” Wiedervogel said.

“I picked up a passenger near here once,” said Counts, “Once! Before it was over with I picked him up four times. The crewmen were afraid of him. They came to me and said that the man was already dead. They said that it was bad luck to have a deadman on a boat, but I have never found it so. I asked the man about his status, but he gave me an equivocal answer that first time.

Then a storm came up out of a dead calm. The boat tumbled all over itself and it tumbled that passenger overboard, and he drowned. ‘It is no great loss,’ one of the crewmen told me. ‘He has been drowned before*.

“I didn’t think much of it, not till it had happened the second and third and fourth time. Always that man would come to me briskly and pay his fare in very old coin. And always there would come up a sudden storm, and he alone would fall overboard and be drowned. I finally asked him about it.

I keep thinking it night turn out differently this time,’ he said, ‘and that I need not be drowned at all.’ He is still along this coast trying to undo fate. He has been around here for a long while.”

“I believe that I know the fellow,” Wiedervogel said.

“I took a live mermaid not far from here one morning,” said John Counts. And then he paused. “That pause, old Wiedervogel,” he said after a bit, “that pause was for you to say ‘Incredible!’ or something similarly apropos.”

“Consider it said. Was she real?”

“She said that she was. She seemed to be. She was ugly as sin, to use an old phrase. Her skin was green and rough, and perhaps it was scaled. She had a deformity of her feet and legs that turned them into serviceable flippers.

She smelled like a mermaid, or at least like a fish. She was a diver, and it was as such that her husband made his living from her. Her hair would have been human hair, if the infestations that lived in it has been cleaned out.”

“What did you do with her?”

“I tried to sell her in England. There is a man there who goes in for such things. ‘But I already have a mermaid,’ this man said. ‘A real one?’ I asked him. ‘No, not a real one, but this is not the first real one that has been offered to me. What I have is better than a real one.’

“It was. What the man has was incomparably better than a real one. She was a beautiful human girl who happened to terminate in a fish-tail. But she was no great whiz at swimming or deep diving. She wasn’t a real mermaid. I gave my mermaid back to her husband on my return voyage and paid him for her service. We did not understand the same thing by the term, but she was a real mermaid.”

“I used to see them sometimes,” said Wiedervogel.

It was four hundred miles, and it was third dawn when John Counts hoved to in his boat off Yenbo.

There was a boy who seemed to be moulded of clay, with a driving oar in his hands, standing on a board in the middle of the Sea. There had been no communication, but he was waiting for them.

The Old Phoenician went over and down the side with no baggage except a small sandalwood box under his arm. The creaking could have been either from his bones or from the cordage, but he went down easily.

“In four days?” called John Counts.

“Yes, pick me up here in four days,” said the Old Man.

“It’s a good thing you pay well, but it will be a little unusual to pick up a passenger one day after he is dead.”

“It i& a little unusual,” the Old Man said. “It is for that I pay well.”

John Counts went across the Sea to Ras Banas where he would load a small cargo. And the Old Phoenician, Wiedervegel, went ashore with the boy on the small float that was ankle-deep awash.

*  *  *  *

Travelling inland from the shore, the boy often had to cut brush to clear a path. It was a very old path, and it had not been used for a long while. Though it was oven-hot, the Old Man always wished to push on.

“But drink a little water then,” said the boy. “I worry for you.”

“I believe it would be wasted on me. Keep it for yourself.“

“But you will die of the heat.”

“Die? Of the heat? Why yes, but how did you know?”

They went a day and a night, or it may have been two days and two nights. Time becomes confused as it approaches its end. It was as hot at midnight as at noon. Only just before dawn did it cool a little bit. It was the morning of the vernal equinox, as required by ancient prescription.

The boy cleaned off the old rock. It had been fouled with bird and animal droppings, but from a long time ago.

They were like dust. The boy cut wood (he had been told what to do, and laid a fire. It was a great flat rock and a great hot fire.




Six Leagues from
Lop  


Millions of persons when reading The Travels of Marco Polo have surely felt that several of the major Travels or Adventures, three or four of them, have been left out. Oh, the texts do not show conspicuous sutures where the material has been removed. Going all the way back, the texts seem inviolate. But Marco was a natural story-teller. Why are three or four of his stories pointless and too short?

The travelling itself was from the year 1271 when Marco was sixteen years old to 1295 when he was forty-one years old. Then, three years after his return to his home city of Venice, Marco was taken prisoner in a naval war between Venice and Genoa and he found himself in a prison in Genoa.

For cell-mate Marco had a political prisoner named Rusticiano who was a professional scribe and also a writer of fantastic romances. Rusticiano had writing materials. Marco had his head and heart full of stories, his own travel adventures which would prove to be true wherever they could be checked; but Rusticiano believed them to be tall stories and fictional romances such as he himself sometimes wrote.

In their odd hours for a little less than a year,

Marco dictated and Rusticiano wrote. They used a French-Italian pidgin or lingo that was then common to international merchants as well as to mercenary soldiers and sailors. This was the ‘Italian’ that was still used in the Turkish navy until World War One.

The book thus produced was a success and was soon circulating in hundreds of manuscripts. Its first name was Il Milione (million); the exuberance of it could be expressed only by this largest number known to the common people; and Marco Polo acquired the nickname of ‘Marco Millions’ throughout Italy and France and England.

But the ‘missing adventures’ are not to be found in the earliest versions of Il Milione any more than they are in the latest editions of The Adventures of Marco Polo. Nor, for that matter, are they to be found in the known fantastic romances of Rusticiano.

Then I heard rumors of an old manuscript named The Romance of the Stone Balloons written by Emilone Rusticanus, which name might be translated as Big Emil the Rustic. But Emilone was certainly an echo of Il Milione the first title of the Marco Polo book; and Rusticianus was certainly an echo of Rusticiano. If Rusticiano had filched this romance out of Macro’s dictating, the pseudonym tied in well.

I began to look for a copy of The Romance of the Stone Balloons. It took me thirty years to find it. Early in my search T was sure that I was on the right track when I found the first sentence of the Stone Balloons (in the fourteenth century, cataloging of manuscripts used often to give the first sentence of a work in addition to the title, because works sometimes had different titles to the different manuscript versions). And the first sentence of The Romance of the Stone Balloons was:

“It was when we came within one day’s travel of Lop that we began to see two sorts of people in greater numbers; Sea Captains, and People of the Third Eye.”

But Lop was in The Travels of Marco Polo. Lop was at the end of Turkestan and at the beginning of Cathay and the Great Desert of Cathay. And chapter thirty-nine of book one of the Travels, the chapter that mentions Lop, is one of those narrations which is pointless and too short, one of those narrations which cries out the absence of substantial material.

After a thirty year search I did find a copy of The. Romance of the Stone Balloons, in a castle on a hill above a small town in Albania. The shoemaker in that town was also the notary; and in addition he rented out various little machines by the hour. From him I rented an Albanian typewriter (which, as you know, has no a or B.) for an hour, carried it up the hill where the Balloon manuscript reposed, made a good type-copy of it, hurried back down the hill with the typewriter, and completed the whole transaction in fifty-eight minutes. The shoemaker had to take my word for it that I was on time; he had just rented his only clock out for a half hour.

Here, translated from the old French-Italian pidgin, is the text of The Romance of The Stone Balloons by Emilione Rusticanus or Big Emil the Rustic.

“It was when we came within one day’s travel of Lop that we began to see two sorts of people in greater numbers; Sea Captains, and People of the Third Eye. I myself thought it unusual that there should be so many captains in this neighborhood when Lop is perhaps furthest from any Sea or Ocean or any town in the world.

“One of the sea captains explained to me that he was indeed such, but that the sea he sailed was the sea of the air and of the upper air and of the empyrean which is still higher than the upper air. This sea captain was one of the people of the third eye, as were at least half of the sea captains on the road that day. ‘I see that you have three dromedaries, twenty-two asses, and nine she-asses loaded with bales of merchandise,’ he said to me. ‘You will not find good market for it in Lop, and you will not want to cross the desert so heavily laden. But come with me tomorrow to our sky-port and you will be able to trade it with great profit to everyone. I myself will surely take parts of it, and other captains will take other parts. We trade for everything.’ ‘How far from Lop is this sky-port?’ I asked him. ‘Six leagues from Lop, a short day’s journey across the Leapers Plain,’ he said. ‘I am the captain of a ship of the sort commonly called stone balloon’, and you might want to go on a short journey with me in my vessel. Whenever we come to port here I like to take several days leisure and go to the dromedary races and other local entertainments. It is so rustic here in these boondocks.’

“We came into the town of Lop at sundown. I unloaded my animals to give them rest, and watered them and gave them hay. The sea captain put little pellets into the hay I gave them. Lop was a busy little trade town but it had the air of being only - ‘Yes, of being only a suburb of a more important place,’ the sea captain said as if he read my feelings, ‘for it is really only a suburb of space-port.’ ‘How many of these space-ports or sky-ports are there in the world?’ I asked. ‘Only three others on this world,’ the sea captain said, ‘and two on the noon, one each on Mercury and Venus (stifling places those!), others on the noons of Saturn and Jupiter, and very nany space-ports on more distant worlds.

My own home port is on one of the Trader planets. Me can eat supper here in Lop and by that time it will be moonrise and we will go to Sky-Port by moonlight. I have put pellets into the hay your animals are eating and these will revivify them and take their weariness away. You can buy Leapers Shoes here in Lop, two for yourself and four for your riding donkey. These will provide a sort of boyish amusement for you, and I see that you are really still a boy. The ground around Space-Port is saturated with anti-geodic force which leaks from our balloons. This gives a bounciness to those who wear leapers shoes that are made of an alloy that is one part iron and nine parts of the metal that is called ‘chamron’ by the Jews and ‘Al-Aminyoum’ by the Arabs.’ He had supper. Then I bought leapers shoes and put two of them on my own feet and four of them on the feet of my riding donkey. I loaded my animals again, and they were very lively and had not a trace of travel weariness left. He set out by moonlight over the six league road from Lop to Sky-Port.

“As we came near to Sky-Port, X felt the anti-geodic force very strongly. My riding donkey went high into the air at every stride, and its strides were ten times as long as usual. I dismounted then, and I went leaping and striding along the road with each stop of mine being twenty times my own length. It is very pleasurable to stride along a ground that is saturated with anti-geodic force. There were huge spheres hovering above the earth ahead of us, spheres that the moonlight shined clear through somehow. ‘Are those great spheres that I see the vessels that are called the stone balloons?’ I asked the sea captain. ‘Yes, they are called the stone balloons.” the sea captain said. ‘It is an old code name. They are really made of the most sophisticated of metals. And you do not sea, them, since you do not have the third eye. You see only the shadows and auras of them. But with practice that is nearly as good. Even many of the captains of these balloons are not third eye people and so can not properly see them. Here is a nice space just below several of the hovering balloons. Unload and trade.’

“I unloaded my bales and traded with various persons (some of them three-eyed, some of them two-eyed) from the balloons. ‘Oh, here’s linens from Flanders,’ one of the balloon persons said. I know a world where there is good market for such quaint things.’ And other traders found other bales of my merchandise interesting or quaint. They paid me mostly in gold and jewels, and when all my bales were gone I found myself a thousand times as rich as I had been before, even though all the gold and jewels that I had acquired could now be carried by only half of my animals.

“The sea captain of my first acquaintance then took me for a ride in his balloon which was like a shadow to me from the outside but was bright and completely visible and solid on the inside. ‘It will have to be a short voyage, probably to the moon only,’ I said to the captain, ‘for my father and my uncle will arrive in Lop in the morning and I am supposed to meet them there.’ ‘All the voyages, whether to the moon or to worlds ten million times more distant, take about the same time to complete,’ the sea captain said. ‘When you use anti-geodetic force for propulsion, all places are equally close, all places are really only ‘six leagues from Lop’. Come. It is a great enjoyment if you have not traveled to far places before! ‘

“We rose in the ‘balloon’ rapidly, and still more rapidly. We seemed to be heading towards the bright moon. Then the bright moon paled as we came into bright sunshine (sunshine at midnight); and the sun in its turn paled as we left it far behind us. After passing many stars we came into the area of another star-sun and watched it grow very bright as we neared it. We selected a mote-of-dust-sized planet of that sun and watched it grow into a world. And we came down on that world. The sea captain said that it was one of the Trader Planets, and he told me its name, but the vocables of its name were more than I could master. We descended from the ‘balloon’ to the sky-port there.

“The marvels of this sky-port on this Trader Planet are more than I can describe. There were giant merchandise fairs. There were buildings more than fifty estages high. There were vehicles that ran along the roads by fractured anti-geodic force. There were theatrical and musical pleasures everywhere. There were eating and drinking and carousing pleasures. The sea captain took me to the money mart, the center of financial speculations and investments. When we got there, there was a recess in the activities. Machines were sweeping the mart clean from the dropped money that had piled up knee-deep on the floors when the people had been too busy with their transactions to pick up what they had dropped. The money was pushed out of the great doors and into an open area where it was piled up like a mountain. The poor people were urged to come and take away all of it that they could carry. ‘It does not matter that they are prodigal people and will spend it foolishly and be poor again within six hours time,’ the sea captain said. ‘In seven hours there will be another clean-out hour, and once more the poor people can come and pick up all the money they want. Nobody needs to be poor for very long on this planet.’

“There was a section of Sky-Port town where there were girls and woman and lads and men who -“




(There followed in the text an interval of exceptionally ruddy pornography. It was not at all in the style of Marco Polo. I believe that it is added gratuitously by that plagiarizing scribe Big Emil the Rustic. Since this pornography would be of no possible interest to anyone, I did not transcribe it. The text continues -)








“There seemed to be no end to the marvels of Sky-Port Town, but there had to be an end to my visit there. I entered the ship captain’s balloon again, and the captain took me back to my own world and to the Sky-Port that is ‘Six Leagues from Lop’. When I left the balloon I took my animals, only half of them loaded now (but with what wealth they were loaded!) and made my way back to Lop. I went quickly, aided for the first three leagues of the journey by my leaper shoes on the earth that was saturated by anti-geodic force. I arrived in Lop still quite early in the morning and met my father and uncle there. They were amazed by the wealth that I had acquired. They could hardly believe it when they saw whole dromedary loads of finest diamonds, and other dromedary and ass-loads of other costly jewels and gold. They thought that their eyes deceived them. So we loaded my other animals, and those of my father and uncle also, with provisions and food and emergency water, and started across the Great Desert of Cathay.”

*  *  *  *

There it is, The Romance of the Stone Balloons, (which were made of highly sophisticated metal and not of stone at all). This is the text recovered after being lost for seven hundred years. I believed that the narration had been plagiarized from Marco Polo by the scribe Big Emil. I believed that, being by Marco, it was a true account and not a romance.

So there had been, seven hundred years ago, space flight between earth and many other worlds. It had been based on anti-grav (anti-geodic) force. The traffic had been only partly in the control of gracious three-eyed aliens. There had also been two-eyed humans engaged in it. It was a good thing, and so it had not been open to everyone. And yet it seemed to have been pretty open.

How was it now, seven hundred years later? I determined to find out. I raised what money I could and started off for Lop. I guessed correctly that Lop was a small Gobi Desert oasis presently called Lo-Pu Po by the Chinese. I went there.

It was a small place, and I did not immediately see evidence of what I was seeking. I visited the markets and shops. Then, in a dark corner of a dark shop (to which corner, however, my eyes were somehow immediately drawn) I saw what could only be a pair of metallic leapers shoes, covered with heavy cobwebs.

“How much for there, whatever they are?” I asked the old merchant.

“Twenty dollars American,” the merchant said, “and I don’t know what they are either.” He brushed the heavy cobwebs off them and took them out of that dark corner and sold them to me. I put them on my feet and went out of that shop in good spirits. My leaping shoes were already telling me which way to go.

“Tourist, you’ve been had!” a woman outside the shop told me. “Those aren’t ancient leapers shoes. They are cheap iron shoes made no more than two hundred years ago.

They are made to sell to gullible tourists. If you look back into the shop now you will see that the merchant has already set another pair in that pseudo-obscure corner and has whistled for his pet spider to come and spin more webs over them. For twenty dollars American you could have got a pair of genuine imitation modern American cowboy boots.”

“I am satisfied,” I said. “The metal shoes are telling me where to go.”

“They will lead you out to Six League Town and they will corrupt you with money there,” the women said.

They did lead me out to Sky-Port. They took me there striding along with longer and longer strides as I came nearer to the port. Oh, it was not a grand place, but there were half a dozen of the big spheres hanging over it (perhaps it was only their shadows that I saw). And there were pleasant-looking people who seemed to be trading and confabbing in a green grove.

But there was a woman in my way there. She looked at me pleasantly enough out of her two pleasant eyes. But she seemed to look balefully from her third eye.

“Lutfen saat kac?” she asked me. What should I answer? What kind of trap was this? Well, when in doubt the best thing is to tell the simple truth.

“Saat vedive bes kala.” I said with as much assurance as I could muster.

Well, what would you have said?

The three-eyed woman wandered off.

“Cone trade with us,” a pleasant three-eyed nan called from the green grove.

I went to then, and then I had a horrible sinking feeling. I was stony broke. The twenty dollars American I had paid for ny leapers shoes was the last money I had in the world. I had nothing to trade, and I told then so.

“Oh, surely you have somthing. Everybody has something,” they cajoled ne. “Turn out your pockets.” I turned out ny pockets, and all I had was an old pocket knife with a broken blade.

“kith a synthetic nother-of-pearl handle,” one of the person said. “It is good enough for a start. Ersatz-Earthian artifacts are hot items on one planet I know about, and the more broken they are the better they like then.”

The person gave ne enough for the pocket knife for ne to join the trading. And then it was an exciting trading on which everybody made a profit on every turn-over. I didn’t understand much of the trading, but there seemed to be no way that anybody could lose. After an hour of trading, I was independently wealthy for life. I like it this way.

I enjoyed ny wealth for five years, right up till today. I came gradually to understand the situation. Of course there is space travel! Not everybody knows about it, but everybody who natters knows about it. Of course there is mutually profitable exchange! Not everybody knows about this either, but quite a few people do know about it and do profit by it. Of course Marco Polo told the truth in his tales!

All good persons tell the truth always.

*  *  *  *

But now I have become restless again. I have to go on another quest, on three other quests.

I believe that there are three more true adventures of Marco Polo which the scribe Big Emil the Rustic plagiarized from him and transcribed as romances of his own. I an determined to track these three episodes down. But if I spend thirty years on each of them I may be old or dead before I am finished.

But, even here, there is the bright sunshine of hope.

One of the three was the “Fountain of Youth”

Adventure, which Big Emil believed to be a fiction but which I believe that Marco Polo wrote as true fact. That is the one I go in quest of first. Tomorrow I go to seek it full time.


Rainy Day in
Halicarnasses  





It is said that the Christ accounts cannot be true because there are earlier versions of similar stories. It is said in particular that the death-of-Christ account cannot be true because there are earlier death-of-the-sage legends. But I believe that the Christ account is the most convincing of all of them. And likely the death-of-Socrates account is the least convincing of such tales.



‘Using arguments like those that are used against the Christ account, Socrates could not have died his fabled death because that particular death account was already well-worn and centuries old. He could not have died by taking poisonous hemlock because many sages in India did die by taking poisonous hemlock in earlier centuries. The plant know mistakenly as hemlock (koneion) in Greece in the time of Socrates was not poisonous in any form. But the plant known correctly as hemlock in India was poisonous.



The only account of the hemlock-death of Socrates was written by Plato. Plato was almost certainly kidding Socrates (who was present when Plato first read that tour de force to their circle) by comparing him to one of the old deified sages who had died this traditional death-of-the-sage in old India.



The date of this death-account or death is always given as b.o. 399.



‘Xenophon and other biographers of Socrates do not mention any such hemlock death, or any death at all for him. But they do mention Socrates as living in Halicarnassus in Asia Minor at least ten years after this purported death. And Socrates was present, sitting on a sort of dunce’s stool that was provided for him. on ‘opening afternoon’ when Aristophanes first satirized him in his comedy The Clouds’. There was some banter between the playwright and the butt of his play. It seems pretty clear that this was Socrates himself and not an actor playing him. This was in b.c. 395, four years after the ascribed death of Socrates.



‘It may be that the legend of the false or hemlock death of Socrates has persisted because we have no account of his true death. Instead of that we have - more legend.



‘More than one hundred years after his false or hemlock death, Socrates is mentioned as being one of a circle of sages in Halicarnassus who had whipped the dying business; but this has the smell of legend again. And Villehardouin records it that Crusaders spoke with Socrates in the year 1191 in Halicarnassus; but this had the smell of deep legend. And three different Englishmen in the nineteenth century mention meeting Socrates in Bodrum (the modern name for Halicarnassus).



To me, this does not have the smell of legend; for personal reasons (one of the Englishmen was my own grandfather), I believe it is truth.”





The Back Door of History. Arpad Arutinov.

























Art Slick and Jim Boomer had been heading for the Island of Cos when they were driven onto the Turkish mainland by a sudden squall. They put in, an hour before sunrise, at the little harbour of Bodrum whose ancient name had been Halicarnassus. They had come in the twenty-two foot motor launch the ‘T-Town Tornado’ which was too dumb to know that it shouldn’t have been half way around the world on the open seas; and Art Slick and Jim Boomer were likewise too dumb to know that their craft was too small for such voyaging.

When they had tied up in a little slip, the wind fell by one half and was not as dangerous as it had been. But the rain came down in torrents and it would not stop that day, and maybe not the next day.

Remember that girl in Istanbul three days ago, remember how she sang ‘Rainy Day in Halicarnassus, Gloom, Gloom, Gloom!’. And later when she came to the table with Art Slick and Jim Boomer she said “Do you know that there are three hundred and nineteen different words for ‘gloom’ in Turkish? I like to tell these little informations to gentlemen who come into our place.”

“I’d sure never learn three hundred and nineteen different Turkish words for ‘gloom’,” Art Slick said.

“You would if you ever had to spend a rainy day in Halicarnassus,” the girl told him. “You’d learn them all and you’d use them all. That isn’t half enough words for the kind of gloom it is there when it rains.”

Hell, it looked as though them would spend just such a rainy day in that town now. It was torrential, it was blustery, and it was gloomy, except for one stocky Greek man who had an Aura of sunshine about him.

“The ‘Dictionary of Idiosyncrasies’ gives it that the equivalent of a ‘Rainy Day in Halicarnassus’ is a ‘Sunny day in Philadelphia’,” this broken-nosed and grinny Greek seaman said. Hell maybe he was a broken-nosed Greek boxer and not a seaman. “There is a Greek cafe, a Turkish cafe, and a Syrian cafe in this town if you want breakfast. Then there is a Greek cinema, a Turkish cinema, and a Syrian cinema. And then there is a Greek night club, a Turkish night club and a Syrian night club. These presently open at six in the morning and close at six in the evening because of the curfew which is imposed because of the political turmoil. And then there is the ‘Ancient Museum of Living Effigies’ that you might want to see. There isn’t anything else in town, and the rain isn’t going to stop today.”

“Thanks, Rocky, we may just try them all,” Jim Boomer told old broken-nose.

“Why do you call him Rocky when his name is Socky?” a lady asked Jim.

Art and Jim and Rocky-Socky had a breakfast at the Greek cafe. Then they had one at the Turkish cafe, and then one at the Syrian. Hell, the broken-nosed Greek was a good solid belly-man, and Art and Jim could stay with anything for at least once around the circuit. And what else is there to do on a rainy day in a place like this?

“How come you talk such good English, Rocky? Art Slick asked, “Have you been in the States?”

“Oh, I’ve been in the area where they are now, but the States hadn’t arrived there yet. Back when I was young and wise, I’d learn a new language every five years,” said this strong, stocky fellow who was smoking a Greek pipe. “Hell, I was pretty sharp-witted then and I learned things easily.

And later I slowed down and learned a new tongue about every twenty years. And more recently I learn one about every fifty years. I’ve been learning English just about fifty years now and I’m getting pretty good at it. And now I may spend about fifty years on Indonesian.”

“Going back as far as you do, you’re probably a Pagan, Rocky,” Jim Boomer said.

“Nah, I switched a long, long time ago. Now I usher every Sunday at St. Petes in town here.”

It was still raining when they came out of the Syrian

Cafe. They went under leaking wooden awnings to the Greek cinema and saw an American ‘Western’, ‘Rustlers of Rim-Rock Canyon‘.

“Are you a movie fan, Rocky?” Jim Boomer asked.

“Yeah, from a way back, and I mean from a way back. I loved them when we had them the first time. A lot of people don’t remember that, but there was a first time. We even had Westerns’ that first time around, though they were ‘Easterns’ from my viewpoint, in desert settings, and both the Gobi and the Arabian deserts were east of me. About the only difference in those and the present ‘Westerns’ was the pounding of dromedary hoofs in the old ones and the pounding of horses hoofs in the new ones. And we had SF movies, sort of. Fantastic stuff they were. A critic wrote recently that the old ‘Arabian Nights Stories’ sounded a little like primitive movie scripts. He was guessing, but that’s where ..hey did come from. They were based on old movies.

“Ah, they made some good movies at those old studios in Ctesiphon. at the Biograph Studio, at Palmy Days Productions, at the Lion and the Unicorn Associated Artists. But after Baghdad became the big city in the area, most of the studios moved there. After that, the decline in moviemaking set in; I never really knew why.”

They went to the Turkish cinema and saw the American Western’, ‘Guns of the Palo Duro‘. Then they went to the Syrian cinema and saw the American ‘Western’, ‘Robbers’ Roost on the Rio Rojo’ .

“Well, that about does the town, huh. Rocky?” Art Slick asked when they came out of the Syrian Cinema.

“We can always see them over again. That’s what I do on rainy days here, see them over again four or five times.”

“You told us about the three night clubs that are only open in the day time on account of the curfew,” Jim Boomer said, “and what was the other thing, Rocky?”

“The ‘Ancient Museum of Living Effigies’. I’m really the best one in it, but overall we haven’t a very good show.

I wouldn’t recommend it ordinarily but on a rainy day here, yeah guys, it’s the last diversion.”

They went to the Greek night club where there was an American Jewish comedian, an Italian songstress, a Black trumpet player, and a troupe of Arabian tumblers.

“Is this about par for it, Rocky?” Art Slick asked.

“It’s about the same as we used to have back in Greece when I was a young man, yes. When we had ‘radio’ the first time we had shows just about like this. The ‘Petrides Olive Hour’ was a good show. So was the Arcadian Honey Hour‘. I used to wrangle passes to go to the studios to see the shows live. Most of the acts were better live. Except for the Arabian Tumblers; they were better on the radio. I guess the radio shows faded away after the Romans came. The Romans thought they were silly, so we kind of dropped them until modern times.”

“I guess there’s nothing new under the sun, Rocky,”

J im Boomer said.

“Hey, that’s new! Let me write it down. ‘Nothing new under the sun.’ That’s good. Into the old notebook it goes.”

“Did you always carry a notebook. Rocky?”

“Always. It is part of my self-education program.

But it was more cumbersome in the old days, carrying those slabs of clay around in your pockets and wetting them whenever you wanted to make a note with your stylus. Who could afford paper and parchment then? Poor scholars like myself couldn’t even afford wax to write on.”

“Is this whipping-of-death jag that you fellows are on much of a trick, Rocky? And what’s the secret of it?” Boomer asked.

“Oh, we don’t have it whipped, just delayed for a while. And if I told you the secret of it, it wouldn’t be a secret any longer.”

“What was that stroke like invisible lightening coming right through the walls?” Art Slick asked.

“Probably a temperature inversion discharging,” Jim Boomer said.

“Ho. It was a time-inversion shock-wave,” the genial Greek offered just as if he knew what he was talking about. “He have them here pretty often. It means we’re going to have visitors.”

“What’s that, Rocky, a folk superstition?” Art asked.

“Sort of, boys, sort of. When we had time travel the first time we knew how to muffle the shock-waves.”

They were drinking Martinis.

“The Martini is really what saved the olive from extinction,” the broken-nosed Greek said. “A wonderful invention, wonderful.”

The Italian songstress was singing ‘A Rainy Day in Halicarnnssus‘. No, that had been in the Turkish night club. No, that had been in all three of them. Each of them had an Italian songstress singing it. They were three sisters named Montanari.

“Well, that about does the town. Rocky,” Art Slick said when they cam out of the Syrian night club. It wasn’t noon yet. “So we’re down to the ‘Ancient Museum of Living Effigies’ of which you’re the star. It’s that, or see the movies again.”

“Let’s see the movies again,” the genial rocky-faced Greek said. It was still raining. They saw the three movies again. They went to the three night clubs again after that. And it was not yet two o-clock. Time goes slow on rainy days there.

“When does the show start at the Museum, Rocky?”

“Whenever we can get as many as three customers. Come along. There’s you two and maybe there will be another one.”

As a matter of fact there were seven customers waiting, a local girl and six people from a time-probe. You could tell the time-probe people by their closure-ears.

Things must have been noisy where they came from.

“Weren’t you six folks around here about ten years ago?” rocky-face asked them, “and weren’t you around here about ten years before that?”

“Kyrie Socrates, we’ve spent the whole afternoon trying to get a serious interview with you, and it costs more than you’d think,” one of the time-trip persons said. “And we’ve seen your silly show twelve times. We’ve been coming back here at ten year intervals to try to catch you in the mood to give us a real interview, but we’re about out of patience with you. We’re convinced that you really are Socrates. We can’t reach back far enough to get you in what I might call your credible life, and you drop out of the scene again not very much after now, so we have a narrow place to try to catch you. Your rediscovery can well be the historical event of the ages, but you won’t let it be. Why won’t you give us a real interview, now, today?”

“Ah, there’s so many things to do that are more fun.”

“What are they? On a day like this, what are they?”

“Oh, on a rainy day like this I guess there aren’t really any,” old pudgy admitted.

The local girl there was shining up to Art Slick and

Jin Boomer.

“I know you were trying to get to the Island of Cos when you had to put in here to Bodrum,” she said. “I want to go there tonight. Hy sister who lives there is expecting me to come and help her with the geese. Tomorrow is the first day of Goose-Plucking Week, you know. And tonight is Goose-down Eve Festival. We really throw a banger over there on Goose-down Eve. We’ll take Sooky too if he’s decent to these visitors.”

The ‘Ancient Museum of Living Effigies’ Show wasn’t a very good one by ordinary standards, but on a rainy day in Halicarnassus it was at least tolerable. And it did have a good cast; Pythagoras, Pico della Mirandola, Lama Hama-Gama, Avicenna. Prester John, Tycho Brahe, Leibnitz, but Socrates was the oldest of them.

“T was the youngest member once, but gradually we drop out,” he said. The Living Effigies, the Old Sages gave little lectures on mathematics and philosophy and history and civic duty. They played ancient and Medieval musical instruments, and Socrates also played several tunes on a modern harmonica. They answered catch questions thrown at them to test whether they really were who they said that they were. And all of them seemed genuine.

“Why are there no saints among you?” one of the time-prober persons asked. “Some of the saints were true sages.”

“They’re not declared saints till they’ve gone to their glory,” Pico della Mirandola said, “and we haven’t gone there yet.”

“We really throw bangers over there on Goose-down Eve.” the local girl was telling Art and Jim. “And the wind has swung around now. It’s still a gale, but it’s a stone gale off the land now, and it’ll put us into Cos in two hours if that skiff of yours has any kick at all. And the party will just be starting good when we get there. Everybody else would be too chicken to put out in this weather, but I know that you guys aren’t chicken.”

The sages slipped away one by one as they finished their specialties, and the last of them, Socrates, was still spieling: - “Back when we had aviation the first time. I was barnstorming one autumn in a little tri-winger plane when

“Oh stop giggling when you tell them, Socky,” the local girl said. “Your stories aren’t that funny.”

“Kyrie Socrates,” said one of the time-trippers, “you are telling lies again. You never had aviation the first time. You’re telling tall stories. And yet you are your genuine self and you could give us genuine and sensational information. We have about a hundred key questions here, and if you will just use them for take-off points

“Go ahead. Rocky,” Art Slick said. “You’ll have time. We won’t be putting out to sea for at least a half hour.”

“And you haven’t anything better to do,” another of the time-probers put in. “After all, this is a rainy day in Halicarnassus.”

“It doesn’t hurt to be nice to people who have made such a whennish long trip to see you,” the local girl said. “Be nice to them, or we won’t take you to Cos for the Goose-down Eve Festival.”

“All right, folks, I open my heart and my head to you,” the Old Master said. “But I wouldn’t be opening them if it weren’t such a dismal rainy day, and I wouldn’t we opening them to you if only they had changed the bill at even one of the movie houses.”

Then the time-probe people fell upon him joyously for the epoch-making interview.

‘‘We’ll gas up at Turkoman’s Marina, Rocky,” Art Slick called. “He’ll see you there, but take your tine and give them what they want.”

“Why do call him Rocky when his name is Socky?” the local girl asked as she went out with Art and Jim.

And the interview was a great success. The old master used the hundred or so questions as take-off points for really masterful illuminations. It really was the archeological-historical coup of the century.

Of which century? Of this one or of that one?

Of that one, of the century - well it was either the twenty-ninth or the thirty-ninth century, whichever century the time-probers said they came from. And their write-ups of the masterful meeting introduced to their world two new and powerful archetypes:    the Rainy Day in Halicarnassus’

Psychosis; and the ‘Goose-Down Eve Festival of Cos’ Eschatological Motif.


Assault on Fat
Mountain    





‘The fruit of Confrontation, whether of animals or boys or parties or realms, is  usually irreversible. At a cross-roads or  confrontation, one party (possibly the larger  and richer and more powerful party) will back  down. Then the party that has stood firm will  be dominant over the other forever. The  dominant party will thrive; it will grow fat in  money and fruit; it will flourish in the arts  and in the body politic; it will become  inventive and vital. And the party or realm  that has backed down will shrink and shrivel.



No matter what its natural advantages had been, they will now become inapplicable and spooked  and sterile and unnatural. And they will fail  as the opinion of them fails.



‘Consider two acorns crowded together, arguing which of them shall root, and grow into  a great tree. One will certainly preempt the  other. The one will indeed become a great  tree. The other will not root at all. It will  rot and disappear. It will not even grow into  a little treelet or boscage as will some of the  other acorns that were not involved in the  direct confrontation.



‘Or notice the results of a close voting between two men for a high office. The victor  will grow in stature and wisdom and  achievement. The loser, usually of about equal  capacity, will withdraw from action, will  languish, and most likely he will die.



But, while the fruit of Confrontation is usually irreversible, there will sometimes come  (long after the primary decision) a late and  inept revolt by the loser against that



decision. This will likely be a senile, slobbering, tatterdemalion, witless, even  insane revolt. And the established victor can  only regard it with compassion and  embarrassment.’



The Back-Door of History. Arpad Arutinov.








“Hey, I heard a new United-Statser joke.





There were these two lowlanders or coasties, and



“Just a minute there. I’m a United-Statser . “





“That’s all right. I’ll tell it real slow.”



United-Statser Jokes and Gollywogs. Watauga Press.
























A rabble-rooster in the town of Boston was saying some strident and unpleasant things about the Free Nation of  Appalachia:

“Before God, it’s not fair that one nation should be rich and fat forever, and its less favored neighbor should  lie in the slough of poverty and hunger and despond. These  are bitter grits that we eat from the trains of Appalachia;  their own hogs eat finer than we do. Consider the wealths in  High Appalachia; the red grapes of Roane and the white grapes  of Smokey Mountain Vineyards; the sweet corn centers of  fertile Shelby, and the popcorn plantations of Cumberland;  the flax, the wool, the cotton, the Jim-pie-weed cloth; the  peat and the coal and the pine-knots for fuel; the rock oil  from the hills and the cat-fish oil from the streams; the  pumpkin bread, the hickory nut bread, the bean bread every  day of the week; fat beef, fat pork, fat mutton; ducks and  geese and wood-cock and savanna hen, turkey and guinea; the  plump rabbits of Ozarkia and the meaty woodchucks of  Doniphan; light wheat, dark rye, barley, and rolling fields  of oats; sunflower seeds, pecans and peanuts. Would it be  robbery if we took our fair share of these things, nor waited  for their niggardly food trains?

“Consider that whole fat mountain of a nation! That cornucopious overflowing from this Big Rock Candy Mountain of  legend! Are not all things for all people? Shall we perish  from want in our miserable low-lands and sea-coasts while  they’ live in ease in their rich hackberry thickets!

“Why should we be beholden to the Fat-Land People for most of our food and our clothing, for our machinery and our  music and our books, for our motor-carts and our trains and  our telegraph lines, for our entertainments and excursions,  even for our sins?

“Consider their identity precision machine shops with their manufacture of Kentucky rifles and reapers and motor-wagons and trains that obsolete our own factories. But I  will tell you all an open secret:

“Not all the self-development money sent to us by rich Appalachia goes for the things that were intended. We divert  a big part of it. We buy guns and cannons from England. We  buy grenade-launchers and mortar-guns from France. This will  be our self-development. And, when we have arms enough, we  will invade and take what is ours by right. We’ll be top dog  then.“




“Did you know that the future of our great land of Appalachia once hung in the balance,  that it once depended on the flip of a coin?



This was in the year 1788 when the frontier  state of Franklin, of which our Appalachia is the overgrown child, was threatened with  extinction. The state had endured for four  years. Then the traitor John Tipton tried to  betray the State back into the hands of North  Carolina. Had he succeeded, our own fat  Appalachia night now be thin and starving. The  great leader of Franklin, ‘Nolichucky Jack”



Sevier, the hero of the Battle of Kings Mountain, seemed uninterested. “It will not  matter much one way or the other,” he said.



And the settlers along the Watauga and Holston Rivers were ready to surrender themselves back  to North Carolina. The only supporters of  Independent Franklin seemed to be the ‘Sons of  the Twelve Cabins’, very rough mountain men.



They came to Governor Sevier in a fury. “We want to keep our Free State of Franklin,” they  said. “There are certain hot-heads who want to  turn the Free State into a Free Nation,” Sevier  said. “Yes, we are those hot-heads,” the Sons  of the Cabins boasted. “And we can whip them  all, the twelve of us, and you.” “Oh, I’m not  doubting that we can whip them,” Sevier said,  “but is it important that we do it?” “It’s important to the twelve best men on the  frontier,” the twelve best men said. “Well  then, I’ll flip for it, you twelve against the  world,” Sevier cried, and he pulled a Spanish  scored dollar out of his pocket, “Crowns for  the return to the Carolina folks. Shields for  our free land in our fat mountains and rivers.”



And the scored dollar came up ‘shields’. The Free Men of Franklin confronted the troops from  North Carolina and they faced them down though  they were outnumbered twenty to one. And when  the Free Frankliners looked them in the eye,  they looked all three million people of the  United States in the eye. They stared down  those three million too. So was the fate of  our nation decided.



‘Had it been otherwise, had the coin come up ‘crows’, we would not now be our own  thriving selves under our Child of God flag,  that banner of the fat pig with the Beams of  Heaven shining down on it. Had it been  otherwise, we would not have grown into a great  realm of the thirteen states of Kentucky,



Tennessee, Outer Virginia, Western Carolina,



Lupkin, Tom Bigbee, Tishomingo, Izard,



Giradeau, Terre Haute, Gallatin, Oklafalaya, and Kansas; with our Capital at the District of  Watauga.



‘Had it been otherwise, we would not be here to send relief trains to the low-landers,  the United-Statsers. And who would feed them  if we were not established in our fat  mountains?















Child’s History of Appalachia







A relief train pulled into Pittsburgh from Appalachia. It was heavy with foodstuffs and clothing; it had some tools  and machinery and vehicles; there were a few carloads of  radios and luxury appliances. This was one of the daily free  trains into that town. But the people of the town looked at the slowing train and spat.

“They used to wait till we unloaded before they spat their disdain,” a trainman said.

At the unloading, the townsmen insisted that the trainmen should unload all the goods. The trainmen said that  the locals could unload the material, as it was being given  to them. “For us to unload it would be a little too much of  a bad thing,” a trainman said. There was an argument at the  trainside. Several of the trainmen were kicked in the shins.  Then a trainman punched a shin-kicker in the nose. That was  really all there was to the incident.

But the State of Pittsburgh protested this outrage to the Free Nation of Appalachia. It asked for execution of the  nose-punching trainman, and punitive damage of a hundred  million dollars. Then other states of the Union supported  the State of Pittsburgh in its demands. And other rabble-roosters went to work on the people.







A rabble-rooster in Port Chicago was haranguing his ruddy-necked fellows:

“I call for war. United States blood has been shed on United States soil. A poor man in Pittsburgh has had his  nose blooded by an insulting Appalachian; cartilaginous  damage may also have been done. This is a national insult,  and we will be redressed.

“These fat-country people who use every foot of their land, who are so rich and provisioned, they will disgorge!  It’s an open secret that we have arms from Canada, that we  have been spending for this purpose almost all our ‘lend-a-hand’ moneys received from Appalachia.

“They are a people in the rich heartland (which should be our own heartland) enjoying dew-berries and blueberries,  June berries and huckleberries and elderberries, blackberries  and gooseberries; enjoying hazelnuts and butternuts;  pleasuring themselves on tomatoes and musk melons; the rich  Appalachians! Consider their crackerjack factories in  Council Bluffs and their alligator farms in Memphis! Regard  the wealth of their windmill-makers and rubber-plant growers.  Be amazed at the daily wages of their iron-makers and  cucumber pickers. Do you know that even the poor people in  Appalachia have pumpkin every day?

“Men, enlist for this adventure against the Appalachians. There will be loot. And every man-jack of you  may seize one of those Appalachian girls for his own.”




A rabble-rooster in Red River Narrow State was blowing and going:

“We are only the lean ring on the outside of this promised land. But they, the rich Appalachians, they are the  fat hole of the doughnut. Do you know that they have found  ways to get olives to grow in their land? And lemons and  oranges and coconuts? Do you know what millions of pounds of  homey they take from what billions of bees? Do you  understand that they make six potatoes grow where only one  would grow in our country? Do you know that they tamper with  their trees so that they have apples to pick on Christmas,  and that they can get nine cuttings of clover a year in their  hay fields? Do you know that not ten miles from here they  have a factory that makes cactus taste like beefsteak? Do  you know that they make better Horse Whisky in Kentucky and  better Mule Whisky in Tennessee than we are able to make  anywhere? Why has God given them land so much better than  our own? He hasn’t. It’s the Devil who deals good fortune  to the Appalachians.

“We have asked that the Appalachians share equally with us, but what they give us are only half shares. Well, we  will take by force what they will not give by friendship. We  here in Red River Narrow State have been setting aside half  of what the Appalachians send us under the labor-for-neighbor  plan. We have been buying fire-arms from Mexico with this.

So have the peoples of most of the other states of the Union. We’re near ready.

“I can promise that we will eat high on the hog when we despoil Appalachia. I can promise you gold, girls, and  glory. We will knock them off their fat mountain and then we  will be king of the mountain.”







The people of the United States Union mounted assault against the people of the Free Nation of Appalachia, the  richest and best-provisioned nation in the world. The  attackers had a few guns and cannons from England, they had  launchers and mortars from France, they had some moose guns  from Canada. And they had maybe a hundred dozen Mexican  trade pistols.

It was a very late and very inept revolt against the conditions. It was a senile, tatterdemalion, foolish, even  insane invasion.

But what to do about it? These invading people were footsore and hungry within half a day. They were lost in the  landscape even before reaching their own borders. They were  bogged down. They would be dying in two days. They needed  every help.

Or was what they really needed - ?

No, ho, do not even think of that. Oh, there was a temptation to take ungovernmental steps, to take inhumane  steps, to take un-Appalachian steps to abate this nuisance!  But that must not be allowed.

The only way to regard the invaders was with compassion and embarrassment.

By what fate had such a situation ever come about?


Calamites of
Last Pauper  





This account is for those who were too young or too unborn to have seen the denouement of The Death of the Last Pauper’ live (the death was live) on the Greenbaum-Brannagan Late Late Speak Your Mind Show. And ninety-six percent of todays population are too young to have seen it.

* * * *

It blew all the feathers off the goose 





This is the day that the storms broke loose.







Weatherman Jones






















John Bochtan was the last poor person in the world. Careful accounts of the paupered people had been kept as they vanished everywhere, and now Bochtan was the last of them anywhere. All the more progressive realms had already gotten rid of the last of their poor people, by floating them out of their poverty by massive donations, by reclassifying them out of their poverty by simple judicial hearings, or by sterner methods.

In England, two years before this, four-and-twenty unrepentant paupers had been hanged, drawn, and quartered at Tyburn. Ah, it was good to have something authentic going on at Tyburn again. These executions so frightened the remaining three English paupers that they allowed themselves to be reclassified that very day and in so doing they received substantial estates. How this John Bochtan in the United States was the last poor person left anywhere in the world.

The overall cost of ‘Poordom USA’ had shrunk to a fraction of its former imposing self, but it still stood above twelve billion dollars a year. That’s too much for just, one poor person. And the idea and the personality of this last pauper became unpopular. John Bochtan had a personality that had made him unpopular even when there were numerous paupers. Bochtan was what used to be called a ‘wise guy’ (they don’t have them any more), what used to be called a ‘show boat’ (they don’t have them any more either). In addition to being the last poor person in the world he may have been the last wise guy and the last show boat also. And these types simply could not be allowed to exist in a modern society. John had the use of plenty of money and property, including a yacht with crew, but he refused to take title to these things. He swore that they would reclassify him out of this poverty only over his dead body.

He couldn’t be dealt with privately because he had become a public person. He even had (it’s sad to say it) a multitude of partisans. John Bochtan had become a big person on the ‘Greenbaum-Brannagan Late Late Speak Your Mind Show’, and the GBLLSYMS was one of the most powerful institutions in the world.

The ‘Greenbaum-Brannagan Late Late Speak Your Mind Show’ had become a sort of center for world information and opinion. It was mainly to catch GBLLSYMS and similar shows that most of the sets in the world were now ‘Pentacostally-equipped’ (each person could hear the programs in his own language). But of these shows it was only the forerunning GBLLSYMS that had the ‘numenous valves’ on their switchboards. By reason of these, all numenous persons (plapper-angels, demiurges, elementals, principalities, specially-impressed mortals, and God himself) would automatically have preference given to their calls to the programs.

The demiurges especially were big hits on the GBLLSYMS. Their existence had not even been suspected very shortly before this. They were preternatural but certainly not supernatural creatures. They were goofy, like kids who had never grown up; but it seemed a little odd to speak of never-grown-up kids when referring to these mountain-tall beings. As to the ‘invisibility’ of the demiurges until very recent months, that may all have been a mistake. Many persons now believed that they had used to see the demiurges out of the corners of their eyes but had not paid much

attention to them. Those mountain-tall and smoke-thin guys were really too big to notice.

Like Weatherman Jones and other persons, certain of the demiurges had now proclaimed themselves very nervous about the threatening disappearance of the poor. “We are the ones who make the winds to blow and the ice to freeze,” they said, “but we do only what we are ordered to do. We will do what we are imprinted to do, but it may be calamitous. It would be better that the world would keep at least one poor person, even if only for a token, than that it should suffer the calamities.” This is what several of them called in to the GBLLSYMS studio one night.

“It would not, be better that the world should keep one poor person, even for a token, not when that one poor person is John Bochtan!” Pasoual Ratrunner immediately called in his contradiction to the program. “I do not believe that these dire calamities will happen if this last poor person is destroyed either in body or in classification. Let us get rid of the calamity we now have (this last wise guy, this last show boat, this affront to all that is regularized in the world, this John Bochtan), and let all rumored future calamities fall where they may.” This Pasqual Ratrunner had been appointed ‘Czar For the Final Extirpation of Poverty’, and he and John Bochtan did not get along well.

*  *  *  *

Rattle his bones over the stones;

He’s only a pauper whom nobody owns.

Thomas Hoel











And echo to this old Noel verse was given by one of the demiurges calling in to the program;




“Were paupers’ bones unrattled,

And Paupers’ Truce’ be broke.

The Sea would be unsaddled,

And mountains reek and smoke.”







Well, what was the ‘Paupers’ Truce’ that had been imposed upon the world? This truce, and the penalty that the world would suffer if it were broken, was referred to in many of the verses of the demiurges, those mountain-tall kids who never grew up;




“When everyone is sleek and rich,

When everyone has money,

No longer will each rill and ditch 

Run deep with milk and honey.”







Well, Milk end Honey’ was one of the logos for the wonderful prosperity that had enveloped the world. It figured in some of the very best slogans; and sloganizing had been a powerful factor in creating world prosperity. Nobody wanted to lose the ‘Milk and Honey Circumstance’. And another of the demiurges called in this verse:




“When none is longer destitute.

When each is Top Banana,

No more will bushes flame and fruit.

No more will fall the manna.”







But “We will live forever in the Everlasting Days of Manna for the World” was a prime slogan for the world prosperity, and nobody wanted to lose that.

*  *  *  *

“The Poor you will always have with you,” wrote Saint John, a nan who had seen the end of the world and beyond it through special glasses.







“The poor we will not always have with us,” Pasqual Ratrunner called in immediately to contradict the Johannan citation. Pasqual saw the world through his own sort of glasses. “We can test it in a second about having the poor with us always. Either hit squad or reclassification can put a sharp end to that last poor man. No use letting an old saying hang around for centuries when it can be disproved instantly by a quick stroke of a pistol or a pen.”

John Bochtan, the Last Poor Man, had trouble trying to dodge all the aid trying to heap itself upon him. And when Bochtan. the last of them, was gone, some prophetic disaster would come upon the world. This is what popular opinion (and popular opinion was more and more being created and shaped by the ‘Greenbaum-Brannagan Late Late Speak Your Mind Show’) was believing more and more strongly every hour.

“God tempers the wind to thaw shorn lamb,” wrote Laurence Stern, another man who saw the world, if not the end of it, through special glasses.

“If that wind ever comes untempered, look out world!” Weatherman Jones called in to GBLLSYMS one evening. “All rational calculations (this is an open secret among all meteorological and world-science people) indicate that the winds on earth should be averaging over one hundred miles an hour at all times. Why don’t they do what they are calculated to do? Why don’t the winds blow much harder? No rational answer can be found to these questions. I believe that it’s time to go to an irrational answer.”

Another of the demiurges called in a rime to the show. Yes, God imprinted the demiurges in meter, and they speak mostly in rime:




“When none be poor and none have fault,

And all own silver laver; -

The leaven turns to lump, the salt

No longer keeps its savor.”







Weatherman Jones called in on that one too. He had been calling in to the GBLLSYMS studio quite a bit lately.

“Let us consider the physical calamity if the salt should indeed lose its savor, if the sea should suddenly come unsalted. The heat generated by the sudden unsalting might be sufficient to boil the sea dry. It could be the biggest explosion the world has ever seen. All rational calculations (this is an open secret among all oceanologists and world-science people) indicate that the salting of the sea is a very unstable business that could be reversed at any moment.” Weatherman Jones said this with great conviction and authority.

*  *  *  *

“All things shall go where they belong:

To homey seas swim mullets;

To bosoms, shots from rifles long;

And whetted knives to gullets.”

Hit-Man Henson.




This Hit-Man Henson (his mother had named him Horace Henson, but he had legally changed his name for advertising purposes) was becoming another regular on the Greenbaum-Brannagan Late Late Speak Your Mind Show. Not only did he call in but he also made personal appearances. And now he made an offer on stage and on camera to Brannagan who was hosting. Greenbaum and Brannagan looked just alike. It was their being mistaken for each other that had led to their becoming acquainted., Now they were each of them on the show for four hours and off four hours; the Late Late show had lately turned into a twenty-four hour show. So Greenbaum and Brannagan saw each other only in passing every four hours; and together they gave the impression of being one omnipresent man who never slept.

“B or G, as the case may be,” Hit-man said, “I’ll kill John Bochtan on your show if he has the courage to face me. It’s really a disgrace that we are ninety years into the twentieth century and still have a poor man left in the world. But I intend to rectify that situation. There is no longer any death penalty anywhere in the world. Impenitent killers are all put in the Big Mack Prison, and all of my best friends are there. I miss their companionship. I’d like to be there too. And I’d sure like to get rid of that abominable John Bochtan, the last poor man in the world, the last of lots of things in the world.”

“I’ll face Hit-Man Henson on the show at twenty o’clock tonight,” John Bochtan called in immediately. “I’ve no lack of courage. I doubt if he’ll be able to kill me, but it’ll be good show whatever happens. And I should surely get billing above him. I am the last representative of Holy Poverty in the World. I am one of the Masks of God.”

Several rather eccentric persons had become regulars on the GBLLSYMS lately. Besides John Bochtan, and God, and Pasqual Ratrunner, and Hit-Man Henson, there was Noah Lamechson of the Ninety-Ninth Generation.

“I’m the fellow who’s been building the Arc on top of Turkey Mountain,” he said on the show at eighteen o’clock that evening.

“Do you expect that calamity to be a flood?” Brannagan asked him.

“I do, yes,” Noah Lamechson of the Ninety-Ninth Generation said. “That’s why I built an ark. If I expected it to be a conflagration, I’d have built a cave with an asbestos lining.”

“You expect the water to rise to the top of Turkey Mountain?”

“It’s got to. It wouldn’t float my ark otherwise.

I’ve got about an hour’s work to do on the ark yet. I’d better go do it now. Then I’ll fast and pray until the hour comes.”

“When is the hour?” Brannagan asked him.

“At twenty o’clock. You have the encounter scheduled here at twenty o’clock between John Bochtan and Hit-Man Henson, do you not. When Bochtan dies, then the disaster begins.”

“At twenty o’clock, good hearers and viewers,” Brannagan spoke to his world wide audience. “What if it is the case that the only holy thing left in the world is Holy poverty? And what would be the penalty to the world if that last holiness should be hounded out of the world? Watch the GBLLSYMS tonight at Twenty o’clock and find out.”




Then one of the mountain-high and smoke-thin demiurges called in the verse:




“The world’s a seething, reeking sea 

Of power and of valence,

And naught but Holy Poverty

 Is Governour and Balance.”




Weatherman Johns had calculated that if one of these mountain-high and smoke-thin demiurges should be compressed to the density of an average human being, it would have no more than the size and weight and mass of an average human being. They weren’t as big as they seemed.

And almost immediately after this demiurge-verse, God called in another of his own verses:




“The poor you must always have with you.

If poverty dwindle and die,

No more be my kin and my kith you,

No more be my law for the sky.”







Some people found this a little bit tinny for God.

But, half an hour later, God called in another rimed quatrain:




“For fear that world no longer scan,

For fear my peace be broken.

You’d better keep one paupered man,

If only for a token.”







“No, no, no!” swore Pasqual Ratrunner who happened to be on stage at the GBLLSYMS. “We will not keep one paupered man even for a token! And I’m not sure that it is God who’s been phoning in those little rimes for the last several nights. I know that the Numerous Valves have been giving his missives priority, but it could be any plapper-angel, demiurge, elemental, principality, nexus, or specially-impressed mortal calling in. Anyone of any of those types can call in from a pay phome in a quick lunch place and say he is God.“

“I believe that he may well be God,” Schoolman Schroeder called in immediately to voice his opposition to this. “All pieces of this creation are the same to God, and he would in no way disdain a pay phome in a quick lunch place. And we know from proto-scripture that God does often express himself in tinny rimes, in both iambic and anapest meter, especially when using the old Chaldee language. Give him the benefit of the doubt. If there is such a person as he, he holds all the high cards, and he may not like to hear his verses called tinny.

*  *  *  *  

Weatherman Keil began to call in to contradict Weatherman Jones that night. And then he came down and appeared live at the studio.

“Weatherman Jones needs an expert to monitor him and correct his unbalances,” Weatherman Keil said. “This isn’t because Jones goes too far in his ranting; it’s because he doesn’t go far enough. Weatherman Jones says that the heat generated by the sudden unsalting of the sea might be sufficient to boil the sea dry. Did anybody ever hear anything sillier than that? The heat generated will mostly be generated into space. It will probably boil away no more than the top hundred meters of the oceans.. But even if it does so, it will not lower the level of the oceans. The main effect of the unsalting of the sea will be that the rocks of the earth (both those under the ocean and those deep in the unoceaned land) will give up their water. Good people in the studio, you look at me as though you do not comprehend me.

Do you not understand the explosiveness of what I have just said? I said that the rocks of the earth will give up their water. This means that water to the depth of more than a mile will be heaped upon the earth quite suddenly. Those of you who have private planes, listen to me! Go to them at

once, gas them up, and take off in them. Fly to the highlands of Colorado. Do it fast and get good places there for yourselves within the present hour. It sure is going to be crowded on all those peaks and highlands. You people who don’t have private planes, forget it! Consider yourselves as already drowned.”

Oh, it was all good show, but the people didn’t take it very seriously. ‘God’ had now been identified not as God indeed, but as an enterprising feature-story writer named George Orvil Dunsworth. He had registered his monogram as ‘God’, but that didn’t make him God in the usual understanding of the name. He was able to get preference through the numenous valves to the switchboards not because he was a plapper-angel or demiurge or elemental or principality or God himself, but because his hobby was electronics and he had devised a gadget to con the numenous valves.

And there were glib explanations for almost all the other prodigies.

But there were new prodigies happening as fast as the old prodigies could be explained away. Twenty-one idealistic persons, men, women, children (three of them were below the legal adult age of fifteen), made a covenant together and published it with the declaration that they would become paupers, conditionally forswearing their property in advance, at the instant of the death of the Last Poor Man John Bochtan (nobody now doubted that John Bochtan would be murdered by Hit-Man Henson at twenty o’clock that night in the view of millions of persons on the Greenbaum-Brannagan Late Late Speak Your Mind Show).

It was certainly an irrational and inacceptable covenant and declaration. To allow twenty-one paupers to grow where one had grown before was not tolerable.

Fortunately our leaders and their advisers had developed a flexibility of mind lately. They were too fastidious to kill the twenty-one persons outright (and it would have been illegal anyhow), so they simply declared them (retroactively two hours before the publishing of the covenant) to be dead and their property to be under the control of state-appointed

referees. The twenty-one misguided persons thus became nonpersons; and non-persons may not be paupers or anything else. Anyone who has ever been a non-person, even if by accident or mistake, even if for no more than twenty-four hours, knows that non-persons become so literally.

*  *  *  *

While they were waiting for the death-tryst of the Last Pauper John Bochtan with Hit-Man Henson to roll around at twenty o’clock, there was a little panel show at the GBLLSYMS with various pundits, scientists, pseudoscientists, and other voicey people as to whether the extirpation of the poor people of the world could really bring about natural or unnatural disasters to the world. ‘Calamities of the Last Pauper’ by coincidence had just been named hit-song of the week, and it was played slowly as background music for all that follows. You who are too young to have seen the denouement of the Death of the Last Pauper on the Greenbaum-Brannagan Late Late Speak Your Mind Show (and ninety-six percent of today’s population are too young to have seen it), you should set that old song ‘Calamities of the Last Pauper’ (you have only to uncork the proper one of the ‘Remembering Jugs’ and let it seep out), you should set that old song playing softly as you read this explication.

The song and the remembering jug nay be better known to you as The Last Hit-of-the-Week Song in the World’.

“What we are asking ourselves is whether there nay indeed be unpredictable consequences to the extinguishing of the Last Poor Man,” said Hiran Nonchalant.

“No, we are not asking ourselves that,” Cecelia Shadowbox contradicted, “for in the present world nothing is unpredictable. Whatever has to happen will happen. If there are calanities that have to happen now, and it seems that there are, then they will happen regardless of what happens to the Last Poor Man.”

“The scan of 30,000 planets of the size and circumstance most like to Earth indicates that two out of three of them are in ice ages. On about ten percent of these, the ice is total, covering the whole planet. In other cases, it is a ring of volcanic activity and fire making a double belt between the tropic that says ‘Thus far and no farther’ to the advance of the ice. On the planets that are not presently in an ice age, there is always a fair degree of civilization according to our instrumental analysis. There is also a belief by the dominant fauna that the mental attitudes of that dominant fauna have almost everything to do with keeping the ice away, with keeping the winds away, with keeping the excess waters locked in the rocks where it belongs, with keeping the salt locked in the oceans where it belongs. The concept of poor’ is absent on many of these planets, but the concept of ‘compassion’ seems always to be present. One way or another, the dominant fauna believes that such qualities in itself keeps a rein on the elementals.” So said John Upperjohn, a pundit in Comparative Planetology.

“The Wooly Rhinoceros has come back,” Cecelia Shadowbox said. “It has come back because there will soon be a niche in nature for it to fill again, and whatever niche there is to be filled will be filled. The mechanism for the return of the Wooly Rhinoceros is not important, only it’s drive to come back. Really, it was those nuts at the Institute for Impure Science who brought seven pair of the beasts from High Tibet and turned them loose on our continent. I always say that you can’t have an Ice Age without the Wooly Rhinoceros.”

“Frazer in his ‘Golden Bough’ fills several pages with tribes (not all of them primitive) who believe that the presence of poor people in the world keep disasters at bay, and who believe that disasters are certain to come if ever the poor people disappear completely,” said Hiram Nonchalant.

“And whatever Frazer put in his ‘Golden Bough’, however silly and grotesque it seems, will be verified by subsequent discovery and event,” commented Cecelia Shadowbox who was a pseudo-scientist of great renown.

At that moment (it was one minute before twenty o’clock) John Bochtan, the Last Poor Man in the World, strode boldy onto stage in Studio One of the ‘Greenbaum-Brannagan Late Late Speak Your Mind Show’. And when he strode onto stage he seemed to fill that stage. He had presence.

Pasqual Ratrunner hissed at Bochtan. Selma Halfloaf of the Women’s League for the Elimination of Poverty hissed at him. The host of the show, Brannagan, forgetting for a moment his well-known impartiality, hissed at the last poor man. and Hit-Man Henson with a long barrel pistol in his right hand and with his left hand twisted curiously into a fist, hissed at Bochtan and began to circle him in a clockwise direction.

“Whatever is going to happen is already on the way to happen here,” John Upperjohn said. “Let us not attribute causation to any coincidence such as nay be spun off by the happenings. The death of the last poor nan cannot cause things that are already underway when he dies.”

“That is like saying that a knife is going to cut John Bochtan’s throat in just a moment whether or not it finds an instrument to wield it. Hit-Man Henson’s wielding the knife will be no more than an unnecessary coincidence. The knife doesn’t need Hit-Man, except for the sake of appearances.”

“Exactly,” John Upperjohn said. “Now you understand causation. An event will try to find an agent to make it look plausible, but the destined even will take place whether it finds an agent or not.”

“Drop the pistol, Hit-Man,” John Bochtan the Last Poor Man spoke as one having power. “You cannot stand against my resolution and personality. Drop it, I say!” Bochtan, the last poor nan, had his imposing head thrust forward relentlessly, and he crowded Hit-Man into a corner. Hit-Man leaned back from Bochtan, and Bochtan leaned over him further and further. “Drop the pistol, Hit-Man!” Bochtan commanded strongly out of his threatening face, and his imposing head and stretched-out neck were right over Hit-Man. And Bochtan looked straight down at Hit-Man, eye to eye. “Drop it, Hit-Man!” he spoke with overpowering menace.

Hit-Man Henson dropped his long-barreled pistol with a heavy clatter. Then, with an easy motion he reached up and cut Bochtan’s overhanging throat with a short knife that he’d been holding in his left fist. He cut it thoroughly. And John Bochtan, the Last Poor Man, died instantly.

“The last poor man in the world in dead,” Hiran Nonchalant said, “and nothing happens.”

“And nothing happens,” Cecelia Shadowbox gave him the echo.

“And nothing happens,” John Upperjohn gave him the second echo. “But if what I think is going to happen does happen, remember that the world has been there from four to twelve times before.”

And nothing did happen. Nothing. Not for about twenty seconds.

Then there came down a news bulletin from the top floor of the GBLLSYMS Tower itself. The top of the tower was swaying three meters in a very strong wind, the news bulletin said, and it had never swayed more than three centimeters in any wind before. It was raining, sleeting, hailing, snowing all at the same time, so the news bulletin continued to rattle, and little balls of fire were falling from the sky into the streets. Turkey Mountain, on the other side of the river, seemed to be turning itself into a volcano. There was already from six to ten feet of water everywhere, but most of it seemed to be coming up from the ground rather than down from the sky. The temperature had dropped seventy-two degrees almost instantly: that was forty degrees Celsius.

The news report coming down from the top of the tower also said that the strong winds had blown all the feathers off the brass goose that adorned that top. This brass goose was a shining mechanism that would publicly lay a brass egg whenever a program in the studios below it laid an egg. The goose and its feathers were all one solid brass casting, so it must have been a very strong wind.

*  *  *  *

For a while there I feared that I would not be able to wrap this account up properly. I had used up everything I had to write on. And I had gone out hunting four days straight and not killed the prey I needed to finish this chronicle. But this morning I killed one in the first hour, a large, male, Wooly Rhinoceros. In another hour I had what I needed out of the carcass. Now I have something to write on again. And now this can become a nine- rhinoceros or eighteen-shoulder-blade story. It gives one a feeling of spaciousness to have room to finish properly. There are two questions that have been hanging fire here for several days.

I will answer them now, and that will be the wrap-up.




QUESTION:    Is the story a true one, or is it just

another of those fanciful stories set ‘in the land where the ice is now’?




ANSWER:    It is a true story set ‘in the land where

the ice is now’. It happened right on the edge of where the ice is now, for the Turkey Mountain Volcano has created a little green oasis in the middle of the ice here. Oh the ark that was on top of Turkey Mountain? It’s still there. It didn’t quite float off. The water rose just high enough to slew it around in a different direction. Noah Lamechson of the Hundred-and-first generation still lives in it up there now with his family, on the very edge of the volcano.




QUESTION:    What thing is most necessary for a young

person wishing to become a writer.




ANSWER:    A good spoke-shave of matched flint-stones

is the most necessary thing for a young person wishing to become a writer. Without a good spoke-shave, there is no way to fashion a good lance. Without a good lance there is no way to kill a grown Wooly Rhinoceros. And really elegant writing can only be done on the shoulder-blade bones of the Wooly Rhinoceros.

Do not cheap-jack it, young people. Do not settle for less than the best. Do not write on the shoulder blades of a cave bear. A cave bear is much easier to kill. It may be killed in its sleep. But what you write on its shoulder blades will lack elegance.

The shoulder blades of the Wooly Puma may be used for writing elegant short poems. And the Wooly Puma is almost as dangerous as the Wooly Rhinoceros to encounter and kill. But its shoulder blades are not big enough to allow longer and more substantial writing.

Do not, in any case, write on a bull’s shoulder blades. The inferiority of the writing on such a surface will give you away.

For elegant narration, there is nothing like the shoulder blades of the Wooly Rhinoceros to write on, an obsidian blade set in antler handle to cut the letters into the elegant bone, and ‘Fat John’s Dragon Blood Ink’ (he really makes it from Dire Wolf blood) to fill in the notches and cuts for high visibility.

Go first-class in everything you use if you wish to attain distinction.

They have always said that Ice Ages are periods of low seas, since the water to form the ten-thousand-foot-deep icecaps on the continents must be taken from the seas, and so will lower their level. They have also said that if the remaining ice-caps (Greenland and Antarctica) were melted, all the sea-ports of the world would be submerged by hundreds of feet of water.





Rogue Raft  





They have always said these things, and they have said them as though they meant them.

But I wish it were not the case.

Were it not so, then whole new areas of speculation could be opened up. Very many things, geological and geographical, archeological and anthropological, could be seen from a new viewpoint. And yet, as they tell us again and again, this is an imperative that cannot be bent or broken. The theory that ice-caps are accompanied by low seas, and that the melting of them is accompanied by higher seas, is as adamant a theory as is the theory that the speed of light is the limit of all speed.

This means that it was during the very deep ice ages, when that terrific amount of water had been sucked up out of the oceans, that the land-bridges were formed; those from Asia to Alaska; those across the North Atlantic connecting (not always at the same time) Labrador to Greenland,

Greenland to Iceland, Iceland to a more extensive Scandinavia; that connected Britain to the continent. It would have to be that they were formed in the deep Ice Ages when so great an amount of water was locked up in the icecaps and the levels of the oceans consequently lowered. And it would have to be during such a deep Ice Age that men first crossed from Asia to America, madly traversing eight thousand miles of ice and snow from habitable land to habitable land, from one uncrowded land to another uncrowded land. Whatever impelled them to such madness. I shiver at the folk memory of it that wells up in me.

And it had to be in such a deep Ice Age that most of the pleistocene plant and animal migrations took place between Asia and America and between America and Europe. The migration had to be over the same terrible routes back when they really had winters - a hundred thousand years long.

This, of course, must include the migrations of many species that are killed by simple frost. It is a breath-taking thing, and it could not have happened any other way.

The dates and periods themselves are so loose and allow so great a margin of error that recurrent land-risings could as well have taken place during interglacials as during glacials - if only the theory could be bent to fit such a thing. Rather than have such migrations take place during the terrible Wurm Glaciation (The Wisconsin Ice Age in America), it would have been much more pleasant to set them in the preceding Third or Sangamon Interglacial, the most total of the meltings. We feel a compassion for the people and animals and plants setting forth on such terrible and insane migrations in the time of very deep ice and cold. We would help them if we could. But it is impossible. Others have tried it and been broken in the attempt.

Belloc wrote in 1926 (in his controversy with H.G. Wells over the outline of History, in which controversy the two men wrote books back and forth as rapidly as other men would write letters) that it was not absolutely certain that low seas corresponded with glacial periods and high seas with interglacials. And it was on this point that Wells whipped him, completely and to be remembered forever, with his magnificent display of scorn. And so the day was saved for science’. (Belloc had been leading on points up till then; a good sports-caster would have carded him about seven rounds out of nine . )

Boule had written in 1906 much more strongly on the same subject, stating (against all reason) that Ice Ages were periods of very high seas, and that interglacials (with the partial or complete melting of the ice-caps) were always periods of very low seas, with the Continents standing up at their highest points.

The arguments given by these two men were novel, but they will not stand the test of logic. What could be expected of Belloc (a layman in all sciences except History) who stated that the wonder stories of Wells were important, but that his science (on which the great Wells so prided himself) was often silly parroting? This certainly shows a lack of proportion and judgement in Belloc. Moreover Belloc, on the word of his contemporaries, was sometimes given to levity on even serious subjects. He was the straight-faced kidder, and it often could not be determined whether he was kidding or not.

And again, since both Belloc and Boule began life as Frenchman, logic could hardly be expected from them in any

case.

A simple analogy will show why the established theory (low seas during Ice Ages, high seas during time of melting) cannot be challenged.

The Ocean Seas as well as the Continents are afloat on the Earth’s magma, the solid flow. The Underlay is very heavy; the Ocean Seas as well as the Continents are comparatively light, of the same order. The whole may be considered as a complex liquid balance considered over a long period of time, and we are. talking about long periods of time. The principle of Isostasis (vertical sections of Equal Weight floating on the heavier Magma) applies to the Ocean as well as to the Continental Lands.

Therefore, the Continents can be considered as rafts floating in a pond.    Let us consider one such rogue raft floating in such a pond. The pond is very deep, and a hundred such rafts could not touch bottom. The raft floats free and easy, and it floats very low in the water.

The Raft has on it a very large empty water-tank. We do not know how the tank came to be there, but it is essential to the analogy. This is a very warm period. There is no ice anywhere, so the water is very high and it comes up quite high on the floating raft.

Then comes an Ice Age, not suddenly, but steadily and relentlessly. The water from the Oceans is deposited on large parts of the Continents as Ice to a depth of more than two miles. This takes a hundred thousand years, a long enough period to give Isostasis a chance to work.

In our analogy, water is pumped from the pond into the large empty water-tank on the raft. This will, of course, lower the water level of the deep pond, and make the raft ride higher in the water. And, as yet more water is pumped out of the pond and into the water-tank on the raft, the water level of the pond is lowered still more and the raft floats still higher in the water.

And when the maximum amount of water has been pumped out of the pond and into the water-tank on the raft, the level of the pond will be so lowered that the raft (with its added load) will now float freely in the air above the lowered level of the pond.

We love logic and its relentless conclusions. It is so much more solid a thing than the wispy novelties. But in this case we feel a certain nostalgia for a thing that is impossible.

But suppose, in some Science Fiction context, that it were possible (as we have just shown that it is not) that the Raft should sink lower in the Pond when a very great load was placed upon it, and rise higher when the load was removed.

In that case we would now be in the early period of an isostatic adjustment of rising continents, and in a few thousand years we should see the land-bridges appear once more.

We had a reverie recently of a sea of sub-tropical grass reaching (with only a few little gaps and straits constantly opening and closing) clear across the North Atlantic Ocean. There was another such grassy bridge across the North Pacific. Men and plants and animals migrated for many thousands of years in a warmer and more abundant climate than we have ever had since. Species that would be killed by a breath of frost grew and spread in a world that had no frost. Pond and brook fishes traveled from one world to another, and birds of limited range. Hardwood and softwood trees, in their thousands of varieties, made the trip both ways, leisurely and pleasantly. Earth-worms and hop-toads made the trip, and day-flies and gnats.

This was the spacious Sangamon Interglacial that might have been, the finest weather and the most emerging land ever.

Could such a thing have been, a hundred anomalies in a dozen sciences would be solved; the suspiciously greater antiquity of man in America than the present theory allows; the identity of sub-tropical plants in both hemispheres; Ice-Age beach marks in Scandinavia seven hundred feet higher than present beach-marks when in all logic they should be seven hundred feet deep in the ocean; the existence in America of an archaic race, the lank, noble-nosed, straight-eyed plains Indians who are not Mongols. So many things would fit in so much more neatly if the theory could be changed.

But it can not be. There are certain irrefutables.

Ice Ages are periods of Low Seas (the more heavily-loaded Raft riding ever higher on the waters of the Pond). And, when all the Ice is finally melted, the present Sea-Ports of the World will be under deep water (the Raft, with its load completely removed, will finally be submerged by the rising waters of the Pond).


Other booklets in this series are




THE EARLY LAFFERTY- Six stories from 1959-60 (two previously unpublished) Long Teeth, The Wagons, Other Side of the Moon, Rain Mountain, Saturday You Die, and Task Force Fifty-Eight and One Half




PROMONTORY GOATS- A companion piece to the ‘Argo Trilogy’ this novelette recounts the life and works of Kasimir (Casey) Szymansky; Antichrist. The twelve poems which appeared under this title in 1980 are included.




BACK DOOR OF HISTORY- Six more scarce pieces gathered from as far afield as New Zealand and Germany. Includes: Assault On Fat Mountain, Six Leagues From Lop, Rainy Day In Halicarnasses, Phoenic, Rogue Raft, and Calamities Of Last Pauper.




STRANGE SKIES- A small collection of short verse predominated by selections from a number of as yet unpublished novels. Also included is ‘No Stone Unthrown and Son of No Stone Unthrown’. The edition is limited to 300 signed and numbered copies.
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TRUE BELIEVERS- The autobiographical piece ‘Case of The Moth-Eaten Magician’ as well as an assortment of book reviews written for Triumph Magazine and essays on Tolkein and Science Fiction.
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Then the boy did something which he latter regretted very much, but it was something that he had to do. He had meant to  watch. He had been told by his father to watch closely and see  just what did happen. There would not again be much opportunity  to watch for five hundred years, his father told him, so he must  keep his eyes open.

He did keep his eyes open, but he had to turn away for a moment to relieve himself. And when he turned back it was  finished.

After the fire had died down, the young man swept the ashes that were left into the small sandalwood box. Then the young man  and the boy made their hot way back to the coast.

John Counts waited in his boat off Tenbo at the appointed dawn. He watched the boy and the young man come to him carried on  the small flat boat that was awash ankle-deep. Then the young  man climbed up and over the side of Counts’ boat with the sandalwood box under his arm. He as a tall young man with a beak on  him like a bird of prey, and his complexion was the Royal Phoenician  Purple.

One thing about John Counts; he wasn’t easily perturbed.

“Back to Aquaba?” he asked. “Or to the other coast?”

“To Aquaba,” the young man said. “Where else?”

“I had thought that the ashes were meant to rest with the older ones in the temple at Heliopolis.”

“Oh, I’ll express them there from Cairo. No use making an extra trip for it.”

John Counts had suspected, of course, that the Phoenix legend was true, and that there was a multiplicity of Old Birds.

He had suspected that all the legends of that coast were true.

That wasn’t the real wonder.

The real wonder took place shortly after, and half a world away. It was the amazing change in the ‘Wiedervogel Coat and Suit  Fabrique’ in Pittsburgh, PA. New ideas rose swiftly there from  the ashes of the old, and the sporty, modish numbers they are  out with are the wonders of the day. Their fame was not merely  around Pittsburgh. It reached all the way to New York.

There is the new spray-on form-fitting clothing of daring styling. There are the 1Dial-A-Color’ clothes; a twist of one  small button at the wrist will take the whole vesture through  dozens of colors and combinations instantly even as one walks about  in them. There is the psychic-impregnated clothing; one wearing  such will be loved and respected, or sought out, or avoided by  all, according to the impregnation. There are the total ensemble  effects in which one receives the semblance of new face and new  body at the fittings. There are the striking ‘Fire-And-Ashes’  jackets, the ‘Resurrection’ cloaks, the ‘Hallelulay’ slacks. And  there is the amazing and exclusive ‘I Was Dead And Now I Live Again’  line.

Whence is this newness?
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