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“Fascinating! And tell me—how
do you record smells?”

Murphy displayed the odor re-
corder on the side of the camera,
with its gelatinous track which fixed
the molecular design.

“And the odors recreated—they
are like the originals?”

“Pretty close. Never exact, but
none of the participants knows the
difference. Sometimes the synthetic
odor is an improvement.”

“Astounding!” murmured the
prince.

“And sometimes. . . Well, Carson
Tenlake went out to get the myrrh-
blossoms on Venus. It was a hot
day—as days usually are on Venus
—and a long climb. When the show
was run off, there was more smell
of Carson than of flowers.”

Prince Ali-Tomas laughed polite-
Iy. “We turn through here.”

They came out into a compound
paved with red, green and white
tiles. Beneath the valley roof was a
sinuous trough, full of haze and
warmth and golden light. As far in
either direction as the eye could
reach, the hillsides were terraced,
barred in various shades of green.
Spattering the valley floor were tall
canvas pavilions, tents, booths, shel-
ters.
~ “Naturally,” said Prince Ali-
Tomis, “we hope that you and your
participants will enjoy Singhaliit.
It is a truism that, in order to im-
port, we must export; we wish to
encourage a pleasurable response
to the ‘Made in Singhalit’ tag on
our batiks, carvings, lacquers.”

They rolled quietly across the
square in a surface-car displaying
the House emblem. Murphy rested
against deep, cool cushions. “Your
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inspectors are pretty careful about
weapons.”

Ali-Tomés smiled complacently.
“Our existence is ordered and
peaceful. You may be familiar with
the concept of adak?”

“I don’t think so.”

“A word, an idea from old Earth.
Every living act is ordered by ritu-
al. But our heritage is passionate—
and when unyielding adak stands
in the way of an irresistible emo-
tion, there is turbulence, sometimes
even killing.”

“An amok.”

“Exactly. It is as well that the
amok has no weapons other than
his knife. Otherwise he would kill
twenty where now he kills one.”

The car rolled along a narrow
avenue, scattering pedestrians to
either side like the bow of a boat
spreading foam. The men wore
loose white pantaloons and a short
open vest; the women wore only
the pantaloons.

“Handsome set of people,” re-
marked Murphy.

Ali-Tomés again smiled compla-
cently. “I'm sure Singhalat will
present an inspiring and beautiful
spectacle for your program.”

Murphy remembered the keynote
to Howard Frayberg’s instructions:
“Excitement! Sex! Mystery!” Fray-
berg cared little for inspiration or
beauty. “I imagine,” he said casual-
ly, “that you celebrate a number of
interesting festivals? Colorful danc-
ing? Unique customs?”

Ali-Tomas shook his head. “To
the contrary. We left our super-
stitions and ancestor-worship back
on Farth. We are quiet Moham-
medans and indulge in very little
festivity. Perhaps here is the reason
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no weapons, drugs or explosives
ashore. This is important!”

T"HE WARNING turned out to
be an understatement. Murphy
was plied with questions. He suf-
fered search of an intimate nature.
He was three-dimensionally X-
rayed with a range of frequencies
calculated to excite fluorescence in
whatever object he might have
secreted in his stomach, in a hollow
bone, or under a layer of flesh.

His luggage was explored with
similar minute attention, and
Murphy rescued his cameras with
difficulty. “What’re you so damn
anxious about? I don’t have drugs;
I don’t have contraband. . .”

“It’s guns, your excellency. Guns,
weapons, explosives. . .”

“I don’t have any guns.”

“But these objects here?”

“They’re cameras. They record
pictures and sounds and smells.”

The inspector seized the cases
with a glittering smile of triumph.
“They resemble no cameras of my
experience; 1 fear I shall have to
impound. . .”

A young man in loose white
pantaloons, a pink vest, pale green
cravat and a complex black turban
strolled up. The inspector made a
swift obeisance, with arms spread
wide. “Excellency.”

The young man raised two fin-
gers. “You may find it possible to
spare Mr. Murphy any unnecessary
formality.”

“As your Excellency recom-
mends. . .” The inspector nimbly
repacked Murphy’s belongings,
while the young man looked on be-
nignly.

JACK VANCE

Murphy covertly inspected his
face. The skin was smooth, the color
of the rising moon; the eyes were
narrow, dark, superficially placid.
The effect was of silken punctilio
with hot ruby blood close beneath.

Satisfied with the inspector’s
zeal, he turned to Murphy. “Allow
me to introduce myself, Tuan
Murphy. I am Ali-Tomas, of the
House of Singhaliit, and my father
the Sultan begs you to accept our
poor hospitality.”

“Why, thank you,” said Murphy.
“This is a very pleasant surprise.”

“If you will allow me to conduct
you. . .” He turned to the inspector.
“Mr. Murphy’s luggage to the
palace.”

MURPHY accompanied Ali-
Tomés into the outside light,
fitting his own quick step to the
prince’s feline saunter. This is com-
ing it pretty soft, he said to himself.
T’ll have a magnificent suite, with
bowls of fruit and gin pahits, not
to mention two or three silken girls
with skin like rich cream bringing
me towels in the shower. . . Well,
well, well, it’s not so bad working
for Know Your Universe! after all!
I suppose I ought to unlimber my
camera. . . .

Prince Ali-Toméas watched him
with interest. “And what is the
audience of Know Your Uni-
verse!?”?

“We call ’em ‘participants’.”

“Expressive. And how many
participants do you serve?”

“Oh, the Bowdler Index rises and
falls. We’ve got about two hundred
million screens, with five hundred
million participants.”
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Wilbur Murphy sought romance, excitement, and an impossi-
ble Horseman of Space. With polite smiles, the planet frus-
trated him at every turn—until he found them all the hard way!

SJAMBAK

By Jack Vance

HHustrated by VIRGIL FINLAY

OWARD FRAYBERG, Pro-
duction Director of Know Your

Universe!, was a man of sudden un-
predictable moods; and Sam Cat-
lin, the show’s Continuity Editor,
had learned to expect the worst.

“Sam,” said Frayberg, “regarding
the show last night. . .” He paused
to seek the proper words, and Cat-
lin relaxed. Frayberg’s frame of
mind was merely critical. “Sam,
we're in a rut. What's worse, the
show’s dull!”

Sam Catlin shrugged, not com-
mitting himself.

“Seaweed Processors of Alphard
IX—who cares about seaweed?”

“It’s factual stuff,” said Sam, de-
fensive but not wanting to go too
far out on a limb. “We bring ’em
everything—color, fact, romance,
sight, sound, smell. . . . Next week,
it’s the Ball Expedition to the Mix-
tup Mountains on Gropus.”

Frayberg leaned forward. “Sam,
we’re working the wrong slant on
this stuff. . . . We've got to loosen

up, sock ’em! Shift our ground!
Give ’em the old human angle—
glamor, mystery, thrills!”

Sam Catlin curled his lips. “I got
just what you want.”

“Yeah? Show me.”

Catlin reached into his waste
basket. “I filed this just ten minutes
ago. . . .” He smoothed out the
pages. “ ‘Sequence idea, by Wilbur
Murphy. Investigate “Horseman of
Space,” the man who rides up to
meet incoming spaceships’.”

Frayberg tilted his head to the
side. “Rides up on a horse?”

“That’s what Wilbur Murphy
says.” ;

“How far up?”’

“Does it make any difference?”

“No—I guess not.”

“Well, for your information, it’s
up ten thousand, twenty thousand
miles. He waves to the pilot, takes
off his hat to the passengers, then
rides back down.”

“And where does all this take
place?”
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live in mountain valleys, with air-
tight lids over ’em.”

Catlin flipped the pages of
Thumbnail Sketches of the Inhabit-
ed Worlds. “Says here there’s
ancient ruins millions of years old.
When the atmosphere went, the
population went with it.”

Frayberg became animated.
“There’s lots of material out there!
Go get it, Wilbur! Life! Sex! Ex-
citement! Mystery!”

“Okay,” said Wilbur Murphy.

“But lay off this horseman-in-
space. There is a limit to public
credulity, and don’t you let any-
one tell you different.”

CIRGAMESQ hung outside the
port, twenty thousand miles
ahead. The steward leaned over
Wilbur Murphy’s shoulder and
pointed a long brown finger. “It
was right out there, sir. He came
riding up—"

“What kind of a man was it?
Strange looking?”

“No. He was Cirgameski.”

“Oh. You saw him with your
own eyes, eh?”’

The steward bowed, and his loose
white mantle fell forward. “Exact-
ly, sir.”

“No helmet, no space-suit?”

“He wore a short Singhalfit vest
and pantaloons and a yellow Had-
rasi hat. No more.”

“And the horse?”

“Ah, the horse! There’s a dif-
ferent matter.”

“Different how?”

“I can’t describe the horse. I was
intent on the man.”

“Did you recognize him?”

“By the brow of Lord Allah, it’s
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well not to look too closely when
such matters occur.”

“Then—ryou did recognize him!”

“I must be at my task, sir.”

Murphy frowned in vexation at
the steward’s retreating back, then
bent over his camera to check the
tape-feed. If anything appeared
now, and his eyes could see it, the
two-hundred million audience of
Know Your Universe! could see it
with him.

When he looked up, Murphy
made a frantic grab for the stan-
chion, then relaxed. Cirgames¢ had
taken the Great Twitch. It was an
illusion, a psychological quirk. One
instant the planet lay ahead; then
a man winked or turned away, and
when he looked back, “ahead” had
become “below”; the planet had
swung an astonishing ninety degrees
across the sky, and they were fall-
ing!

Murphy leaned against the stan-
chion. “‘The Great Twitch’,” he
muttered to himself, “I’d like to
get that on two hundred million
screens!”

Several hours passed. Cirgamesg
grew. The Sampan Range rose up
like a dark scab; the valley sultan-
ates of Singhalfit, Hadra, New
Batavia, and Boeng-Bohdt showed
like glistening chicken-tracks; the
Great Rift Colony of Sundeman
stretched down through the foot-
hills like the trail of a slug.

A loudspeaker voice rattled the
ship. “Attention passengers for
Singhalfit and other points on Cir-
games¢! Kindly prepare your lug-
gage for disembarkation. Customs
at Singhal(it are extremely thor-
-ough. Passengers are warned to take
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“On—on—" Catlin frowned. “I
can write it, but I can’t pronounce
it.” He printed on his scratch-
screen: CIRGAMESC.

“Sirgamesk,” read Frayberg.

Catlin shook his head. “That’s
what it looks like—but those con-
sonants are all aspirated gutturals.
It's more like ‘Hrrghameshgrrh’.”

“Where did Murphy get this
tip?”

“I didn’t bother to ask.”

“Well,” mused Frayberg, “we
could always do a show on strange
superstitions. Is Murphy around?”

“He’s explaining his expense ac-
count to Shifkin.”

“Get him in here; let’s talk to
him,”

ILBUR MURPHY had a
blond crew-cut, a broad
freckled nose, and a serious side-
long squint. He looked from his
crumpled sequence idea to Catlin
and Frayberg. “Didn’t like it, eh?”
“We thought the emphasis should
be a little different,” explained Cat-
lin. “Instead of ‘The Space Horse-
man,” we’'d give it the working title,
‘Odd Superstitions of Hrrghame-
shgrrh’.”

“Oh, hell!” said Frayberg. “Call
it Sirgamesk.”

“Anyway,” said Catlin, “that’s
the angle.”

“But it’s not superstition,” said
Murphy.

“Oh, come, Wilbur. . .”

“I got this for sheer sober-sided
fact. A man rides a horse up to
meet the incoming ships!”

“Where did you get this wild
fable?”

“My

brother-in-law is purser

JACK VANCE

on the Celestial Traveller. At Rik-
er’'s Planet they make connection
with the feeder line out of Cirga-
mesg.”

“Wait a minute,” said Catlin.
“How did you pronounce that?”

“Cirgames¢. The steward on the
shuttle-ship gave out this story, and
my brother-in-law passed it along to
me.”

“§omebody’s pulling somebody’s

“My brother-in-law wasn’t, and
the steward was cold sober.”

“They’ve been eating bhang.
Sirgamesk is a Javanese planet,
isn’t it?”

“Javanese, Arab, Malay.”

“Then they took a bhang supply
with them, and hashish, chat, and
a few other sociable herbs.”

“Well, this horseman isn’t any
drug-dream.”

“No? What is it?”

“So far as I know it’s a man on
a horse.”

“Ten thousand miles up? In a
vacuum?”’

“Exactly.”

“No space-suit?”

“That’s the story.” ;

Catlin and Frayberg looked at
each other.

“Well, Wilbur,” Catlin began.

Frayberg interrupted. “What we
can use, Wilbur, is a sequence on
Sirgamesk superstition. Emphasis
on voodoo or witchcraft—naked
girls dancing—stuff with roots in
Earth, but now typically Sirgamesk.
Lots of color. Secret rite stuff. . .”

“Not much room on Cirgamesc
for secret rites.”

“It’s a big planet, isn’t 1t?”

“Not quite as big as Mars.
There’s no atmosphere. The settlers
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pocket and let it rest on the table
while I borrow somebody else’s
equipment to write with.

T WAS Mark Twain who once
said, “Everybody complains about
the weather, but nobody does any-
thing about it”. That pretty much
applies to this thing we call “time”.
You've heard that familiar gripe:
“Where the heck does the time go?”
Or, “How time flies!”” Or, “There
ought to be more than 24 hours in
a day!” Anyhow, you get the idea.
But did you ever stop to think that
we're putting the cart before the
horse. Time ain’t flying at all. We're
flying. “Time” is an invention of
our civilization. It is relative to ac-
tion, movement, music, geology,
mathematics, life, etc., etc. Out in
space, out in the infinite, there is no
time—as we know it. Let the earth
change its rotation and we’d have
a heck of a “time” with our clocks,
calendars, sundials, egg cookers, etc.
Anyhow, I suppose this thought was
suggested by a line I remembered
from a swell movie I saw recently.
The movie was Breaking Through
the Sound Barrier, and the scene is
that of the test pilot looking through
a telescope, stationed in the private
observatory of a manufacturer of jet
planes. After a while of intense
watching, he says something to the
effect that in those millions of light
years out there, they are living in
the past. The manufacturer, sitting
nearby, hears him and looks up.
There is a dreamy expression on his
face. “My boy,” he said, “out there
is the past, the present, and the fu-
ture.”
We make our own time. So it is
we who fly.

Breaking Through the Sound
Barrier, incidentally, is a picture
anyone interested in science, factual
or fictional, will enjoy seeing. It has
all the basic emotions, plus some
new ones. I've been up in planes
doing over 300 miles per hour, at

“over 20,000 feet, but that was no-

where near the thrill of watching
this movie. The camera takes you
through phases of man’s breathless
quest for speed, it gives you a look-
in on the development of mighty
engines, and it introduces you to a
philosophical equation of man, na-
ture and machinery. And when the
camera takes you inside a plane
screaming through space 40,000 feet
up, hurtling life and machine
against the sound barrier—well it’s
the next best thing to actually being
up there. In fact, it’s better. Per-
sonally, you couldn’t get me up
there with a million dollar life in-
surance policy. Watching it from a
safe, comfortable seat in a movie
house was enough for me.

NCIDENTALLY, the real fun of
flying seems to me to be in these
small personal jobs. A friend of
mine has a small four-seater Stin-
son and the time he took me up I
behaved like a three-year old on
his first ride on a merry-go-round.
Flying at 90 to 100 miles per hour
at 500 to 1000 feet gives you the
excitement of contrast. You follow
roads, rivers, railroad tracks, pick
out familiar landmarks; you see life
below with a fascinating perspective
which is never possible in the big,
fast planes. Besides, to reiterate, I
never am in 600-miles-per-hour
worth of hurry. —jlgq
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