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 GRAY QUARTER MOON drifting through the smoky night,
he stood before the shining pyramid, forepaws raised,

a smile on his face, member erect, mocking those old
witches, who, with customary indifference, were floating tits-
up across the calico sands and playing solitaire with a hand-
ful of neutrinos which the solar tides had left behind on
the damask shores of their great navels. The Moon Dog was
disposed to do more, of course—without question, the seeds
of rebellion had been taking root in the outskirts of his sub-
conscious since the days of his luxurious and carefree puppy-
hood—and he began to dance and howl and make the most
indecent gestures at this or that thing until he exhausted
himself utterly and the perfume of his sweat had even de-
feated the wild ocean air which swept before it the aromatic
by-products of a hundred-million chemical and biological
engines.

 The reply to this outrage did not wait. It came sailing
across the dunes in a dozen trim sambuks, four abreast and
silent, lateens puffed with indignation, and each of them
steered by a skinhead petty factotum decked out for the occa-
sion in the ephemeral yellow of officialdom. He saw them
coming, but those creeps had already hoisted signal pennants
on the bowsprits, maneuvered and flung their silky nets be-
fore he had time to catch his breath and make a run for it.
He barked obscenities, spit on their uniforms and tore at
their nets with his teeth, knowing it was useless, but fearing
more the humiliation of submission.

A
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 Understand, please, that this place was not a place you
or I know. It may have been young. It may have been old. In
some sense, despite the inconclusiveness of the extant arti-
facts, it might have been both, or even a place, as impossible
as it sounds, a place not yet, a place merely in the twilight of
its being, an outline. It certainly had no relationship to the
brief stretch of discovered societies here or elsewhere, in
which case it is more in the nature of a coincidence that it
seems in its least parts familiar. Still, it resembles something,
which is probably why the Moon Dog behaved as he did and
why the authorities wasted no time calling him to account.
Putting it another way, how one ought to behave is a social
question that must surely extend throughout the reaches of
the cosmos, even to its odd corners, including imaginary
places where custom is more often thrown to the wind.

 The Moon Dog had not behaved as he ought to have
done. His actions, if they were not simply gratuitous, were at
least unexpected and surely outside the prescribed limits of
how one ought to behave on a Tuesday in this place, and
there is no question but that it had happened on a Tuesday,
because everyday thereabouts—except Saturday, it seems—is
a Tuesday, which is really called something else, just so ev-
erybody was clear about it.

 Haggard looking and wearing the indignities of a cap-
tive (but still smiling) he was delivered into the prime inner-
sanctum, armed demi factotums marching in several ranks
left and right and a contingent of visitors trailing along be-
hind and admiring the yellow marigolds which were growing
everywhere as a reminder to them of the happiness that flows
naturally from a well-ordered life. The skinheads who had
snatched him and who then put insult to injury by taking
him in through the service entrance were conferring with the
Chief Factotum’s factotum, who was easily identifiable by the
rashers of hashmarks on his sleeve and the presence of a
private secretary. The Chief Factotum, whose word had been
sufficient to dispatch the petty factotums in their sambuks

and to require that the culprit be presented before his author-
ity without delay, was himself absent, off, it was whispered,
enlarging his lexicon of insults with the kitchen staff. In the
background, filtering through a honeycomb of air shafts and
conduits, was the sound of soft music and lightly tinkling
bells.

 The proceedings commenced directly upon word sent
from the kitchen that the Chief Factotum was pleased that
they should begin, setting into motion a nod by the Chief
Factotum’s factotum to the petty factotum standing by, who,
in his turn, nodded to a demi factotum and two others like
him, who, in their turn, dragged the snarling misbehaver for-
ward to a spot convenient for what they had in mind, which
was a spot inside a circle of blazing white light that was
reputed, but not proven, to be the focused total light of all the
incidental stars in the galactic ocean, plus a couple of gas
lanterns. The Moon Dog, for his part, was not impressed. He
struggled against the tangle of nets that held him and
squinted his eyes so that he might catch sight of his tormen-
tors, figuring that he could at least give one or two of them a
taste of his moon-dog spirit before the lash of their whips had
beat him into a bloody ball. But nothing of the sort hap-
pened, not then and not later. In the shadows beyond the
glare of his prison he had a sense of them moving about and
he thought he could hear their whispers, but no one ap-
proached or so much as aimed a word in his direction, not
even when he tried to coax them near with a low growl and
by urinating, or later when he snapped and snarled at the air
and let go with a sustained, shrill howl that cracked the very
stones under their feet.

 To say that time passed would be misleading, as time is
nothing. Wars, famines, and football championships mark its
passing, but they are only straws of a more profound and, at
the same time, undefinable thought. In that circle, composed,
so they insisted, of mostly the gathered and focused light of
the beginning, middle, and end of a hundred-quadrillion or
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more ancient suns, time was a crazy stew, in any case, in
which every moment was a repetition of every other moment,
a monotonous eternity of eternities. When he spat, for in-
stance, he would see himself spitting again and again until
the whole of the universe was awash. When he barked, the
sound would echo in his head until its last vibration fell
harmlessly into the intervening void, if such exists. And,
meanwhile, he was growing old, dying and being reborn in
countless and indistinguishable cycles so compressed as to
seem simultaneous.

 It was a Tuesday, perhaps the same Tuesday in which he
had dared to follow an impulse, when the great glare of light
fell away and he saw again the yellow marigolds that were
growing everywhere and heard once again in the background
the sound of soft music and lightly tinkling bells. And, look-
ing around, he could see that there was not a high or low
factotum in sight, not an attendant or a trace of the happy
crowd that had trailed along in the wake of his ordeal. He
was alone. What is more, he had been relieved of the silky
nets that had restrained him. And, so far as he could tell, he
was at liberty to do as he pleased.

 What it pleased him to do most immediately, of course,
was to leave that place. But he didn’t hurry. In the interest of
his dignity, he tidied up his frazzled, moon-dog hairy coat
and strolled out, grinning whenever he passed near an alcove
or chamber where he thought someone might be on the look-
out. Though he wasn’t sure what they had done to him, or if
their techniques had had an effect, his essentials appeared to
be intact, which is to say, his thoughts seemed to be his own,
his imagination still active, and his will free to choose the
form and manner of its expression. In short, he was still able
to feel a little cocky and capable of causing trouble. But as
soon as he reached the outside and the pads of his great paws
felt the warmth of the sand underneath, he broke into a run,
heading straight across the ever-moonlit expanse, making for
the faraway dunes, and only then, as the tempo of his heart-

beat increased, and then began to pound, did he taste in his
mouth the fear that had been hiding all the while in his
breast. And it was bitter and nasty. And persistent.

 His mother was waiting in the sandy rifs beyond, her
great bulk silhouetted against the red dawn that was the per-
petual omen of a mother’s plight, and she felt sad because she
could hear the dreadful thunder of his heartbeats and smell
what was in his mouth. But mothers are mothers, even in
strange places, and that she understood more than she ever
would tell is to be assumed, and it was therefore natural that
she endeavored to seem cheerful and then inquired only in
the most roundabout way as to what had happened.

 What had happened, and what his mother had under-
stood from the outset, was that this son of hers, as he was
bound to do, had acted according to his nature, which is also
to say that he had misbehaved, because to act according to
one’s nature is not always considered reasonable, especially
when it rubs society the wrong way. Hereabouts, at least, it
was easy enough to do if you had missed any part of the
training. In this land, as in no other, they had mastered the
fine art of indifference, called it sacred, and made of it a
godhead that was no more than the undifferentiated sum of
the imperfect whole. And, under the circumstances, there
was no need of philosophy or any such stuff as that. Rules
were enough, and they were the same rules, more or less,
that govern beehives, coral reefs, and such, and they were
expressed in celebrated mathematical proofs of such stun-
ning and sincere symmetry as to seem indisputable. The
Moon Dog and his kind were remnants, so to speak, of a
more freewheeling stratum. Inclined toward whimsicality
and rascality, they remained outside the logic of such perfect
sociology. In the vernacular of the factoti they were anoma-
lies, nonsense numbers, and tweeks. And, lacking effective
means to deal with his kind, it was hardly a surprise that the
errand boys had resorted to crude demonstrations of their
clockwork science, hoping, no doubt, to prove by empirical
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means that all things, however inconvenient or irreducible as
sign or number, can be made to at least bow in the presence
of fine technologies, the fundamental application of which
requires no genius at all and only marginal imagination.
They had taken the Moon Dog into their inner sanctum, let
him glimpse the raw simplicity of it all, and, in the doing,
demonstrated that even his most deep-seated and un-
classifiable fears could be switched on and off according to
nothing more than a table of operations. And the next time,
though his mother kept the thought to herself, he might well
be given a quick lesson on the very condition of his moon-
dog desires.

 He listened carefully to his mother as she explained
these matters in her motherly fashion. But her gentle speech
and reassuring manner could not soothe his disturbed
memory or take away the hideous odor still lingering in the
evening air, an odor of skinheads and the sickening yellow
that is their hallmark. And, of course, there are some things
that no amount of explaining can ever make clear. In the end,
the Moon Dog was glad to settle for the hot broth she had
made to wash away the bitter aftertaste of his unwelcome
fear, and then to let her go away happy in the belief that she
had done her duty.

 From the promontory of his safe haven he could look
out across the vast expanse, far beyond the sandy rifs and
moonlit sands marked still with his own tracks, and see in
shimmering outline the great, dull city. Beyond the pyramids,
which at a distance looked more pitiful than ominous, he
could almost make out the presidio and its bulwarks where
the fine business of the day had been carried out. He won-
dered what sort of history might have made such a place as
that, though history itself had been one of the first things to
go. He thought of his tormentors, the loathsome skinheads
all dressed in yellow, and wondered how they could be.
Surely their mothers, he thought, have by now died of shame.
He laughed at himself for thinking so much, stretched out on

the stone floor, and, warmed by the steady fire burning in
the home hearth, went to sleep. And he slept for a week of
Tuesdays, dreaming all the while of yellow marigolds and
hearing in the background the sound of soft music and
lightly tinkling bells.


