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sane rF~vo1ution:?:ry." 

;::'8 8. hr8.ve he~'o, v.rho v,rants to sljnK b2ck to The cras:: site cmd 

"Fo, troinE b8.ck to H'J~ ('rash ViDUlc1Y1' t 1',<:,8'1. th8.t," COllntC:r'r;o 

rescue s~~r doesn't C0~e, 2t le2st we will have some tine to 

"Anol;t (1)r de?_ths," jnter:rupted Thom.s.s. "l'io, sL;ter, your 

idea isn't Eoin~ to work. ~hat's needed in thjs situRtion 

some srronf: 8etion whici1 we're cu:-ren+Jy tokinp;. As it is,t''lP 

e C'J~.d h2ve done. II 

"I:f' Vie had fo] Inv!erl My advie(~, "le would ~Yl"oh"Jbly have 1wen 

rescued by no','!, II said Don. 

"Kid," s;=tic1 Thom;'ls, "when they W(,Y'(" h8ndjng out brains, they 

mu ~~ t havt~ given you roc1.cs 0 Vie Vleren I·t due a t FeeD ar for on other 

five h Oll!';'. F>ren s~Jyjnp; th;::~. t we were 1.me on:?ci 01,18 for a 'f/hol ':~ d:1J 
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In'))"] i cati on~~ offj eor [';ot one off b(>forc~ V78 c P 3.shed 0 ';,Ii tl::.out <my 

idea v,'hore V!P ere, 1 t c()~tld be f'"'cmi,}1~:) b('";fore they would think 

"Ye2h, hut \'!e're ynssenr::er:-'l c',nc you're one of their e~'!l-

lost 5.1'1 ;~r'?ceo This one wou1rl just be rut c]O'.','rJ C.G c-moti-:er." 

"Th8Y C8:r~'t d'J that. to 1.1S," soid DODo 

But c O:'"1e on now. 'J'hj s is 8rJ oven. h1l11 0 Tli e C ve eot to Get 

Thomas s~orred and turned his head to face the othcr two. 

"Since you ~ant to be so stuhborn, I'lJ Jet you Co ahe2rl nnd do 

"Vlaj t! "';(~' 1:'0 cominG too," cr l pd Cjnd~r as she ran to h}.IT' 

whjle Don looked on dunhlyo 

"\'lell, then CO'"'le on. Don't just s+cmrl tn0re c-n-V! c?pe, J.::ido 

Get your 1 pf';s \'fork ine: 8nd c:et ovor hpre wi th u~~." 
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":<'1S noticed t':?t Dot a trclc0 of i'.he pycnt couJd be fOllt1rJ. ','Ii th 

feet, h (~ fOU:-ld it f:2rd -;:0 be J :i eve wha t he had spen ea)~J i FT. 

8.fi~ernoon unt:il the ~ettinc; o·p the brieht ~mn, bl'ine::Ln~~ vlith .4-
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80f,~'y fooo, t'1E.' three huddled tor:r:ether ar:(l -t.ri ed to 5J eel'. }\fter 

some t i n0, Th omas resolved that he v;ou ld ~);~? t u~ and cons truct 

sorne ty..,e of shel tel' fro]"] the wind, no lytatt::::r how crl;de. 

It was as he was ro~itioninc; the last nack into his newJy-

in the far distan 0 0. As he looked mor~ intentJy he noticed that 

it c;eer~ed to C~()rrlP' from ~; } ow nnunt;:Li.n or h511. The lir):t h1 hJ',,,ed 

in a s~~chronized fashion 88 if it were 8 type of codeo ~hile he 

watched he toyed with the notion of inforMin~ the others. Fi-
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hut the fjres see~pd to have been cooled hy the steady ~recipit2-

others could do so 88 welJ. 

siclered 8ski:n~ the others' o:nirdon~~f but the look on thc,ir f8ces 

direct50n, he thOtU-';ht. 

nc tur?J forces of the nlanf~t thr.n to nnv P!Ove~lent bv thp sur-.- ..... u 

v5vors. For 8 short tim0 Tho~?s could see the outlines of taJl 

hills fRr in the distance off ~o the sides with a sr~ller ODe 

- ]i~ht th2n ~ sky full of starsD It WR~ ns he caMP to thi~ cnn-
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di~ sun at its ~~to ju~t ah6ve the hnrjzon, no stars were visi-

While thpy ate 2 tiny supper, Tho~as nondered both the eerj.e 

]8tter discovRrV the ~ore ...,. - - cor:-

Munication ?nrt how the sender knew where they were o 

:nossib:ili -tjes. It could be just nlain luck th2t '"1. flc;.sh of IIp;f,t 

ljpht from th~ d~m sun overhead somehow boin~ reflected off a 

really 

The second rossibility was that SOMeone h2d discovered therr 

or the wreck ()f their shin and for re;:;.sons of 8Yl unlmcwn nature, 

the watchers h(ld decided on an j ncHrect :-rp2y]s of con;rrlunication. 

? black hole for? purpose of their own w~s tprrifyjn~ to him. 

Tn. theor~r t,he hole could he "Ied on Jcash" blJ.t fi'aniruJated? }-Ie 

C01~l(l nnl~:, VlOJ'c:.cr r:(h8~1t the power tha t could control a blac!{ hoJJ~ 



- off to .~ h c> i r () v () r'N r e 11'1 -
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:cesol've bera~"!e fin:ly 

new]~-form0d nlon into effect. 

He coJJected thr~ r'LC}:~~ 8n~1 :,r;t ther~ il'l rosii:ion so th~1.t 

a.h01J t, 2nd he knew Wh2 t would come nex t .. 

''';Jh;3t the hell do you th:in}: you're dOinC?" Don a~;ked. "You -
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indic2ted the direction. 

for us." 

"Bov! do ;-'ou 1:::10',', th2 t?" 2s]\f.::(1 C indy ~iS her eyes r:C' rrovl':"d. 

Thcm2S WRS shncke~ sO~8wh8t out o~ his trance by Don's worjs 

ovpr 
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~he hours of n~~ht SW0~t r~2tf q~rt still Thomas felt cam-

that they were clasinc in on the sou~ce of the l~~ht. It WAS at 

of 2. 
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huge chandelier shone. An old crone dressed in a black robe 

passed a narrow board in front of the light at certain intervals. 

The castle seemed to be a blnnd of many different styles 

and architectures. The leanine; stance of most of the turrets and 

the apparent random conception of the general plan gave it an 

eerie look, so thought Thomas. 

In front of the castle stood the next object to occupy Tho

mas' attention: a long line of people standing in front of the 

castle's gigantic iron door like an army in formation before its 

commanding general. The people were in their adolescence or above 

and were dressed alike in black robes similar to the one the old 

woman near the light was wearing. Thomas noticed that the people 

stared at the approaching trio expectantly. 

An old woman, who looked even more aged that the one near 

the light, seemed to be the leader. Thomas, now fully in com

mand of himself, saw his duty and made the introductionso 

"I'm Captain Martin Thomas and these are Donald and Cynthia 

Parks. My ship crashed on your planet and we are the only sur

vivorso" 

"I know who you are and why you are here," said the old wo

man with a quaer foreign-sounding accento "My name is Granny and 

this is my family." She turned towards the other people lined up 

behind her and announced their names. 

"This is my husband, Grandad," she pointed to a wizened, 

old man, who cringed at Granny's attention on him. He shifted on 

his feet nervously and his hands shook even though they were 

clasped behind him. 
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liMy elde:3t son, I~on3.ld." rrhis time a much younger man wi th 

long, blond hair was indicated. The young man was much more con

fident of himself and actually appeared to enjoy Granny's harsh 

glance at him. Thomas thought he carried his broad, muscular 

body with pride. 

The next family member to be introduced was a small, young 

girl with long, black hair, who like Grandad, wilted under 

Granny's piercing look. 

"My youngest daughter, Jody~" 

A young man with long, dark hair was next in line. lIe was 

not as self-a:3sured as Ronald, but nei ther was he as nervous as 

Grandad or Jody. His thin face was lit by a smile. 

"Eric, my youngest son." 

He appeared about to say something, hesitated, and then went 

ahead and spo~{e. \I I guess I'll play thi s game, Granny." 

Thomas was surprised by the effect the meaningless words 

had on Granny. First a look of shock, and then anger swept into 

Granny's face. Purple rage colored the pale whiteness of her face 

and hands. She spoke with anger and authority mixed together in 

her voice. 

"Eric, you were not given permission to speak." 

Thomas saw the instantaneous effect her words had on Eric. 

The smile disappeared and was replaced by a hurt-looking frown. 

He lowered his head and stared at the ground. 

Granny a?peared completely untouched by this act of sorrow o 

She moved, businesslike, along with her introductions. Next a 

man with short, wavy, grey hair was introduced. This man was most 

noticeably different from the others by his sense of distinction 
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about him. He also carried a hint of the dramatic. 

"Here is my nephew, Richard." 

Finally, Granny came to the end of the line. The last per

son was a gnarled, old WOr.lan, who nonetheless had a child-like 

and innocent expression on her face. Ber hands clutched a plain 

doll. 

"My younger sister, Patricia." 

Her introductions concluded, Granny abruptly turned and 

headed for the door to the castle. Over her shoulder she bade 

everyone to follow. 

Thomas had meant to ask her about the possibility of some 

way off the planet, but had been too nonplussed by the strange 

greeting of her family to broach the subject with Granny. Now, 

though, he regained his composure and hurried to keep pace with 

Granny in order to pose his question. The other two followed 

behind him, while the rest of the family brought up the rear of 

the odd parade. 

But by the time he had caught up with Granny, who had al

ready entered the castle, Thomas found it difficult for his eyes 

to adjust quickly from the bright dawn outside to the gloom of 

the castle's interior. When his eyes had adjusted, they gazed 

on a museum of terror. The room in which the trio stood formed 

the lobby of the castle. Numerous objects of every shape and size 

and all suggesting of cruelty were strewn throughout the area. 

The objects were of both earthly and alien nature. In the far 

corner of another room adjoininc onto the lobby stood a giant 

mummy case with a crude sketch of a nude girl on the front. Tho-



Pg. 58 

mas' memory, affected by the presence of the torture deviccs~ 

~- disclosed that the mummy c~se was ~ctually an iron maiden, 

similar to the one Countess Barthory used to dispa tch ~3ix hun

dred girls to their deaths centuries ago. Next to the iron mai

den was a rack. As Thomas gazed at it, he seemed to hear the 

agonized screams of one of its victims. 

He saw that Granny had not lingered with the survivors to 

stare at the objects, but had instead climbed to the top of a 

large, winding staircase from which she spoke. 

lIyou will have time for looking later. Come f your rooms are 

ready.1I 

She continued into a dark space on the other side of the 

top of the stairs and Thomas found himself having to speed up 

to catch her. The dark space behind the stairs turned out to be 

a long, narrow hall lined with mirrors on the walls which were 

interrupted regularly by massive dark doors. At the far end stood 

Granny waiting impatiently. When everyone had caught up with her, 

she indicated three rooms, and gave them instructions. 

"These rooms will be yourso I shall leave it up to you as 

to who uses which. In the meantjme breakfast will be served. 

Follow me. 1I 

She turned to go, but Thomas called out after her. 

"Wait ••• uh, Granny. We're not here for a social visit, but 

to find a way off this planet." 

She stopped and looked at him with disapproval. "You are 

here," she said, "as a result of my good will, and for another 

consideration which is being taken care of presently. 
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"As far as leaving, that will wait. You are here as a part 

of a larger, overall plan, and when the proper conditions are 

filled to my satisfaction. then you may leave. But not before." 

"I don't care anything about your plan," Thomas said. "All 

I know is that it is my duty to Get off this planet and give out 

the warninG about the blac -- about a danGerous situation near 

this planet." 

ItBreakfast is waitinG," said Granny as she continued on 

down the hall with her family following behind her like a pack 

of dOGs being led by their master. 

"And to that end," he called in a louder voice, "I intend 

to seize any opportunity I find to escape." 

But his outburst had no effect and Granny and her family 

soon strode out of sight. Then Thomas saw Don leading Cindy 

past him, heajing in the same direction. 

"Where do you think you're going?" he asked. 

"To breakfast. Where do you think?" came Don's reply. 

"Now, look, kid, I think we'd better take a closer look at 

this situation before we do anything. There's something funny 

going on here. 1t 

"There sure is," replied Don, "you're trying to deprive your 

passenGers of breakfast. Maybe you're not hungry, but after that 

long hike without eating, Cindy and I are both hungry and bushed." 

"But I don't like what's goinG on here," Thomas said. 

"I don't care what you like," said Don. "Come along, Cindy." 

Thomas opened his mouth to voice another protest, but they 

had already scampered out of sight. 
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"Damn kid," was all he said as he began to follow them. 

Thomas strode down the winding staircase and found himself 

at a loss as to where to go. But then the old crone, whom the 

trio had seen passing the board over the light, appeared and with 

an outstretched arm indicated a direction. With this bare infor

mation, he found another dark hallway and followed it until it 

entered a large, moderately lit room where the family and the 

other survivors were. 

He was assigned by the old crone, who had magically reap

peared, to a chair at a long, oblong table next to where Cindy 

and Don sat. As he took his seat, he examined the room. 

The setting was like a scene out of the Middle Ages. With 

the exception of the family's dress, everything in the room was 

an exact replica of an object from the Middle Ages. Tapestries 

with battle scenes on them hung on the stone walls, while on the 

floor lay ani~al skins. Torches placed in sockets on the wall 

provided the room's illumination. The table at which they were 

seated was constructed out of rough-hewn oak. 

As Thomas looked around, some members of the family were 

engaged in a boisterous argument over who was the best dressed. 

He could not see the point of it since all of the members of the 

family were dressed in the same black robes. He concluded that 

the argument was merely a game among the members of the family. 

As he looked on, the contest seemed about to come to a close 

when Patricia picked up a mug of ale and threw it at Ronald. The 

missile was on target and the rest of the family members laughed 

with glee at the sight. 
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From Thomas' vantage point it was clear that Ronald was the 

only family member not amused. His face turned a deep red and his 

hands clenched together so hard the fingers turned white. When 

he finally spoke, it was in a voice heavy with sarcasm. 

"You thought that little stunt was funny, didn't you? Well, 

let me show you something even funnier, bitch." 

Thomas watched with growing alarm as the grim Ronald got up 

and walked OVI?r to a still-amused Patricia. His powerful hands 

grabbed Patricia's fingers and forced them near her mouth. Finding 

trouble getting them to go in, he hit her brutally until she be

came groggy. Then, he inserted her fingers inside her mouth with 

one hand, and used the other to push her jaws up and down with 

increasing speed. As the blood flowed, she tried to scream, but 

gagged on her own bloody fingers. 

While this grisly scene was going on, Thomas looked at 

Granny and noticed that she looked not in the least perturbed 

that one of the boys was forcinG her sister to eat her own fingers. 

But as he continued watching, the horrible acts of Ronald sickened. 

him and ignited a growing rage within him. Finally, he threw 

caution to the winds, and charged at Ronald. When he reached the. 

young man who was gloating over his triumph, Thomas wrestled 

Patricia away from him and belted a surprised Ronald across the 

face. 

Patricia lay where she had fallen, weeping a little and mas

saging her mashed fingers. Thomas moved to assist her, but she 

resisted and gave him a look of disapproval. 

"It's not fair," cried Ronald. "It was my role and he ruined 
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it, Granny." 'rhomas watched as Ronald ple8ded his case like a 

lawyer in a courtroom. "Punish him, Granny. Punish him. He ruined 

part of the game. Punish him, Granny!" 

Thomas glanced at her as she said imperiously, "I never in

terfere in my children's games." As he watched in wonderment, she 

got up out of her chair and strode out of the room, as if to 

avoid further questioning. 

"If Granny won't punish you, then I will," said Ronald. "But 

not now. I'll fix you later." He strode angerly out of the room. 

"Now you're in trouble," said Eric. "Ronald's mad and he's 

mean when he's mad. You'd better watch out for Ronald, or he'll 

come and fix you good," he laughed gaily and the rest of the 

family laughed along with him. 

"This is no laughing matter," said Thomas. "A woman was be

ing hurt, yet you did nothing except sit there and watch. Why?" 

'lIt was the game, and we all followed the rules -- except 

you," said Eric. 

"What do you mean a game? What is this game? Is it the same 

as what Ronald was saying?" Thomas asked. 

"It's just," Eric began and then looked around at the rest of 

the family's faces, "something that we do." 

"Something that you do?" said Thomas. "And what you like to 

do is to watch the sufferings of others?" 

"Yes, it is the game and we enjoy it," said Eric. 

"You enjoy the sufferings of others? What kind of barbarians 

are you?" asked Cindy • 

"Oh, no, my dear lady, we are not barbarians at all," said 
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Richard. "We are highly intelligent rational beings who perfect

ly understand their internal essence. Instead of letting chil

dish rules of conduct hinder our emotional well-being, we prefer 

a much better method, which by the way, I happened to have had a 

part in its d '3velopment." 

"You're saying that this game is better than laws and moral 

codes?" asked Cindy. 

" Why. Y e·3. It's 0 bv i ou s • " 

"It's not obvious to me," said Thomas. 

"Well, it takes a certain elementary level of intelligence 

to compre]lend the ramifications of this exquisitely designed pas

time, which by the way, I had a hand in developing." Richard 

smiled smugly. 

"You did not!" interrupted Eric o 

Richard whirled and faced Eric. "Hush, little child. I 

should have Granny wash out your mouth with soap for saying lies. Ii 

He turned back towards Thomas and implored, "Don't listen to this 

impulsive little brat. I did indeed have a say in the formation 

of the game. In fact, I've already conceived of its successor, 

for, you see, I, not Granny, am the real --." 

"All you've done with the game was to make up a scenario," 

said Eric. 

"Yes, but it was a grand scenario," answered Richard, his 

eyes flashing. "It was the grandest scenario that we --." 

"Children," came a shrill scream. Thomas whirled and saw 

that Granny had returned. "Children~ it is time to go out and 

play. " 
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Richard whirled and faced Eric. "Hush, little child. I 

should have Granny wash out your mouth with soap for saying lies." 

He turned back towards Thomas and implored, "Don't listen to this 
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"All you've done with the game was to make up a scenario," 

said Eric. 
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Obediently, the members of the family got out of their chairs 

- as one and filed out of the room. Thomas noticed that Richard now 

acted meekly while under Granny's gaze. Granny followed the last 

of the family members out of the room and the trio were left 

alone. 

-

IIWhat do we do now, captain?" asked Don sarcastically. 

"I don't know about you, but I seem to have lost my hunger," 

he said as Don and Cindy nodded their heads in assent. "But, per

haps whiJ.e everyone is outside, we might look around here and see 

if we can find Granny's escape method, assuming she has one." 

IIInstead of doing that, why don't we just go and ask Granny?" 

said Don. 

"I tried that once," said Thomas dryly. 

"Well, just because you muffed it doesn't mean I will. If 

she doesn't answer when I ask nicely, then I'll get it out of 

her the other way." 

"Kid, you do that, and you're going to have to answer to me. 

We're not on your home turf -- we're on someone else's. And from 

what we've seen they've got a few different rules." 

"You may go out3ide for play too," interjected the easily 

recognizable voice of Granny. 

"Say, uh --." began Don before Thomas clamped his hand over 

Don's mouth. 

IIWe were thinking that we ould go up to our rooms and rest 

awhile," said Thomas. 

"You can~otf Mabel is cleaning them now," said Granny after 

a momentary hesitation in which her face took on a puzzled looko 
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"But we were never in them and you said they were ready," 

Thomas found it impossible to stifle Don's outburst. 

tl You will go outside now and play," repeated Granny. 

"Now look here, you old bitcho I'm not one of your brats 

who you can lead around on a leash __ .It 

"Don," said Thomas as he grabbed the other's arms. 

"You leave me alone," Don said while he struggled to free 

himself. "As for you, hag, you're the ugliest bitch I've ever 

seen and when I get my hands around your scravmy neck, I'll --." 

"Don!" said Thomas as he saw a look of rage enter Granny's 

eyes. He grabbed Don and led him away from the immediate vicin

ity of Granny. 

"Take your friend outside. Do it at once, or face the con

sequences," thundered Granny and she turned to leave the room. 

Then she faced them again, "As for your leaving,1t she said in a 

quaking voice, "perhaps you shall become permanent guests of 

this family." She walked away, still quaking with rage. 

Thomas q:lickly took a struggling Don out the door, threw a 

quick look ar:)Und, and clashed in to the she 1 ter of the urnbrella

like bottom of a large fir tree. Once there, he pinned Don's 

shoulders to the ground and held him there. 

"What the hell did you think you were trying to do there, 

idiot!" Thomas said in a loud whisper. 

"Let me go," coughed Don. 

"Sure, kid. But before I let you go, we're going to get a 

few things straight, or, so help me kid, I'm going to break you 

into little pieces. As it is, it's all I can do to keep from 
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doing that right now. 

"First, I do all the talking from now on. Understand?" 

"I ••• uh. " 

Thomas sueezed hard on one of Don's vital points and it 

satisfied his bestial aneer somewhat to watch Don struggling to 

free himself. 

"Got that, kid? I do the talking?" 

"Yes," it was barely a whisper. 

"Now, se:;ond, I call the shots. Right, kid?" 

"Uh ••• ag,sho •• yes," again the affirmative was barely more 

than a whisper. 

"Okay, t:1.en." Thomas slowly extricated himself from Don. 

"You know, kid, you wouldn't be too bad as far as surviving in

terrogation, if you weren't so damn foolish. 

"NOVl, while we're out here, we may as well search around, 

though I doubt we'll find anything. But at least it's better than 

just standing around. Is your husband in condition to walk now?" 

he asked Cindy who was tending to Don. 

"Yes, or he will be soon," answered Cindy. "Why did you have 

to hurt him like that? Did you feel that much need to inflate 

your ego that you had to beat up on a helpless young man?" 

"I wouldJl't exactly call your husband a 'helpless young mano' 

But he needed it. He needed someone to cut him down to size, to 

show him that he's not kin~ of the world." 

"Someday,. captain," said Cindy as she looked directly into 

his eyes, "soneday, someone is going· to cut you down to size. And 

then you'll know how Don is feeling now." 
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He looked at her and had nothine to say. He got up and left 

the shelter of the tree and then waited as Cindy and a subdued 

Don pulled themselves out from under the tree also. Then, with 

him in the lead, the group began to wander around the outside of 

the castle, uncertain of what they were looking for. 

After Thomas and the others had searched around the castle 

for a time, they came upon a large garden filled with many dif

ferent types of vegetation. Inside its boundaries, conifers 

mingled with lush tropical plantso Trees with fruit on them stood 

side by side with those missing leaves. 

As the three walked in among the trees and bushes, they cane 

to a clearing with large boulders arranged in a circle near its 

center. Atop one of the boulders sat Eric, lost in thought. 

While Thomas and the others watched, Ronald crept stealthily 

up on Eric and placed a garrote around his neck. Thomas watched 

Ronald laugh fiendishly as Eric struggled against the increasing 

pressure that cut off his breath. 

Finally, as Eric fell to the ground unconscious, Tho:nas 

broke out of ~is trance of horror and ran to the two family mem

bers. Out of the corner of his eye he saw Don do likewise. He 

reached the scene first and struck Ronald on the jaw while Don 

freed and revived Eric. A chorus of groans issued from behind a 

cluster of bushes on one side of the clearing. 

The rest of the family walked out of the bushes with disap

pointment clearly shown on their faces. Ronald, who had been 

knocked do\'m by Thomas' blow, got back to his feet and glowered. 

"You spoiled it again," he shrieked, "but this time I'm 
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going to teach you a lesson. Show you what happens to those who 

don't play by the rules." He advanced menacingly. 

"No!" said a hoarse voice. Everyone looked at a pale Eric. 

"They didn't know. You can't blame them," he pleaded with Ronald. 

"They should have," said Ronald as he moved closer to Tho

mas. "Something has to be done about them. Otherwise, they'll 

mess up every part of the game from now on." 

"I'll watch them to make sure they don't do that," volun

teered Eric. "Remember what Granny said about them?" 

Thomas saw Ronald's face lose some of its rage at the men~ 

tion of Granny. He wondered what Granny had said about him and 

the others. 

Ronald seemed to think over Eric's last statement awhile. 

Then, he said, "It'll be your responsibility, then, to watch them. 

If they violate the game again, you'll take the consequences." 

"I'll take that responsibility," said Eric. 

"Okay, then. But remember, little brother, if they do any 

least little violation, then you'll pay for it." 

"Yes," said Eric as his hands moved nervously. 

With that assurance, the rest of the family left the four 

in silence. Eric's fearful look was replaced by a defiant one as 

he watched them go. 

"Well, now what do we do?" asked Don. 

Eric turned and faced him. "What you're going to do now is 

stay out of trouble, and I'm going to make certain you do, both 

for your sake and mine." 

"This game of yours mystifies me to no end," said Tho)Ilas. 
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"Just precisely what is it?" 

"It keeps us busy when we're bored, and we're bored most of 

the time," answered Eric. 

"But what is it really?" repeated Thomas. 

"I can't tell you." 

"Why not?" 

"It's a part of the game." 

"That blasted gRme stuff again," said Thomas in exasperation. 

"Can't you just tell me what it is?" 

"I've got to go now," said Eric, "but I'll be watching you o " 

He turned and dashed out of sight around some bushes before any

one could stop him. 

Thomas looked in the direction in which Eric disappeared for 

a few minutes before calling to the others to resume their search 

for a means of escape off the planot. With him in the lead, Tho

mas guided the others in the direction of Eric's exit. The little 

group passed through more foliage for about a half hour before 

they came upan another clearing. 

In the center of this clearing stood a stone bench on which 

lay two family members intently engaged with themselves. For a 

moment, Thomas thought that perhaps they had finally found some

thing worthwhile going on on the planet. Maybe, he thought, these 

two members, at least, believed in real experiences instead of 

make-believe ones. 

His hope was demolished minutes later as the two separated, 

their faces LIll of rage. Thomas recognized them as Richard and 

Jody. The two family members squared off as boxers in a ring. 
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Richard made an animal cry and rushed at Jody. Despite the added 

streneth she appeared to gain by her anger, Jody could do little 

a~ainst Richard'~ charge. His fists hurtled forward and crashed 

against her face and body many times. 

As Jody fell towards the ground in evident pain she grabbed 

a small, pointed rock and rammed it into the midsection of 

Richard. He howled in agony and fell to the ground. At the con

clusion of their fight, they were reduced to throwing dirt tinto 

each other's eyes. 

Thomas made a move forward, but a hand grabbed one of his 

arms. 

"No, you may not interrupt the game again," said Eric's 

voice. 

"But they're like animals out there!" exclaimed Thomas. 

Eric turned to watch the scene where the two family members 

were now hurtling curses along with the handfuls of dirt. "I'm 

surprised they still do this. They've done it so many times be

fore I would think that they would be bored with this scenario 

by noV!o But I guess they're not, so ••• " he shrugged. 

"But it's time for lunCh," continued Eric, "and so we must 

go back to the castle. First, though, I must call them." 

Thomas was amazed at the transformation that carne over 

the two combatants after Eric's call. They immediately stopped 

their battle and dusted themselves off. The two, who had been 

locked in mortal combat only moments earlier, helped clean the 

other and eve:'1 congra tu1a ted themselves on their performance. 

When they deemed themselves clean enough, they walked to where 
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Eric and the others stood without any apparent trace of violence 

whatsoever left in them. 

Thomas let Eric lead the way back which he did happily as 

he pointed out any beautiful object or place in the garden that 

he numbered among his favorites. Tho~as paid little heed to his 

comments and mentally noted that Eric seemed to enjoy communing 

with nature and beauty. Within his mind, Thomas pondered all of 

the events that they had seen so far during their stay on the 

planet, and tried to rationalize an explanation for them. 

As the group neared the front door of the castle Thomas 

heard Don say caustically, "I bet I know why this heap looks 

like an architect's nightmare, what with all those different 

styles put into one bulidingo I bet they got bored with their 

- first design and started on yet another. Then, they got bored 

with that one too, and started on yet another. And so by the 

time they finished, they had all those different styles rolled 

,-

in to one mess." 

This time Thomas was not angry at Don for his outburst. 

Rather, he was somewhat glad for his statement, for it offered 

an introduction to some of his conclusions, which Thomas had 

formulated, on the the reason for the existence of the family's 

game. 

"You may be right, kid," he said, "I do think that the 

castle's design ties in with everything else we've seen on this 

planet. Perhaps it's a clue to this game they talk about. As far 

as I can see right now, this game seems to be something like our 

sportinG events. Some psychologists say that the playing or 
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watching of sporting events helps relieve a person's inner ten

sions. They call this idea the catharsis theory. And I think 

that maybe this game the family plays runs along the lines of our 

sports. Except in the game, there seems to be no dividing line 

between participant and spectator." 

None of the family members showed that anyone was aware of 

the remarks made, and continued on their way to the dining room 

with the others following. 

There in the dining room sat the rest of the family, waiting. 

The young members sat on the sides of thetabl(~ wi thGranny and' 

Grandad at the opposite ends. Eric and the others entered and 

found some seats towards one end. 

After everyone was seated, there came a hand signal from 

Granny. All of the family members, including Eric, stood and 

lined up with their faces to a wall opposite of the table. Mabel, 

the old woman with the light, appeared and removed one chair from 

the table. Th:mas was puzzling over this act when, at a signal 

from Granny, the actual purpose became clear, though the under

lying one remained hidden. 

At Grann:l's sie;na1, all of the members of the family ran 

back to the table trying to find a seat. After the scramble was 

over, Patricia was left without one. 

"I don't have a seat," she whimpered. 

"Patricia," said Granny from her seat which she had not 

left during the chase, "the game has judged that you are not 

worthy of lunch today. Go to your ro'om." 

"But, oh •. all right," she said and slowly began to shuffle 
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towards the door. 

Thomas tried to stand, but Eric held him firm. "Look, this 

may be a part of your game, but I'm sick of it. Either you do the 

gentlemanly thing and give her your seat, or I will," he said, 

though his inner voice told him to keep quiet and let the game 

run its courseo But the sight of the child-like old woman leaving 

the room crying because of the heartless rules of the family's 

game inflamed his anger. The thought that probably the rest of 

the family was finding enjoyment in Patricia's sUffering filled 

him with disgust. Against his better judgment, he resolved to 

interfere in the family's game. He tried harder to stand and 

found with satisfaction that Eric's hold on him grew weaker as 

he increased his effort. 

"No, don't," cried Eric in a hoarse whisper. 

"It's either you or me," replied Thomas as he intensified 

his efforts. Now he was almost in a standing position, though 

Eric still clung helplessly to himo 

"But they'll punish me," Eric pleaded. 

"If you don't do anything, I'm going to interfere again. As 

I recall it, that fellow over there, Ronald, said something to 

the effect that he would beat the hell out of you if I inter

rupted the gane again. So, kid, you're stuck. Instead of meekly 

waiting for your punishment, why don't you take it like a man and 

do the gentlemanly thing." 

Thomas watched the effects of his words on Eric's faceo 

His color turned white, while his hands began to shake uncontrol

lably. But slowly he raj sed himself to his fect. 
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"PPPatricia," he stuttered, "you may have my ••• seat." 

Patricia turned around, a shocked look on her face. Granny's 

mouth fell open and her eyes bulged in disbelief. 

"Eric!" Granny shrieked, "You have broken the rules. You 

have interrupted the game." 

"Yes, Granny," Eric replied in a low voice which disappointed 

Thomas. 

"You must be punished," Granny continued. IIToo long have I 

been lenient with you, when before YOll broke the rules. And this 

is what comes of my attempts to help you. Corne here for your 

punishment." 

As Eric walked over to Granny, Thomas spoke. 

"Vlait; I was the one that pushed him into breaking your 

rules to this game. If you're going to punish anyone, you should 

punish me. 1I 

"I'll deal with you later," said Granny. "The history of my 

son's attempts to either disrupt the game with his ideas or to 

ignore it altogether suggests that it was not entirely your idea 

that he commit this gross infraction. Therefore, he will be 

punished." 

"He didn I! t want to do it. I forced him to," said 1'homas. 

"Silence.! I've heard enough. Let this punishment be warning 

to all of you. The rules of the game shall not be broken. Come 

here, Eric." 

"But you can't --." Thomas began as Granny made a little 

hand signal to Ronald. 

With lightning swift speed Ronald dashed over to where Tho-
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mas sat and bound his arms in back of him. Then he placed a cloth 

over his mouth and tied it securely. After this was done, Ronald 

stood aside and waited for further orders. 

"Come here, Eric," repeated Granny once again. 

Eric dropped to his knees with his head pointed up. Granny 

stood up and walked to the front of him. She withdrew a short, 

round, wooden stick from a pocket. With a~ incredibly swift mo

tion she bought the stick down hard on Eric's nose and blood 

gushed up through the broken remnants of the organ. Screams of 

pain filled the silence of the room until they were drovmed out 

by the blood filling Eric's mouth. Granny made ready to strike 

again, but appeared to think the better of it. 

"Hear me, Eric," she said. "Y01). will bear this punishment 

until it heals of its own accord. You will not heal it yourself. 

Now, go to your room and stay there until supper." 

At the last words Eric seemed about to protest, but he 

merely nodded his head in defeat. He crawled from the room on his 

knees, leaving a trail of blood. 

After he had left, Granny then looked at Patricia o Thomas 

watched as Patricia began to shudder and cry under Granny's fo

cused attention. 

"Since you are indirectly the source of the trOUble," said 

Granny, "you nust also bear punishment. However, your punishment 

will be much nore lenient," she said in a kinder tone. "Go to 

your room and stay there until dinner." 

Patricia left the room and Granny now turned towards Thomas. 

"You shall be dealt with after lunch, captain." 
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She turned tbwards the other members of the family and said, 

"Now we shall eat." 

After only a few minutes, Thomas, bound as he was, and the 

other survivors had to take shelter beneath the great table from 

the various missiles launched from the members of the family in 

every direction. As they huddled under the table, Thomas imagined 

that he was again in the midst of one of the many battles in 

which he fought during his career. He felt Cindy trembling as he 

listened to the sounds of carnage overhead. After what seemed to 

be centuries, the din ceased. Cautiously, Thomas raised his head 

above the table and looked around. 

The room was in shambles. All of the tapestries were torn 

and stained, while broken dishes lay on the floor amid gobs of 

food and puddles of blood. 

He dropped down again to the underside of the table and 

waited impatiently as Don untied his bonds and removed the cloth 

froP.1 his mouth. 

"How is it up there?" asked Cindy. 

"I think we just endured the worst din _-." Thomas stopped 

as a crash sounded in another section of the castle. The crash 

was followed by more of them and several screaP.1S echoed through 

the air. "Dinner fight there ever was. And, I might add, it 

sounds like it's continuing outside of this room o " 

"What are we going to do?" asked Cindy. 

"Well, ideally we could stay here and hide," answered Tho

mas, "but I'm afraid they'll corne back. So, maybe we'd better go 

to our rooms and lock the doors and wait this thing out. 
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"We're not going out into that?!" exclaimed Don. 

"What's the matter, kid, I though you were the one that 

wanted to beat up Granny if she wouldn't tell us how to get off 

this planet. And here you are afraid of a little fight between 

her children." 

"If you didn't push that Eric guy into interfering with the 

game none of this would have happened," retorted Don. 

"Kid, remember what I told you under that fir tree? \'lell, 

it still holds." 
• 

"You didn't tell me I couldn't say anything to YOU o You said 

that I couldn't have any direct dealings with the natives." He 

spoke these last words in a manner that mimicked a little childo 

"Kid, you talk to me like that one more time, and I'm going 

to break your nose into little pieces and make you eat it." 

"You wouldn't ••• aagh," Don was unable to finish his sentence 

as Thomas grabbed him by the nose and started turning it. 

"You were saying, kid?" said Thomas as he abruptly let go. 

"Nothing," replied Don, quietly. 

"Good. Now maybe we can do what I originally proposed, 

namely, get to our rooms." 

He went to the door and looked around. Seeing nothing ha-

zardous, he signalled for them to follow. 

"How about something to eat?" as}-;:ed Cindy as she passed by 

some untouched and unblemished food. 

Thomas thought a minute and then said, "Yeah, bring some 

along. We'll eat it in our rooms." He waited until Cindy had se-

cured some food on a few unbroken plates she found and then he 
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advanceo intc the corridor. 

They had no problems reaching their rooms. All of the 

"action" seerr.ed to be taking place in another section of the 

castle. As scon as they reached their rooms, 'I'homas directed the 

division of the food and the rooms. Then Thomas, after directing 

the others to do ljkewise, went inside his room and locked the 

door. Within his room he waited out the war that raced some

where else in the castle. 

Finally, the noise quit. But it was only when Kabel came 

around to inform them that dinner was being served that they left 

the safety of their rooms with Thomas in the lead of the parade 

to the dining room. Along the route to dinner, Thomas was sur

prised to see a complete lack of damage, despite the sounds of 

the afternoon. He noticed that even the dining rOOUl was back to 

proper order. 

The three were again given the seats they had occupied at 

lunch. As Thomas waited for the famj.ly members to appear, he won

dered how they would look, after the destructive acts they were 

engaged in during the afternoon. Despite the "everything's-back

to-normal" atmosphere of the physical properties of the castle, 

it still came as a shock for him to see the family file in as 

though each member had spent the afternoon quietly reading. or 

some such diversion. Patricia was conversing happily with Jody, 

apparently forcetful of her sorrow at" noontime. The other members, 

save one, looked as if they were equally forgetful concerning 

their actions of the afternoon or the grisly punishment they all 

witnessed at lunch. 
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With a nasty look on his broken and swollen face, Eric en

ered the room and sat dovm apart from the others. He threw a 

harsh look at Thomas, and then stared down at the table. As if 

by plan, Thomas noticed, the other members of the family paid 

Eric no heed, but talked peacefully among themselves. 

The evening ran s~oothly for two courses, much to Thomas' 

relief. There was no food throwing. no fighting, or none of the 

other types of activity that marred the first two meals. But when 

Ronald made a cutting remark about Eric, Thomas thought he de

tected trouble. 

Something about the statement clearly pricked Eric. Only Tho

mas saw him as he picked up a goblet of wine and threw it sav

agely at Ronald. It narrowly missed its intended target, but a 

forthcoming fist from an angry Eric did not. Ronald was knocked 

out of his chair and onto the floor where Eric jumped atop him 

and rained hard blows upon his chest. With clenched teeth, Eric 

withdrew a hidden knife. But Ronald saw the move, and desperately 

grabbed Eric's arms to prevent the fatal blow. 

In his rage, Eric seemed to have tripled his strength. Tho

mas remembered Eric's struggle against himself as he saw the thin 

arms of Eric force the knife down slowly but surely despite the 

efforts of the well-built Ronald. In a last gamble just as the 

knife started to pierce his body, Ronald let go of one of Eric's 

arms and smashed a fist into his injured nose. But, at the same 

time, the knife plunged its point deep into Ronald's chest. 

Eric's hands went to his face to try and smother the pain, 

while Ronald's tried to wrench out the knife. But Eric coninued 
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to writhe in visible agony and Ronald only succeeded in cuttinG 

his hands as his breathing grew more and more shallow. 

Thomas noticed that everyone in the room was stunned by the 

tUrn of events. He decided that it was time for this portion of 

the game to halt. As he rushed over to Ronald, he realized that 

it was his fault that the recent events had occurred. If he 

hadn't pushed Eric, then Ronald wouldn't be on the floor dying. 

With one impulsive motion, he jerked the knife out of Honald. 

Once it was out, he gazed in fascination as the wound healed it

self before his eyes. Gradually, Ronald's breathing returned to 

normal, and he slowly opened his eyes. 

Ronald raised himself half way up, and looked at the barely 

conscious Eric. He smiled, and in one fluid motion reached a 

standing posture. Striding to where Eric lay he stood above him, 

hands on hips, and spoke. 

"You are a different person when you are angry, little bro

ther. Yes, but then you were always different from the rest of us. 

"If I wanted to, I could crush your puny body into jelly 

right now," he smiled broadly. 

"But weill do things your way for once. \'le'll break the 

rules. Instead of punishment for you breaking the rUles, we 

shall have a duel, between you and me. But this will not be a 

simple pistol affair, or one with swords. No, we shall have a 

joust as the knights used to. Yes, a joust with lances and horses o 

And we'll haVE? ita t dawn tomorrow in front of the cas tIe. Agreed. 

little brother?" 

"Yes," came a small v')ice. 
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"Good," Ronald turned and headed for the door. As he reached 

it, he stopped and faced Eric again. 

"Oh, I almost forgot to remind you. Remember, little brother, 

Granny said you may not heal yourself. That's all." He turned 

again and continued on his way out of the room. 

Thomas was startled by the weakness apparent in Granny's 

voice when she stated her opinion of the duel immediately after 

Ronald made his remark. 

"I cannot allow this duel to take place," she said while 

trying to maintain an imperial tone. "The game has gone too far. 

It must end and these people must leave." 

Ronald addressed her, "You have no say on whether the duel 

takes place or not, not this time. The game has entered a new 

stage which only I control." He left the room, ignoring Granny's 

calls after him trying to restore her authority. 

Thomas saw her in defeat. First, her face became sad and 

bewildered. Then as her gaze swept the room and rested on Eric, 

her face was transformed into a red ball by her anger. 

"You," she said. "You are the source of the trouble and you 

must pay. If Ronald kills you tomorrow, you will not heal, but 

rather shall die a death from which you shall never rise again. 

"You have destroyed this game with the help of the three 

outsiders and, therefore, you must pay the price. The games must 

endure according to the law, and I am the law. All who forfeit 

the law must perish, so it was said long before all of you and 

even I came i~to being." 

Her sermon at an end, Granny left the room with her head 
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held hiC;h. 

For some moments no one moved or said anything. Then Eric 

slowly rose and headed towards the door. As he reached it, he 

turned and faced everyone in the room, but it seemed to the Tho

mas as if he faced only him alone. 

"Whatever happens tomorrow," he said, "will be on your con

science." The~ he went out of the room. 

The dawn was chilly and Thomas rubbed his hands together. 

Overhead the sky was clear and the first hint of the bright sun 

peaking out over the horizon bathed the scene in a yellow light. 

Two riders on horses stood at the opposite ends of a long field 

in front of the darkened castle. Thomas and the rest of the 

spectators stood off to one side. 

Just after the sun climbed above a certain prescribed point, 

Granny dropped a white handkerchief. Instantly, the two horses 

charged one another. One rider's lance struck the other's shield 

and splintered into many pieces. The other rider's lance struck 

his opponent's head. There was the sound of iron striking iron, 

and then a bloody ball fell from its perch. 

The victor jumped off his horse and ran to the motionless 

body of the vanquished. He pulled off his helmet and said tri

umphantly, "You've paid the final price. This game is completed, 

and the new games will continue without you, little brother." 

The corpse of Eric was then gathered and everyone followed 

Granny inside the castle. When everyone was fully inside, Granny 

addressed them. 

"We've played by the ultimate rule which says that those 
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alty. Thus, I declare this game ended. There now remain two 

things to do. 

"You," she pointed to Thof'las and the other two, "shall be 

sent to wherever you wish after, and in accordance with the law, 

you each collect a souvenir of your stay here. 

"In the meantime, the body of my young son must be buried, 

so as to finalize the ending of this game." 

"If it's just the same to you, I'd rather take off without 

a memento of your planet," said Thomas. "I've collected enough 

memories already." 

"You must take along a souvenir, in accordance with the 

law. Otherwise," she gave them a sly look, "you may not leave." 

"Okay, we'll get something, then," said Thomas. 

Thomas thought that he would just make a quick dash out

side and pick up three souvenirs among the first· objects he saw, 

but Cindy said that she wanted to find something from a specific 

spot in the garden. He argued with her, but she remained adamant 

and finally he and Don agreed to follow her to the site. 

The walk to the particular spot Cindy had in mind took a 

little more than fifteen minutes. When they got there, they 

found a reanimated Eric sitting atop a large rock. 

"You're alive!" said Cindy. 

"Yes," he smiled, "Granny is not as stern as she would have 

you believe." 

"Then your death was a hoax?" ~sked Don. 

"Somewhat. I was truly dead, by your standards. My life 
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being what it is, though, I can't die completely, or become non

existent. But I thought I did a good imitation. Granny changed 

her mind last night about me dying for good, or at in effect 

dying for good. Anyhow, we came up with this little charade, 

though the part with me being killed by Ronald was real enough. 

"Also at the meeting I had with her last night, I convinced 

her that you should be given an explanation about us before you 

leave. And so here we are via a little mind suggestion tinkering 

with Cindy." 

"What you're saying is that you went through all of this 

staged performance just to give us an explanation?" asked Tho

mas. "Why not just explain, without all of this nonsense?" 

"Tha t would have been no fun. l'his is the firs t time It ve 

ever made up a game," he said proudly. 

"Well, if you went through all that for an explanation, 

where's the explanation?" asked Don impatiently. 

"Once long aESo," Eric began, "long before I came into exis

tence, there was a group of people who wanted to explore the 

universe beyond this planet. At the same time there was another 

group who wanted to stay here and solve the many problems that 

were plaguing their planet. 

"There was a big fight between these two groups over who 

would make their philosophy the world's philosophy. The group 

which wanted to stay was the victor in the fight, and those who 

didn't agree with its philosophy were put to death. However, 

there is a legend that says some of these people did escape into 

space, but I c.on't know if that's true or not. Anyhow,· the 
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"The experiment was to make this planet a paradise. To do 

this, the leaders took control of everything on the planet. Then 

one by one ttey solved all of the problems like crime and such. 

In the meantime, the scientists worked on makine the people of 

that time live longer and with better mental capabilities. 

"They succeeded far further than they thought possible. They 

created immortal people with tremendous mental powers. Gradually, 

as they learned to develop these powers, the immortals found that 

their bodies became more and more useless to them. So, they got 

rid of them and became immaterial beings of pure mental energy. 

"The leaders, those who were yet alive, were able to share 

in the benefits and declared the planet a perfect utopia. 

"But after some time, a problem developed. In order to keep 

the experiment pure, everyone had to stay on the planet. Other

wise, they would bring the influences of the outside universe in 

and ruin the utopia. The leaders, vast mental powers and all, 

couldn't watch everyone and so they decided to get rid of some 

of the people. Actually, they put to death much of the population 

in a gigantic war of mental powers. The remainder of the popula

tion was organized into small groups or families which the 

leaders thoug~t would be easier to control. 

"As time went on, some of the families became bored because 

they had nothing to do since they had done everything by that 

time. Then somebody in one family came up with a great new idea: 

each family would play Games in which the family members would 
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act out roles. The head of each family would select a game and 

would then assign roles for each of the members. Later, as the 

games became an established tradition, the family heads were 

allowed to select -- if they were very cautious about how it was 

done -- a game about the outside universe. In these games, the 

family heads would probe the minds of other races as they passed 

by in their spaceships for background material and scenarios. 

The last game my family just finished playing was one of these, 

but it didn't work out so well. 

"The garnes, on a whole, have worked very well. They have 

kept us busy and our mental faculties up. It is true that Pa

tricia has declined ••• and still is, but I think that she was made 

wrong, or something like that. 

"After a time, some of the families got out of hand as far 

as playing according to the rules and they had to be eliminated. 

So, because of these and some other reasons, the number of fam

ilies has been reduced to around four, I think. 

"And that brings us to the presenet. My family has survived, 

as you can see, although it now has less members than when I was 

created. But we are still here and still play the games. 

"Do you iave any questions? We still have some time left, 

though it is short." 

"Are the leaders still around?" asked Thomas. 

"No, they died long ago. The last of them died before the 

final step of becoming pure energy and spirit was attained. When 

the last leader died, the rule of the planet was passed on to a 

council made up of the heads of the families. Granny became the 
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head of our family around that time. II 

"You said you were created. How was that done?" asked Thomas. 

"Two people came together and pooled some some of their al

most unlimited energy along with the guidance of a program guide 

to form me. A program guide is a list of characteristics that 

were suggested by the leaders as befitting a good member of a 

family and a good citizen of this planet." 

"HoVl many program guides are there?" asked Cindy. 

IIAbout five or six," replied Eric. 

tlThen there are only about five or six different personal

ities on the planet?" asked Don. 

"Oh, no. The games and the roles involved in them lead to 

the formation of many more different types of personalities. These 

different ones, though, are still kept under control to keep them 

from getting out of hand." 

"These eames, then, are just your people acting out various 

roles?" asked Thomas. 

"Yes,n r,:::plied Eric. 

"This is how you spend your lives, playing these meaningless 

games?" Thomas questioned further. 

tlThey're not meaningless. From what we've seen of the out

side universe -- from information picked up from the probing of 

the minds of creatures who have passed by here in their space

ships -- we have the best way of life in the universe. There are 

no problems o~ worries here," said Eric proudly. 

"Bunk," said Thomas. "Sure you'Ve solved all of your pro

blems, though in a gruesome manner. But then you became bor~d 
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with the Jack of challenges to stimulate you. You became compla

cent and satisfied with the position you had achieved. And when 

you found that you didn't like your perfect world, why then you 

went right back and recreated through your make-believe games 

everything your ancestors had worked so hard to get rid of. Now 

you have a 'perfect life,' but nothing to live for." 

., Yes," nodded Eric, "I know. But what are we supposed to 

do?" 

"Throw out your games and start work again on some real 

challenges," replied Thomas. 

"What challenges are there left for us?" asked Eric. "We've 

solved all of the probleP.1s on this planet." 

"There's always space," sugc;ested Thomas. "With your powers 

and knowledge there would be no end to the list of meaningful 

things that you could do. WOUldn't that be much better, doing 

something worthwhile instead of just passing the time?" 

"Yes, it would, but why do you tell this to me. I'm the 

youngest. Nobody listens to what I say. Why don't you tell it 

to Granny. She's the only one who has enough power to do some

thing about the game." 

"I intend to do that before we leave. But you will be here 

after we leave and can serve as a sort of watchdog on Granny. 

You can make sure she follows through on the effort instead of 

just making a shallow attempt to give your life some meaning." 

"You want me to tell Granny what to do? But she won't listen," 

pleaded Eric. 

"You don't tell her what to do directly," said Thomas. "You 
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use crafty ways. Just think awhile. You'll figure out some me

thods. Will you do that?" 

"I'll think about it," said an unsure Eric. "It's time for 

you to go now." 

"But you will --." Thomas began as Eric slowly disappeared. 

"\'Ie shall use our powers to transport you to your original 

destination," said Granny when the survivors returned to the 

castle. 

"Eric told us a short history of your planet," said Thomas. 

"It's clear that you have a stagnant society with its members 

leading lives of absolutely no value at all. But instead of iso

lating yourselves on this planet in order to live a meaningless 

life, why don't you go out into the universe and use your powers 

and knowledge to the benefit of the universe instead of keeping 

them to yourselves?" 

"Eric is dead," said Granny. "It is time for you to leave." 

"But we just talked with him, and I told him of my idea. And 

now I'm telling you in front of your family. Why don't you ask 

them their fe(~lings?" Thomas carried his appeal to the other 

family members. "Don't Jrou want to do something meaningful with 

your lives?" 

But there was no reaction. Then Granny said, "We know, cap

tain, that there are some problems with the games and we are 

working on those problems. Perhaps we shall consider your sug

gestion, sometime. And now, farewell captain." 

"You will consider my idea?" asked Thomas in one last try. 

"Maybe, captain, but I doubt if you will ever see us again," 
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replied Granny ••• 

Thomas found himself on the bridge again along with all of 

the members of his crew. Hi$ First Lieutenant stood at his side 

as the viewing screen showed the planet of Fedlar growing steadily 

larger as they neared it. Everything appeared normal. 

"Well, look at that," said the First Lieutenant, tlwe're 

going to arrive fifteen minutes early. Can't understand where we 

picked up those extra fifteen minutes, though." 

Was it a dream? But it had seemed so real to Thomas. But the 

ship was destroyed and the crew killed ••• lf it was real, then how 

much power did the family really have? And how could such a power

ful race let itself be trapped by the archaic laws of some short

sighted people. 



--

1 • 

2. 

3. 

4. 

5. 

A. 

Reference Notes 

Henry James~ The Art Of Fiction (New York: Oxford University 
Press, 1948), p. 5. -

Richard M. Eastman, A Guide To The Novel (San Francisco: 
Chandler Publishine Company, 1965) ,-P:J7. 

Phillip Stevick, ThL'Ihfl..Q...ry.QLThe Novel (New York: The Free 
Fress, 1967), p. 119. 

Ibid. 

Ibid. 

6. E.astman, p. 32. 

7. 

8. 

9. 

August Derleth, ylri t:i,.D.f.:.J~~.,t2.!J on (Boston: The Wri ter, Inc. 
Publishers, 1946), p. 133. 

Ibid. 

Ibid. 



,-

1. 

2. 

J. 

4. 

5. 

6. 

7. 

8. 

BiblioGraphy 

Brace, Gerald Warner. ThJi Stq:[LOUiction. New York: W.W. 
Norton and Company, 1969. 

B. 

Confort, Alex. The Novel Ar}.£L9U;[_ttIQ.Q. Lond on: Phoenix House 
Limited, 1948. 

Derleth, August. Vlri ti~Q.tion. Boston: 'l'he Writer, Inc. 
Publishers, 1946. 

Eastman, Richard M. A Guide To The Novel. San Francisco: 
Chandler Publishing Company, 19b5. 

Forster, E. r,~. Aspects._QI Th~J.iQ.v~I .• New York: Harcourt, 
Brace and World, Inc., 1927. 

Goodman, Theordore. Th~~Q.hn~:..g2:l~s_.J2.f..-F~ction. New York: 
Liverwright Publishing Corporatjon, 1955. 

James, Henry. 'J'he-llrt Of Fiction. I';ew York: Oxford University 
Press, 1948. 

Lubbock, Percy • .The,_Cr~ft Of __ Flctioll. New York: Jonathan Cape 
and Harrison Smith, Inc., 1931. 

9. Stevick, Fhillip. The Th!2.Qa __ Of 111e Novel. New York: The Free 
Press, 19670 


