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I think of the autunn of 1939, not as the beginning of the Second World War, but
“as- the period in which Albert Moreland dreamsd the dream. The two events--the war
end the dream--are not, however, divoroed in my mind. Indeed, I sometimes fear that
+here is a definite conneotion between them, but it is not a coansotien which any
sgne person cught to consider seriously, and in any oxse it is not a olear ors.

Albert Noreland was, and perhaps still is, a professional ohessplayer. That
fact has en important bearing on the dream, or dreams. He made most of his scant ine
come at a games arcade in lower Manhatten, taking on all comers.---the enthusiast whe
£t a kick out of trying to beat an expar'b the lcncly man who turned to ohces as to
drug, or the dovmsand-outer tempted iatc purchasing a half hour of intellsctuol dig-
» for a quarter. After I got to kmow him, I often wandered into the arcad: snd
wagehed hin playing as meny as three or four gemss simultaneously, oblivious tn the
clickipg and mechanical whirring of the pinbell games and the intermittant whip-crecks
frem the shooting gallery. He got fifteen cents for overy win; the house teok “ho ex-
tra dime, ‘hon he lost, neither got anything.

“  Fvontually I found out that he was a much better player than he nesded to be to
whitewash arcade competition. Yc had won casual games from internationally famous
masters. A couple of Manhattan clubs had wanted to groom him for the big tournaments,
bub lack of ambition kept him drifiting along in ebscurity. I got the impreséion
that he actually thought chass too trivial a business to marrant serious oonsidera-
tion, uithough he wng perfectly willing to dribbls his 1ife eway at the aroance, walt-
ing for something really important to come along, if it ever did. Once in a vhile,
Ho*eked out his income by playing on a club team, getting as much as five dollars.

1 met him at the old brownstone house, where we happened to have rooms cn the
same floor. And it was there that he first told me about the dream.

We had just finished a gemo of chess, and I was idly watching the battle-scarred
piccea siide off the board and pile up in @2 fold of the blanket on his sot. Cuvwside
n fretful wind eddiod the dry gri%; ooming home earlier in the evening I had hz( to
kecp ry oyos three-quarters closed. There was tho surge of traffic mnoisas, w 3
soiicwhore tho buzz of a defectivo neon sign. I had just lost, but I was gla) iant
Morcland nover let me win, as he occasionally 4id to encourage the pleyers at ‘he
rrcede. Indocd, I thought myself fortunete in boing able to play with MNorcland at
all, not knowing then that I yaa probably the best friend he ad,

I was saying somothing obvious about the gamo.

“You think it a complicated geme?" hc inquired, peering st me with quizaicael
intertness, his brown eycs darl: 1ike round windows pushed up urder heavy: eaves. "Well
perhaps it is, But I play a game a thousand times more complox overy night in my
droams. And the queer thing is that the game goos on night affor night. The same
gamo. I nover really sleep. Only drcam, about the gems."

Then he told me, spesking with the mixture of feoetious jsst snd unocemfortabdle
sorjousmess that vas to charaotorise muny of our subsequent conversatiens,

Tho images of his dream, as he describod them, wore impressively simple, with-
out any of the ususl merging and incongruity. A board so vast he semstimes hed to
welk out on _to it to move his piecos. A great many moro squares than in choss and
arranged in patchod 6f different colors, tho power of tho piscos varying accordir
to the color of the square on which they stood. A4bove and to each sido of the board
only blackness, but a blnolmess that suggested starless infinity, as if, as he put it,
the scene were laid on the very tnp of the universe.

When he was awako he couldn't quite remomber all the rules of the pamq, although
he rooalled a great many isolate points: suoh as the appeesrance and powers of certain
picoos, tho situations in which two o¥ more might be moved at the samo time, ard “ho
intersdting faot that--quite uniike chess--hic pieces and those of his adversary ui
not duplicato enoh other. Yat he wes convinced that he not only undarétood -
perfectly while dreaming, but also was able to play it in tho highly strate,
that characterizas the master chess player. It was, he said, as though his i}
mind had many more dimensions of thought than his wakmg-mind, and were able t, rrasp
intuitively oomplex serles of moves that would ordinarily have to be reasoned out
painfully, step by step.
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"4 fesling of inoreassd montal power is a very ordinury dremm-delusion, lsn't
it?' he added, peering at me sharply. "And so I suppose you might say it's a very
ordinary drovi.”

I didn't know quite how to taks that last rerark, with its trace of sercasm and
ambiguity, so I prodded him with 2 question, for I wanted him te go on.

"What do the piezes look 1ike?* I asked,

1t turned out that they were similer to those of chess in-that they were consid-
erably stylized and yet suggested the original forms---architectural, animal, crna-
mentel---which hed served as their inspiration., But there the similerity ended. The
inspiring forms, 50 far a3 he could guess at them, were grotesque in the oxtreme.
Therc were torracod towers swbtly distorted out of the parvondioular, strangely asy-
motric polygons that noverthaless mado him think of temples and tombs, vegetable-ani-
mal shapes which defied olassification and whose formelized limbs and external orgens
suggestod a variety of unlmown functions. The zmore poworful pieces soemed to be mod-
clled a¥der life forms; for they carried stylized weapons and othor irplements, and
wore things similar to orowns and tiaras---a little 1ike the king, gueon, and bishop
in choss-~-vhile the oarving indivated woluminous robos and hoods. But thoy were in
no othor sehso anthropomorphic. Horcland sought ix vein for earthly aelogios, men-
tioning Findu idols, prehistorio reptilos, futurist sculpture, squids bearing da%gers
in their tentecles, and huge ants and mantiscs and othor inscets vith fantastioally
adooted end organs.

Y1 think you would have to search tho whole universss-cvery plenct and evory
dead sun---before you could find thc originel medels,"™ he said, frowning. “"Remember,
there is nothing cloudy or vague abtut the pieces themselves in my dream. They are
as tangible as this rook." He picked up the piess, olenched his fist around it for
a morent, and then held it out towsrd me oh his open palm. "It is only in what they
suggest that the vagueness lies.”

It was strange, but his words seemed to open se® dream-eye in my ovm mind, so
that I ceuld almost ses the things he described, I asked him if he expsriencod fear
during his drean.

He replied that the pieces one and all filled him with repugnance---those based
on higher life forms usmually t¢ a groater degree than the architeotural ones. Xe
hated to huve to touch or handle them. There vwas one piece in partiouwlar which had
en intensoly morbid fascination for his dreameself. He identified it as "the archer"
because the stylizad weapon it bore gave thc impression of baing able to hurt at a
distmnco; but like the rest it was quito inhumsn., He desoribed it as represonting a
kind of intermediate, warped life form which had aoricved mors than human intellec-
tuel powar without losing--but rather gaining--in brute cruelty and maiigrity. .It
vms one of the opposing pieoes for which there was no duplicate among his ¢wn. The
mingled fear and loathing it imspired in him sometimes beocame so grezt that they in-
terfercd with his stretegic grasp of the whole drosm-game, and he was afreid his
feeling toward it would sometime rise .to such a piteh that ho would bo foroed to ocap-
ture it just to get it off the board, sven though such a capturc night cormpromise his
wholc position.

"God knows how my mind ever cookcd up sush a hideous entity," he firnished, with
a quick grin. "Five hundred years ago I'd have said the Dovil put it there,"

"Speaking of the Devil,” I asked, imm diatoly fesling my flippsncy wes silly,
‘“whom do you pley against in your droam?"

Again he frowmed. "I don't know. The opposing pisces move by themselves. I
will have made a move, and thon, aftor waiting for what seems like en eon, all en
odge a8 in chess, overything still as death, one of the opposing pieces will begin
to shake a 1ittle and then to wobblo back and forth. Gradually the movement inoreas.
os in oxtont uwtil tho piece gets off balanco and begins %o rock and careen across
the bourd, lie a woter tumbler on e pitehing ship, until it reaches the proper squar
Then, slowly as it bogan, the movereont subsidcs. I don't know, but it always makes
me think of some huge, invisible, seailo orsature---orafty, sclfish, orusl. You'vo
watched thet trembly old man et the arcade? The orns who alweys drags the pieces
noross the board without liftimg thom, his hand constantly shaking? Itts o iittle
like that.”

1 nodded that I got the idea, For that matter, his dessription made it very
vivid. For the first time I began to think of how unpleasant such a dream might be.

“and 1t goes on night after night?” I asked.

"Night aftor night!" he affirmed with sudden fierceness,. "And always the same
game. It haa been more than a month now, and my forces are just beginning to grapple
with the enemy. It's draining off my mentqal energy. I wish it would stop. I'm



getting so I hats to go to sleep.™ He paused and turmed away, "It seems queer," he
said aftsr a moment in a softer voice, smiling apologetically, "It seems queer to get
§o worked up over a drean. But if you've had bad ones, you kmow how they osr oloud
wour thoughts all day. And I haven't really mansged to got over to you the souk of
A thot grips md while I'm dreaming, and while my brain is working nt
ing mMove-soquenco aftbeir move-sequence and weighing a thousand 7z Noss-
ivies, There's repugnance, yes, and fear. I've told you that. Bv dowinant
;% 19 one of rosponsid lify. I must not lose the gams. More then my cvia psrso-
.r5 depends upon it. There aro some terrible stakes involved, <
i suro what they are.
wvou were & little child, d4d you sver worry twemendously about somthxng,
L acmplete lack of propartlnn oheracteristio of thildhoed? Did ¥ r fosl
vihirg, literally everything, depended upon your performing sow wial ace
wmo vadrportant duty, in just exaatly the right way? Well, while
a £36ling that .l am playing for soms steke as big as the fate of &
0Te May plungo the universe into unending night. Somctimos, in sy dream, I
e of it
Bis woioo triled off and he stared at the chessmen: I made sowe remerks and
cmr' 5d %0 tell about an air-raid aightmare I1'd just had, but it didn't seom very im-
2 And I gave him som vegue adviee about changing his sleeping L&t » vhich
seem very important either, although he accepted it with good graoa.  £S 1
d baok tc my room he said, "Amusing to think, isn't it, that I'11 %o 7 i
azain as soon as my head hits ths p:\llow?"
s it will be over sooner then we expovot. lately I've had the fesl?
ry 1s atout to unleash & surprise attack, slthough ke rretends to be cn “ne
ve." He grimmd again, and shut the door.
I wajted fer sloep, stering at the wavy churning darkness that is more in
ths oyas than outside them, I begen to wonder whether Morland did not stand jn great-
of psyohlatric treatmemt than most chessplayers. Certainly a psrson
friends’ ar propor oocupn‘cion is more liable to mental abbsrationa.
gepmey 3sue snough. Perhaps the dream was sompensation for his failure %o uce
Jx"s the full potentlali‘cies of nis highly tulented mind, even at nr'aq

uhom of stupendous mental skill,
2 floated into my mind the lines from the Rubaiyat about the cosmic ohess-
}ﬁtlzor and thither nbvesa, and cheoks, and sluys, And ong by ors back in
2% loyss
i« I thougit of the emotional atmcighere of his draam, and the feelings of ter-
voundless responsibility, of tremendous:duties end cateslysmic ooficsgrennos-=-
zgs I rooognised from my own dreams---und I sompared them with tho wed
staty of the worldl (for it was Ootober 1939, 'and the sensc of utter ci
not yot bden dulled), and I thought of the millicn drifitng Moreland
0é into a ronlisation of the desperate plight of thirge and of priov
forcver in the past-and of their own ill-defined bet cortain complicit:
ter. 1 began to sec Noreland's droam as the symbol of s last=-diteh, tac-i
lo agninst the implacable foroes of" fate and chance, And my night thonL
revolve around the fancy that some cosmio beirg s, neither gods ror men,
human life long ago as & Just or experimemt or srtistio form, and now Foeid
base the fate of their oreation an the result of a game of ki1l played ageix
of their creatures.
Suddenly I zealized that I wes wide aweke and thet the darkness was no loviger
restfull. I snapped on the light end impulsively dsocided to see if Noreland “wre
st311 up.

The hull was as shadowy and funereal as that of most boarding houucs 1sto at
night, and I tried to minimiwe the ircvitable dry creakings. I waited for o few mo-
ments 3R front of Moreland's door, but I heard mothing, so instead of kuccking, I
presumad upon our slight familiarity and ouietly edged open the deor, i wvréer not
to disturb him if he were abed.

Tt wea then I heard his wice, and so aertain was my impression that the sound
dane from a ootisldsrable distance that I immedistely welked baok to the atair-woll
and called, "Moreland, are you down thers?"

only then did I reallse whet he seid. Porhaps it was the peouliarity ef the
words thet caused them first to regl ster ou my mind es merely a series ol sourds.

The words were, "My spider-thing seizes your urmor-bearer, I threaken.®
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I% instantly oooured to me that the words were sinilar in gemeral form to any
one of a nurber of conventional expresslons in chess, such as, "My rook captures your
bishop, T give ocheck." But thers were no such things as "spider~-thige" or "armor-
bearsrs” in chess or any other game I mew of.

I automatioally walked back towerd his room, though I atill doubted Y was thers.
The voige had Sounded much too far svmy--definitely outeide of the building or at
least in a remote section of it.

But he was 1lying in the aot, his upturned face revealed by the light of a distent
elootrio advertisament, which dblinked on mnd off at réguler intervals. The traffic
sounds, which had been almost inaudible in the hall, made the half-darkness restless
and irritebly alive. The defective neon sign still buzzod and droned insectlike as
it had earlietr in the evening.

I tiptoed over and looked down at him. Fis faoe, more pale than it should heve
boon becruse of some quality of the intermittant light, was sot in en expression of
peinfully intense coroontration---forehead wertically furrowod, mmsclss around tho
oyes contracted, lips purscd to a lino, X wendsrod if I ought to awaken him. I vas
acutely ewsre of the impersonally murmuring city all around us~~--block on block of
shuttling, routined, aloof existenoe--~and the contrast made his sleeping face seem
61l the more sensitive amd wividly individual and unguarded, liike scome soft though
purposefully tense organism which has lost 4#s protestive shell,

as T weited uncerteinly, the tight 1ips opened & little, though without losing
any of their tautness. He spoke, and for the second time the impression of distance
wes 50 conpelling that I involuntarily looked over my shoulder, and out the dustily
glowing window. Then I began te tremble.

"My cotled-thing advances to the thirteenth squers of the green ruler's domain,®
was what he said, dut I oan only suggest the quality of ths voise, Some insonoeivable
sort of distance had draired it of all richness and throatiness snd overtonea, so
that it wus hollow and flat sd faint and disturbingly mournful, as veices somatimes
scund in open country, or from up on a high roof, or vhen there is a bad telephone
connection, I felt I was the victin of some gruesome deception, end yat I knew that
ventriloguism is a matter of motionless 1lps and olever auggostion rathor than any
really convinoing changs in the quelity of the voico itself., Without volition thers
rose in my mind visions of infinits spece, unending darknoss. I Pfelt as if I were
being wrenched up and away from the world, so that ¥anhatten lay below mo like a
blacle asymetrio spearhead outlined by leaden waters, and then still further outward
at inoreasing speed until earth and sun and stars and galezies werc all lost and I
was boyond tho universe. To suoh a dogrce did the quality of Moreland's volce effest

I do not know how long I stood thore waiting for him Yo speak again, with the
noisor of Menhattan flowing around yet not quite touching me, snd thc elcotric sign
whioh zhowod Morelend's face blinking on and off unalterably like the tioking of a
elock. I could only think about the gamo that was boing vlayed, and wonder whethor
Moreland 's a.dvcrsary had yot made an ensvering move, and whether thirngs were going
for or agsinst Moreland. There was no %elling from his face; its intensity of con-
centration did not change. During those months of minutes I stood thers, I believed
implicitly in the reality of the game. A4s if I myself wero somshow dreuming, I could
not guestion the rationality of my belief or breaic the spell which bound mo.

When finelly his lips parted a little and I experionced again that impression
of impossible, aerie ventriloguism---the words this time being "My horned.creature
vaults over the twisted tower, challenging the archer!---my fear broke loose from
whatover cortrolled it and I stumbled toward the door.

Then came what was, in an oblique way, the strangest part of the whole episode.
In the time it took me to walk the length of the corridor back to my room, most of my
foar and mest of the fesling of campleta alienage and other worldliness whioh had dom-
inated me while I was watohing lloreland*s foce, rcooded so swiftly that I even forgot,
for the time boing, how great thoy had besn. Peorhaps it was beocause the unwholesome
realm of Moreland's dream was so grotesquely dissimilar to anything in the real world.
Whatover the cauge, by the tims I opensd ths door to my reom I was thinking, "Such
nightmares can't be wholesome. Perhaps ho should sce & psyochiatrist. Tet it's only
2 dream,” and so on. 1 felt tired and stupid. Very soon I was asleep.

But some wraith of tho original omotions must lmve lingered, for I awoke tho
next morning with tho fear thet somothing might have e ppensd to Woreland. Dressing
hurrisdly, I knooked at his door, but found the room empty, the bedolothes still rump-
1sd. I enquired of the landlady, and she said he had gone out at eight-fiftesn as
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usual. The bald statememt did not quite satisfy my anxiety. But since my Job-hunt-
iug thet day happened to lie in the direction of the srcade, I had en exouse to wan-
der in. MNereland was stolidly pushing pieces around with an abstracted, “ouale-hair-
od fsllow of Slavie features, and casually conducting twe rapid-fire oheciter games on
the side. Reassured, I went on my way without bothering hime

That evoning we had a long talk about dreams in gemeral, and I found him sur-
v well read on tho subject, and soientificelly cautious in his ettliudes. Ra-

closwbhy, and tho possibility of strange tolesoopings and other di
oo during dream stetce. Some foolish reticence about admi
v 4nto his room the preceding night kept ma from telling nim
seon, but he frosily told me he had had another installment of the usual
seémed to take a more philosophic view now thet he hed sharod :is exper-
- soppons. Together we spooulstod as to the possible daytime sources of
« It wes after twelve whon we said goodnight. .
wernk cway with the ourious fesling of having been lot down=~-vaguely unsatise
<aink the feer I had sxperienced the previous night and then almost forgot-
ave been gnawing at me obscurely. »
3 the following evening, that fear found an avenue of return. Thinking More-
land awsc be tired of talking about dreams, I coaxed him into & game of chess. But
in the middle of the gemo, he put baok a piece hs was about tq move, and said, "You
knovw, that darned dream ofi.mine is getting vory bothersome.™

It turned out thut his dream adversary had finally loosed the long-threatened
attack, ond that the dream itself hud turred imtc a kind of nightmare. "IL's very
mush iike what heppene to you in a game of okess," he explained. "You go alang oon~
fidsu’ that you have a strong position and that the game is teking the right direct-
dlon. Txsry move your opponent makos is one you have foreseen. You get to fazling
2imast caniscient. Suddenly he makes a totelly unexpectod attaoking move., For a
monert you think it must be & stupid blundsr on his part.. Then you look & little
mose closnly and roalise that you have totally overlooked something ard that nis at-
Tack 1@ a sound one., Then you bogin to swosat.

"0s ccurse, I1've always experienced foar and anxicty and a sexso of overpowor-
ing rceponsibility during the droem. But my pioocs were like a wall, protecting me.
Kow I caa 502 only the cracks in thet well. At any one of a hundred woak pci
s scracivably be broken through. Now, whenever one of the-oppesing
e ble and shake, 1 wondor whether, when its move is completed, there
i ny wind the Ynsltorable and unavoidable osmbinations of subscquert
g to my defeat. Last night I thought I sow sush a move, and tho te

L

great that evorything swirled and I ssemed to drop through millions o 35 of emp-
tiness 4n en instant, Yet Just in the instant of waking I realizeod I nal rdsoalou-
luted, und that my pasition, though perileus, was still scours, It was s¢ vivid
that I almost oarrisd with mo into my walting thoughts the reuson why, tuk then sore
of tho steps in the train of droem-ressoning dropped out, as if wmy wcking wind wero
not tip enough to hold them all.*

¥o also told mo that his fixaticn on “the archer” was becoming ircreasingly
4{roublesome. it filled him with a spesisl kind of terror, different in quelilsy but
perhaps higher in pitch than that engondorcd in him by the dream as & whole: a cresy,
marbid torror, charasterized by intense repugnance, norve-twisting exaspsration, and
reckiess suicidal impulses.

"I gan't get rid of the feeling," he said, "that the beastly thing will 4in some
unfair snd underhanfed manner be the means of my defoat.”

He lookrd very tired to me, although his face wes of the compact, tough.skinred
sort that doos mot readily show fatigue, =3 I folt concernod for his physioal arnd
nervous weliare. 1 suggested that ho consult a doctor (Icddid mot like to say psych-
jetrist) and pointed out that slocping teblets might be of scmoe help.

"But in & deeper sleep tho dreat might be oven more vivid and real,“ he answored
grin‘.e.o:llng sardoniaa)ly. "Ho, I'd rather play out the game undor the present cendi-
tions.'

I waz glad to find that he still vicwed the dieam as an interasting end tompo-
rery ps (;!\uiogical phenomenon {what else ho eowld nave viewed it as, I did rot stop
to cpalyzc). Even while mdmitting to ms the exceptional intemsity of his enotions,
ho meintained somathiag of a jeeting air. Cnoo he ccmpercd his droem %o a paranoid’s
delusions of persccution, and askod whether I didn't think it wse good onvagh +o got
Lin sdmitted into an asylun, v
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"Phon I sould forgot tho aroade and earning a living, and dovote all ry time to
droam-chass,™ he said, laughing sharply as soon as he saw I was beginning to wonder
whether ke hadn't meant the remaric half seriously.

But some part of ry mind was not convinoed by his protestations, end whem later
I tossed in the dark, ry imagination perversely kept pioturing the universe as a
great arena in which eaoh areaturs ic doomed to engege in a losing geme of akill ag-
einst demoniac mentalities whioh, however long they may play cat and mouse, are al=
woys assured of finsl r.n.stery--or almost assursd, so that it would be a miracles if
they were beaten, I found myself comparing 'bhem to oertain ohess players who, if
they csamot beat an opponent by superior skill, will capltalise on unpleasant perso-
nal mannerisms in order to sxasperate him and break down the . lucidity of his thinking.

This mood oolored Ty nebulous dreams and persisted into the next day. As T walk-
od the streets I felt myself imundated by an omipresan‘b anxiety, end I semmed taut,
nervous mystery in each paseing face. For once I secmed able to look behind the mask
whioh every person wears and which is so characteristioally pronourced in a oongssted
oity, and ses what lay behind-~-the egotistical scmsitivity, tho smouldering irritat-
ion, the thwarted longing, tho defeat....and, abovo all, the anxiety, too ill-dufined
and lacklng in definite objoot to be cslled fear, but nonetheloss infesting eve.
thought and action, and meking trivial things terridble. 4nd it seomsd to me that so-
sial, oconomic, and phvsiological factors, cven Denth and the War, were insufficient
to explain such anxicty, end that 4% was in reality an upwelling from somsthing dubi-~
ous and horrible in the very constitution of tho undverses

That evening I found myself at the arcede. Here too I sensed a difference in
thirg s, for Moreland's abstraction vms not the cslculating boredom with which I was
familiar, and his tiredness was shockingly apparent. One of his thrse opvonents call-
ed his attention to a move, after shifting around restlessly, and Moreland jerked his
head as if he had been dozing, He immediately made an answering move, and quickly
logt his queen and the game by a trap that wes very obvious even to ms, A little
leter he lost another gam by an equally elementary oversight. The boss of the arocads,
a big boofy mam, ambled over and stood behind Moreland, his heavy-jowled face impass-
ive, seeming to study the positiom of the pleces in 'hhe lost game. Moreland lost
that too.

"fho won?" askod the boss.

Moroland indicated his opponent. The boss grunted nonsommitbally and walked off.

No ons elso sat down to play. It was near closing time. I was not sure whether
Moreland had noticed me, but after s while he stood up and nodded at me, and got his
hat and cont. We wmlked the long stretoh back to the rooming house. He hardly spoke
a word, and my semsation of morbid insight inte the world around persisted end kept
mo silent. He walked as.usual with long, slightly stiff-lmeed strides, hands in his
pockets, hat pulled low, frovming at the pavement a dozer feet ahead.

VWhen ws réached the rodm ke set down without teking off his coat, and 3aid, 'Of
oourse it was the dreaw that made me logs those games. UWhan I woke this worring it
was terribly ¥itid, ond I almost remembered the exaot position and all s rules. I
started to make a diagram...."

Hs indiceted a pisce of wrapping paper on tho tablo, Hasty oriss-cross lines,
{ncomplote, represented what socemed to be the ocorner of an indefinitely larger patt-
ern, Thora were about five hundred squaros. On various squares wers marks and nemes
standing for ploccs, and thero wore dotted lines or arrows radiating out from the
pisoes to show their pemer of movemont.

"I got.that far. Then I began to forget," ho said tiredly, staring at the floor.
But I'm still very close to it. Like a methamatical puzzle you've not quite solved.
Parts of the board kept flashing imto my mind all day, so that I felt with e little
more offort I would bo able to grasp tho whole thing, Yet I cantt."

Bis voice changed. "I'm going to losd, you }mew. It's that picce I oall 'the
archer's Last night I oouldn’g consentrate on the board; it was elways drawing my
eyes. The worst thing is that it's the spoarheed of my adversary!s attaok. I sche
to capture it. But I pust not, for 4t's a kind of oatspaw too, the na:u of the stra-
tegis ¥@ap my adversary is 1aying. If T eapture it, I will expsse m
S5 Y mus¢ watoh it coming oloser and closer-~-it has an ugly, dovbl g
hopping move---lmowing that my only chanse is %o sit tight unvii my adversary over-
renohes himsedf and T san oounterattack. But I won't be able %c. Soonm, porhaps to-
night, my nerve will crack, snd I will ocapture it,"

2 was studying the dzagram vwith great interest, and only haelf heard the rest---
a deseription of the actual appearance of 'the aroher" I heard him ssy something
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about “"a five-lobed head...the head almost hidden by a hood..,appendages, each with
four joints, appsaring from undsr the robe...en sight-pringed weapon with wheels amd
levers about it, end little dag~shaped receptacles, as though for polson...pesture
suggesting it is 1ifting the weapon to aim it...all 4rtricately carved in some lus-
trous red stono, spsokled with violet...an expression of bestial, supernatural mele-
volenco..,"

Just then all my attention fooussed suddenly on the diagrem, and I felt a tight-
oning shiver of exoitement, for I recognized two familisrs mames whioh I had mever
hoard Moreland mention while awake: "Spider-thiag” and "gresn ruler’.

Without pausing te think, I toldd him of how I had listened to his sleep-talking
threc nights ‘bofore, and about tho pecullar phrastes he had spoken whiokh tallied so
well with the entries on the diagrom. I poured out my accownt with melodramatic
haste, My dlscovery of tho entikles omthe disgram, nothing exoeptionally emazing in
itsslf, probsbly made suoh a gra2at impression ¢n me beoause I had hitherto strangely
‘fgrgotten or reprosged the intense fear I had expsrienced wher I watohed Moreland
slaeving. ; 2

Before I was finishéd, however, I noticed the growing enxlety of his expression,
and abruvtly realized that what I was seying might not bave the bsst effect en him,
So I minimired my recolleotion of the unwholesome guallty of his voioe---the overpew-
ering impression af distance--~and ‘the. fear it had engendered in me.

Eveh sB, it was obvious that he had received a severe shock: PFor a little while
he seemed to te on the vorgs of a eerious nervous dersngement, walking up and down
with fierse, Jarky movemerts, throwing out oragy stetements, ooming baok again and
again to the diabslioal convinodrgness df the dneem---whioh my rovelation ssemsd to
have intensified for him--.and £inally breaking dowh into vague appeals for help.

Those appeals had an immediate effect on me, making me forget amy wild thoughts
of my own, and putting everything om e personal level. All my instinats wero now to
aid Moreiland, and I once again saw the whole matter as samething for e psychiatrist
to handle. Our roles had changed. T was 8o longer the halfeaved listener, but the
steady friend to whom he turned for sdvice. That, more than anything, gave we a feel-
ing of oonfidenoe and made Iy pravious epeoulations sesm ohildish end unkealthy, I
felt oontemptucus of myself for having encoureaged his delusive trains of snestlation,
and T did as much as I could to meke up for it.

After » while my repeated regssuranses sosmsd to take effect. PBe grew oalm and
our talk beoare reasonable once more, though every mow and then he would appoal to me
about some pertlcular point that werrded him. I dimcoversd for the first time the ex-
tont 4o whioh he had taken the dream seriously. During his lonely brosdincs, he told
mo, ho had somotimes beoome convinoed that hiz mind left his body while he slent, and
trevelled imuweasurable distances to soms trepsecosmie reelm where tho gums was playsd,
He had tho illusion, he seid, of getting perilously slose to the lmnerarst cacrets of
the universe and finding they wera rotten and evil and sardonic. At tirws ke nad
been terribly afraid that the patiwey between his mind and the realm oi tac gare
would "open up" to such a degres thet he would be %auoked up bodily Irom %o werld®,
as he put it. His bellef that the loss of the geme would doom the world iceeil had
been muoh stronger than he had ever admitted to me previously. He had “raned a fright
ening rolationship between the progress of the game and of the War, and Lad baogun to
believe that tho ultimate issue of the War---though not necesserily tho viotoury of
either side--~hung on the outoome of tho gamo.

At times it hed gotten se bod, he revesled, thet his only relief hdd been in the
thought that, no matter what happened, he oould never convisae others of the reallty
of his drsam. They would wlways be able to view it as a manifestation of inseunity or
overvrought imagination. No matter how ‘wivid i¥ besame to him he would never ‘have
¢onorete, objeotive proof. =

“It's this way," he said. "You saw me sleeping, didn't you? Right hore on this
sot. You heard me talk in ny sleep, didn't you? About tha game. Well, i 2% -sbeolut-
ely proves to you that it's all just a dream, doesn’t it? TYou couldn't rightly be-
lieve anything else, oould yout"

I do not kmow why those last ambiguous questions of his should have hed such a re
assurirg coffeot on me of all people, who had only thrae nights ago trounbdlsd ot the in
desaribable gmality of his voice as ho talked from his dream, But they did. ‘rhey
scemed like the firal seal on an agreemont between us that the dream wus caly a dream
ard rwant nothinﬁ. 1 began to feel rather bouyant and self-satisfled, 1ika o Joctor
who has Just pullecd his petiont through a dangerous orisis., I tailn? ta Horoland in
what I.pow realize was almost a pompously sympathetio wey, withcuh nebticirne now dis-
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piritod were his obedient nods of agravmont. He seid little after those last questions

I oven parsuvaded hlm to go out to a nearby lunchreom for s midnight snock, as Af
-==God help mot---I wore eclobreting my vietory over the droam. As we sat at the not
too dirty oountor, simoking our oigarettes and sipping durningly hot coffes, I notioed
. that he had begun to smile ezuin, which added to xy satisfaction. I wms blind t6 the
ultirmate deisotlon and submiszive hopelessness that 1lay behind thoss smiles.

&s T left him at the door of his room, he suddenly caught bddd of my hand ard
said, "I want to %ell you how grateful I am for the wmy you've worked 4o pull me out
of this mess." I mde a deprecating gesture. “Ho, wait," he comtinued. VIt does
mean a lot. ell, anyway, thenks."

T went wway with a dontented, almost virtuous foeeling., I had no apprehensions
whatever. I only rused, in & heavily philosophic way, over the strange forms fear and
anxiety con assume in our pitiably tangled oivilization.

As soon as I wns dressed next noraing, I zapped briskly ot his door and impulsive-
1y pushed in without waiting for en snswer. ¥or orce, sunlight wes pouring through
‘the dusty window,

Then I saw 1t, and everything else rescdeds

It was lying in the orumpled bedslothes, hul¢ hidden by a fold of blanket, a
thing perhaps ten inches high, as 30lid as axy statuette, and as undeniably real. But
from the first glance I kmow that ite form bors no relstiom to any sarthly érsanture,
This fact Wwould havo besn as apparent to someone who imew nothing of art es to an ex-
pert. 1 nlso knew that the red, violet-flesied substance from which it had been carv-
ad or cast had no olassification among earthly gems or minerals. Every detail was
trere. The five-lobed heed, almost hidden by a Nood. The appendeges, each with four
jeints, appearing from under the robe. The eight-prorged weapon with wheels and le-
vers about it, and the little bag-shaped recepbacles, as though for poison., Posture
suggesting it was lifting the weapon to aim it. An expression of bastial, supsrnatu-
ral malevolence.

Beyond doubting, it was the thing Noreland had dreamed of. The thing which had
horrified end fasoinsted him, as it now did me; which bad raspod unondursbly on his
nerves, as it now bagan to rasp on mino, The thing which had been the spearhead aznd
oatapaw of hie adversary's ettuok, and whose ocaptiure---and it now seemed ovident that
it had been oaptured--«meant the probable lass of the game itself. The thing which
had somehow boon suclsd beck alohg an ever-opsning path aoross unimaginablo distanoss
from a reelm of mdress ruling the univoersa.

Beyond doubting it was "the aroher'.

Hardly kunowing what moved meo, save foar, or what my purposae was, I £led from tho
room, Then I roalized that I muset £ind Moreland., No one had seen him lsaving the:
house. All day I searohed for him. The arcade. Chess olubs. Libraries.

Never, and it is almost tws years now, have I seon him or heard any word of him.

It was ovening when I went baok aend forosd myself %o reé-enter his room. The fi-
gure was no longor there. No one professed to kmow saything about it when I quusticn-
ed them, but somo of the dunials were too angry, and I kmow that "the archer", dbeing
obvioualy a thing of value and having no overly great terrors for thoss who do not
know its history, hes most probably found it's way into tho hands of some woalthy and
sccentric collector. Other things have wanished by a similar route in the past,

But I am cortain that 1% was not made on earth.

And although there are reasors to fcar the comtrary, I foel that somswhero---in
some choap boarding houso or lodging place, or in soms madhouse---Albert Moreland , if
tho game is not already 10st and the forfeiture bogun, is still playing that unbelisv-
able gamo for stakes it is bad to contemplate.
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EDITORIALLY SPEAKING, (cont. from page 3) ; :

torial, Laney's family obl i%ations preclude hia gartic:.pa.tion in ths
always expensgive folderol of ocourt procedings. To put it bluntly, La-
ney does not fesl it worthwhile to jeopardize tne possible future of
hie two infant daughters by taking any chanceés Waatever on making big
donatione to lawyers and their werks. If this be cowardice, make the
nost of it,

Upon careful Aisepcifion and analysie ef The Dog In The Man-
ger, we have discovered five points which, we believe, may reayire
g AN (furn to page 37
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The Dreams of Albert Moreland

Fritz Leiber

[ THINK OF the autumn of 1939, not as the beginning of the
Second World War, but as the period in which Albert
Moreland dreamed the dream. The two events—the war and the
dream— are not, however, divorced in my mind. Indeed, I sometimes
fear that there is a connection between them, but it is a
connection which no sane person will consider seriously, if he is wise.

Albert Moreland was, and perhaps still is, a professional
chessplayer. That fact has an important bearing on the dream, or
dreams. He made most of his scant income at a games arcade in Lower
Manhattan, taking on all comers—the enthusiast who gets a kick out
of trying to beat an expert, the lonely man who turns to chess as to a
drug, or the down-and-outer tempted into purchasing a half hour of
intellectual dignity for a quarter.

After I got to know Moreland, I often wandered into the arcade
and watched him playing as many as three or four
games simultaneously, oblivious to the clicking and whirring of
the pinball games and the intermittent reports from the
shooting gallery. He got fifteen cents for every win; the house took
the extra dime. When he lost, neither got anything.

Eventually I found out that he was a much better player than he
needed to be for his arcade job. He had won casual games from
internationally famous masters. A couple of Manhattan clubs had
wanted to groom him for the big tournaments, but lack of ambition
kept him drifting along in obscurity. I got the impression that he
thought chess too trivial a business to warrant serious consideration,
although he was perfectly willing to dribble his life away at the arcade,
waiting for something really important to come along, if it ever did.
Once in a while he eked out his income by playing on a club team,
getting as much as five dollars.

I met him at the old brownstone house where we both had rooms
on the same floor, and it was there that he first told me about the
dream.



We had just finished a game of chess, and I was idly watching the
battle-scarred pieces slide off the board and pile up in a fold of the
blanket on his cot. Outside a fretful wind eddied the dry grit. There
was a surge of traffic noises, and the buzz of a defective neon sign. I
had just lost, but I was glad that Moreland never let me win, as he
occasionally did with the players at the arcade, to encourage them.
Indeed, I thought myself fortunate in being able to play with Moreland
at all, not knowing then that [ was probably the best friend he had.

[ was saying something obvious about chess.

“You think it a complicated game?” he inquired, peering at me
with quizzical intentness, his dark eyes like round windows pushed up
under heavy eaves. “Well, perhaps it is. But I play a game a thousand
times more complex every night in my dreams. And the queer thing is
that the game goes on night after night. The same game. I never really
sleep. Only dream about the game.”

Then he told me, speaking with a mixture of facetious jest and
uncomfortable seriousness that was to characterize many of our
conversations.

The images of his dream, as he described them, were impressively
simple, without any of the usual merging and incongruity. A board so
vast he sometimes had to walk out on it to move his pieces. A great
many more squares than in chess and arranged in patches of different
colors, the power of the pieces varying according to the color of the
square on which they stood. Above and to each side of the board only
blackness, but a blackness that suggested starless infinity, as if, as he
put it, the scene were laid on the very top of the universe.

When he was awake he could not quite remember all the rules of
the game, although he recalled a great many isolated points, including
the interesting fact that—quite unlike chess—his pieces and those of
his adversary did not duplicate each other, Yet he was convinced that
he not only understood the game perfectly while dreaming, but also
was able to play it in the highly strategic manner of the master chess
player. It was. he said, as though his night mind had many more
dimensions of thought than his waking mind, and were able to grasp
intuitively complex series of moves that would ordinarily have to
be reasoned out step by step.



“A feeling of increased mental power is a very ordinary dream-
delusion, isn't it?” he added, peering at me sharply. “And so 1 suppose
you might say it’s a very ordinary dream.”

I did not know quite how to take that last remark, so I prodded
him with a question.

“What do the pieces look like?”

It turned out that they were similar to those of chess in that they
were considerably stylized and yet suggested the original forms—
architectural, animal, ornamental—which had served as their
inspiration. But there the similarity ended. The inspiring forms, so far
as he could guess at them, were grotesque in the extreme. There were
terraced towers subtly distorted out of the perpendicular, strangely
asymmetric polygons that made him think of temples and tombs,
vegetable-animal shapes which defied classification and whose
formalized limbs and external organs suggested a variety of unknown
functions. The more powerful pieces seemed to be modeled after life
forms, for they carried stylized weapons and other implements, and
wore things similar to crowns and tiaras—a little like the king, queen
and bishop in chess—while the carving indicated voluminous
robes and hoods. But they were in no other sense
anthropomorphic. Moreland sought in vain for earthly analogies,
mentioning Hindu idols, prehistoric reptiles, futurist sculpture,
squids bearing daggers in their tentacles, and huge ants and mantes
and other insects with fantastically adapted end-organs.

“I think you would have to search the whole universe—every
planet and every dead sun—before you could find the
original models,” he said, frowning. “Remember,.there is nothing
cloudy or vague about the pieces themselves in my dream. They are
as tangible as this rook.” He picked up the piece, clenched his
fist around it for a moment, and then held it out toward me on
his open palm. “It is only in what they suggest that the vagueness lies.”

It was strange, but his words seemed to open some dream-eye in
my own mind, so that I could almost see the things he described. I
asked him if he experienced fear during his dream.

He replied that the pieces one and all filled him with repugnance
—those based on higher life forms usually to a greater degree than the



architectural ones. He hated to have to touch or handle them. There
was one piece in particular which had an intensely morbid fascination
for his dream-self. He identified it as “the archer” because the stylized
weapon it bore gave the impression of being able to hurt at a distance;
but like the rest it was quite inhuman. He described it as representing
a kind of intermediate, warped life form which had achieved
more than human intellectual power without losing—but
rather gaining—in brute cruelty and malignity. It was one of
the opposing pieces for which there was no duplicate among his own.
The mingled fear and loathing it inspired in him sometimes became
so great that they interfered with his strategic grasp of the whole
dream-game, and he was afraid his feeling toward it would sometime
rise to such a pitch that he would be forced to capture it just to get it
off the board, even though such a capture might compromise his
whole position.

“God knows how my mind ever cooked up such a hideous entity,’
he finished, with a quick grin. “Five hundred years ago I'd have said
the Devil put it there.”

“Speaking of the Devil,” I asked, immediately feeling my flippancy
was silly, “whom do you play against in your dream?”

Again he frowned. “I don’t know. The opposing pieces move by
themselves. I will have made a move, and then, after waiting for what
seems like an eon, all on edge as in chess, one of the opposing pieces
will begin to shake a little and then to wobble back and forth.
Gradually the movement increases in extent until the piece gets off
balance and begins to rock and careen across the board, like a water
tumbler on a pitching ship, until it reaches the proper square. Then,
slowly as it began, the movement subsides. I don’t know, but it always
makes me think of some huge, invisible, senile creature—crafty,
selfish, cruel. You've watched that trembly old man at the arcade? The
one who always drags the pieces across the board without lifting them,
his hand constantly shaking? It’s a little like that.”

I nodded. His description made it very vivid. For the first time I
began to think of how unpleasant such a dream might be.

“And it goes on night after night?” I asked.



“Night after night!” he affirmed with sudden fierceness. “And
always the same game. It has been more than a month now, and my
forces are just beginning to grapple with the enemy. It’s draining off
my mental energy. I wish it would stop. I'm getting so that I hate to go
to sleep.” He paused and turned away. “It seems queer,” he said after a
moment in a softer voice, smiling apologetically, “It seems queer to get
so worked up over a dream. But if you've had bad ones, you know how
they can cloud your thoughts all day. And I haven’t really managed to
get over to you the sort of feeling that trips me while I'm
dreaming, and while my brain is working at the game and plotting
move-sequence  after = move-sequence and  weighing a
thousand complex possibilities. There’s repugnance, yes, and fear.
I've told you that. But the dominant feeling is one of responsibility.
[ must not lose the game. More than my own personal
welfare depends upon it. There are some terrible stakes involved,
though [ am never quite sure what they are.

“When you were a little child, did you ever worry tremendously
about something, with that complete lack of proportion characteristic
of childhood? Did you ever feel that everything, literally everything,
depended upon your performing some trivial action, some
unimportant duty, in just the right way? Well, while 1 dream, I have
the feeling that I'm playing for some stake as big as the fate of
mankind. One wrong move may plunge the universe into unending
night. Sometimes, in my dream, I feel sure of it.”

His voice trailed off and he stared at the chessmen. I made some
remarks and started to tell about an air-raid nightmare I had just had,
but it didn’t seem very important. And I gave him some vague advice
about changing his sleeping habits, which did not seem very
important either, although he accepted it with good grace. As I started
back to my room he said, “Amusing to think, isn't it, that I'll be playing
the game again as soon as my head hits the pillow?” He grinned and
added lightly, “Perhaps it will be over sooner than I expect. Lately I've
had the feeling that my adversary is about to unleash a surprise attack,
although he pretends to be on the defensive.” He grinned again and
shut the door.



As I waited for sleep, staring at the wavy churning darkness that
is more in the eyes than outside them, I began to wonder whether
Moreland did not stand in greater need of psychiatric treatment than
most chessplayers. Certainly a person without family, friends, or
proper occupation is liable to mental aberrations. Yet he seemed sane
enough. Perhaps the dream was a compensation for his failure to use
anything like the full potentialities of his highly talented mind, even at
chess-playing. Certainly it was a satisfyingly grandiose vision, with
its unearthly background and its implications of stupendous mental
skill.

There floated into my mind the lines from the Rubaiyat about the
cosmic chess-player who, “Hither and thither moves and checks, and
slays, And one by one back in the Closet lays.”

Then I thought of the emotional atmosphere of his dreams, and
the feelings of terror and boundless responsibility, of tremendous
duties and cataclysmic consequences—feelings I recognized from my
own dreams—and I compared them with the mad, dismal state of the
world (for it was October, and sense of utter catastrophe had not yet
been dulled) and I thought of the million drifting Morelands suddenly
shocked into a realization of the desperate plight of things and of
priceless chances lost forever in the past and of their own ill-defined
but certain complicity in the disaster. I began to see Moreland’s dream
as the symbol of a last-ditch, too-late struggle against the implacable
forces of fate and chance. And my night thoughts began to revolve
around the fancy that some cosmic beings, neither gods nor men, had
created human life long ago as a jest or experiment or artistic form,
and had now decided to base the fate of their creation on the result of
a game of skill played against one of their creatures.

Suddenly I realized that I was wide awake and that the darkness
was no longer restful. I snapped on the light and impulsively decided
to see if Moreland was still up.

The hall was as shadowy and funereal as that of most boarding
houses late at night, and [ tried to minimize the inevitable dry
creakings. | waited for a few moments in front of Moreland’s door, but
heard nothing, so instead of knocking, I presumed upon our



familiarity and edged open the door, quietly, in order not to disturb
him if he were abed.

It was then that I heard his voice, and so certain was my
impression that the sound came from a considerable distance that I
immediately walked back to the stairwell and called, “Moreland, are
you down there?”

Only then did I realize what he had said. Perhaps it was the
peculiarity of the words that caused them first to register on my mind
as merely a series of sounds.

The words were, “My spider-thing seizes your armor-bearer. I
threaten.”

It instantly occurred to me that the words were similar in general
form to any one of a number of conventional expressions in chess,
such as, “My rook captures your bishop. I give check.” But there are no
such pieces as “spider-things” or “armor-bearers” in chess or any other
game [ know of.

[ automatically walked back towards his room, though I still
doubted he was there. The voice had sounded much too far away—
outside the building or at least in a remote section of it.

But he was lying on the cot, his upturned face revealed by the
light of a distant electric advertisement, which blinked on and off at
regular intervals. The traffic sounds, which had been almost inaudible
in the hall, made the half-darkness restless and irritably alive. The
defective neon sign still buzzed and droned insectlike as it had earlier
in the evening.

[ tiptoed over and looked down at him. His face, more pale than it
should have been because of some quality of the intermittent light,
was set in an expression of painfully intense concentration—forehead
vertically furrowed, muscles around the eye contracted, lips pursed to
a line. I wondered if | ought to awaken him. I was acutely aware of the
impersonally murmuring city all around us—block on block of
shuttling, routined, aloof existence—and the contrast made his
sleeping face seem all the more sensitive and vividly individual
and unguarded, like some soft though purposefully tense
organism which has lost its protective shell.



As 1 waited uncertainly, the tight lips opened a little without
losing any of their tautness. He spoke, and for a second time
the impression of distance was so compelling that I
involuntarily looked over my shoulder and out the dustily glowing
window. Then I began to tremble.

“My coiled-thing writhes to the thirteenth square of the green
ruler’s domain,” was what he said, but I can only suggest the quality of
the voice. Some inconceivable sort of distance had drained it of all
richness and throatiness and overtones so that it was hollow and flat
and faint and disturbingly mournful, as voices sometimes sound in
open country, or from up on a high roof, or when there is a bad
telephone connection. I felt I was the victim of some gruesome
deception, and yet I knew that ventriloquism is a matter of motionless
lips and clever suggestion rather than any really convincing change in
the quality of the voice itself. Without volition there rose in my
mind visions of infinite space, unending darkness. I felt as if I
were being wrenched up and away from the world, so that
Manhattan lay below me like a black asymmetric spearhead outlined
by leaden waters, and then still farther outward at increasing
speed until earth and sun and stars and galaxies were all lost and I
was beyond the wuniverse. To such a degree did the quality
of Moreland’s voice affect me.

I do not know how long I stood there waiting for him to speak
again, with the noises of Manhattan flowing around yet not quite
touching me, and the electric sign blinking on and off unalterably like
the ticking of a clock. I could only think about the game that was
being played, and wonder whether Moreland’s adversary had yet made
ah answering move, and whether things were going for or against
Moreland. There was no telling from his face; its intensity of
concentration did not change. During those moments or minutes I
stood there, I believed implicitly in the reality of the game. As if I
myself were somehow dreaming, I could not question the rationality of
my belief or break the spell which bound me.

When finally his lips parted a little and I experienced again that
impression of impossible, eerie ventriloquism—the words this time
being, “My horned-creature vaults over the twisted tower, challenging



the archer’—my fear broke loose from whatever controlled it and I
stumbled toward the door.

Then came what was, in an oblique way, the strangest part of the
whole episode. In the time it took me to walk the length of
the corridor back to my room, most of my fear and most of the feeling
of complete alienage and other-wordliness which had dominated me
while I was watching Moreland’s face, receded so swiftly that I even
forgot, for the time being, how great they had been. I do not know
why that happened. Perhaps it was because the unwholesome realm of
Moreland’s dream was so grotesquely dissimilar to anything in the real
world. Whatever the cause, by the time [ opened the door to my room
i was thinking, “Such nightmares can’t be wholesome. Perhaps he
should see a psychiatrist. Yet it’s only a dream,” and so on. 1 felt tired
and stupid. Very soon I was asleep.

But some wraith of the original emotions must have lingered, for I
awoke next morning with the fear that something had happened to
Moreland. Dressing hurriedly, I knocked at his door, but found the
room empty, the bedclothes still rumpled. I inquired of the landlady,
and she said he had gone out at eight-fifteen as usual. The bald
statement did not quite satisfy my vague anxiety. But since my job-
hunting that day happened to lie in the direction of the arcade, I had
an excuse to wander in. Moreland was stolidly pushing pieces around
with an abstracted, tousle-haired fellow of Slavic features, and
casually conducting two rapid-fire checker games on the side.
Reassured, I went on without bothering him.

That evening we had a long talk about dreams in general, and I
found him surprisingly well-read on the subject and scientifically
cautious in his attitudes. Rather to my chagrin, it was I who
introduced such dubious topics as clairvoyance, mental telepathy, and
the possibility of strange telescopings and other distortions of time
and space during dream states. Some foolish reticence about
admitting I had pushed my way into his room last night kept me from
telling him what I had heard and seen, but he freely told me he had
had another installment of the usual dream. He seemed to take a more
philosophical attitude now that he had shared his experiences with



someone. Together we speculated as to the possible daytime sources of
his dream. It was after twelve when we said goodnight.

[ went away with the feeling of having been let down—vaguely
unsatisfied. I think the fear I had experienced the previous night and
then almost forgotten must have been gnawing at me obscurely.

And the following evening it found an avenue of return. Thinking
Moreland must be tired of talking about dreams, I coaxed him into a
game of chess. But in the middle of the game he put back a piece he
was about to move, and said, “You know, that damned dream of mine
is getting very bothersome.”

It turned out that his dream adversary had finally loosed the
long-threatened attack, and that the dream itself had turned into a
kind of nightmare. “It’s very much like what happens to you in a game
of chess,” he explained. “You go along confident that you have a strong
position and that the game is taking the right direction. Every move
your opponent makes is one you have foreseen. You get to feeling
almost omniscient. Suddenly he makes a totally unexpected attacking
move. For a moment you think it must be a stupid blunder on his part.
Then you look a little more closely and realize that you have totally
overlooked something and that his attack is a sound one. Then you
begin to sweat.

“Of course, I've always experienced fear and anxiety and a sense of
overpowering responsibility during the dream. But my pieces were like
a wall, protecting me. Now I can see only the cracks in that wall. At
any one of a hundred weak points it might conceivably be broken.
Whenever one of the opposing pieces begins to wobble and shake, I
wonder whether, when its move is completed, there will flash into my
mind the unalterable and unavoidable combination of moves leading
to my defeat. Last night I thought I saw such a move, and the terror
was so great that everything swirled and I seemed to drop through
millions of miles of emptiness in an instant. Yet just in that instant
of waking I realized I had miscalculated, and that my position, though
perilous, was still secure. It was so vivid that I almost carried with me
into my waking thoughts the reason why, but then some of the steps
in the train of dream-reasoning dropped out, as if my waking mind
were not big enough to hold them all”



He also told me that his fixation on “the archer” was becoming
increasingly troublesome. It filled him with a special kind of terror,
different in quality, but perhaps higher in pitch than that engendered
in him by the dream as a whole: a crazy morbid terror, characterized
by intense repugnance, nerve twisting exasperation, and reckless
suicidal impulses.

“I can’t get rid of the feeling,” he said, “that the beastly thing will
in some unfair and underhanded manner be t he means of my defeat.”

He looked very tired to me, although his face was of the compact,
tough-skinned sort that does not readily show fatigue, and I felt
concern for his physical and nervous welfare. I suggested that he
consult a doctor (I did not like to say psychiatrist) and pointed out
that sleeping tablets might be of some help.

“But in a deeper sleep the dream might be even more vivid and
real,” he answered, grimacing sardonically. “No, I'd rather play out the
game under the present conditions.”

[ was glad to find that he still viewed the dream as an interesting
and temporary psychological phenomenon (what else he could have
viewed it as, I did not stop to analyze). Even while admitting to me the
exceptional intensity of his emotions, he maintained something of a
jesting air. Once he compared his dream to a paranoid’s delusions of
persecution, and asked whether I didn't think it was good enough to
get him admitted to an asylum.

“Then I could forget the arcade and devote all my time to dream-
chess,” he said, laughing sharply as soon as he saw T was beginning to
wonder whether he had not meant the remark hall-seriously.

But some part of my mind was not convinced by his protestations,
and when later I tossed in the dark, my imagination perversely kept
picturing the universe as a great arena in which each creature is
doomed to engage in a losing game of skill against demoniac
mentalities which, however long they may play cat and mouse, are
always assured of final mastery—or almost assured, so that it would be
a miracle if they were beaten. I found myself comparing them to
certain chessplayers, who if they cannot beat an opponent by
superior skill, will capitalize on unpleasant personal mannerisms in
order to exasperate him and break down the lucidity of his thinking.



This mood colored my own nebulous dreams and persisted into
the next day. As I walked the streets I felt myself inundated by an
omnipresent anxiety, and I sensed taut, nervous misery in each
passing face. For once I seemed able to look behind the mask which
every person wears and which is so characteristically pronounced in a
congested city, and see what lay behind—the egotistical sensitivity, the
smouldering irritation, the thwarted longing, the defeat...and, above
all, the anxiety, too ill-defined and lacking in definite object to be
called fear, but nonetheless infecting every thought and action, and
making trivial things terrible. And it seemed to me that social,
economic, and physiological factors, even Death and the War, were
insufficient to explain such anxiety, and that it was in reality an
upwelling from something dubious and horrible in the very
constitution of the universe.

That evening I found myself at the arcade. Here too I sensed a
difference in things, for Moreland’s abstraction was not the calculating
boredom with which I was familiar, and his tiredness was shockingly
apparent. One of his three opponents, after shifting around restlessly,
called his attention to a move, and Moreland jerked his head as if he
had been dozing. He immediately made an answering move, and
quickly lost his queen and the game by a trap that was very obvious
even to me. A little later he lost another game by an equally
elementary oversight. The boss of the arcade, a big beefy man, ambled
over and stood behind Moreland, his heavy-jowled face
impassive, seeming to study the position of the pieces in the last
game. Moreland lost that too.

“Who won?” asked the boss.

Moreland indicated his opponent. The boss grunted
noncommittally and walked off.

No one else sat down to play. It was near closing time. I was not
sure whether Moreland had noticed me, but after a while he stood up
and nodded at me, and got his hat and coat. We walked the long
stretch back to the rooming house. He hardly spoke a word, and my
sensation of morbid insight into the world around persisted and kept
me silent. He walked as usual with long, slightly stiff-kneed strides,



hands in his pockets, hat pulled low, frowning at the pavement a
dozen feet ahead.

When we reached the room he sat down without taking off his
coat and said, “Of course, it was the dream made me lose those games.
When | woke this morning it was terribly vivid, and I almost
remembered the exact position and all the rules. I started to make a
diagram—"

He indicated a piece of wrapping paper on the table. Hasty
crisscrossed lines, incomplete, represented what seemed to be the
corner of an indefinitely larger pattern. There were about five hundred
squares. On various squares were marks and names standing for
pieces, and there were arrows radiating out from the pieces to show
their power of movement.

“I got that far. Then I began to forget,” he said tiredly, staring at
the floor. “But I'm still very close to it. Like a mathematical puzzle
you've not quite solved. Parts of the board kept flashing into my mind
all day, so that I felt with a little more effort I would be able to grasp
the whole. Yet I can’t”

His voice changed. “I'm going to lose, you know. It’s that piece I
call 'the archer.’ Last night I couldn’t concentrate on the board; it kept
drawing my eyes. The worst thing is that it’s the spearhead of my
adversary’s attack. I ache to capture it. But I must not, for it’s a kind of
catspaw too, the bait of the strategic trap my adversary is laying. If |
capture it, I will expose myself to defeat. So I must watch it coming
closer and closer—it has an ugly, double-angled sort of hopping move
—knowing that my only chance is to sit tight until my adversary
overreaches himself and [ can counterattack. But I won’t be able to.
Soon, perhaps tonight, my nerve will crack and I will capture it.”

[ was studying the diagram with great interest, and only half
heard the rest—a description of the actual appearance of “the archer.” I
heard him say something about “a five-lobed head...the head almost
hidden by a hood...appendages, each with four joints, appearing from
under the robe...an eight pronged weapon with wheels and levers
about it, and little bagshaped receptacles, as though for poison...
posture suggesting it is lifting the weapon to aim it...all intricately



carved in some lustrous red stone, speckled with violet...an expression
of bestial, supernatural malevolence..

Just then all my attention focussed suddenly on the diagram, and
[ felt a tightening shiver of excitement, for I recognized two familiar
names, which I had never heard Moreland mention while awake.
“Spider-thing” and “green ruler.”

Without pausing to think, I told him of how I had listened to his
sleep-talking three nights before, and about the peculiar phrases he
had spoken which tallied so well with the entries on the diagram. I
poured out my account with melodramatic haste. My discovery of the
entries on the diagram, nothing exceptionally amazing in itself,
probably made such a great impression on me because I had hitherto
strangely forgotten or repressed the intense fear I had experienced
when [ had watched Moreland sleeping.

Before I was finished, however, I noticed the growing anxiety of
his expression, and abruptly realized that what I was saying might not
have the best effect on him. So I minimized my recollection of the
unwholesome quality of his voice—the overpowering impression of
distance—and the fear it engendered in me.

Even so, it was obvious that he had received a severe shock. For a
little while he seemed to be on the verge of some serious nervous
derangement, walking up and down with fierce, jerky movements,
throwing out crazy statements, coming back again and again to the
diabolical convincingness of the dream—which my revelation seemed
to have intensified for him—and finally breaking down into vague
appeals for help.

Those appeals had an immediate effect on me, making me forget
any wild thoughts of my own and putting everything on a personal
level. All my instincts were now to aid Moreland, and 1 once again saw
the whole matter as something for a psychiatrist to handle. Our roles
had changed. I was no longer the half-awed listener, but the steadying
friend to whom he turned for advice.

That, more than anything, gave me a feeling of confidence and
made my previous speculations seem childish and unhealthy. I felt
contemptuous of myself for having encouraged his delusive trains of
imagination, and I did as much as I could to make up for it.



After a while my repeated reassurances seemed to take effect. He
grew calm and our talk became reasonable once more, though every
now and then he would appeal to me about some particular point that
worried him. I discovered for the first time the extent to which he had
taken the dream seriously. During his lonely broodings, he told me, he
had sometimes become convinced that his mind left his body while he
slept and traveled immeasurable distances to some transcosmic realm
where the game was played. He had the illusion, he said, of
getting perilously close to the innermost secrets of the universe
and finding they were rotten and evil and sardonic. At times he
had been terribly afraid that the pathway between his mind and
the realm of the game would “open up” to such a degree that he would
be “sucked up bodily from the world,” as he put it. His belief that loss
of the game would doom the world itself had been much stronger
than he had ever admitted to me previously. He had traced a
frightening relationship between the progress of the game and of the
War, and had begun to believe that the ultimate issue of the War—
though not necessarily the victory of either side—hung on the
outcome of the game.

At times it had got so bad, he revealed, that his only relief had
been in the thought that, no matter what happened, he could never
convince others of the reality of his dream. They would always be able
to view it as a manifestation of insanity or overwrought imagination.
No matter how vivid it became to him he would never have concrete,
objective proof.

“It’s this way,” he said. “You saw me sleeping, didn’t you? Right
here on this cot. You heard me talk in my sleep, didn’t you? About the
game. Well, that absolutely proves to you that it’s all just a dream,
doesn’t it? You couldn’t rightly believe anything else, could you?”

I do not know why those last ambiguous questions of his should
have had such a reassuring effect on me of all people, who had only
three nights ago trembled at the indescribable quality of his voice as
he talked from his dream. But they did. They seemed like the final seal
on an agreement between us to the effect that the dream was only a
dream and meant nothing. I began to feel rather buoyant and self-
satisfied, like a doctor who has just pulled his patient through a



dangerous crisis. 1 talked to Moreland in what I now realize was almost
a pompously sympathetic way, without noticing how dispirited were
his obedient nods of agreement. Ke said little after those
last questions.

I even persuaded him to go out to a nearby lunchroom for a
midnight snack, as if—God help me!—I were celebrating my victory
over the dream. As we sat at the not-too-dirty counter, smoking our
cigarettes and sipping burningly hot coffee, I noticed that he had
begun to smile again, which added to my satisfaction. I was blind to
the ultimate dejection and submissive hopelessness that lay behind
those smiles. As I left him at the door of his room, he suddenly caught
hold of my hand and said, “I want to tell you how grateful I am for the
way you've worked to pull me out of this mess.” I made a deprecating
gesture. “No, wait.” he continued. “It does mean a lot. Well, anyway,
thanks.”

[ went away with a contented, almost virtuous feeling. I had no
apprehensions whatever. I only mused, in a heavily philosophic way,
over the strange forms fear and anxiety can assume in our pitiably
tangled civilization.

As soon as I was dressed next morning, I rapped briskly at his
door and impulsively pushed in without waiting for an answer. For
once sunlight was pouring through the dusty window.

Then I saw it, and everything else receded.

It was lying on the crum pled bedclothes, half hidden by a fold of
blanket, a thing perhaps ten inches high, as solid as any statuette, and
as undeniably real. But from the first glance I knew that its form bore
no relation to any earthly creature. This fact would have been as
apparent to someone who knew nothing of art as to an expert. I also
knew that the red, violet-flecked substance from which it had been
carved or cast had no classification among the earthly gems and
minerals. Every detail was there. The five-lobed head, almost hidden
by a hood. The appendages, each with four joints, appearing from
under the robe. The eight-pronged weapon with wheels and levers
about it. and the little bag-shaped receptacles, as though for
poison. Posture suggesting it was lifting the weapon to aim it.
An expression of bestial, supernatural malevolence.



Beyond doubting, it was the thing of which Moreland had
dreamed. The thing which had horrified and fascinated him, as it now
did me, which had rasped unendurably on his nerves, as it now began
to rasp on mine. The thing which had been the spearhead and catspaw
of his adversary’s attack, and whose capture—and it now seemed
evident that it had been captured— meant the probable loss of the
game. The thing which had somehow been sucked back along an ever-
opening path across unimaginable distances from a realm of madness
ruling the universe.

Beyond doubting, it was “the archer”

Hardly knowing what moved me, save fear, or what my purpose
was, | fled from the room. Then I realized that I must find Moreland.
No one had seen him leaving the house. I searched for him all day. The
arcade. Chess clubs. Libraries.

It was evening when I went back and forced myself to enter his
room. The figure was no longer there. No one at the house professed
to know anything about it when I questioned them, but some of the
denials were too angry, and I know that “the archer,” being obviously a
thing of value and having no overly great terrors for those who do not
know its history, has most probably found its way into the hands of
some wealthy and eccentric collector. Other things have vanished by a
similar route in the past.

Or it may be that Moreland returned secretly and took it away
with him.

But I am certain that it was not made on earth.

And although there are reasons to fear the contrary, I feel that
somewhere—in some cheap boarding house or lodging place, or in
some madhouse—Albert Moreland, if the game is not already lost and
the forfeiture begun, is still playing that unbelievable game for stakes
it is unwholesome to contemplate.



