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'f1::1t3 l!.cL{rr;r) �1: 
l think of the autumn of."1939, not as the

.
b9'g�mling of the Second tlorld War, but 

""a·s· the period in �·rhieh Albert M:lr'Slla.nd drenmed the· dreai:n. The two events--the war 
G.od the droam- .. are not, however, di"Voroed in my mind. lrideod, I sow.eti.rne!J £e3.-:: tha.t 
there l� a definite oonneotion between them, but it is not a connooti•n whid .. 1 any 
s,Q._r.ei person ought to consider seriou$ly, and in any oa:s.e 1 t is not a ol�ar or.:a. 

Albert Moral and was, and perhaps still is, a professional ohessplayer. That 
faot ha!!. an ir.:porto.nt bearing on the dream, or dreams. Re ma.de most of his scant in .. 
oom0 at o. gnti.lils arc ade in lolror 1'iallhe.ttan, taking on all comers�--ths enthuslll.st wh• 
f:.P.� a kick out of trying to beat an export, the lcnol:r man who turned to ohoe::; as to. 
a, 

ii::·1��. or tho down•and-outer t(lmpted into purchatsing a half hour of intell�ctual dig­
:0.'\by for a quarter.. After I got t.o know him > I often 1Vandered into the arc�do P.nd 

··.\·at�hed hin playing as maey as three or four games s').multaneously, oblivioi1 . .:::i to the 
cl).O��aniJ mechanical whirring o_f the pinball ge..mes and the intermittant 1'6.i;J-cre.cks 
frem the sho<iting galleey. He got fit.teen cents for every win; the house t�ok �ho e�­
tra dime. '�en he lost , neither got anything. � 

Evcmtue.'!.ly I found out that ha wa..s a mch. better player than he nasded to bo to 
';'1hitewa::ih aroS.de, competition. He ho.d ·.-.ron co.sun} gunes f"rom internationally f'o.tn0us 
In9..atcrs. A couple of Manhattan clubs had 111ranted to groom hiifl for the big tournaments, 
bn;t la.ck of ambition kept him. drifiting along in ob$Curity. I got the impra;c;F.ion 
that he actually thought ohass too trivial a business to warrant serioua: oon$idera­
tioo, although. he was perfe.ctly willing to dribble his life a-,.iay at the 8.roo.Cie; wa.!.t­
ing for something really important to oome al ong . if it ever did. Once in a while, 
n-0+-·eJred out his income by playing on a. club team, getting as much as five doL!ars. 

I ret him at the old brownstone house . whel"a we happened to have rooms en the 
:rnme floor. And it was there that he first told me a.bout tho dten.m. 

We had just f inished n gom of chess 1 1:1.nd I wa� idly "V.'8.tching the be.ttle-soe.rred 
pi�c!e:3 $ lide off the boa.rd and pil& up in a fold of the bl anket on his cot.. Cu-v;side 
�l fn:?tfnl wind oddiod the dry grit; oonting home enrlier in the evening I had :r.�.l� to 
keep r:y oyos three-quarters clotHld.. There "'l'.ras tho surge of traffic noisas, u:r.d 1;rom 
i;;on:.c-··�"hare tho butr: or a defect ivo neon sign. I had just lost1 but I was g.laJ 1 .. :1r.t 
£.�orcls.nd nover let me win, as he oe-casiona.lly did to encourage the ple.yers a't Jt.he 
f,rct.de. Indoed, I thou�t myself fortunate in beinr; al?-,le to play with M.oroland at 
al1, not knowing then that I -yraa probably the bes t f'riand he lad, 

I was saying somDthing obvious about the gumo. 
11You think it a complicated ge.me'l1r he inquirod, pee ring at me witl;t qultzioe.l 

intentness 1 his bro1•m eyes. da.rli: like round �1.ndows pushed up ut?.dF.lr heavt· eaves. 1l\'i'ell 
pcrhapa it is. But I play e. ga:mc a thousand timers moro oomplox overy nlght in my 
dreams.. .And the queer thing iB. tho.t the go.me goos on night after night. The sa.::ns 
gSJ'rio. I nov�r really sleep! Only droD.lll1 ab out the ge.m.e. 11 

Then he told me� spee.king with the mixture of fe.oe.tious jest and urtoernf'ortable 
sori ousnea s that was to oho.raotorise :ine.ny of our subs oquent convcrsatien.s. 

Tho iraagos ot his drsam, as he describ0d them. "9JOre> impressively sirnple1 with­
out o.ny of the usual merging and incongruity. A board so vast he sem.etimes hr.e. to 
walJ$....o.!!""P . .on to it to move his piecos. A great many xr.oro cq_uaras th.an in cho:::s t\nd 
eirra.ngod i!i-P!\.""£"C1i.OS-or differont·colors, tho power of the piacor. varying aoco:.���.ng 
to the color af tho squa.rc on which they stood.. Above and to each sido of th1� ��aard 
only blackness, but a blr.okness that suggested starless infinity, a.a if, ash<:> put it, 
the scene 1.,ere lnid on tho very tqp of the universe. 

When he wns, awake ha couldn, t quite romomber all the rules of the ge..m�, o.lthoug;h 
he rooalled � great mn:oy isolate pointtn such cs tho appearanoe and powers of oertnin 
picoos, tho situations in which tVJo ot more might be moved ELt the se.mo time, ��i. -':ho 
interesting fnot tha.t .. -quite unlike Ohe&a--his pieces and those of his adveri>..:t:ry V.id 
not duplicato each other. Yet he was oonvinced that he not only und-erUood t.:-:t.• :;:)...""!).e 
perfectly while dreaming ... but also WM �ble to pl3¥ it in the high�y fitrategi.� ..... l!J.i.&r 
thEtt oh!lracterizos the master chess playar. rt was. he so.id_.. as though hia -;,.�'-\"t.r.-� 
mind had many more dimensions of thought than his vroking00l!l..ind, and were sble t;, �rasp 
intuitively oomplex series of moves tMt vrould ordinarily have to be reasoned out 
painfully� step by ste"P� 
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1'.A reeling nf inoreassd mental povrer i5: a very ordinE1..ry dre&m-deluc.ion, 1sn1t 
it?11 he added .. peering at me sharply. '1And so I suppo se you might any it1s e. vary 
ordlno'.\.ry drow:ii. 1' 

I didn 1 t k11ow qu ite hO'W to takG thn.t la.st retr.ark, with its tra.ce of sa..rcasm and 
nmbig_uity, so I prodded him with a qu&stion, for I ws.ntad him t¢.· go on. 

1�'& .. at do the pieces look 1 ike ?" I Mked. 
It turned out that they wore 3imila.r to those o!' cho::rn in·tha.t they w·ere con�id· 

erably styl ir.ed and yet s\lgr;ested the original forms--••arohiteeture.1,, n:l'l.itnn.l, crnn­
ment(>.l---whioh had eervcd o.s their inspiration. BUt there the .simile..rity ended . The 
inspirin� forme, GO fa:r as ho could guess at thsma \vet'e grotesque in the extreme. 
Thero were to:rrucod towers 8u'btly distorted out of the perpondio':llar, · strangely e.sy­
motrio pol�tg<'ns tho.t never-Chalesa made h� think of temples and tombs ,  vegetable-ani­
mal shapes whioh defied olas sifioation and whos.a fcrwllited lirrb!: and external orp;c.ns 
sugg,e3toC. a variety of unknO\m functions. Tho rore powaJ"ful pieces soemed to be mod.­
olle,. aftGr life forTJl.6, !'or they onrried stylized we�pon s and otho:r ioplements, e.nd 
·woro thing2 similar to orown.11 :md tio.ro.s--... a little l1k6 the king, queon, and bishop 
in chcss---wh.ile thG oGrving indio"ltud voluminous l'Obos nnd hoods. But they were in 
no other sen.so nnthropomorphio. :1tirolond sought in vain f<>r earthly Sl alogio�, men· 
tioning Y.indu idols,. prehiatorio reptiles, futurist sculptu.re, squids benring daggers 
in their tentnole:s, a.nd huge nnts and mntiscs a.nd other insocts vrith fo.nto.stioally 
ndo.ptcd end orgo.ns. 

'11 think you would have to search tho whole universo•-overy planet and .every 
dco.d eun---before you could find the origino.l rnodEils," he se.id, fro'Vlning. "Re1nembor, 
there is nothing cloudy or vague abbut the pi�o&a themsol ves in rey- dream. They ara 
as ta�ible ae this rook." He picked up the pie6e, olench'ed his fist around it for 
a. mo;..ent, nnd then held it out tow8,rQ mo oil. his open palm. 11It is only in what they 
suggest that the vagueness lies." 

It was at:range, but his 'ROrds seemed to open St:t!.i' dream-eye in 1Jf1 own mind, so 
thnt I could almost seG the things he described. I asked him if ha eXp.Drienood fear 
du:ring his dreal!l. 

He replied that the pieces one and all .filled hirn with repugnance---thosa based 
on higher life forms usually to n groater degree th&J?. the architeotural ones. Re 
ho.tad to havo to touch or handle ther.\. There vms one piece in particular which had 
nn iritensoly morbid fascination for his dream�salf. He idontifiod it as 11the arohar11 
beoauso the stylizad weapon it boro ga.ve tho impr�ssion of b9ing e..ble to hurt at n 

di:it:mce; but like the rest it was quito inhUlnall. He described it na represonting a 
kind of intermo<liate, warpod lif'e fort:'l which had n.ohicved mro than hu!!'.an intelleo .. 
tual power without losing--bu.t rathe:r g,a.ining--in br.'lte cruelty f\nd malignity • ..It 
wo.s one of the opposing piooes for vrhich there we.s no duplicate among bis "'1'11 The 
mingled fear :md lonthing it inspired in him so!:ietililes boonrne so great that they io­
terf'erod ·with his stro..tegic grasp of' the ·1.JhOld drosm .. go.me1 and he was afraid his 
feeling toward it vrould sometime rise ,to such a pltoh th.At ho ivould bo foroed to oa:p­
ture it jus t to got it off the board, oven though such a onpturc night oor:;promlee hi!: 
whole position. 

11God knows how rey- mind ever cooked up such a hideous entity, 11 he fi.nish�d, with 
a quiok grin. "Five hundred years ago I1d hava .said the Devil put it there.11 

"Speaking of the Devil, 11 I asked, irum d!at;;;ily foaling 1l\'f fl.ippsnoy was silly, 
11i:i,1hom do you play o.gninst in your droo.m?" 

Af,A.irt. he fro'Y1l'.l-ed. "I dontt knov1. The opposing pieces tt.ove by themselves. I 
will have ma.de a move, :ind them, ofter v:niting for what seems like c.n conj o.11 on 
odgo as in chess, everything still ns d.oath, one of the opposing pieces wili begin 
to shake a littlo and then to wobbl,ll bnok nnd forth. Grndually tha :ci.ovement inoreo.s .. 
es in extent U!ltil tho piece gets of:f bal9.nco nnd begins to rock and o!lreen ac:t'"oss 
the bou.rd, li':e a "''o.ter tumbler on e. pitahing ship, until it reo.ohee the proper sque.r 
Then� slowly ns it bcgo.n, the mo'Teti.0nt subsides. I don1t know, but it al\'mys .rr.D.kes 
:ns think of some huge, invisible., se!lilo oreo.ture---oratty, selfish, oruel. You•vo 
watched tha.t trembly old m&n E:.t the .arcade? The or:.e ''rho always drags tho pieces 
noro.ss tho b oo.rd without lifting then, his hand constantly shaking? It's o. little 
like that.11 

I nodded th�t I got the idsl!I.. For that matter, hie deaoription made it very 
vivid. For the firat time I began to think of how unpleasant suoh a drf!a.m might be. 

"And 1 t goes on night e.fter night?" I asked. 
"Night after night! n he affirmed with sudden fierceness.,. '1A!ld always the same 

game. It ha.S been more than a month l'l.Ol't, and my forces nre jusi: beginning to grapple 
with the enomy. It's. draining off� mental energy. I wish it would stop. l'n 
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i:i;etting so I hat• to (!;O to sieep. u. Re paused �"id turned a;.,ay, 1'It see:rM .queert_, " J'le 
sHid .:�.fter a moment in e. softei: voice, smiling apologetically, "It seems quee� to get 
s.:> v.ro;.·�ed up over a di'eo.t'l. But if you•ve had bad ones, you know how th ey 3a_r-. cloud 
yrnir thoughts all day. And I h9.V:�n' t really rnan&.ge� to tot �vor to you �r.e �"'.>:·-!:; of 
f,:olinf; thnt 1;r1ps me while Itm d:reaming, 8.nd while ·m:y bro.ln i.! workin� r�t ·�·.f".a �e.me, 
ll.::1} p�rr\::.-t;ing movo-soqUenoe after lnove·-sequence and weighing a thouse.nd cHm:::�.rr..t poss ... 
��5..i.i-..;ir::-o. There1s repugno.no�, yes , and fee.r. Pve told you that. Ev.::; �t·..:i .�ori'.inant 
'\.-:�1 i.�·K �.-� one. of,.rospons ibi lity. I must not lase the gSJT\$.. More the.n "Jf,' r:-w.1 rierso­
�'J·.·.'l "'1"o::. �·c..r·3 d cp�ritb upon 1 t.. :Tharo ar'o sorrB terrible stakGs involTid, ·;::�.O,..!{_:i\ ! s.:rn 
�1(i"1;;.:;.� q x.1.:C<J !J\lro �·11\at they are. 

,!W�:i..cn "you were a l ittlo chi�d, did you aver worey 1:tt'emendously a.b ont s�r.'lothi.ng, 
,.,·:th -�.:ifl'r. ocmplete lo.ok ot proportion ohe.ra.cteristio 'of "Ohildho*<l? Di<:� :i:��'l <.•7$r fe.el 
'C.1!�;1 .. nv�-:y""'.:ilir.g� �it�rr�lly everythill@;, d�pended upoc:your perf'orn.ing s0i::n t.:i�:..·.·i.al ac­
·��.r::i., J'JTI'lt:i 1.:.::1.ir..po!tntit duty, in just exa.atly the ri ght way? Well_, whi�.� )'. ·�:»cc.:m, ! 
�� .. vv ·'.:h<'t f,el:i..ng :t)iat. t am playing for some stnke o.s big as the fa.to of' ffi?.�k.�.n•l. Ono 
·:.11.··�'".tf., :r,ove m.'l.y plu.t.go the universe into unending night. Somatimos, ir.1 r.r:• dream, I 
:�::.'=':t :):;..1'� of it- n 

!lJ.s �o:<.oo trailed off o.nd he stared at the chessmen.. I made soll'.le -remerks nnd 
c·�r·t;•3d. to tell nbout 8.n air-rai9 :ziightJno.re !1d just had, but it didn 1·t Geom very im"' 
·.:i"J.!"1,•;:r.t. Md I gave him sore. vaglle a.d"'lfiee about changing his sleepir..g hr;.l-� .. ·i;.;.:, which 
d.:.iJ:,•t seeil'. veZ.,J important either; although 00 accepted. it with good �ra•J.:> • .  f..S I 
�:�r..r�;;c.d baok tc � room he said , '1.Aln\lslng to think, isn't it, that !111 ·�0 :p3.a�·ing 
··::r..c:i f:_:lr;}:,) aeain as soori as my head· hi ts tha pillow?" Be grinned, and added. li�.'.'l.T:ly, 
''Y?.:-!lr.'):"s :rt will be over soonQr than vre expaot. Lo.tely I've had the. feel�:?? t�:e.t my 
!.;.��.,_·;;:;ry i5 about to tinlsa.e:h a �urpl'ise o.tta.ok, n.lthough··lm pretend$ to be en +,,he 
.�.,�n;;·.:; :..ve� 11 He gri"nre d a.gain, a.nd shut the .door. 

£�� I waJ.ted f'or sleep, Sta.ring at the 'J..'O.vy churning -darkness tr.at is more 1� 
til.-:i oy.=.a than outside thern. I be:ga.n to \'fonder- whether M:>rland did not stand jn grant .. 
�:!' r;.i8•1 ..,:· payohiu.tr�o treatment, the..n mo$t ohessplayera;. Certninly o. person 1,�+:hout 
r.e.m:i.�· 1 t'riends' or pi-opor oooupo.tion is more lia:i:,ie to mental a.bbtrrationa. ]ti·, 1, he 
aebW(•:-.. -3f'.:::io enough. Perl>.aps the dream wo.a eomi>E1nsation for his failure to U(·e :.rry ... 
th�.ng J l�-:e the ;full po:t;ent�aliti�s of his highly t.a1ented mind, even n.t or.e���.t ·.:-ying. 
C�':·:.r.:':·1.};.7 it was a satisfyingly gl"andiose vision, with its µneo.rthly be.ckct'O'.il'.·'i. �nd 
i'tfl :.:.:�·:·1iMi+.ion� of stupondous ll\Oht11l $kill'. 

•ri��::··3 f!Onted into my mind ·the lines from the Rubaiyat a.bout the oosro.fo ohess­
plc-y�.;1• 1:1IbJ . .,. '1ffl:ther and thither rriovE)s, ai)d oheoks, and sln.ys, .And onG by or�s ba.ok in 
i;Jit. i;.:.��·Jt h'.ys-." · 

7:.-.utt r thougl't of the erwtiom�l at'mGtp.here of hi� dream, and tho feelings of ter­
rcr ��,.c:,, �ou�dless responsibility,· of. "tremendous' di.J:tt:ea e.nd oataolysmic oor1e:eCj,1'0°:".r.os-­
fc{l.:5.::gs I rOoognised fr-om TO:;/ own di'os.:ns-·-t:.nd 1 ·"Qompe.red them with �.�o :r.i.·.C:., ci.i;;-::al 
st�:to of the worl� (for it Vl"a.S �tober 1939, 'a.nd' the eense of' utter C'-rr.t.��·;r.-r!'r.(. :1,.,.d 
not ynt bcien ·dulled) , and I thought of. the million. drifitng Moreland::: t�;.:.,i:\:;it,:L; �i·<.1•'.\k .. 
oci. into o. r�o.l_isD.�.ion of the desperate Plight ·of thirg s and of priotl:b:::H·. ·J!-·=·��K·< ...... J.'.:lst, 
forever in the ·po:st ·and ot their own ill-definod·but co?"tain oomplicit·:l 1:'.1 .. :iH• :1"i.::.•'.6"' 
ter. I began to �oc "Moreland's dream aS the .symbol o!' a last-ditch, tJe>.-:;.·�.t..J ;;·G., .... gg­
lo :'Igo.inst the ilnPlC:Cn.ble t'oroes ot· fate and ·cha.nee. And rey ni�ht thoill'.'!·.ti:: l)·.,i;ri:.'1 to 
revolve around the·�a:ncY. that s·ome cosinio beirgs., nei ther god.'J nor men. h�.�1 :�·,:;'l/.::cd 
hulilCl.n life l ong· ago n.s a just Ot" experiment or :?.rtistio fonr., and now <l•�-...·i<':·.rl ·� . .) 
boae the f.e.te or ··thelr oreatiCn on the result of a game of skill played ngtd.�st one 
�£ their crea'tures. 

Suddenly I .:ree.lited tlµit r ·.vas wide e.·im.ke arid thc.t the ·d·ltt"kness "\\"8.S no l-0ng,er 
ies t('uJl. I snapped on the ·Hght and bnpulsivoly dooiiled to see H !!oreland mire 
still up. ' 

.. '.J'h.e hnl l was as shado�JY nnd fune�eoJ a.s that ot most ·bonrding htluaes _16.:to nt 
ni&ht·> a�d f tr"1cd, tO miniifa:.•e the inoVitnble dry c·rea.kings... I waited ror a. few mo­
r.l(�nb� 'it\ front ot li:irel"a.nd's doqr, but I he�rd :nothing, so ·in$t&a.d oi'. 'r...l'.L('c�Jng, I 
prosumd upoo ou:r slight fnnill'ittity and q_ui:etly ·edged open. the door , 1H t')�:·r . ...:.-- not 
to disturb him. if he were Rbed. 

r·C wtia then. I hao.rd his "VO ioe, and so oerta.in we.::i. U\Y' i.mpre.ssion t!ie.t -thE\ :;ound 
do.me fron. a ooiisider&'ble distance th11t I immediately wa.lked ba.ok to the e�a.ir-.. mll 
a':o.d called1 �'Moreland, a.re you down therB'?11 . 

Only then did I realise wh&.t he said. Perhe.ps it we.s the peouliarity of "the 
·,•ro�ds the.t caused them first to rep. ster on tIW' mind as merely a series oi sour-til'I. 

The words VJera, 11tey spider-thing soize.s your aM'i\Or ... �fl.rer, I threv:ten .. !! 
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It instantly aooured to me that the words were s inilar \n gene:r'a.l forrr. to any 
one of. a nu1:".ber of oonventiona.l expressions in chess, such as, ''tq rook captures your 
bishop. I giw ohook.11 But theri;, were r..o auoh things as 11�pide:r-th1rg att or "armor-­
bearers:r in chess or acy other gamo ! l.auw of. 

I automntioa.lly walked baok toward hie room,· though I :itill. doubted � \lJBS there. 
The voioe had Sollndcd much too far away--de:fir�itely outside of the building or at 
least in � remt>te seotion or it ... 

But he ·1ras lying 1n tl'le oot, hi� upturned face revealed by the light of a d i� tant 
ei.ootrio 11dve?·t:isement. whioh blinked on and off at regular intervals. 111\e traffic 
sounds, which had be.en almost inaudible in the .hall, made the half-darkness restless 
and irritebly alive. The defoetivo neon sign still butted nnd droncid insectlikEJ as 
it had oarHor in the owning, 

I tiptoed over and looked d011m at him. Hio .i'aoe, mort1 pc.J.e than it should hl\VC 
boen bees.use of so100 quality of the intermitta."1.t light, wan set in an Eixpression of 
pc.infully intensu com ontration·--forehaad vertioally furrowod, mu.soles around tho 
eyes contracted. lips pursed to a lino . l ·11.-ondaro<l if I ought to awaken him. I WB.6 
acutoly aware of the impersonally :rurmuring. city all around us .. --block on block of 
shuttling, rout1xi.ed, alo�f oxlstenoe .. --and the contrae:t made his oleoping fac e  seem 
flll the more sensitive a.nd vividly individu�l a.nd unguarded, like toroe soft though 
pu:rposafully tanao or�anism which ht1& lo:Jt i.tls proteot:\ve shell. 

J\S I w�ited U!\oertainly, the tight lip• opened a little, thou gh without losing 
;. any of their tautness. Ile spoke, and for the second time the impression of dista.noo / we.s so conpalling that I involuntarily looked over ?rrJ shoulder, s..."l.d out the dustily 

glowing wind.ow. Than I began to t:remble. 
11}4y ooiled·thing advances to the th1l'teanth Square of the g,?"een ruler's dot.'lain, 11 

was what he said, but I oa?i only suggest the quality of the "OC>iee. Some inoonoeivable 
sort of dir.ta:n.ce ho.d drained it of all rich..'"lass o.nd throlltine:;s and overtones, so 
that it wua hollow and !'la.t m d ft.int and disturbi:rgly mournful, as voioea somotimes 
sound iu open country, or from up on a high roof, or when·there 1-s a. bad telephono 
connection. I falt I ws the victim of eomG grueeor.ie deception, e.nd yot I knew that 
ventriloquism is fl matter of JOOtlonless lips and olever a11ge;ostion rathor than a.n.y 
:really oonvinoing oh.e.nge in the quality of the ;voice itself. lffi�hout volition there 
rosa in my nind visions of infinit� �pace, unending do.rkno.ss. I felt as if I 1...-ere 
being ti.Tenched up and away from tho wotld, so that Y.anhR.ttan lay below me like a 
blo.ok n�ymatrio spearh.ee.d outlined by l eadon waters. and then 13til l further outward 
at inoreasi.ng speed until eo.rth 9nd sun and st.6.rs and gaJezie& wel'"O all lost and I 
\'Tll.S beyond tho universe. To suoh ·a dogroe did the quality of UorelandtB voice aff'eot 
me. 

I do not kno\'t hmT long I stood tho!"o 1J11e.iting for him to 1;peo.k agai�, with tfie 
noieoc of }Jhnhattnn flowing a"?"ound. yet not quite touohing me, end the eloot�1o sign 
whioh s hot'Tod Moreland• s :f'aoe bl inking on and off unal tBrably like the tioking of a 
olock. :t oould only think about the gama that i'taS boing played, and wonder inhether 
Moreland 15 adversary had yet mde an a.nsv.iering move, and whether things "rere going 
for or a.gainst MOreland.• There v1as no te lling from his face; its intensity of oon ... 
oentration did not chn.nge. ruring those month� o� minutes I stood there, I be lieved 
implicitly in the re•Hty of tho g•me, A> 11' I irwoolf Wl>l"O •Olllahow dreaming, I could 
not question tho ra.tionality of.� belief .Ol' b:reak �he spell '!hioh bound mo. 

"i'then finally his lip:i parted D. little and l e)Cparicnoed again that impression 
of impossible , ·aerie ventriloqlliSrn---the word-s thi13 time being ":MY horned ... oreature 
vaults over the twisted tower, ehe.lleo.ging the arohet-·1�---::cy- fear broke loose i'rom 
whotover oort ro lled it and I •twnbled toward the door. 

Then on.ma 'What was, in a.n obliquo �my, the Strangest part of th6 whole episode. 
In the time it took me to walk the length of the corridor baBk to llW' room� mo.st of nv 
foar and most of the feeling of complete '3.lieo.agc and other worldlinoss which had dom­
-inn.ted me while I wns watohing Moreland's f'aoe, reooded so swiftly that l even forgot, 
for the time beill&, how 'great thoy ha.d been. Perhaps it was beoauae the unwholasomo 
i>eo.lm of Moreland's drea.m was so grota&quoly dissimilar to anythin g in the real world. 
Whatover tho cause , by the timo I open0d. the door to nw room I �.ms thinking., 11Suoh 
nightrn.&res oan•t be wholesome. Perhnps ho should 5GO a psyohintrist. Yet it's only 
a dream, IT am\ ao on. I talt tired ®d stupid. Very soon I was a.sleep. 

But some wraith ot tho original '3?1\0tione must tnve lingerad, for I a'Woke tho 
next morning with t·ho foar thi.".t something rdght hnvo � ppenod to Uorelllnd. Dres3lng 
hurriedly, I knookad at hi& door, .but found the room empty, tho bedclothes still :rUlftp· 
led. I enquired of the landlaey, and •ho said he ha.d gone out at eight-fifteen as 
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usual. The bald statement did l\ot quite satisfy my tU'.xiet.y. 'But sino e "III:/ job-hunt .. 
i1�g that day happened to lie in the direction of the aroada, I had an exouse to wan­
der in. MorelF..;.nd -wa:; stolidly pushing pieoes around with an abstracted, {:o'..l3le�hnir .. 
e<l f'tallow 0£ Slo.vic features, and oe.eua.lly conducting tVlo rapid-fire ohsoke11 gatnes on 
the f: ido. Reaf;SUred, I Went O.ll mv way without bothering him. 

=:a· .. ::.t evoning we had EL long talk about dream.s i� gcmera.l, and I found him sur­
p::-i� '...:n&lY ••ral l read on tho subjeot, and soientifioa.lly oautious in his e:tt'l.tiJdes. Ra­
tb.c:· °t') !:t-'" cha.grin., i-t v:n.s I who introduood suoh dubious topic:s as oh'dr""V·:):'fi"lnce, men­
·l:c.l Cci.t1';1.d;hy, a.:nd tho possibility of strange toleaoopings and othGr dii·:;or:�ions of 
!:.:.r.t<J ·.tn3. � ;Jr.1.ce during dreO.."'ll ate.tea. Some fo-olish retie eno.e about admi t.1�:.� I had 
r,v..:.��10:: ,;·.· ,,;;1y in to his room the preceding night kept ma .frota. telling /liJTI 1-.iha.t I ho.d 
:i· i.::•1·· '·� nm� ir,ean, but he freely told me he had had another in�tall:ment of· ·(:he usua.1 
::.::..:-:. . ;J; setimed to take n morG philosophic view now the.t he he..d shnrGd ;:� s z;:r.pcr-
�.c ..... · .... ::- ..,..·.:i:t�l: e;or.:eono. Together wo �pooula.tod as to the possib.le daytime sources of 
i".:: .• :· .� ..... -�·"'ll. It was a.tter. twelve •!9hcm vro said goodnight. . 

:;: i7'?'r.t o.wny with the ouribus feslirtg o.r having been lot down---vagu.ely unsat1s-
1·it�.1., J. "(.hir.k the fear t had experienced the previoua night . . '!-.nd 'th �n almost forgot-
te::l r.I.!·.�; have been gnawing at ma -obscurely. i" 

.Ar:.\ the follo"dng e.v��ing, tha.t fear fOund an avenue of .r.tt:turn. Thinki.Dg More• 
land :r ... ti; i; be tired Of talk�ng a.bout dreams , I coaxed him int_�.:�·. game of chess. But 
in 1;{le n-.iddle of tha ge.� ,,,.he put baok e. piooe he was a.bout � move. o.nd saidJ 1.'You 
kn.01•;, {:hfl.t darnnod dreo.m. ot.1nine is getting vory bothersome. 11: . 

!'t: turned out that his dY.eam adver-sary Md fin�lly looS� tho long-threatened 
o.�tnok, e.!ld. that the dreQ.JI\ .itself hl\d turned into a kind of hightmare. 11It 13 vary 
muoh lik3 what happens to y�:ru iti n. i:;ame of ohess, 11 he explailled. 11You go aJ.:mg oon­
fi<le�·�'; 'that you he.vo a s trong p.os-ition and that the go.me ia ta.king the right d:l.reot­
ionA �ar.�· move your opponent .ll'.akGs i� one you have foreseen. You get 'to f-�·:-l:l?lg 
ai.m::ls"t c·ni:isoiont. Suddanly he mikes a. totr..lly UnGxpeet0d o.tta.oldng :movo. !?or a 
ro��.d; �'C·� think it must be a stupid blunder on his part •. Them you look D. little 
mo:c closoly and roe.li.se that you have totally overlooked eomothing ar..d that his at­
tack h: a sound one, Then you begin to swoat. 

"Ot ocurso , ·1've always e:fperie!'...eod fear and anxiety and a senso of overpowor­
ing responsibility during tho droarn. • . But my piooca were like a. vrs.11, protectin� Die. 
Nmr, i ca::i. s0e only tho cracks in tho.t m.11. At ariy onG of a hunqrod "WOak pci.nts it 
1rigf/". :::-:�Jcivably be broken through. Now, whenevor one or the ·opp06inr; pi'3C'?S begins 
·:;c ·.·.'�;}.ble and sba.ke!I- I wondor whether, when ita r.i.ove is completed , there ·,·.-L.l ;:"lo.sh

., intv nw :n:!.nd ·the 'Jna.ltorabl0 and una:voidabla combinations of subaequer.�. ;i..:-7�S J.eo.d-
1n� tc1 � .. def£Jc.t. IA.st night I thought I saw s-uoh a moveJ and tho teY.'!'.):.� ·;res 60 
grea.t tb!l.t everything swirled and I seomed to drop through millions 0f 1r..5.l·,� of emp­
tin�sa in �n insto.nt. Yet just in the instant of waking I r'-Salized � tvv!. ::ci.so.'l.lou­
lo..tl:'.ld, tllld that � position, though perilous, was stil.l seo'},re. It ·�.1at; -r.c :r�7id 
that I nlmost oo.rried with mo ·into '!try wo.ld.ng thoughts the reuson v-.rh�t, "bu·t thf.;l sor.e 
of tho 5tc.,ps in the train of' droc.m-reo.soning dropped out, as if rrr..t we.king i11.ind "lftero 
not big e�ough to hold them all. • 

H:o o..lso told rno that his i'ix�tion on "the archer" vre..s becoming ir\ereasingly 
troublesome. It filled him with a. epeoial kind of' t"rror1 different in qunl::�·r but 
perh.'tps higher in pitch than �hat eng<Jndorcd in him by thfJ dream as & whole: a crEtZy,

. 
morbid torror, oh::i.r�.-oteriEed by intense retmr.nance, norve-twi�ting exr...apsro.tio�, and 
reokloss suicido.l impulses. 

11! can't get. rid of the f-ia()ling, '' he said , 11-tha.t the beastly thing •Rill in sore 

unfair e.nd underhanded manner be th� rneQn.3 of � dafoa.t ... u 

He looked very ti.iocd to me, c.:.lthough hi:s faoe �,.rr.s of the compaott tough .. skinned 
sort that doos r.ot rGo.dily show fo.tig'Je1 �nd I felt oor..c ernod tor hi� ph;�n::ionl (l.r,.d 
nervous i,·tclfe.J>e. I suggested that he consult a doc tor (U.lU.d"!D.Ot 1�.ke to say psych· 
fa.trist) o.nd pointed out that �locpinl!, ta.blets might be of scrno help. 

".B"at in o. deeper sloap tho dk·�a.-n ml.ght be even more vivid !lp.d· real,._ hs a.nswored 

grir::c.oing sardonioc.lly. 11110, I'd rather play out ·the game undor the 11resent cc-ndi­
tions.11 

'.i: "!f'a;:; �lad to find tho.t hv still vimorod the di'ea2.m as· an interesting and tompo• 
rr.ry µ�yc�hologicnl phenomenon {who.t else ho oould. have viewed it as, I did not stop 
to 'c.nnlf1.o). Evert while ndmitttne; to trB the exceptional intem>ity of his onotion3, 

ho ms.intainsd aomathing of a joeting air. Onoc he ocmparad his drac:.t'l. to a pr.i.rfl.noidtf 
delu�ions of persecution, and askod whether I did.h•t_ think it was. i;,i:.<:i,.i <0r .. o-.J�h to get 

him E.dmitted into cut nsyl\L"ll. 
· 
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11Th�n I nould :tor.got tho a.roll.de and eal'ning a 1ivins, and do"O"ott all ey time to 
dromr.-choss, 11 he said. laughing she.roly as soon as he saw I wa.s bag!nning to wonder 
'vhEtther he hadn't meant the remc.rk h8.11" se�iously .. _ 

But soma r;:iart of ey mind wa.s not convinced by his prates tations. and when later 
I tos sed in th.a dark, "err/ imagination perversely kept _pioturin{; the universe o.s a 
gr�at areno. in v�hioh an.oh area.tura is doomed to engo.g& in a losing game of skill o.g .. 
a.inst _9.emoniad rrwJnta.lities whioh , howevor long, they may play cat o.nd mouGe , ure al­
"VftLY8 assured of final r..c.stery--oi- all!lOst �ssured, so 1hnt it would be o. miraola if 
they were be.!l.ten. I found myself conpe.ring them to oerte.in ohess players who, if 
th•y. oannot beat an opponent bY. superior skill, will oo.pitaliH on. unpleaoant perso­
nal mannerisms in order to •xasporate him and break down the .lucidity of his tltlnking. 

Thi• rnood oolored � nebulous dreaJllS and psrsisted into the next day, As I we.lk· 
ed the streets I felt "IY••lf' inundated by an Ol!!llipre••nt anxiety, and I oe?)BJSd taut, 
nervous �stery in ea.ch pas sing f'aoa.. For once I .seGL'ted able tcr look beh�nd the mask· 
whioh evtJry person wears and whioh is so cho.re.cte!"istioally pronour..oed in a oong:;iated 
oity, o.nd seo what lay behind---the egotistical eonsitivity, tho smouldering ir•·i·tat­
ion , the thwn.rted longing, tho defeo.t .... and1 abovo all, the D.nXiety 1 too i 11-d..:�fined 
and lo.eking in definite objoot to be oallod fear, but nonetheloo• infooting evoq 
thought and c.otion, and making trivial things terrible. And it seemed to mo that so­
oinl, ooonomio, !lnd ph._vsiologioa.l taetor.11� oven Death tind the Wo.r, wf)re insufficient 
to explc.in suol\ anxiety, and that it was in reality an upwelling from solt'Bthing dubi-
ous and horrible in the vary oonstitution of thl) uN.verse. • , 

That eveni ng I found m;yselr at tho aroo.de. Hore too I •ensed a difference in 
thirg s 1 tor Moreland •a abstraotion ?l'S.S not the calculating boredom 1ri.th which I waa 
familiar, o.nd h.is tiredness ,Ras shockingly apparent. One of his three opoonents call­
ed his attention to a move, a.fter •hitting around reatless1¥, and. Moreland jerked hi s 
head as if he had been dozing. !le immediately made an ans-waring mQVe, and quickly 
lost his queen and the game by a tl'ap that was vel')' obvious even to ""'· A l ittle 
later he lost another game. by a.n equally elementary oversight. The bQss of tho aroe.de, 
a big boafy ma:o., nrnblod over- and stood behind Moreland, his heavy-jowled fa.oe impass­
ive, seomtng to study the position of the pieoes in the lost game. Moreland lost 
that too. • 

11Who vron1" nsk0d the boss. 
l\!o•oland indionted his opponent.· The bo•• g:runtcd noMomm1ttal�y and •mlkod off. 
No one elso snt down to play. It wa.s nenr clo.sing time. I was not sure whether 

"Moreland had noticed me, but after a while he stood up and nodded at me, t1.nd got his 
hnt and oont. W• wall<:"d the long stretoh baak t.o the roomini; ll.oua.e. He hardly spoke 
n word, and � sensation of morbid insight into the world o.round peroiated end kopt 
mo silent. He vralked as.usuo.1 with long, slightly stiff-l<noed stride•, hnnds in his 
pockets, hat p�lled low ... .fro,•ming a.t the pave�n.t a dozen fo�t a.head. 

When we r&e.ohed the robm he aat down without taking off his coat,. e.:i.d said. 110f 
oourse· it was the dreo.1n. that ma.do me rose those games. When I woke this 1r.or.Ling it 
wns te?'J"i'bly ti'lid. a.nd I e.lm3st remembered the exaot position and a.11 ��v; ralo3. I 
atti.rted to rnako e. diagl"a.Jn., . •• '' 

He iDdicatad a piooe of wrapping paper on tho to.b�e.· Ho.sty oriss .. cro&s lines , 
iMomplote, represented what seemed to bo tho oorner of an indefinitely larger patt­
ern. Thora were about five hundred aqua.ros. On varit>us squares wero marks and nemea 
3tanding for pieces, ahd thoro were dotted· lines or o.rrows radiating out from the 
pieoes to show their pCJiVOr of movemont. 

"I got. that far. Then I began to forget;" ho �o.id tiredly, staring at the floo!'. 
But I'm stil� very close to it. Like D. nathlJJXIO.tico.l puz..zlo you've not quite solved. 
Parts of the board kept flaohiDg W.to ll\Y mind all dc.y, so that I felt with a little 
m,ore offort I ·would be able to grasp tho whole thi:Jg. Yet l oa.n·'t,." 

Bis voice ohanged. 11Itm going to" 10�4, you know. It1s tiw.t"p"iooe I oo.11 ithe 
n:roher1.. Ln.st ni�ht I oouldn't concs"n�rate on the boardi it ..,,,as a.lwo.ys dro:Ning my 
eyes. The \<Orst thing io that it'• the spoe.rhead of m;y adversary·• s o.ttaok. I eohe 
to oApt\lr& it. But I mus:t not, for it's a. kind ,of oa.tspaw too, the be.i·;, 0£ t�e atra .. 
tegi• .-..!LP nw adversa.ry is laying.. If I capture it, .I will expose T'.�·rsoi.:':' ·:;o defeat. 
S'O t mus• Y..•atoh it coming olosar and clo.ser--·it has a.n ugly, doti_b::..., ·i.!"<i.b.£ad sort af 
hopp1n� move---knowing that my only ohance is ·to sit tight un°'ji.l m.;r ari.ve.:.sc.ry over­
renc.hes himself" nnd I oan Oo\AnteI'attaok. But I wonrt be aPle to. Soon, j)Brho.pe to­
nisht,. '1rfJ" ne.rvo will crack, nnd I Will oe.pture it.11 

. l' was studying tho diagram with .groat interest, nnd only half heo.rO. the rest--­
a dea .. rt1tiion of the. actual .A.ppearaQCi'I ot 11the ·a.roher•t. t heard him say something 
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about lfa five-lobed he ad •• • ths head e.lmo�t "hidden by a. hood., ,appende.�ee, ea.oh with 
f.,ur joint$. appear in@; from undar th<e robe , • .-u eight-prmnged weapon with wheels 8Jld: 
laver.s a.bout it,. and l ittle ba�-sh!lped reoeptaoles, ai.; though £or poison., .. posture 
5Ul;�OOtin� it is liftirJ& tho '78ap01' to ai.lu it . . . all ir.trioa.tely Oe.TVed in SO!ra. lUB• 
trous rod stono , .speoklod with violet ..... an· expressio1' of bestial, supernatural ma.le­
voleneo • • • 11 

Just then all 11\1' attention focussed •uddenly on th• d.i.agram, and I fol t a tight­
oning shiver of exoitol!lOnt, for I reoognitod tw<> famil1ae no.me• whioh 1 hod never 
heard Moreland l!lontion while awake: "Spider-thiat;" and "groan J"Uler". 

Without pausing to think, I told him of how I had. listened to hio Ueep-talking 
throe nights before, and about tho pocul11'r phraoea he had spoken whioh t•llied oo 
well with t'he entries on the die.grlll11.. I poured a1<t 11\1' acc<Nnt with melodrOJ11atic 
haste. J.tr di.soovory o:t 'l;l\8 entt101 on·the . .i1agr8Jll, nothing exoeptionally ama.&ing in 
i toolf, probably !llLd• ouoh a f;••&t l.!11pre•sion on mo beoause I had hitherto etrMgely 
forgotten or repro .. ed the intense i'e&r I h&d exporienoed \<hen I -tohed Moreland 
s lse:o!ng.,. . . .. . 

Before I ...... tinishad, llowev.r, I noticed the growing f.?lll.\iety of his expre••ion, 
and t.bruutly nalir.ed that w!lat I -· saying might not 11<\'0'e the best effeot on him. 
So I mini.m1ted 111¥ reoolleotion of the ummolesome qut.Uty of his voioe---the averpow• 
er1ng impression of diotanee·--and tho. fear it had engendered in me. 

Even so, j.t wao obvioUll that ho had reoei:""d a oevore shook. For a little -.bile 
he aaemad to be on ths verge ot a earious ne.rv"u" derangement, wnlking up and down 
with fierce, jerky movemeii:a·, throwing out oraiy statements, aoming baolt again and 
.again 'to the 1He.bol1oal oonvinoir.gnes• bf tho droe.m·--whioh rrr:t revelation see111od to 
have. intet>•it'ied tor h!Jn..·-&nd· finally breaking down into ve.gue appeals £or help. 

Those appeals had an illll!lediate effect on me, making ""' forget o.I!Y "1ld thought•. 
of 11\1' OWll, arid putting evorything on a per&On!<l .lenl. All 11\Y instiruits mro novr to 
s.id Morel8.nd, and I once again c&.w the whole me.t.tar as something tcr e. psychiatrist 
to handle. Our �oles had changed. I was no longer the half•awed listener, but the 
.steady ftiend to whom he turned for o.dvioe. That, more than aeything, gave :r.o • feel­
ing of oon£.id•no• and mado 11\Y pr<lvious sp9oulations oeom childish t.rul urlhenl<;hy. I 
felt contemptuous Of i1\'7lelf for ·he.virJ& encouraged his delueivo trainG Of •;>eol\lation, 
and t did as much as I oould to make up for it • 

.After a while 11\Y repeated l'•�••Ul'!W>•• seomsd to te.ke effect, Re i;rew olm and 
ou1" talk beoame rea9ona..ble once 'lMre, though every now and then he would a.ppBQl to me 
about same partioular point that worried hil;1. I dieoovored for the first till'.e the ex­
tont to whioh ho had to;ken the dro"lll oel'ioualy. During his lonely bro0din:;:s, he told 
me, he Md sometimas beoome conv�nood that hh m:!nd loft h is body whil• ho slorit, nnd 
travelled inanaa.surable dista.nceo to some tl-e.nseosYnie ree.lm where tho gt.tr.13 v • .ras. played, 
P.e had the illu•ion, he said, of getting porilou.iy olase to the 1nM!'·ooot o�oreta of 
tho uni verso and finding i:hey were rotten and evil al\d sardonio. At "olr••< t_o i'.ad 
be'en terribly afraid that the path\\1>.y between ni• Jnind and the realm o:<· foo P"'-" 
would "open up" to 5UOh a degro.� that he would 1>& 06uoked up bodily f·r·:m. ":.:�.10 wcrld", 
as ho· put it. Rio belief that the loss of the t"""' would doom the vrorld i·c.oe1� ho.d 
bean muoh stronger than he had ever o.dm.itted to !llf) previou'1y. He hocl ·rooed n !"right 
ening relationship bet...eon the progress of the g.,,,,, and of the 'Pfar, and l:.a<'. boguri to 
beli.eve that tho ul timl<te issue of the Wo.r-··though not neoeaoarily tho viotoc')' of 
either •ido·--hung on the outcome. of tho gamo. ·· 

At tilll<lo it had. gott•n so b!ld, he revoalod, the.t hi• only rolief Md been in the 
thought that, no lll!ltter 1'1\at happoned, he oould novel' oonvico.o others of. t!?e reo.ll.ty 
of his drsam. They would al""'Y• be able to vi..,, it e.• a manifestation of inse.uity or 
overwroµght imagi!lAtion. No ..... tter how 'vivid 1 t be<1ame to him h WOl!l.1 never ·have 
oonorete, objeotiv11 proof. • 
. "It's this way,".ho aaid. "You so.>r me sleeping, didn't you? Rir;h+. hare 011 this 
oat. You heard me talk in DVf sleep, didn• t you? About -thQ gQ?l\9, Well, "ill.,.t ·e.bsolut· 
ely proves to you th.at it1e all jµst a drea.m, doesn1t it1 Tou oouldntt rigk:ltly be .. 
11eve a.nything else, oould yout11 • 

I do not knovr 'Why those last o.mblgUo\\s questions of his should ha.ve he.d ,qu('lh 11 re­
asisurir.g effect on me of all people� who ha.d only three nights a.go trvr.;'bl�:l o."'t the in· 
desoribable quality crf' hia voice as he talked from his dream. But tlon:« oJ�d. '!'hey 
.seemed like the final seal on an et.gt"ee:nont between us that the drean:. ·,•,us cn.1..y � dream 
ai:d rnnnt nothing. I bega.n to feel rather bouyant e.nd self-&at1sfl.ed, lib o ,�octor 
who hns just pulled his pa-tiont through a danger""" orisis. I taL�·.� t' �:oralnnd in 
\•rhat I. now roaliza wa.l!I almost a pompously sy�thet.io 11r:i.y,. wi..1:hc\J.t no·t.ir,l_n.g hv·:1 Cis-

-- la --



piritod 1,1.,•ere h:ls obcdiant nods of a.gre1.n�iont. He s�id little A.fter th oBe lg.st questiODf 
I o"'J'en persuaded him. to go out to a noarby lunchrool'.11 for n midnight snr..ek, a.s if 

--•God help ma+---I wero colobre.ti,ng � viotory over the. droarn. A:> \Ve sf.t at tho not 
too dirty oountor, smol<ihg ou.r oigarettos nnd sipping burningly hot coffee , I notioed 
thnt ho had begun to •oile again, which added to rcy satisfaction. I wao blind t<> the 
ultimte de.1ootion and •ubmissiiro hopelossnees that lay be�.ind those sr.iiles. 

As I left him e.t the door of his room, he suddenly caught b.o!d of my hnnd al'.d 
said. "I want to tell you how grateful I am for the ·ws.y you•ve worked to pull me out 
of this mess. 11 I mde a depre-onting gesture. uNo, vl'O.it," he oontinUed. ,1tt does 
me.1n e lot. Well, o.nywny,. thn.nb. 11 

l went u.Mly with o. t>onte?Ited, olmost virtuous foeling. I had n.o apprehensions 
whatavGr. I only rr1us�d, in a hea.:vily philosophic wa�, ovar tho strange fo:rms f'enr and 
anltiety con assUllla in our pitiably tangled oi.,ili�ation. 

As soon a.s I wn.s dresBed nerl l:l.Orning, I rapped briskly nt his door and impulsive­
ly pushed in without waiting !'or en answer. For o:c.c6, sunl;lght was pourin g through 
tho dusty 'lrindow. 

Then l snw it, and e'Veryth1ng elso reoQdedr 
lt was lying in the crumpled bcdolotheo, half hidden by a fold of blankot, e. 

thing · perhnp• tan inches high, aa solid as arry statuette, o.nd as undeninbly re•l. But 
from th• fir•t glance I kn"'' th.at its form boro no relation to any ••l"thly oritature. 
This faot \rould ho.vo been ae apparent to aomaonEl who knew nothing of a:tt es to an ex­
port. I �l•• know that tho red, violet•fleol<1!d subst!IJ)Oo from which it hnd been can­
ed or ca.st had.no ola.esifica.tion anong OE\l"thly g..;tt.ls or ininere.ls. Jilv&ry detail 'WO.S 
thero. · The five-lobed heed, al moot hidden by a hood. fho appond�g••, each with four 
joints, nppenring fro:m under the robe. Tho eight-pl'origod weupon with wheels and le­
vers about it, and the little bi>g-ahaped reooptaolea, no though .f-0r poison. posture 
suggesting it wo.s lifting tho 'We&pon to o.im it. An o:r.pressio:n of b.esti&l, supernatu­
rf.\l mo.lcvolenoe. 

Beyond doubting, it was the thing ldore1nnd .had dreruned of:, The thing which had 
horrified and fnsoine.ted him, as it now did ras;. which had rnspod UJJ.ondurably on his 
n19rve�, as it MW bagail to rapp on min�, The thing which had been the spearhead nnd 
Ofitapo:�• of h1e ndyersary's o.ttaok, t\Ud whose oo.ptlire-�-and it now seemed ovident that 
it had beo'1 onpturod·--meant the probable loss of the gdme' itself. The thini; which 
had somehow boon sucked be.ell! along on ever-opening' path aoroa.S uniMg1nablo distanoes 
from o. retllm or m:i.dne!.S ruling the u.ni'V'orse. 

B(:)yond Q.oubting it 'Wn5 "the n.roher ". 
· 

F . .a:rdly knowing what mpved l'nO� save tas:r, or what my purpozio 'IJll'Q.S• I flad !'rem tho 
room.. Tllen I roalhod thnt I rr.�et find Morolond. No ono Md seen him lenving the· 
house. All day I searohad 'for him. The arortde. Chess olubs. Libra.ri&s. 

Never. and it is alnvJet tw1' yeB.ra now. havs I seen him or heard any ll0!6d of him. 
It 11.•as evening wtum I went bo..ok and foroed My!Olf to riei-anter hiis room. The fi· 

gure was no long0r ther e. No one profassed to know anything about it whr:m I quosti'on­
ed thom, but somo of the �niale '1'1ere too angry, and I .knoW tho.t 11tha aroher11, 'being 
obviously a thing of value a.n4 having no ovorly great ter:rara for those who do not 
know its h istory , has wst probe.bly found its way into the he.nde of somo wealthy am! 
ooeentrio oolleotor. Other thillgS have '7Bnishod by a a1m1lar rout• in tho past, 

But I am oortain that it waa not roe.de on earth. 
And although there a;re ree.eor.s to £oar the coirtrary, I f'oel tho.t eornowhe:ro---in 

some choap boo.rding houso or lodging pl:loe., or in eoir.D mdhouse--•Albert Morolani • if 
tho gar:\e is not e.lraady lo•t and tho for�eituro bogun, i• still ple.ying tho.t unbeliov­
ablo gruoo f'or stoke• it i• ·bad to oonternplota. 

EDITORIALLY SPEAKING, (cont. from page 2) 
torial, Laney's farnily obligations preo).ude hie pa:s:-ticipation 1n the 
always expensive folderol of oourt procedinge. To put. it bluntly, La­
ney doee not feel it worthwhile to jeopardize tne possible future of 
his two infant daughters by taking any chances wnatever on making big 

donation11 to lawyers and .their works. If this be cowardice, make the 
most of it, · 

Upon oa.:reful dissection and analys.is of The � In 'l'he �­

gar, we have d1ecovere� five points wh}oh, we believe, m�y reqv:rfe 
-

_,. l3 __ (turn to page 37 ) 





The Dreams of Albert Moreland

I 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.

Fritz Leiber



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 I was probably the best friend he had.

I 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.
I  must not lose the game. More than my own personal
welfare  depends upon it. There are some terrible stakes involved,
though I 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 I tried to minimize the  inevitable dry
creakings. I 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 I know of.

I 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.

I 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 I 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 I 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 universe. 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 I 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.

I 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.”

I 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 I 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 I
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 I can counterattack. But I won’t be able to.
Soon, perhaps tonight, my nerve will crack and I will capture it.”

I 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
I 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 I 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.”

I 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, I 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.


