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INTRODUCTION

Rudy Rucker

Thirty years ago, I was a sophomore in high school. My older brother and I were playing on an old swingset that we hadn’t used in several years; we were trying to see who could jump the farthest. Determined to outdo big brother, I pumped the swing up to a dizzying height when *kcnack* the rusty chain snapped. I floundered through a moment of weightlessness and landed awry. My spleen was ruptured; a surgeon cut it out that day.
To cheer my convalescence, my mother brought me my first Sheckley book, his early anthology, Untouched by Human Hands. I loved it more than any book I’d ever read before.
My best friend and closest neighbor Hank Larsen liked Sheckley as much as I did. I’ll never forget the awed tones in which he described Immortality Incorporated to me right after he read it. “It’s about what happens when you die!” Wonderfully situated at the interface between science and mystery, the book showed Hank and me how to think about things we’d never thought of before.
For the next few years, my Mom got me a new Sheckley title every Christmas. Each one of the books was a treasure-house of wry wonder. I still have most of them, and I comb and recomb them once or twice a year for rereads.
The paramount quality of Sheckley’s writing is the purity of his language. The timing of his cadenced phrases is exquisite. His richly charged clarity arises, I would say, from the excellent moral qualities which Sheckley as a writer exemplifies — he is a man in love with writing and with the simple sweetness of life.
Sheckley’s characters are so urgent in their needs that one begins to feel that they are all Sheckley himself. Their needs are real and clear. These men and women don’t want power or knowledge — they want things like food, a mate, time off from work, and adventure. Sheckley gets them into incredible difficulties and then, somehow, he gets them back out — often with a surprise twist. It is easy to make the identification between the characters and the author — in the never-ending struggle of his life as a writer, Sheckley has written on and on for the same urgent reasons: money, avoidance of a “real job,” and adventure. When a Sheckley character is at his wit’s end we feel that, as he wrote that page, Sheckley himself was at his wit’s end, too. The miracle of his stories is that so often everything comes out in such a seemingly predestined way.
It is a strange thing to be a writer who writes science fiction. Like any writer, you want to write about yourself and about the world as you found it. Yet your fictional landscape is crowded with robots, spaceships, and aliens. Sheckley’s trick is to write about the science fiction universe — but to write about it as if he really lived in it. A commuter may use a flying saucer instead of a car, but he’s still a commuter. The way in which Sheckley overlays our world and the sf world varies from story to story — often concepts are comically mismatched for a satirical effect. A classic example of this is his story, “Hunting Problem,” in which boys are mapped into alien boy scouts, and men are mapped into wild game. I’d like to go through the story carefully, showing how it illustrates some of the features of Sheckley’s writing. The story begins:

It was the last troop meeting before the big Scouter jamboree, and all the patrols had turned out. Patrol 22 — the Soaring Falcon patrol — was camped in a shady hollow, holding a tentacle pull. The Brave Bisons were practicing their skill at drinking liquids, and laughing excitedly at the odd sensation.
And the Charging Mirash Patrol, number 19, was waiting for Scouter Drog, who was late as usual.

So here is Drog, a teenage alien who “wasn’t particularly skilled in anything except dreaming away long hours among the clouds at the five-thousand-foot level.” He is the only member of the Charging Mirash Patrol who has not yet made first class or won an achievement award. The Patrol Leader takes Drog aside and tells him that a pride of three bull Mirash has been spotted in the countryside five hundred miles north of the jamboree. Drog is to use Forest and Mountain lore to track and stalk the Mirash. “I want you to bring back the pelt of one Mirash,” says the Patrol Leader.
Drog is of course exactly the kind of person who would be reading this science fiction story — and he is exactly the kind of person who would write such a story, had he Sheckley’s abilities. A pretty remapping is involved in the tasks the scouters try to master. Human scouts learn such pre-Industrial Age techniques as the building of fires. On Drog’s planet, “The modern world had begun with the Age of Submolecular Control, which was followed by the present age of Direct Control,” and the young of the highly evolved Elbonai must play at learning such arcane skills as walking on the ground and drinking liquids.
Sheckley delights in putting in boilerplate sf concepts without the slightest attempt to pass the concepts off as real. He invokes Submolecular Control as smoothly as Shakespeare casts fairies in A Midsummer Night’s Dream. Sheckley is, after all, a science fiction writer of the mid-Twentieth century.
Drog levitates himself to the correct planetary coordinates, and then we shift to the viewpoint of his prey: three human prospectors named Paxton, Herrera, and Stellman. These are the Mirash. Paxton is a petulant romantic youth with a great deal of money, Herrera is an experienced galactic knockabout, and Stellman is a perpetual student with a pilot’s license. Three faces of the Sheck-man. Drog approaches the trio disguised as a tree. (In several other Sheckley stories aliens disguise themselves as trees. Sheckley delights in clarifying the action of his stories by using the most simple and obvious methods which come to hand.) Herrera casually blasts the tree when Paxton sees it move. A few moments later, Drog returns to consciousness: “There had been no premonitory fear-scent, no snorting, no snarling, no warning whatsoever. ... He waited until the hoofbeats of the three Mirash had faded into the distance.”
Drog resolves to use Lures and Snares. When Paxton, Herrera, and Stellman get back to their cave, this exquisitely comedic passage results:

A few feet from the mouth of the cave was a small roast beef, still steaming hot, four large diamonds, and a bottle of whiskey.
“That’s odd,” Stellman said, “and a trifle unnerving.”
Paxton bent down to examine a diamond. Herrera pulled him back.
“Might be booby-trapped.”
“There aren’t any wires,” Paxton said.
Herrera stared at the roast beef, the diamonds, the bottle of whiskey. He looked very unhappy.
“I don’t trust this,” he said.
“Maybe there are natives here,” Stellman said. “Very timid ones. This might be their goodwill offering.”
“Sure,” Herrera said. “They sent to Terra for a bottle of Old Space Ranger just for us.”
...
The long grass Herrera was standing on whipped tightly around his ankles. The ground beneath him surged, broke into a neat disk fifteen feet in diameter and, trailing root-ends, began to lift itself into the air. Herrera tried to jump free, but the grass held him like a thousand green tentacles.

Roast beef, diamonds, and whiskey — real treasure for real people. And the savagery of the sudden attack is surreal. What if your lawn suddenly did that? Is it possible that the mapping from home to science fiction could ever run the other way?
As in any well-paced tale, there must be repeated assaults, so of course Herrera escapes the disk of grass: Paxton grabs the disk which dips steeply but continues to rise as Herrera saws at the entangling grass tentacles. When Paxton’s feet are eight feet off the ground, Stellman grabs Paxton’s ankles, arresting the disk’s flight once more. Now Herrera finishes sawing himself free and the three adventurers fall to the ground. The disk continues to rise until it is out of sight.
In the next scene, a discouraged Drog almost loses hope and longs to return to floating at the five thousand foot level. But then in a flash of pure perception he realizes WHY he must hunt:

True, the Elbonaians had outgrown their competition, developed past all danger of competition. But the Universe was wide, and capable of many surprises. Who could foresee what would come, what new dangers the race might have to face? And how could they meet them if the hunting instinct was lost?
...
He was going to get that Mirash hide, or die trying!
...
Quickly, skillfully, he shaped a Mirash horn.

This is of course the kind of justification for hunting that people so commonly make. The satire here is achieved by making it clear that the noble justifications of hunting actually argue for the murder of innocent beings. Despite the message, there’s nothing heavy or didactic here. The thing is, given his protean enthusiasm for the pure act of writing, Sheckley makes the argument for hunting sound convincing. And then comes the quick, skillful sentence, “Quickly, skillfully, he shaped a Mirash horn.” The sentence is over before you understand what it says, and a few seconds go by till you realize that “horn” is “hunting horn,” and that you are a Mirash.
What kind of sound does a Mirash horn make? If it’s a bull Mirash you’re after, the horn makes the noise of a woman crying, “Please, help me, I can’t hold out much longer. Is there anyone who can help me?”
Perhaps we really are no different than beasts. Paxton, in any case, falls for the ruse, but Stellman and Herrera keep him from rushing out: Herrera clubs him behind the ear with a stick of firewood, and Stellman catches him as he falls.
The next scene is daybreak. “Why had the Mirash horn failed?” wonders Drog. “The Scouter Manual said it was an infallible means of attracting the bull Mirash. But perhaps this wasn’t mating season.” Drog considers trevesting the Mirash, but then decides on illitrocy. Made-up sf words of course, but never presented with anything other than complete seriousness.
As the guys head for their ship, a thick fog boils up. Stellman finds himself holding someone’s shoulder — but it’s not Herrera’s or Paxton’s. A sweet-sour odor pervades the air and then Drog is standing alone, smiling triumphantly. He pulls out a long-bladed skinning knife and bends over the nearest Mirash.
Horror? No, for the next thing we know, Herrera, Stellman, and a mildly ill Paxton are on their spaceship. Huh? And then we get the twist and the payoff: proud Drog is now a first-class scout and:

He was carrying the Patrol flag — the position of honor — and everyone cheered to see it.
Because waving proudly from the flagpole was the firm, fine-textured, characteristic skin of an adult Mirash, its zippers, tubes, gauges, buttons, and holsters flashing merrily in the sunshine.

What a wonderful ending! There is hope, life is good, art abounds. Drog is the fourteen-year-old in all of us; Paxton, Herrera, and Stellman are the three alchemical parts of the integrated adult we would all like to become. Most of all, all four of the characters are Robert Sheckley.
Thirty years later in his career Sheckley sits down to write Minotaur Maze, and here we see him as Theseus, right on the first page: “He was broke, as usual, an out-of-work hero, and totally unqualified to do anything but kill monsters and have trouble with women.”
Writers don’t only hunt monsters, though, they design mazes, so of course we have a Sheckley Dædalus as well.

“Gentlemen, let us face facts,” Dædalus said. “As you know, we have designed our maze as a pure entertainment object, untainted by the faintest tinge of moral uplift and incorporating no socially redeeming material whatsoever.”

It would be fun to print the thirty sections of Minotaur Maze on large cards, so that each reader could arrange them in a different order. The story is nonlinear, a maze with no beginning and no ending, a maze inhabited by four or five recurring characters, serious beings who want “a lot of good things to eat, pretty girls dancing on the table, an abundance of wine and plenty of laughs,” or failing that, some shreds of meaning in the random winds of life.
The tale is filled with lovely language and deep, honest thought. In a mazy kind of way a story gets told as well. And at the end:

The premise could be seen wavering, there were repercussions of a rhetorical nature, and the author could be glimpsed, a ghostly figure of unbelievable beauty and intelligence, trying desperately, despite his many personal problems, to put things together again.

How poignant a closing sentence to take away with us — the dadaistic fusion of grammar with physics, the dreamy hyperbole of Sheckley’s self-description, the touching frankness of his desperation, and coming out of it all, his neverending efforts to put things together yet again.


MINOTAUR MAZE

Robert Sheckley

1. How Theseus got his first Minotauring job.

It is said that Theseus was passing through Delphi, a little town west of the Corinthian Pecos, and went into a saloon for a glass of beer and a hamburger. He noticed a newspaper which someone had left behind on the mahogany counter. He began leafing idly through it.
He was broke, as usual, an out-of-work hero, and totally unqualified to do anything but kill monsters and have trouble with women. He had been drifting through the high country on the old Dorian trail, eating small and sleeping lumpy. He was a long way from home and not planning to go back there anyway, heroes doing their best work on the road, it’s in the nature of the calling. But nothing had turned up so far and, without much hope, Theseus turned to the classified ads. There he read:
“Hero wanted for dangerous job of a mythic nature. Must be fully qualified. Undying fame for right man.”
“Well, now,” Theseus said, rubbing a finger gently along the unshaven left side of his jaw.
Theseus went to the address given in the newspaper. It was a large, gloomy red brick office building on the edge of town. Theseus was directed to an office on the second floor. There Theseus saw filing cabinets, a gooseneck lamp, a coffee maker, a bald man, and a redheaded woman, all arranged in a standard way.
“Take a seat,” said the man. “You’ve come in answer to the ad? Very good, we’re in need of qualified sales personnel on Rigna II and Fortis Minor. Our line of hydrostatically stabilized comfort-controlled woolen outerwear sells itself, though we do need someone to accompany the goods and collect the money. Have you ever had a selling job before, Mister — ?”
“My name is Theseus,” Theseus said, “And I think there’s some misunderstanding. The ad I’m answering called for a hero, not a salesman.”
“Oh, of course, the hero ad,” said the man. “Have you any credentials, Mr. Theseus?”
Theseus showed his graduate certificate from the Famous Hero School of Maplewood, New Jersey, his letter of recommendation from Achilles, with whom he had apprenticed for six months, and his other papers, commendations, proclivities, engagements, statements of exhortio and the like.
“Yes, we do have an opening in the hero line,” the man told him. “It concerns one of our customers, Mr. Rhadamanthys, a very important man in these parts, a Justice on the Supreme Court of Hell and a brother of King Minos. Rhada, as we call him, had a good-sized ranch nearby where he raised filet mignons. They came completely encased in a living animal, of course, and there was quite a lot of work involved in extracting them. But Rhada had invented a process which he called slaughtering and it handled that nicely. Anyhow, Rhada’s business was going along just fine when all of a sudden this Minotaur appeared in the vicinity and started raising merry hell with the filets in their primary stage, when they are known as cows.”
“I see,” Theseus said. “And what is a Minotaur?”
The man explained that the Minotaur was one of those beast-men or men-beasts who used to inhabit the earth together with real men, until Solon passed the Freedom of Suppression Act which allowed the humans to get rid of them.
Theseus later learned that all this had begun in The Age of the Hybrid Monsters, a socially relaxed time when you wouldn’t be afraid of being seen in public with a chap half goat and half bear, even if he had a pair of eagle’s wings thrown in for good measure. That was back in the Golden Age, when people had no standards at all and thought everything was wonderful because they didn’t know any better. It was a pleasant enough time in its undiscriminating way, but then the spirit of æsthetics was born out of the cauldron of undifferentiated good times, and people became ashamed of having conversations with creatures who grew fur and turned to eating or wearing them instead.
And so began the Last Vast Roundup, when the beast-men were captured and taken to Animal Corrective Hotels, where they were transformed into atoms and molecules and sent out to try again. But the Minotaur and a few other monsters escaped and took to the woods and mountains and lonely places. There the Minotaur lived and planned his revenge upon mankind, a sort of prefiguring of the Caliban figure, sinister, animalistic, cunning, savage, treacherous, disloyal, a mirror reversal of a Boy Scout. And now this creature had come down to the habitations of men and was playing hell with the filet mignons, giving them ideas above their station and even mounting raids against the meat packing plants, as the places where the filet mignons were put into cardboard boxes were called.
“So that’s the situation,” the man said. “Think you can handle it?”
Theseus knew that at this point he was supposed to express his detestation of the Minotaur, and his hatred of the rule-breaking bestiality that he stood for, and to further express his great pleasure at the high honor bestowed on him, a simple hero, for this chance to rid the earth of an embodiment of a detestable principle that rendered human life incomplete, flat, stale, tasteless, the Albanian in the woodpile, as the Hellenes say, the evil principle that keeps us from achieving our oneness.
But in fact, Theseus had a soft spot in his heart for monsters. It was inevitable, heroes and monsters share a special understanding since they are in the same line of work. Heroes and monsters also have this in common, that they are constitutionally unable to live on their income.
“Oh, yeah,” Theseus said, “Minotaurs, nasty customers them critters; I’ve never tackled one before; chimæras are more in my line, but what the hell, a monster’s a monster and I reckon I can cut it. I recollect this chimæra I was tracking out in Apache country near the Pæonian Gulf—”
“We’d love to hear about that some other time,” the woman said. “But right now we need an answer.”
“Oh, I’ll do it all right,” Theseus said.
“How soon can you start?”
“Well, now,” Theseus said, sitting back in the batwing chair and putting one of his high-heeled Josiah Starke handtooled cordovan boots on the barrail nearby. “I reckon we ought to have a drink on it before I go out and start reading sign.”
“Reading sign?” the man inquired. He turned to the redheaded woman. “My dear, do you have any idea what he’s talking about?”
“Why shucks,” Theseus said, “it ain’t no special thing, reading sign, but when you deal with Indians, especially them Minotoor Indians, you got to have some savvy or import some right quick.”
“Theseus,” the woman said, “I think you’re slipping out of context.”
“Them Minotoor Indians,” Theseus said, blowing the head off his mug of beer, “can move across bare rock without making a sound except a scuffle from their moccasins. When they’re on the warpath they can equip their moccasins with silencers.”
“Hey, snap out of it,” the man said.
Theseus looked up, dazed. Heroes frequently dream of being allowed to change some of the basic rules of the hero and monster game, like changing the context, sending the spectators away, combining forces and assaulting the castle of love, heroes and monsters together, we’d be unbeatable. But it could never happen, the hard wiring of the universe wouldn’t allow it, so if you can’t love a monster, the next best thing is to kill a monster.
“Sorry,” Theseus said, “just a momentary lapse.”
“You’re not by any chance mentally disaffected, are you?” the redheaded woman asked.
“I’m normal for a hero,” Theseus said. “You have to be a little weird to do this job.”
Theseus signed a provisional contract, to be read, approved, and finalized by his agent, and received the customary monster-hunt advance check. With the preliminaries completed, everyone was hungry and it was time to go to lunch. Lunch with the impresario after signing the contract is usually the best part of the monster hunt.

2. Mann. T. goes forth after the Minotaur.

After lunch they went straight to the command post. The redheaded woman did not go with them. Between chapters, she received a telegram telling her that she had won the Miss Abilene beauty contest and that oil had been discovered on the family estate in Sulk City, Florida. So departs a sulky and uncooperative character. Let it stand as a warning to others.
The Command Post was filled with that air of tension and imminent disaster that accompanies so many bestsellers. Updates on the location and predilections of the Minotaur were flashed on television screens. Technicians hurried back and forth with equation-laden clipboards, making science fiction possible. There was a low hum of electricity, and the odd stuttering sound of the Phase Two Synthesizer, sending forth its mood forecasts. In spite of all this, Theseus did not fail to notice the dark-haired girl carrying a small stack of computer printouts, which were created for the sole purpose of giving her something to dp with her hands. She was adorable, the short skirt, the high heels, the pertness, and a look passed between them, not even an entire look, more of a looklet, or even a glancelet, and yet what future spells of sexual discombobulation were revealed in that stomach-twisting glance that tells you that she has noticed you and is considering thinking about you.
Theseus didn’t know that now. He had just noticed that the green and red indicators on the Minotaur sweep search indicator had crossed and locked. The Minotaur had been located!
The high priest of the Technical Scribes, in his green and orange uniform, with the flared gloves and pleated cape, wrote the numbers on a piece of paper and gave it to him.
“Coordinates these the,” he said, his odd construction and sibilant delivery marking him as an Asper Futile from Gnagi Prime.
Theseus studied the numbers, committing them to memory. Theseus didn’t really have a very good memory. Things never stayed in it for long. Theseus shouldered his knapsack, filled with Minotaur finding and killing equipment, and headed for the outskirts of town where the trail of the Minotaur began, stopping only at a grocery store on his way out of town to cash his Monster Advance. It was a Greek grocery store, as you might imagine.

3. I hate to blame Dædalus for everything,

but a lot of the present complication was his fault. Before he introduced uncertainty and gave us a maze contemporaneous with all space and time, we’d been doing all right, we Hellenes. Our history was a little complicated, but straightforward, even though people have made a lot of work over it. After Dædalus broadened our horizons there was high confusion. Before Dædalus there was just the normal confusion.
Nowadays I’m anyone who happens to pick up the Theseus archetype. I’ve been universalized, and I don’t much like it. But in the old days, before Dædalus decided that Hume was right, Sequence did not imply Causality.
Theseus’ history, which is also mine: My father was named Ægeus, and he was a son of Pandion, whose father was Erectheus, King of Athens. Erectheus was killed by Poseidon and his sons fell out over the succession. Cecrops was chosen, but was forced to flee to Megara, and then to Euboea, where he was joined by Pandarus, another brother. Grandfather Pandion came to the throne, but could not hold it against his brother Metion, and, after Metion’s death, against his sons.
Grandpa had to flee from Athens, and he went to Megara, where he married Pyla, daughter of Pylus, the king. He eventually took on the kingship when Pylus had to go away for some years.
After Grandpa Pandion’s death, his four sons marched against Athens and drove out the sons of Grandpa’s other son Metion. These four cast lots for the country and my father won the main portion, Athens itself. The others inherited outlying regions.
Of course, I didn’t know this as a child. I was raised without knowledge of who my father was.
Dramatists usually portray my childhood and the famous incident of the sword and the stone. But for the purposes of brevity I’m going to tell the other part of the tale, the part you usually don’t hear, why and how my father, Ægeus, was put into a position in which he could not acknowledge me.
Dad had tried marriage twice, but had been unsuccessful in having a son. His first wife, Melite, was cute, but barren, and his second, Chalciope, despite her husky voice and winning manner, proved no more fertile.
This was worrisome, and Dad consulted the oracle at Delphi. He learned that he was not to untie the mouth of his wineskin until he had reached the highest point in Athens, lest he die one day of grief. Ægeus couldn’t figure out what this meant.
He stopped at Corinth on his way back from Delphi. There ensued the famous scenes with Medea.
But to go on, next he stopped at Troezen, where his old friend Pitheus was king. His brother Troezen was there, too. They were both sons of Pelops and had recently come from Pisa to share a kingdom with King Ætius.
There was a problem with Pitheus, and that was his daughter, Æthra. My mother. If Æthra had married Bellerophon, as had originally been planned, mine would have been a very different story. But Bellerophon got into trouble and had to be sent away. And that left Mother in a spot. She had to have a child in order to fulfill her destiny, which was a divine one, but there was no suitable consort in sight. My father’s coming was a godsend. Not that my father could be expected to look at it that way.
Pitheus succeeded in getting Dad drunk, and got him into Æthra’s bed. After that, according to the story, the god Poseidon had intercourse with my mother. Which raises the interesting point that if I really were Poseidon’s son, I would be semi-divine, which, in ancient Hellas, was a very good thing to be.
In any event, Poseidon waived any claim on me, or on my mother. I mention the incident only because it’s part of the record.
Dad told Mom that if she were to have a child, she was to keep quiet about whose it was. He was trying to protect her from the fifty children of Pallas. Pallas himself was a brother of Dad’s old enemy Metion. He would try to kill Mom if he suspected her of carrying Ægeus’ child, with his inherent claim to the kingship of Athens.
And so it was that I grew up in Troezen, and did not know my parentage, but suspected that I was one for whom a great future was expected. And this is how I began in the days before Dædalus constructed his maze and introduced Indeterminacy and made it possible for me to undertake my life in many different ways.

4. Dædalus.

Many complications came to pass when Dædalus built his great maze for King Minos of Atlantean Crete.
For a long time, there had been the classical period. Golden Age of Athens. Gods, Homer, Plato, all that stuff.
Only one man, in the short sweep of antiquity, knew that his way of life was passing. Dædalus was able to do something about it. He can well claim to be the first modern man.
Dædalus had learned through computer studies that Knossos, Crete, the entire Atlantean civilization, was due to go down the tubes shortly due to unavoidable natural catastrophe. Knowledge of this leaked out and there was unrest throughout the kingdom. People felt that this state of affairs could not be allowed to continue.
Minos agreed and set up a think tank with the Seven Wise Men of Hellas.
They came up with the idea of the maze and recommended Dædalus for the job.

5. Theseus. About the Maze.

So here is Theseus searching for the Minotaur in the labyrinth which Dædalus constructed for King Minos back in the great days of Atlantean civilization.
It is a day, a featureless day, a day like so many others in the labyrinth.
The labyrinth, or maze, is a magical creation, a testing ground for heroes, a place of simultaneous realities and repetitions. The maze is the highest achievement of Atlantean scientific alchemy, the supreme monument to a civilization already in decline and soon to be destroyed by natural cataclysm, but destined to live forever through Dædalus’ art.
The basic situation is simple enough: Theseus has to find the Minotaur, a monstrous creature part human, part beast. Theseus must kill the Minotaur and then find his way back to the everyday world.
The situation has been played out many times, with many different outcomes, and with different people in the leading roles. I’m not the only Theseus there’s been or the only one there’ll be. I’m just the current one; the one in the narrator position, though not, actually, the narrator of the entire story. I’ll explain that a little later. Just now I’m Theseus, a professional Minotaur-killer, or rather, one of a long line of Theseuses, who have been recurring with almost sickening regularity ever since Dædalus introduced Recurrence into his scheme for the maze more complicated than the world it was modeled upon.

6. The Maze: Dædalus’ Achievement.

Theseus wasn’t at all sure he could bring off this minotauricide. The old legends made it seem quite simple and straightforward, but they were just popular tales for public consumption. The reality was something else again. Even leaving aside the nature and attributes of the Minotaur for the moment, and ignoring his considerable record of victories, and considering only the vastness of the maze and its endless interconnections and ramifications, one might think that Theseus’ task was hopeless. How could he find the Minotaur within the maze?
It was Dædalus’ achievement to build a maze more complex than the world upon which it was modeled. Past and present were simultaneously present in Dædalus’ maze, and all times and places could be found within its twists and turns. You can find anything within the maze, but it’s best not to expect anything specific; you can never tell who or what will turn up, because there are so many people and things in the maze. In fact, in the maze you encounter a greater variety of creatures than is found in nature itself, chimæras and harpies, Titans, Lapiths and Centaurs, Nemean lions, Stymphagian birds, and so forth. The fabulous was always just around the corner, but the chance of encountering something you were actually looking for was very slight indeed. A man might wander forever through the interlocking complications of Dædalus’ maze without finding anyone who has even seen a Minotaur, let alone finding the monster himself.
Right now Theseus was hungry. He had a knapsack filled with items that might prove useful in the quest, but none of them was edible, at least not at the moment. Nor was there any food in sight. There was nothing in sight. Theseus was standing in the middle of a gray characterless limbo. This part of the maze is incomplete, although Dædalus planned to finish it as soon as he found the time.
Rummaging through his knapsack Theseus found a roadmap, a miraculous roadmap with the property of generating whatever it represents. The map shows a sector of Knossos, Minos’ city, itself a part of the maze.
Here it is, the magical moment, the transformation, and no one can tell you how it happened. He opened the roadmap, and when he looked up, he found that the limbo had disappeared, perhaps into some other limbo, and he was standing on a narrow cobblestoned street. On either side of him were tall narrow houses with steep roofs and bay windows. He was in front of a hotel with a restaurant downstairs, marked in red on the map with two stars. The cheerful owner was standing outside in his shirt sleeves in the mild spring weather, smiling, obviously a man who knows how to take care of hungry heroes.
That’s how it goes. That’s how life or Dædalus or whatever it is puts us, the Theseuses and Minotaurs, into play. There’s no way of finding exactly what you’re looking for, nothing can be planned, but sometimes things just work out, and so Theseus was not surprised to find himself here. In the maze the description can become the described and the map is sometimes the territory. Theseus entered the restaurant.
The owner guided him to a sunny table near a window. Theseus folded the map and put it back in his knapsack, leaned the knapsack against the wall, unbuttoned his denim jacket, lighted a cigarette, made himself at ease.
The menu was written in an incomprehensible local dialect, but Theseus was an intuitive menu reader, like all heroes who journey to distant places, and he made a selection and asked for a beer right away. It was brought by a pretty blonde waitress in an embroidered white blouse and black skirt. He took a sip of beer and watched with appreciation as she moved away. She brought his food soon after, and he ate his fill, loosened his belt, settled back in comfort with coffee and a cigarette.
The maze afforded some pleasant moments like this, when danger seemed far away, when the Minotaur was forgotten, when the troubles of the past with Ariadne were forgotten, when the troubles of the future with Phædra were forgotten, when he could even forget that he was in the maze for professional reasons, on a dubious adventure which he performed for the amusement of others, the people of Minos’ court, who watched his movements and the movements of other heroes in their spherical television sets, and whose interest provided the real motivation for his efforts.
Not for the first time he considerd kicking back, giving up the quest for the Minotaur which had led him so far from Athens, so far from the repetitive comforts of the Maze, so far from Ariadne and the children. He wouldn’t mind staying right here in this pleasant hotel, living in one of the rooms upstairs, getting to know the blonde waitress, visiting the local museums, the art galleries, the rock clubs, and other places of interest in the vicinity.
It is true that he didn’t speak the local language, but that was not a serious obstacle. Theseus has found in his travels that he got along nicely with just a few words of the local lingo, plus his menu-reading ability, which is essential for survival in any world. He found advantages in his ignorance of the local tongue; it saved him from having to engage in political discussions with foreigners, or cultural disputes, which are worse. And lack of a common language had never prevented him from having charming little foreign girlfriends who indicated their pleasure by smiles and gestures rather than words, endless words.
Theseus loved foreign women, their look, their smell, their exotic clothing and unfamiliar mannerisms. But he also loved the pert and lively women of his native Hellas. In fact he had a hero’s appetite for women, and a poet’s appreciation of them. But his relationships never seemed to last, something always went wrong, and unpleasant guilt and unbearable complication followed. He knew this, knew he’d be wise to stay out of trouble, get on with the job, fulfill his contract, find and kill the Minotaur. But wisdom has never been the virtue of a hero and there was something about this blonde waitress...
He watched her. How demurely she moved between the tables with her trays of food and drink, in her little waitress’s costume with the black stockings, eyes downcast, a vision of sweet innocence and childlike sexuality! And she was aware of him as something more than a mere customer, something to be used “in the context of equipment,” in Heidegger’s immortal phrase, a phrase which he shouldn’t know but through Dædalus’ machinations has come to know all too well, along with a lot of other knowledge more appropriate to a time-traveler than to the hero of an ancient quest. Anyhow, she seemed interested in him. He was sure of it, a hero could tell these things.
She came over to his table and addressed him in broken Hellenic. He loved the way her light clear voice mangled his native language. She was only asking if he wanted more coffee, but he was half in love with her already.
How nice it would be to settle down with this charming feminine person who conveyed her meanings in smiles and nods, how nice to live in an apartment with tall windows on an upper story of a cobblestoned street like this one. How nice to wake up with this warm, fragrant and delightful person beside him. Already he was sure she would get right out of bed, because, true to her waitress heritage, she’d be getting him his coffee. And she’d be smiling, even early in the morning. ...
Yes, of course he’d like more coffee! She went off to get it and he leaned back in his chair, wily Theseus wondering yet again if another adventure more pleasurable than this old matter of the Minotaur might not be beginning for him.

7. Ariadne Telephones.

Theseus hailed originally from Troezen, up near Scythian territory. Naturally, that’s where Ariadne tried to telephone him first when she found that the hero had abandoned her on Naxos.
Not that it should come as any surprise to her. She knew the old legends as well as anybody, but she just never believed that Theseus would abandon her in a place like Naxos. And now he’d gone and done just that.
But she couldn’t get through to Theseus, the only person she could reach was Max, Theseus’ agent.
“He’s on a quest,” Max told her. “The new Minotaur gig finally came through.”
Poor Ariadne. Tears streaked her cheeks. She said, “Will you give him a message? Tell him it’s morning in Naxos and it rains all the time. Tell him he has no right to do this but don’t tell him that he’ll just get angry. Tell him I’ve forwarded his blue hero coat which he’ll need if he follows the Minotaur into the northern regions of the maze. Tell him there’s one version of the old legend which says that Theseus and Ariadne settled down in Naxos and lived there for the rest of their lives. Tell him that’s the one we decided was true, in case he’s forgotten.
“Tell him Dionysus arrived last week on his sailboat and told me in no uncertain terms that he’s not responsible for me despite the legend that says he will fall in love with me and marry me and live happily with me on Naxos ever after. Dionysus says it may well turn out that way and he does consider me cute, but he’s got a few things to do before getting to that. He has to find his motorcycle which someone borrowed, and he has to evict some Titans squatting in his apartment in downtown Naxos, and until he settles these things I’m on my own.
“Tell Theseus I’ve had to sell his orange suit of armor, his pin-striped shield, his matched set of swords, and a few other things just to make ends meet.
“Tell him I can’t think of anything I’ve done to warrant this sort of behavior on his part; I’ll admit it was hectic in the last weeks before our departure from Crete when we were searching all over the island for someone to clean the head of the Medusa he’d caught, and build an olivewood presentation case for it with a viewing mirror so they wouldn’t be turned to stone. But it’s not my fault it was raining all the time; do I make the weather? Dionysus asked me to tell Theseus that he’s got the Soma he asked for, and he’ll meet up with him somehow somewhere and get it to him.
“Tell him I think Dionysus is starting to get extremely interested in me despite his gruff manner. I don’t know what to tell Dionysus; which version of which old legend am I supposed to follow? Tell Theseus to please let me know something; I really need some answers, and that I am his loving Ariadne.”
“Don’t worry about a thing,” Max said. “I’ll tell him.”

8. The Minotaur.

The Minotaur, despite his enormous stature, his knife-edged hooves, his lashing black-ox tail, his dagger-shaped teeth of a carnivorous bull birthed from a nightmare, despite his needle-pointed horns and dazzling speed, despite his unimpeachable victories over the Nemean lion and the winged oryx of the Sabateans, despite all that, but in keeping with the inner bovinity of his nature, was a fearful and trepidatious creature diseased with compunctions and covered all over with pinpoint doubts.
The Minotaur didn’t spend much time in his lair. It left him too vulnerable to surprise attack; he knew that a moving defense is the best defense, and so he roamed everywhere, up and down and in and out of the convolutions of Dædalus’ maze.
He regretted the loss of the old labyrinth, the one they had built for him under the palace at Knossos, where they sent him the pretty little bull dancers to feast upon each year: He had sneered at it then, a dinner once a year, where’s that at? Now he’d give anything to have it back again — the comforting stone walls, that he once thought were gallingly familiar, the passageways of a thousand turns and complications, which he once knew better than the inside of his own mind. Yes, and considered boring, simple monster that he was back then.
Now it was different. The old labyrinth was gone, or rather, the labyrinth was everywhere, the old world was falling apart, and only Dædalus was holding it together by sheer force of will and magical schemes. This was to be applauded, no doubt, but where had it gotten the Minotaur? Here he is out in the wilderness, and when he sleeps in the forest he is guarded by flocks of tiny birds who feast off the parasites that live in his hairy ears, paying for their dinners by taking turns staying awake and watching out for trouble: “Look, over there, a leaf moved, a branch stirred, a shadow cut across the moon.”
Most of these are false alarms. The Minotaur has asked the birds on several occasions, please, as a personal favor to me, apply to your perceptions of danger a degree of discrimination so that I can get a little sleep without having to jump to my feet twenty times a night in response to your premature reports of suspicious shadows that turn out to be owls, strange noises that turn out to be mice. The tiny birds argue back in their twittering language, with much indignant fluttering of iridescent wings: “Isn’t it enough that we spend our nights in your service listening and watching for danger? We are your early warning system, O Minotaur, indiscriminate but acute, but that’s not enough for you; you want us, poor brainless feathered things though we are, to attempt the logical computations of analysis, not only to detect but to interpret, to decide not only what noise or sight should alert you, but which should not. You are unreasonable, O Minotaur, and unkind, and perhaps you’d like it better if we went away to visit our relatives the humming birds, leaving you to figure out what every little sound means in the darkness of the night by yourself since you’re so smart.”
The Minotaur apologizes, even a poor warning system is better than none, excuse me, I was asking too much, the Minotaur’s got enough trouble without making new enemies or losing old friends, “I’m sorry, stay with me, please.” Although he knows the tiny birds wouldn’t leave him anyhow, these humming birds they speak of, who has ever seen them? But he goes through the formalities of asking them to stay, just carry on as before, and in the end they agree, grudgingly at first, then forgivingly, flying around his head like a circle of dusky motes.
Since he can’t have his old stone labyrinth back, the Minotaur feels safest in the woods, in deep forest where the trees are crowded together shoulder to shoulder and connected by dense and stringy shrubs with hooked and rattly leaves, the sort of mazelike terrain that a monster can slip through without much difficulty, but that a man, even a hero like Theseus, finds difficult and noisy going.
And the forest is filled with good things to eat. The Minotaur’s senses operate by human equivalents. Where a man might see acorns, decayed logs and rotting muskrats, the Minotaur sees olives, pizza, jugged hare. A good place, the forest, with its dappled greens and grays, the primeval colors of camouflage.
The Minotaur would cheerfully spend the rest of his life here. But that’s not to be, the forest seems infinite when you’re in it, but all too soon you come to cleared land, you see human habitations, you see thin streamers of smoke from the cooking fires and hear the sounds of children playing, and you know you’re back in it again, civilization. You even think of retracing your steps, going back into the dear sweet woods, but no, from afar comes the sound of the hunter’s horn, and the yap and squeal of the dogs, and there’s nothing for it but to go on, keep moving on, moving on.
The Minotaur was by no means without resources when he came into human-occupied territory. You might think that a bull-headed man standing seven feet tall and colored jet black with gouts of foam around his muzzle would be more than noticeable. But this is not the case. People are unobservant. And, the Minotaur has several disguises which have proven effective in the past. One of his ruses is to dress himself up as a Renault police van, painted dark blue, with policemen appliquéd on the windows. Deep in his throat the Minotaur makes the sound of a motor ticking over, the van just crawling through the streets, its tires whispering of atrocious pain and meaningless retribution. People tend to avoid him when he wears his van disguise, and even those who see through it move away and mind their own business, because the police have been known to disguise their vans as Minotaurs disguised as vans; there’s no end to their twisted subtlety, a wise man keeps his nose out of such matters.
That damned elusive Minotaur! With his predilection for flight and his talent for dissimulation you might wonder how anyone, even a hero, even a god, for that matter, could hope to overwhelm him, could dream of finding him, for example, eating a quiet dinner in an Indian restaurant. But they do, and they say, “That’s him, let’s git him, ha, ha, take that, and that, look boys, we got ourselves a Minotaur or whatever they call them critters. Otis, you and Charlie hold his knackers while Blue cuts off his head with the chain saw, and then we’re off to Ma Tatum’s for a little well earned diversion.” Unlikely, but it happens.
Not this time, though. This place looks all right, it feels safe, and the Minotaur, a beleaguered monster, knows about these things. Up ahead, in the middle of a cobblestoned street, is a nice restaurant. It would be nice to go in and have a civilized meal for a change, yes, and a glass of wine. The monster has money, or rather, traveler’s checks, good anywhere in the universe. Monsters with traveler’s checks are always welcome. In fact, the Minotaur has discovered that money is the best disguise of all. If you have enough of it, no one suspects you of being a monster; they just think you’re an eccentric foreigner.
Yes, a nice meal would pick up his spirits considerably. The Minotaur starts toward the restaurant, his hooves clicking on the cobblestones.

9. The Maze Larger than the World.

For a long time it was impossible to be sure of anything. That was because indeterminacy ruled the maze world, and nobody liked it but Dædalus. The inhabitants detested it. Dædalus, they said, you have gone too far. No good will come of this, you’re letting yourself be seduced by a mere proposition. Come, be reasonable, lay down a few hard facts, promulgate some operating instructions; at least give us some defaults. We need a little order around here. A little order is all we ask for, Dædalus; it keeps things nice, please, just for us, okay?
Dædalus wouldn’t listen. He considers his critics negligible, old-world sentimentalists in love with obsolete ideas. The old order that they dream of never was, and will not be again.
The people in the maze, despite Dædalus, despite the rule of uncertainty, have set up some rules for themselves, just to avoid the chaos, and in order that a few things could be planned.
This matter of the Minotaur, for example. Many Theseuses came through these parts looking for the fabulous beast. A regular industry had sprung up to supply all of them. You could stop at any newsstand and buy a Standard Guide to Minotauronics, with thumb index and handy chart. You could try Hermes’ adaptation of Pythagoras’ Negative Inference System. There were many other methods and all of them worked to some extent, not through their intrinsic merit but because, for reasons not yet fully understood, the maze shaped its interminable topology to the intentions of the players within it, so that, although you cannot plan to find what you are looking for, you also cannot hope to escape it.

10. The Spool of Thread.

It is not often that a spool of thread becomes a central character in a drama. But so it is. The main components of our story are Theseus, the maze, the Minotaur, Dædalus, Ariadne, and the thread, the all-important link with the outer world that Dædalus gave to Ariadne, who gave it to Theseus.
By following the twists and turns of a magical spool of thread, Theseus was able to find his way to the depths of the maze where the Minotaur slept, kill him, and find his way out again. Or so the received version of the legend has it.
Actually, this was a simplified explanation which was given out to the barbaric Dorians of the post-Atlantean civilization after Dædalus’ sophisticated technologies were lost in the holocaust that engulfed the ancient world.
The spool of thread was actually a homing device, a mechanical “hound” programmed to pursue the Minotaur through visual, audio, and olfactory modalities.
A quasi-living entity, the thread was susceptible to transformation, just like everything else in Dædalus’ maze. In its thread form it was a kind of fly-by-wire missile, whose speed could be adjusted by the thought impulses of its operator. But it was also liable to change form without warning, in response to the rigorous but little-understood laws of Magical Engineering.
So it was that as Theseus sat there, relaxing in his chair at the restaurant, and with a comfortable flirtation going on with the waitress, he heard a squeaking sound from his knapsack. Theseus opened a flap and out crept a mouse, a rather pretty mouse, on the small side but daintily proportioned, and colored chartreuse.
“Why, hello, little mouse,” Theseus said. “Have you been riding long in my knapsack?”
“Spare me the baby talk,” said the mouse. “You knew me last as a spool of thread.”
“Why have you changed into a mouse?” Theseus inquired.
“It was required by the exigencies of the situation,” the mouse replied.
“I see,” Theseus said, and asked no more, for he could tell by the reply that the mouse, like so many magical creations, was a master, or mistress, of the dialectics of evasion. But Theseus thought to himself that the mouse might be a symbolic solidification of the mouse that does the questing across the screens of computers.
“It’s time for us to go,” the mouse said.
“Right now?” Theseus asked. “It’s really quite comfortable in this restaurant, and there’s no real urgency about this quest, is there? I mean, we have forever, or at least quite a long time, in which to find each other, the Minotaur and I. How about I get you a bowl of milk and a nice bit of cheese and we plan to get started in about a week?”
“That won’t do at all,” the mouse said. “It’s not that I’m in any rush, personally. When I finish this quest, I’ll just be sent out on another. Finding a Minotaur or finding a hypotenuse is all the same to me. That’s life for a homing device. But things tend to happen rather suddenly around here, when they happen at all. The Minotaur is on the move, and unless we make a simultaneous move, I’m apt to lose his location-trace. Then you really would have forever in which to search, and perhaps a bit longer.”
“Oh, very well,” Theseus said, getting to his feet. “Landlord, my bill! You take Visa card, I suppose?”
“Oh, yes,” the landlord said. “All major credit cards are honored in the maze.”
Theseus signed and looked around for the waitress to say goodbye, but the mouse told him, “Never mind that, you’ll meet her again.”
“How can you know that?” Theseus asked.
“Because you have no luck at all,” the mouse said, snickering. “And now, my fine hero, let us be off.”
The mouse climbed into his knapsack, then popped her head out again. “My name, by the way, is Miss Mouse. But you may call me Missy.” She crept into the knapsack and made herself comfortable in a pair of his hiking socks.
Theseus left the restaurant and set off down the main road. It was a fine day. The sun — not the real sun but a substitute that Dædalus had found that looked just like the real thing, only with nicer colors — was climbing toward the zenith. Midday already! Theseus felt the first pangs of a familiar sensation. Theseus was able to identify it without difficulty: yes, Theseus was getting hungry again already. That’s the trouble with meals in imaginary restaurants: they never satisfy for long.

11. Theobombus, leading cybernetician

at the Mount Parnassus computer works, looked up, an expression of disquiet passing over his handsome, aquiline, middle-aged features like the wings of a bat trembling just above the surface of a newly discovered painting by Manet, or like the way certain sounds seem to rebound in the caverns of the ear with an appeal so insidious, and so overwhelming, that we may be glad that music does not bear a moral imperative. Yes, there could be no doubting it. He had the biggest and best array of computing equipment the world had ever seen. He had to hand it to Dædalus; he was a man who got his men what they needed. What made it all the more neat was the way Dædalus had bypassed technology, letting intuition bear the point it so often seems to tend to, despite the cryptic tergivserations from our so-called reason. Dædalus’ machines were damned good, his programs were brilliant, and the result of it all, the fruits of so much intellectual toil, the crowning achievement of what science can bring you, was the knowledge that the world had approximately ten and a half years of normaltime left to continue in, after which it would be annihilated.
A bummer, right? Nobody wants to hear they’re going to be wiped out in about a decade. Four and a half years left and still counting. Dædalus could see he was going to have a crazed electorate on his hands unless he did something.
Dædalus swung into action. He created the self-enclosed Maze of the Minotaur, the Maze larger than that which contains it, the Maze that contains the rest of the universe that observes the Maze.

It was a neat solution. As any advanced mathematician could see, Atlantean civilization couldn’t be saved in realtime, but in mazetime®, Dædalus’ own invention. Minos, the nobles of his court, his civilization, could go on forever.
The maze which Dædalus had proposed was more complicated than the civilization it was based upon. It was a universe with its own space-time, with built-in spectators and a high degree of self-consistency. It had been expensive, but well worth it.
The maze had no objective existence, of course. Not even Dædalus could arrange that. But it didn’t matter. What Minos and his court got was just as good as the real thing.
Within Dædalus’ maze, all of the legends and myths of the Hellenes could be played out. There were creation myths, the stories of the Olympian gods, the Odyssey and the Iliad, Agamemnon and Clytemnestra, Orestes and Electra, Iphigenia, just about everyone of any importance.
The people of Atlantis could sit around and watch the action on their small spherical television sets.
For people of importance, Minos’ inner circle of cronies, there were very large spherical television sets in which they could sit and watch the action from the inside.
From the inside of the very large spherical television sets, a member of the audience could even participate in the drama. This was useful when one of the main players needed a vacation.
There was no lack of dramatic material. The stories of the Greeks are interconnected and overlapped. Connections existed between all of the myth cycles. Each myth was a world of possibilities, and was connected at many points to other mythic worlds. Major myths could be rerun many times, and each time with a different outcome.
This made betting possible, which was taxed, and became one of the major sources of revenue for the upkeep of the maze.
The capitol city of Knossos, known throughout Hellas as The Big Olive, was incorporated into the maze. Due to the maze’s enhancement features, Knossos became contemporaneous with all space and time, and Minos found himself the ruler of the universe’s largest city.
Minos and his friends also got immortality out of it, an important plus.
Since the labyrinth was a plenum, entirely filled with its contents, there was no room in it for anything new.
All that could be found in the maze, theoretically at least, were variations on the formal possibilities already contained within it.
This wasn’t a very restricting condition, since the maze was so large, so complicated, so interconnected, that originality was never missed. It was replaced nicely by the seemingly fortuitous.
The only thing that irked Dædalus about the maze was that he could never meet anyone new in it. But old friends are the best friends, and this was a small price to pay, considering what he got.

12. King Minos.

King Minos lived in the new palace that Dædalus built for him within the maze. So magnificent was the result that it used up all the descriptive materials for millions of miles and thousands of years on all sides.
Unfortunately, Minos didn’t have the place all to himself as he had originally planned. When Zeus came for a visit, he decided that Minos’ place was where he’d like to stay when he was away from Olympus. He asked Minos if he could have an apartment somewhere in it, and even offered to pay rent. Minos couldn’t very well refuse.
“I may bring in a few friends from time to time,” Zeus said.
“Oh, certainly,” Minos replied. “Feel free.”
“I will,” Zeus said.
Zeus took over a suite of rooms right above the apartments where Minos lived; overlooking the Fountain of Innocents, the Forum, the Beauborg, and the sex shops of the Rue St. Denis. Zeus did his own decorating. He put in a cocktail lounge and a bowling alley. Topless nymphs served Coors beer and Slim Jim sausages to the sounds of country rock. In Minos’ estimation Zeus’ suite had no class at all.
There was even a moldy deer’s head mounted on one of the walls, overlooking the pool table. It had been a gift from Hades, who had searched through all the gift shops of hell until he found just the right thing.
Hades was Zeus’ brother. Minos didn’t like him, either. Hades was a gloomy fellow, always filled with moralistic ideas and cruel, very cruel, which is proper for a ruler of hell but not much fun in a brother.
Minos sat in his throne room. There was a low rumble of thunder overhead. Zeus had just bowled a spare. The deed was accompanied by gusts of homeric laughter. Minos sighed, gritted his teeth and walked to the window. Far below, crowds moved along the wide paved areas. There were fire eaters, mimes, clowns, magicians, orators and musicians. Minos had thought they would be amusing. Now he wished they’d all go away.
They couldn’t go away, of course. They lived in the vicinity, both the entertainers and the crowds who came to be entertained. Minos was stuck with them. And it was his own fault.

13. How Knossos was Peopled.

Soon after his palace was built, Minos had asked Dædalus to find him a population. His own had perished in the destruction of Atlantis and Minos felt that it was important to have people around, since they gave a place a certain liveliness and color. Dædalus, in a hurry as always, and with a lot of other things on his mind, had simply taken the first population that came to hand, that of 20th century Paris. Minos actually had had quite a different population in mind. He’d thought that it might be nice to have Andean Indians, or Balinese, or possibly Eskimos. But he’d never gotten around to mentioning it, and he didn’t want to ask Dædalus to take the Parisians back since the Master Builder had gone to quite a lot of trouble to get them.
The loss of the population of Paris did not pass unnoticed on 20th century Earth, and was especially remarked upon in France. The new French government had to act quickly. A statement was issued declaring that the Parisians had been carried off by an anomaly, and the event could confidently be expected never to happen again, such being the nature of anomalies. This satisfied everyone except for the lunatic fringe addicted to conspiracy theories. Paris was quickly repopulated. People were imported from other parts of France, and from Africa, the Caribbean and southeast Asia. Soon it was business again as usual.
As for the kidnapped Parisians in Knossos, they adjusted to their new situation without undue hardship. For one thing, Knossos looked just like Paris, except for the Assyrian tourists whom most people mistook for Americans. For another, Minos granted all the inhabitants free vacations in luxury hotels in the nearby Hanging Gardens of Babylon, thus proving the superiority of enlightened monarchy to any form of socialism.

14. In the Maze of Juxtapositions.

Life is crazy in Dædalus’ maze. Theseus found himself standing on a dusty white country road under the shade of a solitary olive tree. To his left there was a range of low mountains. He studied them for a while, aware that there was something unusual about them.
Then he realized what it was: the mountains were moving slowly toward him. Or he was moving slowly toward them. Or both the mountains and he were moving toward each other.
The olive tree started edging away from both him and the avalanching hill.
Then a nearby hill went into motion and began bearing down on him. He studied it and considered taking evasive action. But where can you go when a hill is chasing you? It’s like a landslide of elephants and there’s nowhere to run. So Theseus stood his ground. Heroics are cheap when you’re dead anyway. Still, what can you do?
He was more than a little surprised when the hill collected itself like a great ocean wave and flowed beneath him instead of pouring over him and grinding his flesh and bones to gravel. He was able to surfboard over it on his sneakered feet, wearing the soles of those sneakers down to an eighth of an inch by friction due to the abrading they took from rocks, gravels, sand, sea shells, fossils, old cigarette butts, and all the other matters of which a hill is composed. He was grateful to be shod at all when he stepped off the now-spent hill.
Theseus realized at once that he was in one of Dædalus’ experimental areas. The maze, at this point in space and time, could be likened to a series of mobile walkways, as at an airport. Mountains, trees, lakes, and Theseus himself, were all mounted on movable surfaces, which approached, retreated and circled around each other, flowed into and around each other, approached and retreated in accordance with laws which Dædalus had invented but not elucidated, following the ancient dictum that mysteries give an air of pleasurable profundity, whereas explanations always smack of the banal.
Nothing in this collage of moving surfaces ever collided. Interaction was suspended; only passing juxtapositions were possible. It was magical and delicious, this section of the maze of juxtapositions. Theseus loved the way things suddenly appeared, moved toward him for a while, then went away. A whole castle passed in this manner, and the people on the battlements waved, like tourists anywhere. Then, without warning, he was in a bog.
It was dark in the bog, in a twilight sort of way, and twisting shadows interlaced the long diagonal lines of the tree trunks. There was a hush broken only by the whirring of distant wings. The waters seemed to rise as color bleached out of the evening sky, and it was for a while a white world with a few smudged lines here and there like one of those artful Japanese sketches that some feel are too clever by half. And then the long desolate call of a sea-bird — distant wings against the sky, and the whirr of mosquitoes.
The bog was old, very old. Lying in it now, in mud-blocked sea-caves far below the surface, congeries of blind skeletons sat in long aisle seats, their delicate tendrils that once were hands applauding soundlessly the sight they could see. Above all, the bog was a motivator of elevated language, bog talk, as it was called, a sort of heightened form of discourse that well set the mood for the next thing that was about to happen.
With a pull like suction gone berserk, Theseus broke his way through the clinging clay fingers of the mud bank and scrambled up to safe ground. He breathed a sigh of relief. Just then the construct began to collapse due to shoddy constructionmanship. And Theseus found himself walking on a road rather than riding on it, and that the mountains had stopped moving.
The road ended. Theseus walked through a thicket of thorny plants, not paying too much attention to his surroundings. But he was alert enough to spring back when something long and thin and bluish-gray reached out to grasp him.

15. Sorrows of the Minotaur.

Like so many of us, the Minotaur has a greater reputation for monstrousness than he deserves.
The Minotaur doesn’t feel particularly monstrous. It’s no fault of his that he has an unusual physical appearance. He’s no killer, except in self-defense, as in the case of this crazy person Theseus who keeps on coming after him with intent to do grievous bodily harm.
The Minotaur would be perfectly willing to shake hands and forget the whole thing, if that could be arranged.
He’s made his offers, his overtures, but they have been ignored. Apparently there’s nothing he can do but keep on running around Dædalus’ silly maze until he can arrange an ambush, catch Theseus unawares, do for him once and for all, or make him listen to reason.
None of the variations of his legend favor this outcome.
The Minotaur finds this discouraging. But, as a creature with Buddhistic leanings, he knows that no situation is entirely unworkable.
The Minotaur finds it all the more ridiculous having to go on with this monster thing, having to work through his Minotaurish situation, since, in his heart of hearts, he doesn’t really consider himself a Minotaur at all. The Minotaur is convinced that, despite outward appearances, he is actually a unicorn.
The reason he thinks this is because, from as far back as he can remember, the Minotaur has had this desire to lay his head in the lap of a virgin.
The Minotaur has the body of a minotaur and the soul of a unicorn.
So far he has kept the secret of his true nature to himself. He hasn’t even told Theseus, who is his closest friend, circumstances being what they are. He hasn’t told anyone, not that people would think badly of him if they did know. People who work in the maze are show business people, after all, modern and tolerant, well known for their liberal views. It’s the Minotaur himself who is old-fashioned. Well, not exactly old-fashioned, but very much a private person, or monster. He doesn’t want everyone knowing his sexual preferences, discussing them at the parties the Minotaur knows they have, from which they exclude him.
He’s finicky, and this is very typical of unicorns, who are shy, proud creatures, not at all like Minotaurs, who tend to be hairy-chested monsters who go about their work of sex and violence and don’t give a damn who knows about it.
To lay his head in the lap of a virgin — that would be very heaven! But the Minotaur never seems to meet any live virgins, only dead ones, through no fault of his own, and anyhow, even if he could meet live virgins, he wouldn’t be interested because he’s in love with Ariadne; she’s the only one he wants, unicorns are not promiscuous and he’s certain he’s a unicorn.
It is true that Ariadne is probably not a virgin. Or so the Minotaur assumes. Not that he’s ever asked. But after all, she did marry Theseus, a move that carries strong sexual implications.
But despite her marriage to Theseus, despite the fact that she lives now with Dionysus, Ariadne has a definite virginal air about her, something unicorns have a very strong sense about. Unicorns know the truth about these matters in their infallible virgin-detecting hearts.
It’s entirely possible that Theseus and Ariadne never consummated their union. For whatever reason. And that could be the real reason why Theseus has abandoned her on Naxos. Because Theseus, a Hellenic jock, a Greek macho, would never stand for his lady not putting out. Heroes don’t stand for that sort of thing. Failure to come across would give Theseus ample grounds for abandoning the lady. And Theseus would be unlikely to talk about it afterwards, because it would reflect badly on his all-important manhood.
The Minotaur knows how unlikely all of this is. Still, so what? Maybe she’s not virgin enough for other people, but she’s plenty virgin for him. What he wants more than anything else in the world is to get together with her under intimate circumstances and lay his head in her lap.
He has pictured this to himself many times. He even plans, when he has time, to have one horn cut off to facilitate matters, and to prevent gouging her soft thigh. He hasn’t entirely decided which horn to sacrifice, but he’ll decide that when he finds a good surgeon, Asclepius by preference, the king of the sawbones, and charging fees in accordance with his reputation, wandering around somewhere in the maze with his little black bag.
The Minotaur will find Asclepius and arrange for the operation, a monohornectomy, a straightforward procedure, one of the simplest of the sex-change operations.
Then the Minotaur plans to do something about his passion. He will kidnap Ariadne, tuck her under one foreleg and gallop away snorting; it’s the only way of bringing it off, no time for persuasion, not until later. After he has taken her to a safe place, he’ll set her free, or almost free, as free as he dares, for he can’t have her running away from him before they have a chance to talk. He won’t hold her against her will no matter what she decides. But at least he will have had a chance to state his case and to tell Ariadne what he really wants — to provide for her every need and sleep with his head in her lap every night. You can never tell, she might go for it.

16. Although Minos is king, Dædalus

is the greatest man in Atlantean Crete, the wealthiest in the ancient world after Midas, the most respected, the one on terms of mutual respect with the gods themselves.
This is very gratifying, of course, but Dædalus is not entirely satisfied with his situation.
Granted, his maze is the greatest creation known to men or gods. But he did build it quite a while ago. What has he done recently? This question bothers him.
And Dædalus has to spend a great deal of his time doing upkeep and general repair work on the maze, and filling in the blank sections. And something is always breaking down. This irritates him because the thing ought to work perfectly. It is apparent that the maze lacks something, and Dædalus knows what it is.
His maze lacks a unified field theory.
Dædalus didn’t bother to formulate one at the beginning, because he was busy with other matters. Now the maze is working more or less as it was supposed to, but parts of it keep on breaking down for no discernable reason, and there’s always the danger of a really fatal Anomaly, and all for lack of a unified field theory.
Dædalus hasn’t told Minos about this. The king wouldn’t understand, because laymen never really grasp these matters. Minos would just get nervous and ask if the whole thing was going to go smash. And Dædalus couldn’t even answer that apparently simple question without the damned missing unified field theory.
He works on it in the time he can spare from upkeep and maintenance. He’s got a team of scientists working on it, too, the best men available, selected from everywhere and everywhen. Some of them don’t believe he’ll ever find what he’s looking for. They cite Gödel and smile knowingly.
Dædalus has dedicated his life to the proposition that everything is quantifiable. He’s been able to build a maze more complicated than the world upon which it is based, an achievement that will go down in universal history. He’s doing all right by any standard, but he’s not really happy.
It bothers Dædalus that there’s no novelty possible in his maze. Unexpected things do occur rather frequently, but they’re unexpected only because he lacks a unified field theory by which to predict them.
Sometimes Dædalus would just like to chuck the whole thing, go somewhere else, do something else.
The trouble is, he can’t figure out where to go and what else to do.
That’s the situation you get into when you’re master of a maze which incorporates everything except a unified field theory by which it can explain itself.
Dædalus is working on it.

17. The Hornectomy.

The Minotaur has decided to take the big step and get the hornectomy that will transform him from a Minotaur into a unicorn. He will go to Asclepius, the master surgeon of the maze, and have one horn surgically removed. The remaining horn will be off center, but he will still be able to pass himself off as an Asymmetrical or Lopsided Unicorn.
But there’s a difficulty. The Minotaur doesn’t have the sizable fee that Asclepius charges for cosmetic surgery. Where will he get the money? None of his friends have any. And there are no jobs in the maze, only roles, which pay only in non-negotiable units of fame or in the small change of notoriety.

18. The Midas Touch.

Most of the money that exists in the maze tends to accumulate around a few individuals who need it for archetypal reasons. King Midas, for example, is extremely wealthy, since he can produce his own gold objects. But there’s nothing frivolous about Midas; he is aware of his importance as a symbol of eternally unsatisfied greed and he takes his work seriously.
It is well known that Midas possessed the ability to turn anything into gold by his touch alone. But this was not an instantaneous process as the old legends would have you believe. Small pebbles, twigs, acorns, could be held in the hand or under the armpit and transformed overnight. They provided Midas with plenty of small change and an endless supply of knickknacks useful for birthday presents and bar mitzvahs. Larger objects took months, sometimes years, of Midas’ unique and unremitting tactility, his crysomatic touch. It was a great gift, but Midas had to spend almost all his time holding onto or leaning against the objects he wanted to aurefy, and this was boring, even though he could read or watch television at the same time.
Midas did make loans from time to time. Although he hated to decrease his treasure trove, even temporarily, he was unable, by virtue of his archetypal drive, to forgo any opportunity to increase it. That is how he came to be known as the Loan Shark of the Gods, and was recognized, even in his own lifetime, as the embodiment of the profit motive.
One small bonus that Midas gets from his knack: he is able to have all the fillings in his teeth made of wax. Within a day or so they turn into gold of their own accord. It is not a really large economy, but every bit helps when you’re trying to compile a really impressive treasure horde.
Some people ask why money is needed in the maze at all, since the necessities of life and adventure are supplied free. This is a naive question. You might as well ask why love is needed in the maze, or fame. Money, love, and fame are alike in their ability to provide pleasure on a low level, and motivation for great deeds on a high level.
Midas was a son of the Great Goddess of Ida by one of those anonymous satyrs who spring up all over the ancient world. A lot of stories have sprung up around Midas. The fact is, he managed the gold thing very nicely.

19. The Profit Motive.

Dædalus had never considered the profit motive when he set up the maze as the world’s first welfare state. He thought it wasn’t important. He provided everyone with food, shelter, clothing, weapons, everything you’d need to conduct your life and kill your enemies. He thought that would be enough. More than enough, in fact. He saw no need for commerce. Shopping bored him. The pleasures of consumption were beyond his understanding. He had built his maze back in the old days before commerce first became respectable, then habitual, and finally, indispensable.
Back when Dædalus was a boy, if someone wanted a fur coat they went out into the woods and shot one, rather than the more humane modem method of going to a store and buying one.
But times change, and since the maze is contemporaneous with all space and time, it is susceptible to new ideas. Buying things began as a novelty, but soon replaced making things as the standard way of getting a hold of things.
There’s no stopping an idea whose time has come.
Dædalus passed a law forbidding most categories of buying and selling, but this was about as effective as a proclamation against measles.
People acquired money by selling to Midas and other middlemen who were legally entitled, demanded of, in fact, by archetypal force, to acquire the statues, golden cups, ivory combs, amber amulets, embroidered tapestries, and so forth, with which the maze was furnished. Midas paid for them in gold and silver coins and resold them at a great profit to museums and private collectors in the 20th century.
It wasn’t perfect but at least it provided everyone with a source of income.
Soon everyone had money. But for a long time there was nothing to buy with it. Back then there were no bookstores, no movies, no boutiques or supermarkets. Of more concern, there was no entertainment.
Dædalus had tried to do something about the entertainment gap. He provided classical dramas in open-air theaters. They were free for everyone and about as interesting as government sponsored art usually is.
The people of Dædalus’ maze weren’t content with classical stuff. It was Dædalus’ fault. He had provided everyone with spherical television sets so that they could communicate with each other electronically, instantaneously and at no cost, since, Dædalus proclaimed, it was the duty of the state to provide freedom of communication. Fine, said the Maze dwellers, how soon can we get cable? How soon can we tune in on the past and the future, which you say is all around us?
In vain Dædalus preached the old-fashioned pleasures, everyone gathering around the lyre on a Friday night singing the old songs. No use, pirate cable stations sprang up and set themselves to recording and presenting segments of the future which Dædalus had tried to forbid to his people, arguing that such knowledge was Anomalous and sure to bring on Catastrophe. And he decreed stem penalties for those caught sullying the philosophical purity of the maze with commercialism.
And of course it did no good at all. Dædalus was active in policing his maze, but he couldn’t be everywhere at the same time. Clandestine enterprises sprang up here and there, usually run by furtive men with black mustaches selling from the backs of station wagons which of course shouldn’t be in ancient Greece at all, brought there god knows how by the quick-witted exploiters of official government secrets, like Prometheus stealing fire from heaven. These unlicensed and illegal enterprises could be moved quickly if Dædalus was reported in the vicinity.
Prediction of where Dædalus would turn up next became an important industry in itself, a meta-industry, since the survival of all other commercial pursuits was ultimately based upon it. Predicting the times and locations of Dædalus became a career in itself, Dædalology, the science of knowing at all times where Dædulus was. There were quite a few systems of prognostication, most of them based upon data bases of the Master Builder’s previous visits and, of course, Dædalus’ psychological profile. But no heuristic could be established, it was all haphazard, unscientific, unreliable, and the resultant anxiety had potentially serious social consequences, especially since, given the unsettled conditions and the uncertainty of land tenure due to Dædalus’ wiping out of industry wherever he found it, mankind could not take the next great step forward and build shopping malls.
The great breakthrough came when Pythagoras published his Locative Proposition, stating that, whereas it was impossible to predict where Dædalus was likely to show up next, due to the general condition of commercial indeterminacy, one could predict with a high degree of correlation where he was least likely to appear, and for how long.
The equations of Pythagoras’ method of Negative Inference are very elegant, but we cannot go into them now. Suffice it to say that this powerful reasoning tool enabled men to build shopping malls at last, thus ending the Age of Commercial Furtiveness.

20. The Attack of the Self Pity Plant.

“Ah, no you don’t!” Theseus cried, for he had recognized just in time the telltale trefoil leaves marked with dark spatulate blotches that characterized the Flowering Mood Dump, popularly known as the Self Pity Plant, a small, squat ambulatory shrub with a talent for indiscernability.
The self pity plant grasps passersby with its hooked leaf-ends, implanting tendrils of self-deprecating irony into the victim. This preliminary stage frequently goes unnoticed. The poison goes to work at once in the bloodstream, where it creeps along the artery walls holding as it were a cloak in front of its face and trying to pass as a member of the family. In this way it deceives the antibodies, who go on playing cards as if nothing had happened.
Reaching the central nervous system, the poison begins propagating dolons, tiny herring-shaped creatures that generate the enzyme of metaphysical doubt. Once it has reached this stage, you’ve got a pounding headache and you can consider your day is shot.
Although not usually fatal, the poison of the self pity bush has been known, in some cases, to infect people with the belief that they are Søren Kierkegaard.
Theseus had avoided the bush’s first mad rush, but he was by no means safe. The plant had him backed up against a sheer granite cliff which seemed to ascend endlessly into the azure of the uncaring sky. There were shallow steps cut into the granite, and Theseus hastily began to climb, the plant in pursuit.
He managed to gain a few steps on the plant, but was brought to a stop when he encountered a three car garage blocking his path. The Flowering Mood Dump moved toward him with its strange cry, “Look, did I choose this situation?” It was a cry that has been known to unnerve even strong men, sending into fibrillation the delicate organ whereby humans monitor whining.
It looked like the end for Theseus’ good mood. But then suddenly there appeared, just to his right, a small vehicle which rested upon a monorail which plunged downward through a steepening catenary of fear into a mysterious place that lay beneath impenetrable cloud cover. He wondered, was it a good bet to take this way? But it was too late to think about all that, even had there been time.
Theseus got into the vehicle and released the brake, which was the old-fashioned kind with a geared toe-in device to prevent accidental overruns. As it plunged into the previously described landscape, Theseus wondered, characteristically, if he had really made the right decision.
The Flowering Mood Dump was momentarily baffled. But then, with a resolution quite unexpected in so sketchy a creation, it leaped onto the back of a passing skateboarder, wrapped its short nuzzling limbs around his neck, hypnotized him, and sent him off in pursuit of Theseus.
Looking back, Theseus saw that the paths of the skateboarder and the monorail would converge at a point well short of infinity. It was coming right up, in fact. He would have to do something quickly, for the enraged plant was now capable of inflicting him with the most annoying and virulent form of critical self-analysis.
Theseus reached into his knapsack hoping to find something useful. He discarded a shoehorn as inapropos, set aside a pass to Dreamland for two as premature, and pulled out the homing device.
“Do something, please,” Theseus said.
The homing device looked at him with irritation. It had its own problems.
It had crept into Theseus’ pack because it had thought that was a cute thing to do, and it had its scholarly interests as well. But it found that Theseus had failed to provide it with mouse food, or any food at all, since heroes are well known as poor providers; for others, that is, since they usually do all right for themselves.
So the mouse was in a delicate situation. It had to eat immediately, or turn into an upright piano. It was ridiculous, but those were the rules.
One last desperate resource remained. The mouse took out the single Speedo capsule he always kept taped to his left armpit, and ingested it in the usual way. The drug, potent albeit proscribed, came on at once. Waves of power broke over the mouse. He rode the psychic shock wave to its peak, then changed himself into a cat.
Artificially boosted by the Speedo, the cat he was was able to catch the mouse he had been and devour it and thus save himself from upright pianoization before anyone had a chance to make a rule that it couldn’t be done.
“Your problem is clear enough,” the cat said. “But it has nothing to do with me. I’m along to help you find the Minotaur, nobody said anything about self pity plants. Theseus, I suggest that you apply to the gamemaster or whoever’s in charge around here.”
“No time for that,” Theseus said, as the roller coaster car approached the end of the track where the self pity plant waited, having previously infected the hapless skateboarder with a rare form of Manichæism, then discarded him like the useless hulk he had become.
There was no gainsaying the inherent nastiness of the spot. But Theseus’ cool did not desert him. Even in this extremity he was able to notice the small deviant aperture that had opened to one side of the track. Unhesitatingly he threw himself over the side of the car and plunged into the aperture.
There was an indescribable moment of transition. Then Theseus found himself in the center of a large sticky net made of some tarry black substance. It was a spider’s web, but a very large one, the sort you used to encounter in old movies, and Theseus was stuck fast. Now he noticed the self pity plant nearby, wearing its spider’s hat, and creeping rapidly across the integuments of the web toward the hapless hero.
“How come he gets to run along the web and I can’t move a finger?” Theseus asked the homing device cat.
“I think it has something to do with Ohm’s Law,” the homing device said. “Try not to get any of that sticky stuff on me.” Catlike, it had climbed onto Theseus’ chest.
The self pity plant, smiling in an unpleasant manner, spider hat cocked rakishly over one eye, continued to advance.
“What do I do now?” Theseus asked — a rhetorical question for which Dædalus, in his wisdom had provided an answer; or at least the possibility of an answer. For there appeared in the air above Theseus, in the midst of a rosy glow of magical shimmerings, the figure of a beautiful young woman clad in the finest descriptive materials.
“Ariadne!” Theseus cried.
“You have been very careless,” Ariadne said, “and I ought to leave you to your fate, especially after the way you’re going to leave me on Naxos without even a valid credit card.”
Theseus was momentarily taken aback, then remembered that in the Maze, chronology was merely a suggestion, like a stoplight to a Roman, certainly not a directive, and so you were liable to encounter the results of your future misdeeds before you had the pleasure of performing them.
“But if I don’t rescue you,” Ariadne said, “I stand to lose a torrid love scene with Dionysus later. So here is what you need, Theseus.”
She put into his fingers a small flask of a glassine substance, which Theseus immediately recognized as of Olympian manufacture, the veritable Soma, colored green and with runes inscribed on its sides.
“It is the Soma!” Theseus cried, recognizing the runic label, “the blessed Soma of the gods, without which a man, even a hero, can’t expect to do much except fall prey to a self pity plant while his homing device sits on his chest trying to keep its paws clean.”
Prying out the wax stopper with a small tool he always kept handy for this purpose, and which was the ancient world’s equivalent of the Swiss Army knife, Theseus drained the flask to the dregs, and then chewed and swallowed them, too.
And there it was, the power! A harsh laugh of exultation rose in his throat, but he choked it back as the homing device cat said to him in a testy voice, “Oh get on with it, do please get on with it!”
By the power conferred on him by the Soma of the gods, Theseus made an effort of will more intense than any recorded since the beginning of the universe. Through sheer crazed stubbornness of the human kind he forced a Chinese restaurant into existence.
It wavered uncertainly for a moment, its red and orange pagoda superimposed ghostily upon the spider web and the advancing self pity plant in its black spider hat. Then the catastrophe occurred, the new thing happened, and the self pity plant, the spider web, the discarded skateboarder, and the spider hat all vanished back into the misty realm of the unrealized, the unrationalized, the unactualized.
Theseus approached the restaurant cautiously, because creations of this kind are apt to vanish suddenly, leaving you with a sore throat and a feeling of having slept in the wrong bed.
This Chinese restaurant passed the test of banality, however, by being there when he walked through the door and was shown a table by an impassive Chinese waiter.
Theseus ordered an assortment of dim sum. “Oh, and a bowl of soup for my homing device,” he added, in response to a small sharp claw digging into his shoulder.

21. Minotaur & Midas.

The Minotaur came to see Midas, hoping to get a loan to finance his hornectomy. Midas’ palace was splendid. The Minotaur passed through landscaped lawns and artificial lakes, past heroic sculptures, belvederes, ruined abbeys, and arrived at the main building. A uniformed major domo led him inside, down endless corridors, dimly lit and hung with indifferent oil paintings of classical subjects, through leaf-choked interior courtyards, to an audience chamber deep in the building’s interior.
Midas, the richest man in antiquity, was a small plump monarch with a gray goatee. He was seated at a long table covered with parchment scrolls and wax tablets. He had a typewriter capable of cutting cuneiform strokes into clay tablets. A ticker tape machine chattered in one comer. Beside it was a computer terminal. Despite his love of tradition, Midas found it impossible to get along without these things.
King Midas was a good host. He offered the Minotaur a plate of straw ice cream, and then, a thoughtful specialty, a bowl of lightly poached maiden’s hearts with bread sauce on the side.
He listens to the Minotaur’s request and begins shaking his head almost at once. The Minotaur has come at a bad time, the money market is down, interest rates are up, or perhaps it’s the other way around, in any case, money is tight and loans to individuals are out of the question at the moment. Midas regrets this, he would like to accommodate the Minotaur. The king is a great respecter of mythology and is aware of the Minotaur’s contributions to the Hellenic scheme of things, his secure place in the history of the fabulous. Midas’ very deep respect for the Minotaur and what he stands for made it all the more painful for him to have to refuse him, for he would really have liked to grant this loan, and would do so at once if it were only up to him — he is notorious for his soft heart — but he was accountable to his board of directors, who kept him on a tight rein; he has no discretion in these matters, alas.
Midas went on at such length about the galling restrictions that hemmed him in and restricted his ability to grant loans that he passionately desires to make that the Minotaur began to feel quite sorry for him, poor wretched king with all his fabulous treasures, with his golden touch and his triple A credit rating, unable to assist the causes closest to his heart.
The Minotaur said that he understood, and began to make a respectful exit. At the door Midas called him back, asking, Oh, by the way, what did he want the loan for?
The Minotaur explained about the homectomy that will change him into a unicorn. Midas was thoughtful for a moment, then he made a telephone call, whispering in a Phrygian dialect which the Minotaur could not understand even if he could make out the words. Midas put down the telephone and beckoned the Minotaur to take a seat again.
“My dear fellow, you should have told me about this operation in the first place. I had no idea. I assumed you wanted the money for something frivolous, like so many of our heroes and monsters do. But this homectomy, that’s business of a mythical nature, and that’s just what we’re trying to encourage. I mean, after all, mythology, it’s what Dædalus’ maze is all about, isn’t it? What did you plan to do, by the way, with the excised horn?”
“I hadn’t really thought about it,” the Minotaur said. “Keep it on the mantel as a souvenir, I suppose.”
“Then you wouldn’t mind parting with it, once it has parted with you, so to speak?”
“I don’t suppose so,” the Minotaur said. “But I don’t see —”
“I can arrange the loan,” Midas said.
“But what about the money market? What about the interest rate? What about your board of directors?”
“Leave all that to me,” Midas said. “All I need is for you to sign over that horn to me as collateral.”
“My horn?” the Minotaur asked, raising a hoof protectively to his forehead.
“Not that it’s worth much,” Midas assured him, “but it does give me something to show to the Banking Triumvirate.”
The Minotaur had no plans for the horn after its removal. Nevertheless, he felt a bit strange about giving it to someone else.
“No objections, then?” Midas asked. The Minotaur nodded reluctantly. “Good, I have a standard loan application form right here. I’ll just fill in the details for you.”
Midas takes a parchment, selects a stylus, scribbles.
“I don’t suppose you know yet which horn you’re going to have removed? Well, no matter, we’ll just write in, ‘one Minotaur horn, either dexter or sinister, to be delivered no later than —” He glances at his calendar watch. “Let’s say, three days after the operation.”
“I suppose that will be all right,” the Minotaur says. “But you know how it is in the maze, it’s impossible to say how long it will take to get from one place to another.”
This was, in fact, one of the complaints the inhabitants of the maze expressed most often. Even a simple journey across town could take forever. If you had to go on a trip, it was a good idea to take your passport, all your money, a paperback book and a change of socks and underwear.
“I don’t even know where to find Asclepius,” the Minotaur said.
“I’ve already checked that out,” Midas said. “Asclepius is presently in Jackson Memorial Hospital in Miami, performing a nose job and face lift on Hera.”
“Miami? Where’s that? Somewhere near Mallorca?”
“Only spiritually,” Midas said with a snicker. “Never mind where it is. I can arrange for you to get there. As for getting back, that’s a little more tricky, but we’ll manage.”
He looked through one of his desk drawers, found a card, gave it to the Minotaur.
“This is an Instantaneous Transfer Card, quite valuable in its own right. Play it after the operation and it will bring you back here by the quickest possible means. And here is a voucher to give to Asclepius, guaranteeing his fee for the operation.”
He gave the card and the voucher to the Minotaur. The Minotaur signed his name at the bottom of the parchment.
“That’s it,” Midas said. “Good luck to you, my dear fellow. Oh, I almost forgot. One last formality.”
He searched through his desk drawer again, found a plain gold ring, and, before the Minotaur knew what was happening, clipped it into the Minotaur’s nose.
“What are you doing?” the Minotaur asked, startled.
“Nothing to get upset about,” Midas said. “It’s just a standard insurance device required by the underwriters. We remove it as soon as you deliver the horn. Don’t try to remove it yourself — it’s fitted with an explosive device to prevent unauthorized tampering. It looks quite nice on you, actually. Goodbye, Minotaur, and good luck. See you very soon.”
“But when do I get the operation”
“Oh, I think the Alien Observer can tell you that better than a novice in temporal travel like myself.”
“What Alien Observer? What are you talking about”
But Midas would say no more. He had spent enough time with the Minotaur; now there were other things to be done, profits to be made, objects to be turned into gold. Midas hated to be away from work long, his real work, turning objects into gold. Already his armpits had that itch they get when they’ve gone too long without some object clutched under them, like a small ink bottle or paperweight, to aurefy by their contiguity.
They shook hands. The Minotaur left. He was annoyed; he felt that Midas had acted in a high-handed manner. But never mind, now he could have his operation, that was the important thing. And it was nice, too, that he would finally have a chance to visit that part of the maze called Miami.

22. Dædalus Dispenses with Causality.

There was consternation when it was learned that Dædalus had decided to dispense with causality in his maze. People usually let the Master Builder have his own way in these matters, but this seemed to call for some explanation. A special meeting of the Mayor’s Maze Committee was convened, and Dædalus was called upon to explain why he had taken this unprecedented step.
“Gentlemen, let us face facts,” Dædalus said. “As you know, we have designed our maze as a pure entertainment object, untainted by the faintest tinge of moral uplift and incorporating no socially redeeming material whatsoever.”
“And quite properly, too,” muttered the Committeemen, doctrinaire æsthetes of an unbending nature, like most of the Mayor’s appointees.
“Nevertheless, despite all our efforts, it has come to our attention that the taint of significance has infected some parts of our maze, clouding the crystalline meaningless of our structure like a fungus growth of elucidation. It is because of that, gentlemen, that I have canceled the causality in the maze.”
“I fail to see the connection,” said a member of the committee.
“I had thought it obvious. Moral purpose attaches itself to objects by way of causality. By dispensing with causality I defeat the purposes of morality, which are to set standards by which men follow predetermined rules, or fail to follow them, and so judge themselves harshly. It is this circumstance which we are trying to avoid at all costs. Our project, gentlemen, is no less than the conquest of guilt itself.”
This bold statement of purpose was greeted by cheers from the committee, all except for one old gentleman with forked white whiskers, who said, “But it’s, all a lot of fuss over nothing, is it not? Canceling causality just to avoid guilt seems to me an unnecessarily heroic measure. Why don’t people just constumpterize away their guilt like I do?”
Dædalus said, “I must remind you that most people lack the constumpter gland which is given only to creatures of fiction.”
“True, true,” said the old gentleman.
“Remember that we are trying to provide the human race with happiness, something which has been in short supply during its short and miserable history.”
“If I am not mistaken,” another committeeman said, “you hold the view, Dædalus, that mankind does not have to be goaded into upward evolution by the continual pain of war, famine, social inequity, and every sort of cruelty including the final result of self-judgment and self-doubt. That’s quite a radical view. Aren’t you afraid their natural laziness will prevail and they’ll grow tails again and take to the trees?”
“It wouldn’t matter,” Dædalus said. “Who are we to judge the goal or even the direction of evolution? From the standpoint we’re considering there’s no difference between eating a banana and inventing Gödel’s Proof.”
“That’s somewhat distressing,” said Gödel’s representative, who was present as an observer.
Dædalus shrugged. “That’s the way the cosmic cookie crumbles. We can no longer permit a discredited morality to penalize all self-defined deviations of the moral maze with karma, the internalized consequences of action, the automatic payoff of causality.”
“Hmm, yes, go on,” said a tall, handsome man, the author’s representative, hastily scribbling notes.
“By canceling the cause and effect mechanism,” Dædalus went on, “we remove the payoff factor from decision-making, and thus render karma bankrupt, permitting the maze-runners of the future to pursue their courses free of interior moral consequence.”
“Letting people get away with murder, you mean,” said the forkbearded committeeman.
“Then as now,” Dædalus said. “Murder, to take your example, will have no necessary karmic consequence. By dispensing with karma, we merely put things onto their true basis. The actual consequence of murder may be something quite different from what we imagine: the flowering of a bed of violets, for example. There will be no hard connections in our maze, no necessary consequences, only juxtapositions, arrived at by hazard or by plan, it makes no difference. All of them will be invested with a purely situational meaning, and will carry no greater burden than that. In our maze, gentlemen, any anything can be any other anything any time it pleases, and this, I submit, is the only freedom worthy of the name.”
There was a hearty round of applause at the conclusion of these words, and several cries of “Onward with the non-karmic universe!” The committeemen gathered around Dædalus, eager to grant him sexual favors of an exquisite nature, or their equivalent in whatever value-system Dædalus favored. But the Master Builder declined all offers with thanks. “Just doing my job, ma’am.”

23. The Chinese Waiter— Theseus & Minotaur.

“I’m looking for the Minotaur,” Theseus said.
“Ah,” said the smiling Chinese waiter, setting in front of him a plate of gingered crab with spring onions and black bean sauce, a dish usually available only at the Parthenon Palace Chinese restaurant on Green Goddess Street in downtown Knossos. “You rook for Nimotoor?”
“Minotaur,” Theseus said, taking care with his enunciation.
“Enunciation,” the Chinese waiter said.
“You’re supposed to read my lips,” Theseus said, “not my mind. Minotaur. Short horns, cowhide coloring, a sort of wonky expression around the muzzle, typical Minotaur look.”
The Chinese waiter’s face took on that look of intense expressionlessness that so often betrays inner perturbation. “Maybe you come back room talk with wise man, okay?”
Theseus followed the waiter through the glass-beaded curtains that separated the front of the restaurant from the back, down a corrugated yellow corridor where a toothless oriental man sat carving shrimps into gargoyles to decorate the lobster castle of some local dignitary. He went past the kitchen area where skylarking scullery boys dropped sizzling slices into potbellied tureens, past the provisions room where three Chinese chefs played fan tan with sow belly futures, and came at last to a small apartment upholstered in red velvet and hung with tiffany lamps.
“I keep you crab warm,” the Chinese waiter said softly, and exited.
Theseus could not help but notice that there was another person in the room, a young man who looked strangely familiar.
“Hi, Dad,” the young man said.
“Jason!” Theseus cried. For it was no other than the famous Jason of the Golden Fleece, Theseus’ son, a relationship mentioned in no other Greek myth and revealed here for the first time.
“What are you doing in this part of the maze?” Theseus asked. “I thought you were supposed to be getting the Golden Fleece.”
“I just haven’t gotten around to it yet,” Jason said. “And anyhow, there’s plenty of fleecing to be done right here.”
“You live here?” Theseus asked.
“I have a suite of rooms. Mr. Subtlety, the owner, gave them to me when he employed me.”
“Not as a cook, I hope.”
Jason looked pained. His father’s criticism of his cooking, and especially of his sweet-sour sauces, had been one of the recurring traumas of his childhood.
“As a matter of fact,” he said, “Mr. Subtlety hired me as resident hero.”
“What does he need a hero for?”
“Protection. He’s been serving hoisin sauce without a permit. He’s afraid Zeus will leam about it and send Ares here to close him down.”
“Would Ares do that?”
“Of course not. Ares is the god of war, not foreclosures. But try to tell Mr. Subtlety that. Meanwhile I do my job, it’s a living, and it leaves me with plenty of time to take on special roles, like now, when a wise man is needed to advise you and none is available.”
“You?” Theseus asked. “A wise man?”
“Those are my instructions.”
“Well, go ahead, give me some wisdom, I’m listening.”
Jason’s words of wisdom were lost in the earthquake that destroyed the great library of Atlantis, where they had been stored in a bronze briefcase for the edification of posterity and others.
Just at that moment the Minotaur appeared at the window. A wisp of a woman hung from his mouth, giving him a goofy look.
“Excuse me,” the Minotaur said, “is there a drugstore around here? I stuffed myself on sacrificial maidens last night and am now in need of Alka-Seltzer or its ancient equivalent.”
“I’ve got just what you need,” Theseus, said drawing his sword.
The Minotaur jumped back wildly, tried to turn and run, tripped over his own fetlocks and fell heavily. Theseus sprang through the window brandishing his sword and crying, “Tallyho!”
Since there was no other way out, the Minotaur had to play the whoosh card he had kept hidden away for just such an emergency as this. He played it. At once a large, gray, semi-liquid whoosh formed around him, quivered for a moment, then shot off at incredible speed. Theseus ran after it and tried to catch its tail gate, but the whoosh pulled away and soon had accelerated off the infrared end of the visual scale, not to become visible again until it slowed for its next station stop.
“Damnation!” Theseus cried. “When is the next whoosh due?”
Jason consulted his timetable. “That was the last for today. The milktrain whoosh is due tomorrow morning.”
Theseus thanked Jason for his hospitality and his words of wisdom and set out on foot, his homing device chattering as it registered the trail of whoosh residue.

24. Minotaur Meets Minerva.

At least, the Minotaur thought, I’m sympathetic and likable, not like that Greek son of a bitch with the sword.
At least I suppose I’m sympathetic. Even attractive, in my way.
Though maybe a bull’s head isn’t to everyone’s liking.
Still, it turns some people on.
The Minotaur looked at his wristwatch. He was half an hour early for his appointment. He had meant to be half an hour late. He figured that would show class, and the Minotaur was always concerned about showing class because he was convinced that he had class but that it just didn’t show. It was the fault of his bull head, which gave people a bucolic sort of impression, vague and sweet, utterly without class.
The Minotaur was too nervous to ever actually be late for an appointment. He wanted to be, though. He dreamed of showing up for an appointment three-quarters of an hour late, breathless, arriving just as his appointee was leaving in a huff, extremely annoyed and needing a drink. It would be at that moment that the Minotaur would arrive, breathless, apologetic, and, putting a hoof around his appointee’s shoulders, says, “I’m really sorry, the traffic this morning was unbelievable, let’s get a drink. ...”
The Minotaur dreamed of delivering a speech like that, a speech with class. But on the morning of his appointment he was up early, he shaved and dressed and he still had hours to kill. He sat down and tried to read a magazine but it was no use, he couldn’t concentrate; he kept on checking his wristwatch, and he ended up pacing up and down, hooves clicking on the polished wood floor of his apartment, adjusting his tie, tugging at his jacket, wiping his shoes, until finally he couldn’t stand it any longer and out the door he went.
He had definitely decided not to be early for his appointment, however, so he went there the long way, by the route across the Alps. Even if he couldn’t manage to be half an hour late he was sure he could manage a respectable fifteen minutes later. But of course he arrived half an hour early and of course his appointee was not there.
This wouldn’t be too serious a situation in the real world. But in Dædalus’ maze, if you arrive too early for your appointment you’re apt to miss it entirely.
In the maze, being early can put you into a special time slot that other people can’t get into. You move along encased in your special bubble of earliness, and other people are either late or on time so you never get to meet them. You have to get rid of some of that excess time you’re encased in. Sometimes you can rub it off against a time-absorbent rock, sometimes you can sell it, but sometimes it’s difficult even to give it away. People are suspicious about being offered your excess time, they think there must be something wrong with it, why else would you be trying to give it away? And it’s hard to find a time-absorbent rock in a town or city.
The Minotaur had met his appointee yesterday. He had been passing through town in his usual furtive way when he heard a woman’s voice call out, “Minotaur! Could I have a word with you?”
The Minotaur overreacted as usual, whirling around so fast he lost his balance and fell flat on his rump, the sort of pratfall that the Minotaur feared above anything, feared even more than death at the hands of the Greek butcher, Theseus.
“Let me help you up,” the woman said. Through tears of chagrin, the Minotaur couldn’t help but notice that she was a young woman, dressed in severe clothing that accentuated her angularity, with her hair pulled back in a scholarly bun and hornrimmed glasses perched on her sharp nose. She was definitely a virgin. Minotaurs have a sense for these matters. The Minotaur felt the first anticipatory tremors of love, and allowed himself to be helped to his feet and brushed off.
The young woman explained that she had noticed him while he was passing through town, and had observed that he was a Minotaur, by which she was just stating a fact, not passing a moral judgment. She hoped her observation would not be taken amiss. She had decided to speak to him because he was a victim and she and some of her friends were dedicated to reforming the various sexist, racist, and other discriminatory laws that presently prevailed throughout so much of the maze.
The Minotaur nodded politely, though he had very little idea what she was talking about.
“Minotaurs,” she told him, “are members of an untouchable class called Monsters. They are designated as victims from birth, giving no thought to their individual aspirations. Denied an education in anything but the rudiments of Escaping and Avoiding, they are thus prevented from competing in the job market. Their inalienable rights as sentient beings possessing a reflexive consciousness are thus violated as they are feudally bound to a single occupation without respect to their own wishes.”
“At least we have job security,” the Minotaur quipped, for he was a little miffed. He had always considered his predicament unique and it annoyed him to learn that he was merely representative of the general situation for all monsters. But of course, monsters have little aptitude for politics, and it occurred to the Minotaur that she was right, of course, nobody had ever given him a break; it’s monster this and monster that and monster ’ow’s you soul, but it’s thin red line of monsters when the drums begin to roll. The Minotaur wasn’t sure how that fit in, he had failed Metaphor in school and so was careful not to make comparisons in public lest he be thought a fool.
“Well, it’s nice of you to care,” the Monster said cautiously. “What happens next? Do we talk about it some more?”
She shook her head decisively. “I’m part of the action arm of the Resistance. Minerva’s the name, action’s the game. A hero is in pursuit of you, I suppose?”
“That’s for sure,” said the Minotaur.
“Then what you need is a Safe House,” Minerva said. “A place where you can rest and regain your orientation, or acquire a new one, while we consider what to do with you, sorry, for you, next.”
“Minerva,” the Minotaur said. “Nice name. You wouldn’t happen to be also known as Athene, by any chance?” Because he was sure he had seen her picture on the political page of the Labyrinth Times.
She nodded. “Athene was my slave name back when I was a goddess to the Hellenes. Then I learned about Scientific Futurism. My mind was opened to the possibilities of human development, by Shekovsky and other 20th century thinkers. I took the Latin name Minerva as a sign of faith in the civilization destined to supplant the rule of the Hellenes. Does that answer your question?”
“More than amply,” the Minotaur said.
And so she had told the Minotaur to meet her at this street corner, tomorrow, at noon. And here he was, regrettably early. But where was she?
“Here I am,” Minerva said. “Let’s go.”

25. The Alien Observer.

The Minotaur followed Minerva to a street corner where a large black car had pulled up. The car had tinted windows so the Minotaur couldn’t see in. He did notice that the car had diplomatic license plates, Alien Observer, for Alien Observer, something you saw more and more these days, since Dædalus’ maze had excited considerable comment throughout the civilized portions of the galaxy.
As he got in, the Minotaur thought what a perfect setup this would be for Theseus to try to get at him. He wouldn’t put it past Theseus to hire a couple of stooges and a woman, lure the Minotaur into the car, and then, wham, bam, it’s another monster dead and general rejoicing throughout greater Hellas.
It’s just the sort of sneaky stunt that Theseus would pull, but the Minotaur was a fatalist, what the hell, he got into the car. It sped away.
Sitting beside him was the Alien Observer, immediately noticeable as such because he had no hair and wore blue lipstick.
“Don’t worry, old man,” the Alien Observer said, “we will get you out of this.” He talked in a funny way, like most aliens, with a pronounced weakness in the fricatives.
“It’s very good of you,” the Minotaur said, relieved to find that he was not in a trap after all. “I hate to put you to the trouble.”
“Oh, do not lambaste yourself over it, old man,” the Alien Observer said. “It is incumbent upon us to assist fellow sentient creatures in distress.”
“I’m a monster, however,” the Minotaur pointed out, thinking that an alien, with his inscrutable modalities of perception, might not have noticed.
“I am well aware of this,” the Alien Observer said. “On my planet, we do not recognize such distinctions. That is why we have been given the Good Sentient Being Award of the Galactic Planets three years running. Do you say running?”
“Oh, yes,” the Minotaur said, “that’s quite correct.”
“On my planet,” the Alien Observer said, “we would say, ‘three years of passing in the usual way.’ We do not go in for action metaphors. Nor do we recognize the category of ‘monster.’ On my planet, ou-’Fang, or just ’Fang for short; we recognize only the category of intelligent being.”
“That’s good,” the Minotaur said.
“Oh, yes. It is what we would call a preemptory fact.”
“Local usage,” the Minotaur said.
“Yes, precisely. And all of us belong to a single occupational group.”
“I see,” said the Minotaur.
They rode along in silence for a while. Then the Minotaur asked, “What category?”
“I beg your pardon?”
“What is the single category of occupational group that all you people on ’Fang belong to?”
“We are all railroad engineers,” the Alien Observer said.
“How does that work?” the Minotaur said.
“We all get the same wage and the same fringe benefits: three weeks’ vacation a year, and maternity leave for those of us who elect to become child-bearing females. We are all employed by the Planetwide Railroad Corporation of ’Fang, and we are all stockholders in it. We take turns being chairman of the board and other high offices.”
“You can’t get much more democratic than that,” the Minotaur said.
“I can’t imagine why other planets haven’t tried it,” the Alien Observer said. “They wouldn’t have to be railroad engineers, of course. It just happens that we are all interested in trains. But they could be vegetable farmers or automobile manufacturers or whatever they pleased. The important point is that everyone should do the same thing. That way there’s no dissension.”
The Minotaur thought carefully about how to phrase his next question. Then he asked, “I can’t help wondering what happens when you have produced all the railroads you could possibly need. I don’t mean to pry, but I am curious.”
The Alien Observer laughed good-naturedly. “We’re asked that all the time. It’s really a matter of definition, isn’t it, deciding when you have all the railroads you could possibly need. What might satisfy some races who do not possess the Transportational Æsthetic might not suit us. In our view there’s no such thing as too much railroad.”
“You must have a lot of track,” the Minotaur suggested.
“Most parts of the planet are triple-tiered,” the Alien Observer said, in the careless tone of someone who doesn’t want to let on how terribly pleased he is with local arrangements. “And I can assure you of one thing.”
“What’s that?” the Minotaur asked.
“Nobody’s ever late for work.”
“I should think not.”
“That’s a joke, actually,” the Alien Observer said.
“Oh, I see,” the Minotaur said, chuckling hollowly.
“I must admit, though,” the Alien Observer said, “that we are reaching a point of virtual capacity, beyond which the tracks are liable to collapse into one solid mass. The railroad phase of our civilization is about at an end.”
“Ah,” said the Minotaur. “What will you do?”
“A civilization,” the Alien Observer observed, “must either evolve or perish.”
“Yes, I believe that’s true,” said the Minotaur.
“My mission here,” the Alien Observer said, “is to see if Dædalus can use some first-rate track in his maze, which we can let him have at unbeatable prices. Meanwhile, we of ’Fang are already moving into the next phase of our evolution.”
“What’s that?” the Minotaur asked.
“Fashion design,” the Alien Observer said.
“Really?” said the Minotaur.
“Yes. We have voted to throw away our old wardrobes at the end of each year and buy new ones, thus ensuring a permanent market for our industries. There may be a limit to how much railroad track you can lay, but there’s no end to the home market for fashions. The social necessity of doing it keeps us alive, and its frivolity keeps us happy. It’s really a good system. But of course I don’t suppose that what makes blue-lipped aliens happy would be of interest to Earth people.”
“There might be a market for your fashions here in the maze,” the Minotaur said. “Among my people.”
“Your people?”
“The monsters. Most of us wear no clothes at all. But it may be time for a change. I could speak to some of my friends about it.”
“That would be very good of you,” the Alien Observer said. “I have samples of our new line back in the hotel.”
“I’d be happy to do it,” the Minotaur said. “Ah, but I forgot for a moment, I’m a hunted monster.”
“Ah, yes,” the Alien Observer said. “I had forgotten.”
“I can assure you,” the Minotaur said, “that Theseus hasn’t forgotten.”
“Hmm,” said the Alien Observer.
“Beg pardon?” said the Minotaur.
“‘Hmm’ is a term in ’Fang that means that an interesting thought has occurred to me. I have a plan, good monster, that might enhance our mutual positions in this convoluted world that Dædalus has wrought.”
The car came to a stop.

26. The Telephone Booth.

Theseus entered the telephone booth.
Inside, on one of the walls, he found a telephone number scrawled in black crayon, and under it the initials M.R. Theseus realized with quickening excitement, that these were the Minotaur’s initials, Minotaurus Rex.
But how had this lucky circumstance come about? Theseus, on a hunch, stuck his head outside the telephone booth and looked skywards. Yes, sure enough, there was a fading purple glow near the horizon, sure sign that a synchronicity-rich sun had just gone nova.
Theseus fumbled in his pockets and found a universal telephone token, put it into the telephone, dialed.
In another part of the maze the Minotaur sat on a giant toadstool, holding a blue flower in his hand and feeling hung over and stuffed from last night’s dinner of maidens, not live ones, concentrated maidens in the form of large blonde candy bars with nuts, standard emergency rations for Minotaurs on the run. The Minotaur was trying to abstain from eating live maidens; he was no barbarian, but canned, frozen, freeze-dried or concentrated maidens were something else again; they didn’t even look like maidens. He still didn’t feel completely right about eating them, but he consoled himself with the thought that the Cannibal Island Canneries would go on producing them whether he ate them or not.
There’s a telephone beside the Minotaur on a small toadstool of its own. The telephone rings. The Minotaur answers it.
“Minotaur speaking.”
“Hello, Minotaur, this is an old friend, three guesses.”
“It’s Theseus, isn’t it?”
“You win the prize, my friend: immolation, followed by hard words. I’m coming after you, Minotaur, I’m going to get you.”
The Minotaur shuddered — that horrible redneck voice! He pulled himself together. “Listen,” the Minotaur said, “Can’t we make a deal, come to an arrangement, find an accommodation? This is crazy, why should you go running around after people threatening to kill them, what did I ever do to you?”
“I’m just following the legend,” Theseus said, “no hard feelings.”
“Give me a little more time,” the Minotaur said, “I’m getting out of this Minotaur gig; they have plastic surgery these days. I’m going to move to another country and take up soil banking.”
“You can’t get out of it,” Theseus said. “I’m coming for you.”
The Minotaur wondered if Theseus could be having his telephone traced. Theseus was an ingratiating fellow. The Minotaur wouldn’t put it past him to come on to a telephone girl, seduce her, dazzle her with promises, ingratiate himself with promises, get her to trace the call late at night when the supervisors have gone home to their tents and their swimming pools and leave the world to darkness and to me. He knew he should hang up, get moving, but he goes on listening.
“What’s it like where you are?” Theseus asked the Minotaur. “Is it sunny? Raining? Night or day? Is there enough air? Are you in a place which is entirely water? What’s the first thing you see when you wake up? Who do you hang out with? Are there any decent restaurants out your way?”
The Minotaur knew that as long as he had Theseus on the telephone he wouldn’t have him sneaking up on him.
“Oh, it’s pretty nice around here,” the Minotaur said. He looked around. He was sitting on a giant toadstool at the edge of a bog, with dark oak trees growing nearby. The sky was overcast, and some fellow was walking on the ridge above him, smoking a clay pipe and rubbing his hands together and whistling to himself.
“Yes, I’m in quite a nice village,” the Minotaur said. “It’s perched on top of the only mountain for miles around; you can’t miss it.”
“Give me another clue,” said Theseus.
“The only other thing I can tell you,” the Minotaur said, “is that the sky hereabouts is an unusual shade of green.”
There’s a pause. Then Theseus said, “You’re putting me on, aren’t you?”
“I’m not clever enough for that,” the Minotaur said. “Now tell me something about where you are.”
“I’m in the lounge of a cruise ship,” Theseus said. “The waitress is just coming with my drink.”
“What does she look like?” the Minotaur asked.
“She’s blonde and sexy,” Theseus said. “I think she puts out. Eat your heart out, monster.”
The Minotaur felt a sudden despair. Not only was his life in danger, his dialogue was dragging, too! It occurred to him that death might be a considerable improvement over the current situation.
“I have it on good authority,” said Theseus, reading the Minotaur’s mind, “that death is not nearly as bad as people say. Why don’t you just let me kill you so we can get on to something else?”
“Well, I’ll think about it,” the Minotaur said.
“I really think you ought to,” Theseus said. “I’m speaking as your friend now. When will you know for sure?”
“I’ll call you in a couple of days,” the Minotaur said, “and let you know for sure one way or the other.”
“You won’t forget?”
“Minotaurs never forget,” the Minotaur said, and hung up.
Theseus planned to go home immediately and await the Minotaur’s telephone call. But then he remembered he didn’t have a home just now, that would come later and earlier. He needed a home quick, one with a telephone.

27. Girl Named Phædra.

Theseus is sharing an apartment with a girl named Phædra.
Several months have passed. He is still waiting for the Minotaur’s phone call.
He knows it’s not too likely that the Minotaur will simply give up. But it has been known to happen; Minotaurs get into these moods sometimes, it’s not entirely unprecedented, other monsters in the past and in the future have been known to throw it in, say, “kill me, baby,” or whatever words they please, and bare their necks to the blade, their shoulders to the axe, their ankles to the noose, their lungs to the fire. And then it’s all over except for the royalties and the movie options.
Theseus would really like to get this over. Then he can marry this girl he lives with, Phædra.
Theseus knows that marrying Phædra may not be such a good idea. According to all the old legends, he will have a very bad time with her.
The Phædra legend as it is generally known: After marrying Theseus, Phædra, a daughter of King Alcæous of Crete, falls in love with Theseus’ son by a previous marriage, Hippolytos. She tries to seduce him, but Hippolytos is a jock, only interested in athletics, and a very self-righteous guy. He gives her lectures instead of love, and this gets her so angry that she accuses him of raping her, then commits suicide by hanging herself from a doorpost.
Heavy, hysterical stuff, the sort of thing that happens in Grand Operas, but not in Dædalus’ maze.
Theseus thinks the Phædra matter has been much exaggerated by the mythographers.
People simply don’t act that way, especially Phædra, who seems a level-headed girl, rather pretty, not too tall, with large gray eyes and a kissable mouth.
Theseus thinks that the Phædra legend is one of Dædalus’ tricks, presenting an alternative that you don’t take because it looks bad, whereas actually it could work out very well. That’s the sort of thing Dædalus does to complicate his maze.
Of course, Dædalus could be presenting a situation that looks bad figuring you’ll try to outsmart him by choosing it anyhow, and then it turns out to be worse than bad.
Maze makers are devious people.
Maybe Phædra is a little unstable. Maybe marrying her is a little extreme, not to say heroic. It’s been pretty good living with her, why get married? Because Phædra wants to be married; she’s a conventional girl; she thinks a lot about what people will think, and Theseus always marries them, Ariadne, Phædra, Antiope, probably a few others he’s forgotten.
Well it’s something he doesn’t have to think about just yet. He’s still waiting for the Minotaur’s call. Nothing can happen before that.
And the telephone does ring; sometimes it’s for Phædra, sometimes it’s for Theseus, but it’s never the call Theseus wants.
There’s some man who calls Phædra all the time. He has a heavy foreign accent. He never leaves his name when Theseus answers.
Theseus suspects it might be his son, Hippolytos, calling from a future part of the maze, trying to horn in on his father’s act before Theseus has even properly consummated his relationship.
The fact is, Theseus hasn’t slept with Phædra yet.
He has tried to get Phædra to sleep with him, because Theseus is something of a traditionalist in these matters and he figures that if he’s going to be stuck with a messy situation in the future he might as well get a little fun out of it in the present. And Phædra is quite attractive, a toothsome little morsel, and young. Theseus likes them young, but she refuses: it’s not that I don’t love you, it’s just that it doesn’t feel right. I could never face my parents, oh, if only we could be married! But Theseus is still married to Ariadne, the divorce from Delphi hasn’t come through yet; everybody is going to have to wait.
Theseus doesn’t take Phædra’s calls anymore. Theseus has his own special signal; he knows the call is for him if, between each ring, there is a lightly aspirated S sound. He has asked all his friends to produce this sound when they call him so he can differentiate his phone calls from Phædra’s. This will make it harder for the Minotaur to get through, but Theseus is sure the resourceful beast will find a way. Theseus has tried to explain all of this to Phædra, but it’s no use; they have no language in common: This was appealing when Phædra was a blonde waitress with a come-hither look in her eyes. Now she wears horn-rimmed glasses and has lost what little she had known of the Hellenic language. The only phrase they have in common is “will you have a drink,” and, “will you have another drink?” She’s always on the telephone with someone. Could it be the Minotaur? What in hell is going on around here?
It’s raining outside, so Theseus smokes a couple of baguettes to calm his nerves. He goes out for a walk. When he comes back the telephone is ringing, and the aspirated S is clear, yes, it’s for him, his call, and he races upstairs, five flights, fumbles with the locks, gets in at last, heart pounding, “Hello, yes, who is it?”
“It’s me,” says the Minotaur.
“Gasp.”
“Beg pardon?” says the Minotaur.
“Just trying to catch my breath,” Theseus says, his lungs laboring for air, light metaphor.
“I hope,” the Minotaur says, “that you didn’t run up those five flights.”
“How did you know about that?”
“And how is Phædra?”
“How did you know about her?”
“We have our ways,” says the Minotaur.
“No doubt,” says Theseus. “What have you decided?”
“I’m going to wear the blue organdy,” the Minotaur replies. “The choice was not as easy as you might think. I look good in jeans, and it’s not really a formal occasion, eating moules in the Tarzan Trajectory, but I think it’s the right decision.”
“What about giving up, letting me kill you?”
“Had I said something about that? Oh, I remember now. But I was depressed then. And now there’s a party. You can’t expect me to give up before the party.”
“I suppose not,” said Theseus. “Is it going to be a good party?”
“It looks like it’ll be a lovely party,” says the Minotaur.
“Could I come?” Theseus asks.
“Really!” the Minotaur says.
“We could declare a night’s truce. I haven’t been to a party in a long time.”
“Theseus, you’re a cunning Hellenic bastard, but I could almost feel sorry for you. Almost but not quite. It is against the law of conflict for me to invite you to the party.”
“For the love of God, Montressor!” Theseus cries.
“Yes,” the Minotaur says quietly. “The cask of Amontillado.” He hangs up.
Phædra comes home, makes a phone call, gets out again.
Theseus goes to bed.

28. Modalities of the Reclinational.

Theseus is asleep now, or, if not actually sleeping, at least lying down on his bed, smoking a baguette, reading a book, listening to his cassettes.
It is strange how little time authors give to describing the life of a man as it is lived when he is lying down. Yet what a topic there is in the modalities of the reclinational!
Perhaps a third of our life is spent sleeping, an activity essential to the propagation of dreams and fantasies. Another large percentage of our time is given to such activities as reading, getting a suntan, and talking on the telephone. Then there are the hours we devote to the amateur theatricals of sex. These are not limited strictly to the reclinational, since they take man, or couples, through a bewildering repertoire of postural possibilities for conjoined bodies, yet return ever again to that fundamental proneness which is our subject.
Even eating, an activity which just escapes our list of sedentary pursuits, since an upright or semi-slouched posture is generally considered desirable for its pursuit, may be viewed as nature’s way of getting you to lie down, a full stomach being a powerful inducement to this end.
The ancient Greeks and Romans needed no such inducement. They took all their meals lying down, or, to be precise, in a reclinational position as close to lying down as was possible given the necessity of keeping the mouth elevated in order to enlist the assistance of gravity in moving the food from mouth through throat to stomach. They were clear-sighted and active, those cleanshaven men in their togas and chlamys. The Orient was amazed at how much bustling around these fellows did, usually in phalanxes and carrying spears. They were practical hedonists, and when they had fulfilled the necessities of the upright they turned to the arts of the reclinational with a will.
Petronius is to the point here, the author of the first novel which considers lying down in some depth. The central portion of the fragment of Petronius’ Satyricon that has come down to us describes the feast of a fellow named Trimalchio. At this feast, which was, of course, a lying-down feast, everything was brought to you, food, girls, drink, entertainment, you didn’t have to move at all. Instead of considering this a good thing, Petronius affects to find the spectacle coarse and laughable and to be avoided at all costs. Perhaps Petronius and his small circle of effete friends didn’t like parties. A modern reading of the situation, however, puts the matter in a different light. There aren’t many of us who would turn down a party where there were a lot of good things to eat, pretty girls dancing on the table, an abundance of wine and plenty of laughs. What in heaven’s name is vulgar about this? It is precisely the party we all wish to be asked to.
Compare it to Plato’s Symposium, where a bunch of gay men sit around talking about the meaning of love, which, since Socrates has ruled out sex, they find very complicated. In fact, the high point of the evening is when a guest announces how remarkable it is, the way Socrates is able to keep his hands off the delectable Alcibiades.
Trimalchio’s feast comes out looking a lot more fun than Plato’s, but different feasts for different folks; the essential thing is that both were important occasions in the cultural history of the world, and both were performed in their entirety in the reclinational mode, i.e., lying down.
The reader of the future will put down our facile action-oriented novels of today and ask, “Why doesn’t the author ever say anything about the characters’ thoughts while lying down? Why doesn’t he tell us about the sensation of a scratchy blanket spread over a lumpy couch? What is it like to lie on your back on a dusty rug on the floor gazing up at a white sky with dead trees black against it? What about lying on a narrow wooden bench at a friend’s house, sharing a bottle of wine while the radio plays and the baby chases the cat?” Our upright-oriented books will give him no reply, unless, of course, he happens to look into this one.
So here is Theseus, lying on the bed, half asleep, listening to the muffled and barely discernable conversation between Phædra and Hera in the other room. It was Hera’s mother’s apartment they were staying in, but the old lady was in the hospital with a broken hip and Hera had come over to get a few of her things. It was a rainy Sunday afternoon. Hera and Phædra were looking through Hera’s old family album. On this page is Aphrodite at her first communion; here is Poseidon on his Sailfish; here is the infant Zeus teething on his pink baby thunderbolt. The women talked softly in the other room in their gentle foreign voices, car tires slushed on wet tar roads, the lights of Olympus glowed in the distance.
There was a loud buzzing sound. It came from Theseus’ knapsack, which he had thrown into a corner. It was the thread, of course, no other piece of equipment had so annoying a sound.
“What time is it?” Theseus asked.
“Time to go Minotauring,” the thread said.
Theseus sighed heavily, stubbed out his baguette, got out of bed. He strapped on his sword and armor, put on his knapsack, left a note for Phædra, went quietly out the door.
Delicious though lying down is, it always gives way, at last, to the demands of the upright and the motile. All our upright movements are but a dance of postural rotation as we hurtle through the unbelievable on our way to the unknowable.

29. Phone Call to Naxos.

Theseus looked around, but there was nothing to see for miles on all sides. There was just a telephone booth, painted red, and a copy of the Universal Maze Directory which connects everybody to everybody else and automatically updates itself whenever someone moves.
This was one of the less built-up parts of the maze, and although it was convenient to everything, it lacked amenities. Theseus took out his address book and leafed through it. It was one of the new models. The names of people well-disposed to you glowed in the dark. It was difficult to read the names of your enemies: they faded out, along with the memories of their better points.
After making a few calls, Theseus went to stay with his ex-wife, Ariadne, and her new boyfriend, Dionysus.
They were happy to see him. Things had been a little quiet on Naxos, an island never known for shows of unseemly mirth. Dionysus had a big farmhouse on the northwestern corner of the island. It occupied a pretty headland looking out to the sea. Below the property was a narrow beach and a little cove where shallow-draught boats could shelter.
Dionysus loved boats. And boats brought in the bootleg Soma, the divine intoxicants of the gods, which he sold to heroes at a modest markup.
Dionysus was also writing a novel, and Ariadne was studying to become a real estate broker.
The original problems between the three of them have been forgotten. Now the memory of the old days has become the special bond that keeps them together.
In the evenings, when the archaic red sun goes down into the sea, they sit at the kitchen table and play bridge. The spool of thread makes a fourth for the game. The thread is capable of splitting itself into seven different personalities, though this talent is rarely called for.
Ariadne seems to have quite a lot of children.
Some of them may be the neighbor’s children, but some of them are surely hers. Hers and Theseus’. Theseus is almost certain that he and Ariadne had at least one child together, maybe two, just possibly three. He can’t quite remember, though; his memory’s not what it used to be, all those past and future wives, all those past and future children, all those changes.
Theseus doesn’t like to ask which, if any, of the children are his. It seems disrespectful, somehow. It’s the sort of thing you just don’t ask. It looks rotten, not remembering which, if any, are your children, not remembering which wife you had which children, if any, by. And anyhow, he doesn’t have to ask, Theseus is sure he wrote all this information down somewhere. He’s a dedicated diarist; he keeps notes, about who he met, what he ate for lunch, how he feels. He’s Theseus; his memoirs are sure to be in demand, the true account, what really happened. It’s all there; he’s recorded the whole thing, but he can’t carry all those bales of paper around with him; he has stored portions of his diary here and there, but it’s all somewhere, if only he could find time to put it together, publish the Memoirs of Theseus, and know which are his children.
Meanwhile the pleasant life on Naxos goes on. The peasants plow their fields, feed their animals, hold their famous shouting contests and their ancient Breadfruit Dances. They are a short, stocky, broad-faced people, always dressed in black, except on special holidays, when they wear white.
The Breadfruit Dances are danced to the accompaniment of indigenous musical instruments, the tamerland, the snap drum, the bug and the accordance. Theseus likes the plaintive sound, although he is more accustomed to the Hellenic electric syrinx and pedal pan pipes.
It is a simple life. At night the yelodians come up from the sea. Dark and sinuous, they slither along the beach and climb the nearby stupa trees in search of oysters. Further up the hillside the broad-leafed snappers are found, characteristic trees of the island. They are not true trees, but belong to a more ancient species, the arboleums, gray plants with characteristic crosshatching under their armpits. Sometimes a yellow-throated harbinger is sighted, flapping heavily through the arboleums. The harbinger is not a true bird. It is a member of the flappian family, an antique species that populated the skies of Naxos back when the earth was young and foolish.
Theseus has a good life on Naxos, but it has to end at last. Nothing can go on forever, specially if it is fun. The inexorable law of nature is that things shall pass from the all right to the unbearable, and that all the days of a man’s life shall be as dead leaves on the tree of metaphor.
The end of his stay came about in an almost inconsequential way, as these things do. Theseus came back to the house one day and asked if there had been any calls for him. Ariadne said there hadn’t been, and added that it was unlikely that he would receive any. “Why is that?” Theseus asked.
“Because the phone isn’t connected,” Ariadne said. “I thought you knew.”
Theseus left the next day.

30. Falling Through the Story.

Theseus got back to the mainland, landing at a little harbor on the rocky coast of Attica. There was a town nearby, low white beehive shaped buildings gleaming under the midday sun. Entering, he saw that there was a celebration underway. But what festival could this be?
Walking into the town, he saw a great banner stretched between two buildings. It read, SAVE OUR MINOTAUR!
By a strange coincidence, he had come here on Minotaur Preservation Day.
Other banners pointed out that Minotaurs are endangered species. It was evident that the people were determined to stop the unauthorized slaughtering of the fabulous beasts, to stamp out that little group of selfish men whose work was sure to obliterate one of the oldest species of the classical world.
One man, standing on a little pedestal, was making a speech. “You have seen other fabulous species disappear! Where nowadays are the Stymphagian birds? Where is the golden-headed walrus, the curly-tailed narwhal; where are the pixilated harpies? They are vanishing. And what is Dædalus doing about it? Nothing, that’s what he’s doing! Dædalus doesn’t care for preservation; it’s only new creation he wants!”
Theseus walked through the town and noted the carnival atmosphere. There were booths selling Souvlaki and stuffed grape leaves. Some of the troglodytes of Libya, themselves threatened with extinction, were present and handing out finely inscribed shards of pottery, the ancient world’s equivalent of leaflets.
Theseus realized that this could work to his advantage. From overheard conversations he learned that the Minotaur himself was making an appearance here.
Theseus considered the situation. He will have an opportunity if he positions himself at a strategic location where he can get a clear shot. He was armed with a lightning bolt which Hermes had borrowed from Zeus. It was the ancient world equivalent of a guided missile, a Minotaur-homing device, and it was certain to reach its mark.
He looked around and planned his strategy. The procession, with the Minotaur riding in one of the chariots, would go right up the main street of this town. Quickly he found a vantage point, the old scroll repository on the corner of Classikos Street and Cornucopeia way.
He entered. The building was deserted. On the second floor there was a place where he could prop up the lightning-bolt barrel, fasten the retaining pins to the clay floor, take a careful and leisurely aim. Who would ever dream of an assassin lurking in a scroll repository? This was going to work out just fine.
He still had half an hour before the procession was due to begin. Hiding the thunderbolt in a pile of rubble in a corner, he went out. Nearby there was a luncheonette where he bought a Souvlaki sandwich with grape leaf sauce. He always fired best on a full stomach.
He returned to the repository, and found a man standing at the doorway through which he had entered. Theseus didn’t like that, but decided to carry off the matter boldly. Whistling, he nodded to the man and began to pass him.
“What are you doing up in that scroll repository?” the man asked.
“I just want a good place to watch the action.”
“What’s wrong with the grandstand?”
“I get dizzy from being high up and being crowded by people. Anyway, is there a law against it?”
“Not at all,” the man said. “But you’d better watch yourself up there. The flooring is none too secure. Hasn’t been permanently bonded yet with reality cement. You could say it’s held together by spit and prayer.”
“Don’t worry, I’ll be careful.”
Theseus went upstairs. He waited a few moments, but no one followed him. He set up the thunderbolt on the window ledge, carefully zeroing in the crosshairs. Now he was ready! His pulse started to quicken. He was going to get the Minotaur at last!
Within a few minutes crowds had begun to gather on the street. Most of them took seats in the hastily erected grandstands on either side. There was a distant sound of a brass band. The Minotaur was coming! Little children ran up and down the street, blowing penny whistles. Theseus watched carefully, bent low over his thunderbolt launcher. He didn’t want to blow this one! Then the procession came into sight. He could see the leading chariot, filled with classical secret operatives. They were armed with small bows and arrows.
The procession drew near. Theseus let the secret service chariot pass, the one with the press corps. The third chariot drew near. It was filled with cheerleaders from Classical High School. He let that one go by, too. Now, coming up quickly, he could see another chariot approaching. The Minotaur was in it, huge, blue-purple in color, foam-specked as usual, smiling like he owned the world, waving to the crowd. How happy he looked! Theseus watched, feeling almost regretful over what he had to do. Almost but not quite. He sighted through the crosshairs, took aim as the chariot drew near, then found that his position wasn’t quite as perfect as he’d like.
He could see that the further window would give him a better shot. He picked up his thunderbolt and started across the creaking floor.
He was almost in position, when suddenly, with a heavy tearing sound, the whole construct gave way. Theseus realized too late that he had stumbled onto an unjustified spot. He tried to backpedal, but it was too late. Suddenly he was falling.
Theseus fell through the gauzy descriptive materials that the maze was constructed of. He passed quickly through a region of colossals, cylindrical in shape and gray in color, stacked with their cognates against a lurid background of horrifics. Then he passed through a region of nanoseconds and standard hesitations, and then through some oddly shaped slights, and, after them, a warehouse full of grandioses and etioses.
None of these materials looked like much close up. But it was amazing what Dædalus had done with such uncompromising materials.
Then the maze machinery kicked in and Theseus found himself standing on a standard classical city street. The premise could be seen wavering, there were repercussions of a rhetorical nature, and the author could be glimpsed, a ghostly figure of unbelievable beauty and intelligence, trying desperately, despite his many personal problems, to put things together again.
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