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						 PHILIP JOSE FARMER
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 After King Kong Fell
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 Philip Jose Farmer is a grandfather who writes about
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 grandfathersin a way few grandfathers write. He has been a
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 readerof science fiction since 1928 and a writer of science
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 fictionsince the early Fifties, when he won a award as the most
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 promisingnew writer of 1952. He won a Hugo for his 1967
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 novella"Riders of the Purple Wage" and another in 1972 for his
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 novelTo Your Scattered Bodies Go, which is the first novel in
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 hispopular Riverworld series. He was guest of honor at the 1968
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 World Science Fiction Convention inOakland.After working as
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 atechnical writer inLos Angeles , he has returned to prolific
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 full-timewriting in which he is fascinated as much by the heroes
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 ofhis youth as by the characters he creates. In recent times he has
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 writtenpopular biographies of such fictional characters as Tar-
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 zanand Doc Savage and is at work on a biography of Allan
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 Quatermain.He recently completed a screen treatment for the
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 motionpicture Doc Savage: Arch enemy of Evil. In the following
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 storyhe continues his mythmaking.
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 The first half of the movie wasgrim and gray and somewhat tedious. Mr. Howller did not mind. That
					
				

				
					
						was, after all, realism. Those times had been grim and gray . Moreover, behind the tediousness was the
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						promise of something vast and horrifying. The creeping pace and the measured ritualistic movements of
					
				

				
					
						the actors gave intimations of the workings of the gods. Unhurriedly, but with utmost confidence, the
					
				

				
					
						gods were directing events toward the climax.
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 Mr. Howler had felt that at the age of fifteen, and he felt it now while watching the show on TV at the
					
				

				
					
						age of fifty-five. Of course, when he first saw it in 1933, he had known what was coming.Hadn't he lived
					
				

				
					
						through some of the events only two years before that?
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 The old freighter, the Wanderer, was nosing blindly through the fog toward the surf like roar of the
					
				

				
					
						natives' drums.And then : the commercial. Mr. Howller rose and stepped into the hall and called down
					
				

				
					
						the steps loudly enough for Jill to hear him on the front porch. He thought,commercials could be a
					
				

				
					
						blessing. They give us time to get into the bathroom or the kitchen, or time to light up a cigarette and
					
				

				
					
						decide about continuing to watch this show or go on to that show.
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 Andwhy couldn't real life have its commercials?
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 Wouldn'tit be something to be grateful for if reality stopped in midcourse while the Big Salesman made
					
				

				
					
						His pitch? The car about to smash into you, the bullet on its way to your brain, the
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 first cancer cell about to break loose, the boss reaching for the phone to call you in so he can fire you,
					
				

				
					
						the spermatozoon about to be launched toward the ovum, the final insult about to be hurled at the once,
					
				

				
					
						and perhaps still, beloved, the final drink of alcohol which would rupture the abused blood vessel, the
					
				

				
					
						decision which would lead to the light that would surely fail?
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 If only you could step out while the commercial interrupted these, think about it, talk about it, and then,
					
				

				
					
						returning to the set, switch it to another channel.
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 But that one is having technical difficulties, and the one after that is a talk show whose guest is the
					
				

				
					
						archangel Gabriel himself and after some urging by the host he agrees to blow his trumpet, and...
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 Jill entered, sat down, and began to munch the cookies and drink the lemonade he had prepared for her.
					
				

				
					
						Jill was six and a half years old and beautiful, but then what granddaughter wasn't beautiful? Jill was also
					
				

				
					
						unhappy because she had just quarreled with her best friend, Amy, who had stalked off with threats
					
				

				
					
						never to see Jill again. Mr. Howller reminded her that this had happened before and that Amy always
					
				

				
					
						came back the next day, if not sooner. To take her mindoff of Amy, Mr. Howller gave her a brief outline
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						of what had happened in the movie. Jill listened without enthusiasm, but she became excited enough once
					
				

				
					
						the movie had resumed.And when Kong was feeling over the edge of the abyss for John Driscoll, played
					
				

				
					
						by Bruce Cabot, she got into her grandfather's lap. She gave a little scream and put her hands over her
					
				

				
					
						eyes when Kong carried Ann Redman into the jungle (Ann played by Fay Wray).
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 Butby the time Kong lay dead onFifth Avenue , she was rooting for him, as millions had before her. Mr.
					
				

				
					
						Howller squeezedher and kissed her and said, "When your mother was about your age, I took her to see
					
				

				
					
						this. And when it was over, she was crying, too."
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 Jill sniffled and let him dry the tears with his handkerchief. When the Roadrunner cartoon came on, she
					
				

				
					
						got off his lap and went back to hercookie-munching . After a while she said, "Grandpa, the coyote falls
					
				

				
					
						off the cliff so far you can't even see him. When he hits, the whole earth shakes.But he always comes
					
				

				
					
						back, good as new. Why can he fall so far and not get hurt? Why couldn't King Kong fall and be just like
					
				

				
					
						new?"
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 Her grandparents and her mother had explained many times
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 thedistinction between a "live" and a "taped" show.It did not seem to make any difference how many
					
				

				
					
						times they explained. Somehow, in theyears f watching TV, she had gotten the fixed idea that people in
					
				

				
					
						"live 'shows actually suffered pain, sorrow, and death. The only shows she could endure seeing were
					
				

				
					
						those that her elders labeled as "taped." This worried Mr. Howller more than he admitted to his wife and
					
				

				
					
						daughter. Jill was a very bright child, but what if too many TV shows at too early an age had done her
					
				

				
					
						some irreparableharm? What if, a few years from now, she could easily see, and even define, the
					
				

				
					
						distinction between reality and unreality on the screen but deep down in her there was a child that still
					
				

				
					
						could not distinguish?
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 "You know that the Roadrunner is a series of pictures that move. People draw pictures, and people can
					
				

				
					
						do anything with pictures. So the Roadrunner is drawn again and again, and he's back in the next show
					
				

				
					
						with his wounds all healed and he's ready to make a jackass of himself again."
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 "A jackass?But he's a coyote."
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 "Now . . .
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 Mr. Howller stopped. Jill was grinning.
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						 "O.K., now you're pulling my leg."
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 "But is King Kong alive or is he taped?"
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 "Taped.Like theDisney I took you to see last week. Bed
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 knobsand Broomsticks. "
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 "Then King Kong didn't happen?"
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 "Oh, yes, it really happened.But this is a movie they made about King Kong after what really happened
					
				

				
					
						was all over. Soit's not exactly like it really was, and actors took the parts of Ann Redman and Carl
					
				

				
					
						Denham and all the others.Except King Kong himself. He was a toy model."
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 Jill was silent for a minute and then she said, "You mean,there really was a King Kong? How do you
					
				

				
					
						know, Grandpa?"
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 "Because I was there inNew Yorkwhen Kong went on his rampage.I was in the theater when he broke
					
				

				
					
						loose, and I was in the crowd that gathered around Kong's body after he fell off theEmpireStateBuilding .
					
				

				
					
						I was thirteen then, just seven years older than you are now. I was with my parents, and they were
					
				

				
					
						visiting my Aunt Thea . She was beautiful, and she had golden hair just like Fay Wray's-I mean,Ann
					
				

				
					
						Redman's .She'd married a very rich man, and they had a big apartment high up in the clouds.In the
					
				

				
					
						EmpireStateBuildingitself."
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 "High up in the clouds!That must've been fun, Grandpa!" It would have been, he thought,if there had not
					
				

				
					
						been so much tension in that apartment. Uncle Nate and Aunt Thea should have been happy because
					
				

				
					
						they were so rich and lived in such a swell place.But they weren't. No one said anything to young Tim
					
				

				
					
						Howller , but he felt the suppressed anger, heard the bite of tone, and saw the tightening lips. His aunt
					
				

				
					
						and uncle were having trouble of some sort, and his parentswere upset by it.But they all tried to pretend
					
				

				
					
						everything was as sweet as honey when he was around.
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 Young Howller had been eager to accept the pretense . Hedidn't like to think that anybody could be
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						mad at his tall, blond, and beautiful aunt. He was passionately in love with her; he ached for her in the
					
				

				
					
						daytime; atnights he had fantasies about her of which he was ashamed when he awoke.But not for long.
					
				

				
					
						She was a thousand times more desirable than Fay Wray or Claudette Colbert or Elissa Landi .
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 Butthat night, when they were all going to see the premiere of The Eighth Wonder of the World, King
					
				

				
					
						Kong himself, young Howller had managed to ignore whatever it was that was bugging his elders.And
					
				

				
					
						even they seemed to be having a good time. Uncle Nate , over his parents' weak protests, had purchased
					
				

				
					
						orchestra seats for them. These were twenty dollars apiece, big money in Depression days, enough to
					
				

				
					
						feed a family for a month. Everybody got all dressed up, and Aunt Thea looked too beautiful to be real.
					
				

				
					
						Young Howller was so excited that he thought his heart was going to climb up and out through his throat.
					
				

				
					
						Fordays the newspapers had been full of stories about King Kong speculations, rather, since Carl
					
				

				
					
						Denham wasn't telling them much.And he, Tim Howller , would be one of the lucky few to see the
					
				

				
					
						monster first.
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 Boy, wait until he got back to the kids in seventh grade at
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 Busiris,Illinois! Would their eyes ever pop when he told them all
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 aboutit!
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 Buthis happiness was too good to last. Aunt Thea suddenly said she had a headache andcouldn't
					
				

				
					
						possibly go. Then she and Uncle Nate went into their bedroom, and even in the front room, three rooms
					
				

				
					
						and a hallway distant, young Tim could hear their voices. After awhile Uncle Nate , slamming doors
					
				

				
					
						behind him, came out. He was red-faced and scowling, but hewasn't going to call the party off. All four
					
				

				
					
						of them, very uncomfortable and
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 silent, rode in a taxi to the theater onTimes Square .But when they got inside, even Uncle Nate forgot the
					
				

				
					
						quarrel or at least he seemed to. There was, the big stage with its towering silvery curtains and through
					
				

				
					
						the curtains came a vibration of excitement and of delicious danger.And even through the curtains the hot
					
				

				
					
						hairy ape-stink filled the theater .
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 "Did King Kong get loose just like in the movie?" Jill said.
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 Mr. Howller started. "What? Oh, yes, he sure did.Just like in the movie."
					
				

			

			
				
					
						 "Were you scared, Grandpa? Did you run away like everybody else?
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