TERRY CARR'S

BEST SCIENCE FICTION OF THE
YEAR

Thisisawork of fiction. All the characters and events portrayed in this book are fictional, and any resemblance to real people
or incidentsis purely coincidental.

Copyright © 1985 by Terry Carr

All rights reserved, including the right to reproduce this book or portions thereof in any form.
A TOR Book

Published by Tom Doherty Associates 8-10 West 36 Street New York. N.Y. 10018

Cover art by Michagl W. Carroll from the collection of Harrison and Carol Rose.

First TOR printing: July 1985

ISBN: 0-812-53273-2 CAN. ED.: 0-812-53274-0

Printed in the United States of America

ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

PRESSENTER | by John Varley. Copyright © 1984 by Davis Publications, Inc. From Isaac
AsimoV's Science Fiction Maga-zine, May 1984, by permission of the author and his agent, Kirby
McCauley, Ltd.

BLUED MOON by Connie Willis. Copyright © 1983 by Davis Publications, Inc. From Isaac
Asimov's Science Fiction Magazine, January 1984, by permission of the author.

SUMMER SOLSTICE by CharlesL. Harness. Copyright © 1984 by Davis Publications, Inc. From
Analog, June 1984, by permis-sion of the author and his agents, Scott Meredith Literary Agency, Inc.,
845 Third Ave,, New York NY 10022.

MORNING CHILD by Gardner Dozois. Copyright © 1984 by Omni Publications Internationa Ltd.
From Omni, January 1984, by permission of the author and his agent, VirginiaKidd.

THE ALIENSWHO KNEW, | MEAN, EVERYTHING by George Alec Effinger. Copyright ©
1984 by Mercury Press, Inc. From Fantasy and Science Fiction, October 1984, by permission of the
author.

A DAY IN THE SKIN, (OR, THE CENTURY WE WERE OUT OF THEM) by Tanith Lee.
Copyright © 1984 by Tanith Lee. From Habitats, by permission of the author.

INSTRUCTIONS by Bob Leman. Copyright © 1984 by Mer-cury' Press, Inc. From Fantasy and
Science Fiction, September 1984, by permission of the author.

THE LUCKY STRIKE by Kim Stanley Robinson. Copyright © 1984 by Terry Carr. From
Universe 14, by permission of the author.

GREEN HEARTS by Lee Montgomerie. Copyright © 1984 by Interzone. From Interzone, Winter
1984/85, by permission of the author.

BLOODCHILD by OctaviaE. Butler. Copyright © 1984 by Davis Publications, Inc. From Isaac
Asmov's Science Fiction Maga-zne, June 1984, by permission of the author.

TROJAN HORSE by Michad Swanwick. Copyright © 1984 by Omni Publications International



Ltd. From Omni, December 1984, by permission of the author and his agent, VirginiaKidd.

FEARS by Pamea Sargent. Copyright © 1984 by Pamela Sargent. From Light Years and Dark, by
permission of the author and her agent, the Joseph Elder Agency.

TRINITY by Nancy Kress. Copyright © 1984 by Davis Publications, Inc. From Isaac ASmov's
Science Fiction Magazine, Octo-ber 1984, by permission of the author and her agents, Writers House
Inc.

CONTENTS
Introduction

Terry Carr
Press Enter,

John Varley
Blued Moon

ConnieWillis
Summer Solstice

CharlesL. Harness

Morning Child
Gardner Dozois

The AliensWho Knew, | Mean, Everything
George Alec Effinger

A Day inthe Skin (or, The Century We Were Out of Them)
Tanith Lee

Ingtructions

Bob Leman
TheLucky Strike

Kim Stanley Robinson
Green Hearts

Lee Montgomerie
Bloodchild

OctaviaE. Butler
Trojan Horse

Michadl Swanwick
Fears

Pamela Sargent
Trinity
Nancy Kress
1984, the SF Year in Review
CharlesN. Brown

Recommended Reading



Terry Car

Sciencefiction can explain the importance of considering the advantages of change aswell asits
disadvantages: basicdly, it'sameatter of baance, because before we can judge the merits of any given
change we have to consider what options we have.

Our present state of thinking about the future mostly hasto do with worrying about nuclear war.
That's definitely a negartive concern—illy abummer, akchilly—and therésawholelot of sciencefiction
that tells how awful our future will beif we ever let matters get to that point. But sciencefiction is about
all of our possible futures, so most sf stories go far beyond current problems to consider the things that
may happen centuriesin thefuture, or in times much beyond.

The future is endless (whether or not we humanswill be there), so sf writers have an enormous
backdrop against which they can paint their canvases of tomorrow and tomor-row. They usualy assume
that welll get to that endlessfuture, either by avoiding nuclear war or by survivingit... and in that
assumption lies sciencefiction's essentia optimiam.

For though the future will bring usterrible difficulties, the newspapers and magazines will warn us
about those. Sciencefiction will continue to go beyond them, asal optimists mugt, aways.

—Terry Car

PRESSENTER | John Varley

You have a definite treat in store for you in this fascinating novella about theft-by-computer,
murder, and a surprising vil-lain. Even if you're a computer phobe, as | sometimes am, the
imagination and story-telling skill of John Varley will have you chuckling and nodding your head
in delight—which is very ap-propriate, for after all, one of sciencefiction's prime virtuesisits
ability to combat future shock by drawing us into tomorrow in such delightful ways.

John Varley is one of the most successful writersin science fiction of the past decade. His
novels include Titan, Wizard, and Demon, as well as the bestseller Millennium.

"Thisisarecording. Please do not hang up until—"

| dammed the phone down so hard it fell onto the floor. Then | stood there, dripping wet and shaking
with anger. Eventualy, the phone started to make that buzzing noise they make when areceiver is off the
hook. It's twenty times as loud as any sound a phone can normally make, and | always wondered why.
Asthough it was such aterrible disaster: "Emergency! Y our telephoneis off the hook!!!"

Phone answering machines are one of the small annoyances of life. Confess, do you redlly like talking
to amachine? But what had just happened to me was more than a petty irritartion. | had just been called
by an automatic diding machine.

They'refairly new. 1'd been getting about two or three such calsamonth. Mogt of them come from
insurance companies. They give you atwo-minute spiel and then anumber to cdll if you areinterested. (1
called back, once, to give them apiece of my mind, and was put on hold, complete with Muzak.) They
useligs. | don't know where they get them.

| went back to the bathroom, wiped water droplets from the plastic cover of the library book, and
carefully lowered my-sdlf back into the water. It wastoo cool. | ran more hot water and was just getting
my blood pressure back to normal when the phonerang again.



So | sat there through fifteen rings, trying to ignoreit.
Did you ever try to read with the phone ringing?

Onthe sixteenth ring | got up. | dried off, put on arobe, walked dowly and ddliberately into theliving
room. | stared at the phone for awhile.

Onthefiftiethring | picked it up.

"Thisisarecording. Please do not hang up until the message has been completed. Thiscal originates
from the house of your next-door neighbor, Charles Kluge. It will repeat every ten minutes. Mister Kluge
knows he has not been the best of neighbors, and apologizesin advance for the inconvenience. He
requests that you go immediately to his house. The key isunder the mat. Go inside and do what heedsto
be done. Therewill be areward for your services. Thank you."

Click. Did tone.

I'm not a hasty man. Ten minuteslater, when the phone rang again. | was till stting there thinking it
over. | picked up the receiver and listened carefully.

It was the same message. Asbefore, it was not Kluge's voice. It was something synthesized, with al
the human warmth of a Speak'n'Spell.

| heard it out again, and cradled the receiver when it was done.

| thought about caling the police. Charles Kluge had lived next door to mefor ten years. Inthat time |
may have had a dozen conversationswith him, none lasting longer than aminute. | owed him nothing.

I thought about ignoring it. | was il thinking about that when the phone rang again. | glanced at my
watch. Ten minutes. | lifted the receiver and put it right back down.

| could disconnect the phone. It wouldn't change my liferadicaly.

But intheend | got dressed and went out the front door, turned left, and waked toward Kluge's
property.
My neighbor acrossthe street, Hal Lanier, was out mowing the lavn. He waved to me, and | waved

back. It was about seven in the evening of awonderful August day. The shad-owswerelong. Therewas
thesmdl of cut grassintheair. I've dways liked that smell. About timeto cut my own lawn, | thought.

It was athought Kluge had never entertained. His lawn was brown and knee-high and choked with
weeds.

| rang the bell. When nobody came | knocked. Then | sighed, looked under the mat, and used the
key | found there to open the door.

"Kluge?' | caled out as| stuck my head in.

| went dong the short halway, tentatively, as people do when unsure of their welcome. The drapes
were drawn, asdways, o it was dark in there, but in what had once been the living room ten television
screens gave more than enough light for meto see Kluge. He sat inachair in front of atable, with his
face pressed into a computer keyboard and the side of his head blown away.

Hal Lanier operates acomputer for the L.A.P.D., so | told him what | had found and he called the
police. We waited together for the first car to arrive. Hal kept asking if 1'd touched anything, and | kept
telling him no, except for the front door knob.

An ambulance arrived without the Siren. Soon there were police dl over, and neighbors standing out
intheir yards or talking in front of Kluge's house. Crews from some of thetelevison Sationsarrived in
time to get pictures of the body, wrapped in aplastic sheet, being carried out. Men and women came
and went. | assumed they were doing al the standard police things, taking fingerprints, collecting



evidence. | would have gone home, but had been told to stick around.

Finally | was brought in to see Detective Osborne, who wasin charge of the case. | wasled into
Klugesliving room. All the television screenswere ill turned on. | shook hands with Oshorne. He
looked me over before he said anything. He was a short guy, balding. He seemed very tired until he
looked at me. Then, though nothing realy changed in hisface, hedidn't look tired at al.

"You're Victor Apfe?' he asked. | told him | was. He gestured at the room. "Mister Apfel, can you
tell if anything has been taken from thisroom?”

| took another look around, approaching it asapuzzle.

There was afireplace and there were curtains over the windows. There was arug on the floor. Other
than those items, there was nothing & se you would expect to find in aliving room.

All thewallswere lined with tables, leaving anarrow aide down the middle. On the tableswere
monitor screens, key-boards, disc drives—all the glossy bric-a-brac of the new age. They were
interconnected by thick cables and cords. Beneath the tables were still more computers, and boxes full of
elec-tronic items. Above the tables were shelves that reached the celling and were stuffed with boxes of
tapes, discs, cartridges. .. therewasaword for it which | couldn't recdl just then. It was software.

"There's no furniture, isthere? Other than that. .."
He was|ooking confused.
"Y ou mean there was furniture here before?"

"How would I know?' Then | redlized what the misunder-standing was. "Oh. Y ou thought I'd been
here before. Thefirst time | ever set foot in thisroom was about an hour ago.”

Hefrowned, and | didn't like that much.

"The medica examiner saysthe guy had been dead about three hours. How come you came over
whenyou did, Victor?'

| didn't like him using my first name, but didn't seewhat | could do about it. And | knew | had to tell
him about the phone cal.

He looked dubious. But there was one easy way to check it out, and we did that. Hal and Osborne
and | and severa otherstrooped over to my house. My phone was ringing as we entered.

Oshorne picked it up and listened. He got avery sour expression on hisface. Asthe night wore on, it
just got worse and worse.

We waited ten minutes for the phone to ring again. Os-borne spent the time examining everything in
my living room. | was glad when the phone rang again. They made arecord-ing of the message, and we
went back to Kluge's house.

Osborne went into the back yard to see Kluge'sforest of antennas. He looked impressed.

"Mrs. Madison down the street thinks he was trying to contact Martians," Hal said, with alaugh. "Me,
| just thought he was stedling HBO." There were three parabolic dishes. There were six tal magts, and
some of those things you see on telegphone company buildings for transmitting microwaves.

Osborne took meto the living room again. He asked me to describe what | had seen. | didn't know
what good that would do, but | tried.

"Hewas stting in that chair, which was herein front of thistable. | saw the gun on thefloor. Hishand
was hanging down toward it."

"You think it was suicide?'



"Yes, | guess| did think that." | waited for him to comment but he didn't. "Isthat what you think?'
He sghed. "Therewasn't any note.”
"They don't dwaysleave notes," Ha pointed out.

"No, but they do often enough that my nose starts to twitch when they don't."” He shrugged. "It's
probably nothing.”

"That phonecdl," | sad. "That might be akind of suicide note."
Oshorne nodded. "Was there anything € se you noticed?"

| went to the table and looked at the keyboard. It was made by Texas Instruments, model TI-99/4A.
Therewas alarge bloodstain on the right side of it, where his head had been resting.

"Just that he was Sitting in front of thismachine.” | touched akey, and the monitor screen behind the
keyboard immediatdy filled with words. | quickly drew my hand back, then stared at the message there.

PROGRAM NAME: GOODBY E REAL WORLD

DATE: 8/20

CONTENTS: LAST WILL AND TESTAMENT; MISC.

FEATURES

PROGRAMMER: "CHARLESKLUGE"

TO RUN PRESSENTERB

The black square at the end flashed on and off. Later | learned it was called a cursor.

Everyone gathered around. Hal, the computer expert, ex-plained how many computers went blank
after ten minutes of no activity, so the words wouldn't be burned into the televi-sion screen. Thisone had
been green until 1 touched it, then displayed black |etters on a blue background.

"Has this console been checked for prints?* Osborne asked.
Nobody seemed to know, so Osborne took a pencil and used the eraser to pressthe ENTER key.

The screen cleared, stayed blue for amoment, then filled with little ovoid shapesthat started at the
top of the screen and descended like rain. There were hundreds of them in many colors.

"Those are pills," one of the cops said, in amazement. "L ook, that's gotta be a Quaalude. Theresa
Nembutal." Other cops pointed out other pills. | recognized the distinctive red stripe around the center of
awhite capsule that had to be a Dilantin. | had been taking them every day for years.

Finally the pills stopped fdling, and the damn thing Sarted to play music a us. "Nearer My God To
Thee," in three-part harmony.

A few peoplelaughed. | don't think any of usthought it was funny—it was creepy as hell ligening to
that eerie dirge— but it sounded like it had been scored for penny whistle, caliope, and kazoo. What
could you do but laugh?

Asthe music played, alittle figure composed entirely of squares entered from the |eft of the screen
and jerked spasti-caly toward the center. It was like one of those human figures from avideo game, but
not as detailed. Y ou had to use your imagination to believe it was aman.

A shape gppeared in the middle of the screen. The "man’ stopped in front of it. He bent in the middle,
and something that might have been a chair gppeared under him.

"Wheat's that supposed to be?’

"A computer. lan't it?"



It must have been, because the little man extended his arms, which jerked up and down like Liberace
at the piano. He was typing. The words appeared above him.

SOMEWHERE ALONG THE LINE | MISSED SOME-THING. | SIT HERE, NIGHT AND
DAY, A SPIDER IN THE CENTER OF A COAXIAL WEB, MASTER OF ALL | SURVEY ...
AND IT ISNOT ENOUGH. THERE MUST BE MORE.

ENTER YOUR NAME HEREB
"Jesus Chrigt," Ha said. "l don't bdieveit. Aninterac-tive suicide note.”
"Come on, weve got to seetherest of this."

| was nearest the keyboard, so | leaned over and typed my name. But when | looked up, what | had
typed was VICTOR.

"How do you back thisup?' | asked.
"Just enter it," Osborne said. He reached around me and pressed enter.

DO YOU EVER GET THAT FEELING, VICT9R?YOU HAVE WORKED ALL YOUR LIFE
TOBE THE BEST THERE ISAT WHAT YOU DO, AND ONE DAY YOU WAKEUPTO
WONDER WHY YOU ARE DOING IT? THAT ISWHAT HAPPENED TO ME.

DO YOU WANT TO HEAR MORE, VICT9R? Y/NB

The message rambled from that point. Kluge seemed to be aware of it, apologetic about it, because
at the end of each forty-or fifty-word paragraph the reader was given the Y/N option.

| kept glancing from the screen to the keyboard, remember-ing Kluge dumped acrossit. | thought
about him gtting here alone, writing this.

He said he was despondent. He didn't fed like he could go on. He was taking too many pills (more of
them rained down the screen at this point), and he had no further god. He had done everything he set out
to do. We didn't understand what he meant by that. He said he no longer existed. We thought that was a
figure of speech.

ARE YOU A COP, VICT9R?IF YOU ARE NOT, A COPWILL BE HERE SOON. SO TO
YOU OR THE COP: | WASNOT SELLING NARCOTICS. THE DRUGSIN MY BEDROOM
WERE FOR MY OWN PERSONAL USE. | USED A LOT OF THEM. AND NOW | WILL NOT
NEED THEM ANYMORE.

PRESSENTERB

Osborne did, and aprinter across the room began to chat-ter, scaring the hell out of dl of us. | could
see the carriage zipping back and forth, printing in both directions, when Ha pointed at the screen and
shouted.

"Look! Look at that!"

The compugraphic man was standing again. He faced us. He had something that had to beagunin his
hand, which he now pointed at his head.

“Dont doit!" Hal yelled.

Thelittle man didn't listen. There was a denatured gunshot sound, and the little man fell on hisback. A
line of red dripped down the screen. Then the green background turned to blue, the printer shut off, and
there was nothing left but the little black corpselying on its back and the word ** DONE** at the bottom
of the screen.

| took a deep breath, and glanced at Osborne. It would be an understatement to say he did not look
happy.



"What's this about drugsin the bedroom?’ he said.

We watched Osborne pulling out drawersin dressers and bedside tables. He didn't find anything. He
looked under the bed, and in the closet. Like dl the other roomsin the house, this one wasfull of
computers. Holes had been knocked in wallsfor the thick sheaves of cables.

| had been standing near abig cardboard drum, one of severa in the room. It was about thirty gallon
capacity, the kind you ship thingsin. Thelid wasloose, so | lifted it. | sort of wished | hadn't.

"Osborne," | said. "You'd better look at this."
The drum was lined with a heavy-duty garbage bag. And it was two-thirds full of Quaaudes.

They pried the lids off the rest of the drums. We found drums of amphetamines, of Nembutals, of
Vdium. All sortsof things.

With the discovery of the drugs alot more police returned to the scene. With them camethetelevison
cameracrews.

In al the activity no one seemed concerned about me, so | dipped back to my own house and locked
the door. From timeto time | peeked out the curtains. | saw reporters inter-viewing the neighbors. Hal
was there, and seemed to be having agood time. Twice crews knocked on my door, but | didn't answer.
Eventualy they went away.

| ran ahot bath and soaked in it for about an hour. Then | turned the heat up as high asit would go
and got in bed, under the blankets.

| shivered dl night.

* % %

Oshorne came over about nine the next morning. | let himin, Hai followed, looking very unhappy. |
redized they had been up dl night. | poured coffee for them.

"Y ou'd better read thisfirst,” Osborne said, and handed me the sheet of computer printout. | unfolded
it, got out my glasses, and Started to read.

It wasin that awful dot-matrix printing. My policy isto throw any such trash into the fireplace,
un-read, but I made an exception thistime.

It was Kluge'swill. Some probate court was going to have alot of fun withit.

He stated again that he didn't exist, so he could have no relatives. He had decided to give dl his
worldly property to somebody who deserved it.

But who was deserving? Kluge wondered. Well, not Mr. and Mrs. Perkins, four houses down the
dtreet. They were child abusers. He cited court records in Buffalo and Miami, and apending case locdlly.

Mrs. Radnor and Mrs. Polonski, who lived across the street from each other five houses down, were

gossps.
The Andersons oldest son wasacar thief.
Marian FHores cheated on her high school algebratests.

Therewas aguy nearby who was diddling the city on afreaway construction project. There was one
wife in the neighborhood who made out with door-to-door salesmen, and two having affairs with men
other than their husbands. There was a teenage boy who got his girlfriend pregnant, dropped her, and
bragged abouit it to hisfriends.

There were no fewer than nineteen couples in the immedi-ate area who had not reported income to
the IRS, or who had padded their deductions.



Kluge's neighborsin back had a dog that barked al night.

Wéll, | could vouch for the dog. HEd kept me awake often enough. But the rest of it was crazy! For
onething, where did aguy with two hundred gallons of illega narcotics get theright to judge his
neighbors so harshly? | mean, the child abusers were one thing, but wasit right to tar awhole family
because their son stole cars? And for another... how did he know some of this Suff?

But there was more. Specifically, four philandering hus-bands. Onewas Harold "Ha" Lanier, who for
three years had been seeing awoman named Toni Jones, a co-worker at the L.A.P.D. Data Processing
facility. Shewas pressuring him for adivorce; he was "waiting for theright timeto tdll hiswife.”

| glanced up at Hal. Hisred face was all the confirmation | needed.
Theniit hit me. What had Kluge found out about me?
| hurried down the page, searching for my name. | found it in the last paragraph.

"... for thirty years Mr. Apfel has been paying for amistake he did not even make. | won't go so far
asto nominate him for sainthood, but by default—if for no other reason—I hereby leave dl deed and title
to my real property and the structure thereon to Victor Apfd."

| looked at Osborne, and those tired eyes were weighing me.

"But | don't want it!"

"Do you think thisisthe reward Kluge mentioned in the phone call?'
"It must be," | said. "What ese could it be?'

Oshorne sighed, and sat back in his chair. "At least he didn't try to leave you the drugs. Are you il
saying you didn't know the guy?"

"Areyou accusng me of something?"

He spread hishands. "Migter Apfd, I'm smply asking aquestion. Y ou're never one hundred percent
surein asuicide. Maybe it was amurder. If it was, you can seethat, so far, you're the only one we know
of that'sgained by it."

"He wasdmost astranger to me."

He nodded, tapping his copy of the computer printout. | looked back at my own, wishing it would go
avay.

"What'sthis... mistake you didn't make?'

| was afraid that would be the next question.

"I was aprisoner of war in North Koreg," | said.

Oshorne chewed that over for awhile.

"They brainwash you?"

"Yes" | hit thearm of my chair, and suddenly had to be up and moving. The room was getting cold.
"No. | don't... there'sbeen alot of confusion about that word. Did they 'brain-wash’ me? Y es. Did they
succeed? Did | offer aconfession of my war crimes and denounce the U.S. Government? No."

Oncemore, | felt mysdlf being inspected by those decep-tively tired eyes.
"You gill ssemto have... strong fedings about it.”

"'It's not something you forget."

"|sthere anything you want to say about it?"



"It'sjust that it was all s0... no. No, | have nothing further to say. Not to you, not to anybody."
"I'm going to have to ask you more questions about Kluge's death.”

"I think I'll have my lawyer present for those." Christ. Now | am going to haveto get alawyer. | didnt
know whereto begin.

Osborne just nodded again. He got up and went to the door.

"| was ready to write thisone down asasuicide," he said. "The only thing that bothered me was there
was no note. Now we've got anote." He gestured in the direction of Kluge's house, and started to look

agry.

"Thisguy not only writesanote, he programs the fucking thing into his computer, complete with
special effects straight out of Pac-Man.

"Now, | know people do crazy things. I've seen enough of them. But when | heard the computer
playing ahymn, that'swhen | knew thiswas murder. Tell you trietruth, Mr. Apfd, | don't think you did it.
There must be two dozen motives for murder in that printout. Maybe he was blackmailing people around
here. Maybe that's how he bought al those machines. And people with that amount of drugsusudly die
violently. I've got alot of work to do on thisone, and I'll find who did it." He mumbled something about
not leaving town, and that hed see melater, and lft.

"Vic..." Hd said. | looked at him.

"About that printout,” hefindly said. "I'd gppreciateit... well, they said they'd keep it confidentid. If
you know what | mean." He had eyeslike abasset hound. I'd never noticed that before.

"Hd, if you'll just go home, you have nothing to worry about from me."
He nodded, and scuttled for the door.

"I don't think any of that will get out," he said.

Ital did, of course,

It probably would have even without the | etters that began arriving afew days after Kluge's degath, all
postmarked Tren-ton, New Jersey, al computer-generated from a machine no one was ever ableto
trace. Theletters detailed the matters Kluge had mentioned in hiswill.

| didn't know about any of that at thetime. | spent the rest of the day after Hdl's departure lying in my
bed, under the eectric blanket. | couldn't get my feet warm. | got up only to soak in the tub or to make a
sandwich.

Reporters knocked on the door but | didn't answer. On the second day | called acrimina
lavyer—Martin Abrams, the first in the book—and retained him. He told me they'd probably call me

down to the police station for questioning. | told him | wouldn't go, popped two Dilantin, and sprinted for
the bed.

A couple of times | heard srensin the neighborhood. Once | heard a shouted argument down the
street. | resisted the temptation to look. I'll admit | was alittle curious, but you know what happened to
the cat.

| kept waiting for Osborne to return, but he didn't. The days turned into aweek. Only two things of
interest happened in that time.

The first was aknock on my door. Thiswastwo days after Kluge's degth. | looked through the
curtains and saw asilver Ferrari parked at the curb. | couldn't see who was on the porch, so | asked
who it was.

"My name's LisaFoo," she said. "Y ou asked meto drop by."



"| certainly don't remember it."
"lan't this Charles Kluge's house?"
“That's next door."

"Oh. Sorry."

| decided | ought to warn her Kluge was dead, so | opened the door. She turned around and smiled
a me. It wasblinding.

Where does one start in describing Lisa Foo? Remember when newspapers used to run editorial
cartoons of Hirohito and Tojo, when the Times used the word " Jap" without embarrassment? Little guys
with faceswide as footballs, ears like jug handles, thick glasses, two big rabhbity teeth, and pencil-thin
moustaches. ..

Leaving out only the moustache, she was adead ringer for a cartoon Tojo. She had the glasses, and
the ears, and the teeth. But her teeth had braces, like piano keys wrapped in barbed wire. And she was
five-eight or five-nine and couldn't have weighed more than a hundred and ten. I'd have said a hundred,
but added five pounds each for her breasts, so improbably large on her scrawny framethat dl | could
read of the message on her T-shirt was"POCK LIVE." It was only when she turned sidewaysthat | saw
the before and after.

Shethrust out adender hand.

"Looks like I'm going to be your neighbor for awhile," shesaid. "At least until we get that dragon's
lair next door straightened out.” If she had an accent, it was San Fernando Valley.

"That'snice”
"Did you know him?Kluge, | mean. Or at least that'swhat he called himsdf.”
"Y ou don't think that was his name?"

"l doubt it. 'Kluge means clever in German. And it's hacker dang for being tricky. And he surewasa
tricky bugger. Definitely some glitchesin thewetware." She tapped the side of her head meaningfully.
"Viruses and phantoms and demons jumping out every time they try to key in. Softwarerot, bit buckets
overflowing onto thefloor..."

She babbled on in that vein for atime. It might aswell have been Swahili.
"Did you say there were demonsin his computers?’

"Thet'sright.”

"Sounds like they need an exorcig.”

She jerked her thumb at her chest and showed me another half-acre of teeth.
"That'sme. Ligten, | gottago. Drop in and see me anytime."

The second interesting event of the week happened the next day. My bank statement arrived. There
were three deposits listed. Thefirst wasthe regular check from the V.A., for $487.00. The second was
for $392.54, interest on the money my parents had |eft me fifteen years ago.

Thethird deposit had comein on the twentieth, the day Charles Kluge died. It was for $700,083.04.
A few dayslater Hall Lanier dropped by.
"Boy, what aweek," he said. Then he flopped down on the couch and told me al about it.

There had been a second degth on the block. The letters had stirred up alot of trouble, especialy
with the police going house to house questioning everyone. Some people had confessed to things when
they were sure the cops were clos-ing in on them. The woman who used to entertain salesmen while her



husband was at work had admitted her infidelity, and the guy had shot her. He wasin the County Jail.
That was the worst incident, but there had been others, from fistfights to rocks thrown through windows.
According to Ha, the IRS was thinking of setting up a branch office in the neighborhood, so many

people were being audited.

I thought about the seven hundred thousand and eighty-three dollars.
And four cents.
| didn't say anything, but my feet were getting cold.

"| suppose you want to know about me and Betty," hesaid, at lagt. | didn't. | didn't want to hear any
of this, but | tried for asympathetic expression.

"That'sal over," he said, with asatisfied sigh. "Between me and Toni, | mean. | told Betty &l about it.
It wasred bad for afew days, but | think our marriageis stronger for it now." Hewas quiet for a
moment, basking in thewarmth of it al. | had kept a straight face under worse provocetion, so | trust |
did well enough then.

Hewanted to tell me dl they'd learned about Kluge, and he wanted to invite me over for dinner, but |
begged off on both, telling him my war wounds were giving me hdll. | just aout had him to the door
when Oshorne knocked on it. There was nothing to do but let him in. Hal stuck around, too.

| offered Osborne coffee, which he gratefully accepted. He looked different. | wasn't surewhat it was
at first. Same old tired expression... no, it wasn't. Most of that weary look had been either an act or a
cop's built-in cynicism. Today it was genuine. The tiredness had moved from hisfaceto his shoulders, to
his hands, to the way he walked and the way he dumped in the chair. There was a sour aura of defesat
around him.

"Am | ill asuspect?’ | asked.

"Y ou mean should you call your lawyer?1'd say don't bother. | checked you out pretty good. That
will ain't gonnahold up, so your mativeis pretty haf-assed. Way | figureit, every coke deder inthe
Marinahad a better reason to snuff Kluge than you." He sighed. "I got a couple questions. Y ou can
answer them or not."

"Giveitatry."

"Y ou remember any unusua visitors he had? People com-ing and going at night?'

"Theonly vistors| ever recal were deliveries. Post office. Federal Express, freight companies... that
sort of thing. | suppose the drugs could have come in any of those shipments.”

"That'swhat we figure, too. Theré's no way he was dealing nickel and dime bags. He must have been
amiddleman. Shipitin, ship it out." He brooded about that for awhile, and sipped his coffee.
"So are you making any progress?" | asked.

"Y ou want to know the truth? The caseis going in the toilet. Weve got too many motives, and not a
one of them that works. Asfar aswe can tdll, nobody on the block had the dightest idea Kluge had dl
that information. We've checked bank accounts and we can't find evidence of blackmail. So the
neighbors are pretty much out of the picture. Though if he were dive, most people around here would
liketokill him now."

"Damn sraight,” Hal said.

Oshorne dapped histhigh. "If the bastard was alive, I'd kill him," he said. "But I'm beginning to think
he never was dive"

"I don't understand.”



"If | hadn't seen the goddam body..." He sat up alittle straighter. "He said he didn't exist. Well, he
practicaly didn't. The power company never heard of him. He's hooked up to their lines and a meter
reader came by every month, but they never billed him for asingle kilowatt. Same with the phone
com-pany. He had awhole exchange in that house that was made by the phone company, and ddlivered
by them, and ingtalled by them, but they have no record of him. We talked to the guy who hooked it all
up. Heturned in his records, and the computer swallowed them. Kluge didn't have a bank account
anywherein California, and apparently he didn't need one. Weve tracked down a hundred companies
that sold things to him, shipped them out, and then either marked his account paid or forgot they ever
sold him anything. Some of them have check numbers and account numbersin their books, for accounts
or even banks that don't exist."

Heleaned back in his chair, sSmmering at the perfidy of it all.

"The only guy we've found who ever heard of him was the guy who ddlivered his groceriesonce a
month. Little store down on Sepulveda. They don't have acompuiter, just paper receipts. He paid by
check. Wells Fargo accepted them and the checks never bounced. But Wells Fargo never heard of him."

| thought it over. He seemed to expect something of me at this point, so | made astab &t it.
"Hewas doing dl this by computers?'

"That's right. Now, the grocery store scam | understand, almost. But more often than not, Kluge got
right into the basic programming of the computers and wiped himsdlf out. The power company was never
paid, by check or any other way, because asfar asthey were concerned, they weren't selling him

anything.

"No government agency has ever heard of him. Weve checked him with everybody from the post
officetothe CIA."

"Kluge was probably an dias, right?" | offered.

"Y eah. But the FBI doesn't have hisfingerprints. We'll find out who he was, eventually. But it doesn't
get us any closer to whether or not he was murdered.”

He admitted there was pressure to smply close the felony part of the case, labd it suicide, and forget
it. But Osborne would not believeit. Naturally, the civil side would go on for sometime, asthey
attempted to track down al Kluge's deceptions.

"It'sdl up to the dragon lady,” Osborne said. Hal snorted.
"Fat chance," Ha said, and muttered something about boat people.
"That girl? She'sHill over there? Who isshe?"

" She's some sort of giant brain from Cal Tech. We called out there and told them we were having
problems, and she's what they sent.” It was clear from Osborne's face what he thought of any help she
might provide.

| findly managed to get rid of them. Asthey went down thewalk | looked over at Kluge's house.
Sure enough LisaFoo'ssilver Farrari was Sitting in hisdriveway.
I had no business going over there. | knew that better than anyone.

So | set about preparing my evening medl. | made atuna casserole—which isnot asbland asit
sounds, theway | make it—put it in the oven and went out to the garden to pick the makingsfor asaad.
| was dicing cherry tomatoes and think-ing about chilling a bottle of wine when it occurred to methat |
had enough for two.

Sincel never do anything hadtily, | sat down and thought it over for awhile. What finaly decided me
was my feet. For thefirgt timein aweek, they were warm. So | went to Kluge's house.



The front door was standing open. There was no screen. Funny how disturbing that can look, the
dwelling wide open and unguarded. | stood on the porch and leaned in, but dl | could see was the
hdlway.

"Miss Foo?' | called. There was no answer.
Thelast timel'd been here |l had found adead man. | hurried in.

LisaFoo was sitting on a piano bench before acomputer console. She wasin profile, her back very
straight, her brown legsin lotus position, her fingers poised at the keys as words sprayed rapidly onto the
screen in front of her. She looked up and flashed her teeth at me.

"Somebody told me your namewas Victor Apfd," shesaid.
"Y es. Uh, the door was open..."

"It'shot," she said, reasonably, pinching the fabric of her shirt near her neck and lifting it up and down
like you do when you're sweaty. "What can | do for you?"'

"Nothing, redly.” | cameinto the dimness, and ssumbled on something. It was a cardboard box, the
largeflat kind used for ddivering ajumbo pizza.

"l wasjust fixing dinner, and it looks like there's plenty for two, so | waswondering if you..." | trailed
off, as| had just noticed something else. | had thought she was wear-ing shorts. In fact, al she had on
wasthe shirt and apair of pink bikini underpants. Thisdid not seem to make her uneasy.

"... would you liketo join mefor dinner?"
Her smile grew even broader.

"I'dloveto," she said. She effortlessy unwound her legs and bounced to her feet, then brushed past
me, trailing the smells of perspiration and sweet sogp. "Be with you in aminute.”

| looked around the room again but my mind kept coming back to her. Sheliked Peps with her pizza;
there were dozens of empty cans. There was adeep scar on her knee and upper thigh. The ashtrays
were empty... and the long muscles of her calves bunched strongly as she walked. Kluge must have
smoked, but Lisadidn't, and she had fine, downy hairsin the small of her back just visble in the green
compuiter light. | heard water running in the bathroom sink, looked at a yellow notepad covered with the
kind of penmanship | hadn't seen in decades, and smelled soap and remembered tawny brown skin and
an easy dride.

She appeared in the hal, wearing cut-off jeans, sandds, and anew T-shirt. The old one had
advertised BURROUGHS OFFICE SY STEMS. This one featured Mickey Mouse and Snow White's
Castle and smelled of fresh bleached cotton. Mickey's ears were laid back on the upper Sopes of her
incongruous breasts.

| followed her out the door. Tinkerbell twinkled in pixie dust from the back of her shirt.
"I likethiskitchen," shesaid.
Y ou don' redly look at aplace until someone says some-thing like that.

Thekitchen was atime capsule. It could have been lifted bodily from anissueof Life inthe early
fifties. There was the hump-shouldered Frigidaire, of avintage when that word had been ageneric term,
like kleenex or coke. The counter topswere yelow tile, the sort that's only found in bathrooms these
days. There wasn't an ounce of Formicain the place. Instead of adishwasher | had awirerack and a
double sink. There was no electric can opener, Cuisinart, trash compacter, or microwave oven. The
newest thing in the whole room was a fifteen-year-old blender.

I'm good with my hands. | like to repair things.



"Thisbread isterrific," she sad.

| had baked it mysdlf. | watched her mop her plate with a crust, and she asked if she might have
seconds.

| understand cleaning one's plate with bread is bad man-ners. Not that | cared; | do it myself. And
other than that, her manners were impeccable. She polished off three hel pings of my casserole and when
she was done the plate hardly needed washing. | had a sense of ravenous appetite barely held in check.

She sttled back in her chair and | re-filled her glasswith whitewine,
"Areyou sure you wouldn't like some more peas?"

"I'd bust." She patted her somach contentedly. "Thank you so much, Mister Apfd. | haven't had a
home-cooked medl in ages.”

"You can cdl meVictor."
"l just love American food."

"l didn't know there was such athing. | mean, not like Chineseor... you are American, aren't you?"
Shejust smiled. "What | mean—"

"1 know what you meant, Victor. I'm acitizen, but not native-born. Would you excuse mefor a
moment? | know it'simpoalite to jump right up, but with these braces | find | haveto brush instantly after
eding.

| could hear her as| cleared thetable. | ran water in the sink and started doing the dishes. Before
long shejoined me, grabbed adish towe, and began drying the thingsin the rack, over my protests.

"You live done here?' she asked.

"Y es. Have ever since my parentsdied.”

"Ever married? If it'snone of my business, just say s0."
"That'sal right. No, | never married."

"Y ou do pretty good for not having awoman around.”
"I've had alot of practice. Can | ask you aquestion?”
"Where are you from? Taiwan?"

"l have aknack for languages. Back home, | spoke pidgin American, but when | got here | cleaned
up my act. | aso spesk rotten French, illiterate Chinesein four or five varie-ties, gutter Vietnamese, and
enough Thai to holler, 'Me wanna see American Consul, pretty-damn-quick, you!" "

| laughed. When she said it, her accent was thick.
"l been here eight years now. Y ou figured out where homeis?
"Vietnam?' | ventured.

"The sdewaks of Saigon, fer shure. Or Ho Chi Minh's Shitty, as the pgjama-heads re-named it, may
their dinksrot off and their butts be filled with jagged punjee-sticks. Pardon my French.”

She ducked her head in embarrassment. What had started out light had turned hot very quickly. |
sensed ahurt at least as deep as my own, and we both backed off from it.

"| took you for aJapanese,” | said.

"Yeah, an'titapisser? 'l tell you about it someday. Victor, isthat alaundry room through that door



there? With an dectric washer?"
"That'sright."”
"Would it betoo much troubleif | did aload?!

It was no trouble a all. She had seven pairs of faded jeans, some with the legs cut away, and about
two dozen T-shirts. It could have been aload of boys clothing except for the frilly underwear.

We went into the back yard to sit in the last rays of the setting sun, then she had to see my garden.
I'm quite proud of it. When I'm well, | spend four or five hours aday working out there, year-round,
usudly in the morning hours. Y ou can do that in southern California. | have asmdl greenhouse | built

mysdf.

Sheloved it, though it was not in its best shape. | had spent most of the week in bed or in thetub. As
aresult, weeds were sprouting here and there.

"We had agarden when | waslittle," she said. "And | spent two yearsin arice paddy.”
"That must bealot different than this”
"Damn sraight. Put me off ricefor years."

She discovered an infestation of gphids, so we squatted down to pick them off. She had that
double-jointed Asian peasant'sway of sitting that | remembered so well and could never imitate. Her
fingerswerelong and narrow, and soon the tips of them were green from squashed bugs.

Wetalked about this and that. | don't remember quite how it came up, but | told her | had fought in
Korea. | learned she was twenty-five. It turned out we had the same birthday, so some months back |
had been exactly twice her age.

The only time Kluge's name came up was when she men-tioned how she liked to cook. She hadn't
been ableto at Kluge's house.

"He has afreezer in the garage full of frozen dinners,” she said. "He had one plate, onefork, one
spoon, and one glass. He's got the best microwave oven on the market. And that's it, man. Ain't nothing
edseinhiskitchenat all." She shook her head, and executed an gphid. "He was one weird dude.”

When her laundry was done it was late evening, aimost dark. She loaded it into my wicker basket
and wetook it out to the clothedline. It got to be agame. | would shake out a T-shirt and study the
picture or message there. Sometimes | got it, and sometimes | didn't. There were pictures of rock
groups, amap of Los Angeles, Star Trek tie-ins... alittle of everything.

"What'sthe L5 Society?' | asked her.

"Guysthat want to build these great big farmsin space. | asked 'em if they were gonnagrow rice, and
they said they didn't think it was the best crop for zero gee, so | bought the shirt.”

"How many of these things do you have?'

"Wow, it's gotta be four or five hundred. | usualy wear 'em two or three times and then put them
avay."

| picked up another shirt, and abrafdl out. It wasn't the kind of bra girlswore when | was growing
up. It was very sheer, though somehow functiona at the sametime.

"You like, Yank?' Her accent was very thick. "Y ou oughttasee my sster!”
| glanced at her, and her facefdll.

"I'm sorry, Victor," shesaid. ™Y ou don't have to blush.” Shetook the brafrom me and clipped it to
theline



She must have mis-read my face. True, | had been embar-rassed, but | was aso pleased in some
strange way. It had been along time since anybody had called me anything but Victor or Mr. Apfd.

The next day's mail brought aletter from alaw firm in Chicago. It was about the seven hundred
thousand dollars. The money had come from a Delaware holding company which had been setupin
1933 to provide for mein my old age. My mother and father were listed as the founders. Cer-tain
long-term investments had matured, resulting in my re-cent windfal. The amount in my bank was after
taxes.

It wasridiculous on the face of it. My parents had never had that kind of money. | didn't want it. |
would have given it back if | could find out who Kluge had stolen it from.

| decided that, if | wasn'tinjail thistime next year, I'd giveit dl to some charity. Save the Whales,
maybe, or the L5 Society.

| spent the morning in the garden. Later | walked to the market and bought some fresh ground beef
and pork. | wasfeeling good as | pulled my purchases homein my fold-up wire basket. When | passed
the slver Ferrari | smiled.

She hadn't cometo get her laundry. | took it off the line and folded it, then knocked on Kluge's door.
"It'sme. Victor."
"Comeonin, Yank."

She was where she had been before, but decently dressed thistime. She smiled at me, then hit her
forehead when she saw the laundry basket. She hurried to take it from me.

"I'm sorry, Victor. | meant to get this—"

"Don't worry about it," | said. "It was no trouble. And it gives me the chanceto ask if you'd liketo
dinewithmeagan."

Something happened to her face which she covered quickly. Perhaps shedidn't like " American” food
as much as she professed to. Or maybe it was the cook.

"Sure, Victor, I'd love to. Let me take care of this. And why don't you open those drapes? It'slike a
tombin here"

She hurried away. | glanced at the screen she had been using. It was blank, but for one word:
intercourse-p. | as-sumed it was atypo.

| pulled the drapes open in time to see Oshorne's car park at the curb. Then Lisawas back, wearing
anew T-shirt. Thisonesaid A CHANGE OF HOBBIT, and had a picture of a squat, hairy-footed
cresture. She glanced out the window and saw Osborne coming up the walk.

"l say, Watson," she sad. "It's Lestrade of the Yard. Do show himin."

That wasn't nice of her. He gave me a suspicious glance as he entered. | burst out laughing. Lisasat
on the piano bench, poker-faced. She dumped indolently, one arm resting near the keyboard.

"Well, Apfd," Osborne garted. "Wevefinaly found out who Kluge redly was."

"Patrick William Gavin," Lisasad.

Quite atime went by before Osborne was able to close his mouth. Then he opened it right up again.
"How the hell did you find that out?"

Shelazily caressed the keyboard beside her.

"Wel, of coursel got it when it cameinto your office thismorning. Therésalittle oolie program
tucked away in your computer that whispersin my ear every time the name Klugeis mentioned. But |



didn't need that. | figured it out five daysago.”
"Thenwhy the... why didn't you tell me?"
"Youdidn't ask me."

They glared at each other for awhile. | had no ideawhat events had led up to this moment, but it was
quite clear they didn't like each other even alittle bit. Lisawas on top just now, and seemed to be
enjoying it. Then she glanced at her screen, looked surprised, and quickly tapped akey. The word that
had been there vanished. She gave me an inscrutable glance, then faced Osborne again.

"If you recdll, you brought mein because al your own guyswere getting was alot of crashes. This
system was brain-damaged when | got here, practicaly catatonic. Most of it was down and your guys
couldn't get it up." She had to grin at that.

"Y ou decided | couldn't do any worse than your guys were doing. So you asked meto try and break
Kluge's codes without frying the system. Well, | did it. All you had to do was come by and interface and
| would have downloaded N tons of wallpaper right in your lap.”

Osborne listened quietly. Maybe he even knew he had made a mistake.
"What did you get? Can | seeit now?"

She nodded, and pressed afew keys. Words started to fill her screen, and one closeto Oshorne. |
got up and read Lisastermind.

It wasabrief bio of Kluge/Gavin. He was about my age, but while | was getting shot at in aforeign
land, he was cutting a swath through the infant computer industry. He had been there from the ground up,
working a many of the top research facilities. It surprised methat it had taken over aweek to identify
him.

"I compiled thisanecdotdly," Lisasad, asweread. "Thefirgt thing you haveto redize about Gavinis
that he exists nowhere in any computerized information system. So | called people dl over the
country—interesting phone system he's got, by the way; it generates anew number for each call, and you
can't call back or trace it—and started asking who the top people werein thefiftiesand sixties. | got alot
of names. After that, it was amatter of finding out who no longer existed in thefiles. Hefaked hisdegthin
1967. | located one account of it in anewspaper file. Everybody | talked to who had known him knew
of hisdesth. Thereisapaper birth certificate in Florida. That's the only other evidence | found of him. He
wasthe only guy so many peoplein the field knew who left no mark on the world. That seemed
conclusvetome.

Oshorne finished reading, then looked up.
"All right, Ms. Foo. What €l se have you found out?'

"I've broken some of his codes. | had apiece of luck, getting into a basic rape-and-plunder program
he'd written to attack other people's programs, and I've managed to use it against afew of hisown. I've
unlocked afile of passwords with notes on where they came from. And I've learned afew of histricks.
But it'sthetip of theiceberg.”

Shewaved ahand at the slent metd brainsin the room.

"What | haven't gotten acrossto anyoneisjust what thisis. Thisisthe most devious dectronic
weapon ever devised. It'sarmored like a battleship. It hasto be; thereésalot of very dick programs out
there that grab an invader and hang on like aterrier. If they ever got thisfar Kluge could deflect them.
But usualy they never even knew they'd been burgled. Kluged comein likeacruise missile, low and fast
and twisty. And he'd route his attack through a dozen cut-offs.

"He had alot of advantages. Big systems these days are heavily protected. People use passwords



and very sophisti-cated codes. But Kluge helped invent most of them. Y ou need adamn good lock to
keep out alocksmith. He helped install alot of the mgor systems. Heleft informants behind, hidden in
the software. If the codes were changed, the computer itself would send the information to a safe system
that Kluge could tap later. 1t'slike you buy the biggest, meanest, best-trained watchdog you can. And
that night, the guy who trained the dog comesin, pats him on the head, and robs you blind."

Therewasalot morein that vein. I'm afraid that when Lisa began talking about computers, ninety
percent of my head shut off.

"I'd like to know something, Osborne,” Lisasaid.
"What would that be?'

"What ismy status here? Am | supposed to be solving your crime for you, or just trying to get this
system back to where a competent user can dedl with it?

Oshornethought it over.

"What worriesme," she added, "isthat I'm poking around in alot of restricted data banks. I'm
worried about somebody knocking on the door and handcuffing me. You ought to be worried, too. Some
of these agencieswouldn't like ahomi-cide cop looking into their affairs.”

Osborne bridled at that. Maybe that's what she intended.
"What do | haveto do?' he snarled. "Beg you to Stay?'
"No. | just want your authorization. Y ou don't haveto put it in writing. Just say you're behind me.”

"Look. Asfar asL.A. County and the State of Cdiforniaare concerned, this house doesn't exigt.
Thereisnolot here. It doesn't appear in the assessor's records. Thisplaceisin alegd limbo. If anybody
can authorize you to use this stuff, it'sme, because | believe amurder was committed init. So you just
keep doing what you've been doing."

"That's not much of acommitment,” she mused.
"It'sdl you're going to get. Now, what €l se have you got?'

She turned to her keyboard and typed for awhile. Pretty soon a printer started, and Lisaleaned
back. | glanced at her screen. It said: osculate posterior-p. | remembered that oscu-late meant kiss.
Wéll, these people have their own language. Lisalooked up a me and grinned.

"Not you," shesad, quietly. "Him."
| hadn't the faintest notion of what she was talking aboui.

Osborne got his printout and was ready to leave. Again, he couldn't resst turning at the door for find
orders.

"If you find anything to indicate he didn't commit suicide, let me know."

"Okay. He didn't commit suicide.”

Oshorne didn't understand for amoment.

"l want proof."

"Well, | haveit, but you probably can't useit. He didn't write that ridiculous suicide note.”
"How do you know that?"

"I knew that my first day here. | had the computer list the program. Then | compared it to Kluge's
style. No way he could have written it. It'stighter'n abug's ass. Not asparelineinit. Kluge didn't pick
hisdiasfor nothing. Y ou know what it means?



"Clever," | sad.
"Literaly. But it means... a Rube Goldberg device,

Something overly complex. Something that works, but for the wrong reason. Y ou 'kluge around' bugs
inaprogram. It'sthe hacker'svasdine.”

"So?"' Oshorne wanted to know.

"So Kluge's programs were redly crocked. They were full of bells and whistles he never bothered to
clean out. He was agenius, and his programs worked, but you wonder why they did. Routines so
bletcherous they'd make your skin crawl. Real crufty baghbiters. But good programming's so rare, even
his diddles were better than most people's super-moby hacks."

| suspect Osborne understood about as much of that as| did.
" S0 you base your opinion on his programming style."

"Y eah. Unfortunatdly, it's gonna be ten years or so before that's admissible in court, like graphology
or fingerprints. But if you know anything about programming you can look &t it and seeit. Somebody else
wrote that suicide note—somebody damn good, by the way. That program called up hislast will and
testament as a sub-routine. And he definitely did writethat. It'sgot hisfingerprintsal over it. He spent
the last five years spying on the neighbors as a hobby. He tapped into military records, school records,
work records, tax files and bank accounts. And he turned every telephone for three blocksinto a
listening device. He was one hell of a snoop.”

"Did he mention anywhere why he did that?* Osborne asked.

"| think he was more than haf crazy. Possbly he was suicidd. He sure wasn't doing himsdlf any good
with al those pills he took. But he was preparing himself for degth, and Victor was the only one he found
worthy of leaving it dl to. I'd have believed he committed suicideif not for that note. But he didn't write
it. I'll swear to that."

We eventudly got rid of him, and | went hometo fix the dinner. Lisajoined me when it was reedy.
Once more she had a huge appetite.

| fixed lemonade and we sat on my small patio and watched evening gather around us.

| woke up in the middle of the night, swesting. | sat up, thinking it out, and | didn't like my
conclusions. So | put on my robe and dippers and went over to Kluge's.

The front door was open again. | knocked anyway. Lisastuck her head around the corner.
"Victor? s something wrong?'
"I'mnot sure” | said. "May | comein?'

She gestured, and | followed her into the living room. An open can of Peps sat beside her console.
Her eyeswere red as she sat on her bench.

"What's up?' she said, and yawned.
"Y ou should be adeep, for onething,” | said.
She shrugged, and nodded.

"Yeah. | can't seemto get in theright phase. Just now I'min day mode. But Victor, I'm used to
working odd hours, and long hours, and you didn't come over hereto lecture me about that, did you?"

"No. Y ou say Kluge was murdered.”
"He didn't write his suicide note. That seemsto leave murder.”

"l was wondering why someone would kill him. He never |eft the house, so it was for something he



did here with his computers. And now you're... well, | don't know what you're doing, frankly, but you
seem to be poking into the same things. Isn't there adanger the same people will come after you?"

"People?" Sheraised an eyebrow.
| felt helpless. My fears were not well-formed enough to make sense.
"l don't know... you mentioned agencies..."

"Y ou notice how impressed Osborne was with that? Y ou think there's some kind of conspiracy Kluge
tumbled to, or you think the CIA killed him because he found out too much about something, or—"

"l don't know, Lisa. But I'm worried the same thing could happen to you.” |
Surprigngly, shesmiled & me.

"Thank you so much, Victor. | wasn't going to admit it to Osborne, but I've been worried about that,
too."

"Well, what are you going to do?'

"| want to stay here and keep working. So | gave some thought to what | could do to protect myself.
| decided there wasn't anything."

"Surdly thereé's something.”

"Well, | got agun, if that'swhat you mean. But think about it. Kluge was offed in the middle of the
day. Nobody saw anybody enter or leave the house. So | asked mysdlf, who can walk into ahousein
broad daylight, shoot Kluge, program that suicide note, and walk away, leaving no traces he'd ever been
there?'

"Somebody very good.”

"Goddam good. So good there's not much chance one little gook's gonna be able to stop him if he
decidesto waste her."

She shocked me, both by her words and by her apparent lack of concern for her own fate. But she
had said she was worried.

"Then you have to stop this. Get out of here."

"l won't be pushed around that way," she said. Therewas atone of findity toiit. | thought of things|
might say, and rejected them dll.

"You could at least. .. lock your front door,” | con-cluded, lamely.
She laughed, and kissed my cheek.
"I'll do that, Yank. And | appreciate your concern. | redly do."

| watched her close the door behind me, listened to her lock it, then trudged through the moonlight
toward my house. Halfway there | stopped. | could suggest she stay in my spare bedroom. | could offer
to stay with her at Kluge's.

No, | decided. She would probably take that the wrong way.

| was back in bed before | realized, with atouch of chagrin and more than alittle disgust a mysdif,
that she had every reason to take it the wrong way.

And me exactly twice her age.

| spent the morning in the garden, planning the evening's menu. | have dways liked to cook, but
dinner with Lisa had rgpidly become the high point of my day. Not only thet, | was dready taking it for
granted. So it hit me hard, around noon, when | looked out the front and saw her car gone.



| hurried to Kluge's front door. It was standing open. | made a quick search of the house. | found
nothing until the master bedroom, where her clothes were stacked nestly on the floor.

Shivering, | pounded on the Laniers front door. Betty answered, and immediately saw my agitation.
"Thegirl a Klugeshouse" | said. "I'm afraid some-thing'swrong. Maybe wed better call the police.”

"What happened?’ Betty asked, looking over my shoul-der. "Did she cal you? | see she's not back
ya"

"Back?'
"| saw her drive away about an hour ago. That's quite acar she has."

Feding likeafool, | tried to make nothing of it, but | caught alook in Betty'seye. | think sheld have
liked to pat me on the head. It made mefurious.

But sheld Ieft her clothes, so surely she was coming back.
| kept telling mysdlf that, then went to run abath, ashot as| could stand it.

When | answered the door she was standing there with agrocery bag in each arm and her usual
blinding smileon her face.

"| wanted to do this yesterday but | forgot until you came over, and | know | should have asked first,
but then | wanted to surpriseyou, so | just went to get one or two itemsyou didn't have in your garden
and a couple of thingsthat weren't in your spicerack..."

She kept talking as we unloaded the bagsin the kitchen. | said nothing. She was wearing anew
T-shirt. Therewasabig V, and under it a picture of a screw, followed by a hyphen and asmall case"p."
| thought it over as she babbled on. V, screw-p. | was determined not to ask what it meant.

"Doyou like Vietnamese cooking?"
| looked at her, and findly realized she was very nervous.

"l don't know," | said. "I've never had it. But | like Chinese, and Japanese, and Indian. | liketo try
new things." Thelast part wasalie, but not as bad as it might have been. | do try new recipes, and my
tastesin food are catholic. | didn't expect to have much trouble with southeast Asian cuisine.

"W, when | get through you till won't know," she laughed. "My mommawas haf-Chinese. So
what you're gonna get hereisamongrel meal.” She glanced up, saw my face, and laughed.

"| forgot. You've beento Asia No, Yank, | ain't gonna serve any dog meet.”

* % %

Therewas only one intolerable thing, and that was the chopsticks. | used them for aslong as | could,
then put them aside and got afork.

"I'm sorry,” | said. " Chopsticks happen to be a problem for me.”
"Y ou use them very well."
"l had plenty of timeto learn how."

It was very good, and | told her so. Each dish was arevelation, not quite like anything | had ever had.
Toward theend, | broke down halfway.

"Doesthe V stand for victory?' | asked.
[1] Mwmll
"Beethoven? Churchill? World War Two?"



Shejust smiled.

"Think of it asachdlenge, Yank."

"Do | frighten you, Victor?'

"Youdidat fird."

"It'smy face, it it?’

"It'sagenerdized phobia of Orientals. | suppose I'm aracist. Not because | want to be."

She nodded dowly, therein the dark. We were on the patio again, but the sun had gone down along
time ago. | can't recall what we had talked about for al those hours. It had kept us busy, anyway.

"I have the same problem,” she said.
"Fear of Orientals?' | had meant it asajoke.

"Of Cambodians." Shelet metakethat in for awhile, then went on. "When Saigon fell, | fled to
Cambodia. It took me two years with stops when the Khmer Rouge put me in labor camps. I'm lucky to
bedive, redly.”

"| thought they cdled it Kampuchea now."
She spat. I'm not even sure she was aware she had done it.

"It'sthe People's Republic of Syphilitic Dogs. The North Koreans treated you very badly, didn't they,
Victor?'

"That'sright."

"Koreans are pus suckers." | must have looked surprised, because she chuckled.

"You Americansfed so guilty about racism. Asif you had invented it and nobody &l se—except
maybe the South Afri-cans and the Nazis—had ever practiced it as heinoudy asyou. And you can't tell
one yellow face from another, so you think of the yellow races as one homogeneous block. When in fact
Orientals are among the most racist peoples on the earth. The Vietnamese have hated the Cambodians

for athousand years. The Chinese hate the Japanese. The Koreans hate everybody. And everybody
hates the 'ethnic Chinese.' The Chinese are the Jews of the east.”

"I've heard that."
She nodded, lost in her own thoughts.

"And | hate al Cambodians," shesad, at last. "Likeyou, | don't wish to. Most of the people who
suffered in the camps were Cambodians. It was the genocidal |eaders, the Pol Pot scum, who | should
hate." Shelooked a me. "But some-timeswe don't get alot of choice about thingslike that, do we,
Yank?'

The next day | vidited her at noon. It had cooled down, but was till warm in her dark den. She had
not changed her shirt.

Shetold me afew things about computers. When she let me try some things on the keyboard |
quickly got lost. We decided | needn't plan on a career as acomputer programmer.

One of the things she showed me was called a telephone modem, whereby she could reach other
computers al over theworld. She"interfaced” with someone at Stanford who she had never met, and
who she knew only as"Bubble Sorter." They typed things back and forth at each other.

At the end, Bubble Sorter wrote "bye-p." Lisatyped T.
"What's T?" | asked.



"True. Meansyes, but yes would be too straightforward for a hacker.”
"Y ou told mewhat abyteis. What's a byep?’
Shelooked up a me serioudly.

"It'saquestion. Add p to aword, and make it a question. So bye-p means Bubble Sorter was asking
if I wanted to log out. Sign off."

| thought that over.
"So how would you trand ate 'oscul ate posterior-p'?”
" 'Y ou wannakiss my ass? But remember, that was for Osborne.”

| looked at her T-shirt again, then up to her eyes, which were quite serious and serene. She waited,
handsfolded in her lap.

Intercourse-p.

"Yes" | sad. "l would."

She put her glasses on the table and pulled her shirt over her head.
We made love in Kluge's big waterbed.

| had a certain amount of performance anxiety—it had been along, long time. After that, | was so
caught up in the touch and smell and taste of her that | went alittle crazy. She didn't seem to mind.

At last we were done, and bathed in sweat. Sherolled over, stood, and went to the window. She
opened it, and abreath of air blew over me. Then she put one knee on the bed, leaned over me, and got
apack of cigarettes from the bedside table. Shelit one.

"l hope you're not dlergic to smoke," shesaid.
"No. My father smoked. But | didn't know you did."

"Only afterwards," she said, with aquick smile. She took adeep drag. "Everybody in Saigon
smoked, | think." She stretched out on her back beside me and we lay like that, soaking wet, holding
hands. She opened her legs so one of her bare feet touched mine. 1t seemed enough contact. | watched
the smoke rise from her right hand.

"l haven't felt warmin thirty years" | said. "I've been hot, but I've never been warm. | fed warm

"Tdl meabout it," shesad.

So| did, asmuch as| could, wondering if it would work thistime. At thirty yearsremove, my story
does not sound so horrible. Weve seen so much in that time. There were peopleinjails at that very
moment, enduring conditions as bad as any | encountered. The parapherndiaof oppressonisdill pretty
much the same. Nothing physical happened to me that would account for thirty yearslived asarecluse.

"l was badly injured,” | told her. "My skull was frac-tured, | ill have... problemsfrom that. Korea
can get very cold, and | was never warm enough. But it was the other stuff. What they call brainwashing
now.

"We didn't know what it was. We couldn't understand that even after aman had told them dl he
knew they'd keep on at us. Keeping us awake. Disorienting us. Some guys signed confessions, made up
al sortsof stuff, but even that wasn't enough. They'd just keep on at you.

"l never did figureit out. | guess| couldn't understand an evil that big. But when they were sending us
back and some of the prisonerswouldn't go... they redly didn't want to go, they redly believed...”

| had to pause there. Lisasat up, moved quietly to the end of the bed, and began massaging my feet.



"We got ataste of what the Vietnam guys got, later. Only for usit was reversed. The GJ'swere
heroes, and the prisonerswere..."

"You didn't break," she said. It wasn't aquestion.
"No, | didn't."
"That would beworse.”

| looked at her. She had my foot pressed againgt her flat belly, holding me by the hed while her other
hand massaged my toes.

"The country was shocked,” | said. "They didn't under-stand what brainwashing was. | tried telling
people how it was. | thought they werelooking at me funny. After awhile, | stopped talking about it.
And | didn't have anything elseto talk aboui.

"A few years back the Army changed its policy. Now they don't expect you to withstand
psychologica conditioning. It's understood you can say anything or Sgn anything.”

Shejust looked at me, kept massaging my foot, and nod-ded dowly. Finaly she spoke.

"Cambodiawas hot," shesaid. "I kept telling mysdlf when | findly got tothe U.S. I'd livein Maine or
someplace, whereit snowed. And | did go to Cambridge, but | found out | didn't like snow."

Shetold me about it. Thelast | heard, amillion people had died over there. It was awhole country
frothing at the mouth and snapping at anything that moved. Or like one of those sharks you read about
that, when its guts are ripped out, bendsin acircle and starts devouring itself.

She told me about being forced to build a pyramid of severed heads. Twenty of them working al day
inthe hot sun findly got it ten feet high before it collapsed. If any of them stopped working, their own
heads were added to the pile.

"It didn't mean anything to me. It was just another job. | was pretty crazy by then. | didn't sart to
comeout of it until | got acrossthe Thai border.”

That she had survived it a al seemed amiracle. She had gone through more horror than | could
imagine. And she had come through it in much better shape. It made mefed smal. When | washer age, |
waswell on my way to building the prison | havelived in ever since. | told her that.

"Part of it ispreparation,” she said, wryly. "What you expect out of life, what your life hasbeen so far.
You sadit yourself. Koreawas new to you. I'm not saying | was ready for Cambodia, but my lifeup to
that point hadn't been what you'd call sheltered. | hope you haven't been thinking | made aliving in the
sreetsby sdling gpples.”

She kept rubbing my feet, staring off into scenes | could not see.

"How old were you when your mother died?"

"Shewaskilled during Tet, 1968. | wasten."

"By the Viet Cong?'

"Who knows? Lot of bulletsflying, lot of grenades being thrown.”

She sighed, dropped my foot, and sat there, a scrawny Buddhawithout arobe.
"Youready todoit again, Yank?'

"l don't think | can, Lisa. I'm an old man."

She moved over me and lowered hersdlf with her chin just below my sternum, settling her breasisin
the most ddlicious place possible.

"Well see" she said, and giggled. "There's an dternartive sex act I'm pretty good at, and I'm pretty



sure it would make you ayoung man again. But | haven't been able to do it for about ayear on account
of these." Shetapped her braces. "1t'd be sort of like sticking it in abuzz saw. So now | do thisinstead. |
cdl it 'touring the silicone valey.' " She started moving her body up and down, just afew inchesat atime.
Sheblinked innocently a coupletimes, then laughed.

"Atladt, | canseeyou,” shesad. "I'm awfully myopic.”

| let her do that for awhile, then lifted my head.

"Did you say slicone?’

"Uh-huh. Y ou didn't think they werered, did you?"

| confessed that | had.

"l don't think 1've ever been so happy with anything | ever bought. Not eventhe car.”
"Why did you?'

"Doesit bother you?'

It didn't, and | told her so. But | couldn't conceal my curiosity.

"Because it was safeto. In Saigon | was dways angry that | never developed. | could have made a
good living as a progtitute, but | was alwaystoo tdl, too skinny, and too ugly. Thenin Cambodial was
lucky. I managed to passfor aboy some of thetime. If not for that I'd have been raped alot morethan |
was. And in Thailand | knew I'd get to the West one way or another, and when | got there, I'd get the
best car there was, eat anything | wanted any time | wanted to, and purchase the best tits money could
buy. Y ou can't imagine what the West looks like from the camps. A place where you can buy titd"

She looked down between them, then back at my face.
"Lookslikeit was agood investment,” she said.
"They do seem to work okay," | had to admit.

We agreed that she would spend the nights a my house. There were certain things she had to do at
Klugge's, involving equipment that had to be physicaly loaded, but many things she could do with a
remote termind and an armload of software. So we selected one of Kluge's best computers and about a
dozen peripherals and ingtalled her a a cafeteriatable in my bedroom.

I guess we both knew it wasn't much protection if the people who got Kluge decided to get her. But |
know | felt better about it, and | think she did, too.

The second day she wasthere adelivery van pulled up outside, and two guys started unloading a
king-size waterbed. She laughed and laughed when she saw my face.

"Ligten, you're not using Kluge's computers to—"
"Relax, Yank. How'd you think | could afford a Ferrari?"
"I've been curious.”

"If you'reredly good at writing software you can make alot of money. | own my own company. But
every hacker picks up tricks here and there. | used to run afew Kluge scams, mysdf.”

"But not anymore?"

She shrugged. "Once athief, dwaysathief, Victor. | told you | couldn't make ends meet sdlling my

Lisadidn't need much deep.
We got up at seven, and | made breskfast every morning. Then we would spend an hour or two



working in the garden.

Shewould go to Kluge's and I'd bring her asandwich a noon, then drop in on her severa times
during the day. That was for my own peace of mind; | never stayed more than a minute. Sometime during
the afternoon | would shop or do household chores, then at seven one of uswould cook dinner. We
dternated. | taught her "American” cooking, and she taught me alittle of everything. She complained
about the lack of vita ingredientsin American markets. No dogs, of course, but she claimed to know
great ways of preparing monkey, snake, and rat. | never knew how hard shewas pulling my leg, and
didn't ask.

After dinner she stayed at my house. We would talk, make love, bathe.

Sheloved my tub. It is about the only ateration | have made in the house, and my only rea luxury. |
put it in— having to expand the bathroom to do so—in 1975, and never regretted it. We would soak for
twenty minutes or an hour, turning the jets and bubblers on and off, washing each other; giggling likekids.
Once we used bubble bath and made amountain of suds four feet high, then destroyed it, splashing water
al over the place. Mot nights she let me wash her long black hair.

She didn't have any bad habits—or at |east none that clashed with mine. She was neat and clean,
changing her clothestwice aday and never so much asleaving adirty glasson the sSink. She never left a
mess in the bathroom. Two glasses of wine was her limit.

| felt like Lazarus.

Oshorne came by threetimesin the next two weeks. Lisamet him at Kluge's and gave him what she
had learned. It was getting to be quite alist.

"Kluge once had an account in aNew Y ork bank with nine trillion dollarsinit,” shetold me after one
of Osbornesvidts. "l think hedid it just to seeif he could. Hel€ft it in for one day, took the interest and
fed it to abank in the Bahamas, then destroyed the principa. Which never existed anyway."

In return, Osborne told her what was new on the murder investigation—which was nothing—and on
the status of Kluge's property, which was chaotic. Various agencies had sent peo-ple out to look the
place over. Some FBI men came, wanting to take over the investigation. Lisa, when talking about
com-puters, had the power to cloud men's minds. She did it first by explaining exactly what she was
doing, in terms so0 ab-struse that no one could understand her. Sometimes that was enough. If it wasnt, if
they started to get tough, she just moved out of the driver's seat and let them try to handle Kluge's
contraption. She let them watch in horror as dragons legped out of nowhere and ate up al thedataon a
disc, then printed "Y ou Stupid Putz!" on the screen.

"I'm cheeting them," she confessed to me. "'I'm giving them stuff | know they're gonna step in, because
| dready stepped init myself. I've lost about forty percent of the data Kluge had stored away. But the
others|ose ahundred per-cent. Y ou ought to see their faces when Kluge drops alogic bomb into their
work. That second guy threw athree thou-sand dollar printer clear across the room. Then tried to bribe
meto be quiet about it."

When some federa agency sent out an expert from Stan-ford, and he seemed perfectly content to
destroy everything in Sght in the firm belief that he was bound to get it right sooner or later, Lisa showed
him how Kluge entered the IRS main computer in Washington and neglected to mention how Kluge had
gotten out. The guy tangled with some watchdog pro-gram. During his struggles, it seemed he had erased
al thetax recordsfrom the letter S down into the W's. Lisalet him think that for half an hour.

"] thought he was having a heart attack,” shetold me. "All the blood drained out of hisface and he
couldn't talk. So | showed him where | had—with my usua foresight— arranged for that datato be
recorded, told him how to put it back where he found it, and how to pacify the watchdog. He couldn't
get out of that house fast enough. Pretty soon he's gonnaredize you can't destroy that much information
with anything short of dynamite because of the backups and the limits of how much can be running at any



onetime. But | don't think helll be back.”
"It soundslike avery fancy video game," | said.

"Itis, inaway. But it's more like Dungeons and Dragons. It's an endless series of closed roomswith
dangers on the other side. Y ou don't daretake it astep at atime. You takeit a hundredth of astep at a
time. Your questions are like, 'Now thisisn't aquestion, but if it entered my mind to ask

this question—uwhich I'm not about to do—concerning what might happen if | looked at this door
here—and I'm not touching it, I'm not even in the next room—what do you suppose you might do? And
the program crunches on that, decidesif you fulfilled the conditions for getting agreat big cream piein the
face, then ether throwsit or alows as how it might just move from step A to step A Prime. Then you
say, 'Wdl, maybe| am looking at that door." And sometimes the program says 'Y ou |ooked, you
looked, you dirty crook!" And the fireworks sart.”

Silly asdl that sounds, it was very close to the best explanation she was ever able to give me about
what she was doing.

"Areyoutdling everything, Lisa?' | asked her.

"Whéll, not everything. | didn't mention the four cents.”

Four cents? Oh my god.

"Lisa, | didn't want that, | didn't ask for it, | wish he'd never—"
"Cadmdown, Yank. It'sgoing to bedl right.”

"He kept records of dl that, didn't he?!

"That'swhat | spend most of my time doing. Decoding his records.”
"How long have you known?"

"About the seven hundred thousand dollars? It wasin thefirst disc | cracked.”
"l just want to giveit back.”

She thought that over, and shook her head.

"Victor, it'd be more dangerousto get rid of it now than it would be to keep it. It wasimaginary
money at first. But now it'sgot ahistory. The IRS thinksit knows where it came from. The taxes are paid
onit. The State of Delaware is convinced that alegdly chartered corporation disbursed it. An lllinoislaw
firm has been paid for handling it. Y our bank has been paying you interest onit. I'm not saying it would
be impossible to go back and wipe al that out, but | wouldn't liketo try. I'm good, but | don't have
Klugestouch."

"How could he do al that? Y ou say it wasimaginary money. That's not the way | thought money
worked. He could just pull it out of thinair?'

Lisapatted the top of her computer console, and smiled at me.
"Thisismoney, Yank," shesaid, and her eyes glittered.

* % %

At night sheworked by candldight so shewouldn't disturb me. That turned out to be my downfall.
She typed by touch, and needed the candle only to locate software.

So that'show 1'd go to deep every night, looking at her dender body bathed in the glow of the
candle. | was aways reminded of melting butter dripping down aroasted ear of corn. Golden light on
golden sKkin.

Ugly, she had cdlled hersdlf. Skinny. It wastrue she wasthin. | could see her ribs when she sat with



her back impossi-bly straight, her tummy sucked in, her chin up. She worked in the nude these days,
gtting in lotus position. For long periods she would not move, her hands lying on her thighs, then she
would poise, asif to pound the keys. But her touch waslight, dmost silent. It looked more like yoga than
pro-gramming. She said she went into a meditative state for her best work.

| had expected a bony angularity, all sharp elbows and knees. She wasn't like that. | had guessed her
weight ten poundstoo low, and till didn't know where she put it. But she was soft and rounded, and
strong benesath.

No onewas ever going to call her face glamorous. Few would even go so far asto call her pretty.
The bracesdid that, | think. They caught the eye and held it, drawing attention to that unsightly jumble.

But her skin was wonderful. She had scars. Not as many as | had Expected. She seemed to heal
quickly, and well.

| thought she was beauitiful.

I had just completed my nightly survey when my eye was caught by the candle. | looked at it, then
tried to look away.

Candles do that sometimes. | don't know why. In still air, with the flame perfectly vertical, they begin
to flicker. The flame legps up then squats down, up and down, up and down, brighter and brighter in
regular rhythm, two or three beats to the second—

—and | tried to cdll out to her, wishing the candle would stop its regular flickering, but aready |
couldn't speak—

—1I could only gasp, and | tried once more, ashard as | could, to yell, to scream, to tell her not to
worry, and felt the nausea building. ..

* * %

| tasted blood. | took an experimental breath, did not find the smells of vomit, urine, feces. The
overhead lights were on.

Lisawas on her hands and knees leaning over me, her face very close. A tear dropped on my
forehead. | was on the carpet, on my back.

"Victor, can you hear me?'

| nodded. There was a spoon in my mouth. | spat it out.
"What happened? Are you going to bedl right?’

| nodded again, and struggled to speak.

"Youjus liethere. The ambulanceisonitsway."

"No. Don't need it."

"Well, it'sonitsway. You just take it easy and—"
"Hepmeup.”

"Not yet. Y ou're not ready."

Shewasright. | tried to Sit up, and fell back quickly. | took deep breethsfor awhile. Then the
doorbell rang.

She stood up and started to the door. | just managed to get my hand around her ankle. Then shewas
leaning over me again, her eyes aswide asthey would go.

"What isit? What's wrong now?"



"Get some clotheson,” | told her. Shelooked down at herself, surprised.
"Oh. Right."

She got rid of the ambulance crew. Lisawas alot camer after she made coffee and we were sitting at
the kitchen table. It was one o'clock, and | was still pretty rocky. But it hadn't been abad one.

| went to the bathroom and got the bottle of Dilantin I'd hidden when she moved in. | let her sseme
take one.

"| forgot to do thistoday," | told her.
"It's because you hid them. That was stupid.”

"l know." There must have been something else | could have said. It didn't please me to see her look
hurt. But she was hurt because | wasn't defending mysalf against her at-tack, and that was a bit too
complicated for meto dope out just after agrand mal.

"Y ou can move out if youwant to," | said. | wasin rareform.
So was she. She reached across the table and shook me by the shoulders. She glared at me.
" won't take alot more of that kind of shit,” she said, and | nodded, and began to cry.

Shelet medoit. | think that was probably best. She could have babied me, but | do a pretty good
job of that myself.

"How long has this been going on?" shefinaly said. "Isthat why you've stayed in your house for thirty
years?'

| shrugged. "I guessit's part of it. When | got back they operated, but it just made it worse."

"Okay. I'm mad at you because you didn't tell me about it, so | didn't know what to do. | want to
stay, but you'll haveto tel me how. Then | won't be mad anymore.”

| could have blown the whole thing right there. I'm amazed | didn't. Through the years|1'd developed
very good methods for doing thingslike that. But | pulled through when | saw her face. Sheredly did
want to stay. | didn't know why, but it was enough.

"The spoonwasamistake," | said. "If thereéstime, and if you can do it without risking your fingers,
you could jam apiece of cloth in there, Part of asheet, or something. But nothing hard.” | explored my
mouth with afinger. "I think | broke atooth.”

"Servesyou right," she said. | looked at her, and smiled, then we were both laughing. She came
around the table and kissed me, then sat on my knee.

"The biggest danger isdrowning. During thefirst part of the saizure, dl my musclesgorigid. That
doesn't last long. Then they dl start contracting and relaxing at random. It's very strong.”

"l know. | watched, and | tried to hold you."

"Don't do that. Get me on my sde. Stay behind me, and watch out for flailing arms. Get apillow
under my head if you can. Keep me away from things | could injure mysdlf on.” | looked her squarein
the eye. "l want to emphasize this. Just try to do al thosethings. If I'm getting too violent, it's better you
stand off to the side. Better for both of us. If | knock you out, you won't be ableto help meif | sart
grangling on vomit."

| kept looking at her eyes. She must have read my mind, because she smiled dightly.

"Sorry, Yank, | am not freaked out. | mean, like, it'stotaly gross, you know, and it barfs me out to
the max, you could—"

"—gag mewith aspoon, | know. Okay, right, | know | was dumb. And that's about it. | might bite



my tongue or theinside of my cheek. Don't worry about it. Thereis one morething.”

Shewaited, and | wondered how much to tdl her. There wasn't alot she could do, but if | died on
her | didn't want her to fed it was her fauilt.

"Sometimes| have to go to the hospital. Sometimes one seizure will follow another. If that keeps up
for too long, | won't breathe, and my brain will die of oxygen starvation.”

"That only takes about five minutes," she said, darmed.

"l know. It'sonly aproblemiif | start having them fre-quently, so we could plan for it if | do. Butif |
don't come out of one, tart having another right on the hedls of thefirg, or if you can't detect any
breathing for three or four minutes, you'd better call an ambulance.”

"Three or four minutes? Y ou'd be dead before they got here.”
"It'sthat or livein ahospitd. | don't like hospitals.”
"Neither do|."

The next day shetook mefor aridein her Ferrari. | was nervous about it, wondering if she was going
to do crazy things. If anything, she wastoo dow. People behind her kept honking. | could tell she hadn't
been driving long from the exaggerated attention she put into every movemen.

"A Ferari iswasted on me, I'm afraid,” she confessed at one point. "I never driveit faster than
fifty-five"

Wewent to an interior decorator in Beverly Hills and she bought alow-watt gooseneck lamp at an
outrageous price.

| had ahard time getting to deep that night. | suppose | was afraid of having another seizure, though
Lisas new lamp wasn't going to st it off.

Funny about seizures. When | firgt started having them, everyone cdled them fits. Then, gradudly;, it
was saizures, until fits began to sound dirty.

| guessit'sasign of growing old, when the language changes on you.

There were rafts of new words. A lot of them were for things that didn't even exist when | was
growing up. Like software. | dways visudized alimp wrench.

"What got you interested in computers, Lisa?" | asked her.

Shedidn't move. Her concentration when sitting at the machine was pretty damn good. | rolled onto
my back and tried to deep.

"It'swherethe power is, Yank." | looked up. She had turned to face me.
"Didyou pick it dl up snceyou got to America?'

"l had ahead gtart. | didn't tell you about my Captain, did |?*

"l don't think you did."

"Hewas strange. | knew that. | was about fourteen. He was an American, and he took an interest in
me. He got me anice apartment in Saigon. And he put mein school.”

She was studying me, looking for areaction. | didn't give her one.

"He was surely apedophile, and probably had homosexua tendencies, since | looked so much likea
skinny little boy."

Aganthewait. Thistime she amiled.

"He was good to me. | learned to read well. From there on, anything is possible.”



"I didn't actually ask you about your Captain. | asked why you got interested in computers.”
"Tha'sright. You did.”

"Isitjugt aliving?'

"It sarted that way. It'sthe future, Victor."

"God knows I've read that enough times.”

"It'strue. It'salready here. It's power, if you know how to useit. Y ou've seen what Kluge was able
to do. Y ou can make money with one of these things. | don't mean earn it, | mean make it, likeif you had
aprinting press. Remember Osborne mentioned that Kluge's house didn't exist? Did you think what that
means?'

"That hewiped it out of the memory banks."

"That wasthefirst step. But the lot existsin the county plat books, wouldn't you think? 1 mean, this
country hasn't entirely given up paper.”

"So the county redly does have arecord of that house.”
"No. That page was torn out of the records.”
"| don't get it. Kluge never left the house.”

"Oldest way in theworld, friend. Kluge looked through the L.A.P.D. files until he found aguy known
as Sammy. He sent him a cashier's check for athousand dollars, aong with aletter saying he could earn
twicethat if hed go to the hal of records and do something. Sammy didn't bite, and neither did McGeg,
or Mally Unger. But Little Billy Phipps did, and he got a check just like the letter said, and he and Kluge
had awonderful businessrelationship for many years. Little Billy drives anew Cadillac now, and hasn't
the faintest notion who Kluge was or where helived. It didn't matter to Kluge how much he spent. He
just pulled it out of thinair."

| thought that over for awhile. | guessit'strue that with enough money you can do just about
anything, and Kluge had al the money in the world.

"Didyoutdl Osborne about Little Billy?"

"| erased that disc, just like | erased your seven hundred thousand. Y ou never know when you might
need somebody likeLittle Billy."

"You're not afraid of getting into trouble over it?"

"Lifeisrisk, Victor. I'm keeping the best stuff for myself. Not because | intend to useit, but because if
| ever needed it badly and didn't haveit, I'd fed like such afool.”

She cocked her head and narrowed her eyes, which made them practically disappear.

"Tell me something, Y ank. Kluge picked you out of al your neighbors because you'd been aBoy
Scout for thirty years. How do you react to what I'm doing?'

"Y ou're cheerfully amoral, and you're asurvivor, and you're basically decent. And | pity anybody
who getsin your way."

She grinned, stretched, and stood up.

" 'Cheerfully amoral.’ | likethat." She sat beside me, making agreat doshing in the bed. "Y ou want to
beamord agan?'

"Inalittle bit." She started rubbing my chest. "So you got into computers because they were the wave
of the future. Don't you ever worry about them... | don't know, | guessit sounds corny... do you think
they'll teke over?’



"Everybody thinksthat until they start to use them,” she said. "Y ou've got to redlize just how stupid
they are. With-out programming they are good for nothing, literally. Now, what | do believeisthat the
people who run the computerswill take over. They dready have. That'swhy | study them.”

"| guessthat's not what | meant. Maybe | can't say it right.”

She frowned. "Kluge was |ooking into something. HeEd been eavesdropping in artificid intelligence
labs, and reading alot of neurologica research. | think he was trying to find acommon thread.”

"Between human brains and computers?’

"Not quite. He was thinking of computers and neurons. Brain cells.” She pointed to her computer.
"That thing, or any other computer, islight-years away from being ahuman brain. It can't generdize, or
infer, or categorize, or invent. With good programming it can appear to do some of those things, but it's
anilluson.

"There's an old specul ation about what would happen if wefinally built acomputer with as many
trang stors as the human brain has neurons. Would there be a sdlf-awareness? | think that's baloney. A
trangstor isn't aneuron, and aquintil-lion of them aren't any better than adozen.

"So Kluge—who seemsto have felt the same way—started looking into the possible smilarities
between aneuron and an 8-bit computer. That'swhy he had dl that consumer junk sitting around his
house, those Trash-80's and Atari'sand Tl'sand Sinclair's, for chrissake. He was used to much more
powerful ingruments. He ate up the home unitslike candy."

"What did hefind out?'

"Nothing, it lookslike. An 8-bit unit is more complex than aneuron, and no computer isin the same
gaaxy asan organic brain. But see, the words get tricky. | said an Atari is more complex than aneuron,
but it'shard to redly compare them. It'slike comparing a direction with adistance, or acolor with a
meass. The units are different. Except for one smilarity.”

"What'sthat?"

"The connections. Again, it'sdifferent, but the concept of networking isthe same. A neuronis
connected to alot of others. There aretrillions of them, and the way messages pul se through them
determines what we are and what we think and what we remember. And with that computer | can reach
amillion others. It's bigger than the human brain, really, because the information in that network ismore
than al humanity could cope with in amillion years. It reachesfrom Pioneer Ten, out beyond the orbit of
Pluto, right into every living room that has ateephonein it. With that com-puter you can tap tons of data
that has been collected but nobody's even had the time to look at.

"That'swhat Kluge wasinterested in. The old 'critical mass computer' idea, the computer that
becomes aware, but with anew angle. Maybe it wouldn't be the size of the computer, but the number of
computers. There used to be thousands of them. Now theré's millions. They're putting them in cars. In
wristwatches. Every home has severd, from the smple timer on a microwave oven up to avideo game or
home termind. Kluge wastrying to find out if critical mass could be reached that way."

"What did hethink?'

"I don't know. Hewasjust getting sarted.” She glanced down at me. "But you know what, Yank? |
think you've reached critical masswhile | wasn't looking."

"| think you'reright." | reached for her.

Lisaliked to cuddle. | didn't, at first, after fifty years of degping done. But | got to like it pretty
quickly.

That's what we were doing when we resumed the conversa-tion we had been having. Wejust lay in



each other's arms and talked about things. Nobody had mentioned love yet, but | knew | loved her. |
didn't know what to do about it, but | would think of something.

"Critical mass," | said. She nuzzled my neck, and yawned.
"What about it?"

"What would it be like? It seemslike it would be such avast intelligence. So quick, SO omniscient.
God-like."

"Could be"

"Wouldn'tit... run our lives? | guess|'m asking the same questions | started off with. Would it take
over?'

Shethought about it for along time.

"l wonder if there would be anything to take over. | mean, why should it care? How could we figure
what its concerns would be? Would it want to be worshipped, for instance? | doubt it. Would it want to
rationdize dl human behavior, to eiminate dl emotion, as I'm sure some sci-fi film computer must have
told somedamsd in distressin the fifties.

"Y ou can use aword like avareness, but what does it mean? An amoeba must be aware. Plants
probably are. There may be aleve of awarenessin aneuron. Evenin aninte-grated circuit chip. We
don't even know what our own aware-nessredlly is. We've never been ableto shinealight onit, dissect
it, figure out where it comes from or where it goes when we're dead. To apply human valuesto athing
like this hypothetical computer-net consciousness would be pretty stu-pid. But | don't see how it could
interact with human aware-ness at dl. It might not even notice us, any more than we notice cellsin our
bodies, or neutrinos passing through us, or the vibrations of the atomsin the air around us.”

So she had to explain what a neutrino was. Onething | dways provided her with was an ignorant
audience. And after that, | pretty much forgot about our mythical hyper-computer.

"What about your Captain?' | asked, much later.
"Do you redly want to know, Yank?' she mumbled, deepily.
"I'm not afraid to know."

She sat up and reached for her cigarettes. | had come to know she sometimes smoked them in times
of stress. She had told me she smoked after making love, but that first time had been the only time. The
lighter flared in the dark. | heard her exhde.

"My Mgjor, actudly. He got a promation. Do you want to know his name?"

"Lisa, | don't want to know any of it if you don't want to tell it. But if you do, what | want to know is
did he stand by you."

"Hedidn't marry me, if that's what you mean. When he knew he had to go, he said he would, but |
talked him out of it. Maybe it was the most noblething | ever did. Maybe it was the most stupid.

"It's no accident | look Japanese. My grandmother was raped in '42 by a Jap soldier of the
occupation. Shewas Chinesg, living in Hanoi. My mother was born there. They went south after Dien
Bien Phu. My grandmother died. My mother had it hard. Being Chinese was tough enough, but being half
Chinese and half Japanese wasworse. My father was haf French and haf Annamese. Another bad
combination. | never knew him. But I'm sort of acapsule history of Vietnam.”

The end of her cigarette glowed brighter once more.

"I've got one grandfather's face and the other grandfa-ther's height. With tits by Goodyear. About all |
missed was some American genes, but | was working on that for my children.



"When Saigon wasfalling | tried to get to the American Embassy. Didn't makeit. Y ou know therest,
until | got to Thailand, and when | findly got Americansto notice me, it turned out my Mgor was il
looking for me. He sponsored me over here, and | made it in time to watch him die of cancer. Two
months | had with him, dl of it in the hospitd."

"My god." | had ahorrible thought. "That wasn't the war, too, wasit? | mean, the sory of your life—"

"—istherape of Asa No, Victor. Not that war, anyway. But he was one of those guyswho got to
See atom bombs up close, out in Nevada. He was too Regular Army to complain about it. but | think he
knew that'swhat killed him."

"Didyou lovehim?'
"What do you want meto say? He got me out of hell.”
Again the cigaretteflared, and | saw her stub it out.

"No," shesaid. "I didn't love him. He knew that. I've never loved anybody. He was very dear, very
specia to me. | would have done dmost anything for him. Hewasfatherly to me." | felt her looking a me
inthedark. "Aren't you going to ask how old he was?"'

"Hftyish," | sad.

"Onthe nose. Can | ask you something?!

"| guessit'syour turn.”

"How many girls have you had since you got back from Korea?'

| held up my hand and pretended to count on my fingers.

"One" | said, at last.

"How many before you went?'

"One. We broke up before | |eft for the war.”

"How many in Kores?'

"Nine. All a Madame Park'sjally little whorehouse in Pusan.”

"So you've made love to one white and ten Asians. | bet none of the otherswere astall asme.”
"Korean girls have fatter cheeks, too. But they al had your eyes.”

She nuzzled againgt my chest, took a deep breath, and sighed.
"Wereahel of apair, aren't we?'

I hugged her, and her breath came again, hot on my chest.

| wondered how I'd lived so long without such asmple miracle asthat.
"Yes | think weredly are”

Osborne came by again about aweek later. He seemed subdued. He listened to the things Lisa had
decided to give him without much interest. He took the printout she handed him, and promised to turn it
over to the departments that handled those things. But he didn't get up to leave.

"| thought | ought to tell you, Apfd," he said, at last. "The Gavin case has been closed.”
I had to think a moment to remember Kluge's real name had been Gavin.

"The coroner ruled suicide along time ago. | was able to keep the case open quite awhile on the
srength of my suspicions.” He nodded toward Lisa. "And on what she said about the suicide note. But
therewasjust no evidence at dl."



"It probably happened quickly,” Lisasaid. "Somebody caught him, tracked him back—it can be
done; Kluge was lucky for along time—and did him the same day.”

"You don't think it was suicide?' | asked Oshorne.
"No. But whoever did it is home free unless something new turnsup.”
"Il tell youif it does" Lisasaid.

"That's something else," Osborne said. "I can't authorize you to work over there any more. The
county's taken posses-sion of house and contents.”

"Dont worry about it," Lisasaid, softly.

There was ashort silence as she leaned over to shake a cigarette from the pack on the coffee table.
Shelitit, exhaed, and leaned back beside me, giving Osborne her most inscruta-ble look. He sighed.

"I'd hate to play poker with you, lady," he said. "What do you mean, 'Don't worry about it'?"

"I bought the house four days ago. And its contents. If anything turns up that would help you re-open
the murder investigation, | will let you know."

Osborne was too defeated to get angry. He studied her quietly for awhile.
"I'd like to know how you swung that.”

"l did nothingillegal. Y ou're freeto check it out. | paid good cash money for it. The house came onto
the market. | got agood price a the Sheriffssde.”

"How'd you likeit if | put my best men on the transaction? Seeiif they can dig up some funny money?
Maybe fraud. How about | get the F.B.I, into look it al over?'

She gave him acool look.

"Y ou're welcome to. Frankly, Detective Osborne, | could have stolen that house, Griffith Park, and
the Harbor Freeway and | don't think you could have caught me."

"So where does that |leave me?”
"Just where you were. With a closed case, and a promise from me."
"l don't like you having dl that stuff, if it can do the thingsyou say it can do.”

"l didn't expect you would. But that's not your depart-ment, isit? The county owned it for awhile,
through ssimple confiscation. They didn't know what they had, and they let it go-"

"Maybe | can get the Fraud detail out here to confiscate your software. There's criminal evidence on
it"
"You could try that," she agreed.

They stared at each other for awhile. Lisawon. Osborne rubbed his eyes and nodded. Then he
heaved himsdlf to hisfeet and dumped to the door.

Lisastubbed out her cigarette. We listened to him going down the walk.

"I'm surprised he gave up so essy,” | said. "Or did he? Do you think hell try araid?!
"It'snot likely. He knows the score.”

"Maybeyou could tdll ittome."

"For one thing, it's not his department, and he knowsit."

"Why did you buy the house?'



"Y ou ought to ask how."
| looked at her closaly. There was agleam of amusement behind the poker face.
"Lisa. What did you do?'

"That's what Osborne asked himsdlf. He got the right answer, because he understands Kluge's
meachines. And he knows how things get done. It was no accident that house going on the market, and no
accident | wasthe only bidder. | used one of Kluge's pet councilmen.”

"Y ou bribed him?'
She laughed, and kissed me.

"I think | finally managed to shock you, Y ank. That's gotta be the biggest difference between me and
anative-born American. Average citizens don't spend much on bribes over here. In Saigon, everybody
bribes."

"Did you bribe him?"

"Nothing so indelicate. One hasto go in the back door over here. Severa entirely legal campaign
contributions ap-peared in the accounts of a State Senator, who mentioned a certain Stuation to
someone, who happened to bein the position to do legally what | happened to want done.” She looked
at me askance. "Of course | bribed him, Victor. Y ou'd be amazed to know how cheaply. Does that
bother you?"

"Yes," | admitted. "I don't like bribery.”
"I'mindifferent to it. It happens, like gravity. It may not be admirable, but it getsthings done.”
"| assume you covered yourself."

"Reasonably well. You're never entirely covered with abribe, because of the human eement. The
councilman might geek if they got him in front of agrand jury. But they won't, because Osborne won't
pursueit. That's the second reason he walked out of here without afight. He knows how the world
wobbles, he knowswhat kind of force | now possess, and he knows he cantt fight it."

There was along silence after that. | had alot to think about, and | didn't feel good about most of it.
At one point Lisareached for the pack of cigarettes, then changed her mind. She waited for me to work
it out.

"Itisaterificforce, igntit," | findly said.

"It'sfrightening,” she agreed. "Don't think it doesn't scare me. Don't think | haven't had fantasies of
being super-woman. Power is an awful temptation, and it's not easy to rgect. There's so much | could
do."

"Will you?'
"I'm not talking about stedling things, or getting rich.”
"l didn't think you were."

"Thisispolitical power. But | don't know how to widldit... it sounds corny, but to useit for good.
I've seen so much evil come from good intentions. | don't think I'm wise enough to do any good. And the
chances of getting torn up like Kluge did are large. But I'm not wise enough to walk away fromiit.

I'm il astreet urchin from Saigon, Y ank. I'm smart enough not to useit unless| haveto. But | can't
giveit away, and | can't destroy it. Isthat stupid?’

| didn't have agood answer for that one. But | had abad fedling.
My doubts had another week to work on me. | didn't come to any great moral conclusions. Lisa



knew of some crimes, and she wasn't reporting them to the authorities. That didn't bother me much. She
hed at her fingertips the meansto commit more crimes, and that bothered mealot. Yet | redly didn't
think she planned to do anything. She was smart enough to use the things she had only in adefensive
way— but with Lisathat could cover alot of ground.

When she didn't show up for dinner one evening, | went over to Kluge's and found her busy in the
living room. A nine-foot section of shelving had been cleared. The discs and tapes were stacked on a
table. She had abig plastic garbage can and amagnet the size of a softball. | watched her wave atape
near the magnet, then tossit in the garbage can, which was dmost full. She glanced up, did the same
operation with ahandful of discs, then took off her glasses and wiped her eyes.

"Fed any better now, Victor?' she asked.
"What do you mean?| fed fine"

"No you don't. And | haven't felt right, either. It hurtsmeto do it, but | haveto. Y ou want to go get
the other trash can?'

| did, and helped her pull more software from the shelves.
"You're not going to wipeit dl, are you?'

"No. I'mwiping records, and... something dse.”
"Areyou going to tell mewhat?'

"There arethingsit's better not to know," she said, darkly.

| findly managed to convince her to talk over dinner. She had said little, just eating and shaking her
head. But she gavein.

"Rather dreary, actualy,” she said. "I've been probing around some delicate places the last couple
days. These are places Kluge visited at will, but they scare the hell out of me. Dirty places. Placeswhere
they know things| thought I'd like to find out.”

She shivered, and seemed reluctant to go on. "Are you talking about military computers? The CIA?"

"The CIA iswhereit Sarts. It'sthe easiest. I've looked around at NOR AD—that's the guys who get
to fight the next war. It makes me shiver to see how easy Kluge got in there. He cobbled up away to
start World War Three, just as an exercise. That's one of the thingswe just erased. The last two days|
was nibbling around the edges of the big boys. The Defense Intelligence Agency and the National
Security... something. DIA and NSA. Each of them isbigger than the CIA. Something knew | was
there. Some watchdog program. Assoon as| redlized that | got out quick, and I've spent the last five
hours being sureit didn't follow me. And now I'm sure, and I've destroyed all that, t0o."

"Y ou think they're the oneswho killed Kluge?'

"They're surely the best candidates. He had tons of their stuff. | know he helped design the biggest
ingtalationsa NSA, and held been poking around in there for years. Onefdse stepisal it would take."

"Didyou get it dl? | mean, are you sure?'

"I'm sure they didn't track me. I'm not sure I've destroyed al the records. I'm going back now to take
alast look."

"Il gowithyou."

Weworked until well after midnight. Lisawould review atagpe or adisc, and if shewasin any doulbt,
tossit to mefor the magnetic trestment. At one point, Smply because she was unsure, she took the
magnet and passed it in front of an entire shelf of software.

It was amazing to think about it. With that one wipe she had randomized billions of bits of information.



Some of it might not exist anywhere elsein theworld. | found myself confronted by even harder
guestions. Did she have theright to do it? Didn't knowledge exist for everyone? But | confess| had little
trouble quelling my protests. Mostly | was happy to seeit go. The old reactionary in me found it eesier to
believe There Are Things We Are Not Meant To Know.

We were dmost through when her monitor screen began to mafunction. It actualy gave off afew
hisses and pops, so Lisastood back from it for amoment, then the screen started to flicker. | Stared at it
for awhile. It seemed to me there was an image trying to form in the screen. Something
three-dimen-siond. Just as| was starting to get apicture of it | happened to glance at Lisa, and shewas
looking a me. Her face wasflickering. She cameto me and put her hands over my eyes.

"Victor, you shouldn't ook at that."

"It'sokay,” | told her. And when | said it, it was, but as soon as | had the words out | knew it wasnt.
And that isthe last thing | remembered for along time.

I'mtold it was avery bad two weeks. | remember very little of it. | was kept under high dosage of
drugs, and my few lucid periods were dways followed by afresh saizure,

Thefirst thing | recal clearly waslooking up a Doctor Stuart'sface. | wasin ahospital bed. | later
learned it was in Cedars-Sinai, not the Veteran's Hospital. Lisahad paid for a private room.

Stuart put me through the usud questions. | was able to answer them, though | was very tired. When
he was stisfied asto my condition he finaly began to answer some of my questions. | learned how long |
had been there, and how it had happened.

"Y ou went into consecutive seizures," he confirmed. "I don't know why, frankly. Y ou haven't been
prone to them for adecade. | wasthinking you werewell under control. But nothing is ever redly stable,
| guess."

"SoLisagot mehereintime.”

"She did more than that. She didn't want to level with me at firdt. It seemsthat after thefirst seizure
she witnessed she read everything she could find. From that day, she had a syringe and a solution of

Vaium handy. When she saw you couldn't breathe she injected you with 100 milligrams, and therésno
doubt it saved your life."

Stuart and | had known each other along time. He knew | had no prescription for Vaium, though we
had talked about it the last time | was hospitalized. Since | lived aone, there would be no oneto inject
meif | gotintrouble.

He was more interested in results than anything el se, and what Lisa did had the desired result. | was
dill dive.

Hewouldn't let me have any visitorsthat day. | protested, but soon was adeep. The next day she
came. Shewore anew T-shirt. This one had apicture of arobot wearing agown and mortarboard, and
said "Class of 11111000000." It turns out that was 1984 in binary notation.

She had abig smileand said "Hi, Yank!" and as she sat on the bed | started to shake. She looked
alarmed and asked if she should cdll the doctor.

"It'snot that," | managed to say. "I'd likeit if you just held me."

Shetook off her shoes and got under the covers with me. She held metightly. At some point anurse
camein and tried to shoo her out. Lisagave her profanitiesin Vietnamese, Chinese, and afew sartling
onesin English, and the nurseleft. | saw Doctor Stuart glancein later.

| felt much better when | finally stopped crying. Lisa's eyes were wet, too.
"I've been here every day," she said. "Y ou look awful, Victor."



"l fed alot better.”

"Well, you look better than you did. But your doctor says you'd better stick around another couple of
days, just to make sure.”

"I think hesright.”
"I'm planning a big dinner for when you get back. Y ou think we should invite the neighbors?’

| didn't say anything for awhile. There were so many things we hadn't faced. Just how long could it
go on between us? How long before | got sour about being so useless? How long before she got tired of
being with an old man? | don't know just when | had started to think of Lisaas a permanent part of my
life. And | wondered how | could have thought that.

"Do you want to spend more years waiting in hospitalsfor aman to die?'

"What do you want, Victor? I'll marry you if you want meto. Or I'll livewithyouindgn. | prefer sin,
mysdif, but if itll make you happy—"

"l don't know why you want to saddle yourself with an epileptic old fart.”

"Because | loveyou."

It wasthefirst time she had said it. | could have gone on questioning—nbringing up her Mgor again,
for instance—but | had no urgeto. I'm very glad | didn't. So | changed the subject.

"Did you get thejob finished?'
She knew which job | was talking about. Shelowered her voice and put her mouth closeto my ear.

"Let'sdon't be specific about it here, Victor. | don't trust any place | haven't swept for bugs. But, to
put your mind at ease, | did finish, and it's been aquiet couple of weeks. No oneisany wiser, and I'll
never meddleinthingslikethat again.”

| felt alot better, | was aso exhausted. | tried to concedl my yawns, but she sensed it wastimeto go.
She gave me one more kiss, promising many more to come, and left me.

It wasthelast time | ever saw her.

At about ten o'clock that evening Lisawent into Kluge's kitchen with a screwdriver and some other
tools and got to work on the microwave oven.

The manufacturers of those appliances are very careful to insure they can't be turned on with the door
open, asthey emit lethal radiation. But with smple toolsand agood brain it is possble to circumvent the
safety interlocks. Lisahad no trouble with them. About ten minutes after she entered the kitchen she put
her head in the oven and turned it on.

It isimpossible to say how long she held her head in there. It was long enough to turn her eyebalsto
the consistency of boiled eggs. At some point she lost voluntary muscle control and fell to thefloor,
pulling the microwave down with her. It shorted out, and afire started.

Thefire set off the sophigticated burglar darm she had instaled amonth before. Betty Lanier saw the
flames and called the fire department as Hal ran across the street and into the burning kitchen. He
dragged what was | eft of Lisa out onto the grass. When he saw what the fire had done to her upper
body, and in particular her breasts, he threw up.

Shewas rushed to the hospital. The doctors there ampu-tated one arm and cut away the frightful
masses of vulcanized slicone, pulled dl her teeth, and didn't know what to do about the eyes. They put
her on arespirator.

It was an orderly who first noticed the blackened and bloody T-shirt they had cut from her. Some of
the message was unreadable, but it began, "I can't go on thisway any-more..."



* % %

Thereisno other way | could havetold al that. | discov-ered it piecemed, Sarting with the disturbed
look on Doctor Stuart's face when Lisadidn't show up the next day. He wouldn't tell me anything, and |
had another saizure shortly after.

The next week isablur. | remember being released from the hospitd, but | don't remember thetrip
home. Betty was very good to me. They gave me atranquilizer called Tranxene, and it was even better. |
atethem like candy. | wandered in adrugged haze, esting only when Betty inssted, degping Sit-ting up in
my chair, coming awake not knowing where or who | was. | returned to the prison camp many times.
Oncel recal helping Lisastack severed heads.

When | saw mysdlf in the mirror, there was avague smile on my face. It was Tranxene, caressng my
frontal lobes. | knew that if | wasto live much longer, me and Tranxene would have to become very
good friends.

| eventualy became capable of something that passed for rationa thought. | was helped along
somewhat by avist from Osborne. | wastrying, at that time, to find reasonsto live, and wondered if he

hed any.
"I'mvery sorry," he garted off. | said nothing. "Thisison my owntime," he went on. "The department
doesn't know I'm here."

"Wasit suicide?' | asked him.

"I brought dlong a copy of the... the note. She ordered it from a shirt company in Westwood, three
daysbeforethe... accident.”

He handed it to me, and | read it. | was mentioned, though not by name. | was"theman | love." She
said she couldn't cope with my problems. It was ashort note. Y ou can't get too much onaT-shirt. | read
it through five times, then handed it back to him.

"Shetold you Kluge didn't write hisnote. | tell you she didn't writethis.”
He nodded reluctantly. | felt avast cdm, with ahowling nightmare just below it. Praise Tranxene.
"Can you back that up?'

She saw mein the hospitd shortly beforeit al happened. Shewasfull of life and hope. Y ou say she
ordered the shirt three days before. | would have felt that. And that note is pathetic. Lisawas never
pathetic.”

He nodded again.'

"Somethings| want to tell you. There were no Sgns of astruggle. Mrs. Lanier issure no onecamein
the front. The crime lab went over the whole place and were sure no one was in there with her. I'd stake
my life on the fact that no one entered or |eft that house. Now, / don't believe it was suicide, elther, but
do you have any suggestions?'

"TheNSA," | sad.

| explained about the last things she had donewhile | was till there. | told him of her fear of the
government spy agencies. That wasdl | had.

"Wdl, | guessthey're the ones who could do athing like that, if anyone could. But I'll tdll you, | have
ahard time swdlowing it. I don't know why, for one thing. Maybe you believe those peoplekill likeyou
and I'd swat afly." Hislook makeit into aquestion.

"l don't know what | believe."
"I'm not saying they wouldn't kill for national security, or some such shit. But they'd have taken the



computers, too. They wouldn't have left her aone, they wouldn't even have let her near that Suff after
they killed Kluge."

"What you're saying makes sense.”

He muttered on about it for quite sometime. Eventudly | offered him some wine. He accepted
thankfully. | consdered joining him—it would be aquick way to die—but did not. He drank the whole
bottle, and was comfortably drunk when he suggested we go next door and look it over one moretime. |
was planning on visiting Lisathe next day, and knew | had to start somewhere building myself up for that,
s0 | agreed to go with him.

Weingpected the kitchen. The fire had blackened the count-ers and melted some linoleum, but not
much else. Water had made amess of the place. There was abrown stain on the floor which | was able
to look at with no emotion.

So we went back to the living room, and one of the computers was turned on. There was a short
message on the screen.

IFYOU WISH TO KNOW MORE PRESS ENTERB

"Dontdoit," | told him. But he did. He stood, blinking solemnly, as the words wiped themselves out
and a new message appeared.

YOU LOOKED

The screen started to flicker and | wasin my car, in darkness, with apill in my mouth and another in
my hand. | spat out the pill, and sat for amoment, listening to the old engine ticking over. In my other
hand wasthe plastic pill bottle. | felt very tired, but opened the car door and shut off the engine. | felt my
way to the garage door and opened it. The air outside was fresh and swest. | looked down at the pill
bottle and hurried into the bathroom.

When | got through what had to be done there were adozen pillsfloating in the toilet that hadn't even
dissolved. There were the wasted shells of many more, and alot of other stuff | won't bother to describe.
| counted the pillsin the bottle, remembered how many there had been, and wondered if | would makeiit.

| went over to Kluge's house and could not find Osborae. | was getting tired, but | madeit back to
my house and stretched out on the couch to seeif | would live or die.

The next day | found the story in the paper. Osborne had gone home and blown out the back of his
head with hisrevolver. It was not abig story. It happensto copsal thetime. He didn't leave anote.

| got on the bus and rode out to the hospital and spent three hourstrying to get into seeLisa. | wasn't
abletodoit. | wasnot ardative and the doctors were quite firm about her having no visitors. When | got
angry they were as gentle as possible. It wasthen | learned the extent of her injuries. Hal had kept the
worst from me. None of it would have mattered, but the doctors swore there was nothing left in her
head. So | went home.

She died two days | ater.

She had left awill, to my surprise. | got the house and contents. | picked up the phone as soon as|
learned of it, and cdled a garbage company. While they were on the way | went for the last time into
Kluge'shouse.

The same computer was till on, and it gave the same message.
PRESSENTER]

| cautioudly located the power switch, and turned it off. | had the garbage people strip the place to the
barewadlls.

| went over my own house very carefully, looking for anything that was even thefirst cousinto a



computer. | threw out theradio. | sold the car, and the refrigerator, and the stove, and the blender, and
the dectric clock. | drained the waterbed and threw out the hegter.

Then | bought the best propane stove on the market, and hunted along time before | found an old
icebox. | had the garage stacked to the ceiling with firewood. | had the chim-ney cleaned. It would be
getting cold soon.

Oneday | took the bus to Pasadena and established the Lisa Foo Memoria Scholarship fund for
Vietnamese refugees and their children. | endowed it with seven hundred thousand eighty-three dollars
and four cents. | told them it could be used for any field of study except computer science. | could tell
they thought me eccentric.

And | redlly thought | was safe, until the phonerang.

| thought it over for along time before answering it. Inthe end, | knew it would just keep on going
until | did. So | picked it up.

For afew secondstherewas adial tone, but | was not fooled. | kept holding it to my ear, and finaly
the tone turned off. Therewasjust sllence. | listened intently. | heard some of those far-off musica tones
that livein phone wires. Echoes of conversations taking place athousand miles away. And something
infinitely more distant and cool.

| do not know what they have incubated out there at the NSA. | don't know if they did it on purpose,
or if it just happened, or if it even has anything to do with them, in the end. But | know it's out there,
because | heard its soul breathing on the wires. | spoke very carefully.

"l do not wish to know any more,” | said. "1 won't tell anyone anything. Kluge, Lisa, and Osborne all
committed suicide. | am just alonely man, and | won't cause you any trouble.” Therewasaclick, and a
did tone.

Getting the phone taken out was easy. Getting them to remove al the wireswas alittle harder, snce
once aplaceiswired they expect it to be wired forever. They grumbled, but when | started pulling them
out mysdlf, they relented, though they warned meit was going to cost.

The power company was harder. They actually seemed to believe there was aregulation requiring
each house to be hooked up to the grid. They were willing to shut off my power—though hardly pleased
about it—but they just weren't going to take the wires away from my house. | went up on the roof with
an axe and demolished four feet of eaves asthey gaped at me. Then they coiled up their wires and went
home.

| threw out &l my lamps, dl things dectrical. With ham-mer, chisdl, and handsaw | went to work on
the dry wall just above the baseboards.

Asl stripped the house of wiring | wondered many timeswhy | was doing it. Why wasit worth it? |
couldn't have very many more years before afina seizure finished me off. Those yearswere not going to
bealot of fun.

Lisahad been asurvivor. She would have known why | was doing this. She had once said | wasa
survivor, too. | survived the camp. | survived the death of my mother and father and managed to fashion
asolitary life. Lisasurvived the death of just about everything. No survivor expectsto live through it al.
But while she was dive, she would have worked to stay dive.

Andthat'swhat | did. | got al the wires out of the walls, went over the house with amagnet to seeif |
had missed any meta, then spent aweek cleaning up, fixing the holes| had knocked in the walls, ceiling,
and dtic. | was amused trying to picture the redl-estate agent selling this place after | was gone.

It'sagreat little house, folks. No dectricity ...
Now | live quietly, as before.



I work in my garden during most of the daylight hours. I've expanded it consderably, and even have
things growing in the front yard now.

I live by candllight, and kerosene lamp. | grow most of what | edt.

It took along timeto taper off the Tranxene and the Dilantin, but | did it, and now take the seizures as
they come. I've usualy got bruisesto show for it.

Inthe middle of avast city | have cut mysdf off. | am not part of the network growing faster than |
can conceive. | don't even know if it's dangerous, to ordinary people. It noticed me, and Kluge, and
Osborne. And Lisa. It brushed against our mindslike | would brush away amosguito, never noticing |
had crushed it. Only | survived.

But | wonder.
It would be very hard...

Lisatold me how it can get in through the wiring. There's something called acarrier wave that can
move over wires carrying household current. That'swhy the dectricity had to go-

| need water for my garden. There'sjust not enough rain here in southern California, and | don't know
how else | could get the water.

Do you think it could come through the pipes?

BLUED MOON Connie Willis

One of the chanciest areas of scientific study is that which triesto delineate and predict the
laws of probability—for probability is subject to change without notice, it seems. (Actually it isn't
— but it's always possible for strange things to happen that stretch those "laws" without breaking
them.) Here we have a funny novelette that will stretch your grin as much asit stretches the laws.

Connie Willis won two Nebula Awardsin one night in 1983 for her short fiction, most of which
is thoughtful and moving. So isthis story, but it brings an added dimension of humor that'srarein
science fiction.

FOR IMMEDIATE RELEASE: Mowen Chemica today announced implementation of an innovative
wadte emissonsingdlation at its experimentd facility in Chugwater, Wyo-ming. According to project
directors Bradley McAfee and Lynn Saunders, nonutilizable hydrocarbonaceous substances will be
propulsively transferred to stratospheric dtitudind locations, where photochemica decompaosition will
result in triatomic alotropism and formation of benign bicarbonaceous precipitates. Preliminary predictive
databas ng indicates posi-tive ozonation yid ds without Satigticaly sgnificant shiftsin lateral ecosystem
equilibria

"Do you suppose Walter Hunt would have invented the safety pin if he had known that punk rockers
would stick them through their cheeks?' Mr. Mowen said. He was |ook-ing gloomily out the window at
the distant 600-foot-high smokestacks.

"I don't know, Mr. Mowen," Janice said. She Sighed. "Do you want meto tell them to wait again?'

The sigh was supposed to mean, It's after four o'clock and it's getting dark, and you've aready asked
Research to wait three times, and when are you going to make up your mind? but Mr. Mowen ignored it.

"On the other hand," he said. "What about digpers? And al those babies that would have been stuck
with straight pinsif it hadn't been for the safety pin?”



"It is supposed to help restore the ozone layer, Mr. Mowen," Janice said. "And according to
Research, there won't be any harmful side effects.”

"Y ou shoot a bunch of hydrocarbonsinto the stratosphere, and there won't be any harmful side
effects. According to Research.” Mr. Mowen swivelled his chair around to look at Janice, nearly
knocking over the picture of his daughter Sadly that sat on hisdesk. "I stuck Sally once. With asafety pin.
She screamed for an hour. How's that for aharmful side effect? And what about the stuff that's left over
after dl this ozoneisformed? Bicarbonate of soda, Research says. Per-fectly harmless. How do they
know that? Have they ever dumped bicarbonate of soda on people before? Call Research..."he started
to say, but Janice had dready picked up the phone and tapped the number. She didn't even sigh. "Call
Research and ask them to figure out what effect a bicarbonate of sodarain would have.”

"Yes, Mr. Mowen," Janice said. She put the phone up to her ear and listened for amoment. "Mr.
Mowen..." shesad hesitantly.

"| suppose Research saysit'll neutraize the sulfuric acid that's killing the statues and sweeten and
deodorize a the sametime."

"No, sr," Janice said. "Research saysthey've dready started the temperature-differentia kilns, and
you should be seeing something in afew minutes. They say they couldn't wait any longer.”

Mr. Mowen whipped back around in hischair to look out the window. The picture of Sally teetered
again, and Mr. Mowen wondered if she were home from college yet. Noth-ing was coming out of the
smokestacks. He couldn't see the candl estick-base kilns through the maze of fast-food places and trailer
parks. A McDonad'ssign directly in front of the smokestacks blinked on suddenly, and Mr. Mowen
jumped. The smokestacks themselves remained silent and still except for their blinding strobe aircraft
lights. He could see sagebrush-covered hillsin the space between the stacks, and the whole scene,
except for the McDonald's sign, looked unbdievably serene and harmless.

"Research saysthe kilnsarefired to full capacity,” Janice said, holding the phone againgt her chest.

Mr. Mowen braced himself for the coming explosion. Therewasalow rumbling like distant fire, then
apuff of whitish smoke, and finaly a deep, whooshing sound like one of Janice's Sighs, and two columns
of blue shot straight up into the darkening sky.

"Why isit blue?' Mr. Mowen said.

"| dready asked," Janice said. "Research says visble spectrum diffraction is occurring because of the
point eight micron radii of the hydrocarbons being propelled..."

"That sounds like that damned pressrelease,” Mr. Mowen said. "Tell them to speak English.”

After aminute of talking into the phone, she said, "It's the same effect that causes the sunsets after a
volcanic eruption. Scattering. Research wants to know what staff membersyou'd like to have at the press
conference tomorrow."

"The directors of the project,” Mr. Mowen said grumpily, "and anyone over a Research who can
pesk English.”

Janicelooked at the pressrelease. "Bradley McAfee and Lynn Saunders are the directors,” she said.

"Why does the name M cAfee sound familiar?"

"He's Ulric Henry's roommate. The company linguist you hired to..."

"I know why | hired him. Invite Henry, too. And try to get Sally as soon as she getshome. Tdll her
that | expect her there; and tell her to dressup.” Helooked at hiswatch. "Well," he said. "It's been going
five minutes, and there haven't been any harmful Sde effectsyet.”

The phonerang. Mr. Mowen jumped. "I knew it wastoo good to last,” he said. "Who isit? The



EPA?Y'
"No," Janice said, and sighed. "It'syour ex-wife."

“I'm shut of that," Brad said when Ulric camein the door. He was sitting in the dark, the green glow
of the monitor lighting hisface. He tapped at the termina keys for aminute more and then turned around.
"All done. Slicker'n goose grease.”

Ulric turned on the light. "The waste-emissons project?' he said.

"Nope. We turned that on this afternoon. Works prettier than a spotted pony. No, | been spending
thelast hour erasing my fiancee Lynn's name from the project records.”

"Won't Lynn object to that?' Ulric said, fairly cdmly, mostly because he did not have avery clear
idea of which one Lynnwas. He never could tell Brad'sfiancees gpart. They al sounded exactly the
sane.

"Shewon't hear tdll of it till it'stoo late," Brad said. "She's on her way to Cheyenneto caich aplane
back east. Her mother's all het up about getting a divorce. Caught her husband Adam 'n' Evin'."

If there was anything harder to put up with than Brad's rottenness, it was hisincredibly good luck.
While Ulric was sure Brad was low enough to engineer asudden family crissto get Lynn out of
Chugwater, he wasjust as sure that he had had no need to. It was alucky coincidence that Lynn's
mother was getting adivorce just now, and lucky coinci-dences were Brad's speciaty. How else could
he have kept three fiancees from ever meeting each other in the smal confines of Chugwater and Mowen
Chemicd?

"Lynn?" Ulric said. "Which oneisthat? The redhead in programming?'

"Nope, that's Sue. Lynn'slittle and yellow-haired and smart as awhip about chemica engineering.
Kind of adodunk about every thin' else.”

"Dodunk," Ulric said to himself. He should make a note to look that up. It probably meant "one so
foolish asto associate with Brad McAfee." That definitely included him. He had agreed to room with
Brad because he was so surprised at being hired that it had not occurred to him to ask for an apartment
of hisown.

He had graduated with an English degree that everyone had told him was worse than usdessin
Wyoming, and which he very soon found out was. In desperation, he had applied for afactory job at
Mowen Chemica and been hired on as com-pany linguist a an amazing sdary for reasonsthat had not
yet become clear, though he had been at Mowen for over three months. What had become clear was
that Brad McAfee was, to use hisown colorful language, athimblerigger, apigeon plucker, a
hornswoggler. He was steadily working hisway toward the boss's daughter and the ownership of
Mowen Chemicdl, leaving atrail of young women behind him who dl gpparently believed that aman who
pronounced fiancee "fee-an-see’ couldn't possibly have more than one. It was an interesting linguistic
phenomenon.

At firgt Ulric had been taken in by Brad's homespun talk, too, even though it didn't seem to match his
sophisticated abilities on the computer. Then one day he had gotten up early and caught Brad working on
aprogram caled "Project Sdly."

"I'm gonnabe the president of Mowen Chemical in two shakes of ashegp'stail,” Brad had said. "This
little dingclinker ismy magter plan. What do you think of it?"

What Ulric thought of it could not be expressed in words. It outlined aplan for getting closeto Sdly
Mowen and impress-ing her father based dmost entirely on the seduction and abandonment of young
women in key positions at Mowen Chemical. Three-quarters of the way down he saw Lynn's name.

"What if Mr. Mowen gets hold of this program?* Ulric had said findly.



"Not alook-in chance that that'd happen. | got this pro-gram locked up tighter than ahog's eye. And
if anybody elsetried to copy it, they'd be sorrier than a coon romancin’ a polecat.”

Since then Ulric had put in six requests for an gpartment, dl of which had been turned down ' ‘due to
restrictive areal housing availability," which Ulric supposed meant there weren't any empty apartmentsin
Chugwater. All of the turndownswere initialed by Mr. Mowen's secretary, and there were moments
when Ulric thought that Mr. Mowen knew about "Project Sdly" after al and had hired Ulric to keep
Brad away from his daughter.

"According to my program, it'stimeto go to work on Sally," Brad said now. "Tomorrow at this press
conference. I'm enough of arumbustigator with this waste-emissions project to dazzlefy Old Man
Mowen. Sdly'sgoing to bethere. I got my fiancee Gail in publicity to invite her.”

"I'm going to be there, too," Ulric said belligerently.

"Now, that'sright lucky," Brad said. ™Y ou can do alittle honeyfuggling for me. Work onold Sally
while | give Pappy Mowen the glad hand. Do you know what she looks like?!

"I have no intention of honeyfuggling Sally Mowen for you," Ulric said, and wondered again where
Brad managed to pick up al these dang expressons. He had caught Brad watching Judy Canovamovies
on TV acouple of times, but some of these words weren't even in Mencken. He probably had a
computer program that generated them. "In fact, | intend to tell her you're engaged to more than one

person aready.”

"Boy, you're sure wadgetty," Brad said. "And you know why? Because you don't have agal of your
own. Tell you what, you pick out one of mine, and I'll give her to you. How about Sue?’

Ulric walked over to the window. "I don't want her," hesaid.
"l bet you don't even know which one sheis," Brad said.

| don't, Ulric thought. They dl sound exactly dike. They use"interface" asaverb and "support” asan
adjective. One of them had cdled for Brad and when Ulric told her he was over a Research, she had
sad, "Sorry. My wetware's non-functiond thismorning.”" Ulric felt asif he wereliving in aforeign country.

"What difference doesit make?' Ulric said angrily. "Not one of them spesks English, whichis
probably why they're al dumb enough to think they're engaged to you."

"How about if | get you aga who speaks English and you honeyfuggle Sally Mowen for me?' Brad
sad. Heturned to the terminal and began typing furioudy. "What exactly do you want?

Ulric clenched hisfists and looked out the window. The dead cottonwood under the window had a
kite or something caught in its branches. He debated climbing down the tree and walking over to Mr.
Mowen's office to demand an apartment.

"Makes no never mind," Brad said when he didn't answer. "I've heard you oratin' often enough on the
subject.” Hetyped aminute more and hit the print button. "There," he said.

Ulric turned around.

Brad read from the monitor,” 'Wanted: Y oung woman who can generate enthusiasm for the Queen's
English, needsto use correct grammar and syntax, no gobbledygook, no dang, respect for the language.
Signed, Ulric Henry." What do you think of that? It's the spittin' image of the way you talk."

"l can find my own 'gals," " Ulric said. He yanked the sheet of paper asit was till coming out of the
printer, ripping over haf the sheet in along ragged diagond. Now it read, "Wanted: Y oung woman who
can generate language. Ulric H"

"Il swap you horses”" Brad said. "'If thisdon't ropeyou in anicelittlefilly, I'll give you Lynn when she
gets back.



It'll cheer her up, after getting her name taken off the project and al. What do you think of that?'

Ulric put the scrap of paper down carefully on the table, trying to resist the impulseto wad it up and
cram it down Brad'sthroat. He dammed the window up. There was a sudden burst of chilly wind, and
the paper on the table balanced uneasily and then drifted onto the windowsil.

"What if Lynn misses her planein Cheyenne?' Ulric said. "What if she comes back here and runsinto
one of your other fiancees?'

"No chance on the map," Brad said cheerfully. "I got me a program for that, too." He tore the rest of
the paper out of the printer and wadded it up. "Two of my fiancees come callin' a the sametime, they
have to come up in the eeva-tors, and theres only two of" them. They work on the same sgnas, so |
made me up aprogram that stops the elevators between floorsif my security code gets read in more than
oncein an hour. It makes an override beep go off on my termind, too, so's| can soft-shoethe first gal
down the back stairs.” He stood up. "I gottago over to Research and check on the waste-emissions
project again. Y ou better find yoursdf agd right quick. You're givin' metheflit-flatswith dl this
unfriendly talk."

He grabbed his coat off the back of the chair and went out. He dammed the door, perhaps because
he had the flit-flats, and the resultant breeze hit the scrap of paper on the window-sill and sailed it negtly
out the window.

"Hit-flats," Ulric mumbled to himsdf, and tried to cal Mowen's office. The line was busy.
Saly Mowen cdled her father as soon as she got home. "Hi, Janice," she said. "Is Dad there?

"Hejust left," Janice said. "But | have afeding he might stop by Research. HEsworried about the
new stratospheric waste-emissions project.”

"Il wak over and megt him."

"Y our father said to tell you there's a press conference tomorrow at eleven. Are you at your
termind?"

"Yes" Sdly sad, and flicked the power on.

"I'll send the press releases for you so you'll know what's going on.”

Saly was going to say that she had already received an invitation to the press conference and the
accompanying PR material from someone named Gail, but changed her mind when she saw what was
being printed out on the printer. "Y ou didn't send me the pressreleases,” she said. ™Y ou sent meabio on
somebody named Ulric Henry. Who's he?'

"l did?" Janice sad, sounding flustered. "I'll try it again.”

Sdly hed up thetail of the printout sheet asit camerolling out of the computer. "Now I've got a
picture of him." The picture showed a dark-haired young man with an expression somewhere between
dismay and displeasure. I'll bet someone just told him she thought they could have aviable relation-ship,
Sdly thought. "Whoishe?"

Janice sighed, aquick, flustered kind of sigh. "I didn't mean to send that to you. He's the company
linguidt. | think your father invited him to the press conference to write pressreleases.”

| thought the press releases were dready done and you were sending them to me, Sdly thought, but
she sad, "When did my father hirealinguist?'

"Last summer,” Janice said, sounding even more flus-tered. "How's school ?*

"Fing" Sdly sad. "And no, I'm not getting married. I'm not even having aviable rdationship,
whatever that is.”



"Y our mother cdled today. She'sin Cheyenneat aNOW rdly," Janice said, which sounded like a
non sequitur, but wasn't. With amother like Sdlly's, it was no wonder her father worried himsdlf sick over
who Sdly might marry. Sometimes Saly worried, too. Vigble relationship.

"How did Charlotte sound?' Sdlly said. "No, wait. | aready know. Look, don't worry about the
press conference stuff. | dready know all about it. Gail Somebody in publicity sent me an invitation.
That'swhy | came home for Thanks-giving aday early."

"She did?" Janice said. "Y our father didn't mention it. He probably forgot. Hes been alittle worried
about this project,” she said, which must be the understatement of the year, Sally thought, if hed
managed to rattle Janice. "So you haven't met anyone nice?"

"No," Sdly sad. "Yes. I'll tell you tomorrow." She hung up. They'redl nice, she thought. That isn't the
prob-lem. They're nice, but they're incoherent. A viable relation-ship. What on earth was that? And what
was "respecting your persond space'? Or "fulfilling each other's socio-economic needs'? | have no idea
what they aretalking about. Sally thought. | have been going out with abunch of foreigners.

She put her coat and her hat back on and started down in the elevator to find her father. Poor man.
He knew what it was like to be married to someone who didn't speak English. She could imagine what
the conversation with her mother had been like. All Ssters and sexist pigs. She hadn't been speak-ing
ERA very long. Thelast time she cdled, she had been speaking EST and the time before that California
It was no wonder Sally'sfather had hired a secretary that communi-cated dmost entirely through sighs,
and that Sally had ma-jored in English.

Tomorrow at the press conference would be dreadful. She would be surrounded by nice young men
who spoke Big Business or Computer or Bachelor on the Make, and she would not understand aword
they said.

It suddenly occurred to her that the company linguist, Ulric something, might spesk English, and she
punched in her security code al over again and went back up in the elevator to get the printout with his
address on it. She decided to go through the oriental gardensto get to Research instead of taking the car.
Shetold hersdlf it was shorter, which wastrue, but she was redlly thinking that if she went through them,
shewould go past the housing unit where Ulric Henry lived.

The oriental gardens had originaly been designed as a shortcut through the maze of fast-food places
that had sprung up around Mowen Chemical, making it impossible to get anywhere quickly. Her father
had purposely stuck Mowen Chemica on the outskirts of Chugwater so the plant wouldn't disturb the
natives, trying to make the origina buildings and housing blend in to the Wyoming landscape. The natives
had promptly disturbed Mowen Chemicd, so that by the time they built the Research complex and
computer center, the only land not covered with Kentucky Fried Chickens and Arbyswasin the older
part of town and very far from the origina buildings. Mr. Mowen had given up trying not to disturb the
natives. He had built the oriental gardens so that at |east people could get from home to work and back
again without being run over by the Chugwaterians. Actudly, he had in-tended just to put in abrick path
that would wind through the original Mowen buildings and connect them with the new ones, but at the
time Charlotte had been speaking Zen. She had inssted on bonsais and a curving bridge over the
irrigaction ditch. Before the landscaping was finished, she had switched to an Anti-Watt dialect that had
put an end to the marriage and sent Sally flying off east to school. During that same period her mother
had campaigned to save the dead cottonwood she was standing under now, picketing her hus-band's
office with signsthat reaed, "Tree Murderer!"

Saly stood under the dead cottonwood tree, counting the windows so she could figure out which was
Ulric Henry's gpartment. There were three windows on the sixth floor with lightsin dl three, and the
middle window was open for some unknown reason, but it would require an incredible coinci-dence to
have Ulric Henry come and stand at one of the windows while Sally was standing there so she could
shout up to him, "Do you spesk English?"



| wasn't looking for him anyway, she told hersdf stub-bornly, I'm on my way to meet my father, and |
stopped to look at the moon. My, it certainly isapeculiar blue color tonight. She stood afew minutes
longer under thetree, pretending to look at the moon, but it was getting very cold, the moon did not seem
to be getting any bluer, and even if it were, it did not seem like an adequate reason for freezing to death,
s0 she pulled her hat down farther over her ears and walked past the bonsais and over the curved bridge
towards Research.

As s00n as she was across the bridge, Ulric Henry came to the middle window and shut it. The
movement of pulling the window shut made alittle breeze. The torn piece of printout paper that had been
resting on the ledge fluttered to a place closer to the edge and then went over, drifting down in the bluish
moonlight past the kite, and coming to rest on the second lowest branch of the cottonwood tree.

Wednesday morning Mr. Mowen got up early so he could get somework done at the office before
the press conference. Sally wasn't up yet, so he put the coffee on and went into the bathroom to shave.
He plugged his dectric razor into the outlet above the sink, and the light over the mirror promptly went
out. He took the cord out of the outlet and unscrewed the blackened bulb. Then he pattered into the
kitchen in hisbare feet to look for another light bulb.

He put the burned-out bulb gently in the wastebasket next to the sink and began opening cupboards.
He picked up the syrup bottle to look behind it. The lid was not screwed on tightly, and the syrup bottle
dropped with athud onto its side and began oozing syrup al over the cupboard. Mr. Mowen grabbed a
paper towel, which tore in aragged, usdless diago-na, and tried to mop it up. He knocked the salt
shaker over into the pool of syrup. He grabbed the other half of the paper towel and turned on the hot
water faucet to wet it. The water came out in a steaming blast.

Mr. Mowen jumped Sideways to get out of the path of the boiling water and knocked over the
wastebasket. The light bulb bounced out and smashed onto the kitchen floor. Mr. Mowen stepped on a
large ragged piece. He tore off more paper towels to stanch the blood and limped back to the bathroom,
walking on the side of hisbleeding foot, to get abandaid.

He had forgotten about the light in the bathroom being burned out. Mr. Mowen felt hisway to the
medicine cabinet, knocking the shampoo and abox of Q-Tipsinto the sink before he found the bandaids.
The shampoo lid wasn't screwed on tightly either. He took the metal box of bandaids back to the
kitchen.

It was bent, and Mr. Mowen got adent in histhumb trying to pry thelid off. Ashewas pushing oniit,
the lid suddenly sprang free, spraying bandaids al over the kitchen floor. Mr. Mowen picked one up,
being careful to avoid the pieces of light bulb, ripped the end off the wrapper, and pulled on the orange
gring. The string came out. Mr. Mowen looked at the string for along minute and then tried to open the
bandaid from the back.

When Sdlly cameinto the kitchen, Mr. Mowen was sitting on akitchen chair sucking hisbleeding
thumb and holding a piece of paper towd to his other foot. "What happened?' she said.

"l cut mysdf on abroken light bulb,” Mr. Mowen said. "It went out while | wastrying to shave.

She grabbed for a piece of paper towelling. It tore off cleanly at the perforation, and Sally wrapped
Mr. Mowen'sthumb init. ™Y ou know better than to try to pick up abroken light bulb,” she said. "You
should have gotten abroom.”

"l did not try to pick up thelight bulb," he said. "l

cut my thumb on abandaid. | cut my feet onthelight bulb."

"Oh, | see" Sdlly said. "Don't you know better than to try to pick up alight bulb with your feet?"
"Thisign't funny,” Mr. Mowen said indignantly. 'l amin alot of pan."



"l know it isn't funny," Sdlly said. She picked abandaid up off the floor, tore off the end, and pulled
the string neetly aong the edge of the wrapping. "Are you going to be able to make it to your press
conference?'

"Of courseI'm going to be ableto makeit. And | expect you to be there, too."

"1 will,"” Sdly said, peding another bandaid and gpplying it to the bottom of hisfoot. "I'm going to
leave as soon as | get thismess cleaned up so | can walk over. Or would you like me to drive you?"

"l can drive mysdlf,” Mr. Mowen said, starting to get up.

"You stay right there until | get your dippers” Sdly said, and darted out of the kitchen. The phone
rang. "I'll getit,” Sdly caled from the bedroom. "Y ou don't budge out of thet chair.”

Mr. Mowen picked abandaid up off the floor, tore the end off of it, and peeled the string dong the
side, which made him fed considerably better. My luck must be sarting to change, he thought. "Who's
on the phone?' he said cheer-fully, as Sdlly came back into the kitchen carrying his dippers and the
phone.

She plugged the phone cord into the wal and handed him the receiver. "It's Mother," she said. "She
wantsto talk to the sexist pig.”

Ulric was getting dressed for the press conference when the phone rang. He let Brad answer it. When
he waked into the living room, Brad was hanging up the phone.

"Lynn missed her plane,” Brad said.
Ulric looked up hopefully. "She did?!

"Y es. Shelstaking one out this afternoon. While she was shooting the breeze, shelet fal sheld signed
her name on the press release that was sent out on the computer.”

"And Mowen'sdready read it," Ulric said. "So helll know you stole the project away from her.” He
wasin no mood to mince words. He had lain awake most of the night trying to decide what to say to
Sdly Mowen. What if hetold her about "Project Sdlly" and shelooked blankly at him and said, "Sorry.
My wetware isinoperable."?

"l didn't stedl the project,” Brad said amiably. "1 just sort of skyugled it away from her when she
wasn't looking. And | dready got it back. | called Gail as soon as Lynn hung up and asked her to take
Lynn's name off the press releases before Old Man Mowen saw them. It was right lucky, Lynn missing
her planeand dl."

Ulric put his down parka on over his sports codt.

"Areyou heading for the press conference?’ Brad said. "Wait till | rig myself out, and I'll ride over
withyou."

"I'mwaking," Ulric said, and opened the door.

The phonerang. Brad answered it. "No, | wasn't watching the morning movie," Brad said, "but I'd
takeit bigif you'd let me gander aguess anway. I'll say the movieis Carolina Cannonball and the

jackpot issx hundred and fifty-one dollars. That'sright? Well, bust my buttons. That was aright lucky
guess”

Ulric dammed the door behind him.

When Mr. Mowen still wasn't in the office by ten, Janice called him a home. She got abusy signdl.
She sghed, waited aminute, and tried again. The line was till busy. Before she could hang up, the phone
flashed an incoming call. She punched the button. "Mr. Mowen's office," she said.

"Hi," the voice on the phone said. "Thisis Gall over in publicity. The pressreleases contain an



inoperable statement. Y ou haven't sent any out, have you?"
| tried, Janice thought with alittle sigh. "No," she said.
"Good. | wanted to confirm non-release before | effected the deletion.”

"What deletion?’ Janice said. Shetried to call up the pressrelease but got a picture of Ulric Henry
instead.

"The release catalogs Lynn Saunders as co-designer of the project.”
"| thought she was co-designer.”

"Oh, no," Gail said. "My fiance Brad M cAfee designed the whole project. I'm glad the number of
printoutsis non-sgnificant.”

After Gal hung up, Janice tried Mr. Mowen again. The linewas il busy. Janice called up the
company directory on her terminal, got aresume on Ulric Henry instead, and called the Chugwater
operator on the phone. The operator gave her Lynn Saunderss number. Janice called Lynn and got her
roommete.

"She's not herg," the roommate said. " She had to leave for back east as soon as she was done with
the waste-emissons thing. Her mother was doing head trips on her. She was redly bummed out by it."

"Do you have anumber where | could reach her?* Janice asked.

"l suredon't," the roommate said. "Shewasn't with it a al when sheleft. Her fiance might have a
number.”

"Her fiance?'
"Y eah. Brad McAfee"

"I think if she callsyou'd better have her cal me. Prior-ity." Janice hung up the phone. She called up
the company directory on her termina again and got the press release for the new emissions project.
Lynn's name was nowhere on it. She sighed, an odd, angry sigh, and tried Mr. Mowen's number again. It

was dill busy.

On SAly'sway past Ulric Henry's housing unit, she no-ticed something fluttering high up in the deed
cottonwood tree. The remains of akite were tangled at the very top, and just out of reach, on the second
lowest branch, there was a piece of white paper. Shetried a couple of hafhearted jumps, swiping at the
paper with her hand, but she succeeded only in blowing the paper farther out of reach. If she could get
the paper down, she could take it up to Ulric Henry's gpartment and ask him if it had fallen out of his
window. Shelooked around for a stick and then stood till, feeling foolish. There was no more reason to
go after the paper than to attempt to get the ruined kite down, shetold herself, but even as she thought
that, she was measuring the height of the branchesto seeif she could get afoot up and reach the paper
from there. One branch wouldn't do it, but two might. There was no onein the gardens. Thisisridiculous,
shetold hersdlf, and swung up into the crotch of thetree.

She climbed swiftly up to the third branch, stretched out acrossit, and reached for the paper. Her
fingersdid not quite reach, so she straightened up again, hanging onto the trunk to get her balance, and
made akind of down-sweeping lunge toward the piece of paper. Shelost her balance and nearly missed
the branch, and the wind she had created by her sudden movement blew the paper all the way to the end
of the branch, whereit teetered precarioudy but did not fall off.

Someone was coming across the curving bridge. She blew a couple of times on the paper and then
stopped. She was going to have to go out on the branch. Maybe the paper is blank, she thought. | can
hardly take a blank piece of paper to Ulric Henry, but she was dready testing the weight of the branch
with her hand. It seemed firm enough, and she began to edge out onto the dead branch, holding onto the



trunk until the last possible moment and then dropping into an inching crawl that brought her directly over
the sdewalk. From there she was able to reach the paper easily.

The paper was part of a printout from a computer, torn raggedly at an angle. It read, "Wanted: Y oung
woman who can generate language. Ulric H." The ge in "language” was missing, but otherwise the
message made perfect sense, which she would have thought was peculiar if she had not been so
surprised at the message. Her area of specia study was language generation. She had spent dl last week
inclassdoing it, using al the rules of linguistic change on existing words: generdization and specidization
of meaning, change in part of gpeech, shortening, and prepositiona verb cluster-ing to create a
new-sounding language. It had been dmost impossible to do at firgt, but by the end of the week, she had
greeted her professor with, "Good aft. | readed up my book taskings," without even thinking about it.
She could certainly do the same thing with Ulric Henry, whom she had been wanting to meet anyway.

She had forgotten about the man she had seen coming across the bridge. He was dmost to the tree
now. In approxi-mately ten more steps he would look up and see her crouched there like an insane
vulture. How will | explain thisto my father if anyone sees me? she thought, and put a cautious foot
behind her. She was still wondering when the branch gave way.

Mr. Mowen did not leave for the press conference until aquarter to eleven. He had till been on the
phone with Char-lotte when Sdlly |eft, and when he had asked Charlotte to wait a minute so he could tell
Sdly towait and held drive her over, Charlotte had called him a sexist tyrant and accused him of gtifling
Sdly's dominant traits by repressive male psycho-logica intimidation. Mr. Mowen had had no ideawhat
she was talking abouit.

Saly had swept up the glass and put anew light bulb in the bathroom before she lft, but Mr. Mowen
had decided not to tempt fate. He had shaved with a disposable razor instead. Leaning over to get a
piece of toilet paper to put on the cut on his chin, he had cracked his head on the medicine cabinet door.
After that, he had sat very till on the edge of the tub for nearly haf an hour, wishing Sally were home so
she could help him get dressed.

At the end of the half hour, Mr. Mowen decided that stress was the cause of the series of
coincidences that had plagued him @l morning (Charlotte had spoken Biofeedback for a couple of
weeks) and that if he just relaxed, everything would be dl right. He took several deep, caming bresths
and stood up. The medicine cabinet was still open.

By moving very carefully and looking for hazards every-where, Mr. Mowen managed to get dressed
and out to the car. He had not been able to find any socks that matched, and the elevator had taken him
all theway to the roof, but Mr. Mowen breathed deeply and camly each time, and he was even
beginning to fed relaxed by the time he opened the door to the car.

He got into the car and shut the door. It caught the tail of his coat. He opened the door again and
leaned over to pull the coat out of theway. One of hisglovesfdl out of his pocket onto the ground. He
leaned over farther to rescue the glove and cracked his head on the armrest of the door.

Hetook a deep, rather ragged breath, snagged the glove, and pulled the door shut. He took the keys
out of hispocket and inserted the car key in the ignition. The key chain snapped open and scattered the
rest of hiskeysdl over thefloor of the front seat. When he bent over to pick them up, being very careful
not to hit hishead on the steering whed, his other glovefdl out of his pocket. Heleft the keys where they
were and straightened up again, watching out for the turn signals and the sun visor. He turned the key
with itsstill dangling key chain. The car wouldn't Start.

Very dowly and carefully he got out of the car and went back up to the apartment to call Janice and
tell her to cancel the press conference. The phone was busy.

* % %

Ulric didn't see the young woman until she was nearly on top of him. He had been waking with his



head down and his hands jammed into the pockets of his parka, thinking about the press conference. He
had |eft the gpartment without his watch and walked very rapidly over to Research. He had been over an
hour early, and no one had been there except one of Brad's fiancees whose name he couldn't remember.
Shehad said, "Y our biologica clock isnonfunctiond. Y our bio-rhythms must be low today,” and he had
told her they were, even though he had no ideawhat they were talking aboui.

He had walked back across the oriental gardens, feding desperate. He was not sure he could stand
the press confer-ence, even to warn Sally Mowen. Maybe he should forget about going and walk all
over Chug water instead, grabbing young women by the arm and saying, "Do you speak English?

While he was consdering thisides, there was aloud snap overhead, and the young woman fell on
him. Hetried to get his hands out of his pocketsto caich her, but it took him amoment to redize that he
was under the cottonwood tree and that the snap was the sound of a branch breaking, so he didn't
succeed. He did get one hand out of his pocket and he did take one bracing step back, but it wasn't
enough. She landed on him full force, and they rolled off the sidewalk and onto the leaves. When they
cameto astop, Ulric was on top of her, with one arm under her and the other one flung above her head.
Her wool hat had come off and her hair was spread out nicely against the frost-rimed leaves. His hand
wastangled in her hair. Shewaslooking up a him asif she knew him. It did not even occur to him to ask
her if she spoke English.

After awhileit did occur to him that he was going to be late to the press conference. The hell with the
press conference, he thought. The hell with Sally Mowen, and kissed her again. After afew more minutes
of that, hisarm began to go numb, and he disengaged his hand from her hair and put hisweight on it to
pull himsdlf up.

Shedidn't move, even when he got onto his knees beside her and extended a hand to help her up.
Shelay there, looking up at him asif shewere thinking hard about some-thing. Then she seemed to come
to adecision because she took his hand and let him pull her up. She pointed above and behind him. "The
moon blues," she said.

"What?' he said. Hewondered if the branch had cracked her on the head.

Shewas till pointing. "The moon blues," she said again. "It blued up somelast dark, but now it blues
moredhly.”

He turned to look in the direction she was pointing, and sure enough, the three-quarters moon was a
bright blue in the morning sky, which explained what she was talking about, but not the way she was
talking. "Areyou dl right?' hesaid. Y oure not hurt, are you?' She shook her head. Y ou never ask
someone with aconcussion if they aredl right, he thought. " Does your head hurt?*

She shook her head again. Maybe she wasn't hurt. Maybe she was aforeign exchange consultant in
Research. "Where are you from?' he said.

Shelooked surprised. "I failed down of thetree. Y ou catched me with your face." She brushed the
cottonwood leaves out of her hair and put her wool hat back on.

She understood everything he said, and she was definitely speaking English words even though the
effect wasn't much like English. Y ou catched me with your face. Irregular verb into regular. The moon
blues. Adjective becomes verb. Those were both ways language evolved. "What were you doing in the
tree?' he said, so she would talk some more.

"I hidinged in the tree for cause people point you with their faces when you English oddishly.”
English oddishly. "Y ou're generating language, aren't you?' Ulric said. "Do you know Brad McAfee?!

Shelooked blank, and alittle surprised, the way Brad had probably told her to when he put her up to
this. He wondered which one of Brad's fiancees thiswas. Probably the one in programming. They had
had to come up with al this gener-ated language somewhere. "I'm late for a press conference,” he said



sharply, "asyou wel know. I've got to talk to Saly Mowen." He didn't put out his hand to help her up.
"Y ou can go tell Brad hislittle honeyfuggling scheme didn't work."

She stood up without his help and walked across the side-walk, past the fallen branch. She kndlt
down and picked up a scrap of paper and looked at it for along time. He considered yanking it out of
her hand and looking at it Since it was probably Brad's |language generation program, but he didn't. She
folded it and put it in her pocket.

"You can tel him your kissng me didn't work," he said, which was alie. He wanted to kiss her again
ashesaid it, and that made him angrier than ever. Brad had probably told her he was wadgetty, that
what he needed was ahdf hour in theleaveswith her. "I'm till going to tell Sdlly.”

Shelooked a him from the other sde of the sdewalk.
"And don't get any ideas about trying to stop me." He was shouting now. "Because they won't work."

Hisanger got him over the curving bridge. Then it oc-curred to him that even if shewas one of Brad's
fiancees, even if she had been hired to kisshimin the leaves and keep him from going to the press
conference, hewasin love with her, and he went tearing back, but she was nowherein sght.

At alittle after leven Janice got acdl from Gail in publicity. "WhereisMr. Mowen? He hasn't shown
up, and my mediacredibility is effectively nonfunctiond.”

"I'll try to cdl him a home," Janice said. She put Gail on hold and dided Mr. Mowen's gpartment.
Theline was busy. When she punched up the hold button to tell Gail that, the line went dead. Janicetried
to call her back. Thelinewas busy.

Shetyped in the code for apriority that would override whatever was on Mr. Mowen's home
terminal. After the code, shetyped, "Call Janice at office." Shelooked at it for aminute, then
back-erased and typed, "Press conference. Research. Eleven am.,” and pressed RUN. The screen
clicked once and displayed the preliminary test results of side effects on the waste-emissions project. At
the bottom of the screen, sheread, "Tangentia consequences satigticaly negligible.”

"Y ou want to bet?' Janice said.

She called programming. " Theré's something wrong with my termind,” she said to the woman on the
line

"Thisis Suein peripherdsrectification. Isyour problem inimplementation or hardware?'

She sounded just like Gall in publicity. "Y ou wouldn't know Brad M cAfee, would you?' she said.

"Hesmy fiance," Suesad. "Why?'

Janice sighed. "I keep getting readouts that have nothing to do with what | punchin,” Janice said.

"Oh, then you want hardware repair. The number'sin your termind directory,” she said, and hung up.

Janice caled up thetermina directory. At first nothing happened. Then the screen clicked once and
displayed some-thing titled, "Project Sally." Janice noticed Lynn Saunderss name three-quarters of the
way down the screen, and Sally Mowen's at the bottom. She started at the top and read it all the way
through. Then shetypedin PRINT and read it again asit camerolling out of the printer. When it was
done, shetore off the sheet carefully, put it in afilefolder, and put the file folder in her desk.

"I found your glovein the elevator," Sdly said when she camein. Shelooked terrible, asif the
experience of finding Mr. Mowen's glove had been too much for her. "Is the press conference over?!

"l didn't go," Mr. Mowen said. "'l was afraid I'd run into atree. Could you drive me over to the
office?| told Janice I'd be there by nine and it'stwo-thirty."

"Tree?' Sdly sad. "'l fdl out of atreetoday. Onalinguist.”



Mr. Mowen put on his overcoat and fished around in the pockets. "I've lost my other glove," he said.
"That makes fifty-eight instances of bad luck I've had aready this morn-ing, and I've been Sitting stock
dtill for the last two hours. | made alist. The pencil broke, and the eraser, and | erased aholeright
through the paper, and | didn't even count those." He put the single glovein his coat pocket.

Saly opened the door for him, and they went down the hall to the evator. "I never should have said
that about the moon,” she said. "I should have said hello. Just asmple hello. So what if the note said he
wanted someone who could generate language? That didn't mean | had to do it right then, before | even
told himwho | was."

Mr. Mowen punched his security code into the elevator. The REJECT light came on. "Fifty-nine,"
Mr. Mowen said. "That's too many coincidencesto just be a coincidence. And al bad. If | didn't know
better, I'd say someone wastrying to kill me."

Sdly punched in her security code. The elevator did open. "'I've been walking around for hours, trying
to figure out how | could have been so stupid,” Sally said. "He was on hisway to meet me. At the press
conference. He had something to tell me. If I'd just stood up after | fell on him and said, 'Hello, I'm Sally
Mowen, and I've found this note. Do you redlly want someone who can generate language? but, oh, no,
| haveto say, The moon blues.' | should have just kept kissing him and never said anything. But, oh, no,
| couldn't let well enough done.

Mr. Mowen let Sdly push the floor button in the evator so no more warning lightswould flash on.
He dso let her open the door of the apartment building. On the way out to the car, he stepped in some

gum.

"Sixty. If | didn't know better, I'd say your mother was behind this" Mr. Mowen said. " She's coming
up herethisafternoon. To seeif I'm minimizing your self-redization potentia with my chauvinigticrole
expectations. That should count for adozen bad coincidences dl by itself.” He got in the car, hunching far
back in the seat so he wouldn't crack his head on the sun visor. He peered out the window at the gray
sky. "Maybe therélll be ablizzard and she won't be able to get up from Cheyenne."

Saly reached for something under the driver's seat. "Here's your other glove," she said, handed it
over to him, and arted the car. "That note wastorn in haf. Why didn't | think about the words that were
missing instead of deciding the message was al there? He probably wanted somebody who could
generate electricity and spesk aforeign language. Just because | liked his picture and | thought he might
speak English | had to go and make acomplete fool out of mysdlf.”

It started to snow halfway to the office. SAly turned on the windshield wipers. "With my luck,” Mr.
Mowen said, "ther€ll be ablizzard, and I'll be snowed in with Charlotte.”" He looked out the side window
a the smokestacks. They were shooting another wavery blue blast into the air. "It's the waste-emissions
project. Somehow it's causing al these damn coincidences.”

Sdly said, "'l look and look for someone who speaks decent English, and when | finadly meet him,
what do | say?"Y ou catched me with your face." And now he thinks some-body named Brad McAfee
put me up to it to keep him from getting to a press conference, and hell never speak to me again. Stupid!
How could | have been so stupid?’

"l never should have | et them Start the project without moretesting,” Mr. Mowen said. "What if we're
putting too much ozone into the ozone layer? What if this bicarbonate of sodafadlout isdoing something
to peopl€'s digestion? No measurable sde effects, they said. Well, how do you measure bad luck? By
thefatality rates?'

SAly had pulled into a parking space directly in front of Mr. Mowen's office. It was snowing hard
now. Mr. Mowen pulled on the glove Sally had handed him. He fished in his pocket for the other one.
"Sixty-one," hesaid. "Sdlly, will you go in with me?I'll never get the elevator to work."

Sdly waked with himinto the building. On the way up in the devator, she sad, "'If you're so



convinced the waste-emissions project is causing your bad luck, why don't you tell Research to turn it
off?'

"They'd never believe me. Whoever heard of coincidences as aside effect of trash?”

They went into the outer office. Janice said, "Hello!" asif they had returned from an arctic expedition.
Mr. Mowen said, "Thanks, Sally. | think | can make it from here." He patted her on the shoulder. "Why
don't you go explain what hap-pened to this young man and tell him you're sorry?”

"l don't think that would work," Sally said. She kissed him on the cheek. "We'rein bad shape, aren't
we?'

Mr. Mowen turned to Janice. " Get me Research, and don't et my wifein,” he said, went into his
office, and shut the door. There was a crash and the muffled sound of Mr. Mowen swearing.

Janice sighed. "This young man of yours," she said to Sdly. "His name wouldn't be Brad McAfeg,
wouldit?"

"No," Sdly said, "but hethinksitis." On theway to the el evator she stopped and picked up Mr.
Mowen's glove and put it in her pocket.

After Mr. Mowen's secretary hung up, Sue called Brad. She wasn't sure what the connection was
between Brad and Mr. Mowen's secretary's termina not working, but she thought she'd better let him
know that Mr. Mowen's secretary knew his name.

There was no answer. Shetried again at lunch and again on her afternoon bresk. Thethird time the
linewas busy. At aquarter of three her supervisor camein and told Sue she could leave early since
heavy snow was predicted for rush hour. Sue tried Brad's number one more time to make sure he was
there. It was dtill busy.

It was agood thing she was getting off early. She had only worn a swester to work, and it was
aready snowing so hard she could hardly see out the window. She had worn sandal's, too. Somebody
had |eft apair of bright blue moon boots in the coatroom, so she pulled those on over her sandals and
went out to the parking lot. She wiped the snow off the windshield with the deeve of her swester, and
started over to Brad's apartment.

"Y ou didn't meander on over to the press conference,”" Brad said when Ulric camein.
"No," Ulric said. He didn't take off his coat.

"Old Man Mowen didn't either. Which was right lucky, because | got to jaw with al those reporters
instead of him. Where did you go off to? Y ou look colder than an otter on asnowdide.”

"l waswith the'ga’ you found for me. The one you had jump me so | wouldn't go to the press
conference and ruin your chances with Sally Mowen.”

Brad was ditting at histerminal. " Sally wasn't there, which turned out to be right lucky because | met
this reporter name of Jil who..." Heturned around and looked at Ulric. "What gd are you talking
about?'

"The oneyou had conveniently fall out of atree on me. | takeit she was one of your pare fiancees.
What did you do? Make her climb out of the apartment window?"

"Now let me get thisstraight. Some gd fell out of that old cottonwood on top of you? And you think |
didit?

"Well, if you didn't, it was an amazing coincidence that the branch broke just as | was passing under it
and an even more amazing coincidence that she generated language, which was just what that printout
you came up with read. But the most amazing coincidence of dl isthe punch in the nose you're going to
Oet right now."



"Now, don't get so dudfoozled. | didn't drop no ga on you, and if I'm lyin', let me be kicked to death
by grasshop-pers. If | was going to do something like that, I'd have gotten you one who could speak
good English, like you wanted, not. .. what did you say she did? Generated language?’

"Y ou expect meto believeit'sal somekind of coinci-dence?' Ulric shouted. "What kind of ... of ...
dodunk do you take mefor?"

"I'll admit it isa pretty seldom thing to have happen,” Brad said thoughtfully. "Thismorning | found me
ahundred dollar bill on the way to the press conference. Then | meet thisreporter Jill and we get to
talking and we have awhole lot in common like her favorite movieis Lay that Rifle Down with Judy
Canovainit, and then it turns out she's Sdly Mowen'sroommate last year in college.”

The phonerang. Brad picked it up. "Wdll, ginger peachy. Come on over. It'sthe big housing unit next
to the oriental gardens. Apartment 6B." He hung up the phone. "Now that's just what | been talking
about. That was that ga reporter on the phone. | asked her to come over so's | could honeyfuggle her
into introducing meto Sdly, and she says she can't ‘cause she's gotta catch a plane outta Cheyenne. But
now she saysthe highway's closed, and she's stuck here in Chugwater. Now that kind of good luck
doesn't happen once in ablue moon.”

"What?" Ulric said, and unclenched hisfistisfor thefirgt time since hed come into the room. He went
over to look out the window. He couldn't see the moon that had been in the sky earlier. He supposed it
had long since s&t, and anyway it was starting to snow. "The moon blues," he said softly to himsdif.

"Since sheis coming over here, maybe you should skedad-dle so as not to spoil this run of good luck
| am having."

Ulric pulled Collected American Sang out of the bookcase and |ooked up, "moon, blue" in the
index. The entry read, "Oncein ablue moon: rare, as an unusua coincidence, orig. rare as a blue moon;
based on the rare occurrence of ablue-tinted moon from aerosol particulates in upper atmo-sphere; see
Superdtitions.” He looked out the window again. The smokestacks sent another blast up through the gray
clouds.

"Brad,” he said, "is your waste-emissons project putting aerosolsinto the upper atmosphere?”
"That'sthewholeidea," Brad said. "Now | don't mean to be bodacious, but that gal reporter's going
to be coming up here any minute.”

Ulric looked up " Superdtitions.” The entry for "moon, blue" read, "Once in a blue moon; folk saying
attrib. SE America; loca superdtition linked occurrence of blue moon and unusua coincidental
happenings, origin unknown."

He shut the book. "Unusua coincidenta happenings,” he said. "'Branches breaking, peoplefadling on

people, people finding hundred dollar bills. All of those are coincidental happenings.” He looked up at
Brad. "Y ou wouldn't happen to know how that saying got started, would you?"

"Bodacious? It probably was made up by some feller who was waiting on aga and this other guy
wouldn't hotfoot it out of there so'sthey could be aone.™

Ulric opened the book again. "Buit if the coincidences were bad ones, they would be dangerous,
wouldn't they? Some-body might get hurt.”

Brad took the book out of his hands and shoved Ulric out the door. "Now git!" he said. "Y ou're givin’
metheflit-flatsagain.”

"Weve got to tell Mr. Mowen. Weve got to shut it off,” Ulric said, but Brad had aready shut the
door.

"Hello, Janice," Charlotte said. "Still an oppressed fe-ma e in adehumanizing mae-dominated job, |
%ll



Janice hung up the phone. "Hdlo, Charlotte," she sad. "Isit snowing yet?'

"Yes," Charlotte said, and took off her coat. It had ared button pinned to the lapdl. It read,
"NOW... or else!"

"We just heard on the radio they've closed the highway. Wher€'s your reactionary chauvinist
employer?'

"Mr. Mowen isbusy," Janice said, and stood up in case she needed to flatten hersdlf against Mr.
Mowen's door to keep Charlotte out.

"l have no desire to seethat last fortress of sadistic male dominance,” Charlotte said. She took off her
gloves and rubbed her hands together. ' 'We practicaly froze on the way up. Lynn Saunders rode back
up with me. Her mother isn't getting adivorce after al. Her bid for independence crumbled &t thefirst
sign of societa disgpprova, I'm afraid. Lynn had a message on her terminal to cal you, but she couldn't
get through. She said for meto tell you sheld be over as soon as she checksin with her fiance."

"Brad McAfeg," Janice said.

"Yes," Charlotte said. She sat down in the chair opposite Janice's desk and took off her boots. "I had
to listen to her sing his praises adl the way from Cheyenne. Poor brainwashed victim of mae oppressionist
propaganda. | tried to tell her shewas only playing into the hands of the entrenched male socio-sexud
establishment by getting engaged, but she wouldn't listen.” She stopped massaging her stockinged foot.
"What do you mean, he's busy? Tell that arrogant sexist pig I'm here and | want to see him."

Janice sat back down and took the file folder with "Project Sdly™ init out of her desk drawer.
"Charlotte," she said, "before | do that, | waswondering if you'd give me your opinion of something.”

Charlotte padded over to the desk in her stockinged feet. "Certainly,” shesad. "What isit?"

Saly wiped the snow off the back window with her bare hands and got in the car. She had forgotten
about the sde mirror. It was caked with snow. She rolled down the window and swiped at it with her
hand. The snow landed in her lap. She shivered and rolled the window back up, and then sat therea
minute, waiting for the defroster to work and blowing on her cold, wet hands. She had lost her gloves
somewhere.

No air at al was coming out of the defroster. She rubbed a small space clean so she could seeto pull
out of the parking space and edged forward. At the last minute she saw the ghostlike form of aman
through the heavy curtain of snow and stamped on the brake. The motor died. The man she had amost
hit came around to the window and motioned to her to roll the window down. It was Ulric.

Sherolled the window down. More snow fell in her lap. "I was afraid I'd never seeyou again,” Ulric
sad.
"l..." Sdly said, but he waved her slent with his hand.

"l haven't got much time. I'm sorry | shouted at you thismorning. | thought... anyway, now | know
that isn't true, that it was alot of coincidencesthat... anyway |I've got to go do something right now that
can't wait, but | want you to wait right here for me. Will you do that?"

She nodded.

He shivered and stuck his handsin his pockets. "Y ou'll freeze to death out here. Do you know where
the housing unit by the oriental gardensis?| live on the sixth floor, apartment

B. | want you to wait for me there. Will you do that? Do you have a piece of paper?’

Sdly dug in her pocket and pulled out the folded scrap of paper with, "Wanted: Y oung woman,” on
it. Shelooked at it aminute and then handed it to Ulric. He didn't even unfold it. He scribbled some
numbers on it and handed it back to her.



"Thisismy security code," he said. "Y ou haveto useit for the elevator. My roommate will let you into
the gpart-ment." He stopped and looked hard at her. "On second thought, you'd better wait for mein the
hall. I'll be back as soon as| can." He bent and kissed her through the window. "I don't want to lose you
agan."

"l..." Sdly said, but he had already disappeared into the snow. Sdly rolled the window up. The
windshield was covered with snow again. She put her hand up to the de-froster. There was till no air
coming out. She turned on the windshield wipers. Nothing happened.

Gail didn't get back to her office until after two. Reporters had hung around after the press conference
asking her ques-tions about Mr. Mowen's absence and the waste-emissions project. When she did make
it back to the office, they began calling, and she didn't get started on her press conference publicity
releases until nearly three. She dmost immediately ran into aproblem. Her notes mentioned particulates,
and she knew Brad had said what kind”™ but she hadn't written it down. She couldn't et the report go
without specifying which particulates or the press would jump to al kinds of darming conclusons. She
caled Brad. Thelinewas busy. She stuffed everything into alarge manila envelope and tarted over to
his gpartment to ask him.

"Did you get Research yet?' Mr. Mowen said when Ja-nice came into his office.
"No, gr," Janicesad. "Thelineisill busy. Ulric Henry is hereto seeyou.”

Mr. Mowen pushed against his desk and stood up. The movement knocked over Sally's picture and
apencilholder full of pencils. ™Y ou might aswell send himin. With my luck, he's probably found out why
| hired him and ishere to quit."

Janice went out, and Mr. Mowen tried to gather up the pencilsthat had scattered al over hisdesk
and get them back in the pencilholder. One rolled toward the edge, and Mr. Mowen leaned over the
desk to catchit. Sdlly's picture fell over again. When Mr. Mowen looked up, Ulric Henry was watching
him. He reached for the last pencil and knocked the receiver off the phone with his elbow.

"How long hasit been likethis?' Ulric said.
Mr. Mowen straightened up. "It started this morning. I'm not sure I'm going to live through the day.”

"That'swhat | was afraid of," Ulric said, and took a deep breath. "L ook, Mr. Mowen, | know you
hired meto bealinguist, and | probably don't have any businessinterfering with Research, but | think |
know why al these things are happening to you."

I hired you to marry Sdly and be vice-president in charge of saying what you mean, Mr. Mowen
thought, and you can interfere in anything you likeif you can stop the ridiculous things that have been
happening to medl day.

Ulric pointed out the window. "Y ou can't seeit out there because of the snow, but the moonisblue.
It's been blue ever since you turned on your waste-emissions project. 'Once in ablue moon' isan old
saying used to describe rare occurrences. | think the saying may have gotten started because the number
of coincidencesincreased every time there was ablue moon. | think it may have something to do with the
particulates in the stratosphere doing something to the laws of probability. Y our waste-emissions project
IS pumping particulatesin the stratosphere right now. | think these coincidences are aside effect.”

"l knew it," Mr. Mowen said. "It's Water Hunt and the safety pin al over again. I'm going to call
Research." He reached for the phone. The receiver cord caught on the edge of the desk. When he
yanked it, the phone went clattering over the edge, taking the pencilholder and Sally's picture with it.
"Will you call Research for me?'

"Sure," Ulric said. He punched in the number and then handed the receiver to Mr. Mowen.

Mr. Mowen thundered, "Turn off the waste-emissions proj-ect. Now. And get everyone connected



with the project over hereimmediately.” He hung up the phone and peered out the window. "Okay.
They'veturned it off,” he said, turning back to Ulric. "Now what?'

"l don't know," Ulric said from the floor where he was picking up pencils. "'l suppose as soon asthe
moon startsto loseits blue color, the laws of probability will go back to norma. Or maybe they'll
rebal ance themselves, and you'll have dl good luck for aday or two." He put the pencilholder back on
the desk and picked up Sdlly's picture.

"l hope it changes before my ex-wife gets back,” Mr. Mowen said. " She's been here once aready,
but Janice got rid of her. | knew she was a side effect of some kind.”

Ulric didn't say anything. He waslooking at the picture of Sdly.
"That's my daughter,” Mr. Mowen said. "She's an En-glish mgor.”

Ulric stood the picture on the desk. It fell over, knocking the pencilholder onto the floor again. Ulric
dived for the pencils.

"Never mind about the pencils,” Mr. Mowen said. "I'll pick them up after the moon gets back to
norma. She's home for Thanksgiving vacation. Y ou might runinto her. Her areaof specid study is

language generation.”

Ulric straightened up and cracked his head on the desk. "L anguage generation,” he said, and walked
out of the office.

Mr. Mowen went out to tell Janice to send the Research people in as soon asthey got there. One of
Ulric'sgloves waslying on the floor next to Janice's desk. Mr. Mowen picked it up. "1 hope he'sright
about putting a stop to these coinci-dences by turning off the stacks,” he said. "I think thisthing is
caching.”

Lynn caled Brad as soon as Charlotte dropped her off. Maybe he knew why Mr. Mowen's secretary
wanted to see her. The line was busy. Shetook off her parka, put her suitcase in the bedroom, and then
tried again. It was still busy. She put her parkaback on, pulled on apair of red mittens, and sarted
acrossthe oriental gardensto Brad's gpartment.

" Are those nincompoops from Research here?' Mr. Mowen asked Janice.
"Yes, gr. All but Brad McAfee. Hislineisbusy."
"Well, put an override on histermina. And send themin."

"Yes, dr," Janice said. She went back to her desk and called up adirectory on her terminal. To her
surprise, she got it. She wrote down Brad's code and punched in an override. The computer printed
ERROR. I knew it was too good to last, Janice thought. She punched the code again. Thistimethe
computer printed OVERRIDE IN PLACE. Janice thought a minute, then decided that whatever the
override was, it couldn't be more important than Mr. Mowen's. She punched the code for a priority
override and typed, "Mr. Mowen wants to see you immediately.” The computer immediately confirmed
it.

Exhilarated by her success, Janice called Brad's number again. He answered the phone. "Mr. Mowen
would like to see you immediately,” she said.

"I'll be there faster than blue blazes," Brad said, and hung up.

Janice went in and told Mr. Mowen Brad McAfee was on the way. Then she herded the Research
peopleinto his office. When Mr. Mowen stood up to greet them, he didn't knock over anything, but one
of the Research people managed to knock over the pencils again. Janice helped him pick them up.

When she got back to her desk she remembered that she had superseded an override on Brad's
terminal. She wondered what it was. Maybe Charl otte had gone to his apartment and poisoned him and



then put an override on so he couldn't call for help. It was a comforting thought somehow, but the
override might be something important, and now that she had gotten him on the phone there wasredlly no
reason to leave the priority override in place. Janice sighed and typed in a cancellation. The computer
immediately confirmedit,

JIl opened the door to Brad's apartment building and stood there for a minute trying to get her bregth.
She was supposed to have driven back to Cheyenne tonight, and she had barely made it across
Chugwater. Her car had did sdewaysin the street and gotten stuck, and she had findly left it there and
come over hereto seeif Brad could help her put her chains on. She fished clumsily in her pursefor the
numbers Brad had written down for her so she could use the eevator. She should have taken her gloves
off.

A young woman with no gloves on pushed open the door and headed for one of the two eevators,
punched some numbers, and disappeared into the nearer elevator. The doors shut. She should have gone
up with her. Jill fished some more and came up with severa folded scraps of paper. Shetried to unfold
thefirst one, gave up, and balanced them dl on one hand while shetried to pull her other glove off with
her teeth.

The outside door opened, and agust of snowy air blew the papers out of her hand and out the door.
She dived for them, but they whirled away in the snow. The man who had opened the door was aready
inthe other elevator. The doors did shut. Oh, for heaven's sake.

Shelooked around for a phone so she could cal Brad and tell him she was stranded down here.
Therewas one on the far wall. Thefirst elevator was on itsway down, between four and three. The
second one was on six. She walked over to the phone, took both her gloves off and jammed them in her
coat pocket, and picked up the phone.

A young woman in a parkaand red mittens came in the front door, but she didn't go over to the
elevators. She stood in the middle of the lobby brushing snow off her coat. JiIl rummaged through her
pursefor aquarter. There was no change in her wallet, but she thought there might be a couple of dimes
in the bottom of her purse. The second eevator's doors did open, and the mittened woman hurried in.

She found a quarter in the bottom of her purse and dialed Brad. Theline was busy. Thefirst elevator
was on six now. The second one was down in the parking garage. She didled Brad's number again.

The second elevator's doors did open. "Wait!" she said, and dropped the phone. The receiver hit her
purse and knocked its contents al over the floor. The outside door opened again, and snow whirled in.
"Push the hold button,” said the middle-aged woman who had just come in from outside. She had ared
"NOW... or esel" button pinned to her coat, and she was clutching afolder to her chest. She knelt
down and picked up acomb, two pencils, and Jill's checkbook.

"Thank you," she said gratefully.

"We sgters have to stick together," the woman said grimly. She stood up and handed the thingsto Jill.
They got into the elevator. The woman with the mittens was holding the door. There was another young
woman insde, wearing a swester and blue moon boots.

"Sx please,” Jill said breathlesdy, trying to jam every-thing back into her purse. "Thanksfor waiting.
I'm just not all together today." The doors started to close.

"Wait!" avoice sad, and ayoung woman in asuit and high hedls, with alarge manila envel ope under
her arm, squeezed in just asthe door shut. "Six please,” she said. "Thewind chill factor out there hasto
be twenty below. | don't know where my head wasto try to come over and see Brad in wesather like
this"

"Brad?' the young woman in the red mittens said.
"Brad?' Jill sad.



"Brad?' the young woman in the blue moon boots said.
"Brad McAfeg," thewoman with the"NOW... or ese!" button said grimly.
"Yes" theyoung woman in high heds said, surprised. "Do you dl know him? Hes my fiance.”

Saly punched in her security code, stepped in the elevator, and pushed the button for the sixth floor.
"Ulric, | want to explain what happened this morning,” she said as soon as the door closed. She had
practiced her speech dl the way over to Ulric's housing unit. It had taken her forever to get here. The
windshield wipers were frozen and two cars had did sdewaysin the snow and created atraffic jam. She
had had to park the car and trudge through the snow across the oriental gardens, but she still hadn't
thought of what to say.

"My nameis Saly Mowen, and | don't generate lan-guage.” That was out of the question. She
couldn't tell him who she was. The minute he heard she was the boss's daugh-ter, he would stop listening.

"1 spesk English, but | read your note, and it said you wanted someone who could generate
language." No good. He would ask, "What note?" and she would haul it out of her pocket, and he would
say, "Where did you find this?" and she would have to explain what she was doing up in the tree. She
might also have to explain how she knew he was Ulric Henry and what she was doing with hisfile and his
picture, and he would never believe it was dl acoincidence.

Number six blinked on, and the door of the eevator opened. | can't, Saly thought, and pushed the
lobby button. Half-way down she decided to say what she should have said in thefirst place. She pushed
gx agan.

"Ulric, | loveyou," sherecited. "Ulric, | loveyou." Six blinked. The door opened. "Ulric," she said.
Hewas stand-ing in front of the eevator, glaring at her.

"Aren't you going to say something?' he said. "Like'l withgpesk mysdf? That's anice example of
Germanic com-pounding. But of course you know that. Language generation isyour area of specia
study, isn't thet right, Saly?"

"Ulric," Sally said. Shetook astep forward and put her hand on the evator door so it wouldn't
close.

"Y ou were home for Thanksgiving vacation and you were afraid you'd get out of practice, isthat it?
S0 you thought you'd jump out of atree on the company linguist just to keep your hand in.”

"If you'd shut up aminute, I'd explain,” Sdly said.
"No, that's not right,” Ulric said. "It should be'quiet up’ or maybe 'mouth-close you.' More
compounding.”

"Why did | ever think | could talk to you?" Sdlly said. "Why did | ever waste my timetrying to
generate language for you?"

"For me?" Ulric sad. "Why in the hell did you think | wanted you to generate |language?*

"Because... oh, forget it," Sally said. She punched the lobby button. The door started to shut. Ulric
stuck his hand in the closing doors and then snatched them free and pressed the hold button. Nothing
happened. He jammed in four numbers and pressed the hold button again. It gave an odd click and
began beeping, but the doors opened again.

"Damnit,” Ulric said. "Now you've made me punch in Brad's security code, and I've set off hisstupid
override"

"That'sright,” Sdlly said, jamming her handsin her pock-ets. "Blame everything on me. | supposeI'm
the one who |€ft that note in the tree saying you wanted somebody who could generate language?!

The beeping stopped. "What note?" Ulric said, and let go of the hold button.



SAly pulled her hand out of her pocket to press the lobby button again. A piece of paper fell out of
her pocket. Ulric stepped inside as the doors started to close and picked up the piece of paper. After a
minute, he said, "L ook, | think | can explain how al this happened.”

"Y ou'd better makeit snappy,” Sdly said. "I'm getting out when we get to the [obby."

As soon as Janice hung up the phone Brad grabbed his coat. He had agood idea of what Old Man
Mo wen wanted him for. After Ulric had left, Brad had gotten acal from Time. They'd takified for over
half an hour about a photogra-pher and a four-page layout on the waste-emissions project. He figured
they'd call Old Man Mowen and tell him about the article, too, and sure enough, histermina had started
beeping an override before he even hung up. It stopped as he turned toward the terminal, and the screen
went blank, and then it started beeping again, double-quick, and sure enough, it was his pappy-in-law to
be. Before he could even begin reading the message, Janice cdled. Hetold her he'd be there faster than
blue blazes, grabbed his coat, and started out the door.

One of the devators was on six and just starting down. The other one was on five and coming up. He
punched his secu-rity codein and put hisarm in the deeve of hisovercoat. Thelining tore, and hisarm
went down indgdeit. Hewrestled it free and tried to pull the lining back up to where it belonged. It tore
some more.

"Well, dadfetchit!" he said loudly. The eevator door opened. Brad got in, il trying to get hisarmin
the deeve. The door closed behind him.

The pand in the door started beeping. That meant an override. Maybe Mowen wastrying to cal him
back. He pushed the DOOR OPEN button, but nothing happened. The eevator started down. "Dagnab
ital," hesad.

"Hi, Brad," Lynn said. He turned around.

"Y ou look amite wadgetty," Sue said. "Doesn't he, Jill?*
"Right pesked," Jll sad.

"Maybe he's got theflit-flats" Gall said.

Charlotte didn't say anything. She clutched thefile folder to her chest and growled. Overheed, the
lightsflickered, and the dlevator ground to a halt.

FOR IMMEDIATE RELEASE: Mowen Chemical today announced temporary findization of its
pyralitic strato-spheric waste-emissons program pending implementation of an environmenta impact
verification process. Lynn Saunders, director of the project, indicated that facilitieswill be tempo-rarily
deactivated during reorientation of predictive assess-ment criteria. In an unrelated communication, P.B.
Mowen, president of Mowen Chemica, announced the upcoming nup-tials of his daughter Sally Mowen
and Ulric Henry, vice-president in charge of language effectiveness documentation.

SUMMER SOLSTICE CharlesL Harness

We turn now to the past, more than two thousand years ago in Egypt, when Eratosthenes was
first proving that our world is round. His contention (which he worked out mathematically to a
surprising degree of accuracy) was of course heresy at the time... but what if an alien froman
advanced star-race had been present to aid Eratosthenes? " Summer Solstice” tells the results
with delightful historical accuracy, plus more.

Charles L. Harness has quietly been writing science fiction stories for nearly forty years;
they've all been outstanding, in-cluding such novels as The Rose, Firebird, and The Venetian Court.



1. The Ship IsHit

Even asthe deeper lid rose, Khor could see the console lights flashing and he could hear the
intermittent buzzer.

The break-deep alarm. Very often the last sound some spacemen ever heard. His blood pressure
began to mount. He wasn't even completely awake, and his body was doing thisto him. He shuddered.
He would not see home again. Never again the stern Zoology Supervisor. ("What, Khor, still no
featherless biped?' And Queva... she had taken the deep, to wait for him. Beloved Queva. She had
given him the key to her casket. "Y ou aone will open. Else | deep forever." No, Queva, no, no, no... |
may never return. But she had doneit. The femaemind... beyond al comprehension. Well, my friend,

what now?)

He deciphered the darm code mentdly as he clambered up from the cushions: the hydraulic system
had been hit, aft. Bad, bad. He had adreadful premonition of what he would find. Get to it. Know the
worst.

Heran afinger around his helmet sedl, brushing his scapu-lar feathers. Still air-tight. Next he sat on
the side of the casket and wondered whether he should remove his helmet. He decided to leave it on. At
least for the moment he wouldn't have to make any decisions about cabin pressure and oxygen.

Theadarms—all of them—had now become impatient with him. They had moved from console and
wall and had invaded his guts and brain like barbed parasites. " Xerisand Mord," he groaned.

He reached for his hest-suit and smultaneoudy glanced at the celling meter. How long had he been
under? Forty cycles. Long time. He closed the suit up and clumped over to the console. Firgt turn off
thatpflicht darm. Now back to thetail of the ship.

Air pressure gpparently holding. Which meant the holein the ship wall salf-sedled in good order. The
missile—ameteorite?—couldn't have been too big. So why hadn't inter-na automatic repair handled the
problem? As he rounded the passage, the answer literdly hit himintheface. A jet of ail struck hisvisor.
The pin hackles on his neck and face stood out in panic. By reflex his hands grabbed the valve whedl and
extinguished the flow. He wiped hisvisor with hisdeeve. "By the egg that bore mel" Hefdt sck. How
much fluid had helost? From the looks of the balls of glop floating weightlesdy around him, at least half.
How wasit possible? Not just one lesk? He played the ingpection light along the piping array. The whole
tubular system was dripping. Some of the holes were big enough to see. Others were micro-scopic,
hiding behind tiny globules of fluid. The meteorite had evidently struck abrittle section of the ship wall,
which then had imploded into athousand high-vel ocity fragments. He had warned Maintenance last time
in. The skin wasfaiguing. The chief mechanic had laughed a him.

He sighed and |ooked around. Oil everywhere. Mocking clusters. All sizes.

Where could he find make-up fluid in this Zaforsaken corner of the gdaxy? And repair-tape? Hed
used thelast of histape on the solar batteries... how many cycles ago?

"Khor," he muttered gloomily, "you sorry mishegotten space scavenger, you arein serioustrouble.”
Hed haveto land. Very funny. (Y ou had to have a sense of humor for these collection missions)) To
land, held have to find a planet. And not just any planet. One with acivilization sufficiently advanced to
supply hisneeds.

He shuffled back through the collection area, toward the control room. He passed the cage with the
ten-legged carnivo-rous reptile, now quietly deeping its drugged deep in the corner. Past the telepathic
treethat had tried to charm him into its gluey branches asits next medl. Past the floating head-size ball of
fluff that seemed to have no mouth, no food, and no dimentary system, but which had doubled in size
since he had first captured it on Sargus-V1. And findly the empty cage: "Featherless biped.” Wherein the



name of Xippor the Remorselesswas heto find such an unlikely specimen? Y ou can at least try, the
Supervisor had admon-ished him. There arealot of unexplored planets out there.

And so to the pilot-console, where he activated the chart screen. Nearest gtar ... there we are.
Y dlow, medium size. Third generation. Has dl ninety-two elements. How about planets? Big one. Too
big. And too far out. Also that one with the gorgeousring. No. Thered one? No air. Next. There's
one... plenty of water, probably good air. Life? Maybe. Civilization? Maybe. Go on. Two more. Both
too hot. Back up to I11. No choice, redlly. I'm going in.

2. Ne-tiy Introspects

Ne-tiy knelt and stared into the mirroring surface of the lotus-pool. She liked what she saw: ayoung
woman of excd-lent figure, with aface possibly bordering on the beautiful. That figure was sheathed in
the classic linen tube, falling amost to her sandals, and supported by broad shoulder straps covering her
breasts.

She touched her cheeks just below the eyes. There was a certain sadness about her eyes. She would
liketo usealittle kohl at the cornersfor cheerful emphad's, and perhaps alittle red iron oxide to highlight
her cheeks, but her owner, the greet priest, had gtrictly forbiddenit. "Y ou live for onething, and that is
not to adorn yourself." And what was that one thing? If and when the priest gave the signd, shewasto
offer the poisoned wine to a certain person.

Shetried hard not to think about it. But it was no use. She could think of nothing else.

The priest, who served only the sun-god Horus, had bought her in the dave market at On, ten years
ago. Her parents had been imprisoned for debt, and she had been turned over to the temple of the cat
goddess, Bast. And then things had become blurred. She remembered she had cried alot. Things had
been doneto her. In the end she knew only fear, hate, and that she was going to endure.

And then the greet inquisitor priest, Hor-ent-yotf, had bought her, and had taught her certain skills.
"Y ou will enter the house of the Librarian,” he had said. ™Y ou will listen to al that he does and says.”

"Why, my lord?"
"Why isnot your concern.”

But she knew why. Hor-ent-yotf (the name meant avenger of the father of Horus) was licensed by the
Greek pharaoh to sniff out heresy and impiety in thelow and the high. Espe-cidly in the high, for they
were the most influential. Any-thing demeaning the sun-god Horus was suspect. The pendty was desth.
She shivered.

If shewere called upon to kill Eratosthenes, what would she do?

For six months she had lived as atrusted servant in his house. He knew horses, and had taught her.
She had driven his chariot. He liked that. His family raised thoroughbreds, back in Cyrene, wherethe
pasturage was rich and blue-green. When she drove with him, her body rubbed against hiswithin the light
wicker framework of the vehicle. Something had awakened within her. And now it had cometo this: to
be near him was torture, and not to be near him was worse.

She stared down into the pool and passed her fingertips dowly over her abdomen. "How can | ever
bear his child? He doesn't know | exist. | need to berich. | need exdted office. High priestess of some
god or other. But it ishope-less, for | am nothing, and | will remain nothing.”

A shadow fell on the water. She arose and turned dowly, impassively, head bowed. She did not need
to look up. She saw without seeing; the shaven bald pate, eyes lengthened by dark cosmetics, the thin
pleated linen skirt with cape, the leopard skin, complete with claws, tail, and fanged, glaring head. His
hands hung at his sides. Her eyesrested on hislong fingernails.

On hisright hand he wore three degths, shaped asrings, each with itstiny jeweled capsule. First was



the copper ring, which had a capsule shaped as Set, the god of darkness. On the middle finger was the
Slver ring, bearing the face of the evil goddess Sekhmet, who dew Odiris. Findlly wasthe gold ring, on
his fourth finger. 1ts capsule was a sardonic bow to the Greek conquerors, for it bore the face of their
god Charon, who ferried their dead across the River Styx to Hades.

The faint north wind moved a sharp blanket of incense around her face. She redlized that it had been
the smell that had announced him.

"Whereishe?' said Hor-ent-yotf.

"He has gone forth into the streets, my lord.”

"When does he return?'

" In the afternoon.”

"l have reason to think he has found the directions for the tomb of the heretic pharaoh
Tut-ankh-amun. Has he men-tioned this?'

"No, my lord."
"Bewatchful."

"Yes my lord."

"Thereisanother matter. In asecluded courtyard at the Library he is making a measurement of the
disc of Horus. Ligten carefully. Let me know if he says anything about it."

"Asmy lord wishes" Shelistened to the sandals crunch-ing away down the pea-gravel path. Then she
turned back to the poal, as though trying to hide in the beauty of the flowered rim. The Greeks had
brought strange and beautiful flowersto Alexandria: agphodels, marigolds, atiny claret-colored vetch,
irises purple and deep blue. Purple and white anemones, scarlet poppies.

She wished she were a smple, mindless blossom, required only to be beautiful.

Ah, Hor-ent-yotf, grest Avenger, thou demi-god, | know you well. Y our mother wasimpregnated by
the ka of Horus the hawk-god, divine bearer of the sun disc. Flights of golden hawkswhirred over your
house at your birth, calling and whistling to you. So it was said. Asaboy apprenticein thetemple at
Thebes, you saw the glowing god descend from the sun, and he spoke to you. Avenge me, the god said.
Find the tomb of Tut-ankh-amun, who married the third daughter of the heretic pharaoh Ikhnaton, who
denied me. Destroy that tomb, and dl that iswithin.

Soitwassad.
She shivered again.
3. Rabbi Ben Shem

Eratosthenes had been wandering the streets for an hour, vaguely aware of the sights, sounds, and
amellsof Alexandriaat high noon.

The Brucheum, the roya quarter of the grest city, wastotaly Greek, as Greek as Athens, or Corinth,
or even far Cyrene, where he was born. Asthoroughly Greek asthe great Alexander had intended, when
he strode about this shore opposite the I9e of Pharos, abare eighty years ago and said: build thewalls
here, the templesthere, yonder the theatre, gymnasium, baths. .. The mole, the Heptastadia, was built
from the city out to theidand, dividing the seainto two great harbors. Ptolemy Philade phus kept his
warshipsin the east-ern harbor. Commercia shipping used the western harbor.

Alexandria, the greatet city in the world, the Gem of the Nile, the Pearl of the Mediterranean, was
indeed Greek. But more than Greek. All raceslived here. Egyptians, of course. And Jews, Nubians,
Syrians, Persans, Romans, Carthaginians. (Those last two were quite civil to each other herein the city,



though severd thousand stadiato the west their countrymen were happily daughtering each other on
Sicily and adjacent sess.)

He was passing now through the northeast sector, along the Street of the Hebrews. The Jews had a
specidly elegant quarter, a politeumata set aside for them by Alexander him-sdif, in gratitude for their
help in his Persan campaigns.

"Gretings”

Helooked up. Was someone cdling to him? Y es, there was the rabhbi, Elisha ben Shem, coming
down the steps of the synagogue. " Greetings, noble Eratosthenes!™

The geometer-librarian bowed gracioudy. " Peace to the House of Shem! How goes the trandation?"

"Oh, very well indeed." The priest stroked hisflowing silver beard and chuckled. "Why | laugh, | do
not know. It redly isnt funny."

Eratosthenes looked doubtful. "Wdl, then... ?"

Ben Shem grinned. "Y ou have to be Jewish to seeit, my friend. You and | conversein Greek, the
tongue of the Hellenes. | am dso fluent in classica Hebrew, in which our Holy Scriptureswere written. |
can aso speak Aramaic and the other local diaects of Judea. But did you know there are forty thousand
Jaws herein Alexandriawho speak, read, and write Greek and only Greek? They can't read aword of
the Books of Moses, and the Psalms of David are mysteries to them."”

"l knew that," said the man of measures. "That's why Ptolemy brought seventy scholarsfrom
Jerusalem hereto trand ate the Hebrew textsinto Greek. Seventy. The Septuagint. Actually, seventy-two,
wantit?'

Ben Shem sighed. "Ah, Eratosthenes my dear boy. So learned. So earnest. But think of it! Jews
trandating Hebrew into Greek for Jaws. Whereisthe subtle sense of irony, the love of paradox, that set

your ancestors gpart from peasant minds? If you had your way, Achilles would overtake Zeno's hare
with asngle pulse best."

"Oh, never mind." Heturned hishead alittle. Y ou are ill attempting to determine the Size and shape
of the Earth?'

"Yes dill a it
"Areyou closeto asolution?!
"Now, rabbi. Y ou know | must report dl findingsfirg to hismgesty.”

"Yes, of course." He cleared histhroat. "Y ou will be at the palace tonight? To celebrate the coming of
the Nile flood?' They stopped before the residence of the priest.

"I'll bethere" said Eratosthenes.
4. The Stone Cutter

He crossed the grest intersection at the magnificent mauso-lea. Here Alexander waslaid torest, ina
marvelous glass-and-gold coffin. And in the tomb adjacent, the first Ptolemy. Beyond, to thewest, lay
the Rhacotis, origindly the haunt of fishermen and pirates. Now, however, eighty years after the
Conqueror had paced out the unborn city, it was™Mull of the run-down shops and abodes of artisans,
poets (mostly starv-ing), and astrologers, raffish theatres, baths (some clean), dums, and certain facilities
forsalors

And 0 into the Street of Stone Cutters, and the first shop on the corner. He could hear the Strike of
chiselswell before he entered the work yard. In the center, four daves stripped to loin cloths chipped



away at acopy of the Cnidus Aphrodite. The assistant project master hovered about the crew
anx-ioudy, cdling, coaxing, occasiondly screaming. They al ignored the newcomer. Eratosthenes
shrugged and passed on into the shop. Little bells rang somewhere and the man behind the counter
looked up, squinting and coughing. Stone dust had long ago impaired hiseyes and lungs. "Ah,
Eratosthenes" he muttered, rising. " Greetings, and welcome to my humble shop.” He groaned softly ashe
tried to bow.

"And greetingsto you, good Praphicles. | trust the gods are kind?!

"Alas, great geometer, businessisterrible. When our pres-ent commissions are completed | expect
that we shall garve.”

Thevigtor smiled. Busnesswas dwaysterrible and Star-vation alwayslay in wait for the old fraud.
Even in his semi-blindness Praphicles was il the most highly skilled of stone workersin the quarter. He
turned away clients, and he owned haf thered estate on the waterfront.

"Well, then," said Eratosthenes dryly, "before the gods utterly abandon you, perhaps we had better
conclude our business.”

"Ahyes." The ancient master reached down into a cup-board under the counter, pulled out the work,
and laid it carefully on the cedar surface.

It was a Satuette of the Titan Atlas, bent, with arms arched backwards and up, as though aready
holding his greet bur-den, Earth. 1t was cut from the famous red granite of Syene. The base held an
inscription in Greek, which Eratosthenes verified by reading dowly to himself.

The old sculptor's eyes never left him.

"Itisbeautiful," said the vistor. "The years have not dimmed your hands, old friend. Y our fingers
grow even more skillful, if that ispossible." He pulled a purse from his cloak and dropped it to the
counter. "The balance.”

Praphicles made no move toward the little leather bag. He said, " The commission was interesting,
especidly in what was not commissoned.”

"Y ou don't make sense.”
"The Earth that Atlaswill hold... whereisit? Who will supply it?*
"I'll atend to that."

"And what shapewill it be? Heis positioned to hold adisc, or acylinder, or asguare. Or perhaps
even asphere.”

Eratosthenes smiled. "How are the wagers running, good Praphicles?’

"Two to onethat you will report to his magjesty that the Earth is shaped like adisc. Even oddsfor a
cylinder. Threeto one against asguare. Ten to one against asphere." He pushed the bag of staters back
to Eratosthenes. "Just give me ahint,” he whispered. "And keep your purse.”

The geometer chuckled, pushed the money back, and picked up the little statue. "I will pray to the
godsto save your business, old friend."

Out again. Still walking west, and getting closer to the Eunostos harbor.
5. The Hor oscope

He thought of one of the great Periclean speeches, asrecalled (and probably polished up abit) by
Thucydides.

"Each sngle one of our citizens, in dl the manifold as-pects of life, isable to show himsdlf therightful
lord and owner of hisown person, and do this, moreover, with excep-tiona grace and exceptiona



versility.”

Well, Pericles, perhaps that was the way it was with you and your Athenians, but that's not the way
with me. When my career—nay, my very skinl—isat risk, | fed neither grace nor versdility. | fed afraid.
For | have afair ideaalready how my caculations are going to come out. When | make my report, a
great many people will be very, very upset. Hor-ent-yotf had warned me not to make any
measure-ments whatever involving the sun. "It isheresy,” the priest had said. "Not even a Greek under
roya protection may bresk our rdigious lawswith impunity.”

Sowhy am | here, inthisstreet, at thishour? | know very well why.

But | mustn't show my anxiety. What would Marcar think? He and | studied together under the Stoic
Arigton, in Athens. After that, we went our separate ways. But now herewe are again in Alexandria.

Ah, Marcar, thou man of Mesopotamia, part mystic, part mountebank. Which part dominates? No
matter. We have ways been able to talk together.

And now it wastime to be careful. Not againgt robbers or pickpockets. That wasn't the problem at
al. The problem was smply this. he was now in the Street of the Mathematici Chaldael, and he would
just as soon not be recognized. What would the good rabbi say if he saw the highly rational geometer
walking into the shop of an astrologer? The holy man would indeed have his cherished laugh!

Eratosthenes pulled his cloak up around his face and began waking in an anonymous shuffle. He was
barely hafway down the sireet when smdll dirty urchins began tugging & histunic. "My lord! Beautiful
pictures! Naked ladies! All differ-ent positions! Mine are best! Painted directly from Ptolemy's harem.
No! Straight from Eratosthenes secret scrollsat the Library! No pictures! Red live women! No waiting!
Chegp! My virgin mother! Only twenty drachmad!™

By Zeusand Heral He struck out at them, but they scat-tered nimbly, like aflock of water birds.
A strong hand grabbed hisdeeve. "In here, you old lecher!”

"Marcar!" He stepped into the antecourt and his host dammed the great door behind them. "Thanks,
old fellow. | was coming to see you, anyhow."

"l know." He motioned to the table and chairs.
"Y ou dways say that. Actudly, you hadn't thefaintest ideal would visit you today."

"Maybe not today, exactly. But soon. Y ou say you don't believe in the stars, august Eratosthenes; yet
you come here because you are not completely sure. Y ou are curious.” He poured two goblets of
Persgan wine. "So what do you want of me?"

“Nothing. Everything.”

The agtrologer smiled faintly. "Trandating: Does your horo-scope predict anything horrible in your
immediste future?'

The geometer gave him ahard look. "Wd|?!

"But the answer would be meaningless to you, friend, because you do not believe in astrology, or
horoscopes, or star-fates.”

Eratosthenes sighed. "Y ou'reright, you know. | can't have it both ways. | can't denounce horoscopes
in one breath and ask for minein the next. But it's dways good to see you, Marcar." He sarted to rise.

The Chaldean waved him back down. "Not so fast. Tarry abit. Who requirestotal belief, old friend?
Not I. And what is belief, anyway? A curious mix of tradition, garbled facts, superdtitition,
prejudice—and once in agreat while, perhgps alittle truth thrown in to thoroughly confuse the picture.”
Hesipped at hiscup. "Let usclear theair. | suspected you might come. So thismorning | constructed
your horoscope.”



The Greek |ooked acrossthe table in surprise, but was silent.
"You might at least ask," said Marcar. "Y ou owe me that much.”
Thelibrarian smiled. "I ask."

"Well, then. At the outset, please understand that a horo-scope makes no absolute predictions, at
least of the type you are thinking about. No chart will ever say to you, Eratosthenes, you will die at sunup
tomorrow. At most your chart will say, Eratosthenes, you will be presented with the possibility of dying
on such and such aday, and perhaps at such and such an hour.”

"Goon," sad hisvigtor quietly.

The Mesopotamian shrugged. "Y ou have given the gods much trouble in recent days, and | think that
even now the matter isnot fully decided. | see Gaesa, the Earth goddess. Y ou would strip her naked. You
would say, her size and shape are thus and so. | see Cronos, the god of time. Y ou would have lovely
naked Gaeaturning, turning, turning under the lascivious scrutiny of Cronos. Apollo stands till inthe
skies, and leers.”

Eratosthenes laughed. "What amarvelousway of saying the Earth rotates and moves around the sun.”

"Ahyes. The heliocentric hypothess. But that's only part of the difficulty. The scientific prosand cons
are quite beyond me, my esteemed colleague. All | can say is, that's the problem that bringstherisk. May
| be blunt?'

"It would be mogt refreshing.”
"The wrong answer to your present geodetic research may well get you nated.”
"By Ptolemy?'

"l don't read pharaoh... | seeawoman... young, beautiful, dedicated.”

S0 you know about Ne-tiy. Placed in my house by the Horus-priest, Hor-ent-yotf."
"Everyone knows. The female cobrawithin the flower basket. Why don't you get rid of her?"
"Nonsense. HEd find someone else. Meanwhile, sheswhere | can keep an eye on her."

Marcar shrugged. "That's up to you, of course. But therisk to your lifeis not the only matter of
sgnificance. Therés another thing."

IIG,]?I

"Youwill haveavigtor. A most remarkable visitor, from aplace far away. | am tempted to say heis
agod, but I know how you fedl about the gods. Like you, Eratosthenes, he faces a great trouble. But you
can help him, and he can hdp you."

The mathematician chuckled. "Now that, friend from the marshes, is aprediction. Y ears away, of
course. It'saways safe to predict things that happen ten years from now."

Marcar smiled. "According to the Signs, he arrives on the first day of the New Year."

"Thereyou go again. Which New Year? The New Y ear when Siriusisfirst seen in the dawn skies,
announcing that the Nilewill begin itsrise? In fact, tomorrow, in the hour before sunrise? Or do you
mean the New Y ear of the current Egyptian calendar, thefirst day of Thoth, whichisactualy two
hundred days away? | remind you that the Egyptian calendar is based on 365 days, not 365 and a
quarter, as shown by the sars, and that it loses one full year every 1,460 years. The last time the
caendar wasright was 1,171 years ago. It won't beright again until 289 years from now. So—which
New Y ear, most noble charlatan?'

Marcar's eyes gleamed. "Y our sign is Cancer. And how-ever you cdculateit, O great geometer,



Cancer begins a midnight tonight, and announces the first day of the summer solstice. Inthe dark
morning skies Siriuswill indeed be seen, herdding the New Y ear, and the awakening of Hapi, which you
Greekscdl the Nile, with great fedtivities beginning in dl towns and villages the entire length of theriver,
and continuing for twenty-one days, with carousing, merriment, and consumption of seas of barley beer."

Eratostheneslaughed heartily. "I takeit, most astute as-trologer, that buried in that Rhea-flood of
rhetoric is an assertion that my relevant New Y ear iswithin the smal hours of tomorrow morning,
beginning with Sirius ascendant?'

"Thou seeest dll, wise Eratogthenes.
"| seethat you are afraud, more colossa than any pyramid atGizeh."

"My lord overwhelms mewith hisflattery." Heleaned forward. "Now that your ssomach iswesk with
laughter and your defenses breached, may wetalk of your sun-project?’

"It'sabit premature.”

"In any case, presumably you have by now determined the shape of the Earth? Perhaps you could tell
anoldfriend?'

"My report goesfirg to Ptolemy. Y ou know that."
"Of course, of course. Neverthdess, what harmisahint... in strictest confidence?"

The mapmaker grinned. "1 hear the odds are disc, two to one; cylinder, even; threeto one against a
sguare; and ten to one against a sphere.” Heroseto leave. "Later, Marcar. Later. | promise.”

"If you live," whispered the astrologer.

The visitor stopped. He turned around slowly. "Have you drawn the horoscope of Hor-ent-yotf?" It
wasagtab in the dark, aflash—of what? Psychic insght? Stupidity?

Marcar peered a him most strangely. Findly he said, "Why do you ask?"

"Never mind. Redlly none of my affair.”" But he knew. The astrologer had lifted the vell on the Snister
Egyptian, and he had not understood what he had seen. It was pointless to press the seer further. One
thing was certain: the fates of Eratosthenes and Hor-ent-yotf were inextricably interwoven, like designs
into afunerary shroud.

He bowed and | eft.
6. The Shadow

And so home again, away from smells and noises and dirty streets. Eratosthenes nodded to the
gatekeeper and walked up the palm-lined entrance toward the central gardens. He paused under the
colonnade and looked out toward the focus of the courtyard. There, as he had ordered, the scribe
Bes-lek sat cross-legged in front of the shadow cast by the man-high gnomon, and he was chanting.
Bes-lek had selected his own chant, ahymn, redly, something addressed to Horus the sun god, arecita
not too long, not too short. Asthe Greek watched, the clerk finished his mumbled litany, dipped hisreed
pen into thelittle pot of charcod ink, and made atiny dot at thetip of the gnomon shadow on the circular
gtone flagging. Then he commenced again. "Horus, giver of light, son of Osirisand I5is, shine down upon
usinthy journey acrossthe sky..." It wasin Egyptian, and between the foreignness of the language and
the garbled maundering, the sense was largely lost on the librarian.

Eratosthenes walked up the gravel path toward the chanter. Beslooked up and saw him coming, but
his droning mumble did not waver. The geometer looked down at the white flag-ging with critica eye.
Bes sat just outside a concave curve of dots. He had begun about an hour before noon, and now it was
about an hour after noon. The dots showed longer shad-ows &t the beginning, growing shorter as noon
approached, then growing longer again as midday was passed. The dot closest to the gnomon base



would be the onefor noon. That was the oneto measure. "Bes," he said, "my faithful friend, | can see
from the marks that you have made afine record of the god's overhead course. The matter is complete,
except for measuring the noon angle. Get up now, stretch your legs, and then help me with the angle rod.

"Aye, thank you magter.” Thelittle man groaned with great eoquence as he struggled to hisfest.
"Such gtrain, such care. My poor joints. | shal achefor days. For the pain, perhaps my lord could alot
two extra puncheons of fine barley beer."

“Two?'

"Onefor my wife. The dear cresture assumesall my pains. And considering that the festivities begin
tonight.”

"Two, then. Tell the steward. Buit firgt, hold the angle rod. Put the point on that inner dot, the one
closest to the gnomon. Yes, that's it. Steady, while | rest the upper edge on the top of the gnomon. Fine,
fine. A good angle. Now, |et me take the precise measurement on the protractor arc. Yes. Seven
degrees, twelve minutes, I'll take therod.”

"Isit done, master?"

"One more measurement. | need to know the distance of the dot to the base of the gnomon.” He
placed therod at the base of the gnomon and alongside the noon dot. "Hm. Check me here, Bes. What
number do you read?"'

The scrivener squinted. "It isone and aquarter units, and yet it isagenerous quarter.”

"Well call it one and aquarter.” He doesn't ask why, thought Eratosthenes. He doesn't wonder. He
doesn't care. Not one hoot of the owl of Athenain Hades. He gets hisdaily bread, with an occasional
extraration of beer. He has his gods and his feast-days, and he's happy. A true son of the Nile. Well,
why not? It seemsto work for him. He said, "Tell the guard of the kitchen | said to give you three
puncheons of good brown khes, suitable for Ptolemy's own table. Onefor you, one for your wife, and
oneto lay onthe dtar of Horus, the hawk-god of the sun, who has favored ustoday."

Bes bowed low. "The master overwhems me.”
He's not even being sarcadtic, thought Eratosthenes. "Go," he said.

And now back to the calculations. The gnomon was ten units high. The leg measurement was one and
aquarter. The tangent of the sun angle was therefore one hundred and twenty-five thousandths. What
was the angle? It ought to check out pretty close to seven degrees, twelve minutes. He had trigonometric
tablesin the Library that would give the vaue. Check. Confirm. Recheck. Pile up the data. It'sthe only
safeway.

Why was he doing this? Who cared whether the earth was a globe? Who cared what size that globe
might be? Not Ptol-emy Philadel phus, hislord and master, the pharaoh-god, who had brought him here
to run the great Library. In fact, Ptolemy had made veiled references to temple pressures. Hor-ent-yotf,
the high priest of Horus, was complaining that these studies were demeaning to the hawk-deity and might
even fore-shadow arevival of monotheism, as attempted by Ikhnaton athousand years ago. That
misguided pharaoh had proclaimed, "Thereis but one god, and heis Aton, the sun. Pull down al other
temples." The crazed pharaoh had been dain and his name obliterated from al monuments. Over the
yearsthe tombs of all his descendants, direct and collateral, had been searched out and desecrated.

All except one, mused the geometer. The boy pharaoh, who married the third daughter of the heretic.
The youth had been assassnated, of course, and then properly and secretly buried, along with suitable
treasures, in ahillsdein the necropolis a Thebes. However, before the Aton-haters could find the grave,
the tomb of the fourth Rameses was dug in the cliffside just above, and the boy-king's grave was buried
under the quarry chips. Eratosthenes had seen the maps and read the reports, and then he had hidden
them away.



And why was he thinking of the tomb of Tut-ankh-amun? Because it was knowledge that might save
hislife.

He passed on into the building and walked through silent halls into the mathematics room. Here he
found the scroll of trig tables and ran hisfinger down the tangent columns. The angle whosetanisone
hundred twenty-five thousandths. Here we are. Seven degrees, seven and one-half minutes. | was
looking for seven degrees, twelve minutes. Well, not bad. Within experimenta error? And how good are
these tables? Some day soon, redo the whole thing. Suppose | take the average. Call it seven degrees,
ten minutes, or dmost exactly 1/50 of acircle. Baseline, Syeneto Alexandria, 5,000 stadia.

Soif the Earth isa sphere, 5,000 stadiaiis 1/50 of its circumference, which is, therefore, 250,000
dadia

Two hundred and fifty thousand stadia.
That'swhat the numbers said. But wasit really so? Such immensity wasinconceivable.

He rubbed his chin in perplexity as he walked over to the big table where his map was spread out.
His greatest work. Ptolemy himsdlf had praised it and had accorded the ultimate flattery of reproducing
the map in mosaic in thefloor of his study. Copyists were turning out duplicates at the rate of one every
two weeks, and probably making al sorts of errorsin their haste. For which he, the author, would be
blamed, of course.

He bent over the shest.

It had been amagnificent effort, drawn mostly from docu-mentsin thelibrary: travelers reports
(especidly Herodo-tus); terse military accounts; letters; local descriptions; sea captains logs, census and
tax reports. To the west, it showed the Fillars of Hercules, and even beyond that, Cassiterides, the
tin-idands discovered by Himilco the Phoenician. To the east, Persia, conquered by Alexander, and on
to Indiaand the Ganges River. And beyond that amythic land, Seres, where afinefabric called silk was
woven. Then thelegend ides of Cipangu (which he didn't even show). But the whole known world, from
west to east, was at most 75,000 stadia—I ess than one-third of the sphere he had just cal culated.

And yet he knew his numberswereright.
There was more to the world than he or anyone €l se had dreamed.

Was the rest smply water? Vast, barren seas? Or, on that other invisible hemisphere, were there
balancing land masses, with peoples and cities and strange gods? His heart began to pound. He knew it
wasfutile to speculate like this, but he couldn't help it. Someday...

7. TheLight

Khor sniffed the cabin air. Wasit going stale? Y es, the CO, was definitely building. Which meant the
absorbers were very nearly saturated. Why hadn't the aarm sounded? And then he noticed. The purifier
bdl was ringing. And the proper red light was flashing. Swamped by his other troubles, he just hadn't
noticed. Alkdi. Did he have any more? No. He re-membered shaking out the last flecks of sodium
carbonate from the container. He had tossed the empty box into the disposal.

Was there any chance of finding akai down there on that watery little planet?

Conserve. Conserve. Breathe dowly, dowly. Khor, you luckless zoologist. Whatever possessed
Quevato give you her deep key? Not very smart of her.

Widl, now, Planet 111, just what sort of world are you? Isthere intdlligent life down there, waiting to
hand me emer-gency tape, abarrel of oil (meeting hydraulic spec K-109, of course), and a basket of
akdi? And (who knows) maybe they'll hand me afeatherless biped as| |leave.

How slly can | get?



He watched the 3-D shaper carve out afist-sized copy of the planet sphere: blue for oceans, brown
for continents, whitefor polar ice. He pulled the ball out of the lathe and Studied it. Very, very interesting.
How big? No way to tell. All he got was shape and surface. No matter. Maybe he was going to live after
al. There had to be something down there. He put the ball in afold of his space-jacket.

Back now to the screen.

Looking visudly. Night-sde. But no city lights? No civili-zation? Take her around again. Another
orbit. Try north-south. Nothing? Not yet. Night side again. Maybe I'm too high. Lower ... lower ill.
Watch out! Water! Slow down. I'm over some kind of sea. Hey—a light! A big one! It'salight house!
Better switch on my running lights... what'sthe convention? Alternating red... green... white... blue.
Plus aforward search beam. By Zaff, | see buildings. Spread out... a city. Saved!

Whereto put down?
8. Arrival

Eratosthenes wrapped hiswoolen cloak tighter about him as he stared out to sea. It wasthe last hour
of evening and thefirst of night. Dark seawas indistinguishable from dark sky. The congtant north wind
pushed back the dubious perfumes of the delta and the roya harbor, to hisrear. He inhaed deeply the
crigo dt ar blowing in from the reefs.

He stood on the ba cony of the greet light house, on the Ide of Pharos, that long spit of limestone
protecting Alexan-driafrom the encroaching Great Green. He was so high, and the air so pure, that he
didn't even have to use mosquito ointment.

Ah, Pharos—ide of strange and diverse fortunes! Menelaus, bound homeward from the Trojan War,
blown ashore and becamed by angry Zeus, nearly starved here, with disdainful Helen. So Homer sang.
How long ago? Eight centuries, perhaps nine. But then eighty-two years ago the great Alexan-der came.
"A fineidand,” hesad. "It will shelter anew city, over there on the ddta" He paced it out, where to put
everything. Everything but the find essentid building: histomb. Thefirst Ptolemy had built that and then
had brought the body back.

"Eratosthenes” he said to himsdlf, "you're dodging the issue. Y ou're thinking about everything except
the problem.” Ah, yes. So he had confirmed (in hisown mind at least) that the Earth was a sphere, with a
circumference of 250,000 stadia. But it wastoo much. A globethat size! Incredible. Or wasit? There
was, of course, arough check, available to anyone. Y ou didn't have to go to Syene. You didn't haveto
look down awell a high noon, on the day of the solstice. There was another way. Just an approximation,
of course.

Hewaked adow circuit of the balcony, pondering vaguely the beauty of the night seaand the
twinkling lamps of the city. It waslonely here, and he could think. No one to bother him. The lighthouse
keepers knew him asthe curator of the great Library, and let him come and go as he pleased. Far below
in the courtyard Ne-tiy waited patiently with the chariot.

To the north nothing was visble except the stars and the light shaft thrusting out horizontaly from the
great concave mirror a the top of the tower. He had come here to think about that light beam. It was
supposed to be visble out to seafor 160 stadia. To him, that was one more proof that the Earth was
gpherica. Thelight was visible out to seato the point where the Earth's curvature shut it off. He reviewed
the problem in hismind. He saw the diagram again. Circles. Tangents. The height of the Pharos tower,
taken with the seaward vishility. That would give an angle—cdl it dpha— with the horizon. That angle
aphawould beidentical to the angle—call it beta—at the center of the Earth subtending the 160-stadia
chord of thelight shaft. The lighthouse was two-thirds of a stadion high. The sine of the angle dphawas
therefore two-thirds divided by 160, or 417 hundred thou-sandths. Next, the angle whose sine was 417
hundred thou-sandths was about 14'/3 minutes, or about 1/1500 part of acircle, and findly, 1500 times
160 gave you 240,000 stadia. Close enough to the Syene measurement of 250,000. So he couldn't be



too far wrong. He had done the numerical work aready. He knew the result before he came out here
tonight. But he still found it hard to believe. The Earth couldn't possibly bethat big. Or could it? Had he
made an error somewhere? Maybe severd errors? Actualy, the measure-ments using the lighthouse
were not easy to make. Sighting the Pharoslight had to be done at seafrom a pitching, bobbing boat.
Subtractions had to be made for the height of the perch at the mast top.

He clenched hisjaw. He had to bdieve his numbers. He had to believe his rough check. And he had
to believe the only conceivable conclusion that his caculations offered. The Earth wasindeed ahuge
sphere, in circumference 240,000 to 250,000 stadia, more or less.

The question now was, should he so report to Ptolemy, and possibly get himsalf discharged from his
post &t the Library. Or worse?

He was due at the palace by midnight. He would have to decide within hours.

He had just turned back, to descend the outer stairway, when something in the dark northern skies
caught hiseye. Lights, moving, flashing. And different colors. Red... green... white... blue... flashing, on
and off. And then that terrific shaft of whitelight... brighter even than Pharos... coining straight at him!

Hethrew hisarm up over hiseyes. There was aroar overhead. The tower shook. And then the thing
was gone... no, not entirely. Thereit was, over the Library quarter... hovering now, stabbing its blinding
light beam down. He raced around to the side of the light tower.

What in the name of Zeud

Wasit now over his house, the great manse entrusted to him by Ptolemy Philadel phus? He stared in
horrified amazement.

By the wine bags of Dionysus, the thing was. .. descend-ing into hisfenced park.

For amoment he was paralyzed. And then he recovered and started down the stairs. Outside, he
awoke the dozing charioteer. "Ne-tiy! Home! Home!"

9. Encounter

Khor read the preliminary datain the andyzer. Oxygen, nitrogen, air density, viscosity, temperature. ..
Nothing ob-vioudy toxic. Gravity alittle low. No matter. Everything within acceptable limits. He turned
off the lights and got out. Fortunately for the ship (not to mention his unwitting host), he had come down
inaclearing. There weretrees and hedges on dl sides. Tiny little things, but they would provide shelter.
He had landed within some sort of private estate, and very likely he could complete his repairs without
the bother of curious and/or hostile crowds. And what did they look like? If they built cities, they must
have hands, and legsto get about, and certainly they were able to communicate with each other.
Probably very handy little fellows.

He walked on the cropped turf back to the rear of the ship. Y es, there was the hole. He played the
light onit and around it. The outer plate had laminated over nicdly. Only theinte-rior would need
attention. Well, get with it. Start knocking on doors. "Could | borrow afew hundred xil of adhesive tape?
And aload of high-spec hydraulic fluid (you supply the container). Plusavar of sodium carbonate. Just
enough to get meto astar some ninelight cycles away."

And that raised another problem. What language did these creatures speak? Better get the telepathic
head-band. He crawled back up the hatchway and returned with it. Suppose they're unfriendly? Should |
bring aweapon? No, I've got to ook absolutely peaceful.

His ear tympani vibrated faintly. Noises. Wheels churning in loose gravel. Cries, addressed, he
thought, to adraft anima of some sort. Two different voices? They had seen his ship come down, and
they had driven here to confront the trespasser.

Fair enough. He unfolded the long veil, starting at his head, over the teleband, and quickly draped his



entire body from head down to talons. (No use darming them right at the outset!) Then he propped up
his portable beam between rocksin the clearing so that it would shine on him.

He listened to the cautious steps on the fine pebbles, closer, closer.

And there they were, two of them, standing just outside the light circle.

By the pinions of Pinar! Featherless bipedd!

One seemed cam, the other fearful and fidgety. The cam one stepped out into the light.

Excdlent! thought the visitor. It has stereoscopic eyes, nogtrils, mouth, ears. Not the most attractive
aien he had ever encountered; yet not the ugliest, either. Somewhere in between.

Khor held up both hands to show they were empty, then bowed dowly.
The cam one repested the gesture with greet dignity.
Khor spoke through the tele-band into the mind of his host. "My nameisKhor."

The Greek showed his surprise. "Y ou understand Greek? And you are able to spesk into my mind?
How isthis? Whence came you?"

Khor pointed to the band around his head, visblein outline under hisbody vell.

"Ah," said Eratosthenes. "A menta language device. Fantagtic. But where—" Hejerked. Strange
thoughts... strange sounds... sghts... smélls... wereforming in his head. He gasped. "Y ou arefroma
distant world? A star ?'

Khor nodded.

The geometer gulped. "Are you agod? The messenger Hermes perhaps?' (How could he be asking
this?Hedidn't believein godd!)

"No. | amamortd, like yourself. My people are alittle more scientifically advanced than yours, that's
dl"

"Why areyou here?

"l was on a collection expedition. | work for amuseum, the same asyou. | was searching for certain
plants... animals... | wasloaded up, and on my way home, when ameteorite hit my ship. | had to land
for repairs”

"l see. | think | see. Can | help you?'

"l don't know. | will need certain things. Certain... tapes. Certain oils. Some... dkai. And then
perhaps some geodetic information.”

"Such as?'
"The circumference of your world, Terra, consdered as a sphere.”
The Greek eyed hisvistor sharply.

Khor hesitated. "Have | asked aforbidden question? Is something, how do you say it, taboo? Or
perhaps you were not aware that Terrais a sphere?’

"That | had indeed surmised. No, | was smply struck by the coincidence. | have been working on
the problem for the past several weeks, and very recently, actualy within the last few hours, | have
obtained some sort of answer. But why do you need to know?"

"l can use Terrasrotationa velocity to help fling the ship into escape orbit, when the time comesto
leave. To deter-minethat velocity, | need to know Terras circumference.”

"l think | can provide afar estimate.”



"Excdlent.”

Eratosthenes had to stop and think amoment. Khor needed the velocity of the rotating Earth? Well,
of course. The Earth rotated. That's why the sun appeared to move around the Earth. But that wasn't dll.
The Earth must revolve around the sun, from avery great distance, once ayear. And that's why the sun
gppeared to move through the zodiac once ayear. Actudly, it was the Earth that was moving. The sun
stood still. The hdliocentric hypothesswasn't ahypothesis. It wasafact. And if the Earth moved around
the sun, so did dl thefive other planets: Mercury, Venus, Mars, Jupiter, Saturn. And so the sunwasa
gar, much like millions of other stars. Did dl those other stars out there have planets, with strange life
forms, thinking, working, loving? His heart beat faster as he thought about it. WWhom could hetell?
Nobody. "A visitor from another star told me." Next stop, the madhouse. It made him smile just to think
about it.

But back to redlity, and the present. " So then, Khor, can | offer you the hospitaity of my house? Not
aPtolemaic palace— but yet not ahove, either. Food of all sorts, wines brought in from dl parts of the
world. Baths, hot and cold. Servantsto assist you. Y ou could relax while we dine, and you could
describe your needsto me."

"Y our offer ismogt attractive. Truly, | have agreat need. But | do not wish to cause problemsfor
you. | read in your mind certain names: Ptolemy... Hor-ent-yotf... even thefemale a your side, Ne-tiy.
Who are these people? How can they harm you?"

"Harm me? Perhaps the words are too strong. Ptolemy rules—owns—thisland, caled Egypt. Heisa
Greek, afor-eigner, and hetriesto rule softly, and to give no great offense to the people, aside from
taking their money. But Hor-ent-yotf, ahigh priest of the hawk-god Horus, likewiserules, in that he
reigns over the minds and souls of the people. Ne-tiy isadave, put in my house by Hor-ent-yotf. Sheis
his property, even as his clothing and his cosmetic box are his property. Do you read my thoughtsin this
matter, honored stranger?"

"l do, and | reply with thoughts. Y ou propose to do athing offensive to Ptolemy, and horrifying to
Hor-ent-yotf, and because of thisthing the priest may kill you. Or perhaps make the femaekill you. Is
thisthe gtuation?"

"ltissn.”

" find this quite darming. Obvioudy, | do not understand your ways. Please explain.”

"It isavery complex matter, O visitor from great dis-tances. Perhaps we can continue over cakes and
wine?'

"Fourteen percent CH,CH,OH?"

"l beg your pardon?"

"Just thinking out loud. A pleasure, Eratosthenes. Just let me close up the bucket.”

10. Repairs

"To each hisown custom,” thought Eratosthenes. "We Greeks eat while reclining on an eating couch.
The Egyptians St in chairs. But you stand.”

"Atdl times" replied the thoughts of hisvistor. "We stand to et, drink, study, work, even to deep.
Our skeletdl structure requiresit.” His gloved hand clasped the wine cup and brought it to hislipsthrough
aditin hisbody vell.

The Greek heard a"clack” asthe metal goblet struck something hard. "Well then, let uslook to your
needs. Firdt, strips of adhesive cloth. Tapes, you cal them. That we have in abundance. It isthe custom
of the country to use them as bandages to wrap the bodies of the dead, in preparation for burid." He
held up apiece of white cloth. "Thisisarather fine linen, woven from the flax plant. Every Egyptian family



saves scraps of cloth againgt the inevitable burids. The pieces are ripped into strips: narrow bandages for
the fingers, wider ones for the limbs and torso.” He tore off astrip and handed it to Khor, who examined
it cosdy.

"What makesit stick?" asked hisvigtor.
"They dipitin liquid basam. It sets up hard in acouple of hours."
"It ought to work," said Khor. "Now, about the oil."

"We have severd kinds: olive ail, from thefruits of the olivetree. It'sused in cooking and in our
lamps. Castor ail... severa grades. Thisisfrom the castor bean. It has medicind uses, and isalso afine
lubricant. The army usesit in the ail packing for its chariot whedls. And linseed ail ... which we boil and
then usein paintsand varnishes™

"Back up. Thiscagtor ail... isthere arefined grade?"

"Indeed yes. Settled over charcoal and filtered through fine linen.”
"I'd liketo try that. And now one morething. A bit of dkali.”
"Alkdi... ?' The geometer frowned.

" Sodium carbonate would do nicely. Hm. That's making it worse, isn't it? How to describeit... let me
think. 1t would be bitter to the taste, very soluble in water, turns red wine blue. Fizzesin vinegar. Can be
boiled with fats and oilsto make soap..."

"Oh! Of course! Natron! We useit in embaming. It hel ps desiccate the corpse. But how would you
use natron in your ship?"

"Simple. During wake-periods on my ship, my lungs give off awaste gas, which we cal carbon
dioxide. It can becometoxic if allowed to reach high concentrations. The alkdi absorbsit.”

"Widl then, | think the next step isto gather up these things and take them out to your ship. I'll call the
sarvants. No—I can't. They'redl down in the city, celebrating the New Year. You and | and Ne-tiy will
havetodoit.”

"It'sjust aswell. Lessrisk to the ship.”

To the extent that any of the geometer's aplomb had left him, very nearly dl of it had by now returned.
Hesaid, "Asyou may haveread in my mind, it isthe practice for one of our Library clerksto go through
every incoming ship to look for new booksto copy. | wonder..."

"Ah, my friend. | have dozens of books, nonein any Earth-language. The Maintenance of lon
Drives... Collect-ing on Airless Worlds... Operation of the Seep Casket. Some with holos, for which
you'd need alaser reader. But |

tell youwhat. Y ou like maps. Beforel findly leave, I'll give you asort of map.”
"Fair enough.”
An hour later Khor, Eratosthenes, and Ne-tiy had wound the last of the linen strips around the

hydraulic tubes, refilled the depleted oil surge tank, and secured the amphora of natron in the storage
locker.

"The balsam resin will require a couple of hoursto cure and harden,” said Eratosthenes. "And | am
due a Ptolemy's palace very soon. May | suggest that you join me?"

"Won't | excite comment?"

"Hm. Youreabit taller than average. However, just keep covered with your body cape. I'll tell
Ptolemy you're aforeign visitor and your religion requires the covering.”



"Isit an offense to you, my host, that | conceal my body from you in thisway?'

The Cyrenian smiled. "Since you are my gues, it pleases me that you do as you seefit." He bowed.
"Thisway to the chariot."

11. Ptolemy on His Balcony

Onthisnight of the summer solstice, the beginning of the three weeks of madness celebrating the
rising of theriver. Ptolemy the Second, called Philadel phus, stood on his bal-cony and looked out over
the royd harbor. Shading his eyes, he could barely make out the tiny light swinging in dow arcsin the
blackness. At hisrequest, the captain had fixed the lantern at the top of the mast of the royd barge.
Why? No reason given. He had smply said, do it, and it was done. Actudly, it was atoken of apromise
to himsdf: tomorrow he would be on that ship, headed south on the Nile, with al concerns of Sate
receding sternward.

For five thousand yearsthe rulers of Egypt had made thistrip. Tradition held that when the sun
ceased his northward journey, pharaoh would set forth, sailing al the way to Thebes, to ensure a proper
flood. If pharaoh did not thus set forth on the bosom of Hapi, the river would not rise. If theriver did not
rise, there would be no sowing, and no harvest. Famine would grip theland. The tax gathererswould
gather little or nothing. The army could not be paid. The dynasty could fall.

Superdtitious nonsense?
Who was heto say?

It was best to go dong with it. Anyhow, he always looked forward to the long trip on theriver. He
just wished Arsinoe were il dive.

Noisesin the streets below brought his eyes down to the parade of dancing torches. The annual
infection had spread even here, to the guarded serenity of the royal quarter. In away it was unsettling; yet
on thewholeit was reassuring that the people were content to stay within their multi-millennia rut. No
riots, no revolutions, no marches againgt the grana-ries. Not thisweek, anyhow. Let the beer flow!

Helooked around as awoman in an elegant linen dress and cape parted the hangings and stepped
out to join him. A thick black wig, artfully dusted with gold powder, fell to her shoulders. Shewas his
concubine of the month. Her name was Pauni, daughter of a noble house. He named them for the current
Egyptian month. 1t was the only way he could attach namesto their beautiful faces. And so it had been,
sincethe death of Arsinoe, histrue sster-wife, twenty years ago. By Greek ideas, that marriage had been
incest; but it was quite in the pharaonic tradition. A bit of irony: in the river tongue, the word for
concubinewas "sne-t," which meant "sger.”

(Ah, Argnoe, Arsinoe. | loved you grestly. Y ou should not have died. It wasthe only unkind thing
you ever did.)

"Respect their traditions. Respect their religion. Worship their gods,” his greet father Ptolemy,
Alexander's generd, had told him. "Be pious. Y ou lose nothing, and you will preserve the dynasty.” He
took the woman by the arm and they listened in Sllence to the revery. "The old man wasright," he
muttered.

"Who, my lord?" said Pauni politely.

"My father. When the Persans conquered Egypt, they flouted the locdl religions. Ochus, the satrap,
killed the sacred bull. The priestsinvoked aterrible curse on him, and on his mastersin Persepolis. And
s0 Alexander came, and destroyed Persia. He came to Egypt, and gave al honor to the priests. He
sacrificed to Apis and other native gods. He made the great journey across the desert, without road or
path, to the sanctuary of Ammon at Siwah. There the priests declared his divine descent, and that he was
indeed the son of Ammon." Hereflected. "Did | ever tell you about Alexander'strip across the desert to
Swah?'



(Severa times, my lord.) "No, Sre, | don't recall that you did.”

"Ah. Well, then. The storms had destroyed the roads. Even the guides were lost. The sun was pitiless,
and the men were dropping from heat stroke. But trie gods sent agreat flock of ravens, who flew in
circles overhead, and shaded Alexander. And if the guides made awrong turn, the birds screamed until
they went raight again.”

"Amazing," sad Pauni.

Theroya Greek sghed again. If only he didn't owe so much money to so many people. The Jews
had hel ped him— and his father—finance the great light tower on Pharos. It had been finished these nine
years, and the treasury was till paying. And the Egyptian priests. The public debt was soar-ing because
of their demands for new temples. And then there was the standing army, al mercenaries, and they liked
to be paid regularly, in hard clanking brass. And the navy. A thousand years ago Rameses had not been
troubled with shipsthat sailed the Great Green. And two thousand years ago the pharaohs didn't even
use money. Therewasn't any. It hadn't been invented yet. Go, said Khufu to his peasants. Build mea
tomb-pyramid. One million men, working twenty years. And they had done it, and not an obol paid out
to anyone. Alas, how things had changed. "Who rules Egypt?' he mused softly. "Do I? No. Do the one
million Greekswho have settled here? No. Well, then, do the priests and their seven million fellahin? Or
istheland ahopeless anarchy?'

By now shewas used to this. " Spesking of priests,” Pauni reminded him gently, "the high priest of
Horusis here. Also Rabbi Ben Shem. And then the other notables: Eratosthenes and hislady. The
geometer brings avery strange guest, who covers his body with along black veil. And then there are the
consuls and ambassadors—Claudius Pulcher the Roman, Ha-milcar Barca, the Carthaginian...”

Ptolemy suppressed a groan. Eratosthenes. He had tried to forget him, but of course it was
impossible. The man of measures was going to make hisreport tonight. And what will you say, noble
philosopher? How big isthe world? Asto that, say anything you like. But the shape! Declare Earth aflat
square, or adisc, or acylinder. Any of these. But you know you must not say "sphere’ or "ball” or
"globe." That's heresy, mathematician. Don't betray me, my brother Greek.

Thereisalong line waiting to take your place as curator of the great Library. And it isn't just meyou
should worry about. If you say "sphere,” thelocal holieswill have you floating in the cand before the night
iSout.

He paused. The girl looked up a him in grave concern. He thought: she knows| am fifty-nine, and
that | am dying. Ah, to be young again. No, don't turn back. Let it befinally done. Nothing really matters
very much anymore. From hereoniin, let us have peace. He smiled. " Perhaps we should rejoin our
guests.”

12. Heresy

A little cluster had dready formed around the two ambassa-dors. The Carthaginian was explaining
something: "One of my purposes hereisto obtain copies of the world map of Eratosthenes.”

"And what good isthat?' growled Claudius Pulcher, the Roman.

"Carthage will probably win our present war with Rome, noble ambassador. If so, wewill expand
into Spain and Gaul. For that we will need good maps. If welose—may Bad save usl—wewill certainly
need to recoup our fortunes, and we would look to western Europe for that. Again we would need good
maps. Including—" (here he gave the stolid Pulcher a crafty leer) "agood showing of the passes through
the Alps."

"For our war eephants.”



The Roman general stared at him blankly. Then recognition dawned. " Oh—you mean from Gaull,
over themountainsinto Italy.” He began to laugh. He laughed so hard he spilled hiswine. "Excuse me.”
He walked back to the credentiafor arefill.

Ptolemy watched him for amoment, then turned back to the Carthaginian. "The great Alexander was
awaysfearful of war elephants. He never redly discovered how to cope with them. Quite an ides,
Hamilcar Barca™

"But therés ill aproblem,” said Eratosthenes. "We have severd reports by travelersinthe Library.
They al say the passes are very narrow, barely wide enough for ahorse. How will you get your
eephantsthrough?”

"Y ou should read more of your own books, learned scroll-master,” said Barca. "The mountains are
mede of calx.

Vinegar dissolves calx. We shdl bring hundreds of casks of vinegar. The mountains shall melt away,
and the great war beasts shdl pass.”

"Why does Carthage disclose its strategy to Rome in ad-vance?' asked Ptolemy.

Theyoung Carthaginian grinned. "No harminit at al. First, they think welie, that wetry to deceive
them. There-fore, they won't bother to defend the passes. Second, they're so confident that if and when
they do fortify the passesthey would so tell us. Third, they are incapable of thinking in terms of empire
for themsealves, so they can't conceive that their enemies would have such impossbleidess. They lack
imagination. They don't know what dreams are.”

"They seemto have done very well despite these deficien-cies,” demurred Eratosthenes. "Three
hundred years ago they werejust afishing village on the Tiber. Now they rule the entire Itaic peninsula
Who needs dreams?'

"Y ou have a point, mapmaker. Wl then, reverse the case. We Phoenicians needed dreams, and we
produced them. We have established trading outposts at the limits of the known world. We have sailed
through the Pillars of Herculesto the Tin Idands. We have circumnavigated Africa. We havetraded in
the Black Sea. Our ships rule the Western Mediter-ranean, and business on great waters has made us
rich. And al because we had avison. We gill haveit, and with it, we shall beat the Romans.”

"Peace, gentlemen,” said Ptolemy. Wars and rumors of war made him uneasy. "Let ustalk of other
things. Eratos-thenes, how go the angles?’

"Today, my lord Ptolemy, the day of the summer solstice, | measured the angle of the sun at high
noon. | found it to be seven degrees and ten minutes.”

The Second Ptolemy smiled gracioudy, yet warily, and with awarning in hiseyes. "And pray what is
the ssgnifi-cance of seven degrees and—what was it—?"

"Ten minutes, my lord. Significance?' The geometer eyed the Greek pharaoh carefully. "To determine
the significance, we may need the ass stance of the priests'—he bowed gravely to Hor-ent-yotf and
Rabbi Ben Shem—"and the historians'—abow to Cleon, the Homeric exegess—"and perhapsto other
philosophers, living and dead.”

Claudius Pulcher had meanwhile returned from the credentiawith awinerefill. "Asdefrom dl this
assstance, red or threatened," he grumped, "can anyone tell me the signifi-cance of seven degrees and
ten minutes?’

"By itsdf, nothing,” volunteered Hamilcar Barca. "How-ever, taken with certain other measurements,
it could give you the sze and shape of the Earth.” He said to thelibrarian: "Am | right?"

Eratosthenes sighed, and glanced at Ptolemy from the cor-ner of hiseye.



"Oh, go ahead," said the pharaoh wearily. (And oh, to be on that barge!)

The Greek shrugged. "At Syene, where the finest red graniteis quarried, atall pole casts no shadow
at noon on the day of the summer solstice, and the sun shines directly into the wells. Thisis so because
Syeneliesamogt directly on the Tropic of Cancer. Also, Alexandrialies dmost due north of Syene, at a
distance of 5,000 stadia. Now seven degrees and ten minutesis about 1/50 of afull circle, s0 5,000 is
1/50 of afull circle on the Earth. Thus we multiply 5,000 by 50, and we get 250,000 stadiaasthe
circumference of the Earth.”

"One moment,” interposed Ptolemy. "Y ou say 5,000 sta-dia. How did you measure that?*

"From cadasters—registers of land surveysfor tax pur-poses, made by the Second Rameses, over a
thousand years ago. The exact dimensions of the nomes are given. It'sameatter of smple addition, from
Syeneto the sea, with certain adjustments.”

The Roman frowned. "l ill don't see. What'sa'stadia,’ anyhow?'

Hamilcar Barcasmiled. "The singular isstadion. A bit over eight stadiato your Roman mile. Using
your units, Generd, the world is a sphere about 30,000 milesin circumference.”

"Ridiculous,”" breathed Pulcher. "It can't possibly bethat big."
"Thisisentirdy unofficid,” interposed Ptolemy hastily. "The Great House takes no postion..."

Rabbi Ben Shem amiled uneadly. "Dear Eratosthenes. .. the Earth cannot be asphere. Our Holy
Scriptures state, ‘the four corners of the Earth." ™

"| think we may be overlooking the obvious," said Hor-ent-yotf. " Our esteemed geometer assumes
thesunisso far away that itsrays, asreceived here, are pardlel. The assump-tion istotaly unwarranted,
as| shal show. There are other, much more reasonable conditions that will give the same data.” He
pulled a piece of papyrusfrom hislinensand inspected it. "If the sunis40,000 stadiadistant, it will give
your same shadow angle of about seven degrees here at Alexandria, will it not, Eratosthenes?’

The mathematician amiled. "Quite so—assuming the Earth isflat.”
"Asisindeed the case," said the Roman ambassador.

Hamilcar Barcashook hishead. "Like the Greeks, we Carthaginians are a seefaring people. On
shore, when we watch a ship comein, we seefirgt thetip of the mast, then the sails, then the bow. That
meansto usthat the Earth isagreat ball, and that the ship comes up into view over the curvature. It isthe
same at sea. For example, my trireme arrived here a night. We camein. guided by the great Pharos light
tower. At firgt, our man at mast-top could not seethelight at al. And then, suddenly, ‘Light ho!" and
thereit was, just over the belly of the sea”

There was amoment's silence, broken by Ptolemy. Hisvoice was strained. "Thisisavery interesting
discussion; yet | do not fed that we can ignore a thousand years of research and thought that have gone
into the problem. Certainly the ancient authorities|eave no doubt on the question. Homer said the Earth
was aflat disc, bounded by the River Oceanus. A decade before the battle of Marathon, Hecataeus
announced the samefact.”

"One moment, your mgesty,” said Hamilcar Barca. Y our own Aristotle believed the Earthto bea
sphere because of the round shadow on the moon, during lunar eclipse.”

Ptolemy shrugged. "Homer's disc, head-on, would cast around shadow.”

"My lords,” said Rabbi Ben Shem harshly, "/ make no attempt to define or dedl with impiety.
Certainly Greek his-tory provides ample precedent. | have read widely in your Library, Eratosthenes,
and | can cite your own laws and applicable cases. Y our Anaxagorus propounded a heliocentric system,
and wrote that the sun was abig blazing ball, bigger even than the Peloponnesus. He was condemned to



prison for hisimpiety. Pericleswas barely able to save hislife. Aristarchus aso proposed aheliocentric
cosmos, and was accused of impiety. Alcibiades was recdled from the Syracuse campaign to face
charges of impiety to Hermes: whereupon Athenslost the war. Socrates was executed for impiety.
Protagoras con-fessed agnosticism and fled Athenswith a price on his head.”

Ptolemy rubbed his chin. "1, for one, believe Homer, who declared the Earth to beflat, with its
ompha os—navel—at Delphi. A sphere seems quite impossible. People at the anti-podes would walk
with their heads hanging down. Treeswould grow downward. Rain would fall up. These things cannot
be." Hefixed agrim eye on Eratosthenes. " The gods gave us aflat world, my young friend. Adjust your
numbersto fit the facts, not the other way around." And so having deliv-ered hisviews, and having thus
dried histhroat, he and Pauni |&ft the group in search of thewinetable.

"WEell, then, man of the Library," said Ben Shem, with just ahint of triumph, "you will of course
recant?'

Eratosthenes found his body turning, not to face the rabhbi, but instead to Hor-ent-yotf. It wasto the
priest of the hawk-god that he gave hisanswer: "No! | do not recant. | do not retract. Itisas| said." The
hawk-priest stared at him without the dightest expression.

"Oh!" said Ben Shem. "Y ou claim the Earth is a sphere?”
"es"

"And it cirdlesthesun?'

"Did | say that?If | didn't, | meant to."

"Aieel" shrieked the rabbi. "Heresy, heresy compounded!" He pulled at his beard, and afew hairs
tore loose.

"Sorry," said the Greek gpologeticaly. "I didn't know you'd takeit thisway."

The priest sumbled away, muttering.

Khor shot athought into the geometer's mind: " Scienceis avery upsetting subject around here.”
"es"

Hamilcar Barcabrokein. "May | ask aquestion about your 5,000-stadia measure to Syene?”’
"Of course

"Doesthat include arake-off by your loca priests? Say, one-sixth?'

"How do you mean?"

"Wadll, suppose the true measurement is actually 4,285 stadia. Do the priests add one-sixth, or 715,
for their share of the grain crops?!

"Yes" It was Hor-ent-yotf who answered. They all looked around at him. "From the time of Menes,"
said the priest, "the firgt pharaoh, who united upper and lower Egypt, the temples have taken one-sixth of
the crops. We do this pain-lesdy, by telling the farmer hisplot is one-gixth larger than it redly is”

Eratostheneswas embarrassed. "I am caught in agross error. The circumference isthen 4,285 times
50, not 5,000 times 50. More accuratdly, the circumference is'—he thought a moment—"214,250
stadia, or about 26,000 Roman miles.”

"The one-sixth differenceisnot sgnificant,” said Hor-ent-yotf. "The crux of the matter is, you have
attempted to heresy of the gravest order.” He signaled to Ne-tiy. She glanced once at Eratosthenes, then
followed the hawk-priest away from the group.

"Watch him," warned Khor. "1 seeinto his mind. He has condemned you, and he meansto kill you."



The geodesist shrugged. "It had to come.”
"Shouldn't you leave now?'

"Why delay the confrontation? It might as well be here. Regardless of what happensto me, Ne-tiy
can drive you back to your ship.”

"1 wasn't thinking of that. When the time comes, | can manage by mysdlf."
"Can you seethem?' asked Eratosthenes. "You aretdler.”
13. Something in the Wine

"| see them both very well. He and the femal e pproach the wine table. He whispersto her. Sheisto
put something in your wine."

"Poison.”
"Yes. You areto die by poison. The mind of the femaleisin agreat turmoil. She wantsto refuse. But

the priest threat-ens her. Ah, shelooks back thisway. but she cannot see you. What a strange
expression on her face, Eratosthenes. How isoneto interpret it?"

"Horror, possibly. She does not really want to kill me. She resists strongly, but | think probably she
will make the a-tempt. From childhood, thisiswhat the temple trained her to do.”

"They argue some more. Heindgsts. He saysto her, if shefalls, servantswill bind her mouth and limbs,
and carry her in acart to the temple pool, and the crocodiles will feed. And you will diein any case.

"Pleasant fdlow."

"Perhaps you should leave with me, Eratosthenes. Asyou know, | till seek abipedal specimen. On
my world you need have no fear of nation."

Thelibrarian laughed forlornly. "Don't tempt me, admira-ble visitor. What are they doing now?"

"Nothing asyet. | aminthe mind of the priest. Heis thinking about rings on hisfingers, and three
white powders. Arsenic... strychnine... aconite. Arsenic istasteless, but takes awhile, probably too long
for what he wants. Also you might get sick and vomit. Strychnine? A good one. Not much is needed.
Actsin afew minutes. Whole body goesinto morta spasm. He'sseenaman die, lying flat, resting only
on hishedsand the back of his skull. But strychnineis bitter. Y ou might taste it and not drink the wine.
No, no strychnine for you. It's aconite. The deadliest known poison. It is ex-tracted from a ddlicate plant
that looks like atiny helmet or hood, and which growsin mountains called the Alps, far to the north of the
Roman domains. A crysta the size of agrain of sand can befatd. Y ou are quickly paralyzed. Y our heart
stops. Degth isquick. Ah, hes moving. He cups his hand over awine goblet. The cap on hisgolden ring
opens. A powder fallsinto thewine. He gives the goblet to the girl. He snarls at her, and she moves
away. Look sharp, Eratosthenes! Here she comes!”

And therewas Ne-tiy, standing before him quietly. "I have brought wine, my lord."
Helooked at her in glum silence.
She raised the cup to her own lips.

"No!" he cried. He struck the cup away. It clattered to the floor, splashing red liquid over carpet and
guests, who stared around in dismay. " Sorry!" cried the geometer. " So clumsy of me!” Hecdled a
serving man to bring mop and bucket.

Ne-tiy had not moved. "True, my lord, | could not harm you. Y et, what you have doneto mejust
now isacruel thing. For now | face avery painful desth. The winewould have been... like going to

deep.”
"Khor, take care of her for amoment.” His voice grated harshly in hisown ears. "Take her out on the



bacony. I'll join you therein alittlewhile" Now, Hor-ent-yotf, you son of river scum, where are you?
14. TheBargain
Hefound him quickly. If Hor-ent-yotf was surprised, he didn't show it.

Eratosthenes controlled his voice carefully, as though he were discussing the weether, the cost of
grain, or whether the eastern harbor might need dredging thisyear. "I understand that Ne-tiy has refused
to kill me. Thisdespite your direct order. So that now her own lifeisforfeit. Isthisnot so?'

"Why should | stand here, talking to a Greek spawn of Set? Yet it isso. Shefalled. Shedies”

"Let usbargain, high avenger of Horus." Should hein-clude his own life in the negotiations? No. Too
demeaning. Just Ne-tiy. He sad, "'l will buy her."

"Ah?' The smdl eyes peered suspicioudy at the heretic. "With what?"
"Information. | know the burid site of the boy-pharaoh, Tut-ankh-amun.”
The eyesof the priest popped. "Youlie! You liemost viley!"

Eratosthenes smiled. "No. It isso. Tut, son-in-law of that great heretic, Ikhnaton, who decreed the
worship of Aton, the sun, and desecrated all other temples. Ikhnaton, who built Akhetaton, an entire city,
devoted to theworship of Aton..."

"The City of the Crimina!" breathed the priest. "He died. And we destroyed his city. We destroyed
everything of his All—"

"Except thetomb of Tut... who married Ikhnaton's third daughter.”
"Proveit!" hissed Hor-ent-yotf. "Prove you really know!"

"l have seen the records. The report, for example.”

"Report? What report?’

"The one written by the captain of pharaoh's guards. He caught the grave robbersin the act of
breaking in. He dew them on the spot, reinforced the entrance, and posted aguard.”

"l can giveyou therecord of thefind funerary banquet, held within the tomb itself. Eight necropolis
officias ate five ducks, two plovers, ahaunch of mutton. They drank beer and wine, and they swept up
al resdue with two small brooms, put the debrisin aspecid jar, and buried thejar in apit outside the
tomb. | have seenthejar.”

The Avenger of Horus studied the librarian, and his eyes narrowed in a crafty squint. "How much can
you tell me about the location?”

"It'sin the Necropolis of Thebes, inthe Vdley of Kings"

"Hm. That'sabig place. Specificaly—?"

"No specifics asto place until we have an agreement.”

"l see. His queen, the vile spawn of the crimina pharaoh Ikhnaton?”

"Her name was Ankhesenamun. But she was not buried with the boy king."
"Interesting.” The priest hesitated. "But certainly the tomb was re-entered subsequently?!

"No. The entrance was later further sealed, one might say almost by accident. | have verified that the
sed isundisturbed.”

"Thelast of the Atonist hell-people,” muttered the priest. "Pull him out of hisdeath-lair. Burn the



infide mummy. The gold and slver go to the servants of Horus."
"Isitabargan?’
The holy man hesitated. They both waited for atimein silence.

Eratosthenes sghed. "The excavation will be expensive. A hundred daves must be rented and housed
and fed for severa weeks. Y ou will need ready money. | will sign over my Cyrenian estatesto you,
together with my gold on deposit in loca banks."

Hor-ent-yotf still seemed lost in thought.
"If we cannot agree," said the librarian gravely, "1 will be forced to take a certain action.”
"Oh, redly?' The priest's mouth curled. "Exactly what?"

"1 will turn over Tut'slocation to the Council of Antiqui-ties. They will excavate at government
expense. There will be great excitement, presaging areviva of Aton-ism.”

The priest clenched hisfigts. "Y ou wouldn't!"

"l would."

"Yes, Greek, | think you would... for you are the ultimate obscene evil....."

"Wdl?'

"But hear mewell, son of darkness. We speak only of the faithlessdave girl. What Horusintendsto
be your fate, only the god can say."

"Suchismy undersanding.”

"Then congider it done." The priest struck his chest with hisfist. "I will have the temple clerks draw up

the agree-ment, in hieroglyphics and in Greek, and | will come with it to the Sergpeum tomorrow
afternoon. Wewill sign before witnesses.”

"Yes" Eratosthenes turned back toward the balcony. The priest hesitated for amoment, then
followed at adozen paces. He swirled his cloak about him as though to minimize con-tamination from the
air the Greek passed through.

15. SiriusRising

As he stood on the bal cony with the girl, Khor found himsdlf thinking of Queva, and Ne-tiy, and how
they seemed to blend into one person, one passionate loving mind. "1 will wait for you," Quevahad said.

He had followed closdly the negotiations between Eratos-thenes and Hor-ent-yotf. Ne-tiy had saved
the Greek'slife at apparent cost of her own, and now the man had given up al that he had to save her.
Khor would not have believed these creatures capable of such nobility. But there it was. Strong stuff.
How was he going to enter thisin the ship'slog? The Supervisor would neither believe nor understand.
So kipit all. Maybetdl Queva someday.

I'm very nearly done here, thought the star-traveler. Just one morelittle job. Ah, come on out on the
balcony, Eratosthenes. And here comes Hor-ent-yotf, right behind you. That's good, very good. He shot
athought to the Greek: "Dawn is coming, friend. Look, theré's my home star—rising just over the seal”

"Srius?’ said Eratosthenes, pointing.
"Sothid" said Hor-ent-yotf, giving the Egyptian namefor the great blue gar.

Khor spoke again to the mind of Eratosthenes. ™Y our Sirius—my home star. And afine conclusion to
aprofitablevigt. You seethefirg heliacd risng of Sirius, or Sothis, and you tell me that meansthe Nile
has now gtarted to rise. It means the summer solstice, and great festivities throughout the land, going on
for days. Thank you for dl your hdp in repairing my ship, and for your contributions, including thislast.”



"Our pleasure, esteemed visitor!" Then he stopped. "This... last?’

"Especidly thislast,” replied Khor crypticaly. "It istimefor meto go. If | launch within the next few
minutes, my trgjectory vectorsout directly toward Sirius.”

"Il call Ne-tiy, and shélll run you over to your ship.” Hewas still puzzled.
"No need. | know whereitis."
"But how—?"

"Ah, my friend, | seeyou redly didn't know. Well then, in view of what is about to happen, perhaps
you should have some important witnesses. Get Ptolemy and one or two oth-ers. Quickly now."

Eratosthenesfdt alump of cold lead forming in his ssomach.

"Hurry!" said Khor. Through the black body veil the command burgt like the hiss of the great
gyrfacon.

Godsl thought the Greek. That was an actua shouted com-mand! He'svocalizing! The librarian diced
through the bal-cony drapes and ssumbled into Claudius Pulcher, arm in arm with Ptolemy. "My lords,"
he gasped, "could you please join me on the bal cony?*

"What's up, Eratosthenes?’ demanded the Greek pharaoh. "Oh, | know—Siriusisnow visble?Is
thet it?"

"Mgesty, if you please..." Eratosthenes pulled the drapes aside.
A little crowd was dready gathering: Pauni... Hamilcar Barca. .. adozen gilded dignitaries.

Thetdl shrouded figure faced them dl, then bowed espe-cidly to Ptolemy. "Thank you for a pleasant
evening, ruler of Egypt," he said in harsh sihilant tones. He took his shroud with both handsand in a
smooth majestic motion pulled it away from his head and body, then let it fall to thefloor.

They stared.

The great head was entirely festhered. The mouth was an amber beak. Fesathers scintillated on arms
and chest. Some sort of breech-clout covered the groin. The legsterminated in scales and in what were
amost human feet, except that the toeswere taloned. Asin the raptor birds of the Nile, ahorizontal fold
over each eye gave the face astern, even fierce expression.

Eratosthenes now realized that the outlander was a consum-mate actor, that every word, every
gesture, was planned for its dramatic effect, and that thisterrified audience lay in the hands of Khor.

The mystery-creature now made his feathers vibrate, so that they excited nearby nitrogen atoms, and
surrounded his plumaged body in agolden triboluminescent glow.

Ptolemy dropped hiswine cup. Even Eratosthenes, who had suspected something like thiswould
happen, was stunned.

"Horud!" gasped Hor-ent-yotf. " Thou art the god!"
"Thou sayest, worthy Hor-ent-yotf," hissed the visitor.
"To your knees, everyone,” roared the priest.

And o they did. With one exception. Rabbi Ben Shem tore his cloak and ran screaming from the
room.

Khor looked full a Hor-ent-yotf. "Come."

Hor-ent-yotf rose and walked forward, as though tranced. Khor took the manin hisarms. "Arisg, all,
and witness," he commanded.



Gigantic wings unfolded from Khor's shoulders. The spread of those great pinions exceeded even the
breedth of the bal cony.

And now even Eratosthenes was done in. He pronounced dowly, quietly, and with great conviction,
his favorite school-boy oath. "Holy... excrement... of Zeud"

Khor ignored him. "Since | take with me this holy man, | must gppoint and sanctify a person to take
his place, and to rule my holy templesin his stead. | name Ne-tiy. Come forward, child!"

They made way for the dave-girl. She bowed before the winged thing.

"l name thee High Priestessfor Horus, for Egypt, and for al the world, exated above al men, above
even my noble son, the pharaoh Ptolemy. Take thee to mate whom thou wilt. Be fruitful, and be merry. |
go."

He held the priest with one hand and tossed something to Eratosthenes with the other.

Next, there was atremendous rush of air from the fantastic wings, and the giant birdman leaped over
the balustrade and was gone.

Eratosthenes watched for amoment. At least the coursing creature was headed in the right direction.

Should hefed sorry for Hor-ent-yotf? He decided that maybe he should. However, he didn't. A
character flaw, possibly. But who was perfect?

The rest of them joined him at the parapet. AH eyeswere looking out over the city, searching the
skies. And now acollective gasp. "There!" cried someone. "The chariot!™" shouted another. "Seethe
lightd"

"Sraight into therisng sun!”

He turned away and hefted the strange ball Khor had thrown to him. No time now to study it in detall,
but he knew intuitively what it was. amodel of the Earth.

Heraised hiseyes. Ne-tiy was standing at the entrance-way, looking a him. The geometer walked
toward her. "How it ison hisworld, | do not know. But in Gregk lands, the man takes the woman,
though she be exalted, and of the highest rank. And so | take thee, Ne-tiy."

She gave him asweeping bow and amost marvelous smile.
16. The River

"l hope the Horus affair hastaught you alesson,” said Ptolemy. "I think you must now be quite
convinced."

The two couples rested under the rear canopy of the royal yacht, which was moving upriver with its
greet red sail stretched tightly by the north wind. Pauni and Ne-tiy were immersed in private murmurs
while the men talked intermit-tently.

"I havelearned much," admitted Eratosthenes.

"For mysdlf," continued the Greek pharaoh, "1 never had any doubt that the godswerered. It isabit
puzzling, though, that the god would take that priest. | never thought much of Hor-ent-yotf. Always
considered him a dangerous fanatic. Shows how wrong even | can be."

"A memorable man," murmured Eratosthenes.

In slence they watched ariverside village pass. Theriver had now risen to the sage where the
house-clusters were accessible only by causeways and moles. The brown people had drawn back into
their reed and wattle cone-roofed hutsto let father Hapi drop his bounty. In a couple of monthsthe
waterswould recede. The farmers would sow their wheat and barley, and finally they would reap. Four
months of flood and receding water, four months of sowing and growing, four of harvest and drying up.



Then repeat. And repesat. They had been doing thisfor more than fifty centuries. From timeto time
conquerors had flowed in, then out again, like waves on the seashore. Nubians... Hyksos... Assyrians...
Persgans. And now the Greeks. A million Greeks, up and down the river. How long would we last? Who
throws us out? Rome? Carthage? "M gesty," said Eratosthenes, "what happened to those two
ambassadors?"

"Interesting, that. They both got word that Panormus, on Sicily, fdll to the Roman besiegers. Barca
wasrecdled to Scily to organize the Carthaginian guerrillas. Pulcher will return to Rome to organize an
army tofight Barca. It'sal insane, in't it? What will they do with Sicily? Who cares? But Sicily isn't redlly
the point, isit?"

Eratosthenes shrugged. "No. Actudly, there are two points: oneis greed, the other conquest. If
Carthage wins, her greedy shipswill sail west to Cipangu... the Indies... perhapsin our generation. They
sall for trade and profit. If Rome wins, we will not see the antipodes for athousand years. They go
nowhere they cannot conquer. And they move only on roads.”

"l fear | must agree,” said Ptolemy. "We Greeks used to go out to colonize. But that spirit isdead. It
died five hundred years ago." The pharaoh's nose twitched. He looked back toward the incense tripods
on the gtern of the yacht. "We cover the smdll of death with other smells.” The braziers burned balsam,
carnation, anise, and the blossoms of assorted flowers.

Eratosthenes smiled. He didn't redlly carefor the artificid smellseither. Actudly, he preferred the river
odors. willows, reeds, orchards, pams, fish (living and dead), the dung of humans and beadts, all
veneered by thismassive rising water and its suggestion of distant melting snows. He studied the beads of
condensate on the chill sides of hissilver goblet.

Ptolemy was watching him. "It's cooled with crushed ice. Improves the tang and fights the heet. The
locals prefer their beer warm. Do you redlize they have never seenice? They don't even have aword for
itintheir language.”

"Curious," said Eratosthenes absently. Ice... snow... hemused. | made aspecia map of the Nile,
beyond the cataracts, south to the confluence of the Blue and White Nile. Melting snow... that'swhat
gartsthe yearly flood. Snow on far, equatorial mountains. Vast mountain ranges, far to the south. And
feeder lakes. Big ones, inland seas. Some day well find them.

Ptolemy squinted around toward the ladies. " The priests are putting on quite a show at Thebes, in the
great temple of Karnak. Wewould al be honored if the Betrothed-of-Horus could open the
ceremonies”

"Soitiswritten," said Eratosthenes gravely.
"Good. Settled. Religion, true religion, keeps acountry dive, don't you agree, dear Eratosthenes?”
"Oh, quite”

"Y ou've read Herodotus, of course. Y ou recall that the Greeks at Marathon called on the great god
Pan to terrify the Persans, and he did, and we won."

(Not to mention, we had avery smart genera, thought Eratosthenes.)

"And you know," continued Ptolemy, "that Athena her-self saved our fleet a Salamis. Shewas
actudly seen to dight on the prow of Themistocles flagship.”

"Sol recdl.”

"So then, quite asde from the appearance of Horus last night, it is plain that the gods exit, and have
been with us from the beginning. Clearly, they control human affairs. We must yield tothe godsin al
things, Eratosthenes. When science and religion conflict, science must yield.”



Ptolemy took the geometer's sllence for assent. "Did | ever tell you of the great Alexander'sjourney
to the shrine of Ammon, a& Swah?"

(Many times, thought Eratosthenes.) "I don't seemtore-cal...”

"Well then. My father, thefirst Ptolemy, told it to me. Storms had completely obliterated the desert
roads. Nothing to be seen but a sandy waste. The priests wanted to turn back. 'No," said Alexander. 'If |
am truly anatural son of Ammon, the god will send aguide." And no sooner than spoken, here were
these two serpents, rising out of the hot sands. 'Follow us,' they said, and off they went..."

(Wasn't it two ravenslast time? thought Eratosthenes.) "Amazing," he said.
"He sad to her, 'Befruitful; be merry.' "

The map-maker had to think amoment. "Y es, the god Horus, to Ne-tiy."
"Not to you, though, Eratosthenes. Nothing merry about geometry.”

"No."

"My father knew Euclid, who wrote his Elements back therein Alexandria. Father tried to plow
through the Ele-ments. Tough going. Complained to the master, there should be an easier way. Euclid
replied, 'My lord, thereis no roya road to geometry.' Father was so impressed that he founded the chair
of mathematics at the Library. Weve had aworld-renowned geometer there ever since. Including you,
young felow."

"1 am honored. And grateful "
"Actudly, thingsturned out rather well for you."
IIYall

To their rear the young women were talking in low tones. He heard a strange tinkling sound, as of
little dlver bells. He started to turn, then stopped. He knew what it was. Ne-tiy had laughed. He had
never heard her laugh before. He re-laxed and looked out over theriver, to thewest. The sunwasa
glowing semicircle, growing smaler and smdler asit dropped below the darkening hills.

"Gizeh," said Ptolemy, shading his eyes as he pointed into the sunset. "Have you ever seenthe
pyramids?’
"Yes, gre. But perhapstheladies..."”

The two women were already at therail, looking out over the distant sands. The men joined them.
They weredl thraled to sllence by the three immense structures.

Egypt, O Egypt, thought Eratosthenes. Land of cyclopean architecture and bestid gods. Where does
awe |leave off and disgust begin?

Twilight was brief. The saillors were dready lighting lamps dong the ship'swakways. Upriver, aong
the shore, more lights were visble. Torches, thought the mathematician. A lot of them. And the sound of
sdtraand tambourines, with shouting and singing and much merriment. The whole city was turning out to
greet the pharaoh.

"We're coming into Memphis," said Ptolemy. "I'll haveto join in the temple ceremonies, and Pauni
and | will deep in the palace tonight. Y ou canjoin us, or you can remain on board.”

"If it please you, well stay.”

"| thought you might. Y ou and the priestess may have my quarters. Everything is prepared. Until
tomorrow, then."

17. Khor's Globe



Ne-tiy watched with uneasy curiosity as Eratosthenes opened the chest and carefully removed the
little statue of Atlas, hisback and arms till bent to receive hisas yet invisible burden.

"| seewriting on the base. Aninscription in Greek," she said. "What does it say?"
"It says, Tl my friends| have done nothing unworthy of philosophy.—Hermius."
"What doesit mean? And who was he, this Hermius?'

"Hermius was a Greek who studied with Aristotle, under Plato. He was captured by the Persansand
tortured. He said these words, and then he died.”

"l see. You admirehim."

"Very much." From another compartment he pulled out the ball that Khor had tossed to him on the
balcony. Bigger than hisfigt, smaller than hishead. It fit exactly on the titan's back.

"What is that?" whispered Ne-tiy.
"Theworld globe. Khor madeit, and gaveit to me asheleft.”

They both studied it in silence. It was clear she did not understand. Perhapsit wasjust aswell. He
was not sure he understood. It might have been better if Khor had never come. No, that wasn't so. He
was very lucky that Khor had come.

But thisglobe... the artifact wasfar ahead of itstime.
(She stole an uneasy ook at hisface))

My great world map, he thought, over which I have la-bored so many years... compared to thisit is
amost nothing. A bare 80 degrees out of 360. We have not even scratched the surface. Mot of the
world istill out there, unknown, undiscovered. Who will bethefirst to find it?1 wish | wereagreat sea
captain. I'd take adozen ships. Sail out through the Pillars of Hercules. Due west. Into the west-ern
hemisphere. And there meet those two great continents. How to get around them? Perhaps a northwest
passage through the north polar sea? Or around the southern tip of the southern land giant? And then on,
for acomplete circumnavigation of the globe.

He sighed. Not in hislifetime. Perhagps not in ahundred years. Maybe not even in athousand. But
eventually shipswould go forth to that new land. And find what? Cities? Savages? Strange animas and
plants? No way to tell.

Back to Earth, map-maker! He pressed the globe's north polar cap with hisindex finger. Therewas a
click, and atiny spot of light began to pulse, on and off, on the facing side of the sphere.

Ne-tiy gasped. "What isthat?'

"The light smply marksthe spot where we are. See?' He pointed. "We are here, at Memphis. See
theriver?Y esterday the light point was on Alexandria, on the Great Green. In five daysit will be at
Thebes. Cam down, it won't hurt you. Down hereistherest of Africa Above, Itdy, Gaul, Iberia, the Tin
Idands, Thule. East, India, Seres, Cipangu.”

"Arethereredly such places?'

"Y es. Do you want to see the other sde?"

"... I don't know."

"Well, then, wewon't look."

"Can you turn off thelittle light? It'slike the eye of Horus, watching us.”
He laughed, but turned it off. "Y ou know what Homer said.”

"What did Homer say?'



"’ Though al gods and goddesses |ook on, yet | gladly deep with golden Aphrodite.” "

"l have abetter one," said Ne-tiy. (For she knew she held the ultimate refutation of al science:
geodetics... math... cartography... therising of gars... the solstice of suns.) " Aie se philo—I love thee
forever." Sheheld out her arms.

MORNING CHILD Gardner Dozois

Technol ogy advances much more quickly than usual during times of war, and even the
technology that's been developed previously has been kept very secret, so despite our expectations
World War |11, if it should ever happen, would probably surprise most of us with unforseen, even
fantastic weapons. Gardner Dozois realizes that, and in this very short story he presents us with
the results of a strange weapon indeed.

Gardner Dozoisis not only the editor of many science fiction anthologies but also the author of
numerous short stories, novel-ettes and novellas that are well worth reading, including those in
his collection TheVisble Man.

The old house had been hit by something sometime during the war and mashed nearly flat. The front
was caved in as though crushed by agiant fist: wood pul ped and splintered, beams protruding a odd
angleslike broken fingers, the sec-ond floor collapsed onto the remnants of thefirst. The rubble of a
chimney covered everything with ared mortar blanket. On the right agaping hole cross-sectioned the
ruins, laying bare dl the strata of fused stone and plaster and charred wood—everything curling back on
itsdf likethelips of a gangrenous wound. Weeds had swarmed up the low hillsde from the road and
swept over the house, wrapping the ruinsin wildflowers and grapevines, softening the edges of
destruc-tion with green.

Williams brought John here dmost every day. They had lived here once, in thishouse, many years
ago, and although John's memory of that time was dim, the place seemed to have pleasant associations
for him, in spite of its ruined condition. John was at his happiest here and would play contentedly with
sticks and pebbles on the shattered stone steps, or go whooping through the tangled weeds that had
turned the lawn into ajungle, or play-stalk in ominous circles around Williams while Williams worked at
filling his bags with blueberries, daylilies, Indian potatoes, dandelions, and other edible plants and roots.

Even Williamstook abitterswveet pleasurein visting the ruins, athough coming here stirred memories
that he would rather have eft undisturbed. There was a pleasant melancholy to the spot and something
oddly soothing about the mixture of mossy old stone and tender new green, areminder of theinevitability
of cydes—life-in-deeth. degth-in-life.

John erupted out of the tall weeds and ran laughing to where Williams stood with the foraging bags. "1
been fight-ing dinosaurd™ John said. "Gresat big onesl” Williams smiled crookedly and said, "That's
good." He reached down and rumpled John's hair. They stood there for a second, John panting like a
dog from dl the running held been doing, his eyes bright, Williams|etting histouch linger onthesmdl,
touded head. At thistime of the morning, John seemed aways in motion, motion so continuous thet it
gave nearly theillusion of rest, like astream of water that |ooks solid until something makesit
momentarily sputter and stop.

Thisearly in the day, John rarely stopped. When he did, as now, he seemed to freeze solid, hisface
gartled and intent, as though he were listening to sounds that no one else could hear. At such times
Williamswould study him with painful intengity, trying to see himsdlf in him, sometimes succeeding,
sometimes failing, and wondering which hurt more, and why.



Sighing, Williamstook his hand away. The sun was getting high, and they'd better be heading back to
camp if they wanted to be there at the right time for the heavier chores. Sowly, Williams bent over and
picked up the foraging bags, grunting alittle at their weight as he settled them across his shoulder—they
hed done very well for themsalvesthismorning.

"Come on now, John," Williams said, "timeto go," and started off, limping a bit more than usua under
the extraweight. John, trotting alongside, his short legs pumping, seemed to notice. "Can | help you carry
the bags?' John said eagerly. "Can 1?1'm big enough!™ Williams smiled at him and shook his head. "Not
yet, John," hesaid. "A little bit later, maybe."

They passed out of the cool shadow of the ruined house and began to hike back to camp along the
deserted highway.

The sun was baking down now from out of a cloudless sky, and heat-bugs began to chirrup
somewhere, producing a harsh and metalic stridulation that sounded amazingly like abuzz saw. There
were no other sounds besides the soughing of wind through tal grass and wild whest, the tossing and
whispering of trees, and the shrill piping of John's voice. Weeds had thrust up through the
macadam—tiny, green fin-gersthat had cracked and buckled the road's surface, chopped it up into
lopsided blocks. Another few years and there would be no road here, only afaint track in the
undergrowth—and then not even that. Time would erase everything, burying it beneath new trees,
gradudly building new hills, laying down afresh landscape to cover the old. Already grass and vetch had
nibbled away the corners of the sharper curves, and the wind had drifted topsoil onto the road. There
were saplings now in some places, growing green and shivering in the middle of the highway, negating the
faded signsthat pointed to distances and towns.

John ran ahead, found arock to throw, ran back, circling around Williams as though on aninvisible
tether. They waked in the middle of the road, John pretending that the faded white line was atightrope,
waving hisarmsfor balance, shouting warningsto himsdlf about the abyss crestures who would gobble
him up if he should misstep and fall.

Williams maintained a steady pace, not hurrying: the epit-ome of the ramrod-straight old man, his
snow-white hair gleaming in the sunlight, a bush knife at hisbdt, an old Winchester 30.30 dung acrosshis
back—although he no longer believed that they'd need it. They weren't the only people left in the world,
he knew—however much it fdt like it sometimes—but this region had been emptied of its population
years ago, and since he and John had returned thisway on their long journey up from the south, they had
seenno oneelseat dl. No onewould find them here.

There were traces of buildings along the way now, al that was|eft of asmal country town: the
burnt-out spine of aroof ridge meshed with weeds, gaping stone foundations like bat-tlements for
dwarfs; aruined water faucet clogged with spi-derwebs; a shattered gas pump inhabited by birdsand
rodents. They turned off onto agravel secondary road, past the burnt-out shell of another filling station
and a dilgpidated roadside stand full of windblown trash. Overhead arugty traffic light swayed on a
sagging wire. Someone had tied abig orange-and-black hex sign to one side of the light, and on the other
sde, the sde facing away from town and out into the hostile world, wasthe evil eye, painted against a
white background in vivid, shocking red. Things had gotten very strange during the Last Days.

Williams was having trouble now keeping up with John's ever-lengthening stride, and he decided that
it wastimeto let him carry the bags. John hefted the bags easily, flashing his strong white teeth at
Williamsinagrin, and set off up thelast long dopeto camp, hislong legs carrying him up the hill a a
pace Williams couldn't hope to match. Williams swore good-naturedly, and John laughed and stopped to
wait for him at the top of therise.

Their camp was set well back from the road, on top of abluff, just above asmal river. There had
been arestaurant here once, and a corner of the building still stood, two wals and part of the roof,
needing only the tarpaulin stretched across the open end to make it into areasonably snug shelter. They'd



have to find something better by winter, of course, but this was good enough for July, reasonably well
hidden and close to asupply of water.

Rolling, wooded hills were around them to the north and east. To the south, acrosstheriver, the hills
dwindled away into flatland, and the world opened up into avistathat stretched to the horizon.

They grabbed a quick lunch and then set to work, chopping wood, hauling in the nets that Williams
had set across the river to catch fish, carrying water, for cooking, up the steep dope to camp. Williams
let John do most of the heavy work. John sang and whistled happily while he worked, and once, on his
way back from carrying some firewood to the shdlter, he laughed, grabbed Williams under the arms,
boosted him into the air, and danced him around in alittle circle before setting him back down on hisfeet

again.

"Feding your oats, en?' Williams said with mock sever-ity, looking up into the sweaty face that smiled
down at him.

"Somebody hasto do the work around here," John said cheerfully, and they both laughed. "I can't
walt to get back to my outfit," John said eagerly. "I fed much better now. | fed terrific. Arewe going to
stay out here much longer?' His eyes pleaded with Williams. "We can go back soon, can't we?"'

"Yeah." Williamslied, "we can go back red soon."

But aready John wastiring. By dusk hisfootsteps were beginning to drag, and his breathing was
becoming heavy and labored. He paused in the middle of what he was doing, put down the
woodchopping ax, and stood silently for amoment, staring blankly at nothing.

Hisface was suddenly intent and withdrawn, and his eyes were dull. He swayed unsteadily and wiped
the back of hishand across hisforehead. Williams got him to sit down on astump near the improvised
fireplace. He sat there slently, staring at the ground in abstraction while Williams bustled around, lighting
afire, cleaning and filleting the fish, cutting up dandelion roots and chicory crowns, boiling water. The sun
was down now, and fireflies began to float above theriver, winking like fairy lanterns through the velvet
darkness.

Williamsdid his best to interest John in supper, hoping that held eat something while he till had some
of histeeth, but John would ezt little. After afew moments he put histin plate down and sat staring dully
to the south, out over the darkened lands beyond theriver, just barely visiblein the dim light of a crescent
moon. Hisface was preoccupied and glum and be-ginning to get jowly. His hairline had retreated in a
wide arc from hisforehead, creating alarge bald spot. He worked his mouth indecisively severd times
and a last said, "Have |l been... ill7?!

"Yes, John," Williams said gently. "Y ou have beenill.”

"l cant... | can't remember," John complained. His voice was cracked and husky, querulous.
"Everything's so confused. | can't keep things straight.”

Somewhere on the invisible horizon, perhaps a hundred miles away, apillar of fire legpt up from the
edge of theworld.

Asthey watched, Sartled, it climbed higher and higher, towering milesinto the air, until it wasa
dender column of brilliant flame that divided the sullen, black sky in two from ground to Stratosphere.
The pillar of fire blazed steadily on the horizon for aminute or two, and then it began to corus-cate,
burning green and blue and silver and orange, the colorsflaring and flickering fitfully asthey merged into
one another. Sowly, with akind of stately and awful symmetry, the pillar broadened out to become a
flattened diamond shape of blue-whitefire. The diamond began to rotate dowly onitsaxis, and asit
rotated it grew eye-searingly bright. Gargantuan, unseen shapes floated around the blazing diamond, like
moths beating around a candle flame, throwing huge, tangled shad-ows across the world.

Something with a huge, melancholy voice hooted, and hooted again, aforlorn and terrible sound that



beat back and forth between the hills until it rumbled dowly away into Slence.

The blazing diamond winked out. Hot white stars danced where it had been. The starsfaded to
sullenly glowing orange dots that flickered away down the spectrum and were gone.

It was dark again.

The night had been shocked silent. For awhile that sillence was complete, and then dowly, tentatively,
one by one, the crickets and tree frogs began to make their night sounds again.

"Thewar—" John whigpered. His voice was reedy and thin and weary now, and therewas paininit.
"It «ill goeson?!

"Thewar got... strange,” Williamssaid quietly. "Thelonger it lasted, the stranger it got. New dlies,
new wegpons—" He stared off into the darknessin the direction where the fire had danced; there was
gill an uneasy shimmer to the night air on the horizon, not quite aglow. "Y ou were hurt by such a
weapon, | guess. Something like that, maybe." He nodded toward the horizon, and his face hardened. "
don't know. | don't even know what that was. | don't understand much that happensin the world
anymore... Maybe it wasn't even awegpon that hurt you. Maybe they were experimenting on you
biologicaly before you got away. Who knows why? Maybe it was done ddliberatel y—as a punishment
or areward. Who knows how they think? Maybe it was a side effect of some device designed to do
something el se entirely. Maybe it was an accident; maybe you just got too close to something like that
when it was doing whatever it isit does™" Williamswas slent for amoment, and then he sghed.
"Whatever happened, you got to me afterward somehow, and | took care of you. Weve been hiding out
ever ance, moving from placeto place.”

They had both been nearly blind while their eyes readjusted to the night, but now, squinting in thedim
glow of the low-burning cooking fire, Williams could see John again. John was now totaly bald, his
cheeks had caved in, and his dulled and yellowing eyes were sunken deeply into hisrav-aged face. He
struggled to get to hisfeet, then sank back down onto the stump again. "I can't—" he whispered. Weak
tears began to run down his cheeks. He started to shiver.

Sighing, Williams got up and threw a double handful of pine needlesinto boiling water to make
white-pine-needle tea. He helped John limp over to his pallet, supporting most of hisweight, dmost
carrying him—it was easy; John had become shrunken and frail and amazingly light, asif he were now
made out of cloth and cotton and dry sticksinstead of flesh and bone. He got John to lie down, tucked a
blanket around him in spite of the heat of the evening, and concen-trated on getting some of theteaiinto
him.

He drank two full cups before his fingers became too wesk to hold the cup, before even the effort of
holding up his head became too great for him. John's eyes had become blank and shiny and unseeing,
and hisface was like askull, earth-brown and blotched, with the skin drawn tightly over the bones.

His hands plucked aimlesdy at the blanket; they looked mummified now, the skin as trand ucent as
parchment, the blue veins showing through beneath.

Asthe evening wore on, John began to fret and whine incoherently, turning hisface blindly back and
forth, mutter-ing random fragments of words and sentences, sometimesraising hisvoicein astrangled,
gurgling shout that had no words at dl init, only bewilderment and outrage and pain. Williams sat
patiently beside him, stroking his shriveled hands, wiping sweet from his hot forehead.

"Seep now," Williams said soothingly. John moaned and whined in the back of histhroat. "Sleep.
Tomorrow well go to the house again. Y oull like that, won't you? But deep now, degp—"

At lagt John quieted, his eyes dowly closed, and his breath-ing grew deeper and more regular.

Williams sat patiently by hisside, keeping acalming hand on his shoulder. Already John'shair was
beginning to grow back, and the lines were smoothing out of hisface as he melted toward childhood.



When Williams was sure that John was asleep, he tucked the blanket closer around him and said,
"Seep well, Father,” and then dowly, passionatdly, soundlessy, he started to weep.

THE ALIENSWHO KNEW, | MEAN, EVERYTHING
George Alec Effinger

An interesting thing has happened during the evolution of the science fiction genre: many sf
stories have portrayed our world being saved—or destroyed—by beings from far stars rather than
by God. In essence, God has been replaced in science fiction by creatures from planets orbiting
other stars. Perhaps that isn't surprising in our technological era, but George Alec Effinger's short
story here has some thoughts that may be as new and comical to you as they are to me.

George Alec Effinger has written many short stories and nov-els during the past fifteen years,
the latter include What Entropy Meansto Me and The Wolves of Memory.

| was Sitting at my desk, reading areport on the brown pelican Situation, when the secretary of state
burgtin. "Mr. Presdent,” he said, hiseyeswide™ "the diensare here!” Just like that. "The diensare
herel"” Asif | had any ideawhat to do about them.

"l e | said. | learned early in my first term that "1 see”” was one of the safest and most useful
comments | could possibly make in any situation. When | said, "l see,” it indicated that | had digested the
news and waswaiting intelli-gently and calmly for further data. That knocked the ball back into my
advisers court. | looked at the secretary of state expectantly. | was al prepared with my next utterance,
in the event that he had nothing further to add. My next utterance would be, "Well?' That would indicate
that | was on top of the problem, but that | couldn't be expected to make an executive decision without
sufficient information, and that he should have known better than to burst into the Ova Office unless he
had that information. That's why we had protocol; that's why we had proper channels; that'swhy | had
advisers. The voters out there didn't want me to make decisons with-out sufficient information. If the
secretary didn't have any-thing moreto tell me, he shouldn't have burst inin thefirst place. | looked at
him awhilelonger. "Well?' | asked &t last.

"That's about al we have at the moment,” he said uncom-fortably. | looked at him sternly for afew
seconds, scoring a couple of points while he stood there all flustered. | turned back to the pelican report,
dismissng him. | certainly wasn't going to get dl flustered. | could think of only one president in recent
memory who was ever flustered in office, and we al know what happened to him. Asthe secretary of
state closed the door to my office behind him, | smiled. The aienswere probably going to be abitch of a
problem eventudly, but it wasn't my problem yet. | had alittletime.

But | found that | couldn't really keep my mind on the pdlican question. Even the president of the
United States has some imagination, and if the secretary of state was correct, | was going to haveto
confront these aiens pretty damn soon. I'd read stories about alienswhen | was akid, I'd seen dl sorts
of diensin movies and television, but these were thefirst dienswho'd actualy stopped by for achat.
Well, | wasn't going to be the first American president to make afool of himsdlf in front of vistorsfrom
another world. | was going to be briefed. | telephoned the secretary of defense. "We must have some
contingency plansdrawn up for this" | told him. "We have plansfor every other possble stuation.” This
was true; the Defense Department has scenarios for such bizarre events asthe rise of an imperidist fascist
regimein Liechtengtein or the spontaneous depletion of dl the world's selenium.

"Just asecond, Mr. President,” said the secretary. | could hear him muttering to someone else. | held
the phone and stared out the window. There were crowds of people running around hysterically out



there. Probably because of the diens. "Mr. Presdent?’ came the voice of the secretary of defense. "I
have one of the diens here, and he suggests that we use the same plan that President Eisenhower used.”

| closed my eyesand sighed. | hated it when they said stuff like that. | wanted information, and they
told me these things knowing that | would have to ask four or five more questionsjust to understand the
answer to thefirst one. "Y ou have an dien with you?' | said in a pleasant enough voice.

"Yes, gr. They prefer not to be called 'diens Hetdlsmehe'sa'nuhp.' "
"Thank you, Luis. Tl me, why do you have an a— Why do you have anuhp and | don't.”

Luis muttered the question to his nuhp. "He saysit's because they wanted to go through proper
channels. They learned about dl that from President Eisenhower."

"Very good, Luis"" Thiswasgoing to takeal day, | could see that; and | had a photo session with
Mick Jagger's grand-daughter. "My second question, L uis, iswhat the hell does he mean by 'the same
plan that President Eisenhower used?'

Another muffled consultation. "He saysthat thisian't the first time that the nuhp have landed on Earth.
A scout ship with two nuhp aboard landed at Edwards Air Force Base in 1954. The two nuhp met with
President Eisenhower. It was agpparently avery cordia occasion, and President Eisenhower impressed
the nuhp as awarm and sincere old gentleman. They've been planning to return to Earth ever since, but
they've been very busy, what with one thing and another. President Eisenhower requested that the nuhp
not reveal them-selvesto the people of Earth in genera, until our government decided how to control the
inevitable hysteria. My guessisthat the government never got around to that, and when the nuhp
departed, the matter was studied and then shelved. Asthe years passed, few people were even aware
that the first meeting ever occurred. The nuhp have returned now in grest numbers, expecting that wed
have prepared the populace by now. It's not their fault that we haven't. They just sort of took it for
granted that they'd be welcome.”

"Uh-huh," | said. That wasmy usua utterance when | didn't know what the hell elseto say. "Assure
them that they are, indeed, welcome. | don't suppose the study they did during the Eisenhower
administration was ever completed. | don't supposethereredly isaplan to bresk the newsto the public.”

"Unfortunately, Mr. President, that seemsto be the case.”

"Uh-huh." That's Republicansfor you, | thought. "Ask your nuhp something for me, Luis. Ak him if
he knows what they told Eisenhower. They must be full of outer-space wis-dom. Maybe they have some
ideas about how we should dedl with this"

There was yet another pause. "Mr. President, he says all they discussed with Mr. Eisenhower was his
golf game. They helped to correct his putting stroke. But they are definitdy full of wisdom. They know al
sorts of things. My nuhp—that is, his namefs Hurv—anyway, he says that they'd be happy to give you
some advice.”

“Tdl himthat I'm grateful, Luis. Can they have someone meet with mein, say, haf an hour?

"There are three nuhp on their way to the Ova Office at this moment. One of them isthe leader of
their expedition, and one of the othersisthe commander of their mother ship.”

"Mother ship?' | asked.

"Y ou haven't seen it? It'stethered on the Madll. They'rereal sorry about what they did to the
Washington Monument. They say they can take care of it tomorrow."

| just shuddered and hung up the phone. | called my secretary. "There are going to be three—"
"They're here now, Mr. President.”
| Sghed. "Send them in." And that's how | met the nuhp. Just as President Eisenhower had.



They were handsome people. Likable, too. They smiled and shook hands and suggested that
photographs be taken of the historic moment, so we called in the media; and then | had to sort of wing
the most important diplomatic meeting of my entire political career. | welcomed the nuhp to Earth.
"Wel-cometo Earth," | said, "and welcome to the United States."

"Thank you," said the nuhp | would come to know as Pleen. "We're glad to be here.”

"How long do you plan to bewith us?' | hated mysdlf when | said that, in front of the Associated
Pressand UPI and dl the network news people. | sounded like aroom clerk at aHoliday Inn.

"We don't know, exactly,” said Pleen. "We don't have to be back to work until aweek from
Monday."

"Uh-huh,” I said. Then | just posed for pictures and kept my mouth shut. | wasn't going to say or do
another goddamn thing until my advisers showed up and Sarted advising.

Wi, of course, the people panicked. Pleen told me to expect that, but | had figured it out for myself.
Weve seen too many movies about visitors from space. Sometimes they come with amessage of peace
and universd brotherhood and just the inside information mankind has been needing for thousands of
years. More often, though, the diens come to endave and murder us because the visual effects are better,
and so when the nuhp arrived, everyone was al prepared to hate them. People didn't trust their good
looks. People were suspicious of their nice manners and their quietly tasteful clothing. When the nuhp
offered to solve dl our problemsfor us, wedl said, sure, solve our problems—but at what cost?

That first week, Pleen and | spent alot of time together, just getting to know one another and trying to
understand what the other one wanted. | invited him and Commander Toag and the other nuhp bigwigs
to areception at the White House. We had a church choir from Alabama singing gospe music, and a
high school band from Michigan playing amedley of favorite collegiate fight songs, and talented clones of
the original stars nogtalgicaly re-cresting the Steve and Eydie Experience, and an improvisational comedy
troupe from Los Angeles or someplace, and the New Y ork Philharmonic under the baton of a
twelve-year-old girl genius. They played Beethoven's Ninth Symphony in an attempt to impress the nuhp
with how marvelous Earth culture was.

Pleen enjoyed it dl very much. "Men are asvaried in their expressions of joy aswe nuhp,” he said,
applauding vigor-oudy. "Weare dl very fond of human music. Wethink Beethoven composed some of
the most beautiful melodies we've ever heard, anywherein our gaactic travels.”

| smiled. "I'm surewe are dl pleased to hear that," | said.
"Although the Ninth Symphony is certainly not the best of hiswork.”
| fatered inmy clapping. "Excuse me?' | said.

Pleen gave meagracious smile. "It iswel known among us that Beethoven'sfinest compositionishis
Piano Concerto No. 5in E-flat mgor.”

| let out my breath. "Of course, that's amatter of opinion. Perhaps the standards of the nuhp—"

"Oh, no," Pleen hastened to assure me, "taste does not enter into it at al. The Concerto No. 5is
Beethoven's best, according to very rigorous and definite critical principles. And even that lovely pieceis
by no means the best music ever produced by mankind."

| felt just atrifle annoyed. What could this nuhp, who came from some weirdo planet God done
knows how far away, from some society with not the dightest connection to our heritage and culture,
what could this nuhp know of what Beethoven's Ninth Symphony aroused in our human souls?

"Tdl me, then, Pleen,” | said in my ominoudy soft voice, "what is the best human musica
compogtion?"



"The score from the motion picture Ben-Hur, by MiklosRozsa," he said smply. What could | do but
nod my head in silence? It wasn't worth starting an interplanetary incident over.

So from fear our reaction to the nuhp changed to distrust. We kept waiting for them to reved their
red selves, we waited for the pleasant masksto dip off and show usthe true nightmarish faceswedl
suspected lurked beneath. The nuhp did not go home aweek from Monday, after al. They liked Earth,
and they liked us. They decided to stay alittle longer. We told them about oursalves and our centuries of
trouble; and they mentioned, in an offhand nuhp way, that they could take care of afew little things, make
some smdll adjustments, and life would be awhole lot better for everybody on Earth. They didn't want
anything in return. They wanted to give usthesethingsin gratitude for our hospitdity: for |etting them park
their mothership on the Mal and for al the freerefills of coffee they were getting al around the world.
We hesitated, but our vanity and our greed won out. "Go ahead," we said, "make our deserts bloom. Go
ahead, end war and poverty and disease. Show us twenty exciting new thingsto do with leftovers. Call
uswhen you're done."

Thefear changed to distrust, but soon the distrust changed to hope. The nuhp made the deserts
bloom, dl right. They asked for four months. We were perfectly willing to et them have dl the time they
needed. They put atdl fence dl around the Namibia and wouldn't let anyone in to watch what they were
doing. Four months ater, they had a big cocktail party and invited the whole world to see what they'd
accomplished. | sent the secretary of state as my persona representative. He brought back some
wonderful dides: the vast desert had been turned into a botanica miracle. There were miles and miles of
flowering plants now, instead of the monotonous dead sand and gravel sea. Of course, theimmense
garden contained nothing but hollyhocks, many millions of hollyhocks. I men-tioned to Pleen that the
people of Earth had been hoping for alittle more in the way of variety, and something just atrifle more
practical, too.

"What do you mean, ‘practica'?" he asked.

"You know," | said, "food."

"Don't worry about food," said Pleen. "We're going to take care of hunger pretty soon.”
"Good, good. But hollyhocks?"

"What'swrong with hollyhocks?*

"Nothing," | admitted.

"Hollyhocks are the Sngle prettiest flower grown on Earth.”

"Some peoplelike orchids,”" | said. "Some people like roses.”

"No," said Pleen firmly. "Hollyhocks areit. | wouldn't kid you."

So we thanked the nuhp for aNamibiafull of hollyhocks and stopped them before they did the same
thing to the Sahara, the Mojave, and the Gobi.

On the whole, everyone began to like the nuhp, dthough they took just alittle getting used to. They
had very definite opinions about everything, and they wouldn't admit that what they had were opinions.
To hear anuhp talk, he had adirect line to some categorica imperative that spelled everything out in
termsthat were unflinchingly black and white. Hollyhocks were the best flowers. Alexander Dumaswas
the greatest noveist. Powder blue wasthe prettiest color. Melancholy was the most ennobling emation.
Grand Hotel wasthe finest movie. The best car ever built wasthe 1956 Chevy Bd Air, but it had to be
aquaand white. And there just wasn't room for discussion: the nuhp made these pronouncements with
theforce of divine revelation.

| asked Pleen once about the American presidency. | asked him who the Nuhp thought was the best
president in our history. | felt sort of like the Wicked Queen in " Snow White." Mirror, mirror, on thewall.



| didn't really believe Pleen would tell methat | was the best president, but my heart pounded while |
waited for hisanswer; you never know, right? To tell thetruth, | expected him to say Washington,
Lincoln, Roosevdt, or Akiwara. His answer surprised me: JamesK. Polk.

"Polk?' | asked. | wasn't even sure| could recognize Polk's portrait.

"He's not the most familiar,” said Pleen, "but he was an honest if unexciting president. He fought the
Mexican War and added a great amount of territory to the United States. He saw every bit of his
platform become law. He was a good, hardworking man who deserves a better reputation.”

"What about Thomas Jefferson?’ | asked.
Pleen just shrugged. "Hewas O.K ., too, but he was no James Polk."

My wife, the First Lady, became very good friends with the wife of Commander Toag, whose name
was Doim. They often went shopping together, and Doim would make sugges-tionsto the First Lady
about fashion and hair care. Doim told my wife which roomsin the White House needed redecora-tion,
and which charitieswere worthy of officia support. It was Doim who negotiated the First Lady's
recording contract, and it was Doim who introduced her to the Philadel phia cheese stegk, one of the
nuhp's favorite treats (athough they asserted that the best cuisine on Earth was Tex-Mex).

Oneday, Doim and my wife were having lunch. They sat a asmdl tablein achic Washington
restaurant, with a couple of dozen Secret Service people and nuhp security agents disguised el sewhere
among the patrons. "1've noticed that there seem to be more nuhp here in Washington every week," said
the First Lady.

"Yes" said Doim, "new mother shipsarrive daily. Wethink Earth is one of the most pleasant planets
weve ever visted.”

"We're glad to have you, of course," said my wife, "and it seemsthat our people have gotten over
their initid fears”

"The hallyhocks did the trick," said Doim.

"l guess s0. How many nuhp are there on Earth now?”

"About five or sx million, I'd say.”

The Firg Lady was gtartled. "1 didn't think it would be that many.”

Doim laughed. "We're not just herein America, you know. Weredl over. Weredlly like Earth.
Although, of course, Earth isn't absolutely the best planet. Our own home, Nupworld, is still Number
One; but Earth would certainly beonany Top Tenlig."

"Un-huh." (My wife has learned many important oratori-ca tricksfrom me,)
"That'swhy were so glad to help you beautify and mod-ernize your world."

"The hollyhockswerenice," said the First Lady. "But when are you going to tackle the redlly vita
questions?’

"Don't worry about that," said Doim, turning her attention to her cottage cheese sdlad.

"When are you going to take care of world hunger?"

"Pretty soon. Don't worry."

"Urban blight?'

"Pretty soon."

"Man'sinhumanity to man?'

Doim gave my wife an impatient look. "We haven't even been here for sx monthsyet. What do you



want, miracles? Weve dready done more than your husband accomplished in hisentirefirst term.”
"Hollyhocks," muttered the First Ladly.

"l heard that," said Doim. "Therest of the universe absolutely adores hollyhocks. We can't helpiit if
humans have no taste.”

They finished their lunch in silence, and my wife came back to the White House fuming.

That same week, one of my advisers showed me aletter that had been sent by ayoung man in New
Mexico. Several nuhp had moved into a condo next door to him and had begun advising him about the
best investment possibilities (urban respiratory spas), the best fabrics and colors to wear to show off his
coloring, the best holo system on the market (the Esmeraldas F-64 with hex-phased Libertad screens
and aRuy Challenger argon solipsizer), the best place to watch sunsets (the revolving restaurant on top
of the Weyerhauser Building in Y elowstone City), the best winesto go with everything (too numerousto
mention—send SASE for list), and which of the two women he was dating to marry (Candi Marie
Egerhazy). "Mr. President,” said the bewildered young man, "1 redlize that we must be gracious hoststo
our bene-factors from space, but | am having some difficulty keeping my temper. The nuhp are certainly
knowledgeable and willing to share the benefits of their wisdom, but they don't even wait to be asked. If
they were people, regular human beings who lived next door, | would have punched their lights out by
now. Please advise. And hurry: they are taking me downtown next Friday to pick out an engagement ring
and new living room furniture. | don't even want new living room furniture!”

Luis, my secretary of defense, talked to Hurv about the ultimate goals of the nuhp. "We don't have
any gods" hesad. "Werejust taking it easy."

"Then why did you cometo Earth?" asked Luis.

"Why do you go bowling?'

"l don't go bowling."

"Y ou should,” said Hurv. "Bowling isthe most enjoyable thing a person can do.”
"What about sex?'

"Bowling is sex. Bowling isasymbolic form of inter-course, except you don't have to bother about
the fedings of some other person. Bowling is sex without guilt. Bowling iswhat people have wanted
down through al the millennia: sex without the dightest responsibility. It'sthe very ditillation of the
essence of sex. Bowling is sex without fear and shame.”

"Bowling issex without pleasure,” said Luis.

Therewasabrief glence. ™Y ou mean,” said Hurv, "that when you put that ball right into the pocket
and see those pins explode off the dley, you don't have an orgasm?’

"Nope," sad Luis.

"That's your problem, then. | can't help you there, you'll have to see some kind of therapist. It's
obvious this subject embarrasses you. Let'stalk about something else."

"Finewith me" said Luismoodily. "When are we going to receive the real benefits of your
technologica superiority? When are you going to unlock the fina secrets of the atom? When are you
going to free mankind from drudgery?"

"What do you mean, ‘technologica superiority*?' asked Hurv.
"There must be scientific wonders beyond our imagining aboard your mother ships.”

"Not so's you'd notice. We're not even so advanced as you people here on Earth. Weve learned all
sorts of wonder-ful things since we've been here.”



"What?' Luis couldn't imagine what Hurv wastrying to say.

"We don't have anything like your astonishing bubble memories or silicon chips. We never invented
anything com-parable to the transstor, even. Y ou know why the mother shipsare so big?”

"My God."

"That'sright,” said Hurv, "vacuum tubes. All our space-craft operate on vacuum tubes. They take up
ahdl of alot of space. And they burn out. Do you know how long it takes to find the goddamn tube
when it burns out? Remember how people used to take bags of vacuum tubes from their televi-son sets
down to the drugstore to use the tube tester? Think of doing that with something the size of our mother
ships

And we can't just zip off into space when wefed likeit. We haveto let amother ship warm up first.
Y ou haveto turn the key and let the thing warm up for acouple of minutes, then you can zip off into
gpace. It'sagoddamn pain in the neck.”

"l don't understand.” said L uis, stunned. "If your tech-nology is so primitive, how did you come here?
If we're so far ahead of you, we should have discovered your planet, instead of the other way around.”

Hurv gave agentle laugh. "Don't pat yoursdlf on the back, Luis. Just because your eectronicsare
better than ours, you aren't necessarily superior in any way. Look, imagine that you humansareamanin
Los Angeleswith abrand-new Trujillo and we are anuhp in New Y ork with a beat-up old Ford. The
two fellows gtart driving toward St. Louis. Now, the guy in the Trujillo isdoing 120 on the interstates,
and the guy in the Ford is putting along at 55; but the human in the Trujillo stopsin Vegas and putsall of
his gas money down the hole of ablackjack table, and the determined little nuhp cruises aong for days
until at last he reacheshisgod. It'sal amatter of superior intellect and the will to succeed. Y our people
talk alot about going to the stars, but you just keep putting your money into other projects, likewar and
popular music and internationa athletic events and resurrecting the fashions of previous decades. If you
wanted to go into space, you would have."

"But we do want to go."

"Thenwell help you. Well give you the secrets. And you can explain your electronicsto our
engineers, and together well build wonderful new mother shipsthat will open the universe to both humans
and nuhp."

Luislet out hisbreath. " Sounds good to me," he said.

Everyone agreed that thislooked better than hollyhocks. We dl hoped that we could keep from
kicking their collective asses long enough to collect on that promise.

When | wasin college, my roommeate in my sophomore year wasatal, skinny guy named Barry
Rintz. Barry had wild, wavy black hair and a sharp face that looked like a handsome, normd face that
had been sat on and folded in the middle. He squinted alot, not because he had any defect in his
eyesight, but because he wanted to give the impression that he was congtantly evauating the world. This
wastrue.

Barry could tel you the actua and market values of any object you happened to come across.

We had a double date one footbal weekend with two girls from another college in the same city.
Before the game, we met the girls and took them to the university's art museum, which was pretty large
and owned an impressive collection. My date, a pretty elementary ed. mgjor named Brigid, and |
wandered from gdlery to galery, remarking that our tastesin art were very similar. We both like the
Impressionists, and we both like Surreglism. There were acouple of little Renoirs that we admired for
amogt half an hour, and then we made alot of slly sophomore jokes about what was happening in the
Magritte and Ddli and de Chirico paintings.



Barry and hisdate, Dixie, ran across us by accident asdl four of us passed through the sculpture
gdlery. "Therésaterific Seurat down there" Brigid told her girlfriend.

"Seurat," Barry said. Therewas alot of amused disbelief in hisvoice.

"I like Seurat," said Dixie.

"Wel, of course," said Barry, "thereés nothing realy wrong with Seurat.”
"What do you mean by that?'

"Do you know F. E. Church?' he asked.

"Who?' | said.

"Come here." He practicaly dragged usto agdlery of American paintings. F. Ei Churchwasa
remarkable Ameri-can landscape painter (1826-1900) who achieved an astonish-ing and lovely
luminancein hisworks. "Look at that light!" cried Barry. "L ook at that space! Look at that air!™

Brigid glanced at Dixie. "Look at that air?' she whispered.

It was afine painting and we al said so, but Barry wasinsstent. F. E. Church wasthe greatest artist
in American history, and one of the best the world has ever known. "1'd put him right up there with Van
Dyck and Candetto.”

"Candetto?' said Dixie. "The one who did al those pictures of Venice?'

"Those skied" murmured Barry ecstaticaly. He wore the drunken expression of the satisfied
voluptuary.
"Some people like paintings of puppies or naked women,” | offered. "Barry likeslight and air.”

Weleft the museum and had lunch. Barry told us which things on the menu were worth ordering, and
which things were an abomination. He made us dl drink an obscure im-ported beer from Ecuador. To
Barry, theworld was divided up into masterpieces and abominations. It made life so much smpler for
him, except that he never understood why his friends could never tell one from the other.

At thefootbal game, Barry compared our school's quarter-back to Y. A, Tittle. He compared the
other team's punter to Ngoc Van Vinh. He compared the halftime show to the Ohio State band's Script
Ohio formation. Before the end of the third quarter, it was very obviousto me that Barry was going to
have absolutely no luck at dl with Dixie. Before the clock ran out in the fourth quarter, Brigid and | had
made whis-pered plans to dump the other two as soon as possible and snesk away by ourselves. Dixie
would probably find an ex-cuse to ride the bus back to her dorm before suppertime. Barry, asusual,
would spend the evening in our room, read-ing The Making of the President 1996.

On other occasions Barry would lecture me about subjects as diverse as American Literature (the
best poet was Edwin Arlington Robinson, the best novelist James T. Farrell), ani-mals (the only correct
pet was the golden retriever), clothing (in anything other than anavy blue jacket and gray dacksaman
was just asking for trouble), and even hobbies (Barry collected military decorations of czarist Imperid
Russia. Hewouldn't talk to me for days after | told him my father collected barbed wire).

Barry was awedlth of information. He was the campus arbiter of good taste. Everyone knew that
Barry was the man to ask.

But no one ever did. We dl hated hisguts. | moved out of our dorm room before the end of the fall
semester. Shunned, londly, and bitter Barry Rintz wound up as aguidance coun-selor in a Jigh school in
Ames, lowa. Thejob was absolutely perfect for him; few people are so lucky in finding a career.

If I didn't know better, | might have believed that Barry wasthe origind advance spy for the nuhp.
When the nuhp had been on Earth for afull yesar, they gave usthe gift of interstellar travel. 1t was



surprisngly inexpen-sive. The nuhp explained their propulsion system, which was chegp and safeand
adaptableto al sorts of other earthbound applications. The revel ations opened up an entirely new area of
scientific speculation. Then the nuhp taught ustheir navi-gationd methods, and about the "shortcuts' they
had discov-ered in space. People caled them space warps, although technically speaking, the shortcuts
had nothing to do with Eingteinian theory or curved space or anything like that. Not many humans
understood what the nuhp were talking about, but that didn't make very much difference. The nuhp didn't
understand the shortcuts, ether; they just used them. The matter was presented to uslike a Thanksgiving
turkey on aplatter. We bypassed the whole business of cautious scientific experimentation and legped
right into commercia exploita-tion. Mitsubishi of LaPaz and Martin Marietta used nuhp schematicsto
begin construction of three luxury passenger ships, each capable of trangporting a thousand tourists
any-where in our galaxy. Although man had yet to set foot on the moons of Jupiter, certain selected travel
agencies began book-ing passage for agrand tour of the dozen nearest inhabited worlds.

Y es, it seemed that space was teeming with life, humanoid life on planets circling haf the G-type Sars
in the heavens. "We've been trying to communicate with extraterrestria in-telligence for decades,”
complained one Soviet scientist. "Why haven't they responded?!

A friendly nuhp merely shrugged. "Everybody's trying to communicete out there," he said. ™Y our
messages are like Publishers Clearing House mail to them.” At first, that was ablow to our racia pride,
but we got over it. As soon aswe joined the interstellar community, they'd begin to take us more
serioudy. And the nuhp had made that possible.

Wewere grateful to the nuhp, but that didn't make them any easier to live with. They were il
insufferable. As my second term as president came to an end, Pleen began to advise me about my future
career. "Don't write abook," hetold me (after | had aready written the first two hundred pages of a A
President Remembers). "If you want to be an elder statesman, fine; but keep alow profile and wait for
the people to cometo you."

"What am | supposed to do with my time, then?" | asked.

"Choose anew career,” Pleen said. "You're not al that old. Lots of people do it. Have you
considered starting amail-order business? Y ou can operate it from your home. Or go back to school and
take courses in some subject that's dways interested you. Or become active in church or civic projects.
Find anew hobby: raising hollyhocks or collecting military decorations.”

"Pleen,” | begged, "just leave me done.”
He seemed hurt. "Sure, if that's what you want." | regret-ted my harsh words.

All over the country, al over the world, everyone was having the same trouble with the nuhp. It
seemed that so many of them had come to Earth, every human had his own persona nuhp to make
endless suggestions. There hadn't been so much tension in the world since the 1992 Miss Universe
contest, when the most votes went to No Award.

That'swhy it didn't surprise me very much when thefirst of our own mother shipsreturned from its
28-day voyage among the stars with only 276 of its 1,000 passengers still aboard. The other 724 had
remained behind on one lush, exciting, excatic, friendly world or another. These planets had onethingin
common: they were al populated by charming, warm, intdligent, humanlike people who had |&ft their
own home worlds after being discovered by the nuhp. Many races lived together in peace and harmony
on these planets, in spacious cities newly built to house the fed-up expatriates. Perhaps these dien races
had experienced the sameinternd jealousies and hatreds we human beings had known for so long, but no
more. Coming together from many planets throughout our galaxy, these various peoples dwelt
contentedly beside each other, united by a single common adversion: their didike for the nuhp.

Within ayear of the launching of our firgt interstellar ship, the population of Earth had declined by 0.5
percent. Within two years, the population had fallen by dmost 14 million. The nuhp were too sincere and



too eager and too sympathetic to fight with. That didn't make them any lesstedious. Rather than make a
scene, most people just up and left. There were plenty of redlly lovely worldsto visit, and it didn't cost
very much, and the opportunitiesin space were unlimited. Many people who were frustrated and
disappointed on Earth were able to build new and fulfilling lives for themselves on plan-ets that until the
nuhp arrived, we didn't even know existed.

The nuhp knew thiswould happen. It had already happened dozens, hundreds of timesin the past,
wherever their mother ships touched down. They had made promisesto us and they had kept them,
athough we couldn't have guessed just how things would turn out.

Our citieswere no longer decaying warrens imprisoning the impoverished masses. The few people
who remained behind could pick and choose among the best housing. Landlords were forced to reduce
rents and keep propertiesin perfect repair just to attract tenants.

Hunger was ended when the ratio of consumersto food producers dropped drastically. Within ten
years, the popula-tion of Earth was cut in half, and was ill faling.

For the same reason, poverty began to disappear. There were plenty of jobs for everyone. When it
became apparent that the nuhp weren't going to compete for those jobs, there were more opportunities
than people to take advantage of them.

Discrimination and prejudice vanished amost overnight. Everyone cooperated to keep things running
smoothly despite the large-scale emigration. The good life was available to everyone, and so resentments
melted away. Then, too, what-ever enmity people till felt could be focused solely on the nuhp; the nuhp
didn't mind, either. They wereoblivioustoit al.

| am now the mayor and postmagter of the small human community of New Dallas, hereon Thir, the
fourth planet of astar known in our old catalog as Struve 2398. The various aien races we encountered
here cdl the star by another name, which trandatesinto "God's Pinedl." All the diens here are extremely
helpful and charitable, and there are few nuhp.

All through the galaxy, the nuhp are considered the mes-sengers of peace. Their missonisto travel
from planet to planet, bringing reconciliation, progperity, and true civilizartion. Thereisn't anintelligent
racein the gdaxy that doesn't love the nuhp. We all recognize whet they've done and what they've given
us

But if the nuhp started moving in down the block, we'd be packed and on our way somewhere else
by morning.

A DAY IN THE KIN (OR, THE CENTURY WE WERE OUT OF THEM)
TanithLee

When we go out to colonize the planets of other stars, odds are that there will be unexpected
catastrophes. Science fiction has told of such things often, but we must bear in mind that by the
time we achieve interstellar travel our technology will be greatly advanced, so we may by then
have the means to cope with great problems. Of course, coping will always remain basically a
human task, as Tanith Lee showsin this story.

Tanith Lee is one of the most accomplished science fiction writers of the past ten years, in both
short stories and novels. She's been so prolific and accomplished that even a sample list of her
books would be impractical; this story will give an example of why that's true.



And thefirg thing you more or less think when you get Back is. God, wher€'s everything gone? (Just
as, smilarly, when you get Out you more or lessthink, Hey wheres dl this coming from?) Neither
thought isrationa, smply out-raged ingtinct. The same as, coming Back, it seems for amoment stone
slent, blind dark and ice cold. It's none of those. It's nothing. In ajoking mood, some of us have been
known to refer toit, this—what shdl | call it?this place—as Sens-D (sensory deprivation). It isn't
though, because when your Outward senses—vision, hearing, smell, taste, touch— when they go off,
other things come on. The alfer-senses. Hard to describe. For atime, you reckon them as
compensation, sand-ins, like eating, out in the skin world, a cut of sausage when you hankered for a
gtesk. Only inawhileit stops being that. It becomes steak. The equivaent senses arejust fine, although
the only non-technical way | can come up with to expressthem isinterms of equivaents, aterndives.
Andtimeitself isaproblem, in here, or down there, or where the hell ever. Yes, it passes. One can judge
it. But onerarely does, after the first months. In the first months you're con-stantly pacing, like some guy
looking a hiswatch: Isit timeyet?Isit time now? Then that cools off. Something happens, in here, down
there... Sothat when at last the impulse comesthrough Time to get up (or Out) youturnlazily, likea
fishinapool (equivaents), and you equivdently say, Ohredly?Do | haveto?

"Sure, Scay. Y ou do haveto. It'sin the Company con-tract. And if | let you lie, thered be dl hell and
hereafter to pay H.Q. Not to mention from you, when you finally get Out for keeps."

So | dter-said, in the way the impulse can assmilate and send on, "How long, and what isit?’

"One day. One huge and perfect High Summer day. Forty-two hours. And you got agood one,
Scay, listen, ared beauty.”

"Mdeor femae?!

"Alee-mde.”

"All right. I can about remember being femae."

"Firgt femaefor you for ten years, ah? Exciting.”

"Go knit yoursdlf abrain.”

Dydoo, who manages the machines, snuffled and whined, which | ater-heard now clearly, as he set
up my ride. | tried to pull mysdlf together for the Big Wrench. But you never manageit. Suddenly you are
whirling down atunnel full of fireworks, at the end of which you explode insde amass of siff jelly. And
there | was, flailling and shrieking, just aswe dl flail and shriek, in the middle of asupport couch in the
middle of Trandfer.

"Hushahush," said the machines, and gentle firm me-chanica arms held me and held me down.

Presently | relgpsed panting—yes, panting. Air.

"Look up," said Dydoo. | looked. Things flashed and tickered. "Everything'sfine. Y ou can hear me?
Seeme?'

"l can even smdll you," | gasped, tears streaming down my face, my heart crashing like surf on the
rocks. Therewas adull booming painin my head | cared for about as much as Dydoo cared for my last
remark. "Dydoo," | continued, speech not coming easy, "who had thisonelast?1 think they gaveit a
cranid fracture.”

"Nah, nah. 'Sdl right. Mike tied one on with the wine and brandy-pop. It's pumped full of vitamins
and de-tox. Should take about a hundred and fifteen seconds more, and you'll fed just dandy, you rat."

I lay there, waiting for Mike Flir's hangover to go away, and watched, with my borrowed eyes,
Dydoo bustling round the shiny bright room. Heis either asaint or amasochist (or are they the same?).
Since one of us hasto oversee these particular machines, he agreed to beit, and so he took the only
living quarters permanently available. The most highly developed local faunaisakind of dog-like



creature, spinaly adapted for walking upright, like the Terran ape, and with articul ated forepaws and
jaw. With alittle surgery, this nut-brown woolly beast, with its floppy ears and huge soulful eyes, wasadl
ready for work, and thus for Dydoo.

"My, Dydoo," | said, "you look real sweet today. Come on over, I'll give you abone."
"Shurrup,” growled Dydoo. No doubt, thesetired old jests get on hisfurry nerves.

Once my skull stopped booming, | got up and went to look at myself in the unlikely pier-glassat one
end of the antiseptic room.

"Wdl, | remember this one. Thisused to be Miranda."

There she stood, twenty-five, small, curvy, alittle heavy but nice, creamy gold, with long fair hair
down to her second cluster of dimples.

"Y eah. Good stuff,” said Dydoo, deciding yet again; he doesn't or can't afford to hold a grudge more
than aminute,

"How long, | wonder, before | get ago a my own—"

"Now you know it doesn't work like that, Scay. Don't you? Hah?"

"Yes, | know it doesn't. Just lamenting, Dydoo. Tell me, who had me Out last time?”

"Vundar Cope. And he broke off abit."

“What? Hexos Christ! Which bit?'

"Just kidding," said Dydoo. "If you're worried, I'll take you over to the Store, and let yah look."
"No thanks, for Chrissake. | don't like seeing mysdlf that way."

"Okay. And try to talk like alady, can't you?'

"Walkies, Dydoo," | snarled. " Fetch!"

"Ah, get salted."

It took me a couple of quivery hoursto grow accustomed to being in Miranda's body; correction,
Fern. Sub. 68. | bruised my hipsalat, trying to get between and by furniture that was no longer wide
enough for me. The scented bath and the lingerie were exciting al right. But not in the right way, 1'd been
malein the beginning and much of the time after, and I'd had arun of being malefor every one of my
fifty-one daysayear Out for ten, eleven years. That's generally how it's designated, unless an
adventurous preferenceis stated. Stick with what you're used to. But sometimes you must take what you
can get. | dlowed awhile before |eft Transfer, to seeto a couple of things. The lingerie and the mirrors
helped. It was asafe bet, | probably wouldn't be up (to mis-coin a phrase) to any straight sex this
holiday. Besides, | didn't know who else was Out, and Dydoo had gotten so grouchy inthe end, | hadn't
bothered to ask. Normally there are around forty to fifty peoplein the skin on any given day. Amounts of
time vary, depending on how the work programs pan out and the "holiday" schedules have built up. My
day, | now re-caled, was afree diurna owing to me from last year, that the Company had never yet
made up. Perfect to the letter, our Company. After al, who wants to get sued? Not that anyone who
sues ever wins, but it's messy.

| wondered, as the moving ramp carried me out into town, just what Dydoo was getting paid to keep
him woofing dong in there.

Thefirst body | passed on Mainstreet was Fedalin's, and it gave me the creeps, the way it till
sometimes does, because naturdly it wasn't Feddin inside. Whoever was, was giving it aheck of atime.
Red-rimmed eyes, drug-smoked irises, shaking hands and faltering feet. To make mattersworse, the
wreck blew ableary whistle after Miranda's stacking. | didn't stop to belt him. My lady's stature and her



soft fists were of use only in one sort of brawl. | could see, | thought, nor for the first, why the Company
rules keep your own persond body in the Store whenever you yoursdlf are Out. It means you never get
into your own skin, but then too, there are never any overlaps, during which you might meet yoursdf on
the sdewalk with some other bastard driving. Pandemonium that would be, trying to throttle them, no
doubt, for the lack of care they were taking with your precious goods—and only, of course, ending up
throttling yoursdf. Inamanner. Al-though | didn't likelooking a my own battered old (thirty-five) skin
lying there, inice, like afish dummy, in the Store, | had once or twice gone over and compulsively
peeked. The second occasion, not only gave me the shivers, but 1'd flown into awow of arage because
someone had taken me Out for aweek's leave and put ten pounds on my gut. Obvioudy, the machines
would get that off in afew days. (The same aslesions, black eyes, and scomach ulcers get got rid of. The
worst | ever heard tell of was a cancerous lung that required one whole month of cancer-antibodies,
whichistwice aslong asit takesto cureit in abody that's occupied.) But there, even so, you get upset,
you can't help it. So it's on the whole better not to go and look, though H.Q. saysit's okay for you to go
and look—whichisto proveto usdl our skinsare still around in the public lending library. Goddamn it.

The contract says (and we al have a contract) that as soon asthe Bank is open for Business (five
yearsit's supposed to be now, but five years ago they said that, too) we al go Back into our own bodies.
Or into new improved bodies, or into new improved versions of our old bodies, or—you nameit. A red
party, and we al get aprize. When it dl started, around eighty years ago, that is, once everybody had
settled after theinitia squaling matches, Violent Scenes, hysteria, etc., some of usgot awild thrill out of
the novelty. Pebka-Sal, for example, hasit on record aways, where possible, to come Out as alady.
And when hefinaly getsaskin of hisown again, that is dueto be alady, also. But Pebka-Sol lost his
own skin, the true, masculine one, so hel's entitled. | guess we're the lucky ones, me, Feddin, Miranda,
Christof, Haro— those of usthat didn't lose anything as aresult of the Acci-dent. Except, our rights. ..

| try to be conscientious, mysdif, | redlly do. But handling Mirandawas going to be adrag. She'salot
littler than me, or than I'm used to, and her capacity isalot less. I'm used to drinking fairly hard, but hard
was theword it was going to be on her, if | tried that; plus she'd aready been doused by some jack,
yesterday. | walked into the bar on Mainstreet, the bar we used to hit in gabbling droveslong, long ago
under the glitter-kissed green dusk, when we were our own men and women. No one was there now,
though Fedalin's haunt had just walked him out the door. | dialed alarge pink Angel and put it, asip at a
time, into Mirandasinsides, to get her accustomed. "Here's not looking at you, kid," | toasted her.

| had that weird fedling | recollect | had when | first scooped afemale body from the draw forty odd
years ago. Shock and disorientation, firstly. Then aturn-on, racy, kinky, great. I'd got to the stage now of
feeling | was on adate, dating Miranda, only | was Miranda. My first lady had been Qwainie, and
Qwainiewasn't my type, which in thelong run made things easier fagter. But Mirandais my type. Oh my
yes. (Whichisodd in away asthe only woman | ever was really serious with—well, she wasn't like
Mirandaat all.) So | dialed Miranda another Angdl, and we drank it down.

Asthiswas happening, atal, dark man with atawny tan, the right weight and nothing forcing steam
out of hisnose and eyebdls, cameinto the bar. He dided a Codwater, the most |ethal beer and acohol
mix in the galaxy (they say); one of my own preferred tipples, and sauntered over.

"Niceday, Scay."
"Heknowsme," said Miranda's soft cute voice with the dight lisp.
"Theway you drink, feller,” he said.

| had emptied the glass, and Mirandas ears were faintly ringing. I'd haveto wait awhilefor the girl to
catch up.

"Wadl, if heknows methat wdl, then I'll hazard on who heis."
"Win, and hélll stand you a Coawater."



"Thelady wouldn't like that. Anyway. Let'stry Haro Fielding.”
"Holeinone”
"Well, fancy that. They let us Out the sametime again.”

Haro, whom | thought was in the skin of one of the tech. people whose name | had midaid, grinned
mildly.

"I've been Out a couple of weeks. Tin and irradium traces over south. Due Back In tomorrow noon.
You?'

"Forty-two hours."
"Hard bread."
"Yesh"

We gtared into our glasses, mine empty, and | wished sweet Mirandawould buck up and stop ringing
50 | could drink some more. Haro's rig had been auspicious, atall dark man just like Haro"s own body.
But he'd treated it with respect. That was Haro Fielding al over, if you seewhat | mean. A redly nice
guy, super intdligent, intellectud, dl that, and sound, as about nothing but people ever are, and that
rarely, let me add. We had been working together on the asti-manganese traces the other side of the
Rockies when the Accident happened, back here in town. That was how we two kept our skins. |
remember we were down atunnd scraping away, with the analysis robot-pack clunking about in the
debris, when the explosion ripped through the planet's bow-€ls. It was alow, thrumming vibration, where
we were, more than abang. We were both apair of tall guys, but Haro taller than me, with one of the
best brains| ever came across. And he stood up and crashed this brain against the tunnel-celling and
nearly knocked himsdlf out. "What the F wasthat?' | asked, after we'd gotten oursalves together. "It
sounded,” said Haro to me, "like the whole of Base Town just blew up, hit the troposphere, and fell back
down again." Hewasn't far out.

We made it back through the rock hillsin the air-buggy inside twenty minutes. WWhen we came over
the top and saw the valley full of red haze and smoke and jets of steam, | was scared as hell. Y ou could
hear darm bells and sirens going, but the smog was too thick to work out what kind of rescue went on
and what was just automatic noise and usdess. | sat in the driver's seat, gunning the buggy forward, and
swearing and haf crying. And Haro said, "It's okay."

"Of courseit's not bloody okay. Look at it—there's no goddamn thing left—"
"Hey," hesad, "cam down."

"Cdm down! You're crazy. No, I'm not just shaken up over who may have just died in that soup. I'm
pissng mysdf that if it'sal gone, well never get off this guck-heded planet dive.”

The point being that planet NX 5 (whereon we are) is sufficient distance from H.Q. that it had taken
our team, the "pioneer squad” every expert Company sendsin ahead of itsdlf, to explore, to test, to
annotate, to break open for the use of Man, had taken us, | started to say, around thirty Terran yearsto
arrive. Weld traveled cryogenically, of course, deep-frozen in our neet little cdlls, and that was how we'd
get back when it wastime. Only if Base had blown up, then maybe the ship had blown up, too, plusall
thelife supports, the S.O.S.'s— every darling thing. Naturaly, if reports suddenly stopped coming in, the
Company would investigate. But it would take thirty years before anything concrete got here. Though
NX 5isagalant sght, with its pyramida rocksrich in hidden ores, its dry forests and cold pastel deserts
busy with interesting floraand fauna, and its purling paelemon skies.. . it doesn't offer ahuman much
damn anything to get by on. While the quaint doggies that roam the lands, barking and walking upright,
joy of the naturaist, had afew timestried to tear some of usto pieces. Marooned without proper
supplies, shelter or defense: with nothing—that was a fate and three-quarters.



"Well be dead in half amonth," | said.

"To die—to deep, no more,” Haro muttered, and | began to think the blow on the head had knocked
him silly, soit'd be ahdf month shared with alunatic at that.

However. We careered down into the smoke, and the first thing, arobot machine came up and
ordered us off to a safety point. Events, it seemed, weren't so bad asthey looked. Matterswerein
(metd) hand.

The short High Winter day drew to its end under cover of the murk, and we sat in the swimpool
building on the out-skirts, which had escaped the blast. Other survivors had come streaming and
racketing in. There were about ninety of us crammed round the pool, eating potato chips and nuts and
drinking cold coffee, which were al the rations the pool machines, on quarter-power, would give us.
Most of the survivors had been away on recon., or various digs, or other stuff, like Haro and me. A
handful with minor injuries, caught around the periphery of Base Town, were in the underground medica
sanitorium which, situated northside, was unscathed. There were some others, too, athird of the planet
away on fidd studies, who had yet to find out. It seemed that the core in the third quadrant of Base's
energy plant had destabilized, gone critical and—wham. The blast was of course "clean,” but that was al
you could say for it. Thethird quadrant (Westtown) had gone down amolten crater, and most of the rest
of the place had reacted the way a pile of loose bricks might do in ascale 9 earthquake. That means,
too, peopledie.

By dawn the next chill day, we had the figures. There had been around five thousand of us on-world,
what with the primary team, and the back-up personnel—shipmen, ground crew, service, mechanics and
techies. Out of those men and women, one thousand nine hundred and seventy-three were now dead.
What we felt and said about that | won't repeat now, there's nothing worse than abad case of
requiemitis

Some of them were pals, you see. And acouple of them, well. Well, one of them was once
practically my wife, only we never made it that far, parted, stayed friends (cliche). Y ep. Requiemitis.
Let'sget on.

Asde from the dead, there were alot of gruesomely in-jured down in the San., nearly three thousand
of them. While the hospital machineries could keep them out of pain and adequatdly dive, the messthey
werein required one form of surgery only. The form that's discreetly known on Earth as Rebo, and is
normally only for the blazing rich. Rebo, or the trandfer of the ego, with dl itsmemories, foibles, shining
virtues and fascinating defects, from one body (for some reason awash-out—crippled,
pan-cancerous—what you will) to another, isonly carried out in extreme cases. And indeed the business
was hushed up for years, then said not to work, then said not to be in use. It happened though, that our
Very Own Company was one of the sponsors of the most advanced Rebo (re-bodying) techniques.
Again, on Earth and the Earth Worlds, there are laws that limit transfer strictly. (And, natu-rdly, there are
religious sects who block the Sunday news abhorring the measure.) In our case, though. .. wewere
different, weren't we? A heroic advance guard on aremote planet, needed to carry out vital work, €tc.;
and dl that.

Those were the first tidings of comfort and joy; figures of desth and injury and rumors of Rebo. It
threw us about somewhat. | noticed that the machines started to serve us hot food and alcohol about this
juncture. Then Haro and | got plastered to the plaster, and | stopped noticing. The second gospel came
on about an hour later.

Now, an ego that's transferred, where doth it go? It goeth into another body, natch. Fine. Generally
it'sagrown body— android—tissue and cells. That can take anything from atrio of monthsto ayear,
dependent on format and specifications, and, let it be whispered, on the amount of butter you can spread.
Sometimes, too, there have alegedly been transfersinto the recently dead bodies of others. (Thereis
supposed to beagd in Appeline, New Earth, who bought her way into the pumped-out body of amovie



star, dead of an overdose. Apocrypha perhaps.) Or even of animals. (There's a poem about that one:
Please, God, make of me a panther, A pretty panther, to please me, Pretty please, Hexos or Javeh or
Pan, Thereisno God but the god who can— Make me a panther, please.)

That—I mean, grown androids—is what should have hap-pened here. Approaching three thousand
bodiesfor those that, aive only on support systems, needed them. Trouble was— you guessed it—the
tissue banks that would have begun the project were over in Westtown and blown to tomorrow. It would
take thirty yearsto get us some more.

The only facilities they had were the remains of the cryo-genic storage (the ship had caught the blast),
wholeif de-pleted berths for about two hundred, into which three thousand persons were not going to fit.
And another ouitfit, of which we knew little, but which would act, gpparently, asthe interim point of the
transferral operation, akind of waiting room between bodies. Mostly, atransfer flashes the subject
through that place so fast it's just a nonstop station on theway. Y &, thisarea, too, wasit seemed
capable of storing. Storing an ego. And its capacity was unlimited.

Just as requiems can be tedious, rehashing old action re-plays of panic and mayhem can get one
down. So, I'll just spin the outline for those of uswho likeit in the big bold type.

The Company, who had gotten word of the latest position via the beacon intercom, had a proposition
to offer us. And for proposition, read Fact. For we who are Company Persons know we belong to our
Company, body and—yes, let's hear it for laughs—soul .

The Company would like usto stay on, and hang in there. Thiswas how: The survivors of the
Accident (and isn't that alovesome namefor it?) about one hundred and fifty people of both sexes,
would donate their bodies to acommon fund. Now, and let me stress this, around one hundred and fifty
bodies put out like pairs of pants and dressesfor the use of—one deep breath—over three thousand
footloose egos. For the life supports would be switched off and the liberated bodiless egos of the
mortally wounded taken into the wonderful—what shal | cdl it?—place—that stored unlim-ited egos
within itsunlimited capacity. And into that place aso, would go the liberated egos of those whose "skins'
had not been damaged, those skins now the property of All. And herein the place wewould dl live, not
crowded, for the disembodied are not crowded, lords and ladies of infinite space, inside anutshell. Then,
when it was our alotted time physicaly to work or play, Out we would come and get in abody. Not our
own. That would hardly befair, would it?

Make those who had lost their own bodies for good fed jedous. (For that reason, no one getsfindly
supplied from the Bank or the Store until everyone gets supplied. Suitsfor al or noneat al.) Anyway,
there might be adip-up. Yes, dips-up happen, like cores destabilizing. Gray vibesto meet oneself on the
dreet in thral to another. And in thirty yearsthe androids would start growing like beautiful orchidsin
their tanks. And in maybe sixty years (or abit longer, were starting from scratch, remember, and not
geared in thefirg placeto do it) therelll be suitsfor dl, bodies for everyone. New bodies, old familiar
bodies, loved ones, forgotten ones—ah, the com-post with it. It stank. And we shrilled and howled and
argued and screamed. And we ended up in it to our eyebrows.

| recdl wandering in along drunk, and Haro, tall and dark and tawny, then as now, and drunk as me,
said tome: "Cam down, Scay. They may blow it and kill us.”

"But | don't want to bekilled, pd."

"Nothing toit," said Haro. " Something to look forward to."

"My God, you till remember thet," said Haro, draining his Codwater.
Miranda's ears had stopped dinging.

"Say, Miranda, would you care for another?' | asked her in her own honeyed voice. "Of course|
remember, you turkey. Get killed. Boy."



"Although Sens-D. isasort of death. Y ou redize that, Scay?'

"Yes. Surely. Only I'm not dead in there. In there stops me getting dead. Y ou know, | was thinking,
itsfunny—" ("Y ou thinking isfunny?Y oureright there," interpolates Haro) "—Y ou get in askin and you
come Out and you fedl wrong, and you fed okay, dl at the same moment. And if you stay withtheskina
while, weeks, amonth at atime, epecidly if youreworking in it—it sartsto fed naturd. Asif you
awayshad it. Or something very likeit, evenif itisn't likeit. Take Mirandahere, | could get used to
Miranda. Seems unlikely now, but I know from past experience | could, and would. Meanwhile, the—
place—that startsto seem aien and frightening al over. So you can hardly stand to go Back there. And
now and then, you need their drugs to stop you kicking and screaming on the way to Trandfer, asif you
were going off to get shot in the skull. And yet—"

"And yet?' said Haro, looking at me quietly with the other man's dark eyes.

"And yet, no one mentionsit, but we al know, | suppose. When you come Out, therésthe Big
Wrench. It'syellow murder coming through into anew body. But when you go Back/n—"

"No Wrench."

"No Wrench. Just like dipping into cool water and drifting there. | know theré's sometimesa
disorientation—it's cold, I've gone blind—that stuff. But it happensless and less, doesn't it? The last time
| went Back. Hell, Haro. 1t waslike gliding out of alump of lead.”

"And how do you fed about working, in Sens-D.?"

| narrowed Mirandas gorgeous sherry eyes. Haro called it by the dang name, dways, and | knew
Haro. He was doing that just because, to him, "sensory deprivation” meant noth-ing of the sort, and hed
acknowledged it.

"I work fine down, up, In there. | do. When they started asking us to work that way, assessments,
work-ups, lay-outs— the ideas stuff we used to do prowling round a desk—I thought it'd be afarce. But
it's—gtimulating, right? And then the assmilator passes on what you do, putsit in words Outside. |
sometimes wonder how much talent getslost just fumbling around in the physica after words—"

"And did you know," said Haro, "that some of the best work any of us ever did is coming out of our
disembodied egosin Sens-D.?"

| swore. "Ger-eat. That meanswell be stuck in there more and more. If the sweetheart Company
found that out, they'll fix our contracts and—"

"But you just said, Scay, it'sgood In there."
"Devil's advocate. Come on. Where'sthe Coawater you promised Miranda?'

He got the drinks and we drank them, and the conversation turned, because Company maneuvers
and dl the Company Likes and Wants can be disquieting. There have been nightsinthe skin | havelan
and wondered, there, if the Company might not have arranged it al, even the Accident, just to see how
we make out, what happensto us, in the place, or in the skin of another guy. Which iscrazy, crazy. Sure
itis

Anyhow, Haro was due Back tomorrow, and | had only thirty-seven more hours lft.

* % %

Rebuilt, and glamorized to make us happy, once we were stuck here for a century or so, Base Town
was astrange sght, white as meringue againgt NX 5'slemon sky. Made in the beginning for the
accommodation, researches and plea-sures of afloating population of two thousand, you now seldom
saw more than twenty people on the streets at atime. For whom now did the bright lights sparkle, and
the musics play, the eateries beckon, the [absinvite and the libraries yawn? Who races the freeway,



swims the pool ? Who rides the carousal? And, baby, ask not for whom the bell tolls. With the desert
blowing beyond the dust traps on al sides, and sand-blown craters of the west, the Rockies over there,
frowning down, where weird whippy birds go flying in the fina spasms of sunset—Base hasthe look of
an eegant surred ghost town. It'sasif everyone has died, after dl. The onesyou see are only ghosts out
for aday inthe skin.

A new road goes west, off to that ship the machines are still working on. Haro and | walked out to
the road, paused, looked up it into distance, but made no move to do more. Once, years ago, we all
went to see what progress they were making on the getting-home stakes. So the road had occa-sional
traffic, some buggy or jetcar puttering or zooming aong, like adragonfly with wings of slver dust. Not
any more. Oh they'll get the ship ready intime, it'sin the contracts, in time for the new bodies, so we can
all goto deep for thirty years and wake up homein H.Q., which isn't home. Who cares, anyway. What's
home, who's home, to hurry for? Thirty years older, sixty years, one hundred and sixty. And we, the
Children of theIce, arethe same asdways. Live forever, and sdll your soul to the Company Store.

"Hey, Haro, what do we do now?"

We discussed possibles. We could take ajeep out into the desert and track a pack of doggies, bring
back alady doggy and giveit to Dydoo (who'd not smile). We could swim, et curry, ngp in the
Furlough, wakabout, eat pizza, go to amovie. We did those. The film was Jiarmennon, sent out to our
photo-tape receptorsinside ayear of its release on the Earth Worlds, by the kindly Company. A terrific
epic, huge screen, come-at-you effects, sound that goes through the back of the cerebellum and ends up
cranking the pelvis. One of those marvel ous entertainments that exactly combine action, spectacle and
profound thought. | admit, some of the pro-found thought | didn't quite latch on to. But the overal was
something plus. Five hours, with intervals. Three other peo-plein the theater. One of them, theonein
Fedalin, was asleep or passed out.

When we came forth, the afternoon bloomed full across the town, a primrose sunshade for two suns,
and it was sad enough to make you spit.

"Mirandas hormones are starting to pick up. Did she have crying jags, do you know?

We waked across to the Indoor Jardin, the one place we hadn't yet re-seen. In the ornamental pond,
the bright fish live and die and are taken away, and new bred bright fish put in. Maybe it was the last
Coalwater taken in the Sand Bar on East, but |, or Miranda's body, began suddenly to weep.

"Goddamn it, Miranda, leaveit out, will you?I've only got you for another ten hours, and you do this
to me. Quit, Miranda."

"Why doesit have to be Mirandawho's crying?' said Haro in his damn nice, damn clever way.
"Wl who'sit look like?"

"Lookslike Miranda. Soundslikeyou, feller."

"Falsetto? Yeah. Well. | didn't cry snce—Chrigt, when did | [ast?"

"Y ouwant metotdl you."

Bdligerent, | glared a him through massed wet ciliathick as bushes. "So tell me, tell me, turkey.”
"When the core blew, and took Mary withit."

"Ah. Oh, yes. Okay. Shit."

The pain of that, coming back when | hadn't expected it, stopped me crying, the way akick in the ear
can stop hiccups. Y ou preferred the hiccups, dl right?

"I'm sorry, Scay," Haro said presently. "Buit | think you needed to know."
"Know how | felt about—I know. It doesn't help.”



"Sometime, it may. Y ou wanted to be with her. And Company red tape on marriage liability got in
your way and you both chickened out. But your insdes didn't.”

"| used to dream about it," | said sullenly. "The Acci-dent. And her, and what it must've—e"

There was along pause, and the fish, who lived and died, burned there in the pond like votive
candles.

"It'sover now," said Haro. "It isn't happening to her anymore, except inside your head.”

We sat on the stone terrace, and he put his arm over my Mirandas shoulders, and Miranda
responded, the length of her spine.

"Miranda," | said, dightly ashamed, "wantsyou.”
"And | notice the guy I'm wearing today fancies the heck out of Miranda."

Heturned me, carefully, because | was awoman and he was much larger in build than |, and he
kissed me. It was good. It got to me how good it was.

"Weve never been in this position before,” | muttered, in Mirandas husky voice. "Asthe
Space-captain said to the wombat.

"Never been mae and femae together, | mean.” | eabo-rated, as our hands mutudly traveled, and
our mouths, and our bodies warmed and melded together like wax, and the flame lights up about the
usual way, about the usua part, but, oh brother, not quite. "What | mean s, kid. If you'd tried thison
when we were both male, I'd have knocked you into a cocked cuckoo-clock.”

"Thelady," said Haro, "doth protest too much.”
o, | shut up, and we enjoyed it, Haro, Miranda, and I.

Thelemon light was going to the acid of limes and the birds were tearing round the sky when we
started back along Maingtrest. | hadn't gotten Mirandatoo drunk, but | had got her well-laid, and that
was hedlthful for her. She had nothing to reproach me with.

"Y ou're not, by any chance, walking me home, Haro Fidding?"
"Nope."
"Well, good. Because, when | seeyou again, | don't know how I'm going to live thisdown.”

Heck, yes, | could hear myself, even the sentence-constructs were getting to be like Mirandas. That's
how you grow used to what you are. | supposeit was inevitable, the other scene, he and me, sometime.
Buddies. Yip.

"Don't worry too much about that," said Haro.

| shrugged. "I'll be Back In. | won't beworrying at al. That place isarea de-sexer, too. Genderless
we go. And get Out... confused.”

"That place," he repeated. " In. All that labor and dl that machinery, to keep alive. When dl thetime,
being Inis, I'd take a bet, d most what degath is."

"You sad that aready."
"I did, didn't 1? So if that'swhat death islike, where's the difference?’

"The differenceis, therésaguaranty on thisone. Y ou get there. Y ou go on. Not like—not like Mary,
blown into amillion grains of sugar.”

"Mary'sbody."
"Okay. Her body. | liked her body."



Haro stopped, looking up over the town at the glowing dying sky.

"Don' fool yourself. You loved Mary, not just Mary's skin. And though Miranda and this guy here
were making love, you and | were making it, too."

"Oh now look—I've got nothing agains—but I'm not—"

"Forget that. Y ou're missing the doorway and coming in the garbage-shoot with catsup in your hair.
What I'm saying isthis, and | want you to listen to me, Scay, or you won't understand.”

"What do | haveto understand, buster? Hah?"

"Just listen. Sens-D. is—Chrigt, it'sa zoo, an enclosure full of egos—of psychic, non-corpored,
unspecified, unclas-gfied, inexplicable and unexplained matter, that perssts out of, and detached from,
theflesh. Got it?'

"| got it. So?'

"Desth, Scay, isbeing that same psychic, non-corpored, etc.—etc.—materia—only Out of the skin
and Out of the box."

"Yes?' | sad palitely, to seeif held hit me. He didntt.

"The place, asyou cal it, isabirdcage. But look up there. That's where the birds want to be. The
freewide sky."

| watched the birdsin spite of mysdlf. | thought about our extended peculiar livesin the dave gangs of
the Company. Of going to deep onice. Of diding into the place. Of daysin the skin.

"That'sit?' | said eventudly. "All you want to tell me?"

"That'sit, that'sdl."

We said our good-byes near the Transfer ramp.

"Seeyou next kin," | said.

And Haro grinned and walked away.

* % %

Dydoo waved an ear at meas| strolled in, "Had anice day?'

"Divine"

Poor mutt. Hed been smoking, two trays full, and spilling over. | refrained from cracks about dog
ends. What alife the man led, held in that overcoat of fur and fume. It was ayoung specimen that died up
on the ridge, and the robots found it, cleaned out the disease, did the articulation surgery, and popped in

Dydoo. Sometimes, when he gets crazy-mad enough, helll bark. | know, | used to help make him. And
you know, it isn't redlly funny. Bird-cage. Dog-cage.

| got ready for going Back, and Dydoo gave me my shot. | wasn't bothered today, not fighting or
wanting to. | guess| haven't redly been like that for years. The anguish, that had aso gone, just a sort of
melancholy left, dmost nostalgia, for something or other. Beyond the high windows, the night was
coming, reflecting on instruments and panels and in the pier-glass, till thelights came up.

"Y ou ready now?"' Dydoo peered down a me.
"Go on, lick my face, why don't you?"'

"And put mysdlf off my nice meaty bone? Y ou should be so honored. Say, Scay?Y ah know what I'm
coming Out as at the end, the new body? Heh? The Hound of the Baskervilles. And I'm gonna get every
last one of you half-eyed creeps and—"



Then the switches went over.
One minute you are here, and then you are—there—
| glided free of the lump of lead into the other world.

Three days later (that'sthe timethey tell meit was) | made history. | spent two hoursin my own skin.
Y es. My very own battered thirty-five-year-old me. Hey!

My body was due, you see, for someone else, and because of what happened, they dumped me into
it first. So they could thump al those questions out a me like amachine-gun. The Big Wrench. Then
Dydoo yeping and growling, techiesfrom C Block, some schmode | didn't know ydling, and awhole
caboodle full of machines. | couldn't help much, and | didn't. In the end, after dl the lie-check testsand
print-outs and threats and the apologiesfor the threats, | reckon they be-lieved me that it was nothing to
do with me. And then they left meto calm down in alittle cubicle, to get over my own anger and my
oridf.

Hewas aknight, Haro Fielding. A good guy. He could have messed it up with muck, that borrowed
skin, or thrown it off arock or into onein ajeep, and smashed it up, unusable. Instead, he donated it,
one surplus body, back to the homeless ones, the Rest of Us. All they had to do wasfill it up with nice
new blood, which is easy with the technology in town here.

He'd gone up into the Rockies, sat down, and opened every important vein. The blood went out like
the seaand | eft the dry beach of Haro lying under the sky, where the search-ers found him—it. They
searched because he was missing. He hadn't turned up at Transfer next day. They thought they had
another battling hysteric on their hands. No useto try transfer now, obvioudy. The body had been dead
long enough the ego and dl the other incorpored etc. were gone. Though the body was there, Haro was
not.

The dightest plastic surgery would take care of the knife cuts. Onefine, bonus, vacant skin. Hewasa
gentleman, that louse.

God knows how long he'd been planning it, preparing for it in that dedicated, clear-vision crusader
sort of way of his. Quiteawhile. And | know, if | hadn't met him Out that day, thefirst I'd ever have
heard of it would have been from some drunk sprawled in the Star Bar, Hey, you hear? Fielding took
himsdf out.

Asitwas, obliquely but for sure, Haro'd told me al of it. | should have cottoned on and tried to— Or
why should | have? Each to hisown. In, or isit Out? For keeps.

And | guessit'sgrief and anger made me laugh so hard in the cam-down cubicle. God blessthe
Company, and let's hear it for the one that got away. Astheline says, flying to other ills—but flying.
Homefree.

Free asabird.

INSTRUCTIONS Bob Leman

You've read many stories of human contact with aliens, but probably none as unusual asthis:
it'sjust what itstitle says, a set of instructions from aliens to humans. Instructions for what? Ah,
there'sthe rub.

Bob Leman has been publishing science fiction and fantasy short stories for nearly twenty
years, all of them well conceived and superbly crafted. (For instance, "Window" in The Best
Science Fiction of the Year #10.) This most recent story demon-strates his command of the idiom,



and more.

Thisisthe only notice you will receive.
Y ou will follow theingtructions set out below. 1.

Dresswarmly and leave your house. Do not tell your family you are leaving. Do not talk to them at dll.
Do not listen if they talk to you. Dresswarmly and leave your house.

2.

Proceed at abrisk clip to the center of town. Do not speak to anyone in the street. Do hot—do not
—Dbecomeinvolved in any conversations. Step right long. Do not tarry.

3.

At the center of town, in thelittle park across from the courthouse, is abuilding that was not there the
[awt time you were downtown. It will strike you asavery ugly building,” and its appearance will make you
fed apprehengve. Pay no attention to such fedings. Do not look right or |eft. Enter the building. It has
only one doorway and no visible door. Goright in.

4.

Y ou will find yoursdf standing inacold gray migt, with no visibility whatever. Thiswill causeyou to
fed greet fear. Despite the fear, you will follow ingtructions. Advance Six steps.

5.

A portion of your mind will remain free of the congtraint that has been placed upon you, and that
portion will be observing your actions with amazement, incredulity, and terror, Snce everything that you
are doing iswithout your advertence, and is, asit were, puppetlike. If you survive the present
undertaking, you will remember everything that has happened, but you will never be able to spesk of it.
Y ou will never be ableto talk about anything at al that took place after the instant you looked at the
symbal at thetop of thefirgt of these sheets. The configurations of this symbol are such that it caused
your mind to be wholly obedient to these instruc-tions. Y ou have no choice. Y ou must do asyou are
in-structed. Under no circumstances will you lose these shests.

6.

From this point onward you will read only oneingtruction at atime. Do not read instruction number
eight until you have accomplished what was instructed in number seven, and so on. Read each ingtruction
completely before beginning to comply. Instructions from this point onward will carry from timeto time
comforting words of reassurance and explana-tion, asameans of preserving sanity in the portion of your
mind that remains your own.

7.

After you have advanced six steps, stand quite still. Y ou will immediately fed an unpleasant sensation.
It will, infact, be agonizing pain. Ignoreit. It isfet by dl carbon-based life-forms undergoing
interdimensiond trandation. It will do you no permanent harm, except possibly in aminor way to your
muscular coordination and control. If you find yourself theresfter to be subject to facia tics or spasmodic
jerkings of one limb or another, pay no attention to them. Y ou have much to do. Bend all your efforts
toward obeying these ingtructions. Do not fdter.

8.

You arenow in AreaOne. Thisonewill be easy. Look about you. What you see will frighten you
greetly. You will not let that fact hinder you. Itisjust alandscepe. It isonly thefact that it istotaly dien
that frightensyou. Y ou have never seen or imagined anything remotely likeit. Words of reassurance:



26,844 members of your race have been here before you. We know al about Area One. Follow
indruc-tionsand you will quickly bein Area Two. Perform the following acts: take four dow—very
dow—stepsforward, and immediately sidestep quickly—very quickly—to your right.

0.

The large round hole that suddenly appeared where you were standing before you sidestepped has,
literaly, no bot-tom. It is characteristic of Area One that these holes gppear. Close your eyes and begin
to run asfast asyou can straight ahead. By fast ismeant very fast.

10.

Y ou have been unconscious for sometime, as aconse-quence of running full tilt into the wall that
suddenly materi-alized. It is characteristic of AreaOnethat walls materialize and demateridize. If you had
not spent an unconscious pe-riod, you would not now be reading thisinstruction. Y ou would have been
disassembled by the indigenous energy foci. They did not sense your presence because you were
uncon-scious. It may be that this necessary collision has damaged you to some extent. Since you are
reading this, the damage was not incapacitating. Thewall isno longer there. Wak forward, or crawl if
you must. Pass through the discontinuity portal just ahead. Y ou will perceiveit asashimmer inthe
atmosphere. Thefaster you pass through, the less painful it will be.

11.

You are now in AreaTwo. Thereisno need for grest hastein moving onto Area Three. You may lie
down and rest for several minutes. Perhaps the pain you are amost certainly undergoing will abate
somewhat. Area Two is, for your race, the safest of the areas through which you must passin
com-pleting your task. Thereis at this stage time for you to absorb certain knowledge that will no doubt
ease the concernsthat trouble the portion of your mind that continuesto keep your identity. If that core
of ego were to become hopelessy insane, it would affect your comprehension of these ingtructions, and
you would be of no further useto us.

We are observing you as you proceed with your task, but we may not communicate with you except
through these ingtructions. Our observationswill enable usto amend the ingtructions for the one who
followsyou, just as you have benefited from those who preceded you. Eight hundred sixty-one members
of your race have been in Area Two before you. Each was like you, arandom Homo sapiens sufficiently
literate to read the ingtructions. We have great hope that one of your race will bethe individua to attain
the end we desire.

We have only recently discovered your race. We find you to be docile and moderately intelligent, and
physicaly better suited for thistask than many other races. Y ou may have other useful quaitiesaswell
that we have not yet discovered. Some life-forms have proven to be quite uselessto us. We tested them
thoroughly before turning to others. Between our last previous discovery of auseful race and our finding
of you, we tested 773 intdlligent life-forms. Twelve hundred forty-four individuas of each of these
life-formswere given these ingtructions. Every single one perished in Area One. But you are dreedy in
Area Two, comparatively undamaged, and ready at this point to proceed, having had your state of mind
improved by learning these facts.

If you are of the egg-producing sex, you will now discover that you have sprouted athick and
vile-smdlling fur over large portions of your skin. If you are of the fertilizing sex, you will find yoursdlf to
have scalesingtead of skin. If you are not yet large enough to produce eggs or sperm, you will find
growing, from various parts of your surface, horny lumps oozing asticky fluid. These things happen to
your racein Area Two. They will not affect your capacity to carry out your ingtruc-tions. In each of the
aress, as you proceed, phenomenawill occur that are undreamed of, and indeed impossible, in your
origind continuum. As you proceed from areato area, you are in movement outs de space and contrary
to time asyou perceiveit; the bases of redlity will differ from areato area, and your senseswill react to



this shifting in often unpredic-table, and, to you, dways frightening ways. Pay no atten-tion. Follow your
ingtructions aslong as you are physicdly ableto do so.

Y ou will by now have observed that asfar as you can seein every direction theflat plain is sudded
with protrusions about as high asthe middle joint of your walking limbs (if you are full-grown) and about
asthick asyour forelimbs. Each of theseistopped by aspinning disk. They may be dive, but perhaps
not. It does not matter. Y ou will note that some of the disks are of one color and some of another. We
cannot give you aname for the colors because our observa-tions of your race have failed to associate the
proper words with your sensory perceptions. Walk—or otherwise proceed as best you are
able—among these protrusions. Find agroup of the same color surrounding one of the other color. Go
among them and place your hand on the disk of the center protrusion.

12.

Y ou have now been transported through another portal, and you arein Area Three. Three hundred
thirty-seven of your race have been here before you. Y ou are becoming inured to these transitions. The
pain may have been lessthistime. We will now tdl you that welied in Ingtruction 11. Therewasin fact
danger in Area Two. Because we were unable to specify colors, the chance of you selecting the wrong
color was equal to that of sdecting theright color. If you had sdlected wrongly, the consequences would
have been unfortunate, but we will not enumerate them, in the interest of preserving your serenity.

AreaThreeisin auniverse with the same physical laws as your own; it possesses galaxies of dars,
and some of these stars have planets, just as your own star does. This planet is much like your home
planet. It aboundsin savage life-forms, most of which eat each other. Wetdll you thisin order that you
may be aert and wary. Y ou cannot prevail in combat with these creatures. Flee when you see one. Hide,
if you can find aplace.

Y ou are standing on the bank of asmall stream. Y ou may drink from it if you require water. Kegp a
sharp lookout. Y ou have avery good chance of surviving if you can hide yoursdlf in time. Here and there
you will see holesthat have what appear to be tangles of roots at their bottoms. When you encounter a
predator, lesp into one of these holes, if thereis one nearby and you havetime. The holesarein fact the
mouths of creaturesthat live underground with only their mouths exposed, and live upon whatever edible
things may fdl into their mouths. Y ou are inedible to them. After a short period the creature will spit you
out. By then the predator may be gone, and you can proceed. Every creature that you see will bea
predator. Thereisno placeto hide but in these mouths.

Walk upstream aong the brooklet. Some of the plants are predatory. Try to avoid them. Some of
them will bind you with vines and suck your blood; otherswill pardyze you with agting, and engulf you
for dow digestion. They are, how-ever, by your standards, lethargic and dow moving. Watch for them
and dodge out of their way. If you are not badly damaged, you can move much faster than they can.
Wak upstream aong the brooklet. Walk for a distance equal to about four hundred or five hundred
timesyour body length. If you are small, or only partialy grown, it may be between five hundred and six
hundred times your body length.

Wak upstream aong the brooklet, evading predators of every kind, until you come to a structure.
This structure resembles agreast mound of the nasal mucous of your race. It is about fifty times your
height. It gpparently has adisgusting smdll. It isthe nest of one of the indigenes, a creature in some ways
resembling the giant reptiles once common on your world, but in other ways resembling some of your
insects. It excretes the stuff of which its nest is built. Despite the semiliquid appearance of thisnest, itis
quite hard. The excretion hardens upon exposure to the atmaosphere. Halfway up its side is an opening.
Climb up, if you can, and enter. The portal you must pass through is deep inside, and will be reached by
smply following the passage. The portal was of course there before the creature built its nest, and indeed
has always been there. It was pure chance that led the creature to build its nest at this particular spot. The
creature is unaware that the portal isthere. None of these portals can be detected by life-forms native to



the area of the porta's|ocation unless such life-forms are directed to the portals, as you were when you
began thistask.

Insdethe nest you will find it difficult to breethe. It will not, however, be impossible. The atmosphere
will be harmful to your lungs. Y ou must proceed asrapidly as possible, in order to reach the portal
before your lungs cease to function. Hanging from the ceiling of the passage will be objects that will
appear to you to bethick, oily ropes swinging about. Exercise care not to be touched by them. If you
are, you will be dissolved. Hurry dong. If you survive, it will beimpossi-ble to missthe portd. Get
through it quickly.

13.
You arein AreaFour. Do not move. Do not move at dl until you have reed thisinstruction.

Y ou are the eighteenth of your kind to reach thisarea. No other life-form has supplied more than five
individuals who have reached it. However, your race has grester difficulties with Area Four than do the
others. We cannot tell why.

As soon as you move, your shape will change. It may change to a shape that lacks the capacity for
movement. If that should happen, you will of course have to remain here permanently. If, however, your
new shape is capable of movement, smply go straight forward, advancing by what-ever means of
locomotion you can contrive under the difficul-ties presented by the form you have acquired. Because the
geometry of this place constantly undergoes random varia-tion, it isimpossibleto tdll the distanceto the
porta at any given moment. Simply move forward until you reachit. If the portd isat thistime avery
great distance off, you may not reach it, asthereis no way for you to obtain nourishment here, and, in
any case, you may be unableto ingest nournishment in your present form.

Now you may move.
14.

Y ou have passed through the portal and you arein AreaFive. Y ou have returned to your origind
shape, or something very closeto it. The other member of your race who reached this point recovered its
origina shapein dmogt every particular, with perhaps some dteration of the proportions between the
various parts of its body. It retained to a consid-erable degree the power of forward movement and an
inter-mittent capacity for coarse manipulation of objects. No doubt you find yourself aswell off, and
perhaps better.

Inthisareathe porta isclose a hand. Y ou could see it from where you now are, if it were not hidden
behind that large machine. We do not know how this machine appears to you, because your perceptions
do not extend to dl the planesin which it hasits existence. The part that fals within the range of your
senses gpparently is perceived by your race asaterrifying largelive thing. That at any rateisour
conclusion based upon the behavior of your predecessor.

The function of this machine, to describeit in an andogy that you will understand, isto take samples
and analyze them. Thereisno way of knowing what sort of samplesit was designed to analyze, except
that they were evidently large— probably about the size of your head. The entitieswho cre-ated this
machine finished their history and disappeared very long ago, at atime when your native sun was till
taking form. The machine continues to operate, but perhaps no longer exactly asit wasintended to. In
any case, it will not permit you accessto the porta until it has taken its sample.

Y ou will have noted that these instructions are now more el aborate and explanatory than they were
initidly. This has been because it gppears from our admittedly incomplete knowedge of the psychology of
your race that you may function better if you have some comprehension of what you are doing. In the
early stagesit did not matter, but now you have advanced very far. While of course you have no choice
but to obey the ingtructions, it may be that these explanations will inspire you to an added effort, or even
enthusaam.



If you are able to pass the machine, you will seethe portd plainly, and you will go throughtit.
Now advance and |et the machine take its sample. 15.

You arein Area Six. You are thefirst being to achieveit. Heretofore the samples taken by the
meachine have always been vitd parts of thelife-form furnishing the sample, or even the entire being.
Clearly, there remains enough of you to continueto live, and to have made your way from the ma-chine
to the portal. Y ou are adurable being, for one of your subdivision.

AreaSix isthefina area Thereare no difficultiesinthisarea. It isaharmless, peaceful, and, perhaps,
to you, abeautiful place. Or perhaps not. We know little of your aesthetics. There are many large plants
here, much resem-bling the trees of your native world. A smal road or path winds among them. Follow
the path. Along the way are streams of water from which you may drink; there are dso fruits and nuts
that are safeto eat for life-forms of your subdivision.

Advancing aong the path from the opposite direction is another life-form. It will resemble nothing you
have seen or imagined, but it is, like you, carbon-based, and, like you, has been following a set of
ingtructions, which were much more difficult than yours. When you confront this being, reach out with any
part of you that remains capable of reaching, and touchit. It isinstructed to do the sameto you.

Theingructionsfollowing thisonewill bethefind ingruc-tions. Y ou may read it after you have
physicaly touched the other cresture.

Proceed.
16.
Thefact that you are reading this means that you have completed the undertaking.

Y our raceis one of those with the characteristic of curios-ity, and you will want to know our reasons
for requiring you to make thisjourney. Wewill tdl you.

Y ou have on your native planet an intellectua diversion quite suitable for your minds, called chess.
We are now playing, with another entity much like oursdlf, a game with distant ana ogiesto the game of
chess raised many powersin complexity. Nothing about this game would bein any way comprehensible
to you, of course, and we will make no attempt to explain it. Instead, we will continue the chess andogy
and tel you that while there have dready been hundreds of millions of movesin thisgame, it remainsvery
far from over. Millions of our chessmen are in motion upon aboard that encompasses dl of the past time
and any point in or portion of the universe that may become useful. Y ou and the being you have just
encountered comprisejointly a minute part of one of our chess pieces. The passage through the portals
on the part of each of you, and your final coming together, form part of atiny link in a predicted chain of
cause and effect that will, in avery distant future time, lead to a curious mutation in arace whose first
ancestor has not yet come into being.

Unless, of course, the move by our opponent that follows this one nullifies ours. We will, in that event,
make an appropriate response. Y ou will understand that al the pieces are being moved al thetime. The
andogy with chessisin fact quiteloose.

At some point—it will be at atime that would seem to you to be unthinkably remote—the game will
be over. Theloser will congratulate the winner. We and it will then invent and agree upon therules of a
new game, and it will commence.

That iswhat we do. Y ou, with your curiosity, may ask: Why?
The answer is. To passthetime, to dleviate boredom.

Y our curiogity isnow satisfied, and we are finished with you. Y ou are now free from the restraints
imposed by these ingtructions, and may do asyou like. If you wish to try to return to your starting place,
you will find al the portals exactly where they were when you were coming here. They are open both



ways. The difficultiesin each arearemain unchanged, but you are quite durable. Y ou might get back.

THE LUCKY STRIKE Kim Stanley Robinson

Sories of alternative worlds tend to be very colorful, some-times even bizarre, as sf writers
imagine how different our world might have been if the Romans had colonized North America or
if the dinosaurs hadn't become extinct. The alternative world in this thoughtful novelette presents
a much more contemporary changein history... a change we see in the making. The result isjust
as important, though.

Kim Stanley Robinson'sfirst novel, The Wild Shore, was nominated for the Nebula Award
earlier thisyear. His second novel is lcehenge.

War breeds strange pastimes. In July of 1945 on Tinian Idand in the North Pecific, Captain Frank
January had taken to piling pebble cairns on the crown of Mount Lasso—one pebble for each B-29
takeoff, one cairn for each mission. Thelargest cairn had four hundred stonesiniit. It wasamindless
pastime, but so was poker. The men of the 509th had played amillion hands of poker, sitting in the shade
of apam around an upturned crate sweeting in their skivvies, swearing and betting dl their pay and
cigarettes, playing hand after hand after hand, until the cards got so soft and dog-eared you could have
used them for toilet paper. Captain January had gotten sick of it, and after helit out for the hilltop afew
times some of his crewmeates started trailing him. When their pilot Jm Fitch joined them it became an
officid pastime, like throwing flaresinto the compound or going hunting for stray Japs. What Captain
January thought of the development he didn't say. The others grouped near Captain Fitch, who passed
around his bat-tered flask. "Hey January,” Fitch called. "Come have ashot.”

January wandered over and took the flask. Fitch laughed at his pebble. " Practising your bombing up
here, eh Professor?

"Yah," January said sullenly. Anyone who read more than the funnies was Professor to Fitch. Thirgtily
January knocked back some rum. He could drink it any way he pleased up here, out from under the eye
of the group psychiatrist. He passed the flask on to Lieutenant Matthews, their navigator.

"That'swhy he'sthe best,” Matthews joked. "Always practising.”
Fitch laughed. "He's best because | make him be best, right Professor?”

January' frowned. Fitch was a bulky youth, thick-featured, pig-eyed—athug, in January's opinion.
Therest of the crew weredl in their mid-twenties like Fitch, and they liked the captain's bossy
roughhouse style. January, who was thirty-seven, didn't go for it. He wandered away, back to the cairn
he had been building. From Mount Lasso they had an over-view of the wholeidand, from the harbor at
Wall Street to the north field in Harlem. January had observed hundreds of B-29sroar off the four
parale runways of the north field and head for Japan. The last quartet of this particular mission buzzed
across the width of theidand, and January dropped four more pebbles, aming for crevicesin the pile.
One of them stuck nicdly.

"Therethey are!” said Matthews. "They're on the taxiing strip.”

January located the 509th's firgt plane. Today, the first of August, there was something more
interesting to watch than the usua Superfortress parade. Word was out that General Le May wanted to
take the 509th's mission away from it. Their commander Colond Tibbets had gone and bitched to Le
May in person, and the genera had agreed the mission was theirs, but on one condition: one of the
generd's men was to make atest flight with the 509th, to make sure they werefit for combat over Japan.



The generd's man had arrived, and now he was down there in the strike plane, with Tibbets and the
wholefirs team. January sidled back to his matesto view the takeoff with them.

"Why don't the strike plane have a name, though?' Had-dock was saying.

Fitch said, "Lewiswon't giveit aname becauseit's not his plane, and he knowsit." The others
laughed. Lewisand his crew were naturaly unpopular, being Tibbets favorites.

"What do you think helll do to the generd’s man?' Mat-thews asked.

The otherslaughed at the very idea. "Hell kill an engine at takeoff, | bet you anything,” Fitch said. He
pointed at the wrecked B-29s that marked the end of every runway, planes whose engines had given out
on takeoff. "Hell want to show that he wouldn't go down if it happened to him.”

"Course he wouldn't!" Matthews said.
"Y ou hope," January said under his brezath.

"They let those Wright engines out too soon,” Haddock said serioudy. "They keep busting under the
takeoff load."

"Won't matter to the old bull," Matthews said. Then they al started in about Tibbets flying ability,
even Fitch. They dl thought Tibbets was the greatest. January, on the other hand, liked Tibbets even less
than he liked Fitch. That had started right after he was assigned to the 509th. He had been told he was
part of the most important group in the war, and then given aleave. In Vicksburg acouple of fliersjust
back from England had bought him alot of whiskies, and since January had spent severa months
stationed near London they had talked for agood long time and gotten pretty drunk. The two were really
curious about what January was up to now, but he had stayed vague on it and kept returning the talk to
the blitz. He had been seeing an English nurse, for instance, whose flat had been bombed, family and
neighborskilled... But they had redlly wanted to know. So he had told them he was onto something
specia, and they had flipped out their badges and told him they were Army Intelligence, and that if he
ever broke security like that again held be transferred to Alaska. It was adirty trick. January had gone
back to Wendover and told Tibbets so to hisface, and Tibbets had turned red and threatened him some
more. January despised him for that. The upshot was that January was effectively out of the war, because
Tibbetsredly played hisfavorites. January wasn't sure he really minded, but during their year'straining he
had bombed better than ever, asaway of showing the old bull he was wrong to write January off. Every
time their eyes had met it was clear what was going on. But Tibbets never backed off no matter how
precise January's bombing got. Just think-ing about it was enough to cause January to line up apebble
over an ant and drop it.

"Will you cut that out?' Fitch complained. I swear you must hang from the ceiling when you take a
shit so you can practice aming for thetoilet." The men laughed.

"Don't | bunk over you?" January asked. Then he pointed. "They're going."

Tibbets plane had taxied to runway Baker. Fitch passed the flask around again. Thetropica sun beat
on them and the ocean surrounding the idand blazed white. January put up a sweaty hand to aid the bill
of hisbasebal cap.

Thefour props cut in hard, and the deek Superfortress quickly trundled up to speed and roared
down Baker. Three-quarters of the way down the strip the outside right prop festhered.

"Yow!" Fitch crowed. "I told you hed do it!"

The plane nosed off the ground and dewed right, then pulled back on course to cheers from the four
young men around January. January pointed again. "He's cut number three, too.”

Theingderight prop feathered, and now the plane was pulled up by the left wing only, while the two
right props windmilled usdesdy. "Holy smoke!l" Haddock cried. "Ain't the old bull something?”



They whooped to see the plan€'s power, and Tibbets nervy arrogance.
"By God Le May's man will remember thisflight,” Fitch hooted. "Why, look at that! He's banking!™

Apparently taking off on two engines wasn't enough for Tibbets; he banked the plane right until it was
standing on its dead wing, and it curved back toward Tinian.

Then theinsdeleft engine feethered.

War tears a the imagination. For three years Frank January had kept hisimagination trapped,
refusing to giveit any play whatsoever. The dangers threstening him, the effects of the bombs, the fate of
the other participantsin the war, he had refused to think about any of it. But the war tore a his contral.
That English nursg'sflat. The missions over the Ruhr. The bomber just below him blown apart by flak.
And then there had been ayear in Utah, and the visdike grip that he had once kept on hisimagination

had dipped away.

So when he saw the number two prop feether, his heart gave alittle jJump againgt his sternum and
hel pless he was up there with Ferebee, the first team bombardier. He would be looking over the pilots
shoulder...

"Only oneengine?' Ftch sad.

"That onesfor red," January said harshly. Despite him-sdf he saw the panic in the cockpit, the frantic
rush to power the two right engines. The plane was dropping fast and Tibbetsleveled it off, leaving them
on acourse back toward the idand. The two right props spun, blurred to ashimmer. January held his
breath. They needed more lift; Tibbets was trying to pull it over theidand. Maybe he wastrying for the
short runway on the south half of theidand.

But Tinian wastoo tal, the plane too heavy. It roared right into the jungle above the beach, where
42nd Street met their East River. It exploded in abloom of fire. By the time the sound of the explosion
struck them they knew no onein the plane had survived.

Black smoke towered into white sky. In the shocked si-lence on Mount Lasso insects buzzed and
creaked. Theair left January's lungs with agulp. He had been with Ferebee there at the end, he had
heard the desperate shouts, seen the last green rush, been stunned by the dentist-drill-all-over pain of the
impact.

"Ohmy God," Fitch was saying. "Oh my God." Mat-thews was Sitting. January picked up the flask,
tossed it at Fitch.

"C-comeon,” he stuttered. He hadn't stuttered since he was sixteen. He led the othersin arush down
the hill. When they got to Broadway ajeep careened toward them and skidded to a halt. It was Colonel
Scholes, the old bull's exec. "What happened?’

Fitch told him.

"Those damned Wrights," Scholes said asthe men piled in. Thistime one had failed &t just the wrong
moment; some welder stateside had kept flame to metal asecond less than usual—or something equally
minor, equaly trividl—and that had made al the difference.

They left the jeep at 42nd and Broadway and hiked east over anarrow track to the shore. A fairly
large circle of treeswas burning. The fire trucks were already there.

Scholes stood beside January, his expression bleak. "That was the whole first team,” he said.

"l know," said January. He was till in shock, in imagina-tion crushed, incinerated, destroyed. Once
asakid he had tied sheetsto hisarms and waist, jumped off the roof and landed right on his chest; this
fdt like that had. He had no way of knowing what would come of this crash, but he had a suspicion that
he had indeed smacked into something hard.



Scholes shook hishead. A half hour had passed, the fire was nearly out. January's four mates were
over chattering with the Seabees. "He was going to name the plane after his mother,™ Scholes said to the
ground. "Hetold methat just thismorning. Hewas going to call it Enola Gay."

At night the jungle bresthed, and its hot wet bresth washed over the 509th's compound. January
stood in the doorway of his Quonset barracks hoping for areal breeze. No poker tonight. Voiceswere
hushed, faces solemn. Some of the men had helped box up the dead crew's gear. Now most laid on their
bunks. January gave up on the breeze, climbed onto histop bunk to stare at the celling.

He observed the corrugated arch over him. Cricketsong sawed through his thoughts. Below hima
rapid conversation was being carried on in guilty undertones, Fitch at its center. "January isthe best
bombardier left,” hesaid. "And I'm asgood as Lewiswas."

"But s0is Sweeney," Matthews said. "And he'sin with Scholes."

They were figuring out who would take over the strike. January scowled. Tibbets and the rest were
less than twelve hours dead, and they were squabbling over who would re-place them.

January grabbed a shirt, rolled off hisbunk, put the shirt on.
"Hey Professor," Fitch said. "Where you going?”'
"QJt."

Though midnight was near it was still sweltering. Crickets shut up as hewaked by, started again
behind him. Helit acigarette. In the dark the MPs patrolling their fenced-in com-pound were like pairs of
walking armbands. The 509th, pris-onersin their own army. Hiers from other groups had taken to
throwing rocks over the fence. Forcefully January expelled smoke, asif he could expel hisdisgust withit.
They were only kids, hetold himsalf. Their minds had been shaped in the war, by the war, and for the
war. They knew you couldn't mourn the dead for long; carry around aload like that and your own
enginesmight fail. That wasdl right with January. It was an attitude that Tibbets had helped to form, so it
was what he deserved. Tibbets would want to be forgotten in favor of the mission, al he had lived for
wasto drop the gimmick on the Japs, he was oblivious to anything ese, men, wife, family, anything.

So it wasn't the lack of fedling in his mates that bothered January. And it was natural of them to want
to fly the strike they had been training ayear for. Naturd, that is, if you were akid with a mind shaped by
fanatics like Tibbets, shaped to take orders and never imagine consequences. But January was not akid,
and hewasn't going to let men like Tibbets do athing to hismind. And the gimmick... the gimmick was
not natural. A chemical bomb of some sort, he guessed. Against the Geneva Convention. He stubbed his
cigarette againgt the sole of his snesker, tossed the butt over the fence. The tropica night breathed over
him. He had aheadache.

For months now he had been sure he would never fly astrike. The didike Tibbets and he had
exchanged in their looks (January was acutely aware of looks) had been real and strong. Tibbets had
understood that January's record of pin-point accuracy in the runs over the Salton Sea had been away of
showing contempt, away of saying you can't get rid of me even though you hate me and | hate you.
The record had forced Tibbets to keep January on one of the four second-string teams, but with the fuss
they were making over the gimmick January had figured that would be far enough down the ladder to
keep him out of things.

Now hewasn't so sure. Tibbets was dead. He lit another cigarette, found his hand shaking. The
Camel tasted bitter. He threw it over the fence at areceding armband, and regret-ted it instantly. A
waste. He went back inside.

Before climbing onto his bunk he got a paperback out of hisfootlocker. "Hey Professor, what you
reading now?" Fitch sad, grinning.

January showed him the blue cover. Winter's Tale, by an Isak Dinesen. Fitch examined thelittle



wartime edition. "Pretty racy, eh?"

"You bet,” January said heavily. "This guy puts sex on every page.” He climbed onto his bunk,
opened the book. The stories were strange, hard to follow. The voices below bothered him. He
concentrated harder.

Asaboy on thefarm in Arkansas, January had read everything he could lay hishandson. On
Saturday afternoons he would race his father down the muddy lane to the mailbox (hisfather wasa
reader too), grab the Saturday Evening Post and run off to devour every word of it. That meant he had
another week with nothing new to read, but he couldn't help it. His favorites were the Homblower
stories, but anything would do. It was away off the farm, away into the world.

He had become aman who could dip between the covers of abook whenever he chose. But not on
thisnight.

The next day the chaplain gave amemorid service, and on the morning after that Colondl Scholes
looked in the door of their hut right after mess. "Briefing at eleven,” he announced. His face was haggard.
"Bethereearly." Helooked at Fitch with bloodshot eyes, crooked afinger. "Fitch, January,
Maithews—come with me."

January put on his shoes. Therest of the men sat on their bunks and watched them wordlesdy.
January followed Fitch and Matthews out of the hut.

"I've spent most of the night on the radio with General Le May," Scholes said. He looked them each
inthe eye. "Weve decided you're to be the first crew to make astrike.”

Fitch was nodding, asif he had expected it.
"Think you can doit?' Scholessaid.

"Of course," Fitch replied. Watching him January under-stood why they had chosen him to replace
Tibbets: Fitch waslike the old bull, he had that same ruthlessness. The young bull.

"Yes, dr," Matthews said.

Scholeswaslooking at him. "Sure," January said, not wanting to think about it. "Sure." His heart was
pounding directly on his sternum. But Fitch and Matthews |ooked seri-ous as owls, SO hewasn't going to
stick out by looking odd. It was big news, after dl; anyone would be taken aback by it. Neverthel ess,
January made an effort to nod.

"Okay," Scholes said. "McDonad will beflying with you as co-pilot.” Fitch frowned. "I've got to go
tell those British officersthat Le May doesn't want them on the strike with you. Seeyou at the briefing.”

"Y&, s'r.ll

As soon as Scholes was around the corner Fitch swung afigt at the sky. "Yow!" Matthews cried. He
and Fitch shook hands. "Wedid it!" Matthews took January's hand and wrung it, his face plastered with
agoofy grin. "Wedid it!"

"Somebody did it, anyway," January said.
"Ah, Frank," Matthews said. " Show some spunk. Y ou're always so cool."

"Old Professor Stoneface," Fitch said, glancing at January with atrace of amused contempt. "Come
on, let'sget to the briefing.”

The briefing hut, one of the longer Quonsets, was com-pletely surrounded by MPs holding carbines.
"Gosh," Mat-thews said, subdued by the sight. Inside it was aready smoky. The walls were covered by
the usua maps of Japan. Two blackboards at the front were draped with sheets. Captain Shepard, the
nava officer who worked with the scientists on the gimmick, was in back with his assstant Lieutenant
Stone, winding ared of film onto aprojector. Dr. Nelson, the group psychiatrist, was aready seated on



afront bench near the wall. Tibbets had recently sicced the psychiatrist on the group— another one of his
gresat idess, like the spiesin the bar. The man's questions had struck January as stupid. He hadn't even
been ableto figure out that Eagterly was aflake, something that was clear to anybody who flew with him,
or even played himin asingle round of poker. January did onto abench beside his mates.

The two Brits entered, looking furiousin their stiff-upper-lip way. They sat on the bench behind
January. Sweeney's and Easterly's crewsfiled in, followed by the other men, and soon the room wasfull.
Fitch and the rest pulled out Lucky Strikes and lit up; since they had named the plane only January had
suck with Camels.

Scholes camein with several men January didn't recog-nize, and went to the front. The chatter died,
and al the smoke plumes ribboned steedily into the air.

Scholes nodded, and two intelligence officers took the sheets off the blackboards, revealing aeria
reconnai ssance photos.

"Men," Scholessaid, "These are the target cities.”
Someone cleared histhroat.

"In order of priority they are Hiroshima, Kokura, and Nagasaki. There will be three weather scouts:
Sraight Flush to Hiroshima, Srange Cargo to Kokura, and Full House to Nagasaki. The Great
Artiste and Number 91 will be accompa-nying the mission to take photos. And Lucky Strike will fly the
bomb."

There were rustles, coughs. Men turned to look at January and his mates, and they al sat up Straight.
Sweeney stretched back to shake Fitch's hand, and there were some quick laughs. Fitch grinned.

"Now listen up,” Scholeswent on. "The weapon we are going to deliver was successfully tested
stateside a couple weeks ago. And now we've got ordersto drop it on the enemy.” He paused to let that
gankin."I'll let Captain Shepard tdll you more.”

Shepard walked to the blackboard dowly, savoring his entrance. His forehead was shiny with swest,
and January redlized he was excited or nervous. He wondered what the shrink would make of that.

"I'm going to comeright to the point,” Shepard said. "The bomb you are going to drop is something
new in higtory. Wethink it will knock out everything within four miles."

Now the room was completdly still. January noticed that he could see agrest dedl of hisnose,
eyebrows, and cheeks; it was asif he were receding back into hisbody, like afox into its hole. He kept
hisgazerigidly on Shepard, steadfastly ignoring the feding. Shepard pulled a sheet back over a
blackboard while someone e se turned down the lights.

"Thisisafilm of the only test we have made," Shepard said. Thefilm Started, caught, sarted again. A
wavery cone of bright cigarette smoke speared the length of the room, and on the sheet sprang a dead
gray landscape: alot of sky, asmooth desert floor, hillsin the distance. The projector went
click-click-click-click, click-click-click-click. "The bomb is on the top of the tower," Shepard said, and
January focused on the pinlike object sticking out of the desert floor, off against the hills. It was between
eight and ten milesfrom the camera, he judged; he had gotten good at calculating dis-tances. He was il
distracted by hisface.

Click-click-click-click, click—then the screen went white for a second, filling even their room with
light. When the picture returned the desert floor wasfilled with awhite bloom of fire. Thefireball
coaesced and then quite suddenly it legped off the earth dl the way into the stratosphere, by God, like a
tracer bullet leaving amachine-gun, trailing awhitish pillar of smoke behind it. The pillar gushed up and a
growing bal of smoke billowed outward, capping the pillar. January cdculated the size of the cloud, but
he was sure he got it wrong. Thereit stood. The picture flickered, and then the screen went white again,
asif the camerahad melted or that part of the world had come apart. But the flapping from the projector



told them it wasthe end of thefilm.

January felt theair suck in and out of his open mouth. The lights came on in the smoky room and for a
second he panicked, he struggled to shove his features into an accepted pattern, the shrink would be
looking around at them all—and then he glanced around and redlized he needn't have worried, that he
wasn't done. Faces were bloodless, eyes were blinky or bug-eyed with shock, mouths hung open or
were clamped whitely shut. For afew momentsthey dl had to acknowledge what they were doing.
January, scaring himself, felt an urgeto say, "Play it again, will you?' Fitch was pulling his curled black
hair off histhug's forehead uneasily. Beyond him January saw that one of the Limeys had dready
reconsid-ered how mad he was about missing the flight. Now he looked sick. Someone et out along
whew, another whistled. January |ooked to the front again, where the shrink watched them, undisturbed.

Shepard said, "It'sbig, al right. And no one knows what will happen when it's dropped from the air.
But the mush-room cloud you saw will go to &t least thirty thousand feet, probably sixty. And theflash
you saw at the beginning was hotter than the sun.”

Hotter than the sun. Morelicked lips, hard swallows, readjusted basebd| caps. One of the
intelligence officers passed out tinted goggles like welder's glasses. January took hisand twiddled the
opecity did.

Scholessaid, "Y ou're the hottest thing in the armed forces, now. So no talking, even among
yoursalves." Hetook adeep breath. "Let'sdo it the way Colone Tibbets would have wanted usto. He
picked every one of you because you were the best, and now's the time to show he was right. So—so
let's make the old man proud.”

The briefing was over. Men filed out into the sudden sunlight. Into the heat and glare. Captain
Shepard approached Fitch. "Stone and | will be flying with you to take care of the bomb," he said.

Fitch nodded. "Do you know how many strikeswell fly?!

"Asmany asit takesto make them quit." Shepard stared hard at dl of them. "But it will only take
one"

War breeds strange dreams. That night January writhed over his sheetsin the hot wet vegetable
darkness, in that frightening half-degp when you sometimes know you are dreaming but can do nothing
about it, and he dreamed he was walking. ..

... walking through the streets when suddenly the sun swoops down, the sun touches down and
everything isin-stantly darkness and smoke and silence, a deaf roaring. Walls of fire. His head
hurts and in the middle of hisvision is a bluewhite blur as if God's camera went off in his face. Ah
—the sun fell, hv thinks. Hisarmis burned. Blinking is painful. People stumbling by, mouths open,
horribly burned—

Heisapriest, he can feel the clerical collar, and the wounded ask himfor help. He points to
his ears, tries to touch them but can't. Pall of black smoke over everything, the city has fallen into
the streets. Ah, it'sthe end of the world. In a park he finds shade and cleared ground. People
crouch under bushes like frightened animals. Where the park meets the river red and black figures
crowd into steaming water. A figure gestures from a copse of bamboo. He entersiit, finds five or
six faceless soldiers huddling. Their eyes have melted, their mouths are holes. Deafness spares him
their words. The sighted soldier mimes drinking. The soldiers are thirsty. He nods and goes to the
river in search of a con-tainer. Bodies float downstream.

Hours pass as he hunts fruitlessly for a bucket. He pulls people from the rubble. He hears a
bird screeching and he realizes that his deafness is the roar of the city burning, a roar like the
blood in his ears but he is not deaf he only thought he was deaf because there are no human cries.
The people are suffering in silence. Through the dusky night he stumbles back to theriver, pain
crashing through his head. In a field men are pulling potatoes out of the ground that have been



baked well enough to eat. He shares one with them. At the river everyone is dead—

—and he struggled out of the nightmare drenched in rank sweet, the taste of dirt in hismouth, his
stomach knotted with horror. He sat up and the wet rough sheet clung to his skin. His heart felt crushed
between lungs desperate for air. The flowery rotting jungle smell filled him and images from the dream
flashed before him so vividly that in the dim hut he saw nothing else. He grabbed his cigarettesand
jumped off the bunk, hurried out into the compound. Trembling helit up, Started pacing around. For a
moment heworried that theidiot psychiatrist might see him, but then he dismissed theidea. Nelson would
be adeep. They were dl adeep. He shook his head, looked down at his right arm and almost dropped
his cigarette—-but it was just his stove scar, an old scar, he'd had it most of hislife, sncethe day hed
pulled the frypan off the gove and onto hisarm, burning it with oil. He could still remember the round O
of fear that his mother's mouth had made as she rushed into see what was wrong. Just an old burn scar,
he thought, let's not go overboard here. He pulled his deeve down.

For the rest of the night he tried to walk it off, cigarette after cigarette. The dome of the sky lightened
until al the compound and the jungle beyond it was visble. He was forced by the light of day to walk
back into his hut and lie down as if nothing had happened.

Two days later Scholes ordered them to take one of Le May's men over Rotafor atest run. Thisnew
lieutenant colonel ordered Fitch not to play with the engines on takeoff. They flew a perfect run, January
put the dummy gimmick right on the aming point just as he had so often in the Salton Sea; and Fitch
powered the plane down into the violent bank that started their 150-degree turn and flight for safety.
Back on Tinian the lieutenant colonel congratulated them and shook each of their hands. January smiled
with the rest, palms cool, heart steedly. It was asif hisbody were a shdll, something he could manipulate
from without, like abombsight. He ate well, he chatted as much as he ever had, and when the psychiatrist
ran him to earth for some questions he was friendly and seemed open.

"Hello, doc."

"How do you fed about dl this, Frank?"
"Judt like | dwayshave, Sr. Fine”
"Edingwdl?'

"Better than ever.”

"Sesgping wel?'

"Aswell asl| caninthishumidity. | got used to Utah, I'm afraid.” Dr. Nelson laughed. Actudly
January had hardly dept since hisdream. Hewas afraid of deep. Couldn't the man seethat?

"'And how do you fedl about being part of the crew chosen to make the first strike?”
"Well, it wasthe right choice, | reckon. We're the b—the best crew left.”

"Do you fed sorry about Tibbets crew's accident?'

"Yesdr, | do." You better believeit.

After thejokes and firm handshakes that ended the inter-view January walked out into the blaze of
thetropica noon and lit acigarette. He alowed himsdf to fed how much he despised the psychiatrist and
his blind profession at the same time he was waving good-bye to the man. Ounce brain. Why couldn't he
have seen? Whatever happened it would be hisfault... With arush of smoke out of him January redlized
how painfully easy it wasto fool someoneif you wanted to. All action was no more than amask that
could be perfectly manipulated from somewhere else. And al the whilein that somewhere e se January
livedinaclick-click-click of film, inthe slent roaring of adream, struggling againgt images he couldn't
dispd. The heet of thetropica sun—ninety-three million miles away, wasn't it?—pulsed painfully on the
back of hisneck.



As hewatched the psychiatrist collar their tail-gunner Kochenski, he thought of walking up to the man
and saying/ quit. | don't want to do this. In imagination he saw the look that would form in the man's
eye, in Fitch'seye, in Tibbetss eye, and his mind recoiled from the idea. He felt too much contempt for
them. He wouldn't for anything give them ameansto despise him, areason to call him coward.
Stub-bornly he banished the whole complex of thought. Easier to go dong withiit.

And so acouple of digointed days later, just after midnight of August 9th, he found himsdlf preparing
for the strike. Around him Fitch and Matthews and Haddock were doing the same. How odd were the
everyday motions of getting dressed when you were off to demolish acity, to end a hundred thousand
lives January found himsalf examining hishands, his boots, the cracksin the linoleum. He put on his
survival vest, checked the pockets abstractedly for fish-hooks, water kit, first aid package, emergency
rations. Then the parachute harness, and his coverals over it dl. Tying his bootlaces took minutes; he
couldn't do it when watching hisfingers so closdly.

"Come on, Professor!" Fitch's voice wastight. "The big day is here.”

Hefollowed the othersinto the night. A cool wind was blowing. The chaplain said a prayer for them.
They took jeeps down Broadway to runway Able. Lucky Strike stood in acircle of potlights and men,
half of them with cameras, the rest with reporters pads. They surrounded the crew; it reminded January
of aHollywood premiere. Eventudly he escaped up the hatch and into the plane. Othersfollowed. Half
an hour passed before Fitch joined them, grinning like amovie star. They started the engines, and January
was thank-ful for their vibrating, thought-smothering roar. They taxied away from the Hollywood scene
and January fdlt relief for amoment, until he remembered where they were going. On runway Ablethe
engines pitched up to their twenty-three hundred rpm whine, and looking out the clear windscreen he saw
the runway paintmarks move by even faster. Fitch kept them on the runway till Tinian had run out from
under them, then quickly pulled up. They were on their way.

When they got to atitude January climbed past Fitch and McDonald to the bombardier's seat and
placed his parachute on it. He leaned back. Theroar of the four engines packed around him like cotton
batting. He was on the flight, nothing to be done about it now. The heavy vibration was acomfort, he
liked thefed of it therein the nose of the plane. A drowsy, sad acceptance hummed through him.

Againgt his closed eyelids flashed ablack eyeless face and he jerked awake, heart racing. He was on
the flight, no way out. Now he realized how easy it would have been to get out of it. He could have just
sad hedidn't want to. The smplic-ity of it gppaled him. Who gave adamn what the psychiatrist or
Tibbets or anyone & se thought, compared to this? Now there was no way out. It was acomfort, in a
way. Now he could stop worrying, stop thinking he had any choice.

Sitting there with his knees bracketing the bombsight Janu-ary dozed, and as he dozed he
daydreamed hisway out. He could climb the step to Fitch and McDonad and declare he had been
secretly promoted to major and ordered to redirect the mission. They wereto go to Tokyo and drop the
bomb in the bay. The Jap war cabinet had been told to watch this demonstration of the new wesapon, and
when they saw that firebal boil the bay and bounce into heaven they'd run and sign surrender papers as
fast asthey could write, kamikazes or not. They weren't crazy, after dl. No need to murder awhole city.
It was such agood plan that the generals back home were no doubt changing the mission at thisvery
minute, desperately radioing their ingtructionsto Tinian, only to find out it wastoo late. .. so that when
they returned to Tinian January would become a hero for guessng what the generdsrediy wanted, and
for risking al to doiit. It would be like one of the Hornblower storiesin the Saturday Evening Post.

Once again January jerked awake. The drowsy pleasure of the fantasy was replaced with desperate
scorn. There wasn't achancein hell that he could convince Fitch and the rest that he had secret orders
superceding theirs. And he couldn't go up there and wave his pistol around and order them to drop the
bomb in Tokyo Bay, because he was the one who had to actually drop it, and he couldn't be downin
front dropping the bomb and up ordering the others around &t the same time. Pipe dreams.



Time swept on, dow as asecond hand. January's thoughts, however, matched the spin of the props;
desperately they cast about, now thisway now thet, like an animal caught by thelegin atrap. The crew
was slent. The clouds below were awhite scree on the black ocean. January's knee vibrated againgt the
sguat stand of the bombsight. He was the one who had to drop the bomb. No matter where his thoughts
lunged they were brought up short by that. He was the one, not Fitch or the crew, not Le May, not the
generas and scientists back home, not Truman and his advisors. Truman—suddenly Janu-ary hated him.
Roosavet would have doneiit differently. If only Roosevelt had lived! The grief that had filled January
when he learned of Roosevelt's death reverberated through him again more strongly than ever. It was
unfair to have worked so hard and then not see the war's end. And FDR would have ended it differently.
Back at the start of it al he had declared that civilian centers were never to be bombed, and if he had
lived, if, if, if. But he hadn't. And now it was smiling bastard Harry Truman, ordering him, Frank January,
to drop the sun on two hundred thousand women and chil-dren. Once his father had taken him to see the
Browns play before twenty thousand, a giant crowd—"I never voted for you," January whispered
vicioudy, and jerked to redlize he had spoken doud. Luckily his microphone was off. And Roosevelt
would have doneit differently—he would have.

The bombsight rose before him, spearing the black sky and blocking some of the hundreds of little
cruciform gtars. Lucky Strike ground on toward Iwo Jma, minute by minute flying four milescloser to
their target. January leaned forward and put hisface in the cool headrest of the bombsight, hoping that its
grasp might hold histhoughts aswell as hisforehead. It worked surprisingly well.

His earphones crackled and he sat up. " Captain January." It was Shepard. "We're going to arm the
bomb now, want to watch?"

"Surething." He shook his head, surprised at his own duplicity. Stepping up between the pilots, he
moved siffly to the roomy cabin behind the cockpit. Matthews was at his desk taking a navigationd fix
on the radio signals from Iwo Jimaand Okinawa, and Haddock stood beside him. At the back of the
compartment wasasmal circular hatch, below the larger tunnd leading to the rear of the plane. January
opened it, sat down and sivung himself feet firgt through the hole.

The bomb bay was unheated, and the cold air felt good. He stood facing the bomb. Stone was sitting
on thefloor of the bay; Shepard waslaid out under the bomb, reaching into it. On arubber pad next to
Stone were tools, plates, severd cylindrical blocks. Shepard pulled back, sat up, sucked a scraped
knuckle. He shook his head ruefully: "1 don't dare wear gloves with thisone."

"I'd be just as happy mysdf if you didn't let something dip," January joked nervoudy. Thetwo men
laughed,

"Nothing can blow till I change those green wiresto the red ones,” Stone said.

"Give methe wrench,” Shepard said. Stone handed it to him, and he stretched under the bomb again.
After some awkward wrenching insideit helifted out acylindrica plug. "Breech plug,” he said, and set it
on the mat.

January found his skin goose-pimpling in the cold air. Stone handed Shepard one of the blocks.
Shepard extended under the bomb again. "Red ends toward the breech."

"l know." Watching them January was reminded of auto me-chanics on the aily floor of agarage,
working under acar. He had spent afew years doing that himself, after hisfamily moved to Vicksburg.
Hiroshimawas ariver town. Onetime aflatbed truck carrying bags of cement powder down Fourth
Street hill had lost its brakes and careened into the intersec-tion with River Road, where despite the
driver's effortsto turn it smashed into apassing car. Frank had been out in the yard playing, had heard
the crash and saw the cement dust rising. He had been one of thefirst there. Thewoman and child in the
passenger seat of the Modd T had been killed. The woman driving was okay. They were from Chicago.
A group of folks subdued the driver of the truck, who kept trying to help a the Modd T, though he had



abad cut on his head and was covered with white dust.

"Okay, let'stighten the breech plug." Stone gave Shepard the wrench. " Sixteen turns exactly,”
Shepard said. He was swesting even in the bay's chill, and he paused to wipe hisforehead. "L et's hope
we don't get hit by lightning." He put the wrench down and shifted onto his knees, picked up acircular
plate. Hubcap. January thought. Stone connected wires, then helped Shepard ingtall two more plates.
Good old American know-how, January thought, goose-pimples rip-pling across his skin like cat's-paws
over water. There was Shepard, ascientist, putting together abomb like he was an auto mechanic
changing oil and plugs. January felt atight rush of rage at the scientists who had designed the bomb. They
had worked on it for over ayear down therein New Mexico, had none of them in dl that time ever
stopped to think what they were doing?

But none of them had to drop it. January turned to hide his face from Shepard, stepped down the
bay. The bomb looked like abig long trashcan, with fins at one end and little antennae at the other. Just a
bomb, he thought, damn it, it's just another bomb.

Shepard stood and patted the bomb gently. "Weve got alive one now." Never athought about what
it would do. January hurried by the man, afraid that hatred would crack his shell and give him away. The
pistol strapped to his belt caught on the hatchway and he imagined shooting Shepard— shooting Fitch
and McDonald and plunging the controls for-ward so that Lucky Strike tilted and spun down into the
sealike a spent tracer bullet, like a plane broken by flak, follow-ing the arc of dl human ambition.
Nobody would ever know what had happened to them, and their trashcan would be dumped to the
bottom of the Pacific whereit belonged. He could even shoot everyone and parachute out, and perhaps
be rescued by one of the Superdumbos following them...

The thought passed and remembering it January squinted with disgust. But another part of him agreed
that it was a possihility. It could be done. It would solve his problem. His fingers explored the snap on his
holster.

"Want some coffee?' Matthews asked.

"Sure," January said, and took his hand from the gun to reach for the cup. He sipped: hot. He
watched Matthews and Benton tune the loran equipment. Asthe begps came in Matthews took a
graightedge and drew lines from Okinawaand | wo Jmaon his map table. He tapped afinger on the
intersection. "They've taken the art out of navigation,” he said to January. "They might aswell stop
making the navigartor'sdome," thumbing up at the little Plexiglas bubble over them.

"Good old American know-how," January said.

Matthews nodded. With two fingers he measured the dis-tance between their position and Iwo Jima.
Benton measured with aruler.

"Rendezvous & five thirty-five, en?" Matthews said. They were to rendezvous with thetwo trailing
planes over lwo.

Benton disagreed. "I'd say fivefifty."

"What? Check again, guy, were not in no tugboat here.”

"Thewind—"

"Y ah, thewind. Frank, you want to add a bet to the pool 7'

"Fvethirty-sx," January said promptly.

They laughed. " See, he's got more confidence in me," Matthews said with adopey grin.

January recalled his plan to shoot the crew and tip the plane into the sea, and he pursed hislips,
repelled. Not for anything would he be able to shoot these men, who, if not friends, were at least



companions. They passed for friends. They meant no harm.

Shepard and Stone climbed into the cabin. Matthews of-fered them coffee. "The gimmick's ready to
kick their ass, en?" Shepard nodded and drank.

January moved forward, past Haddock's console. Another plan that wouldn't work. What to do? All
the flight engineer's dials and gauges showed conditions were normal. Maybe he could sabotage
something? Cut aline somewhere?

Fitch looked back at him and said, "When are we due over lwo?"
"Fiveforty, Matthews says."
"He better beright."

A thug. In peacetime Fitch would be hanging around a poal table giving the copstrouble. Hewas
perfect for war. Tibbets had chosen his men well—most of them, anyway. Moving back past Haddock
January stopped to Stare at the group of men in the navigation cabin. They joked, drank coffee. They
weredl ahit like Fitch: young toughs, capable and thought-less. They were having agood time, an
adventure. That was January's dominant impression of his companionsin the 509th; despite dl the
bitching and the occasiona moments of over-mastering fear, they were having agood time. Hismind
spun forward and he saw what these young men would grow up to belike as clearly asif they stood
before him in businessmen's suits, prosperous and bading. They would be tough and capable and
thoughtless, and asthe years passed and the great war receded in time they would look back on it with
ever-increasing nogtagia, for they would be the survivors and not the dead. Every year of thiswar would
fed liketen in their memories, so that the war would always remain the central experience of their
lives—atime when higtory lay papablein their hands, when each of their daily acts affected it, when
moral issueswere smple, and others told them what to do—so that as more years passed and the
survivors aged, bodiesfaling apart, livesin one rut or another, they would unconscioudy push harder and
harder to thrust the world into war again, thinking somewhere insde themsdvesthat if they could only
return to world war then they would magically be again asthey werein the last one—young, and free,
and happy. And by that time they would hold the positions of power, they would be capable of doing it.

So there would be more wars, January saw. He heard it in Matthews's laughter, saw it in their excited
eyes. "Thereéslwo, and it'sfive thirty-one. Pay up! | win!" And in future wars they'd have more bombs
like the gimmick, hundreds of them no doubt. He saw more planes, more young crews like this one, flying
to Moscow no doubt or to wherever, fireballsin every capita, why not? And to what end? To what end?
So that the old men could hope to become magicaly young again. Nothing more sane than that.

They were over Iwo Jima. Three more hoursto Japan. Voicesfrom The Great Artiste and Number
91 crackled on the radio. Rendezvous accomplished, the three planes flew northwest, toward Shikoku,
thefirgt Japaneseidand in their path. January went aft to use thetoilet. "Y ou okay, Frank?' Matthews
asked. "Sure. Terrible coffee, though."

"Aintitdways" January tugged at hisbaseball cap and hurried away. Kochenski and the other
gunners were playing poker. When he was done he returned forward. Matthews sat on the stool before
his maps, reading his equipment for the constant monitoring of drift that would now be required.
Haddock and Benton were aso busy at their sations. January maneuvered between the pilots down into
the nose. "Good shooting,” Matthews caled after him.

Forward it seemed quieter. January got settled, put his head-phones on and leaned forward to look
out the ribbed Plexiglas.

Dawn had turned the whole vault of the sky pink. Slowly the radiant shade shifted through lavender to
blue, pulse by pulse, adifferent color. The ocean below was aglittering blue plane, marbled by a pattern
of puffy pink cloud. The sky above was avast dome, darker above than on the horizon. January had
aways thought that dawn was the time when you could see most clearly how big the earth was, and how



high above it they flew. It seemed they flew at the very upper edge of the atmosphere, and January saw
how thin it was, how it wasjust askin of air redlly, so that even if you flew up to itstop the earth il
extended away infinitely in every direction. The coffee had warmed January, he was sweating. Sunlight
blinked off the Plexiglas. Hiswatch said six. Plane and hemisphere of blue were split down the middie by
the bomb-sight. His earphones crackled and he listened in to the reports from the lead planes flying over
thetarget cities. Kokura, Nagasaki, Hiroshima, dl of them had six-tenths cloud cover. Maybe they
would have to cancel the whole mission because of weather. "WEell look a Hiroshimafirst." Fitch said.
January peered down at thefieds of miniature clouds with renewed interest. His parachute dipped under
him. Readjust-ing it he imagined putting it on, sneaking back to the central escape hatch under the
navigator's cabin, opening the hatch... he could be out of the plane and gone before anyone noticed.
Leaveit up to them. They could bomb or not but it wouldn't be January's doing. He could float down
onto theworld like a puff of dandelion, feel coal air rush around him, watch the silk canopy dome hang
over him likeaminiature sky, aprivate world.

An eydessblack face. January shuddered; it was as though the nightmare could return any time. If he
jumped nothing would change, the bomb would still fall—would he fed any better, floating on hisInland
Sea? Sure, one part of him shouted; maybe, another conceded; the rest of him saw that face. ..

Earphones crackled. Shepard said, "Lieutenant Stone has now armed the bomb, and | can now tell
you dl what we are carrying. Aboard with usistheworld'sfirst alomic bomb."

Not exactly, January thought. Whistles squeaked in his earphones. The first one went off in New
Mexico. Splitting atoms: January had heard the term before. Tremendous en-ergy in every atom, Eingtein
had said. Break one, and—he had seen the result on film. Shepard was talking about radia-tion, which
brought back more to January. Energy released in the form of X-rays. Killed by X-rays! It would be
againg the Geneva Convention if they had thought of it.

Fitch cut in. "When the bomb is dropped Lieutenant Ben-ton will record our reaction to what we see.
Thisrecording isbeing made for history, so watch your language.”" Watch your language! January choked
back alaugh. Don't curse or blaspheme God at the sight of the first atomic bomb incinerat-ing acity and
dl itsinhabitantswith X-rayd

Six twenty. January found his hands clenched together on the headrest of the bombsight. He felt asif
he had afever. In the harsh wash of morning light the skin on the backs of his hands gppeared dightly
tranducent. Thewhorlsin the skin looked like the delicate patterning of waves on the seal's surface. His
hands were made of atoms. Atomswere the smalest building blocks of matter, it took billions of them to
make those tense, trembling hands. Split one atom and you had the firebal. That meant that the energy
contained in even one hand... heturned up apalm to look at the lines and the mottled flesh under the
trangparent skin. A person was abomb that could blow up the world. January felt that latent power tir in
him, pulsing with every hard heart-knock. What beings they were, and in what a blue expanse of a
world! —And here they spun on to drop abomb and kill a hundred thousand of these astonishing beings.

When afox or araccoon is caught by thelegin atrap, it lunges until theleg isfrayed, twisted,
perhaps broken, and only then does the animal's pain and exhaustion forceit to quit. Now in the same
way January wanted to quit. Hismind hurt. His plans to escape were so much crap—stupid, usaless.
Better to quit. Hetried to stop thinking, but it was hopeless. How could he stop? Aslong ashewas
conscious hewould be thinking. The mind struggleslonger in itstraps than any fox.

Lucky Strike tilted up and began the long climb to bombing dtitude. On the horizon the cloudslay
over agreen idand. Japan. Surely it had gotten hotter, the heater must be broken, he thought. Don't
think. Every few minutes Matthew gave Fitch small course adjustments. " Two seventy-five, now. That's
it." To escape the moment January recaled his child-hood. Following amule and plow. Moving to
Vicksburg (rivers). For awhile therein Vicksburg, since his stutter madeit hard to gain friends, he had
played agamewith himsdlf. He had passed the time by imagining that everything he did was vitaly



important and determined the fate of theworld. If he crossed aroad in front of acertain car, for instance,
then the car wouldn't make it through the next intersection before atruck hit it, and so the man driving
would be killed and wouldn't be able to invent the flying boat that would save President Wilson from
kidnappers—so he had to wait for that car because everything afterward depended on it, oh damniit, he
thought, damn it, think of something different. The last Hornblower story he had reead—how would he
get out of this? The round O of his mother'sface as sheranin and saw hisarm— The Missssippi,
mud-brown behind itslevees— Abruptly he shook his head, face twisted in frusiration and despair,
aware a last that no possible avenue of memory would serve as an escape for him now, for now there
was no part of hislifethat did not apply to the Stuation he wasin, and no matter where he cast hismind it
was going to shore up againgt the hour facing him.

Lessthan an hour. They were a thirty thousand feet, bombing dtitude. Fitch gave him dtimeter
readingsto dia into the bombsight, Matthews gave him windspeeds. Swegt got in his eye and he blinked
furioudy. The sun rose behind them like an atomic bomb, glinting off every corner and edge of the
Pexiglas, illuminating his bubble compartment with afierce glare. Broken plans jumbled together in his
mind, his breath was short, histhroat dry. Usdlessly and repeatedly he damned the scientists, damned
Truman. Damned the Japanese for causing the whole messin the first place, damned yellow killers, they
had brought this on themsalves. Remember Pearl. American men had died under bombs when no war
had been declared; they had started it and now it was coming back to them with avengeance. And they
deserved it. And an inva-sion of Japan would teke years, cost millions of lives—end it now, end it they
deserved it, they deserved it steaming river full of charcoal people silently dying damned stubborn race of
maniacs

"Therés Honshu," Fitch said, and January returned to the world of the plane. They were over the
Inland Sea. Soon they would pass the secondary target Kokura, abit to the south. Seven thirty. The
idand was draped more heavily than the sea by clouds, and again January's heart legped with the idea
that weather would cancel the mission. But they did deserveit. It wasamission like any other mission.
He had dropped bombs on Africa, Sicily, Italy, al Germany... Heleaned forward to take alook through
the sight. Under the X of the crosshairs was the sea, but at the lead edge of the sight wasland. Honshu.
At two hundred and thirty milesan hour that gave them about a haf hour to Hiroshima. Maybeless. He
wondered if hisheart could beat so hard for that long.

Fitch said, "Matthews, I'm giving over guidance to you. Just tell uswhat to do."

"Bear south two degrees,” was dl Matthews said. At last their voices had taken on atouch of
awareness, even fear.

"January, are you ready?" Fitch asked.

"I'm just waiting," January said. He sat up, so Fitch could see the back of his head. The bombsight
stood between hislegs. A switch onits side would start the bombing sequence; the bomb would not
leave the plane immediately upon the flick of the switch, but would drop after afifteen-second radio tone
warned the following planes. The sight was ad-justed accordingly.

"Adjust to aheading of two sixty-five," Matthews said. "Were coming in directly upwind." Thiswas
to make any sde-drift adjustmentsfor the bomb unnecessary. "January, did it down to two hundred and
tkirty-one miles per hour.”

"Two thirty-one."

Fitch said, "Everyone but January and Matthews, get your goggleson.”

January took the darkened goggles from the floor. One needed to protect one's eyes or they might
melt. He put them on, put hisforehead on the headrest. They werein the way. He .took them off. When
he looked through the sight again there was land under the crosshairs. He checked hiswatch. Eight
o'clock. Up and reading the papers, drinking tea.



"Ten minutesto AP," Matthews said. The aming point was Aioi Bridge, a T-shaped bridgein the
middle of the delta-straddling city. Easy to recognize.

"Theresalot of cloud down there," Fitch noted. " Are you going to be able to see?’
"l won't be sure until wetry it," January said.

"We can make another pass and use radar if we need to,” Matthews said.

Fitch said, "Don't drop it unlessyou're sure, January.”

"Yesgr."

Through the sight a grouping of rooftops and gray roads was just visible between broken clouds.
Around it green forest. "All right,” Matthews exclaimed, "here we go! Keep it right on this heading,
Captain! January, well stay at two thirty-one.”

"And same heading,” Fitch said. "January, she'sal yours. Everyone make sure your goggles are on.
And beready for theturn.”

January's world contracted to the view through the bomb-sight. A stippled field of cloud and forest.
Over asmadl range of hillsand into Hiroshima's watershed. The broad river was mud brown, the land
pale hazy green, the growing network of roadsflat gray. Now thetiny rectangular shapes of buildings
covered dmogt dl the land, and swimming into the Sight came the city proper, narrow idandsthrusting
into adark blue bay. Under the crosshairs the city moved idand by idand, cloud by cloud. January had
stopped breathing, hisfingerswererigid as stone on the switch. And there was Aioi Bridge. It did right
under the crosshairs, atiny T right in agap in the clouds. January's fingers crushed the switch.
Deliberately hetook abreath, held it. Clouds swam under the crosshairs, then the next idand. "Almost
there" he said camly into his microphone. "Steady.” Now that he was committed his heart was humming
like the Wrights. He counted to ten. Now flowing under the crosshairs were clouds dternating with green
forest, leaden roads. "I've turned the switch, but I'm not getting atone!™ he croaked into the mike. His
right hand held the switch firmly in place. Fitch was shouting something—

Matthewss voice cracked across it—"Flipping it b-back and forth," January shouted, shielding the
bombsight with hisbody from the eyes of the pilots. "But still—wait a second—"

He pushed the switch down. A low hum filled hisears. "That'sit! It started!"
"But wherewill it land?' Matthews cried.
"Hold steady!" January shouted.

Lucky Strike shuddered and lofted up ten or twenty feet. January twisted to look down and there
was the bomb, flying just below the plane. Then with awobbleit fell away.

The plane banked right and dove so hard that the centrifu-ga force threw January against the
Plexiglas. Severd thou-sand feet lower Fitch leveled it out and they hurtled north;

"Do you see anything?' Fitch cried.

From the tailgun Kochenski gasped, "Nothing." January struggled upright. He reached for the
welder's goggles, but they were no longer on his head. He couldn't find them. "How long hasit been?' he
sad.

"Thirty seconds," Matthews replied.

January clamped his eyes shut.

Theblood in hiseydidslit up red, then white.

On the earphones aclutter of voices: "Oh my God. Oh my God." The plane bounced and tumbled,
metalicaly shriek-ing. January pressed himsdlf off the Plexiglas. " 'Nother Shockwave!™ Kochenski



yelled. The plane rocked again, bounced out of control, thisisit, January thought, end of theworld, |
guess that solves my problem.

He opened his eyes and found he could till see. The engines till roared, the props spun. "Those
were the Shockwaves from the bomb,” Fitch caled. "We're okay now. Look at that! Will you look at
that sonofabitch go!”

January looked. The cloud layer below had burst apart, and a black column of smoke billowed up
from acore of red fire. Already the top of the column was at their height. Exclama-tions of shock
clatered painfully in January's ears. He stared at the fiery base of the cloud, at the scores of firesfeeding
into it. Suddenly he could see past the cloud, and hisfinger-nails cut into his pams. Through agep in the
clouds he saw it clearly, the delta, the Six rivers, there off to theleft of the tower of smoke: the city of
Hiroshima, untouched.

"We missed!" Kochenski ydled. "We missed it!"

January turned to hide hisface from the pilots; on it wasagrin like arictus. He sat back in his seat
and let therdlief fill him.

Thenit wasback to it. "God damn it!" Fitch shouted down at him. McDonad wastrying to restrain
him. " Janu-ary, get up here!”

"Yesdr." Now there was anew st of problems.

January stood and turned, legs weak. Hisright fingertips throbbed painfully. The men were crowded
forward to look out the Plexiglas. January looked with them.

The mushroom cloud was forming. It roiled out asif it might continue to extend forever, fed by the
inferno and the black stalk below it. 1t looked about two mileswide, and haf amiletal, and it extended
well abovethe height they flew at, dwarfing their plane entirely. "Do you think well dl be serile?’
Matthews said.

"| can taste the radiation,” McDonald declared. "Can you? It tastes like lead.”

Burgts of flame shot up into the cloud from below, giving apurplish tint to the stalk. Thereit stood:
lifdike, malignant, sixty thousand feet tall. One bomb. January shoved past the pilotsinto the navigation
cabin, overwhelmed.

"Should | start recording everyone's reactions, Captain?' asked Benton.

"To hell with that," Fitch said, following January back. But Shepard got there first, descending quickly
from the navigation dome. He rushed across the cabin, caught January on the shoulder, "Y ou bastard!™
he screamed as January stumbled back. ™Y ou lost your nerve, coward!"

January went for Shepard, happy to have atarget at last, but Fitch cut in and grabbed him by the
collar, pulled him around until they were face to face—

"Isthat right?" Fitch cried, asangry as Shepard. "Did you screw up on purpose?”

"No," January grunted, and knocked Fitch's hands away from his neck. He swung and smacked Fitch
on the mouth, caught him solid. Fitch staggered back, recovered, and no doubt would have beaten
January up, but Matthews and Benton and Stone legped in and held him back, shouting for order. " Shut
up! Shut up!" McDonad screamed from the cockpit, and for amoment it was bedlam, but Fitch let
himself be restrained, and soon only McDonad's shouts for quiet were heard. January retreated to
between the pilot seats, right hand on his pistol holster.

"The city wasin the crosshairswhen | flipped the switch," he said. "But thefirst couple of times|
flipped it nothing happened—"

"That'saliel" Shepard shouted. "There was nothing wrong with the switch, | checked it mysdif.



Besides the bomb exploded miles beyond Hiroshima, look for yourself! That's minutes.": He wiped spit
from hischin and pointed at Janu-ary. "You did it."

"Y ou don't know that," January said. But he could see the men had been convinced by Shepard, and
he took astep back. "Y ou just get meto aboard of inquiry, quick. And leave me donetill then. If you
touch me again"—glaring venomoudy at Fitch and then Shepard—"I'll shoot you." He turned and hopped
down to his sest, feeling exposed and vunerable, like atreed raccoon.

"They'll shoot you for this," Shepard screamed after him. " Disobeying orders—treason—" Matthews
and Stone were shutting him up.

"Let'sget out of here," he heard McDonald say. "I can taste the lead, can't you?”

January looked out the Plexiglas. The giant cloud still burned and roiled. One aom... Well, they had
redly doneit to that forest. He dmost laughed but stopped himsdlf, afraid of hysteria. Through abreak in
the clouds he got aclear view of Hiroshimafor thefirst time. It [ay spread over itsidands like amap,
unharmed. Well, that wasthat. The inferno at the base of the mushroom cloud was eight or ten miles
around the shore of the bay, and amile or two inland. A certain patch of forest would be gone,
destroyed—uitterly blasted from the face of the earth. The Japs would be able to go out and investigate
the damage. And if they weretold it was ademongtration, awarning—and if they acted fast— well, they
had their chance. Maybe it would work.

The release of tenson made January fed sick. Then he recaled Shepard's words and he knew that
whether his plan worked or not he was il introuble. In trouble! It was worse than that. Bitterly he
cursed the Japartese, he even wished for amoment that he had dropped it on them. Wearily helet his
despair empty him.

A long whilelater he sat up straight. Once again he was atrapped anima. He began lunging for
escape, cagting about for plans. One dternative after another. All during the long grim flight home he
considered it, mind spinning at the speed of the props and beyond. And when they came down on Tinian
he had aplan. It was along shot, he reckoned, but it was the best he could do.

The briefing hut was surrounded by MPs again. January stumbled from the truck with therest and
walked inside. He was more than ever aware of the looks given him, and they were hard, accusatory. He
wastoo tired to care. He hadn't dept in more than thirty-six hours, and had dept very little since the last
time he had been in the hut, aweek before. Now the room quivered with the lack of engine vibration to
gabilizeit, and the sllence roared. It was al he could do to hold on to the bare essentids of hisplan. The
glares of Fitch and Shepard, the hurt incomprehension of Matthews, they had to be thrust out of his
focus. Thankfully helit acigarette.

Inaclamor of question and argument the others described the strike. Then the haggard Scholes and
an intelligence officer led them through the bombing run. January's plan made it necessary to hold to his
gory: "... and when the AP was under the crosshairs | pushed down the switch, but got no signd. |
flipped it up and down repestedly until the tone kicked in. At that point there was till fifteen secondsto
therdease”

"Wasthere anything that may have caused the tone to start when it did?”
"Not that | noticed immediately, but—"

"It'simpossible,” Shepard interrupted, face red. "I checked the switch before we flew and there was
nothing wrong with it. Besides, the drop occurred over aminute—"

"Captain Shepard,” Scholessaid. "Well hear from you presently.”
"But he'sobvioudy lying—"
"Captain Shepard! It'snot at all obvious. Don't speak unless questioned.”



"Anyway," January said, hoping to shift the questions away from theissue of thelong delay, "I noticed
something about the bomb when it wasfalling that could explain why it stuck. | need to discussit with
one of the scientists familiar with the bomb's design.”

"What wasthat?" Scholes asked suspicioudy.

January hesitated. "There's going to be aninquiry, right?'

Scholesfrowned. "Thisisthe inquiry, Captain January. Tdl uswhat you saw."
"But there will be some proceeding beyond this one?’

"It looks like there's going to be a court-martial, yes, Captain.”

"That'swhat | thought. | don't want to talk to anyone but my counsdl, and some scientist familiar with
the bomb."

"I'm ascientist familiar with the bomb," Shepard burst out. "Y ou could tell meif you redly had
anything, you—"
"l said | need ascientist!" January exclaimed, rising to face the scarlet Shepard acrossthe table. "Not

a G-God damned mechanic." Shepard started to shout, others joined in and the room rang with
argument. While Scholes restored order January sat down, and he refused to be drawn out again.

"I'll see you're assigned counsdl, and initiate the court-martia,” Scholes said, clearly at aloss.
"Meanwhile you are under arrest, on suspicion of disobeying ordersin combat.” January nodded, and
Scholes gave him over to the MPs.

"Onelast thing," January sad, fighting exhaugtion. "Tell Genera Le May that if the Jgps aretold this
drop was awarning, it might have the same effect as—"

" told you!" Shepard shouted. "I told you he did it on purpose!”

Men around Shepard restrained him. But he had convinced most of them, and even Matthews stared
at January with sur-prised anger.

January shook his head wearily. He had the dull fedling that his plan, whileit had succeeded sofar,
was ultimately not agood one. "Just trying to make the best of it." It took dl of hisremaining will to force
hislegsto carry himin adignified manner out of the hut.

His cell was an empty NCO's office. MPs brought his meals. For the first couple of days he did little
but deep. On the third day he glanced out the officer's barred window, and saw atractor pulling a
tarpaulin-draped trolley out of the compound, followed by jeepsfilled with MPs. It looked like amilitary
funerd. January rushed to the door and banged on it until one of the young MPs came.

"What's that they're doing out there?" January demanded. .Eyes cold and mouth twisted, the MP said,
"They're mak-ing ancther dtrike. They're goingto doiit right thistime.”

"No!" January cried. "No!" He rushed the MP, who knocked him back and locked the door. " No!"
He beet the door until his hands hurt, cursng wildly. ™Y ou don't need to doiit, it isn't necessary.™ Shell
shattered at last, he collapsed on the bed and wept. Now everything he had done would be rendered
meaningless. He had sacrificed himsdlf for nothing.

A day or two after that the MPsled in acolone, an iron-haired man who stood stiffly and crushed
January's hand when he shook it. Hiseyeswereapale, icy blue.

"l am Colond Dray," he said. "I have been ordered to defend you at the court-martid." January could
fed the didike pouring from the man. "To do that I'm going to need every fact you have, o let's get
Sarted.”

"I'm not talking to anybody until 1've seen an atomic scientist.”



"l 'amyour defense counsd—"

"l don't care who you are," January said. "Y our defense of me depends on you getting one of the
scientigts here. The higher up heis, the better. And | want to speak to him aone.”

"1 will haveto be present.”

So hewould do it. But now January's counsel, too, was an enemy.

"Naturaly," January said. "Y ou're my counsdl. But no one else. Our atomic secrecy may depend on
it

"Y ou saw evidence of sabotage?!

"Not one word more until that scientist ishere.”

Angrily the colonel nodded and [ eft.

L ate the next day the colond returned with another man. "Thisis Dr. Forest."

"1 helped develop the bomb," Forest said. He had acrew cut and dressed in fatigues, and to January
he looked more Army than the colonel. Suspicioudy he stared back and forth at the two men.

"Y ou'll vouch for this man'sidentity on your word as an officer?' he asked Dray.
"Of course," the colond said stiffly, offended.

"S0," Dr. Forest said. ™'Y ou had some trouble getting it off when you wanted to. Tell me what you

"l saw nothing," January said harshly. He took a deep bresth; it wastime to commit himsalf. "I want
you to take a message back to the scientists. Y ou folks have been working on this thing for years, and
you must have had time to consider how the bomb should have been used. Y ou know we could have
convinced the Japsto surrender by showing them ademonstration—"

"Wait aminute," Forest said. "Y ou're saying you didn't see anything? There wasn't amafunction?’
"That'sright,” January said, and cleared histhroat. "It wasn't necessary, do you understand?’

Forest was|ooking at Colondl Dray. Dray gave him adisgusted shrug. "He told me he saw evidence
of sabotage.”

"| want you to go back and ask the scientists to intercede for me," January said, raising hisvoiceto
get the man's atention. "I haven't got achancein that court-martia. But if the scientists defend me then
maybe they'll let melive, see? | don't want to get shot for doing something every one of you scientists
would have done."

Dr. Forest had backed away. Color rising, he said, "What makes you think that's what we would
have done? Don't you think we considered it? Don't you think men better quaified than you made the
decison?' He waved a hand— "God damn it—what made you think you were competent to decide
something asimportant asthat!"

January was appdled a the man'sreaction; in his plan it had gone differently. Angrily he jabbed a
finger at Forest. "Because/ wasthe man doing it, Doctor Forest. Y ou take even one step back from that
and suddenly you can pretend it's not your doing. Finefor you, but / was there.”

At every word the man's color wasrising. It looked like he might pop aveinin his neck. January tried
once more. "Have you ever tried to imagine what one of your bombswould do to acity full of people?’

"I've had enough!" the man exploded. He turned to Dray. "I'm under no obligation to keep what I've
heard here confi-dentia. Y ou can be sureit will be used as evidence in Captain January's court-martia.”
He turned and gave January alook of such blazing hatred that January understood it. For these men to



admit he was right would mean admitting that they were wrong—that every one of them wasresponsible
for his part in the construction of the wegpon January had refused to use. Understanding that, January
knew he was doomed.

The bang of Dr. Forest's departure still shook the little office. January sat on his cot, got out asmoke.
Under Colo-nel Dray's cold gaze helit one shakily, took adrag. He looked up at the colondl, shrugged.
"It was my best chance," he explained. That did something—for thefirst and only time the cold disdainin
the colond's eyes shifted, to alittle hard, lawyerly gleam of respect.

The court-martia lasted two days. The verdict was guilty of disobeying ordersin combat, and of
giving aid and comfort to the enemy. The sentence was death by firing squad.

For mogt of hisremaining days January rarely spoke, draw-ing ever further behind the mask that had
hidden him for so long. A clergyman cameto see him, but it was the 509th's chaplain, the one who had
said the prayer blessing the Lucky Strike's misson before they took off. Angrily January sent him

packing.
Later, however, ayoung Catholic priest dropped by. His name was Patrick Getty. He was alittle
pudgy man, bespecta-cled and, it seemed, somewhat afraid of January. January let the man talk to him.

When he returned the next day January talked back abit, and on the day after that he talked some more.
It became a habit.

Usually January talked about his childhood. Hetalked of plowing mucky black bottom land behind a
mule. Of running down the lane to the mailbox. Of reading books by the light of the moon after he had
been ordered to deep, and of being beaten by his mother for it with a high-hedled shoe. Hetold the
priest the story of the time his arm had been burnt, and about the car crash at the bottom of Fourth
Street. "It'sthe truck driver'sface | remember, do you see, Father?'

"Yes" theyoung priest said. "Yes"

And hetold him about the game he had played in which every action he took tipped the balance of
world affairs. "When | remembered that game | thought it was dumb. Step on asidewalk crack and
cause an earthquake—you know, it's stupid. Kids arelike that." The priest nodded. "But now I've been
thinking that if everybody wereto livetheir whole liveslike that, thinking that every move they made
redlly wasimportant, then... it might make adifference.” He waved ahand vaguely, expelled cigarette
smoke. "Y ou're accountable for what you do.”

"Yes" thepriest said. "Yes, you are.”
"And if you're given ordersto do something wrong, you're till accountable, right? The orders don't

changeit.”
"That'sright.”

"Hmph." January smoked awhile. "So they say, anyway. But look what happens.” Hewaved & the
office. "I'mlike the guy in agtory | read—he thought everything in books wastrue, and after reading a
bunch of westerns he tried to rob atrain. They tossed himinjail." Helaughed shortly. "Booksare full of

crap.
"Not dl of them,” the priest said. "Besides, you weren't trying to rob atrain.”
They laughed at the notion. "Did you read that story?"
“No."

"It was the strangest book—there were two storiesin it, and they aternated chapter by chapter, but
they didn't have athing to do with each other! | didn't get it."

"... Maybethe writer was trying to say that everything connectsto everything ese."



"Maybe. Butit'safunny way to say it."
"I likeit."
And 0 they passed the time, talking.

So it was the priest who was the one to come by and tell January that his request for a Presidential
pardon had been refused. Getty said awkwardly, "It seems the President ap-proves the sentence.”

"That bastard," January said weskly. He sat on his cot.
Time passed. It was another hot, humid day.

"Well," the priest said. "L et me give you some better news. Given your Situation | don't think telling
you matters, though I've been told not to. The second mission—you know there was a second strike?”

IIYall
"Well, they missed too.”
"What?" January cried, and bounced to hisfeet. Y ou're kidding!"

"No. They flew to Kokura, but found it covered by clouds. It was the same over Nagasaki and
Hiroshima, so they flew back to Kokura and tried to drop the bomb using radar to guideit, but
gpparently there was a—agenuine equipment failure thistime, and the bomb fell on anidand.”

January was hopping up and down, mouth hanging open, " So we n-never—"

"We never dropped an atom bomb on a Japanese city. That'sright.” Getty grinned. "And get this—|
heard thisfrom my superior—they sent amessage to the Japanese government telling them that the two
explosions were warn-ings, and that if they didn't surrender by September first we would drop bombs on
Kyoto and Tokyo, and then wherever € se we had to. Word isthat the Emperor went to Hiroshimato
survey the damage, and when he saw it he ordered the Cabinet to surrender. So..."

"Soit worked," January said. He hopped around, "It worked, it worked!"
IIYaII
"Just like | said it would!" he cried, and hopping before the priest he laughed.

Getty wasjumping around alittle too, and the sght of the priest bouncing was too much for January.
He sat on his cot and laughed till the tears ran down his cheeks.

"So—" He sobered quickly. "So Truman's going to shoot me anyway, eh?"
"Yes" the priest said unhappily. "I guessthat'sright.”

Thistime January'slaugh was bitter. "He'sabastard, al right. And proud of being abastard, which
makesit worse." He shook his head. "If Roosevelt had lived..."

"It would have been different,” Getty finished. "Y es. Maybe so. But he didn't."” He sat beside January.
"Cigarette?' He held out a pack, and January noticed the white wartime wrapper. He frowned.

"Y ou haven't got aCamd?'
"Oh. Sorry."

"Ohwadl. That'sdl right." January took one of the Lucky Strikes, lit up. "That's awfully good news."
He breathed out. "1 never believed Truman would pardon me anyway, so mostly you've brought good
news. Ha. They missed. Y ou have no ideahow much better that makes mefed."

"I think | do."
January smoked the cigarette.



"... SoI'magood American after al. | am agood American," heindsted. "No matter what Truman
seys”
"Yes," Getty replied, and coughed. "Y ou're better than Truman any day."

"Better watch what you say, Father." He looked into the eyes behind the glasses, and the expression
he saw there gave him pause. Since the drop every look directed at him had been filled with contempt.
He'd seen it so often during the court-martial that he'd learned to stop looking; and now he had to teach
himself to see again. The priest looked & him asif hewere... asif hewere somekind of hero. That
waan't exactly right. But seeingit. ..

January would not live to see the yearsthat followed, so he would never know what came of his
action. He had given up casting his mind forward and imagining possibilities, because there was no point
toit. His planning was ended. In any case he would not have been able to imagine the course of the
post-war years. That the world would quickly become an armed camp pitched on the edge of atomic
war, he might have predicted. But he never would have guessed that so many peoplewould join a
January Society. Hewould never know of the effect the Society had on Dewey during the Korean crisis,
never know of the Society's successful cam-paign for the test ban treaty, and never learn that thanksin
part to the Society and its dlies, atreaty would be signed by the great powers that would reduce the
number of atomic bombs year by year, until there were none lft.

Frank January would never know any of that. But in that moment on his cot looking into the eyes of
young Patrick Getty, he guessed an inkling of it—he fdt, just for an ingtant, the impact on history.

And with that he relaxed. In hislast week everyone who met him carried away the same impression,
that of acam, quiet man, angry a Truman and others, but in awithdrawn, matter-of-fact way. Patrick
Getty, astrong force in the Janu-ary Society ever after, said January was talkative for sometime after he
learned of the missed attack on Kokura. Then he became quieter and quieter, as the day approached.
On the morning that they woke him at dawn to march him out to a hagtily constructed execution shed, his
MPs shook his hand. The priest was with him as he smoked afinal cigarette, and they prepared to put
the hood over his head. January looked at him calmly. "They load one of the gunswith ablank cartridge,
right?'

"Yes" Getty sad.
"S0 each man in the squad can imagine he may not have shot me?"
"Yes That'sright."

A tight, unhumorous smile was January's last expression. He threw down the cigarette, ground it out,
poked the priest inthearm. "But | know." Then the mask dipped back into place for good, making the
hood redundant, and with afirm step January went to the wall. One might have said he was at peace.

GREEN HEARTS Lee Montgomerie

Geneticsis afield that has seen major discoveriesin recent years, so it isn't surprising that
science fiction writers have increasingly written about the possibilities arising from them. Here we
visit the solar system of a future in which not only cloning but also morphological control of
plants has become common. It's a very strange place, and thisis the story of a strange love.

Lee Montgomerie was born and brought up in Zambia; she has lived in England for over a
decade. "Green Hearts," which appeared in the adventurous British magazine Interzone, is her
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When | can no longer bear the cramped tunnels of the colony and my mother's accusing presence
(like billions of mothers before her, she cannot understand, she says, how her own daughter has changed
overnight into this awkward, defi-ant and irascible creature), | often volunteer to go topside to check the
terraforming project.

Wdtering in pubescent irritability, | sumblein my heavy suit through theinvisible bloom of lichens,
amoebae and bacteria that suffuses the blushing sands, occasondly taking asamplefor andyss. | il the
yellow robots that roam the red dunes.

Sometimes | pass the mirror domein which Bionics Inter-planetary are working on their secret
project. It winks at me. My reflective suit winks back.

| wonder how Beanshoot is getting on.

The colonigts have long sincelogt interest in the events which momentarily disturbed our smug
autonomy, but the strange arriva of Bl's protege still haunts me like an enig-matic dream.

| wasin theinfirmary for psychiatric assessment a thetime.

On one of my mother'sinfrequent vigts, she was suddenly vibrant with anger. "Bionics Interplanetary
have returned!”

A fleet of ships bearing the green heart logo had arrived unannounced, disgorging huge quantities of
equipment.

"A domeis being constructed in the desert,” shetold me on her next visit. The team refused to discuss
their misson. Their communications personnd had taken over our radio tower, incessantly sending
scrambled messages to some ship which wasimminently expected.

"Intelligent alien emissaries from another system?” | heard the hospital staff conjecturing. They had
been told nothing. Although the terraforming project, the colony's raison d'etre, was an officia Bl
enterprise, most of the colonists had come to Marsto get away from Bionics Interplanetary and the
damage they had done. My mother never tired of telling me that she had kept me frozen as an embryo for
years, had smuggled me to the colony as an undetected pregnancy be-cause Earth had been no placeto
bring up achild.

Lying in the hospitd, 1 heard the anticipated ship landing. It was an ancient rusty tub, | wastold later,
from which stepped a half-dozen ageing agoraphobic astronauits, forgotten survivors of some nationalistic
showpiece expedition of the pre-Bionic age. They stood blinking and confused on the tarmac while the
Bl delegation heedlessy shouldered past them, manipulated alarge metdlic canister from the hold,
loaded it into awaiting ambulance and rushed it, lights flashing and sirens screaming, through the tunndls
to the hospital.

Ananxious Bl medica team had been bustling around my ward dl day, tensely erecting resuscitation
equipment, when the container arrived, accompanied by al the rest of the visitorsin a state of extreme
nervousness. The Chief Techni-cian was panicking, her fingers fumbling with the unfamiliar clasps,
foul-smelling liquid dopping on the floor. At last she prised the crate apart to reved aman-size, peding
foetusfloating in apool of fluid filled with doughed skin and moulted hair.

The hospita staff crowded round. "What isit?"' they asked. They recognised the container asthe type
that would have been used for transporting large extraterrestrid lifeforms, had any ever been found, but
they did not recognise the etiolated creature with the hideous gasmask head as ahuman being.

The respirator came off to reved agrey, gluey, uncon-scious face under abad, veined skull. Hewas
not bresthing. The Bl team were struggling to insert him into the resuscitartion apparatus and the frail
creature was blue and writhing, rolling blank eyes and racking his birdcage ribcage. At last he groaned
and gasped and flushed and stabilised, and the Bl people relaxed, embraced each other in an ecstasy of
self-congratulation, and rushed off to organise abriefing conference.



| called my new companion Beanshoot. A can of these pale, embryonic ddlicacies had once found its
way into our supplies. Beanshoot wasto lie, helpless and pampered as anewborn, in the bed opposite
mine until the establishment under the dome could be completed.

My mother was suddenly acongtant visitor. "Imagine," she said, whispering excitedly asif that thing
foggily groping and gurgling in the bed across the ward could understand human speech, "that boy is
Nole Whard'slegd heir! Heis probably the richest person in the known universe!” And shelooked at
Beanshoot with a considerably more fascinated species of disgust than she had before the briefing
conference— when she had averted her eyesin contempt from the huge, lolling head mindlesdy dribbling
synthetic milk al over the Bl Chief Technician's biotechnica smock.

"l heard that his survival has been touch and go,” she confided. One could not redlly blamethe
agtronauts. They had left Earth in the pre-Bionic age, had been shocked to find on their return journey a
bacterid jungle on Ganymede where at the time of their outward journey not the smplest amino acid had
condensed on theicy rocks. More shocked il to discover in the midst of thismulticolouredriot, a
crashed lifeboat inscribed SSTitanic.

Carefully penetrating the airlock, they had searched thetiny capsule, filled with wild hydroponics, for
hours before they noticed the naked adolescent, immobile, not bothering to watch them from among the
overgrown tomatoes and grapes.

They had never heard of the Titanic. Even after their computer had trand ated the documents, the
name Nole Whard had meant nothing to them. Some incomprehensible human man had lived done on
thisairlessmoon, had given birth to ason and then had carefully ventured out into the vacuum by
converting himsdf, cell by cdll, into an anaerobic nerve net. Their landing and take-off jets had
inadvertently destroyed the ddlicate intelligent web that guarded the mysterious boy.

They had carried Beanshoot unresisting to their craft but he would not est, neglected to look at them
and seemed unbear-ably distressed by his non-organic surroundings. Sharing their confined ship with an
unresponsive, incontinent, cringing youth was soon unbearable for the astronauts too. They had decided
to sugpend him until they could get help.

Now, revived by what is cdled amiracle, he lies opposite me until the complex is completed and the
Bl team gently pack him in atrangparent pressurised coffin and carry him away from the colony, never to
return. The astronauts go back to an Earth changed beyond recognition. The hospital finds nothing
serioudy wrong with me.

"Impossible™ my mother ingsts—"you must beinsane” | have defiled my human purity with the
Bionic Interface. She found the used scalpe in the recycling bin and insisted on ingpecting me naked.
Even s, she dmost missed the tightly-curled pink flower bud on my |eft breast that amost perfectly
meatched my right nipple.

How many times she hastold me about the youth of Earth and how they have abused their
bodies—thrown them away, even—their worthless brains inhabiting the savage chimerae that terrorise
the forests of Earth's once-peaceful cities? How dare | secretly violate my unique phenotype? The bud
con-stantly accuses her through my shabby spacesuit liners. She cannot bear the sght of me.

| resume my solitary rambles on the dunes, communing with the lichens, passing and repassing the
enigmatic dome. One day a pressure-suited figure emerges from the winking bubble and beckonsmein.

| am week. Theinsde of the domeisasickening holo-gram. | have never before stood on anything
more vertiginous than arock. Now my brain refusesto believe that | am not perched on adizzy platform
high up among the swaying floral pinnacles of an Earthly city. The Bl Chief Technician takes her hemet
off and invites meto do the same. "Ah. Y ou are Jeni, are you not? | am sure you must remember Nole
Whard Junior. Would you like to meet him?"

We go insde the complex. Beanshoot is Sitting staring out of the window at the perilous towers of the



illusory city. Heturns his head when | walk in, fixing me with a penetrating stare but saying nothing. | am
dlent in return, avoiding the scenery, searching for aresemblance to hisfamous father in those sad eyes
burning in astubbly skull furrowed with fresh scars. The Bl team gather round to observe our interaction.
| cannot bear it. | leave. | say nothing to mother.

For nights| dream that | am losing my grip among the foliage of a precipitous Earthly skyscraper. |
wake with thun-dering heart and sweaty hands. A few dayslater | am back outside the mirror dome that
reflects my mirror helmet, knocking.

Bl are pleased to see me. Beanshoot suddenly has his famous father's famous head of red-gold hair (1
had seen it growing in the outdoor garden which blendsinto the holo-gram, | suddenly redlise). "It is
Jeni!" he says. He smiles at me. Disconcerting to be greeted so eagerly by the long-lost consensua
overlord of Earth. | am too shy to smile back. | leave early. For along time, | ramble through the sands
within the virtud limits of the hologram, imagining mysdlf awinged bio-abuser floating among those
perfumed flord turrets.

The next time we mest, wetak.

| tell Beanshoot about our minima microbia ecology. He takes meinto the garden and shows me his
clumsy bionic experiments. He is converting a cactusinto akitten. It comes |legping over the sessile
vegetation to greet us, avkward on four legs dl different lengths. Its eyes, matched neither in colour nor
in sze, are both on the same side of its head. | pick it up. Its Green Heart flutters. | stroke its petal ears.
"l think it needsatail,” | tell him. Together wework on it with the Bionic Interface and a muscular tendril
from apredatory vine. The scalpel cuts cleanly through the flesh, spreading alayered red/green paste
which sedlsthe wound and glues the organisms together. We upholster the tail with the furry funguswhich
coverstherest of the cat. Thekitten lovesitstail. It chasesit around the garden. Welaugh. Bl approve.

| become afrequent visitor to the dome.

Sometimes Beanshoot is not around to greet me. Adeep, or studying, the team say. "A good timefor
achat," saysthe

Chief Technician, stting me down and offering me some of thewild food to which | am growing
accustomed. Wetalk about the colony, my mother, the microscopic culture we are establishing in the
sand.

| explore the compartments of the complex. One day | open the door of an untidy cubicle, littered
with toys and books. Beanshoot is curled up on the rumpled bed, kitten snoring on the pillow, histhumb
in hismouth, atangle of wiresleading from histouded hair to arack of boxes under the bed. Poor

PUPpeL.

"There are things you need to understand,” the Chief Technician says. "Beanshoot it not Nole
Whard's child. Heishisclone. Heis Earth's most precious asset. His brain is an exact duplicate of the
onethat held the most brilliant intellect the world had ever willingly harboured, but he has spent his
formative years bathed in the morphogenetic influence of brainless sessile vegetables. All Bl aredoing in
this secret project on Marsisto recapitulate a childhood for him before he returnsto take his place asthe
master of Earth. Nothing sinister. We are so glad to have found him afriend of his own ageto share his
experience.

"l have never seen you in anything but asuit or liner,” she reminds me. "Would you like to try some
Earthly clothes?' She fetches me a shapel ess suit, woven from gut, muscle, nerve and chameleon.

Assoon as| step into the flaccid pinkish-grey bag, it blusheswith brilliant colour and contractsto fit
my shape. It seemsto enhance my movements somehow. | fed lessawvkward. When | leave for home, |
put my clothes on top of it, not wishing to take it off. It immediately changes colour to perfectly match my
skin, imperceptible joints at wrists, ankles and waist. | peer down the neck of my liners. Evenif my
mother discoversthat | am wearing abiotechnica artefact, she will probably approve of theway | have



eliminated my sexua characterigics How likeachild | am again.

| wear my Earthly outfit constantly. It never needswash-ing. It digests all the dirt and producesathin
thread of excrement which | add to the diet of my microorganisms. When | reach the dome, | shed my
suit and liners and wear it done. Its colour and pattern vary with the weather and my mood, and alter as|
move. Its hintsto my muscles enliven the athletic games that Beanshoot and | now play in the garden,
brachiating among the more climbable trees, project-ing our fantasesinto the hologram, imagining
oursalvesto be regressed gorillas swinging through the dizzy skyscrapers of Earth.

Sometimes Beanshoot is uneasy and wary of me. "A sign of maturity,” the Chief Technician says.
Soon they will take Nole Whard Junior back to Earth, leaving the dome to my microforms and Marsto
my mother and her friends.

| don't want them to leave. | am happy. The biological food has cleared my skin. The biotechnical suit
makes me graceful and shapely. My mother ismore at ease with me now, assuming that my handpicked
genes are assarting them-selves at last. Unitil the day comes when she decides (not suspecting anything, of
course, sheistotel me) to follow me on one of my outings.

How surprised sheisto find me consorting with the enemy! She gasps at the hologram in disbelief.
She bogglesat my vivid biotechnica garments, the garden filled with our wild experiments, my
companion, sartling in hislikenessto his progenitor. "My Godl No wonder you have been looking so
smug!" She pushesinto the complex. Beanshoot and | are left outside. For hourswe Sit against the wall,
mindlesdy reassembling the vegetation a hand, whilethey talk indgde.

Beanshoot islucky to have spent hiswhole childhood without parents, | tell him. Of course he hasa
dozen of them now, manipulating him not just with words but with wires, drugs, surgery, hypnotism,
morphogenetic generators. | stroke his hair and fed the honeycomb of raw sockets beneath. He twitches
my hand away.

Hours later my mother emerges. She does not look a me. She snapsinto her mirror suit and leads me
back to the colony, maintaining radio slence.

"Ohyes" she says casudly aswe unsuit in our cabin. 'l| have had avery interesting talk with the
BionicsInterplane-tary people. Very interesting.” She amiles. She stepsout of her suit and liners. Sheis
wearing abiotechnical suit like mine; asuperior verson, jewelled and shimmering. "They are charming
people. Nole Whard Junior isalovely boy. Why didn't you tell me about him?'Y ou must go and seehim
again soon."

She soundslikethe Bl Chief Technician. | am enraged. She detests everything that Bionics
Interplanetary has ever done and yet she ingratiates herself with the people who are trying to recreate the
man who was responsiblefor it al. Wéll, | am certainly not going back there to enrich the experience of
their puppet clone!

| return to my morose ramblesin the dunes, my sullen stintsin the [aboratory, profiling the soil. | bury
my biotechnicad suit in the sand. My activelittle friends consumeit in amorning. The complexity profile of
the areaincreases darm-ingly. | expect agtartling new lifeform to emerge imminently, preferably a
carnivorous phage that preys on biotechnicd garments and their wearers.

| shun the dome.
| shun the colony.
| patrol the limbo between.

Eventudly the day comeswhen | brood so long in the fug of my exhdations and angst that my oxygen
supply isinsufficient to take me back to the tunnels. Either | go to the dome, or | am found dead on the
dunesin the morning. Either way, my mother will be secretly relieved. | choose the dome.



The sun has set when 1 get there. Beanshoot opensthe airlock himself. Insde the domethereisno
hologram, only the dim image of the landscape | have just |eft, bathed in the last red flush of sunset and
the yellow headlamps of the robots that relentlesdy comb the dunes.

Beanshoot must have seen me coming.
Heistrembling.

| take off my hemet and breathe with relief the fresh air that rushes from the solar photosynthesising
battery, still gushing oxygen when the last solar photons have did behind the planet.

The garden is naked in the dark. The flowers are closed. The food has al been picked. Thetreesin
which we swung in our careless gpe existence have logt their foliage. Our kitten, long fallen under the
morphic influence of its vegetable an-cestors, has taken root again, afat furry bundle snoring in the soil.

The complex is partidly dismantled, the laboratory stripped, the project records packed and stacked
outside.

Beanshoot's education is complete. Theterrifying Nole Whard, architect of the Bionic Revolution,
bogeyman of Mars, destroyer of my mother's dreams, stands before me— the famous steely charismatic
eyes devouring me from the flushed, twitching and rapacious face.

| shrink insde my suit.

Hefrightensme. | cannot bear to lose him. Insde this threatening reincarnation of the most recent of
the Earthly gods—the Lord of the Millennium—floats the frail foetus (lu-minousin my imagination) whose
hel plessness burned my heart as| lay angry in hospitdl.

Wetouch.
My padded suit fedls nothing.

My eyes challenge my old companion to emerge from this menacing strange.

My body betrays me.

Insde my suit and liners, excited by ahormond hair-trigger, | fed the bud on my breast dtir, tingle,
part and swell; aflorid blossom throbbing againgt my thudding heart.

Vibrated by some pheromona harmonic, the whole garden stirs.

My mother gill sghswith nostagiaover the Earth of her childhood. The Green Heart and the Bionic
Interface aready dominated agriculture, but the origins of their food had never interested the inhabitants
of the steel and concrete city in which she dwelt.

The sudden urban fashion for bionic artefacts did not inter-est her either. Sheloathed the tenements of
her birth where the neighbourhood youth had suddenly sprouted horns, fangs, talons and stings and
terrorised the digtrict; sometimes, after amidnight orgy of howls and rooftop scramblings, leaving a
gnawed and part-dismembered corpse in her sterile backyard, constantly scoured of biologica enemies.

She despised the suburban gardens where animate plants frolicked among the newly exatic flora; the
bourgeois living-rooms where rumbustious toddlers harmlesdy clambered over the robugt,
sdf-renovating, seed-grown furniture while their mothers fiddled with the bright feathers and flowers
growinginther hair.

Perhaps, as she flicked through the financia papers, look-ing for aman who would marry her and
carry her away to aworld of timeless prosperity untouched by fashion, she noticed the features of young
Nole Whard, charismatic ecol ogy-conscious promoter of biotechnica artefacts, whose com-pany,
BionicsInc., was soaring to astonishing success on awave of ecological angst and millenia fervour. If so,
shewas appdled at the vulgarity of both his products and his sales pitch. The man was trying to make the
wholeworld crawl with shame at the way the conventiond industries had treated the planet, and then to



promise an amost religious salvation if they turned from their sins and restored the biosphere to the green
domain of their biological companions.

Not in barbary, but with al the comforts of acivilisation. Bionics Internationa, as it was by then, had
cornered, some say invented, applied morphogenesis. Nole Whard could grow anything. Machines were
just crude imitations of living things, he would say; let usgrow living thingsto do their work. Let us
fashion from the soil dl the comforts of the new age in which humanity would be reborn in anew garden
of Eden; asecond chance under skies scoured of industria pollution; the raped and tormented Earth
consoled at last by partnering a perfect new humanity in abounteous, blissful and fruitful marriage.

The year 2000 was approaching. The skieswere dark, acid, depleted of oxygen. Theindustria
culture had exhausted itsdlf, the last few factories expelling their effluentsinto alandscape of rusting
dereliction roamed by the despairing unemployed. My mother, having successfully climbed the ladder by
virtue of her beauty and ambition, marrying an entre-preneur in a safe-looking conventional industry, sat
comfort-ably in her sterile marble house surrounded by concrete walls, waiting for the tide to turn.

Catastrophe theory applies to morphogenetics. The moment came when the accumul ated resonances
from Bl'sinventions started to vibrate every organism on the planet. Nole Whard was quite suddenly
swept to power asthe prophet of the new Bionic age, hisintense, shining facefilling dl the media
windows, hisvibrant voice promising to vanquish al four horsemen of the Apocaypse with the green
sword of Bionics.

Bl became the most successful company in the history of capitalism. Every other industry went under.
My mother's husband jumped from the towering concrete emblem of his achievement just before the
cities crumbled to fragments, their foundations shattered by the thrusting shoots of sky-scrapers springing
in entirety from asingle seed. My mother's concrete courtyard buckled. Her sheltering walls collapsed.
The seething, teeming, unstoppable life of the city irrupted into her once secure domain. Bitterly, she
faced the future, seeing in thisjubilant reflorescence only the revenge of the bugs, mould and excrement
of her dum upbringing which she had been trying to expunge dl her life.

Thelast surviving conventiond industry, usng meta con-centrated by foliage, smelted by energy
extracted from rotting compost, created the fleet of spaceships whereby the freshly-rechristened Bionics
I nterplanetary would spread the irresist-ible message to the rest of the system. Blue-green algae on Mars.
Lichenson Venus.

All the accumulated wedlth and pull of her husband's lost empire were just enough to secure my
mother a placein the Martian colony. She was carrying her last, hoarded treasure: an embryo combining
her beautiful, ambitious chromosomes with those of a certified genius of outstanding physique, al harmful
genes enzymed out. Only dightly consoled by the news that Nole Whard, persondly accompanying the
promis-ing Titan expedition in aninvincible, infinitely-survivable ship, had met an uncalculated asteroid
and been presumed pulverised, she turned her back on Earth.

She never intended to return.
But now she does.

All through the trip to Earth she prances through the ship in her sparkling biotechnica suit, rgjoicing;
her antipathy to dl Bl and | have wrought forgotten in her dizzying, preening pride. Her smilesirradiate
the whole cabin. Beanshoot and |, instruments of her success, stare sullenly at each other, strang-ers
again. We have not had amoment alone together since those last few secondsin the unfurling garden
before the ever vigilant Bl team rushed out and proposed a marriage between us. "How we hoped you
would say yes," they said, after | had contemplated life without my refuge, and said it. ™Y ou have been
part of the project al dong, after al."

And so we are married on the flight deck of the ship at the moment that it enters Earth orbit for the
fina gpproach to the spaceport. Aswe exchange our vows, the driveis cut and we achieve



welghtlessness. We are swept off our feet, head over hedls, revolving around each other in the great
control bub-ble, our hair and clothes billowing. We cannot reach each other. | have to throw my bouquet
into the whedling crowd to project mysdlf within grappling distance of my bridegroom who findly,
fumblingly, putsaring on my finger asthe ship makes aring around the planet. Dizzy and nauseous. We
kiss. Our dry, doubting lips pressed apprehensively together. My mother and the Bl team, anchored to
cleatsinthewdls, ringingly cheer us, delight and rdief shining intheir faces.

Weland.

| step out of the spaceship and straight into shock. Out-doors without protection, | imagine mysdlf
suffocating in the oxygen-rich atmosphere, i choke. Strange pollens and per-fumesirritate my respiratory
system. | weep. Gravity clamps my feet to the ground. | ssumble. The swaying green build-ings tower
darmingly above me.

| cling to Beanshoot for support. Heis smiling expan-svely, entranced by the mobile plantswhich
cluster around us, fronds upraised to savour our carbon dioxide, calyces begging our handsfor
pollination. My mother, ignoring ev-erything externa, embraces us both in an excess of irrepress-iblejoy.
The President of Bionics Interplanetary himsdlf strides towards us, kicking asdetheflora carpet which
has pros-trated itself at our feet.

A jostling crowd of news-crews surges an awed distance away, trying to encapsulate in this emotional
tableau dl the drama, poignancy and relief of the return to Earth of the miraculoudy-rescued,
miraculoudy-restored avatar of the saviour of humanity on the day of hiswedding to an
etheredly-beautiful Martian child bride. A hushed human throng weatches usfrom every leved of the
verdant towers.

We are driven in aclosed carriage to the grandest hotel in the city, arare haven of glass and meta
modules grafted to the branches of atranquillised oak. Accompanied by afussing retinue of Bl primpers,
bustling around us with clothes, jew-€ls, cosmetics and drugs. Just for afew momentswe are | eft done.
Rigid on the plastic bed, afraid to spoil our perfect finish, we gaze into each other's dazed, glazed eyes.

Our nervous hands touch. Poor us. The only thing we have in common is that we have both been
manipulated dl our consciouslives. Thelast act of our tormentors has been to gently inject us with the
pubescent hormones that Bl have been suppressing since we became part of the project.

Desire suffusesme. | try to embrace my new husband. Our biotechnica dancing garmentsforce us
into astylised clasp; wrists and elbows flexed, fingers spread and extended.

Beanshoot reddens. Our hot cheeks touch. Our lips meet. His pirouetting fingers brush my flower,
erect petds pressing the restraining fabric. Pulling with al his strength at the neck of my dress, he bends
his head to my blossom.

Hislipsencircle my corolla Histongue probes my tingling petals. My pidtil throbs. Thefingersof his
right hand gently massage my swollen sepds; hisleft hand whitens as he struggles with the
strenuoudy-resisting neckline. My skirt binds my legs. | writhe on the bed. A sudden gush of hot sdliva,
swimming with inhaed pallen, floods my burning cayx.

They comefor us. We St up, blushing. The neck of my dressrises angrily to my throat.

We are driven in alow-flying winged chariot to an infor-mal reception at the top of the Bl tower. We
St gpart, both wrapped in the revived fantasies of our interrupted adoles-cence. Crowds line the Strests,
daring a usin dlent awe. Thewholecity isin bloom, our flora portraits on huge hoardings, arain of
scented petals spiralling down around us. As the sun goes down, photoluminescent bacterialight up.

Thetop of the Bl tower is open to the ky. It isthe original of our familiar hologram, disturbing again
now that the dizzy-ing drop isno longer anilluson. The President introduces usto various dignitaries. We
eat and drink. We dance.



My mother takes the President by the hand and twirls him away in her twinkling galaxy of adress,
floating on wave after wave of vindicated ambition. Beanshoot and | cling together, hot faces touching,
tender bodies brushing in our energetic garments which tirdesdy circle the dance floor while we shuffle
indde them aching with gravity, exhaugtion, misery and desire.

The President bows and asks me for the pleasure and my mother pirouettes Beanshoot away in her
tirdess, rapturous ecstasy. | watch him over the President's shoulder. He is watching the plants, dreamily.

The President smiles affably. "No doubt you think Nole Whard Junior isthe most important personin
theworld," he says. "Y ou areright of course. The entire population of this planet isin resonance with his
fied. Hisfather wastheir leader. Now they need to beled again.”

Nole Whard Senior was a genius. But he was not really an astute businessperson. MoreaMessiah.
Bionics has become areligion. Most of BI's products are now outside the economy, having reproduced
or gone autonomous. They have to get back to steel and concrete. Nole Whard Junior and | must inspire
the young; wean them away from their jungle exis-tence, living freein the trees and on drugs, and get
them back to robot jewellery and holographic clothes. He knows that we will do agood job, especidly
asour fields have been recannulated by our largdly artificial environments.

He beams at hisdreams. "Now | must return you to your husband.” But whereishe? | search for his
golden coronaamong the gathering. "He wastaking to the plants," my mother says, "he was fascinated
by them.”

Wecall to him. No answer.

We anxioudy peer over the sickening drop. No crumpled body in the undergrowth. "He can climb
likeamonkey," | tdl them.

"No sensein darming anybody," says the President. He will take us back to the hotel where no doubt
my husband will join us shortly.

Wewait dl night. | lie on the bed while next door my mother wails and paces the room. Our luminous
flord por-traits burn through the night.

The morning brings the President, stern and distant, in-forming us that Nole Whard Junior has till not
been found. Fortunately the marriage has not been consummated, so there will be no problems about
endingit.

My mother weeps and draws the blinds against the alien landscape, her triumph turned to bitterness.

Sad mus ¢ emanates noncommittaly from the holovison.

Above my aching heart, ahard seed is setting in the ovary of my breast flower.

My dancing dress has died and hangs limp and brown on the chairback.

A green tendril snesks under the door sill, avoiding my mother'sfield of vision as she sobsin front of
the dresser mirror. Hour by hour, it inches acrossthe floor. | watch it silently. As dawn approaches, it
reaches my bed and tugs a my hand. My mother issnoring in her chair. | put on my old spacesuit liners
and go out after it.

| am not in the well-trimmed streets through which we flew on rainbow birdwings amid showers of
peta's and cascades of multicoloured blossoms opening in sequence. | am not wor-shipped by adoring
throngs but stalked by skulking tigers and shambling apes, their mean human faces poking through the
trangplanted fur. Most of the buildings have gone wild and are sprouting shapel ess spare roomsin which
these beasts have made their untidy nests. A bird the Size of alight aircraft takes off, its massve wings
clattering, ashredded biotechnica garment dangling from its beak. Ugly ambulant plants sdle up and
presstheir tumid cayces againg me, dusting my linerswith pollen.



Before | have gone half ablock, my mother catches up. ™Y ou cannot go out here! Have you any idea
how dangerousit is? These people are animadl” Outside Snakey's All-Night Bio Parlour, a pride of
mangy lions aretearing at a headlesstorso, their tacky manes clotted with blood. Ignoring my mother's
disgugt, | follow the vineto its conclusion.

Wefind Beanshoot in atangle of service roots at the base of the Bl tower. Only hishead isvisible
above the blanketing undergrowth. Heislying in abower of flowers, protected by acage of thorns, his
face as contented as when he suckled a bottle of milk on the Chief Technician's knee.

"What does he mean by this?' my mother yells; "doesn't he know we have been out of our mindswith
worry?"

Beanshoot turns his head and looks at us comfortably (insolently, | imagine my mother thinking), then
turns back to the blossoms which congregate around his head.

"Has he no thought for others? Going off with a plant on his wedding night't These vegetables don't
give adamn about him. All heisto them isfertiliss—manure!”

Sheruns bdlowing into the BI building to fetch the Pres-dent, who arrivesin an armoured suit and
respirator, leading an armoured team, mincing in trepidation around the poi-soned spurting spears that the
plant has thrown up in self-defence. My mother is screaming even louder because now | am insidethe
deadly cage.

* % %

As s00n as she had gone, he turned to me. The vine ill in my hands contracted, the barricade of
thorns parted, and | crawled inside the green shelter, pushing aside the clustering blossoms and pressing
my head to his. Don't worry, | said. | stroked his cheek. It was cold and dewy. His skin looked greenish
inthe early light. His mouth moved without words. | have just kissed his clammy, pollen-crusted lipsand
am searching for his honeyed tongue when the President and histeam move in, brandishing machetes,
flamethrowers and her-bicida aerosols.

Our thornsgo into action.

All the plantsin the squarejoin in: flailing venomous tendrils, whiplashing vines, pods bursting like
bombs. A stench of sap and roasting vegetables and unsmelt defensive pheno-mones that whip the
unprotected into ascreaming panic. ("Get out, Jeni, get out!" my mother shrieks, but by now | am bound
to the ground by aweb of tendrils.)

The BI team move on, imperturbable in armour, hacking, burning and spraying, while my mother
howlsin desperation and | twist in the grip that binds me eye-to-eye with Beanshoot's terrified face.

My hair and liners are on fire. Weedkiller sears my lungs. My blood splatters our faces. A rain of
toxic sap dopsfrom the blades of the dashing machetes.

At last the resstance diesdown and | lie, gently unbound, in a blackened, blighted thicket; staring into
Beanshoot's foggy eyes as the team scrabble to unearth him. They clear the fallen petds from around his
head and neck and then stagger back in shock as the unmistakabl e red/green sandwich of the Bionic
Interface comesinto view, followed by the wheezing sponge of afailing Green Heart.

From there down, heisall roots.

| fant.

| wakein arectangular chamber filled with diffuse golden light.

| have no heart. | am not breathing. Pain scrapes my eviscerated thorax. My raw skin still burns.

My mother hovers over my bed. "Dead!" she whimpers occasiondly. The President paces the room,
moving in and out of thefield of vision of my unfocused, immobile eyes; hisangry strides quaking the



floor. "It has gone much too far!" he mutters, throwing up some shade to let awhite rectangle into the
golden haze of theroom. "Look at them al out there! They have taken over theworld! How did we let it

happen?’

"Dead," my mother sniffsagain, "poor boy!" Soitisnot | who am dead! Something out of my sight is
circulating and ventilating my blood. A new heart and lungs devel oping among the blood clotsin my chest
cavity.

"Kidnapped, raped and killed by afucking autonomous vegetable!" the President bursts out,
agonised.

"Poor boy," my mother says. "Nobody should diein thisday and age. Nole Whard Junior was so
innocent.” She has heard on the holovision that the plant entrapped him on the dancefloor—trussing him
withitstendrils, gassng him with its perfume, hauling him down the sde of the building with itsvines.
How terrible it wasto see her son-in-law in its rgpa-cious clutches!

She sobs. "Just for amoment, while | watched the rescue, | imagined—of course my mind was
mostly on my poor daughter—but | thought | sasw—for a second | thought that the silly boy had
deliberately interfaced himsdf with the plant. Then | heard on the holo that the dying vegetable, itsroots
having aready reduced his body to gnawed bones, had cut histhroat with one last spiteful dash of its
thorns, rather than surrender him. Oh my God. Jeni cannot hear me, can she?'

"No," saysthe President. ™Y our daughter will be uncon-sciousfor along time yet. The shock. She has
been very badly burned. But you must not worry. We are growing her anew skin. New breasts aswell.
Y our daughter will belovelier than ever."

"The edtate..." My continuing good looks assured, my mother isturning her mind to Nole Whard's
billions

"That will go to hisson, of course.”

"Hisson?'

My mother's spasm of darm rocks my bed.

"Well, naturaly, we had him cloned as soon as we could get asampleto thelab. Nole Whard 111 will
bealively blastocyst by now."

Tearsfdl onto my bandages. A quavering wail escapes my mother'sthroat. "My daughter] ™
"No safer place for aclonethan afemae uterus,” saysthe

President benignly. | fedd my mother relax. Joy eases her heart. Her daughter, virgin mother to the
prophet of the steel and concrete renai ssance, new skin glowing with radiant ma-ternity, new breasts
swollen with celestid milk.

My mother's vanity squirmsin my womb, sickening me. | try to protest. | have no bresth. A drug
parayses me.

Smiling, on the arm of the President, my mother leaves the room.
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My last night of childhood began with avist home. T'Gatoi's Ssters had given ustwo Sterile eggs.
T'Gatoi gave oneto my mother, brother, and sisters. Sheinssted that | eat the other one aone. It didn't
matter. There was till enough to leave everyone feding good. Almost everyone. My mother wouldn't
take any. She sat, watching everyone drifting and dreaming without her. Most of the time she watched
me

| lay againgt T'Gatoi'slong, velvet undersde, Spping from my egg now and then, wondering why my
mother denied hersdf such aharmless pleasure. Less of her hair would be gray if sheindulged now and
then. The eggs prolonged life, prolonged vigor. ,My father, who had never refused onein hislife, had
lived more than twice aslong as he should have. And toward the end of hislife, when he should have
been dowing down, he had married my mother and fathered four children.

But my mother seemed content to age before she had to. | saw her turn away as severa of T'Gatoi's
limbs secured me closer. T'Gatoi liked our body hest, and took advantage of it whenever she could.
When | waslittle and at home more, my mother used to try to tell me how to behave with T'Gatoi— how
to be respectful and always obedient because T'Gatoi was the Tlic government officia in charge of the
Preserve, and thus the most important of her kind to dedl directly with Terrans. It was an honor, my
mother said, that such a person had chosen to come into the family. My mother was at her most formal
and severe when shewaslying.

| had no ideawhy shewaslying, or even what she was lying about. It was an honor to have T'Gatoi
inthefamily, but it was hardly anovety. T'Gatoi and my mother had been friends al my mother'slife, and
T'Gatoi was not interested in being honored in the house she considered her second home. She smply
camein, climbed onto one of her specia couches and caled me over to keep her warm. It was
impossible to be formal with her whilelying againgt her and hearing her complain asusud that | wastoo
skinny.

"You're better," she sad thistime, probing me with six or seven of her limbs. "Y ou're gaining weight
findly. Thinnessis dangerous." The probing changed subtly, became a series of caresses.

"He'sill too thin," my mother said sharply.

T'Gatoi lifted her head and perhaps ameter of her body off the couch as though she were sitting up.
She looked at my mother and my mother, her face lined and old-looking, turned away.

"Lien, I would like you to have what's left of Gan'segg.”
"Theeggs arefor the children,” my mother said.
"They arefor thefamily. Pleasetakeit.”

Unwillingly obedient, my mother took it from me and put it to her mouth. There were only afew
drops eft in the now-shrunken, elastic shell, but she squeezed them out, swal-lowed them, and after a
few moments some of the lines of tension began to smooth from her face,

"It'sgood,” she whispered. "Sometimes| forget how good it is”
"Y ou should take more,” T'Gatoi said. "Why are you in such ahurry to be old?"
My mother said nothing.

"| like being ableto come here,” T'Gatoi said. "This placeis arefuge because of you, yet you won't
take care of yoursdlf."

T'Gatoi was hounded on the outside. Her people wanted more of us made available. Only she and
her political faction stood between us and the hordes who did not understand why therewas a
Preserve—why any Terran could not be courted, paid, drafted, in some way made available to them. Or



they did understand, but in their desperation, they did not care. She parceled us out to the desperate and
sold usto therich and powerful for their political support. Thus, we were neces-sities, status symboals,
and an independent people. She over-saw thejoining of families, putting an end to the final remnants of
the earlier system of breaking up Terran familiesto suit impatient Tlic. | had lived outsde with her. | had
seen the desperate eagerness in the way some people looked a me. It was alittle frightening to know
that only she stood between us and that desperation that could so easily swalow us. My mother would
look at her sometimes and say to me, "Take care of her." And | would remember that she too had been
outside, had seen.

Now T'Gatoi used four of her limbsto push me away from her onto the floor. "Go on, Gan," she said.
"Sit down there with your sisters and enjoy not being sober. Y ou had most of the egg. Lien, comewarm
r],E.ll

My mother hesitated for no reason that | could see. One of my earliest memoriesis of my mother
stretched alongside T'Gatoi, talking about things | could not understand, picking me up from the floor and

laughing as she sat me on one of T'Gatoi's segments. She ate her share of eggs then. | won-dered when
she had stopped, and why.

She lay down now againgt T'Gatoi, and the whole left row of T'Gatoi's limbs closed around her,
holding her loosdly, but securdly. | had dways found it comfortableto lie that way but, except for my
older sgter, no oneeseinthefamily liked it. They said it made them feel caged.

T'Gatoi meant to cage my mother. Once she had, she moved her tail dightly, then spoke. "Not
enough egg, Lien. Y ou should have taken it when it was passed to you. Y ou need it badly now."

T'Gatoi'stail moved once more, its whip motion so swift | wouldn't have seenit if | hadn't been
watching for it. Her sting drew only asingle drop of blood from my mother's bare leg.

My mother cried out—probably in surprise. Being stung doesn't hurt. Then she sighed and | could see
her body relax. She moved languidly into amore comfortable position within the cage of T'Gatoi's limbs.
"Why did you do that?' she asked, sounding half adeep.

"1 could not watch you Sitting and suffering any longer.”
My mother managed to move her shouldersin asmdl shrug. "Tomorrow,” she said.

"Yes. Tomorrow you will resume your suffering—if you must. But for now, just for now, lie here and
warm me and let me ease your way alittle.”

"He's dill mine, you know," my mother said suddenly.

"Nothing can buy him from me." Sober, she would not have permitted hersdf to refer to such things.
"Nothing," T'Gatoi agreed, humoring her.

"Did you think I would sell him for eggs? For long life? My son?!

"Not for anything,” T'Gatoi said, stroking my mother's shoulders, toying with her long, graying hair.

| would like to have touched my mother, shared that mo-ment with her. She would take my hand if |
touched her now. Freed by the egg and the sting, she would smile and perhaps say thingslong held in.
But tomorrow, she would remember al thisasahumiliation. | did not want to be part of aremembered
humiliation. Best just to be still and know she loved me under dl the duty and pride and pain.

"Xuan Hoa, take off her shoes,” T'Gatoi said. "In alittlewhileI'll sting her again and she can deep.”

My older sister obeyed, swaying drunkenly as she stood up. When she had finished, she sat down
beside me and took my hand. We had always been aunit, sheand I.

My mother put the back of her head against T'Gatoi's underside and tried from that impossible angle
to look up into the broad, round face. "Y ou're going to sting me again?"



"Yes Lien."
"I'll degp until tomorrow noon.”
"Good. You need it. When did you deep last?"

My mother made awordless sound of annoyance. "1 should have stepped on you when you were
small enough,” she muittered.

It was an old joke between them. They had grown up together, sort of, though T'Gatoi had not, in my
mother's lifetime, been small enough for any Terran to step on. She was nearly three times my mother's
present age, yet would gill be young when my mother died of age. But T'Gatoi and my mother had met
as T'Gatoi was coming into a period of rapid development—akind of Tlic adolescence. My mother was
only achild, but for awhile they developed at the same rate and had no better friends than each other.

T'Gatoi had even introduced my mother to the man who became my father. My parents, pleased with
each other in spite of their very different ages, married as T'Gatoi was going into her family's
business—poalitics. She and my mother saw each other less. But sometime before my older sister was
born, my mother promised T'Gatoi one of her children. She would have to give one of usto someone,
and she preferred T'Gatoi to some stranger.

Y ears passed. T'Gatoi traveled and increased her influence. The Preserve was hers by the time she
came back to my mother to collect what she probably saw as her just reward for her hard work. My
older sster took an ingtant liking to her and wanted to be chosen, but my mother was just coming to term
with me and T'Gatoi liked theideaof choosing an infant and watching and taking part in dl the phases of
develop-ment. I'mtold | wasfirst caged within T'Gatoi's many limbs only three minutes after my birth. A
few dayslater, | was given my first taste of egg. | tdll Terransthat when they ask whether | was ever
afrad of her. And | tdl it to Tlic when T'Gatol suggests ayoung Terran child for them and they, anxious
and ignorant, demand an adolescent. Even my brother who had somehow grown up to fear and distrust
the Tlic could probably have gone smoothly into one of their familiesif he had been adopted early
enough. Sometimes, | think for his sake he should have been. | looked at him, stretched out on the floor
acrosstheroom, his eyes open, but glazed as he dreamed his egg dream. No matter what he felt toward
the Tlic, he dways demanded his share of egg.

"Lien, can you stand up?' T'Gatoi asked suddenly.

"Stand?' my mother said. "I thought | was going to deep.”

"L ater. Something sounds wrong outside." The cage was abruptly gone.
What?'

"Up, Lien!"

My mother recognized her tone and got up just in time to avoid being dumped on the floor. T'Gatoi
whipped her three meters of body off her couch, toward the door, and out at full speed. She had
bones—ribs, along spine, askull, four sets of limbbones per segment. But when she moved that way,
twigt-ing, hurling hersdlf into controlled fals, landing running, she seemed not only boneless, but
aquati c—something swimming through the air asthough it were water. | loved watching her move.

| left my sister and started to follow her out the door, though | wasn't very steady on my own fest. It
would have been better to Sit and dream, better yet to find agirl and share awaking dream with her.
Back when the Tlic saw us as not much more than convenient big warm-blooded animals, they would
pen severd of ustogether, mae and female, and feed us only eggs. That way they could be sure of
getting another generation of us no matter how we tried to hold out. We were lucky that didn't go on
long. A few generations of it and we would have been little more than convenient big animds.

"Hold the door open, Gan," T'Gatoi said. "And tell the family to stay back.”



"What isit?" | asked.
"NTlic."
| shrank back againgt the door. "Here? Alone?!

"Hewastrying to reach acall box, | suppose." She carried the man past me, unconscious, folded like
acoat over some of her limbs. He looked young—my brother's age perhaps—and he was thinner than
he should have been. What T'Gatoi would have called dangeroudy thin.

"Gan, go to the call box," she said. She put the man on the floor and began stripping off his clothing.
| did not move.

After amoment, shelooked up a me, her sudden stiliness asign of deep impatience.

"Send Qui," | told her. "I'll stay here. Maybe| can help.”

Shelet her limbs begin to move again, lifting the man and pulling his shirt over hishead. "Y ou don't
want to seethis” shesaid. "It will be hard. | can't help this man the way his Tlic could.”

"l know. But send Qui. Hewon't want to be of any help here. I'm at least willing to try.”

Shelooked a my brother—older, bigger, stronger, cer-tainly more able to help her here. Hewas
gtting up now, braced againgt thewall, staring at the man on the floor with undisguised fear and revulsion.
Even she could see that hewould be useless.

"Qui, go!" shesad.
He didn't argue. He stood up, swayed briefly, then stead-ied, frightened sober.

"Thisman'snameisBram Lomas," shetold him, reading from the man'sarm band. | fingered my own
arm band in sympathy. "He needs T'’Khotgif Teh. Do you hear?'

"Bram Lomas, T'Khotgif Teh," my brother said. "I'm going.” He edged around Lomas and ran out the
door.

Lomas began to regain consciousness. He only moaned &t first and clutched spasmodically at apair
of T'Gatoi'slimbs. My younger sgter, findly awake from her egg dream, came closeto look a him, until
my mother pulled her back.

T'Gatoi removed the man's shoes, then his pants, al the while leaving him two of her limbsto grip.
Except for thefina few, dl her limbswere equaly dexterous. "I want no argument from you thistime,
Gan," shesad.

| sraightened. "What shall | do?'
"Go out and daughter an animd that isat least haf your sze"
"Saughter? But I've never—"

She knocked me across the room. Her tail was an efficient weapon whether she exposed the sting or
not.

| got up, feding stupid for having ignored her warning, and went into the kitchen. Maybe | could kil
something with aknife or an ax. My mother raised afew Terran animasfor the table and severd
thousand local onesfor thair fur. T'Gatoi would probably prefer something local. An achti, perhaps.
Some of those were the right size, though they had about three times as many teeth as| did and ared
love of using them. My mother, Hoa, and Qui could kill them with knives. | had never killed one at dl,
had never daughtered any animal. | had spent most of my time with T'Gatoi while my brother and ssters
were learning the family business. T'Gatoi had been right. | should have been the oneto goto the call
box. At least | could do that.



| went to the corner cabinet where my mother kept her larger house and garden tools. At the back of
the cabinet there was a pipe that carried off waste water from the kitchen— except that it didn't
anymore. My father had rerouted the waste water before | was born. Now the pipe could be turned so
that one half did around the other and arifle could be stored inside. Thiswasn't our only gun, but it was
our most easily accessible one. | would have to useit to shoot one of the biggest of the achti. Then
T'Gatoi would probably confis-cate it. Fireearmswereillegd in the Preserve. There had been incidents
right after the Preserve was established—Terrans shooting Tlic, shooting N'Tlic. Thiswas before the
joining of families began, before everyone had a persond stake in keep-ing the peace. No one had shot a
Tlicin my lifetime or my mother's, but the law still ssood—for our protection, we weretold. There were
stories of whole Terran familieswiped out in reprisal back during the assassinations.

| went out to the cages and shot the biggest achti | could find. It was a handsome breeding male and
my mother would not be pleased to seeme bring it in. But it wastheright Size, and | wasinahurry.

| put the achti'slong, warm body over my shoulder—glad that some of the weight 1'd gained was
muscle—and took it to the kitchen. There, | put the gun back inits hiding place. If T'Gatoi noticed the
achti'swounds and demanded the gun, | would giveit to her. Otherwise, let it stay where my father
wanted it.

| turned to take the achti to her, then hesitated. For severa seconds, | stood in front of the closed
door wondering why | was suddenly afraid. | knew what was going to happen. | hadn't seen it before but
T'Gatoi had shown me diagrams, and drawings. She had made sure | knew the truth as soon as| was old
enough to understand it.

Yet | did not want to go into that room. | wasted allittle time choosing aknife from the carved,
wooden box in which my mother kept them. T'Gatoi might want one, | told mysdlf, for the tough, heavily
furred hide of the achti.

"Gan!" T'Gatoi called, her voice harsh with urgency.

| swalowed. | had not imagined asmple moving of the feet could be so difficult. | realized | was
trembling and that shamed me. Shame impelled me through the door.

| put the achti down near T'Gatoi and saw that Lomas was unconscious again. She, Lomas, and |
were alone in the room, my mother and sisters probably sent out so they would not have to watch. |
envied them.

But my mother came back into the room as T'Gatoi seized the achti. Ignoring the knife | offered her,
she extended claws from severa of her limbs and dit the achti from throat to anus. She looked at me, her
ydlow eyesintent. "Hold this man's shoulders, Gan.”

| gared & Lomasin panic, redizing that | did not want to touch him, let done hold him. Thiswould
not be like shoot-ing an animal. Not as quick, not as merciful, and, | hoped, not asfind, but there was
nothing | wanted less than to be part of it.

My mother cameforward. "Gan, you hold hisright sde," shesaid. "I'll hold hisleft." And if he came
to, he would throw her off without realizing he had doneit. She was atiny woman. She often wondered
aoud how she had produced, as she said, such "huge’ children.

"Never mind," 1 told her, taking the man's shoulders. "I'll doiit.”
She hovered nearby.
"Don'tworry," | sad. "l won't shameyou. Y ou don't have to stay and watch."

Shelooked at me uncertainly, then touched my facein arare caress. Findly, she went back to her
bedroom.

T'Gatoi lowered her head in relief. "Thank you, Gan," she said with courtesy more Terran than Tlic.



"That one... sheisdwaysfinding new waysfor meto make her suffer.”

L omas began to groan and make choked sounds. | had hoped he would stay unconscious. T'Gatoi
put her face near his so that he focused on her.

"I've stung you as much as| darefor now," shetold him. "When thisisover, I'll sting you to deep and
you won't hurt anymore.”

"Please" the man begged. "Wait..."

"Therésno moretime, Bram. I'll sting you as soon asit'sover. When T'Khotgif arrives shell give you
eggsto help you hedl. 1t will be over soon.”

"T'Khotgif!" the man shouted, straining against my hands.

"Soon, Bram." T'Gatoi glanced a me, then placed aclaw againgt his abdomen dightly to the right of
themiddle, just below the last rib. There was movement on the right Sde— tiny, seemingly random
pulsations moving his brown flesh, creating a concavity here, a convexity there, over and over until |
could see the rhythm of it and knew where the next pulse would be.

Lomass entire body stiffened under T'Gatoi's claw, though she merely rested it against him as she
wound the rear section of her body around his legs. He might break my grip, but he would not break
hers. He wept helplesdy as she used his pantsto tie his hands, then pushed his hands above his head so
that | could knedl on the cloth between them and pin them in place. Sherolled up his shirt and gaveit to
him to bite down on.

And she opened him.

His body convulsed with thefirst cut. He amost tore himsdlf away from me. The soundshe made... |
had never heard such sounds come from anything human. T'Gatoi seemed to pay no attention as she
lengthened and deepened the cut, now and then pausing to lick away blood. His blood vessdls
contracted, reacting to the chemistry of her saliva, and the bleeding dowed.

| fet asthough | were hel ping her torture him, helping her consume him. | knew | would vomit soon,
didn't know why | hadn't dready. | couldn't possibly last until she wasfinished.

Shefound thefirst grub. It wasfat and deep red with his blood—both inside and out. It had aready
eaten its own egg case, but apparently had not yet begun to et its host. At this stage, it would eat any
flesh except its mother's. Let alone, it would have gone on excreting the goisons that had both sickened
and derted Lomas. Eventually it would have begun to egt. By thetimeit ateitsway out of Lomassflesh,
Lomaswould be dead or dying—and unable to take arevenge on the thing that waskilling him. There
was always a grace period between the time the host sickened and the time the grubs began to eat him.

T'Gatoi picked up the writhing grub carefully, and looked at it, somehow ignoring the terrible groans
of theman.

Abruptly, the man lost consciousness,

"Good." T'Gatoi looked down at him. "I wish you Ter-rans could do that a will." Shefdt nothing.
Andthething shehdld...

It was limbless and bondless at this stage, perhaps fifteen centimeterslong and two thick, blind and
dimy with blood. It was like alarge worm. T'Gatoi put it into the belly of the achti, and it began at once
to burrow. 1t would stay there and est as long as there was anything to est.

Probing through Lomass flesh, she found two more, one of them smaller and more vigorous. "A
male!" she said hap-pily. He would be dead before | would. He would be through his metamorphosis
and screwing everything that would hold gtill before his ssters even had limbs. He was the only oneto
make a serious effort to bite T'Gatoi as she placed him in the achti.



Pder worms oozed to vighility in Lomassflesh. | closed my eyes. It was worse than finding
something dead, rotting, and filled with tiny anima grubs. And it was far worse than any drawing or
diagram.

"Ah, therearemore,” T'Gatoi said, plucking out two long, thick grubs. Y ou may haveto kill another
animd, Gan. Everything livesingdeyou Terrans.”

| had been told al my life that thiswas agood and necessary thing Tlic and Terran did together—a
kind of birth. | had believed it until now. I knew birth was painful and bloody, no matter what. But this
was something e se, some-thing worse. And | wasn't ready to seeit. Maybe | never would be. Yet |
couldn't not seeit. Closing my eyesdidn't help.

T'Gatoi found agrub ill egting its egg case. The remains of the case were il wired into a blood
vesse by their own little tube or hook or whatever. That was the way the grubs were anchored and the
way they fed. They took only blood until they were ready to emerge. Then they ate their stretched, eagtic
egg cases. Then they atetheir hodts.

T'Gatoi bit away the egg case, licked away the blood. Did she like the taste”? Did childhood habits die
hard—or not dieat all?

The whole procedure was wrong, dien. | wouldn't have thought anything about her could seem dien
tome.

"Onemore, | think," she said. "Perhapstwo. A good family. In ahost animal these days, we would be
happy to find one or two adive." She glanced at me. "Go outside, Gan, and empty your ssomach. Go now
while the man is unconscious”

| staggered out, barely made it. Beneath the tree just beyond the front door, | vomited until there was
nothing left to bring up. Finaly, | stood shaking, tears streaming down my face. | did not know why | was
crying but | could not stop. | went farther from the house to avoid being seen. Every timel closed my
eyes| saw red worms crawling over redder human flesh.

There was a car coming toward the house. Since Terrans were forbidden motorized vehicles except
for certain farm equipment, | knew this must be Lomas's Tlic with Qui and perhaps a Terran doctor. |
wiped my face on my shirt, struggled for control.

"Gan," Qui cdled asthe car stopped. "What happened?’ He crawled out of the low, round,
Tlic-convenient car door. Another Terran crawled out the other side and went into the house without
speaking to me. The doctor. With his help and afew eggs, Lomas might makeit.

“T'K hotgif Ten?" | sad.

The Tlic driver surged out of her car, reared up hdf her length before me. She was paer and smaller
than T'Gatoi— probably born from the body of an animd. Tlic from Terran bodieswere awayslarger as
well as more numerous.

"Six young," | told her. "Maybe seven, dl dive. At least onemde."

"Lomas?' she said harshly. | liked her for the question and the concern in her voice when she asked it.
The last coherent thing he had said was her name.

"Hesdive" | sad.
She surged away to the house without another word.

"Shel'sbeen sick,” my brother said, watching her go. "When | called, | could hear peopletelling her
shewasn't well enough to go out even for this."

| said nothing. | had extended courtesy to the Tlic. Now | didn't want to talk to anyone. | hoped he
would go in—out of curiogty if nothing ese.



"Findly found out more than you wanted to know, en?"'

| looked at him.

"Don't givemeoneof her looks," he said. "Y ou're not her. You're just her property.”
Oneof her looks. Had | picked up even an ability to imitate her expressons?
"What'd you do, puke?' He sniffed the air. " So now you know what you'rein for."

| walked away from him. He and | had been close when we were kids. He would let mefollow him
around when | was home and sometimes T'Gatoi would let me bring him aong when shetook meinto
the city. But something had happened when he reached adolescence. | never knew what. He began
keeping out of T'Gatoi'sway. Then he began running away— until he redlized there was no "away." Not
in the Preserve. Certainly not outside. After that he concentrated on getting his share of every egg that
cameinto the house, and on looking out for mein away that made me al but hate him—away that
clearly said, aslong as| wasdl right, he was safe from the Tlic.

"How wasit, redlly?" he demanded, following me.
"I killed an achti. Theyoung aeit."
"Y ou didn't run out of the house and puke because they ate an achti.”

"l had... never seen aperson cut open before.” That was true, and enough for him to know. |
couldn't talk about the other. Not with him.,

"Oh," he said. He glanced at me as though he wanted to say more, but he kept quiet.
Wewalked, not really headed anywhere. Toward the back, toward the cages, toward thefields.
"Did he say anything?' Qui asked. "Lomas, | mean."

Who e sewould he mean?"He said T'Khotgif." "

Qui shuddered. "If she had done that to me, she'd be the last person I'd call for."

"Youd cdl for her. Her sting would ease your pain with-out killing the grubsin you."

"Youthink I'd careif they died?"

No. Of course he wouldn't. Would |?

"Shit!" He drew adeep breath. "1've seen what they do. Y ou think thisthing with Lomas was bad? It
was nothing."

| didn't argue. He didn't know what he was talking about.
"] saw them eat aman,” he said.
| turned to face him. "Y ou'relying!"

"/ saw them eat a man." He paused. "It waswhen | waslittle. | had been to the Hartmund house and
| was on my way home. Halfway here, | saw aman and a Tlic and the man was N'Tlic. The ground was
hilly. I was able to hide from them and watch. The Tlic wouldn't open the man because she had nothing
to feed the grubs. The man couldn't go any farther and there were no houses around. He wasin so much
pain hetold her to kill him. He begged her to kill him. Finally, shedid. She cut histhroat. One swipe of
oneclaw. | saw the grubs et their way out, then burrow in again, till eating.”

Hiswords made me see Lomass flesh again, parasitized, crawling. "Why didn't you tdl methat?" |
whispered.

He looked startled, asthough he'd forgotten | waslisten-ing. "I don't know."
"Y ou started to run away not long after that, didn't you?"



"Y eah. Stupid. Running insde the Preserve. Running in acage.”

| shook my head, said what | should have said to him long ago. " She wouldn't take you, Qui. You
don't haveto worry."

"Shewould... if anything happened to you."
"No. Sheld take Xuan Hoa. Hoa. .. wantsit." Shewouldn't if she had stayed to watch Lomas.
"They don't take women," he said with contempt.

"They do sometimes.” | glanced a him. "Actudly, they prefer women. Y ou should be around them
when they talk among themselves. They say women have more body fat to protect the grubs. But they
usualy take men to leave the women free to bear their own young.”

"To plbvide the next generation of host animals,”" he said, switching from contempt to bitterness.
"It'smorethan that!" | countered. Wasit?

"If it were going to happen to me, I'd want to believe it was more, too.”

"Itismorel” | fet likeakid. Stupid argument.

"Did you think so while T'Gatol was picking worms out of that guy's guts?*

"It's not supposed to happen that way."

"Sureitis. You weren't supposed to seeit, that'sal. And his Tlic was supposed to do it. She could
sting him uncon-scious and the operation wouldn't have been as painful. But sheld till open him, pick out
the grubs, and if she missed even one, it would poison him and eat him from the insde out.”

There was actudly atime when my mother told me to show respect for Qui because he was my older
brother. | walked away, hating him. In hisway, he was gloating. Hewas safe and | wasn't. | could have
hit him, but | didn't think | would be able to stand it when he refused to hit back, when he looked at me
with contempt and pity.

Hewouldn't et me get away. L onger-legged, he swung ahead of me and made mefed asthough |
werefollowing him.

"I'm sorry," hesaid.

| strode on, sick and furious.

"L ook, it probably won't be that bad with you. T'Gatoi likes you. Shelll be careful.”
| turned back toward the house, dmaost running from him.

"Has she doneit to you yet?' he asked, keeping up easily. "I mean, you're about the right age for
implantation. Has she—"

I hit him. I didn't know | was going to doit, but | think | meant to kill him. If he hadn't been bigger
and stronger, | think | would have.

Hetried to hold me off, but in the end, had to defend himself. He only hit me acouple of times. That
was plenty. | don't remember going down, but when | came to, he was gone. It was worth the pain to be
rid of him.

I got up and walked dowly toward the house. The back was dark. No one wasin the kitchen. My
mother and sisters were deeping in their bedrooms—or pretending to.

Once |l wasin thekitchen, | could hear voices—Tlic and Terran from the next room. | couldn't make
out what they were saying—didn't want to makeit out.

| sat down at my mother'stable, waiting for quiet. The table was smooth and worn, heavy and



well-crafted. My father had madeit for her just before he died. | remembered hanging around underfoot
when he built it. He didn't mind. Now | sat leaning on it, missing him. | could have talked to him. He had
doneit threetimesin hislong life. Three clutches of eggs, three times being opened and sewed up. How
had he done it? How did anyone do it?

| got up, took therifle from its hiding place, and sat down again withiit. It needed cleaning, oiling.
All | didwasloadit.
"Gan?'

She made alot of little clicking sounds when she waked on bare floor, each limb clicking in
succession asit touched down. Waves of little clicks.

She cameto the table, raised the front half of her body above it, and surged onto it. Sometimes she
moved so smoothly she seemed to flow like water itsdf. She coiled hersdlf into asmal hill inthe middle
of the table and looked at me.

""That was bad," she said softly. ™Y ou should not have seen it. It need not be that way."
"l know."

"T'Khotgif—Ch'Khotgif now—shewill die of her disease. She will not liveto raise her children. But
her sgter will provide for them, and for Bram Lomas." Sterile Sster. Onefertilefemaein every lot. One
to keep the family going. That Sster owed Lomas more than she could ever repay.

"Hell livethen?

"Wes"

"l wonder if hewould do it again.”

"No onewould ask him to do that again.”

| looked into the yellow eyes, wondering how much | saw and understood there, and how much |
only imagined. "No one ever asksus," | said. "Y ou never asked me."

She moved her head dightly. "What's the matter with your face?!

"Nothing. Nothing important.” Human eyes probably wouldn't have noticed the swelling in the
darkness. The only light was from one of the moons, shining through awindow across the room.

"Did you use therifle to shoot the achti?*
IIYall
"And do you mean to useit to shoot me?"

| sared at her, outlined in moonlight—coiled, graceful body. "What does Terran blood taste like to
you?"

She said nothing.
"What areyou?' | whispered. "What are we to you?"

Shelay ill, rested her head on her topmost coil. ™Y ou know me as no other does,” she said softly.
"Y ou must decide.”

"That'swhat happened to my face," | told her.
"Whet?'

"Qui goaded meinto deciding to do something. It didn't turn out very well." | moved the gun dightly,
brought the barrel up diagondly under my own chin. "At least it was adecison | made."



"Asthiswill be"

"Ask me, Gatoi."

"For my children'slives?"

Shewould say something like that. She knew how to manipulate people, Terran and Tlic. But not this
time

"l don't want to beahost animd," | said. "Not even yours."

It took her along time to answer. "We use dmost no host animals these days,” she said. "'Y ou know
that."

"Youuseus"

"We do. Wewait long years for you and teach you and join our familiesto yours." She moved
restlesdy. "Y ou know you aren't animasto us."

| stared &t her, saying nothing.

"The animas we once used began killing most of our eggs after implantation long before your
ancestors arrived,” she said softly. ™Y ou know these things, Gan. Because your people arrived, we are
relearning what it meansto be a hedthy, thriving people. And your ancestors, fleeing from their home
world, from their own kind who would have killed or endaved them—they survived because of us. We
saw them as people and gave them the Preserve when they till tried to kill usasworms.”

At theword "worms' | jumped. | couldn't help it, and she couldn't help noticing it.
"l see" she said quietly. "Would you redly rather die than bear my young, Gan?"

| didn't answer.

"Shdl | go to Xuan Hoa?'

"Yes!" Hoawanted it. Let her haveit. She hadn't had to watch Lomas. Sheld be proud... Not
terrified.

T'Gatoi flowed off trie table onto the floor, startling me dmost too much.
"I'll degpin Hoasroom tonight,” she said. "And some-time tonight or inthe morning, I'll tell her."

Thiswas going too fast. My sister. Hoa had had dmost as much to do with raising me as my mother.
| was till closeto her—not like Qui. She could want T'Gatoi and till love me.

"Wat! Gatoi!"

She looked back, then raised nearly hdf her length off the floor and turned it to face me. "These are
adult things, Gan. Thisismy life, my family!"

"But she's... my sgter.”

"l have done what you demanded. | have asked you!"

"But—"

"It will be easier for Hoa. She has dways expected to carry other livesinsde her.”
Human lives. Human young who would someday drink at her breasts, not at her veins.

* | shook my head. "Don't do it to her, Gatoi." | was not Qui. It seemed | could become him, though,
with no effort at al. | could make Xuan Hoamy shield. Would it be easier to know that red wormswere
growing in her flesh ingtead of mine?

"Don't doitto Hoa," | repeated.



She stared a& me, utterly ill.

| looked away, then back at her. "Do it to me."

| lowered the gun from my throat and she leaned forward to takeit.

"No," | told her.

"It'sthelaw,” shesaid.

"Leaveit for thefamily. One of them might useit to save my life someday."

She grasped therifle barrdl, but | wouldn't let go. | was pulled into a standing position over her.

"Leaveit here!" | repeated. "If were not your animds, if these are adult things, accept therisk. There
isrisk, Gatoi, in dedling with apartner.”

It was clearly hard for her to let go of therifle. A shudder went through her and she made ahissing
sound of distress. It occurred to me that she was afraid. She was old enough to have seen what guns
could do to people. Now her young and this gun would be together in the same house. She did not know
about our other guns. In this dispute, they did not matter.

"I will implant thefirst egg tonight,” she said as| put the gun away. "Do you hear, Gan?"'

Why else had | been given awhole egg to eat while the rest of the family was|eft to share one? Why
else had my mother kept looking at me as though | were going away from her, going where she could not
follow?Did T'Gatol imagine | hadn't known?

"l hear."

"Now!" | let her push me out of the kitchen, then walked ahead of her toward my bedroom. The
sudden urgency in her voice sounded redl. ™Y ou would have done it to Hoato-night!" | accused.

"l must do it to someone tonight.”
| stopped in spite of her urgency and stood in her way. "Don't you care who?"

She flowed around me and into my bedroom. | found her waiting on the couch we shared. There was
nothing in Hoa's room that she could have used. She would have done it to Hoa on the floor. The thought
of her doing it to Hoa at dl disturbed mein adifferent way now, and | was suddenly angry.

Yet | undressed and lay down beside her. | knew what to do, what to expect. | had been told &l my
life. | fdt thefamiliar sting, narcotic, mildly pleasant. Then the blind prob-ing of her ovipositor. The
puncture was painless, easy. So easy going in. She undulated dowly against me, her musclesforcing the
egg from her body into mine. | held onto apair of her limbs until | remembered Lomas holding her that
way. Then | let go, moved inadvertently, and hurt her. She gave alow cry of pain and | expected to be
caged at once within her limbs. When | wasn', | held on to her again, fedling oddly ashamed.

"I'm sorry,” | whispered.
She rubbed my shoulders with four of her limbs.
"Do you care?' | asked. "Do you care that it's me?”

She did not answer for sometime. Finaly, "Y ou were the one making choices tonight, Gan. | made
minelong ago."

"Would you have goneto Hoa?"

"Yes. How could | put my children into the care of one who hates them?”

"It wasnt... hate”

"I know what it was."



"l wasafrad."

Slence

"l gill am." | could admit it to her here, now.
"But you cameto me... to save Hoa"

"Yes" | leaned my forehead againgt her. She was cool velvet, deceptively soft. "And to keep you for
mysdf,” | sad. It was so. | didn't understand it, but it was 0.

She made asoft hum of contentment. "I couldn't believe | had made such a mistake with you," she
said. "l choseyou. | believed you had grown to choose me.”

"l had, but..."

"L omas”

"Wes"

"I have never known a Terran to see abirth and take it well. Qui has seen one, hasn't he?"
"es"

"Terrans should be protected from seeing.”

| didn't like the sound of that—and | doubted that it was possible. "Not protected,” | said. " Shown.
Shown when we're young kids, and shown more than once. Gatoi, no Terran ever sees abirth that goes
right. All we seeisN'Tlic— pain and terror and maybe desth.”

Shelooked down a me. "It isaprivate thing. It has aways been aprivate thing."

Her tone kept me from insisting—that and the knowledge that if she changed her mind, | might be the
first public example. But | had planted the thought in her mind. Chances were it would grow, and
eventualy she would experiment.

"Youwont seeit again,” shesad. "I don't want you thinking any more about shooting me."

The smdl amount of fluid that came into me with her egg relaxed me as completely as a sterile egg
would have, sothat | could remember theriflein my hands and my fedings of fear and revulsion, anger
and despair. | could remember the feglings without reviving them. | could talk about them.

"l wouldn't have shot you,” | said. "Not you." She had been taken from my father's flesh when he was
my age.
"You could have," sheindsted.

"Not you." She stood between us and her own people, protecting, interweaving.
"Would you have destroyed yoursdf?!

I moved carefully, uncomfortably. "1 could have done that. | nearly did. That's Qui's'away." | wonder
if heknows."

"What?"
| did not answer.

"Youwill live now."

"Yes" Take care of her, my mother used to say. Yes.

"I'm hedlthy and young,” she said. "I won't leave you as Lomas was left—alone, N'Tlic. I'll take care
of you."
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"It'sdl insde my head,” Elin said wonderingly. It wastrue. A chimney swift flew overhead, and she
could fed its passage through her mind. A firefly landed on her knee. It pulsed cold fire, then spread its
wings and was g0, and that was a part of her, too.

"Pleasetry not to talk too much." The wetware tech tightened a cinch on the table* adjusted abone
inductor. Hisred and green facepaint loomed over her, then receded. "Thiswill go much faster if you
cooperate.”

Elin'shead felt light and airy. It was huge. It contained al of Magritte, from the uppermost terrace
down through the office levelsto the trdllisfarmsthat circled theinner lake. Even the blue and white Earth
that hovered just over onerock wall. They were al within her. They were dl, sheredized, only amodd,
the picture her mind assembled from sensory input. The exterior universe—the real universe—lay

beyond.
"| fed giddy."

"Contrast high." The tech'svoice was neutrd. "Thisis adifferent mode of perception from what you're
used to—you're stoned on the novelty.”

A catwdk leading into the nearest farm rattled within Elin's mind as awoman in agriculturd blues
strode by, burlap gourd-collecting bag swinging from her hip. It was night outside the crater but biological
day within, and the agtechs had activated tiers of arc lights at the cores of the farms. Filtered by greenery,
the light was soft and watery.

"I could livelikethisforever."

"Believe me, you'd get bored.” A rose peta fell softly on her cheek, and the tech brushed it off. He
turned to face the two lawyerswho stood slently nearby, waiting. "Arethelegd preiminariesfinished
now?'

The lawyer in orangeface nodded. The onein purple said, "Can't her origind personality be restored
adl?"

Drawing a briefcase from his pocket, the wet ware tech threw up aholographic diagram between
himsdf and the witnesses. The air filled with intricate three-dimensiona trac-ery, red and green lines
interweaving and meshing.

"Weve mapped the subject's current personality.” He reached out to touch severd junctions. "Y ou
will note that here, here, and here we have what are laughingly referred to asimpossible emotiona
gyllogisms. Any one of these renders the subject incgpable of surviva.”

A thin waterfall dropped from the dome condensersto amisty pool at the topmost terrace, abright
razor dash through redlity. It meandered to the edge of the next terrace and fell again.

"A draight yesor nowill suffice"



Thetech frowned. "In theory., yes. In practica terms, it's hopeless. Remember, her persondity was
never recorded. The accident amost completely randomized her emotional structure—technically she's
not even human. Given adecade or two of extremely delicate memory probing, we could maybe
congtruct afacamile. But it would only resemblethe origind; it could never be the primary Elin Donndly."

Elin could dimly make out the equipment for five more waterfalls, but they were not in operation at the
moment. She wondered why.

The attorney made arude noise. "Well then, go ahead and do it. | wash my hands of thiswhole
mess.”

The tech bent over Elin to reposition aboneinductor. "Thiswon't hurt abit," he promised. "Just
pretend that you're a the dentist's, having your teeth replaced.”

She ceased to exist.

The new Elin Donndly gawked at everything—desk work-ersin their open-air offices, a blacksnake
sunning itsdlf by the path, the stone stairs cut into the terrace walls. Her lawyer led her through a stand of
sgplings no higher than she and into a meadow.

Butterflies scattered at their approach. Her gaze went from them to asmall cavein the cliffs ahead,
then up to the stars, asjumpy and random asthe butterflies flight.

"—So you'l be stuck on the moon for afull lunation— amost amonth—if you want to collect your
seitlement. 1. G. Feuchtwaren will carry your expenses until then, drawing againg their find ligbility. Got
thet?'

And then—suddenly, jarringly—Elin could focus again. She took adeep bresth. "Yes," she said.
"Yes, |—okay."

"Good." The atorney canceled her judicia-advisory wetware, yanking the skull plugs and briskly
wrapping them around her briefcase. "Then let's have adrink—it's been along day."

They had arrived at the cave. "Hey, Hand" the lawyer shouted. "Give us some service here, will
you?'

A smdl man with the roguish face of acomic-operatroll popped into the open, work termina in
hand. "One minute," he said. "I'm on direct flex time—got to wrap up what I'm working on first."

"Okay." Thelawyer sat down on the grass. Elin watched, fascinated, as the woman toweled the paint
from her face, and anew pattern of finered and black lines, permanently tattooed into her skin, emerged.

"Hey!" Elinsad. "YoureaJesuit.”
"Y ou expected |GF to ship you alawyer from Earth orbit?" She stuck out a hand. "Donna Landis,

S.J. I'mthe client overseer for the Star Maker project, but I'm also avail-able for spiritua guidance.
Massisa nine, Sunday mornings.”

Elin leaned back againgt the cliff. Grapevines rustled under her weight. Already she missed the
blissed-out feding of afew minutes before. "Actualy, I'm an agnodtic.”

"Y ou were. Things may have changed.” Landisfolded the towe into one pocket, unfolded amirror
from another. " Speak-ing of which, how do you like your new look?!

Elin studied her reflection. Blue paint surrounded her eyes, narrowing to apoint at the bridge of her
nose, swooping down in along curveto the outside. It was asif she were peering through alarge, blue
moth or apair of hawk wings.

There was something magical about it, something glamorous, something very unlike her.
"| fed like araccoon. Thisidiot mask.”



"Get used toit. You'll bewearing it alot."

"But what's the point?* Elin was surprised by her own irritation. "So I've got anew persondity; it's
dill me in here. | don't fed any weird compulsion to run amok with aknife or walk out an airlock without
asuit. Nothing to warn the citizenry about, certainly.”

"Ligten," Landis said. "Right now you're like a puppy tripping over its own paws because they're too
big for it. Y ou're a stranger to yourself—you're going to fed angry when you don't expect to, get
sentimental over surprising things. Y ou can't control your emotions until you learn what they are. And until
then, the rest of us deserve—"

"What'll you have?' Hans was back, his forehead smudged black where he had incompletely wiped
off hisfacepaint.

"—alittlewarning. Oh, | don't know, Hans. Whatever you have on tap."

"That'll be Chanty. You?' he asked Elin.

"What's good?"

Helaughed. "There's no such thing asa good lunar wine. The air'stoo moist. And eveniif it werent, it
takes agood century to develop an adequate vineyard. But the Chanty isyour basic, drinkable glug.”

“I'll take thet, then.”

"Good. I'll bring amug for your friend, too."

"My friend?" She turned and saw a giant striding through the trees, towering over them, pushing them
gpart with two enormous hands. For adizzy ingtant, she goggled in disbe-lief, and then the man shrank to
human stature as she remem-bered the size of the saplings.

He grinned. "Hi. Remember me?"

Hewasatdl man, but like a spacgack, lean and angular. An untidy mass of black curlsframed a
face that was not quite handsome but carried an intense freight of will.

“I'mdfrad..."
"Tory Shostakovich. | reprogrammed you.”

She studied hisface carefully. Those eyes. They were fierce amost to the point of mania, but there
was sadness there, too, and—she thought she might be making this up—ahint of pleading, like alittle
boy who wants something so desperately he dare not ask for it. She could lose hersdlf in andlyzing the
nuances of those eyes. "Yes" shesaid at lagt, "I remember you now.”

"I'm pleased.” He nodded to the Jesuit. " Father Landis.”
She eyed him skepticdly. "Y ou don't seem your usua morose sdf, Shostokovich. Isanything wrong?'

"No, it'sjust aspecia kind of morning." He smiled at some private joke, returned his attention to Elin.
"| thought 1'd drop by and get acquainted with my former patient." He glanced down at the ground,
fleetingly shy, and then his eyes were bright and audacious again.

How charming, Elin thought. She hoped that he wasn't too shy. And then she had to glance away
hersdlf, the thought was so unlike her. "So you're awetware surgeon,” she said inandly.

Hans reappeared to distribute mugs of wine, then retreated to the cave's mouth. He sat down,
workboard in lap, and patched in the skull-plugs. His face went tiff as the wetware took hold.

"Actudly,” Tory said, "l very rarely work as awetsurgeon. An accident like yoursisrare, you
know—maybe once, twice ayear. Mostly | work in wetware development. Currently I'm on the Star
Maker project.”



"I've heard that name before. Just what isit anyway?"

Tory didn't answer immediately. He stared down into the lake, a cool breeze from above ruffling his
curls. Elin caught her breeth. / hardly know this man, she thought wildly. He pointed to theidand in the
center of the lake, athin, stony finger that was origindly the crater'sthrust cone.

"God liveson that idand," hesaid.

Elinlaughed. "Think how different history would beif HeEd only had asense of direction!” She wanted
to bite her tongue when she redlized that he was not joking.

"Y ou're being cute, Shostokovich," Landis warned. She swigged down amouthful of wine. " Jeez,
that'svile uff."

Tory rubbed the back of his neck ruefully. "Mea culpa. Well, let me give you alittle background.
Most people think of wetware as being software for people. But that's too smplistic, because with
machinesyou start out blank—with a clean date—and with people, there's some ten million years of
mental programming aready crammed into their heads.

"S0 to date we've been working with the natural wetware.

We counterfeit surface traits—patience, aertness, creetivity— and package them like so many boxes
of bonemed. But the human mind isvast and unmapped, and it'stime to moveinto the interior, for some
basic research.

"That'sthe Star Maker project. It's an exploration of the basic substructural programming of the mind.
Welve rede-fined the overstructure programsinto an integrated system we believe will be capable of
essence-programming, in one-to-one congruence with the inherent substructure of the universe.”

"What jargonigtic rot!" Landis gestured at Elin's ssone-ware mug. "Drink up. The Star Maker isa
piece of experi-menta theology that | GF dreamed up. As Tory said, it's basic research into the nature of
the mind. The Vatican Synod is providing funding so we can keep an eyeonit.”

"Nipping heresy inthe bud,” Tory said sourly.

"That'sagood part of it. This set of wetware will suppos-edly reshape a human mind into God. Bad
theology, but thereit is. They want to computer-modd the infinite. Anyway, the specs were drawn up,
and it wastried out on—what was the name of the test subject?"

"Doesn't matter,” Tory said quickly.
"Cord something-or-other.”

Only hdf-ligtening by now, Elin unobtrusively sudied Tory. He sat, legswide, staring into hismug of
Chanty. There were hard lines on hisface, etched by who knew what experiences. / don't believein
love at first sight, Elinthought. Then again, who knew what she might believein anymore? It wasa
chilling thought, and she retreated fromit.

"So did this Cora become God?"

"Patience. Anyway, the volunteer was plugged in, wiped, reprogrammed, and interviewed. Nothing
usful.”

"Inone hour,” Tory said, "we learned more about the structure and composition of the universe than
indl of history to date.”

"It was deranged gibberish.” Landistapped Elin's knee. "We interviewed her and then canceled the
wetware. And what do you think happened?*

"I've never been big on rhetorical questions.” Elin didn't take her eyes off Tory.
" She didn't come down. She was stuck.”



"Stuck?'

Tory plucked ablade of grass, let it fal. "What happened was that we had rewired her to absolute
consciousness. Shewas not only aware of al her mental functions but in control of them—right down to
theinvoluntary reflexes, which aso put her in charge of her own metaprogrammer.”

"Metaprogrammer isjust abuzzword for abundle of reflexesthe brain usesto make changesin
itsdf," Landisthrew in.

"Y eah. What we didn't take into account, though, wasthat sheld like being God. When wetried
deprogramming her, she smply overrode our ingtructions and reprogrammed herself back up.”

"The poor woman," Elin said. And yet—what a glorious experience to be God! Something within
her thrilled toiit. It would almost be worth the price.

"Which leaves us with awoman who thinks shes God," Landissaid. "I'm just glad we were able to
hush it up. If word got out to some of those religiousilliterates back on Earth—"

"Ligten,” Tory said. "l didn't redlly come hereto talk shop. | wanted to invite my former patient on a
grand tour of the Steam Grommet Works."

Elinlooked a him blankly. "Steam..."

He swept an armto takein dl of Margritte, the green pillarsand gray cliffsaike. Therewas
something proprietary in hisgesture.

Landiseyed him suspicioudy. "Y ou two might need achaperone,” shesaid. "l think I'll tag dong to
keep you out of trouble.”

Elin smiled swesetly. "Fuck off," shesad.

Ivy covered Tory's geodesic trellis hut. He led the way in, stooping to touch akeyout by the
doorway. "Something classcd ?!

"Please" Ashe began removing her jJumpsuit, the hol otape sprang into being, surrounding them with
rich reds and cobalt bluesthat coa esced into stained-glass patternsin the air. Elin pulled back and
clapped her hands. "It's Chartres," she cried, delighted. "The cathedra at Chartres!™

"Mmmmm." Tory teased her down onto the grassfloor.

The north rose swelled tofill the hut. It was dl angels and doves, kings and prophets, with gold lilies
surrounding the central rosette. Deep and powerful, infused with gloomy light, it Igp-dissolved into the
lancet of Saint Anne.

The windows wheeled overhead as the hol otape panned down the north transept to the chair, to the
apse, and then up into the ambulatory. Swiftly, then, it cut to the wounded Christ and the Beasts of
Revdation set within the dark spaces of the west rose. The outer circle—the instruments of the
Pass on—closed about them.

Elin gasped.

The tape moved down the nave, il brightening, briefly pausing at the Vendome chapd. Until finaly
the oldest win-dow, the Notre Dame de laBdlle Verriere, blazed in afrenzy of raw glory. A breeze
rattled the vy, and two leaves el through the hologram to tap againgt their skin and dide to the ground.

The Bdle Verriere faded in the darkening light, and the colors ran and were washed away by a
noisdessgus of rain.

Elin let hersalf mdt into the grass, drained and lazy, not caring if she never moved again. Beside her
Tory chuckled, playfully tickled her ribs. "Do you love me? Hey, tell me you love me.”

"Stop!" She grabbed hisarms and bit him in the sde—asmdll, nipping bite, more threet than



harm—ran atongue over hisleft nipple. "Hey, listen, | hit the sack with you ahdf hour after we met.
What do you want?"

"Want?' He broke her hold, rolled over on top of her, pinioning her wrists above her head. "I want
you to know"— and suddenly he was absolutely serious, his eyes unblinking and glittery hard—"that |
love you. Without doubt or quali-fication. | love you more than words could ever say."

"Tory," shesaid. "Thingslike that take time." The wind had died down. Not ablade of grass stirred.

"No they don't." It was embarrassing looking into those eyes,; sherefused to look away. "I fed it. |
know it. | love every way, shape, and part of you. | love you beyond time and barrier and possibility.
We were meant to be lovers, fated for it, and there is nothing, absolutely nothing, that could ever keep
us gpart.”" Hisvoice was|ow and steady. Elin couldn't tell whether she wastthrilled or scared out of her
wits.

"Tory, | don't know—"

"Thenwait," hesad. "Itll come."

* % %

Lying deepless beside Tory that night, Elin thought back to her accident. And because it was a matter
of stored memory, the images were crisp and undamaged.

It happened at the end of her shift on Wheel Laboratory 19, Henry Ford Orbital Industrial Park.

Holding thetalab flush against the hub cylinder, Elin in-jected ferrous glass into amolten copper dloy.
Simulta-neoudy, she plunged gammalab ahadf kilometer to the end of itsarm, taking it from fractiond
Greenwich normd to afull nine gravities. Epsilon began crawling up its spindly arm. Using waldaos, she
lifted sample wafers from the quick-freeze molds in omicron. There were a hundred measure-mentsto be
made.

Elinfdt an instant's petulant boredom, and the workboard readjusted her wetware, jacking up her
atentiveness so that she leaned over her readoutsin cool, detached fascination.

The workboard warned her that the interfacing program was about to be shut off. Her fingers danced
across the board, damping down reactions, putting the labs to bed. The wetware went quiescent.

With ashiver, Elin was herself again. She grabbed atowe and wiped off her facepaint. Then she
leaned back and trand uced the wall—her replacement was late. Corporation regs gave her fifty percent
of hismissed-timefinesif sheturned himin. It was easy money, and so she waited.

Stretching, shefdt the gold wetware wires dangling from the back of her skull. Shelazily put off
yanking them.

Earth bloomed underfoot, dowly crept upward. New De-troit and New Chicago rose from the floor.
Bright industria satellites gleamed to every Sde of thetwin resdentid cylinders.

A bit of motion caught Elin's eye, and she swiveled to follow aload of cargo drifting by. It wasa
jumble of containers lashed together by nonmagnetic tape and shot into an orbit caculated to avoid the
laser cables and power transmission beams that interlaced the park.

A man wasriding the cargo, feet braced against a green carton, hauling on arope dipped through the
lashings. He saw her and waved. She could imagine his grin through the mirrored helmet.

Theold Elin snorted disdainfully. She started to look away and almost missed seeing it happen.

In leaning back that fraction more, the cargo hopper had put too much strain on the lashings. A faulty
rivet popped, and the cargo began to dide. Brightly colored cartons drifted apart, and the man went
tumbling, end over end, away.



One end of the lashing was still connected to the anchor carton, and the free end writhed like a
wounded snake. A bright bit of meta—the failed rivet—broke free and flew toward the juncture of the
whed lab's hub and spokes.

Theold Elin was il hooting with scornful laughter when the rivet struck the lab, crashing into anest
of wiring that should not hav» been exposed.

Two wires short-circuited, sending amassive power tran-sient surging up through the workboard.
Circuits fused and melted. The board went haywire.

And amicrojolt of eectricity leaped up two gold wires, hopeesdy scrambling the wetware through
Elin'sskull.

An hour later, when her replacement finally showed, shewas curled into abal, rocking back and
forth on the floor. She was dternating between hysterica gusts of laughter and dark, gleeful screams.

Morning came, and after adeepy, romantic breskfast, Tory plugged into his briefcase and went to
work. Elin wan-dered off to do some thinking.

There was no getting around the fact that she was not the metalurgist from Whed Lab 19, not
anymore. That woman was adien to her now. They shared memories, experiences— but she no longer
understood that woman, could not symparthize with her emotions, indeed found her distasteful.

At asecond-terrace cafe that was crowded with off-shift biotechs, Elin rented atable and briefcase.
She sat down to try to trace the origina owner of her personality.

As sheld suspected, her new personawas copied from that of areal human being; creating a
persondity from scratch was still beyond the abilities of even the best wetware techs. Shewas able to
trace hersdf back to IGF'sinventory bank and to determine that duplication of personaity was
illega—which presumably meant that the origind owner was dead.

But she could not locate the original owner. Selection had been made by computer, and the computer
wouldn't tell. When shetried to find out, it referred her to the Privacy Act of 2037.

"I think I've exhausted dl the resources of sdlf-discovery availableto me," shetold the Pierrot when
he cameto collect histip. "And I've till got half the morning left to kill."

He glanced a her powder-blue facepaint and smiled politely.
"It'ssdective black.”

"Huh?" Elin turned away from the lake, found that an agtech carrying along-handled net had come up
behind her.

"The dgae—it absorbslight into the infrared. Makesthe lake agreat thermd sink.” Thewoman
dipped her net into the water, seined up anetful of dark-green scum, and dumped it into a nearby trough.
Water drained away through the porous bottom.

"Oh." Therewere afew patches of weeds on theidand, where drifting soil had settled. "It'sfunny. |
never used to be very touristy. More the contemplative type, sort of homebodyish. Now I've got to be
doing something, you know?"

The agtech dumped another load of algaeinto the trough. "'l couldn't say." She tapped her forehead.
"It'sthe wetware. If you want to talk shop, that'sfine. Otherwise, | can't.”

"l see” Elin dabbed atoe in the warm water. "Well, why not? Let'stalk shop.”

Someone was moving at the far edge of the idand. Elin craned her neck to see. The agtech went on
methodicaly dipping her net into the lake as God walked into view.

"The lake tempersthe climate, see? By day it works by evaporative cooling. Absorbsthe hest, loses



it to evaporation, radiatesit out the dome roof through the condensers.”
Cora was cute as a button.

A bowl of fruit and vegetables had been | ft near the waterline. She walked to the bowl, considered
it. Her orange jumpsuit nicely complemented her cafe-au-lait skin. She was so small and delicate that by
contragt Elinfdt ungainly.

"We as0 use passive heat pumps to move the excess heat down to aliquid-storage cavern below the
lake"

Cord picked up atomato. Her featureswere finely chisded. Her amond eyes should have had snap
and firein them, to judge by the face, but they were remote and unfocused. Even, white teeth nipped at
thefood.

"At night we pump the heat back up, let the lake radiate it out to keep the crater warm.”

On closer examination—Elin had to squint to see so fine— the face was as smooth and lindess as
that of an idiot. There was nothing there; no emotion, no purpose, no detectable intellect.

"That'swhy the number of waterfalsin operation varies.”

Now Cord sat down on the rocks. Her feet and kneeswere dirty. She did not move. Elin wanted to
shy arock at her to seeif shewould react.

What now? Elin wondered. She had seen the sights, all that Magritte had to offer, and they were dl
tiresome, disappoint-ing. Even—no, make that especially—God. And she till had amost amonth to
kill.

"Keeping the crater tempered isaregular balancing act,” the agtech said.

"Oh, shut up.” Elin took out her briefcase and called Father Landis. "I'm bored,” she said, when the
hologram had stablized.

Landis hardly glanced up from her work. "So get ajob," she snapped.

Magyitte had begun as amining colony, back when it was il profitable to processthe
undifferentiated melange soil. The miners were gone now, and the crater was owned by a consortium of
operationslegaly debarred from locating Earthside.

From the fifteenth terrace Elin stared down at the patch-work clusters of open-air |aboratories and
offices, some sepa-rated by long stretches of undeveloped field, others crammed together in the hope of
synergidtic effect. Germ-warfare corpo-rations mingled with nuclear-waste engineering firms. The
Mid-Asan Population Control Project had half aterraceto itsdlf, and it swvarmed with guards. There
were afew off-Swiss banking operations.

"Youredize" Tory sad, "that I'm not going to be at dl happy about this development.” He stood,
faceimpassvein red and green, watching arigger bolt together a cot and wirein the surgical equipment.

"You hired meyoursdf,” Elin reminded him.

"Yes, but I'mwired into professional mode at the mo-ment.” The rigger packed up histools, waked
off. "Lookslike we're dmost ready.”

"Good." Elin flung hersdf down on the cot and lay back, hands folded across her chest. "Hey, | fed
likel should be holding alily!"

"I'm going to hook you into the project intercom so you don't get too bored between episodes.” The
air about her flickered, and aclutch of images overlaid her vision. Ghosts walked through the air, stared
at her from deep within the ground. "Now welll shut off the externa senses” The world went away, but
theillusory people remained, each within a separate hexagond field of vison. It waslike seeing through



theeyesof afly.

There was asudden, overwhelming sense of Tory's pres-ence, and a sourceless voice said to her,
"Thiswill take aminute. Amuse yoursdlf by calling up afew friends" Then hewas gone.

Elin floated, free of body, free of sensation, dmost godlike in her detachment. Sheidly riffled through
the images, stopped at a chubby little man drawing ablack line across hisfore-head. Hello, Hans, she

thought.

He looked up and winked. "How's it hanging, kid?"

Not so bad. What're you up to?

"My job. I'm the black-box monitor this shift." He added an orange starburst to the band, surveyed
thejob critically in apocket mirror. "I Sit here with my finger on the button"— one hand disappeared

below histermina—"and if | get the word, | push. That sets off explosivesin the condenser unitsand
blowsthe dome. Pfffft. Out goestheair.”

She considered it: a sudden volcano of oxygen spouting up and across the lunar plains. Human bodies
thrown up from the surface, scattering, bursting under explosive decompression.

That's grotesque, Hans.
"Oh, it's safe. The button doesn't connect unless I'm wetwired into my job.”
Even so.

"Just aprecaution; alot of the research that goes on here wouldn't be alowed without thiskind of
security. Relax—I haven't lost adomeyet.”

Theintercom cut out, and again Elin fet Tory's presence. "We'retrying a Trojan horse program this
time—inserting you into the desired mental statesinstead of making you the states. We've encapsulated
your surface identity and routed the experimentd programs through a secondary level. So with this
series, rather than identifying with the programs, you'll percaivethem al indirectly.”

Tory, you have got to be the most jargon-ridden human being in existence. How about
repeating that in English?

“I'll show you."

Suddenly Elin was englobed in a sphere of branching crimson lines, dark and dull, that throbbed
dowly. Lacy and organic, it looked the way sheimagined the veinsin her forehead to be like when she
had a headache.

"That wasanger,” Tory said. "Y our mind shunted it off into visud imagery becauseit didn't identify the
anger with itsdlf.”

That's what you're going to do then—program me into the God-state so that 1 can see it but
not experience it?

"Ultimately. Though | doubt you'll be able to come up with pictures. More likely, you'l fed that youre
in the presence of God." He withdrew for amoment, leaving her more than aone, dmost nonexistent.
Then hewas back. "We gtart dowly, though. Thefirst sesson runsyou up to the basic metaprogramming
leve, integrates dl your mental processes, and putsyou in low-level control of them. The nontechnical
term for thisis making the Christ. Don't fool around with anything you see or sense.”

His voice faded, she was aone, and then everything changed.
She wasin the presence of someone wonderful.

Elin felt that someone near at hand, and struggled to open the eyes she no longer possessed; she had
to see. Her exis-tence opened, and people began appearing before her.



"Careful,” Tory sad. "Y ou've switched on theintercom again.”
/ want to see!
"There's nobody to see. That's just your own mind. But if you want, you can keep the intercom on.”

Oh. It was disappointing. She was surrounded by love, by acrazily happy sense that the universe was
holy, by wisdom deeper than theworld. By dl rights, it had to come from a source greater than herself.

Reason was not sufficiently strong to override emotion. Sheriffled through the intercom, bringing up
image after image and discarding them al, searching.

When she had run through the entire project staff, she began hungrily scanning the crater's public
monitors.

Agtechsin thetrdlisfarms were harvesting strawberries and sweet pess. Elin could taste them on her
tongue. Somebody was seining up algae from theinner lake, and she felt the weight of the net in callused
hands. Not far from where she lay, a couple was making love in agrove of saplings and—

Tory, | don't think | can take this. It'stoo intense.

"Yourethetest pilot."

Dammit, Tory!

Donna Landis materidized on the intercom. " She's right, Shostakovich. Y ou haven't buffered her
enough.”

"It didn't seem wiseto risk dissociative effects by cranking her ego up too high.”

"Who's paying for dl this, hah?"

Tory grumbled something inaudible and dissolved the world.

Elin floated in blackness, soothing and relaxing. Shefelt good. She had needed thislittle vacation from
the tensions and pressures of her new persondity. Taking the job had been theright thing to do, eveniif it
did momentarily displease Tory.

Tory... She amiled mentaly. He was exasperating at times, but gtill she was coming to rely on having
him around. She was beginning to think shewasin love with him.

A lesser love, perhaps. Certainly not the love that is the Christ.

Widl, maybe so. Still, on a human level, Tory filled needsin her she hadn't known existed. It wastoo
much effort to argue with hersdlf, though. Her thoughts drifted away into awordless, luxuriousreveling in
the bodiless Sate, free from distractions, carefree and disconnected.

Nothing is disconnected. All the universeis a vast net of intermeshing programs. Elinwas
amused at hersdlf. That had sounded like something Tory would say. Sheld have to watch it; she might
love the man, but she didn't want to end up talking like him.

You worry needlessly. The voice of God is subtle, but it is not your own.

Elin started. She searched through her mind for an open intercom channd, didn't find one. Hello, she
thought. Who said that?

The answer came to her not in words, but in a sourceless assertion of identity. It was cool,
emotionless, something she could not describe even to herself, but by the same token absolute and
undeniable.

It was God.

Then Tory was back and the voice, the presence was gone. Tory? shethought. / think | just had a
religious experience.



"That's very common under sensory deprivation—the mind clears out afew old programs. Nothing to
worry about. Now relax for ajiff whilel plug you back in—how doesthat fed ?"

The presence was back again, but not nearly so strongly as before; she could resist the urge to chase
after it. That'sfine, Tory, but listen, | really think—

"Let'sleave analysis to those who have been programmed for it, shall we?"

Thelovers strolled aimlesdy through a meadow, the grass brushing up higher than their waists.
Biological night was coming; the agtechs flicked the daylight switch off and on twicein warning.

"It was real, Tory. She talked with me; I'm not making it up.”

Tory ran ahand through hisdark, curly hair, looking distracted. "Well, assuming that my professona
opinion waswrong—and I'll be thefirst to admit that the program is abit egocentric—I il don't think
we have to stoop to mysticism for an explanation.”

Tothefar sde of Magritte, awaterfal was abruptly shut off. The stream of water scattered, seeming
to dissolveintheair. "'l thought you said shewas God."

"l only said that to bait Landis. | don't mean that she'sliterally God, just godlike. Her thought
processes are amil-lion years more efficiently organized than ours. God is just a convenient metaphor.”

"Um. So what's your explanation?'

"Theres at least onetermind on the idand—the things are everywhere. She probably programmed it
to cut into the intercom without the channels seeming to be open.”

"Could she do that?"

"Why not? She hasthat million-year edge on us—and she used to be awetware tech; al wetware
techs are closet computer hacks." He did not look at her, had not looked at her for sometime.

"Hey." Shereached out to take his hand. "What's wrong with you tonight?"

"Me?' He did not meet her eyes. "Don't mind me. I'm just sulking because you took the job. I'll get
overit."

"What's wrong with the job?"
"Nothing. I'm just being moody."

She guided hisarm around her waist, pressed up againgt him. "Well, don't be. It's nothing you can
control—I have to have work to do. My boredom threshold is very low."

"l know that." Hefindly turned to face her, smiled sadly. "I do love you, you know."
"Wdl... maybel loveyou, too."

His smile banished al sadness from hisface, like asudden wind that breaks apart the clouds. " Say it
again.” His hands reached out to touch her shoulders, her neck, her face. "One more time, with fedling.”

"Will nof!" Laughing, shetried to break away from him, but hewould not let go, and they fell ina
tangleto the ground. "Beast!" They rolled over and over inthe grass. "Brute!” She hammered at his ches,
tore open hisjumpsuit, tried to bite his neck.

Tory looked embarrassed, tried to pull away. "Hey, not out here! Somebody could be watching.”
The agtechs switched off the arc lamps, plunging Magritte into darkness.
Tory reached up to touch Elin'sface. They made love.

Physicdly it was no different from things she had done countless times before with lovers and friends
and the occarsiond stranger. But she was committing hersdlf in away the old Elin would never have



dared, letting Tory past her de-fenses, laying herself open to pain and hurt. Trusting him. He was a part
of her now. And everything was transformed, made new and wonderful.

Until they wereright at the brink of orgasm, the both of them, and haf ddlirious, she could let hersdlf
go, murmuring, "1 loveyou, loveyou, God | loveyou..." And just as she climaxed, Tory stiffened and
threw his head back, and in avoice that was wrenched from the depths of passion, whis-pered,
"Cord..."

Haf blind with fury, Elin strode through aresdentid settlement. The huts glowed softly from the
hol otapes playing within—diffuse, scattered rainbow patterns unreadable out-side their fields of focus.
Sheld left Tory behind, bewildered, two terraces above.

Elin halted before one hut, stood indecisively. Finally, because she had to talk to somebody, she
rapped on thelintdl.

Father Landis stuck her head out the doorway, blinked deepily. "Oh, it'syou, Donnelly. What do you
want?'

To her absolute horror, Elin broke into tears.

Landis emerged, zipping up her jumpsuit. She cuddled Elinin her arms, made soothing noises, listened
to her story.

"Cord," Landissad. "Ahhhh. Suddenly everything falsinto place.

"Well, | wish you'd tell me, then!" Shetried to blink away the angry tears. Her face felt red and raw
and ugly; the wet ware paint was dl smeared.

"Patience, child." Landis sat down cross-legged beside the hut, patted the ground beside her. "Sit
here and pretend that I'm your mommy, and I'll tell you astory.”

"Hey, | didn't come here—"
"Who areyou to criticize the latest techniquesin spiritua nurturing, hey?' Landis chided gently. "Sit."
Elin did so. Landis put an arm about her shoulder.

"Once upon atime, therewas alittle girl named Cord—I forget her last name. Doesn't matter.
Anyway, she was bright and emotional and ambitious and frivolous and just likeyou in every way." She
rocked Elin gently as she spoke.

"Cord was ahappy little girl, and she laughed and played, and one day shefdl inlove. Just like
thatl" She sngpped her fingers. "l imagine you know how shefdt.”

"Thisiskind of embarrassng."

"Hush. Well, shewas very lucky, for as much as she loved him, heloved her ahundred times back,
and for asmuch as he loved her, she loved him athousand times back. And so it went. | think they
overdid it abit, but that's just my persona opinion.

"Now Coral lived in Magritte and worked as awetware tech. She was an ambitious one,
too—they're the worst kind. She came up with a scheme to reprogram people so they could live outside
the programs that run them in their every day lives. Mind you, people are more than the sum of their
programming, but what did she know about free will”? She hadn't had any religioustraining, after al. So
she and her boyfriend wrote up aproposa and gpplied for funding, and together they ran the new
program through her skull. And when it was al done, she thought she was God. Only she wasn't Cordl
anymore—not so as you'd recognize her."

She paused to give Elin ahug. "Be strong, kid, here comes the rough part. Well, her boyfriend was
brokenhearted. He didn't want to eat, and he didn't want to play with hisfriends. Hewas ared shit to
work with. But then he got an idea.



"Y ou see, anyone who works with experimenta wetware has her personality permanently recorded in
case there's an accident and it needsto be restored. And if that person dies or becomes God, the
personality rights revert to IGF. They're sneaky like that.

"Wdl, Tory—did | mention his name was Tory?—thought to himsdlf: What if somebody were to
come here for a new personality? Happens about twice ayear. Bound to get worse in the future. And
Magritteisthe only place thiskind of work can be done. The personality bank israndom-accessed by
computer, so there'd be achance of his getting Coral back, just as good as new. Only not avery good
chance, because there's |ots of garbage stuffed into the personality bank.

"And then he had a bad thought. But you mustn't blame him for it. He wasworking from afaulty set
of moral precepts. Suppose, he thought, / rigged the computer so that instead of choosing randomly,
it would give Coral's personal-ity to the very first little girl who came along? And that was what he
did." Landis|gpsed into sllence.

Elin wiped back a sniffle. "How doesthe story end?"
"I'm dill waiting on thet one.”
"Oh." Elin pulled hersdlf together and stood. Landis followed.

"Listen. Remember what | told you about being a puppy tripping over its paws? Well, you've just
stubbed your toes and they hurt. But you'll get over it. People do.”

"Today we make aBuddha," Tory said. Elin fixed him with acold stare, said nothing; even though he
wasin green and red, immune. "Thisisahigher-level program, integrat-ing dl your menta functionsand
putting them under your conscious control. So it's especialy important that you keep your handsto
yoursdlf, okay?"

"Rot in hdl, you cancer.”
"l beg your pardon?”’

Elin did not respond, and after a puzzled silence Tory continued: ' 'I'm leaving your sensorium
operative, so when | switch you over, | want you to pay attention to your sur-roundings. Okay?'

The second Trojan horse came on. Everything changed.

It wasn't aphysica change, not one that could be seen with the eyes. It was more asif the names for
everything had gone away. A knee-tal oak grew nearby, very much like the one she had crushed
accidentaly in New Detroit when she had lost her virginity many years ago. And it meant nothing to her.
It was only wood growing out of the ground.

A mole poked its head out of its burrow, nose crinkling, pink eyeswesk. It wasjust asmall,
biologica machine. "Whooh," she said involuntarily. "Thisisawfully cold."

"Bother you?'

Elin studied him, and there was nothing there. Only ahuman being, as much an object asthe oak, and
no more. Shefdt nothing toward or againgt him. "No," she said.

"Weé're getting agood recording.” The words meant noth-ing; they were clumsy, devoid of content.

In the grass around her, Elin saw agray flickering, asif it were dl subtly onfire. Logicaly she knew
the flickering wasthe firing of nervesin the rods and cones of her eyes, but emotionaly it was something
ese Itwastime. A gray firethat destroyed the world constantly, esting it away and re-making it again
and again.

And it didn't matter.
A great cmnesswrapped itsalf around Elin, an intelligent detachment, cold and impersond. She



found hersdlf identify-ing with it, realizing that existence was Smply not important. It wasdl things,
objects.

She could not see Tory's back, was no longer willing to assumeit even existed. She could look up
and see the near Sde of the earth. Thefar sde might well not exist, and if it didn't, well that didn't matter
ather.

She dtripped away the world, ignored the externdities. / never realized how dependent | am on
sensory input, she thought. And if you ignored it—there was the void. It had no shape or color or

position, but it was what underlies the bright interplay of colorsthat was constantly being destroyed by
the gray fires of time. She contemplated the raw stuff of existence.

"Please don't monkey around with your programming,” Tory said.

The body was unimportant, too; it was only the foca point for her senses. Ignore them and you could
ignore it. Elin could fed hersdlf fading in the presence of the void. It had no materia existence, no redl
being. But neither had the world she had aways taken for granted—it was but an echo, aghost, an image
reflected in water.

It waslike being aprogram in amachine and redlizing it for thefirst time.

Landissvoice flooded her. "Donndly, for God's sake, keep your fingers off the experiment!” The
thing was, the underlying nothingness was real—if "red" had any meaning. If meaning had meaning. But
beyond red and beyond mean-ing, thereiswhat is. And she had found it.

"Donnelly, you're treading on dangerous ground. Y ou've—" Landiss voice was adigtraction, and she
shut it off. Elin felt the desire to merge with what was; one smply had to stop the desirefor it, she
redlized, and it was done.

But on thisredlization, horror collapsed upon her. Flames seared and burned and crisped, and there
were snakes among them, great dimy things with disgusting mouths and needle-sharp fangs.

She recoiled in panic, and they were upon her. The flames were drawn up into her lungs, and hot
maggotswallowed in her brain tissues. She fled through amind that writhed in agony, turning thingson
and off.

Until abruptly she was back in her body, and nothing pursued her. She shivered, and her body
responded. It felt wonderful.

"Widl, that worked at least,” Tory said.
"What—" her voice croaked. She cleared her throat and tried again. "What happened to me?"

"Just what we'd hoped for—when your mind was threst-ened with extinction, it protected itsalf by
reprogramming back down to anormal state. Apparently, keeping your ego cranked up high works."

Elin redized that her eyeswere dtill closed; she opened them now and convulsively closed her hand
around the edge of the meta cot. It was solid and redl to the touch. Such agood fedling.

“I'll bedown inaminute,” Tory said. "Just now, you need to rest." He touched a bone inductor, and
Elinfdl into blackness.

Floating again, every metgphorica nerve on edge, Elin found hersdf hypersensitive to outside
influences, preternatu-raly aware, even suggestible. Still, she suspected—more than sensed—Cord's
presence. Go away, shethought. Thisis my mind now.

| amhere, and | am always. You have set foot in my country and are dimly aware of my
presence. Later, when you have climbed into the mountains, you will truly know me; and then you
will beasl.

Everyone tells me what 1'm going to do, Elin thought angrily. Don't | get any say?



The thought that came to her was dmost amused: You are only a program caught in a universal
web of programming. You will do as your program dictates. To be free of the programsisto be
God.

Despite her anger, despite her hurt, despite the cold trickle of fear shetried to keepinthe
background, Elin was curious. What's it like? she couldn't help asking.

It is golden freedom. The universe is a bubble infinitely large, and we who are God are the film
on the bubble's outside. We interact and we program. We make the stars shine and the willows
grow. We program what you will want far lunch. The programming flows through us, and we
alter it and maintain the universe.

Elin pounced on thislast satement. Haven't done a very good job of it, have you?
We do not tamper. When you are one with us, you will understand.

Thiswas, Elin redized, thekind of question-and-answer sesson Cora must have gone through
repeatedly as part of the Star Maker project. She searched for aquestion that no one else would have
asked, one that would be hers alone. And after some thought she found it.

Do you still—personally—love Tory Shostokovich?

At firg there was adight pause, then: The kind of love you mean is characteristic of lower-order
programming. Not of program-free intelligence.

A moment later Tory canceled al programming, and she floated to the surface, leaving God behind.
But even before then she was acutely aware that she had not received a straight answer.

"Elin, weve got to talk.”

She was patched into the outside monitors, staring across Mare Imbrium. It was a straight visual
program; she could fed the wetwire leads dangling down her neck, the warm, humid air of Magritte
againg her skin. "Nothing to talk about,” she said.

"Dammit, yesthereis! I'm not about to |ose you again because of amisunderstanding, a—a meatter of
semantics.”

The thing about Outside wasits airless clarity. Rocks and shadows were so preternaturally sharp.
From asensor or the crater's seaward dope, she stared off into Mare Imbrium; it was monotonous but in

acomforting sort of way. A little like when she had made a Buddha. There was no meaning out there,
nothing to impose itsalf between her and the surface.

"I don't know how you found out about Cora," Tory said, "and | guessit doesn't matter. | dways
figured you'd find out sooner or later. That's not important. What mattersisthat | love you—"

"Oh, hush up!"
"—and that you love me. Y ou can't pretend you don't."

Elin felt her nailsdiginto her pams. "Sure | can," she said. She hopscotched down the crater to the
surface. There the mass driver stood, athin monorail stretching kilometersinto the Imbrium, its gentle
dopeadl but imperceptible.

"Y ou're identifying with the woman who used to be Elin Donnelly. There's nothing wrong with thet;
speaking as awetsurgeon, it's a hedthy sign. But it's something you've got to grow out of."

"Listen, Shostokovich, tinkering with my emotions doesn't change who | am. I'm not your deed lady
friend, and I'm not about to take her place. So why don't you just go away and stop jerking me around,
huh?"

Tiny repair robots prowled the mass driver's length, stop-ping occasionally for a spotweld. Blue



sparks sputtered sound-lesdy over the surface.

"Y ou're not the old Elin Donndlly either, and | think you know it. Bodies are transent, memories are
nothing. Y our spontaneity and grace, your quiet strength, your impatience— the smal lacksand
presences of you I've known and loved for years—are what make you yourself. The name doesn't
meatter, nor the past. Y ou are who you are, and | love you for it."

"Y eah, well, what | am does not love you, buster.”

One of the repairbots dowly fell off thedriver. It hit, bounced, struggled to regain itstreads, then
scooted back toward its work.

Tory'svoice was dmost regretful. Y ou do, though. Y ou can't hide that from me. | know you as your
lover and as your wetsurgeon. Y ou've let me become a part of you, and no matter how angry you might
temporarily be, you'll come back to me."

Elin could fed her body trembling with rage. Y esh, well if that'strue, then why tell me! Hah? Why
not just go back to your hut and wait for me to come crawling?'

"Because | want you to quit your job." , "Say what?'

"l don't want you to become God. It was a mistake the last time, and I'm afraid it won't be any better
with the new programs. If you go up into God and can't get down thistime, you'll do it the next time. And
the next. I'll spend my life here waiting for you, re-creating you, losing you. Can't you see it—year after
year, replaying the sametired old tape?' Tory'svoice fell to awhisper. "I don't think | could takeit even
once more."

"If you know me aswel asyou say, then | guessyou know my answer,” Elin said coldly.

She waited until Tory's footsteps moved away, fading, defeat echoing after. Only then did Elinredize
that her sensor had been scanning the same empty bit of Magritte's dopefor the last five minutes.

It wastimefor thefind Trojan horse. "Today we makeagod," Tory said. "Thisisatota conscious
integration of the mind in an optimal efficiency pattern. Close your eyes and count to three.”

One. The hell of it wasthat Tory wasright. She till loved him. He was the one man she wanted and
was empty without.

Two. Worse, she didn't know how long she could go on without coming back to him—and, good
God, would that be humiliating!

Shewas either cursed or blessed; cursed perhaps for the agonies and humiliations she would willingly
undergo for the sake of this one rather manipulative human being. Or maybe blessed, in that at least there
was someone who could move her so, deserving or not. Many went through their lives without.

Three. She opened her eyes.

Nothing was any different. Magritte was as ordinary, as mundane as ever, and she felt no specia
reaction to it one way or another. Certainly she did not fedl the presence of God.

"l don't think thisisworking," shetried to say. The words did not come. From the corner of her eye,
she saw Tory wiping clean hisfacepaint, shucking off hisjumpsuit. But when shetried to Sit up, shefound
shewas parayzed.

What is this maniac doing?

Tory'sfaceloomed over her, hiseyes glassy, dmost fear-ful. Hishair was atangled mess; her fingers
itched with the impulse to run acomb throughiit.

"Forgive me, love." Hekissed her forehead lightly, her lips ever so gently. Then hewas out of her fidd
of vison, stretching out on the grass beside the cot.



Elin stared up at the dome roof, thinking: No. She heard him strap the bone inductors to his body, one
by one, and then asharp click as he switched on arecorder. The program-ming began to flow into him.

A long wait—perhaps, twenty seconds viewed objectively— as the wetware was loaded. Another
click asthe recorder shut off. A moment of silence, and then—

Tory gasped. Onearm flew up into her field of vision, swooped down out of it, and he began
choking. Elin strug-gled againgt her pardysis, could not move. Something broke noisly, a piece of
equipment by the sound of it, and the choking and gasping continued. He began thrashing wildly.

Tory, Tory, what's happening to you?

"It'sjust agrand mal seizure,” Landis said. "Nothing we can't cope with, nothing we weren't
prepared for." She touched Elin's shoulder reassuringly, called back to the crowd huddling about Tory, ™
Hey! One of you loopheads—somebody there know any programming? Get the lady out of this.”

A tech scurried up, made afew smple adjustments with her machinery. The others—still gathering,
Landis had been only the third on the scene—were trying to hold Tory dill, to fit abone inductor against
his neck. There was a sudden gabble of comment, and Tory flopped wildly. Then acollec-tive sgh ashis
muscles eased and his convulsions ceased.

"There" the tech said, and Elin scrabbled off the couch.

She pushed through the people (and asmall voice in the back of her head marveled: A crowd! How
strange) and knelt before Tory, cradling hishead ift her arms.

He shivered, eyeswide and unblinking. "Tory, what's the matterV
Histerrible eyesturned on her. "Nichevo."

"What?'

"Nothing," Landis said. "Or maybe ‘it doesn't matter' is a better trandation.”

A wetware tech had taken control, shoving the crowd back. He reported to Landis, his mouth
moving camly under theinterplay of green and red. "L ooks like aflaw in the pro-gramming philosophy.
We were guessing that bringing the ego along would make God such an unpleasant experience that the
subject would let us deprogram, without interfering— now we know better.”

Elin stroked Tory's forehead. His muscles clenched, then loosened as a medtech reprogrammed the
body responses. "Why isn't anyone doing anything?" she demanded.

"Takealook," Landis said, and patched her into the intercom. In her mind's eye, Elin could see
dozens of wetware techs submitting program after program. A branching wetware diagram filled one
channel, and as she watched, minor changes would occur as programs took hold, then be unmade as
Tory'smind rejected them. "Weve got an imagery tap of his Weltanschauung coming up,” some
nameless tech reported.

Something horrible appeared on ablank channdl.

Elin could take only an ingtant's exposure before her mind reflexively shut the channel down, but that
instant was more than enough. She stood in aroom infinitely large and clut-tered with greet, noisome
meachines.

They were tended by malevolent demons who shrieked and cackled and were machines themselves,
and they generated pain and madness.

The disgust and revulsion she felt was absolute. It could not be put into words—no more than could
the actua experi-ence of what she had seen. And yet—she knew this much about wetware
techniques—it was only arough approximattion, a cartoon, of what was going through Tory's head.



Elin's body trembled with shock, and by slow degrees she redlized that she had retreated to the
surface world.

Tory'shead was till cradled in her arms. A wetware tech standing nearby looked stunned, her face
gay.
Elin gathered hersdlf together, said as gently as she could, "Tory, what is that you're seeing?'

Tory turned his stark, haunted eyes on her, and it took an effort of will not to flinch. Then he spoke,
hiswords shock-ingly calm.

"Itis—what is. It'sredlity. The universeis adamned cold machine, and al of us only programswithin
it. We perform the actions we have no choice but to perform, and then we fade into nothingness. It'sa
cruel and noisy place.”

"l don't understand—didn't you aways say that we were just programs? Wasn't that what you aways
bdieved?'

"Y es, but now | experienceit.”

Elin noticed that her hand was dowly stroking his hair; she did not try to stop it. " Then come down,
Tory. Let them deprogram you.”

Hedid not look away. "Mcfcevo," he said.

The tech, recovered from her shock, reached toward a piece of equipment. Landis battered her hand
away. "Hold it right there, techie! Just what do you think you're doing?”

The woman looked impatient. "Heleft ingtructions that if the experiment turned out badly, | wasto
pull the terminator switch.”

"That'swhat | thought. Ther€ll be no mercy killingswhile I'm on thejob, Mac.”
"I don't understand." The tech backed away, puzzled. "Surely you don't want him to suffer.”

Landiswas gathering hersdf for awithering reply when the intercom cut them all off. A flash of red
shot through the sensorium, dong with the smell of bitter dmond, aprickle of Satic eectricity, thetaste
of kimchi. "Emergency! Weve got an emergency!” A black and white face materidized in Elin's mind.

"Emergency!"
Landisflipped into the circuit. "What's the problem? Show us."

"Y ou're not going to believe this." The face disappeared and was replaced by awide-angle shot of
thelake.

The greenish-black water was cam and stagnant. The thrust-coneidand, with its scattered grassand
weeds, dumbered.

And God walked upon the water.

They gawked, dl of them. Cora walked acrossthe lake, her pace determined but not hurried, her
face serene. The pink soles of her bare feet just touched the surface.

/ didn't believe her, Elin thought wildly. She saw Father Landis begin to cross hersdf, her mouth
hanging open, eyeswide in dishdlief. Halfway through her gesture, the Jesuitical wet ware took hold. Her
mouth snapped shut, and her face became cold and controlled. She pulled herself up straight.

"Hans" the priest said, "push the button.”

"No!" Elin shrieked, but it wastoo late. Still hooked into the intercom, she saw the funny little man
briskly, efficiently obey.

For an ingtant, nothing happened. Then bright glints of light gppeared at dl of the condenser units,



harsh and actinic. Steam and smoke gushed from the machinery, and afraction of a second later, there
was an ear-dapping gout of sound.

Bits of the sky were blown away.
Elin turned, twisted, fell. She scrambled across the ground and threw her arms around Tory.

Thear wasin turmoil. The holesin the dome roof—small at firs—grew as more of the dome flaked
away, subjected to stressesit wasn't designed to take. An uncanny whistling grew to ascreech, then a
scream, and then there was an al-encompassing whoomph, and the dome shattered.

Elin was flung upward, torn away from Tory, painfully flung high and away. All the crater wasin
motion, the rocks tearing out of the floor, the trees splintering upward, the lake exploding into steam.

The screaming died—the air was gone. Elin's earsrang furioudy, and her skin stung everywhere.
Pressure grew within her, the desire of her blood to mate with the vacuum, and Elin redized that she was
about to die.

A quiet voice said: This must not be.
Time stopped.

Elin hung suspended between moon and degth. The shards and fragments of an instant past
crystalized and shifted. The world became not misty, exactly, but gpositiond. Both it and she grew
tentative, possbilities rather than actua things.

Come be God with me now, Coral said, but not to Elin.

Tory's presence flooded the soupy uncertainty, avast and powerful thing, but wrong somehow,
twisted. But even as Elin fdt this, there was a change within him, adoughing off of identity, and he
seemed to straighten, to hedl.

All around, the world began to grow more numinous, morered. Elin fet tugged in five directions at
once. Tory's pres-ence swelled briefly, then dwindled, became a spark, less than a spark, nothing.

Yes.
With aroaring of waters and a shattering of rocks, with an audible thump, the world returned.

Elin ungteadily climbed down the last flight of stone stairs from the terracesto the lake-front. She
passed by two guards at the foot of the stairs, their facepaint as hagtily applied astheir programming,
severd more on theway to the nearest trellisfarm. They were everywhere since the incident.

She found the ladder up into the farm and began climbing. It was biological night, and the agtechs
werelong gone.

Hand over hand she climbed, asfar and high as she could, until she was afraid she would missarung
and tumble off. Then she swung hersdf onto aledge, wedging hersdf be-tween strawberry and yam
planters. Shelooked down on the idand, and though she was dizzyingly high, shewas only athird of the
way up.

"Now what the hdl am | doing here?' she mumbled to hersdlf.

She siwung her legs back and forth, answered her own question: "Being a piss-ass drunk.” She
cackled. There was something she didn't have to share with Cord. She was capable of getting absolutely
blitzed and waking away from the bar beforeit hit her. It was something metabolic.

Below, Tory and Cord sat quietly on their monkey idand. They did not touch, did not make love or
hold hands or even glance a one another—they just sat. Being gods.

Elin squinted down at the two. "Like to upchuck al over you," she mumbled. Then she squeezed her
eyesand fiststight, drawing tears and pain. Dammit, Tory!



Blinking hard, she looked away from the idand, down into the jet-black waters of the lake. The
brighter stars were reflected there. A dight breeze rippled the water, making them twinkle and blink, asif
lodged in a Terran sky. They floated lightly on the surface, swarmed and coalesced, and formed Tory's
facein thelake. He smiled warmly, invitingly.

A hand closed around her arm, and she looked up into the stern face of a security guard. "Y ou're
drunk, Ms.," he said, "and you're endangering property.”

Shelooked where he pointed, at ayoung yam plant she had squashed when she sat down, and began
to laugh. Smoothly, professiondly, the guard rolled up her deeve, clamped a plastic bracelet around her
wrig. "Timeto go," hesad.

By the time the guard had walked Elin up four terraces, she was nearly sober. A steady trickle of her
blood wound through the bracel et, was returned to her body cleansed of acohol. A sacrilegious waste of
wine, in her opinion.

In another twenty steps, the bracelet fell off her wrist. The guard snapped it neatly from theair and
disappeared. Despair closed in on her again. Tory, my love! And since there was no hope of deep, she
kept on trudging up the terraces, back toward Hanss rathskeller, for another bellyful of wine.

There wasasmall crowd seated about the rock that served Hans as atable, lit by acircle of
hologram-generated fairy lights. Fether Landis was there, and drinking heavily. "To-morrow | filemy
report,” she announced. "The synod is pulling out of this, withdrawing funding.”

Hans sighed, took along swig of hisown wine, winced at itstaste. "l guessthat'sit for the Star
Maker project, huh?”

Landis crossed her fingers. "Pray God." Elin, standing just outside the circle, stood silently, listening.

"| don't ever want to hear that name again,” atech grumbled.

"Y ou mustn't confuse God with what you've just seen,” Landis admonished.

"Hey, come on!" Hans said. " She moved time backwards or something. | saw it myself. Thisplace
exploded—doesn't that prove something?'

Landisgrinned, reached out to ruffle hishair. "Sometimes | worry about you, Hans. Y ou have an
awvfully small concept of God." Severa of the drinkers laughed.

He blushed, ssid, "No, really.”

"Well, I'll try to keep this'— she leaned forward, rapped her mug against the rock, "fill thisup again,
hey?—keep it smple. We had analysts crawl up and down Coral's descrip-tion of the universe, and did
you know there was no placein it anywhere for such things as mercy, hope, faith? No, we got an
amalgam of substrates, supraprograms, and self-metaediting physics. Now what makes God superior to
usisnot just intellect—weve al known some damn clever bastards. And it's not just power, or | could
go and buy an atomic device on the black market and start my own religion.

"No, by definition God ismy mora superior. Now | mysdf am but indifferently honest—but to
Cord, mora con-sderationsdon't even exist. Get it?"

Only Elin noticed the haunted, hopelesslight in Landiss eyes or redlized that she was spinning words
effortlesdy, without conscious control. Deegp within, the woman was caught in aprivate crigs of faith.

"Yeah, | guess." Hans scratched his head. "'I'd il like to know just what happened between her and
Tory there at theend.”

"I can answer that," awetware tech said. The others turned to face her, and she smirked, the center
of attention. "What the hell, they plant the censor blocksin usal tomorrow—thisis probably my only
chanceto talk about it.



"Wereviewed al the tapes, and found that the origind problem ssemmed from abasic design flaw.
Shostokovich should never have brought his ego dong. The God stateis very ego-threatening; he
couldn't accept it. Hismind twisted it, denied it, madeit into athing of horror. Because to accept it would
mean giving up hisidentity.” She paused.

"Now we don't understand the why or how of what hap-pened. But what was doneisvery clearly
recorded. Cord came along and stripped away hisidentity."

"Hogwash!" Landiswas on her feet, belligerent and un-steedy. " After dl that happened, you can't say
they don't have any identity! Look at the mess that Cord madeto join Tory to her—that wasn't the work
of an unfeding, identity-free cresture.”

"Our measurements showed no trace of identity at al,” the tech said in amiffed tone.

"Measurements Wdll, isn't that just scientific asdl get-out?" The priest's face was flushed with
drunken anger. "Have any of you clowns given any thought to just what we've created here? This gestalt
being is il young—anewborn infant. Someday it's going to grow up. What happensto usal when it
decidesto leave theidand, hey? |—" She stopped, her voicetrailing avay. The drinkerswere silent, had
al drawn away from her.

"'Scuse me," she muttered. "Too much wine." And sat.
"Well." Hans cleared histhroat, quirked asmile. "Any-body for refills?'

The crowd came back to life, alittle too boisterous, too noisily, determinedly cheerful. Watching from
the fringes, outsde the circle of light, Elin had a sudden dark fantasy, awaking nightmare.

A desk tech glanced her way. He had Tory's eyes. When he looked away, Tory smiled out of
another'sface. The drinkers shifted restlesdy, chattering and laughing, like danc-ers pantomiming a party
in some light opera, and the eyes danced with them. They flitted from person to person, materi-dizing
now here, now there, surfacing whenever an individ-ual chanced to ook her way.

She heard aquiet voice say, "We were fated to be lovers.”
Go away, go away, go away, Elin thought furioudy, and the hallucination ceased.

After amoment spent composing hersdlf, Elin quietly dipped around to where Landis sat. "1'm leaving
inthe morning," she said. The new persona had taken; they would not remove her facepaint until just
before thelift up, but that was mere formality. Shewas cleared to leave.

Landislooked up, and for an instant the woman's doubt and suffering were writ plain on her face.
Then the mask was back, and she smiled. "Just stay away from experimentd religion, hey kid?' They
hugged briefly. "And remember what | told you about stubbing your toes.”

Therewas onefina temptation to be faced. Sitting in the hut, Tory'stermind in her lap, Elin let the
soothing green light of its aphanumerics wash over her. She thought of Tory, of hislean body under hers
in the pale blue earthlight. "We were meant to be lovers" held said. She thought of life without him.

Thetermina wasthe only artifact Tory had left behind that held any sense of his spirit. It had been his
plaything, hisdiary, and histoolbox, and its memory till held the Trojan horse programs he had been
working with when he was—transformed.

One of those programs, she knew, would make her agod.

She stared up through the ivy at the domed sky. Only afew stars were visible between the black
slhouetted leaves, and these winked off and on with the small movements she made breathing. She
thought back to Cord's statement that Elin would soon join her, merging into the unselfed, autistic sate
that only Tory's meddling had spared her.

"God dways keeps her promises” Tory said quietly.



Elin started, looked down, and saw that the grassto the far side of the hut was moving, flowing.
Swiftly it formed the familiar, haf-amused, half-embittered festures of her lover, continuing to flow until all
of hishead and part of historso rose Up from the floor.

Shewas not haf so sartled as shewould have liked to be. Of course the earlier manifestations of
Tory had been redl, not phantoms thrown up by her grief. They were smply not her style.

Stll, Elinroseto her feet gpprehensively. "What do you want from me?"

Theloam-and-grassfigure beckoned. "Come. Itistime you join us."

"l am not aprogram,” Elin whispered convulsively. She backed away from thething. "1 can make my
own decisond"

She turned and plunged outside, into the fresh, cleansing night air. It braced her, cleared her head,
returned to her some measure of control.

A tangle of honeysuckle vines on the next terrace wall up moved softly. Sowly, gently, they became
another manifes-tation, of Coral thistime, with blossomsfor the pupils of her eyes. But she spoke with
Tory'svoice.

"You would not enjoy godhood," he said, "but the being you become will."

"Givemetimeto think!" she cried. She whedled and strode rapidly away, out of the residentia
cluster, through a scattering of boulders, and into adark meadow.

Therewas aquiet kind of peace here, and Elin wrapped it about her.

She needed that peace, for she had to decide between her humanity and Tory. It should have been an
easy choice, but—the pain of being without.

Elin stared up at the earth; it was aworld full of pain. If she could reach out and shake all the human
misery loose, it would flood all of creation, extinguishing the stars and poi-soning the space between.

Therewas, if not comfort, then akind of cold perspectivein that, in redizing that she was not aone,
that she was merdly another member of the commonality of pain. It wasthe heritage of her race. And
yet—somehow—ypeople kept on going.

If they could doit, so could she.

Some dight noise made her look back at the boulder field. Tory's face was appearing on each of the
stones, every face dightly different, so that he gazed upon her with a dozen expressons of love. Elin
shivered a how alien he had be-come. ™Y our need is greater than your fear," he said, the words

bouncing back and forth between faces. "No matter what you think now, by morning you will be part of
Ls"

Elin did not reply immediately. There was something in her hand—-Tory'stermind. It was smal and
weighed hardly at dl. She had brought it dong without thinking.

A smadll, bleak cry came from overhead, then severa oth-ers. Nighthawks were feeding on insects
near the dome roof. They weretoo far, too fast, and too dark to be visible from here.

"Thepriceistoo high," shesaid at last. ""Can you under-stand that? | won't give up my humanity for
you."

She hefted the terminadl in her hand, then threw it asfar and as hard as she could. She did not hear it
fal.

Elin turned and walked away. Behind her, the rocks smiled knowingly.
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| was on my way back to Sam'swhen a couple of boystried to run me off the road, banging my
fender alittle before they sped on, looking for another target. My throat tightened and my chest heaved
as | wiped my face with ahandkerchief. The boys had clearly stripped their car to the minimum, ditching
al ther safety equipment, knowing that the highway patrol was unlikely to stop them; the police had other
thingsto worry about.

The car's harness held me; its dashboard lights flickered. As| waited for it to steer me back onto the
road, the engine hummed, choked, and died. | switched over to manud; the engine was silent.

| felt numb. | had prepared mysdf for my rare journeysinto the world outside my refuge, working to
perfect my disguise. My angular, coarse-featured face stared back at me from the mirror overhead as|
wondered if | could still pass. | had cut my hair recently, my chest was il asflat asaboy's, and the
dightly padded shoulders of my suit imparted abit of extrabulk. I had dways been taken for aman
before, but | had never done more than vist afew out-of-the-way, dimly lighted storeswhere the
proprietors looked closely only at cards or cash.

| couldn't wait there risking a meeting with the highway patrol. The police might look abit too
carefully at my papers and administer abody search on generd principles. Stray women had been picked
up before, and the rewards for such a discovery were gresat; | imagined uniformed men groping a my
groin, and shuddered. My disguise would get aredl test. | took adeep breath, released the harness, then
got out of the car.

The garage was hdf amile away. | made it there without enduring more than afew honks from
passing cars.

The mechanic listened to my husky voice as | described my problem, glanced at my card, took my
keys, then left in histow truck, accompanied by ayounger mechanic. | sat in hisoffice, out of sight of the
other men, trying not to let my fear push meinto panic. The car might have to remain herefor sometime;
| would have to find a place to stay. The me-chanic might even offer me alift home, and | didn't want to
risk that. Sam might be abit too talkative in the man's presence; the mechanic might wonder about
someone who lived in such an inaccessible spot. My hands were shaking; | thrust them into my pockets.

| started when the mechanic returned to his office, then smiled nervoudly as he assured me that the car
would be ready in afew hours, acomponent had failed, he had another likeit in the shop, no problem.
He named a price that seemed excessive; | was about to object, worried that argument might only
provoke him, then worried still morethat | would look odd if | didn't dicker with him. | settled for
frowning as he dipped my card into histerminal, then handed it back to me.

"No sense hanging around here." He waved one beefy hand at the door. "Y ou can pick up ashuttleto
town out there, comes by every fifteen minutes or so."

| thanked him and went outside, trying to decide what to do. | had been successful so far; the other
mechanics didn't even look at me as | walked toward the road. An entrance to the town's underground



garage wasjust across the highway; asmal, glassy building with asign saying "Marcello's' sood next to
the entrance. | knew what service Marcello sold; | had driven by the place before. | would be safer with
one of hisemployees, and less conspicuousif | kept moving; curiosity overcame my fear for amoment. |
had made my decision.

| walked into Marcello's. One man was at a desk; three big men sat on asofanear one of the
windows, staring at the smal holo screen in front of them. | went to the desk and said, "I want to hirea

bodyguard.”
The man behind the desk looked up; his mustache twitched. "An escort. Y ou want an escort.”

"Cdl it whatever you like."
"For how long?'

"About three or four hours."
"For what purpose?’

"Just awalk through town, maybe a stop for adrink. | haven't been to town for awhile, thought |
might need some company.”

His brown eyes narrowed. | had said too much; | didn't have to explain mysdf to him. "Card.”

| got out my card. He dipped it into his outlet and peered at the screen while | tried to keep from
fidgeting, expecting the machine to spit out the card even after dl thistime. He returned the card. "Y oulll
get your recei pt when you come back." He waved ahand at the men on the sofa. "I got three available.
Takeyour pick."

The man on my right had alean, mean face; the one on the | eft was degpy-eyed. "The middle guy.”
"Hlis"

The middle man stood up and walked over to us. Hewas atal black man dressed in abrown suit; he
looked me over, and | forced mysdlf to gaze directly a him while the man at the desk rummagedina
drawer and took out aweapon and holster, handing them to my escort.

"EllisGerard,” the black man said, thrusting out a hand.

"Joe Segor.” | took hishand; he gripped mine just long enough to show his strength, then let go. The
two men on the sofawatched us aswe l€eft, asif resenting my choice, then turned back to the screen.

We caught a shuttle into town. A few old men sat near the front of the bus under the watchful eyes of
the guard; five boys got on behind us, laughing, but alook from the guard quieted them. | told myself
againthat | would be safewith Ellis.

"Whereto?' Ellissaid aswe sat down. "A vist to a pretty boy? Guys sometimes want escorts for
thet."

"No, just around. It's a nice day—we could st in the park for awhile.”
"l don't know if that's such agood idea, Mr. Segor.”
Ilmll

"Those crossdressers hang out alot there now. | don't likeit. They go there with their friends and it
just causestrouble— it'sabad element. Y ou look at them wrong, and then you've got afight. It ought to
be againg the law."

"What?'

"Dressing like awoman. Looking like what you're not." He glanced a me. | looked away, my jaw
tightening.



We werein town now, moving toward the shuttlesfirst stop. "Hey!" one of the boys behind us
shouted. "L ook!" Feet shuffled dong the aide; the boys had rushed to the right side of the bus and were
knedling on the seats, hands pressed againgt the window; even the guard had turned. Ellisand | got up
and changed seats, looking out at what had drawn the boys attention.

A car was pulling into aspot in front of astore. Our driver put down his magazine and dowed the bus
manudly; he obvioudy knew his passengers wanted alook. Cars were not dlowed in town unlessa
woman wasriding in one; even | knew that. We waited. The bus stopped; agroup of young men
standing outside the store watched the car.

"Comeon, get out,” aboy behind me said. "Get out of the car.”

Two men got out first. One of them yelled at the |oiterers, who moved down the street before
gathering under alamp-post. Another man opened the back door, then held out his hand.

She seemed to float out of the car; her long pink robe swirled around her ankles as she stood. Her
hair was covered by along, white scarf. My face grew warm with embarrass-ment and shame. | caught a
glimpse of black eyebrows and white skin before her bodyguards surroSnded her and led her into the
store.

The driver pushed abutton and picked up his magazine again; the bus moved on. "Think she was
real?' one of the boys asked.

"l don't know," another replied.

"Bet she wasn't. Nobody would let areal woman go into astore likethat. If | had agirl, I'd never let
her go anywhere"

"If | had atrans, I'd never let her go anywhere.”

"Those trans guys—they got it made." The boys scram-bled toward the back of the bus.
"Definitdy atrans,” Ellissaid to me. "'l cantdl. She's got amannish kind of face."

| said, "You could hardly see her face."

"l saw enough. And shewastootdl." Hesghed. "That'sthelife. A little bit of cutting and trimming
and someim-plants, and there you are—you don't haveto lift afinger. You'relegdly femae."

"Itisntjust alittle bit of cutting—it'smgor surgery.”

"Yeah. Wdll, | couldn't have been atranssexuad anyway, not with my body." Ellisglanced at me. "Y ou
could have been, though.”

"Never wanted it."
"It'snot abad lifein someways."
" like my freedom." My voice caught on the words.

"That'swhy | don't like crossdressers. They'll dress like awoman, but they won't turninto one. It just
causes trouble— you get the wrong cues.”

The conversation was making me uneasy; Sitting o closeto Ellis, hemmed in by hisbody and the
buss window, made mefedl trapped. The man was too observant. | gritted my teeth and turned toward
the window. More stores had been boarded up; we passed a brick school building with shattered
windows and an empty playground. The town was declining.

We got off in the business didtrict, where there was till asemblance of normal life. Men in suits came
and went from their offices, hopped on buses, strolled toward barsfor an early drink.

"It's pretty safe around here," Ellis said aswe sat on abench. The bench had been welded to the



ground; it was covered with graffiti and one leg had been warped. Old newspaperslay on the sdewak
and in the gutter with other refuse. One bore a headline about the African war; another, more recent, the
latest news about Bethesda's artificid womb program. The news was good; two more healthy children
had been born to the project, aboy and agirl. | thought of endangered species and extinction.

A police car drove by, followed by another car with opague windows. Ellis gazed after the car and
sghed longingly, asif imagining thewoman insde. "Wish | wasgay," he said sadly, "but I'm not. I'vetried
the pretty boys, but that's not for me. | should have been a Catholic, and then | could have been a priest.
| livelike one anyway."

"Too many priests aready. The Church can't afford any more. Anyway, you'd redly be frustrated
then. They can't even hear awoman's confession unless her husband or abodyguard iswith her. It'sjust
like being adoctor. Y ou could go nuts that way."

"I'll never make enough to afford awoman, even atrans.
"There might be more women someday,” | said. "That project at Bethesda's working out."

"Maybe | should have gone on one of those expeditions. There's one they let into the Philippines, and
another one'sin Alaskanow."

| thought of ateam of searchers coming for me. If they were not dead before they reached my door, |
would be; | had made sure &f that. "That's a shady business, Ellis."

"That group in the Amazon actudly found atribe—killed al the men. No onell let them keep the
women for them-salves, but at least they have enough money to try for one a home." Ellisfrowned. "l
don't know. Troubleis, alot of guys don't misswomen. They say they do, but they really don't. Ever talk
to ared old-timer, onethat can remember what it was like?!

"Cantsay | have

Ellisleaned back. "A lot of those guysdidn't redly like girlsal that much. They had placesthey'd go
to get away from them, things they'd do together. Women didn't think the same way, didn't act the
same—they never did as much as men did." He shaded his eyesfor amoment. "I don't
know—sometimes one of those old men'll tell you the world was gentler then, or prettier, but | don't
know if that'strue. Anyway, alot of those women must have agreed with the men. Look what
happened—as soon as you had that pill that could make you sure you had aboy if you wanted, or agirl,
most of them started having boys, so they must have thought, deep down, that boys were better.”

Another police car drove past; one of the officersinsde looked us over beforedriving on. "Take a
trans" Ellissaid. "Oh, you might envy her alittle, but no oneredlly has any respect for her. And the only
real reason for having any women around now isfor insurance—somebody's got to have the kids, and
we can't. But once that Bethesda project redly gets going and spreads, we won't need them anymore.”

"| supposeyoureright.”

Four young men, dressed in work shirts and pants, ap-proached us and stared down at us silently. |
thought of the boys | had once played with before what | was had made a difference, before | had been
locked away. One young man glanced quickly down the street; another took a step forward. | stared
back and made afig, trying to keep my hand from shaking; Ellis sat up dowly and let hisright hand fall to
hiswast, near hisholster. We kept staring until the group turned from us and walked away.

"Anyway, you've got to analyzeit." Ellis crossed hislegs. "Theres practica reasonsfor not having a
lot of women around. We need more soldiers—everybody does now, with al the trouble in the world.
And police, too, with crime theway it is. And women can't handle those jobs.”

"Once people thought they could." My shoulder musclesweretight; | had dmost said we.
"But they can't. Put awoman up againgt aman, and the man'll awayswin." Ellis draped an arm over



the back of the bench. "And ther€'s other reasons, too. Those guysin Wash-ington like keeping women
scarce, having their pick of the choice onesfor themsel ves—it makes their women more vauable. And a
lot of the kidsll betheirs, too, from now on. Oh, they might loan awoman out to afriend oncein awhile,
and | suppose the womb project'll change things some, but it'll be their world eventualy.”

"And their genes," | said. | knew that | should change the subject, but Ellis had clearly accepted my
pose. In his conver-sation, the ordinary talk of one man to another, the longest conversation | had had
with aman for many years, | waslooking for asign, something to keep me from despairing. "How long
canit goon?' | continued. "The population keeps shrinking every year—there won't be enough people
soon.”

"Y ou'rewrong, Joe. Machines do alot of the work now anyway, and there used to be too many
people. The only way well ever have more women isif someone finds out the Russians are having more,
and that won't happen—they need soldiers, too. Besides, ook at it this way—maybe we're doing
women afavor if there aren't as many of them. Would you want to be awoman, having to be married by
sixteen, not being able to go anywhere, no job until she'sat least Sxty-five?"

And no divorce without a husband's permission, no contra-ception, no higher education—all the
specia privileges and protections could not make up for that. "No," | said to Ellis. "I wouldn't want to be
one." Yet | knew that many women had made their peace with the world asit was, extorting gifts and
tokensfrom their men, glorying in their beauty and their pregnancies, lavishing their attention on their
children and their homes, tormenting and manipulating their men with the sure knowledge that any woman
could find another man—for if awoman could not get adivorce by herself, aman more powerful than
her husband could force him to give her up if he wanted her himself.

| had dreamed of guerrillas, of fighting women too proud to givein, breeding strong daughters by a
captive maleto carry on the battle. But if there were such women, they, like me, had goneto ground. The
world had been more merciful when it had drowned or strangled us at birth.

Once, when | was younger, someone had said it had been a conspiracy—devel op afoolproof way to
giveacouple achild of the sex they wanted, and most of them would naturaly choose boys. The
population problem would be solved in time without having to resort to harsher methods, and ablow
would be leveled at those old feminists who had demanded too much, trying to emasculate men in the
process. But | didn't think it had been aconspiracy. It had smply happened, asit was bound to
eventudly, and the values of society had controlled behavior. After dl, why shouldn't a species decide to
become one sex, especidly if reproduction could be sev-ered from sexuality? People had believed men
were better, and had acted on that belief. Perhaps women, given the power, would have done the same.

We retreated to abar when the sunny wesather grew cooler. Elli*isteered me away from two taverns
with "bad dements,” and we found ourselvesin the doorway of adarkened bar in which severa old and
middle-aged men had gathered and two pretty boys dressed in leather and silk were plying their trade.

| glanced at the newscreen as| entered; the pae lettersflickered, telling methat Bob Arnoldi's last
appedl had failed and that he would be executed at the end of the month. Thiswas no surprise; Arnoldi
had, after dl, killed awoman, and was aways under heavy guard. The letters danced on; the Presdent's
wife had given birth to her thirteenth child, aboy. The Presdent's best friend, a Cdiforniamillionaire, had
been at his sde when the announcement was made; the million-aire's power could be gauged by the fact
that he had been married three times, and that the prolific First Lady had been one of the former wives.

Ellisand | got drinks at the bar. | kept my distance from one of the pretty boys, who scowled at my
short, wavy hair and nestled closer to his patron. We retreated to the shadows and sat down at one of
the side tables. The table top was sticky; old cigar butts had been planted on agray mound in the
ashtray. | sipped my bourbon; Ellis, while on the job, was only allowed beer.

The men at the bar were watching the remaining minutes of afootbal game. Sports of somekind



were always on holo screensin bars, according to Sam; he preferred the old porno-graphic films that
were sometimes shown amid war coverage and an occasiona boys choir performance for the pederasts
and the more culturally inclined. Ellislooked at the screen and noted that histeam waslosing; |
commented on the team's weaknesses, as| knew | was expected to do.

Ellisrested hiselbows on thetable. "Thisdl you camefor? Just to walk around and then have a
arink?'

"That'sit. I'm just waiting for my car.” | tried to sound nonchaant. "It should be fixed soon.”
"Doesn't seem like enough reason to hire an escort.”

"Comeon, Ellis. Guys like me would have trouble without escorts, especidly if we don't know the
territory that well."

“True. You don't look that strong.” He peered at me alittle too intently. " Still, unless you were looking
for action, or going to places with abad e ement, or waiting for the gangs to come out at night, you could
get dong. It'sin your attitude—you haveto look like you can take care of yoursdlf. I've seen guys smaller
than you | wouldn't want to fight."

"I liketo be safe”
He watched me, asif expecting meto say more.

"Actudly, | don't need an escort as much as| like to have a companion—somebody to talk to. | don't
see that many people.”

"It'syour money."

The game had ended and was being subjected to loud andysis by the men at the bar; their voices
suddenly died. A man behind me sucked in his breath asthe clear voice of awoman filled the room.

| looked at the holo. Rena Swanson was reciting the news, leading with the Arnoldi story, following
that with the an-nouncement of the President’s new son. Her aged, wrinkled face hovered over us; her
kind brown eyes promised us comfort. Her motherly presence had made her program one of the most
popular on the holo. The men around me sat Si-lently, faces upturned, worshipping her—the Woman, the
Other, someone for whom part of them still yearned.

We got back to Marcdllo'sjust before dark. Aswe ap-proached the door, Ellis suddenly clutched
my shoulder. "Wait aminute, Joe."

| didn't move at first; then | reached out and carefully pushed hisarm away. My shoulders hurt and a
tension head-ache, building dl day, had findly taken hold, its claws gripping my temples. "Don't touch
me." | had been about to plead, but caught myself intime; attitude, as Ellis had told me himself, was
important.

"There's something about you. | can't figure you out.”

"Don'ttry." | kept my voice steady. "Y ou wouldn't want me to complain to your boss, would you? He
might not hire you again. Escorts haveto be trusted.”

Hewasvery quiet. | couldn't see hisdark face clearly in the fading light, but | could sense that he was
weighing the worth of a confrontation with me againgt the chance of losing hisjob. My face was hot, my
mouth dry. | had spent too much time with him, given him too many chances to notice subtly wrong
gesiures. | continued to stare directly at him, wondering if his greed would win out over practicality.

"Okay," hesaid at last, and opened the door.

| was charged more than | had expected to pay, but did not argue about the fee. 1 pressed afew
coinson Ellis; hetook them while refusing to look at me. Heknows, | thought then; he knows and he's
letting me go. But | might have imagined that, seeing kindness where there was none.



* * %

| took aroundabout route back to Sam's, checking to make sure no one had followed me, then
pulled off the road to change the car's license plate, concealing my own under my shirt.

Sam's store stood at the end of the road, near the foot of my mountain. Near the store, asmall log
cabin had been built. | had staked my claim to most of the mountain, buying up the land to make sure it
remained undevel oped, but the outside world was dready moving closer.

Sam was gitting behind the counter, drumming hisfingersasmusic blared. | cleared my throat and
sad hdlo.

"Joe?' Hiswatery blue eyes squinted. "Y ou're late, boy."

"Had to get your car fixed. Don't worry—I paid for it aready. Thanksfor letting merent it again.” |
counted out my coins and pressed them into hisdry, leathery hand.

"Any time, son." The old man held up the coins, peering at each one with hisweak eyes. "Don't look
likeyou'll get hometonight. Y ou can use the sofathere—I'll get you anightshirt.”

"I'll degpin my clothes.” | gave him an extracoin.
He locked up, hobbled toward his bedroom door, then turned. "Get into town at al?!

"No." | paused. "Tel me something, Sam. Y ou're old enough to remember. What wasit redly like
before?' | had never asked himin dl theyears| had known him, avoiding intimacy of any kind, but
suddenly | wanted to know.

"I'll tell you, Joe." He leaned againgt the doorway. "It wasn't al that different. A little softer around the
edges, maybe, quieter, not as mean, but it wasn't al that different. Men aways ran everything. Some say
they didn't, but they had dl the red power—sometimesthey'd dole alittle of it out to the girls, that's all.
Now we don't have to anymore."

I had been climbing up the mountain for most of the morning, and had |eft thetrail, arriving & my
decoy house before noon. Even Sam believed that the cabin in the clearing was my dwelling. | tried the
door, saw that it was still locked, then continued on my way.

My homewas farther up the dope, just out of sight of the cabin. | approached my front door, which
was almogt invisi-ble near the ground; the rest of the house was concealed under dabs of rock and piles
of deadwood. | stood till, letting a hidden cameralens get agood look a me. The door swung open.

"Thank God you're back," Juliasaid as she pulled meinside and closed the door. "1 was so worried. |
thought you'd been caught and they were coming for me."

"It'sdl right. | had sometrouble with Sam's car, that'sall.”

She looked up at me; the lines around her mouth deepened. "1 wish you wouldn't go.” | took off the
pack |oaded with the tools and supplies unavailable at Sam's store. Juliaglanced at the pack resentfully.
"Itisntworthit.”

"You're probably right." | was about to tell her of my own trip into town, but decided to wait until
leter.

We went into the kitchen. Her hips were wide under her pants; her large breasts bounced as she
walked. Her face was dtill pretty, even after al the years of hiding, her lashesthick and curly, her mouth
delicate. Juliacould not travel in the world asit was, no clothing, no disguise, could hide her.

| took off my jacket and sat down, taking out my card, and my papers. My father had given them to
me—the false name, the mideading address, the identification of amae—after | had pleaded for my own
life. He had built my hideaway; he had risked everything for me. Give theworld achoice, he had said,
and women will be the minority, maybe even die out completely; perhaps we can only love thoselike



ourselves. He had looked hard as he said it, and then he had patted me on the head, sighing as though he
regretted the choice. Maybe he had. He had chosen to have adaughter, after all.

| remembered hiswords. "Who knows?' he had asked. "What isit that made us two kinds who have
to work together to get the next batch going? Oh, | know about evolution, but it didn't have to be that
way, or any way. It's curious.”

"It can't last," Juliasaid, and | did not know if she meant the world, or our escape from the world.

Therewould be no Evesin their Eden, | thought. Thevisit to town had brought it all hometo me. We
al die, but we go with a conviction about the future; my extinction would not be merely persond. Only
traces of the feminine would linger—an occasiond expression, a posture, afeding—in the flat-breasted
maeform. Lovewould expressitsdf in fruitless unions, divorced from reproduction; human affectionsare
flexible

| sat in my home, in my prison, treasuring the small freedom | had, the gift of aman, asit seemed such
freedom had aways been for those like me, and wondered again if it could have been otherwise.
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"Lord, | believe; help Thou mine unbelief!”
—Mark 9:24
At firgt | didn't recognize Devrie.

Devrie—I didn't recognize Devrie. Astonished at mysdlf, | sudied the wasted figure standing in the
middle of the bare reception room: arms like wires, clavicle sharply outlined, head shaved, dressed in that
ugly long tent of light-weight gray. God knew what her legs|ooked like under it. Then she smiled, and it
was Devrie,

"You look like shit."

"Hello, Seena. Comeonin.”
“lamin.

"Barely. It'snot catching, you know."

"Stupidity fortunately isn't,” | said and closed the door behind me. The smal room wastoo haot;
Devrie would need the heat, of course, with dmost no fat left to insulate her bones and organs. Next to
her | felt huge, dthough | am not. Huge, hairy, doppy-breasted.

"Thank you for not wearing bright colors. They do affect me."

"Anything for agster,” | said, mocking the old childhood formula, the old sentiment. But Devrie was
too quick to think it was only mockery; in that, at least, she had not changed. She clutched my arm and
her fingersfet like chains, or talons.

"Y ou found him. Seena, you found him."



"l found him."

"Tdl me" shewhispered.

"Sit down firgt, before you fal over. God, Devrie, don't you egt at al?!
"Tell me," shesaid. So | did.

Devrie Caroline Konig had admitted hersdf to the Indtitute of the Biologica Hope on the Caribbean
idand of Dominica eeven months ago, in late November of 2017, when her agewas 23 yearsand 4
months. | am precise about this becauseitisal | can be sure of. | need the precison. The Ingtitute of the
Biologica Hopeisnot precise; it isamongrel, part research laboratory in brain sciences, part monastery,
part schoal for training in the discipline of the mind. That made my baby sister guinea pig, postulant,
freshman. She had alway's been those things, but, until now, sequentidly. Ap-parently so had many other
people, for when eccentric Nobel Prize winner James Arthur Bohentin had founded his Ingti-tute, he had
been ableto fund it, although precarioudy. But in that it did not differ from most private scientific research
centers.

Or most monasteries.
| wanted Devrie out of the Ingtitute of the Biological Hope.

"It'slocated on Dominica," | had said sensibly—what an ass| had been—to an unwasted Devriea
year ago, "because the research procedures there fal outside United States laws concerning the safety of
research subjects. Doesn't that tell you something, Devrie? Doesn't that at least give you pause? In New
York, it would beillegd to do to anyone what Bohentin doesto his people.”

"Do you know him?" she had asked.

"l have met him. Once."

"What ishelike?'

"Likegtone"

Devrie shrugged, and smiled. "All the participantsin the Ingtitute are willing. Eager.”
"That doesn't make it ethical for Bohentin to destroy them. Ethicd or legd."

"It'slegd on Dominica. And in thinking you know better than the participants what they should risk
their own livesfor, aren't you playing God?'

"Better me than some untrained fanatic who offershimself up like an exalted Viking hero, expecting
vdhdla"

"You'rean intellectua snob, Seena”

"l never denied it.”

"Areyou sure you aren't really objecting not to the Ingti-tute's dangers but to its purpose? Isn't the
'Hope' part what really bothers you?!

"1 don't think scientific method and pseudo-religious mush mix, no. | never did. | don't think it leadsto
aperception of God."

"The holotank tapesindicate it leads to a perception of something the brain hasn't encountered
before," Devrie said, and for amoment | was silent.

| was once, dmogt, abiologist. | was aware of the legiti-mate studies that formed the basisfor
Bohentin's megaloma-nia: the brain wave changes that accompany anorexia nervosa, sensory deprivation,
biological feedback, and neurotransmit-ter timulants. | have read the historica accounts, some merely
pathetic but some disturbingly not, of the Christian mystics who achieved rapture through the mortification



of the flesh and the Eastern mystics who achieved anesthesia through the control of the mind, of thefaith
hedlers who succeeded, of the carcinomas shrunk through trained will. I knew of the research of focused
clairvoyance during orgasm, and of what happens when neurotransmitter number and speed are
in-creased chemically.

And | knew al that was known about the twin trance.

Fifteen yearsearlier, asadoctora student in biology, | had spent one summer replicating
Sunderwirth's pioneering study of drug-enhanced telepathy in identical twins. My results were positive,
except that within six months all eight of my research subjects had died. So had Sunderwirth's.
Twin-trance research became the cloning controversy of the new decade, with the same panicky cycle of
public outcry, legd redtrictions, religious misunderstandings, fear, and demagogu-ery. When | received
the phone call that the last of my subjects was dead—cardiac arrest, no history of heart disease,
forty-three Goddamn years old—I locked mysdf in my gpart-ment, with the lights off and my father's
papers clutched in my hand, for three days. Then | resigned from the neurology department and became
an entomologist. Thereisno painin classfying dead insects.

"Thereissomething there,” Devrie had repeated. She was holding the | etter sent to our father, whom
someone a the Ingtitute had not heard was dead. "It says the holotank tapes—"

"So thereé's something there," | said. "' So the tanks are picking up some strange radiation. Why cdl it
'God'?"

"Why not cdl it God?'

"Why not call it Rover? Eveniif | grant you that the tape pattern looks like a presence—which |
don't—you have no way of knowing that Bohentin's phantom isn't, say, sometotally ungodlike dien
being."

"But neither do | know that it is"

"Devrie—"

She had smiled and put her hands on my shoulders. She had—has, has dways had—avery sweet
amile. "Seena. Think. If the Indtitute can prove rationally that God exists— can proveit to theintellectua
mind, the doubting Thomases who need something concrete to study ... faith that doesn't need to be
takenonfaith..."

She wore her mystica face, a glowing softness that made me want to shake the silliness out of her.
Instead | made some clever riposte, some sarcasm | no longer remember, and reached out to ruffle her
hair. Big-ssterly, patronizing, think-ing | could deflate her rapturous interest with the pin-prick of ridicule.
God, | was an ass. It hurtsto remember how big an ass| was.

A month and ahdf later Devrie committed hersdlf and half her considerable inheritanceto the Ingtitute
of the Biologica Hope.

“Tell me," Devrie whispered. The Ingtitute had no win-dows, outside | had seen grass, pam trees,
butterflies floating in the sunshine, but insde here in the bare gray room there was nowhere to look but at
her face.

"He'sastudent in aMaster's program at athird-rate college in New Hampshire. He was adopted
when he wastwo, nearly three, in March of 1997. Before that he was in a government-run children's
home. In Boston, of course. The adopting family, asfar as| can discover, never wastold he was
anything but one more toddler given up by somebody for adoption.”

"Wait aminute," Devriesad. "l need... aminute”

She had turned paler, and her hands trembled. | had recited the information asif it were no more than
an exhibit listing at my museum. Of course shewasrattled. | wanted her rattled. | wanted her out.



Lowering hersdf to the floor, Devrie sat cross-legged and closed her eyes. Concentration spread
over her face, but a concentration so sereneit barely deserved that name. Her breathing dowed, her
color freshened, and when she opened her eyes, they had the rested energy of aperson who has just
dept eight hoursin mountain air. Her face even looked plumper, and an EEG, | guessed, would show
damn near dphawaves. In her year at the Ingtitute she must have mastered quite an array of biofeedback
techniquesto do that, so fast and with such a manourished body.

"Very impressve,” | said sourly.

" Seena—have you seen him?"

"No. All thisisfrom sedled records.”

"How did you get into the records?"

"Medica and governmenta friends."

"Who?'

"What do you care, aslong as | found out what you wanted to know?"

Shewasslent. | knew shewould never ask meif | had obtained her information legdly or illegdly; it
would not occur to her to ask. Devrie, being Devrie, would assume it had al been generoudly offered by

my modest museum con-nections and our dead father'simmodest research connec-tions. She would be
wrong.

"How old ishe now?’
"Twenty-four yearslast month. They must have used your two-month tissue sample.”
"Do you think Daddy knew wherethe... baby went?'

"Yes. Look at the timing—the child was norma and hedlthy, yet he wasn't adopted until he was
nearly three. The research-ers kept track of him, al right; they kept dl six clonesina
government-controlled home where they could monitor their development aslong as humanely possble.
The same-sex clones were released for adoption after ayear, but they hung onto the cross-sex ones until
they reached an age where they would become harder to adopt. They undoubtedly wanted to study
them aslong asthey could. And even &fter the kids were released for adoption, the researchers held of f
publish-ing until al six were placed and the records sedled. Dad's group didn't publish until April, 1998,
remember. By the time the storm broke, the babies were out of its path, and anonymous.”

"Andthelast," Devriesad.

"Andthelast,”" | agreed, although of course the research-ers hadn't foreseen that. So few inthe
scientific community had foreseen that. Offense against God and man, Satan'swork, natter natter.
Watching my father's suddenly stooped shoulders and stricken eyes, | had thought how ugly public
revulsion could be and had nobly resolved—how had | thought of it then? So long ago—resolved to
snatch the banner of pure science from my fdlen father's hand. Another timethat | had been an ass. Five
years|later, when it had been my turn to fed the ugly scorching of public revulsion, | had broken, left
neurological research, and fled down the road that led to the Museum of Natural History, where | was
the curator of antsfossilized in amber and moths pinned securely under permaplex.

"The other four clones" Devrie said, "the onesfrom that university in Cdiforniathat published dmost
smultaneoudy with Daddy—"

"l don't know. | didn't even try to ask. It was hard enough in Cambridge.”
"Me" Devrie said wonderingly. "He's me."

"Oh, for—Devrie, he's your twin. No more than that. No—actualy less than that. He shares your
genetic materia exactly asan identical twin would, except for the Y chromo-some, but he shares none of



the congenitd or environmentd influences that shaped your personality. There's no mystica replication of
gpirit in cloning. HEs merdly atwin who got born e even months|late!

Shelooked at me with luminous amusement. | didn't like the look. On that fleshlessface, the skin
stretched so taut that the delicate bones benesath were as visible as the veins of amoth wing, her
amusement looked ironic. Y et Devrie was never ironic. Gentle, passionate, trugting, alittle stupid, she
was not capable of irony. It was beyond her, just asit was beyond her to wonder why |, who had fought
her entering the Indtitute of the Biological Hope, had brought her thisinfor-mation now. Her amusement
was one-layered, and trusting.

God'sfools, the Middle Ages had called them.

"Devrie," | said, and heard my own voice unexpectedly break, "leave here. It's physicaly not safe.
What are you down to, ten percent body fat? Eight? Look at yourself, you can't hold body heat, your
pamsare dry, you can't move quickly without getting dizzy. Hypotension. What's your heart-beat? Do
you gill mengruate? It'sinsane.”

Shewent on amiling at me. God'sfools don't need men-struation. " Come with me, Seena. | want to
show you the Indtitute.”

"l don't want to seeit.”
"Yes. Thisvigt you should seeit.”
"Why thisvigt?'

"Because you are going to help me get my cloneto come here, aren't you? Or else why did you go to
al thetrouble of locating him?"!

| didn't answer. She sill didn't seeit.

Devriesad, " 'Anything for agster.’ But you were d-ways more like amother to methan asger.”
Shetook my hand and pulled hersalf off the floor. So had | pulled her up to take her first steps, the day
after our mother died in aplane crash a Orly. Now Devrie's hand felt cold. | imprisoned it and counted
the pulse.

"Bradycardia.
But shewasnt ligening.

The Ingtitute was a shock. | had anticipated the |abora-tories: monotonous gray walls, dim light, heavy
soundproofing, minima fixtures in the ones used for sensory dampening; high-contrast textures and
colors, strobe lights, quite good sound equipment in those for sensory arousa. There was much that
Devrie, as subject rather than researcher, didn't have authority to show me, but | deduced much from
what | did see. The dormitories, divided by sex, were on the sensory-dampening side. The subjects dept
insmall cells, ascetic and chaste, that reminded me of an abandoned Carmelite convent | had once
toured in Belgium. That was the shock: the physical plant felt scientific, but the atmosphere did not.

There hung in the gray corridors awordless peace, afeding so pdpable| could fed it clogging my
lungs. No. "Peace" was the wrong word. Say "peace”’ and the pictureis pastord, lazy sunshine and
dreaming woods. Thiswas not likethat at al. The research subjects—students? postulants? —lounged in
the corridors outside closed labs, waiting for the next step in their routine. Both men and women were
anorec-tic, both wore gray bodysuits or caftans, both were fined down to an otherworldly etheredlity
when seen from a dis-tance and amalnourished asexuality when seen up close. They talked among
themsalvesin low voices, Stting with backs against thewall or stretched full-length on the carpeted floor,
and on al their faces | saw the same luminous patience, the same certainty of being very near to
something exciting that they nonethel ess could wait for calmly, aslong as necessary.

"They look," | said to Devrie, "asif they're waiting to take an exam they aready know they'll ace.”



She amiled. "Do you think so? | waysthink of us astravelerswaiting for a plane, boarding passes
stamped for Eternity.”

Shewas actudly serious. But she didn't in fact wear the same expression asthe others; herswasfar
moreintense. If they weretravelers, she wanted to pilot.

The lab door opened and the students brought themselvesto their feet. Despite their languid
movements, they looked sharp: sharp protruding clavicles, bony chins, angular unpadded ebows that
could chisdl stone.

"Thisismy hour for biofeedback manipulation of drug effects,” Devrie said. "Please come watch.”
"I'd sooner watch you whip yoursdf in atwelfth-century monastery.”

Devri€'s eyes widened, then again lightened with that lumi-nous amusement. "It'sfor the same end,
isn't it? But they had such unsystematic means. Poor struggling God-searchers. | wonder how many of
them madeit.”

| wanted to strike her. ' ‘Devrie—"

"If not biofeedback, what would you like to see?"
"You out of here

"What €l s=?'

Therewas only onething: the holotanks. | struggled with the temptation, and lost. The two tanks
gtood in the middle of aroomy lab carpeted with thick gray matting and completely enclosedina
Faraday cage. That Devrie had akey to the lab was my firgt clue that my errand for her had been known,
and discussed, by someone higher in the Ingtitute. Research suby jects do not carry keys to the most
delicate brain-perception equipment in the world. For this equipment Bohentin had received his Nobel.

The two tanks, independent systems, stood as high as my shoulder. The ones | had used fifteen years
ago had been smaller. Each of these was a cube, opague on its bottom half, which held the sensing
gpparatus, computerized smulators, and recording equipment; clear on itstop haf, which wasfilled with
the transparent fluid out of whose molecules the smulations would form. A separate Sm would form for
each subject, as the machine sorted and mapped al the e ectromag-netic radiation received and
processed by each brain. All that each brain perceived, not only the visuas; the holograph equipment
was capable of picking up al wavelengthsthat the brain did, and of displaying their brain-processed
anaogues asthree-dimensiona images floating in aclear womb. When dl other possible sources of
radiation were filtered out except for the emanations from the two subjects themsdlves, what the Sms
showed was what kinds of activity were coming from—and hence going on in—the other's brain. That
waswhy it worked best with identical twinsin twin trance: no structura brain differencesto adjust for. In
arawer version of this holotank, arawer verson of myself had pioneered the recording of twin trances.
The UCIC, we had called it then: What you see, | see.

What | had seen was eight autopsy reports.

"Wereso close," Devrie said. "Monaand Marlene'— she waved ahand toward the corridor but
Monaand Marlene, whichever two they had been, had gone—"had taken KX3, that's the drug that—"

"I know what itis," | said, too harshly. KX3 reacts with one of the hormones overproduced in an
anorectic body. The combination is readily absorbed by body fat, but in abody without fat, much of itis
absorbed by the brain.

Devrie continued, her hand tight on my arm. "Monaand Marlene were controlling the neurd reactions
with biofeed-back, pushing the twin trance higher and higher, working it. Dr. Bohentin was monitoring the
holotanks. The smswere incredibly detailed—everything each twin perceived in the perceptions of the
other, in al wavelengths. Monaand Mar-lene forced their neurotransmission level even higher and then,



in the tanks'—Devrie's face glowed, the mystic-rapture look—"a completely third sm formed.
Completely separate. A third presence.”

| stared at her.

"It was recorded in both tanks. It was shadowy, yes, but it was there. A third presence that can't be
perceived except through another human's e ectromagnetic presence, and then only with every drug and
trained reaction and arousal mode and the twin trance dl pushing the brain into asupraheightened state.
A third presencel”

"|sotropic radiation. Bohentin fluffed the pre-screening pro-gram and the computer hadn't cleared the
background microradiation—" | said, but even as| spoke | knew how stupid that was. Bohentin didn't
make mistakes like that, and isotropic radiation simulates nowhere close to the way a presence does.
Devrie didn't even bother to answer me.

This, then, was what the rumors had been about, the rumors leaking for the last year out of the
Ingtitute and through the scientific community, mostly till scoffed at, not yet picked up by the popular
press. This. A verifiable, repli-cable third presence being picked up by holography. Againgt dl reason, a
long shiver went over me from neck to that cold place at the base of the spine.

"Therésmore," Devrie said feverishly. "They felt it. Monaand Marlene. Both said afterwards that
they could fed it, ahuge presencefilled with light, but they couldn't quite reach it. Damn—they couldn't
reach it, Seenal They weren't playing off each other enough, weren't close enough. Weren't, despite the
twin trance, melded enough.”

"Sex," | said.

"They tried it. The subjectsare dl basicaly heterosexud. They inhibit.”
"So go find some homosexud God-yearning anorectic in-cestuoustwing!”
Devrielooked at me straight. "I need him. Here. He isme™"

| exploded, right there in the holotank lab. No one came running in to find out if the shouting was
dangerous to the tanks, which was my second clue that the Ingtitute knew very well why Devrie had
brought me there. "Damn it to hell, he's ahuman being, not some chemica you can just order up because
you need it for an experiment! Y ou don't have the right to expect him to come here, you didn't even have
theright to tell anyonethat he exigts, but that didn't stop you, did it? There are il anti-bioengineering
groups out therein the real world, religious split-brains who—how dare you put him in any danger? How
dare you even presume he'd be interested in thisinsane mush?'

"Héell come," Devrie said. She had not changed expression.
"How the hell do you know?"
"Heé'sme. And | want God. He will, too."

| scowled at her. A fragment of one of her poems, athing she had written when she wasfifteen, came
to me: "Two humans species’Never one—/One aching for God/One never." But she had been fifteen
then. | had assumed that the senti-ment, as adolescent as the poetry, would pass.

| said, "What does Bohentin think of thisideaof importing your clone?’
For thefirst time she hesitated. Bohentin, then, was dubi-ous. "Hethinksit's rather along shot.”
"Y ou could phraseit that way."

"But | know hell want to come. Some things you just know, Seena, beyond rationdity. And
besdes—" She hes-tated again, and then went on. "I have left haf my inheri-tance from Daddy, and the
income on the trust from Mummy."



"Devrie. God, Devrie—you'd buy him?'

For the firgt time shelooked angry. "The money would be just to get him here, to seewhat is
involved. Once he sees, helll want thisas much as| do, at any price! What price can you put on God?
I'm not 'buying’ hislife—I'm offering him theway to find life. What good is breathing, existing, if there's
no purpose to it? Don't you realize how many centu-ries, in how many ways, people have looked for that
light-filled presence and never been able to be suret} And now were dmost there, Seena, I've seeniit for
mysdf—almost there. With verifiable, scientificaly-controlled means. Not subjective faith this
time—scientific data, the same as for any other actua phenomenon. This research stands now where
research into the atom stood fifty years ago. Can you touch aquark? But it'sthere! And my clone can be
apart of it, can beit, how can you tak about the money buying him under circumstances like that!”

| said dowly, "How do you know that whatever you're so closeto is God?' But that was
sophomoric, of course, and she was ready for it. She smiled warmly.

"'What doesit matter what we cal it? Pick another label if it will make you more comfortable.”
| took apiece of paper from my pocket. "Hisnameis

Keth Tordlen. Helivesin Indian Fals, New Hampshire. Address and mailnet number here. Good
luck, Devrie." | turned to go.

"Seenal | can't go!"

She couldn't, of course. That was the point. She barely had the strength in that starved, drug-battered
body to get through the day, let alone to New Hampshire. She needed the sensory-controlled
environment, the artificia heet, the chemica moni-toring. "Then send someone from the Ingtitute. Perhaps
Bohentinwill go.”

"Bohentin?!” shesaid, and | knew that wasimpossible; Bohentin had to remain officialy ignorant of
this sort of recruiting. Too many U.S. lawswereinvolved. In addition, Bohentin had no persuasive kills;
people as persons and not neurologies did not interest him. They were too far above chemicas and too
far below God.

Devrielooked a mewith akind of leve fury. "Thisisrealy why you found him, isn't it? So | would
have to stop the drug program long enough to leave here and go get him. Y ou think that once I've gone
back out into the world either the build-up effectsin the brain will be interrupted or else the spell will be
broken and I'll have doubts about coming back here!l”

"Will you listen to yourself?'Out into the world." Y ou sound like some archaic nun in acloistered
order!”

"Y ou dways did ridicule anything you couldn't under-stand,” Devrie said icily, turned her back on me,
and stared a the empty holotanks. She didn't turn when | |eft the lab, closing the door behind me. She
was il facing the tanks, her spiny back rigid, the piece of paper with Keith Torellen's address clutched
infingersdelicate asglass.

In New Y ork the museum smmered with excitement. An unexpected endowment had enabled usto
buy the contents of asmall, very old museum located in apart of Madagascar not completely destroyed
by the African Horror. Crate after crate of moths began arriving in New Y ork, some of them collected in
the days when naturalists-gentlemen shot jungle moths from the trees using dust shot. Some species had
been extinct since the Horror and thus were rare; some were the brief mutations from the bad years
afterward and thus were even rarer. The museum staff uncrated and exclaimed.

"Look at thisone," said ayoung man, holding it out to me. Not on my own staff, he was one of the
speciaists on loan to us—DeFabio or DefFazio, something like that. He was very handsome. | looked at
the moth he showed me, dl pale wings outstretched and pinned to black silk. "A perfect Thysania
Africana. Perfect."
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"Youll haveto loan usthe whole exhibit, in afew years."

"Yes," | said again. He heard the tone in my voice and glanced up quickly. But not quickly
enough—my facewas al professond interest when his gaze reached it. Still, the pro-fessond interest
had not fooled him; he had heard the per-functory note. Frowning, he turned back to the moths.

By day | directed the museum efficiently enough. But in the evenings, home donein my gpartmernt, |
found myself wandering from room to room, touching objects, unable to settle to work at the oversize
teak desk that had been my father's, to the reports and journas that had not. His had dedlt with the living,
mine with the ancient dead—»but | had known that for years. The fogginess of my evenings bothered me.

"Faith should not mean fogginess.”

Who had said that? Father, of course, to Devrie, when she had joined the dying Catholic Church. She
had been thirteen years old. Skinny, defiant, she had stood clutching a black rosary from God knows
where, daring him from scared dark eyesto forbid her. Of course he had not, thinking, | suppose, that
Heaven, like any other childhood fever, was best left done to burn out its course.

Devrie had been received into the Church in an overdecorated chapel, wearing an overdecorated
dress of white lace and carrying acandle. Three years later she had |eft, dressed in amagenta body suit
and holding the keysto Father's safe, which his executor had |eft unlocked after the funerd. The will had,
of course, made me Devrie's guardian. In the three years Devrie had been going to Mass, | had
discovered that | was sterile, divorced my second husband, finished my work in entomology, accepted
my first pogition with amuseum, and entered adragtically premature menopause.

That isnot aflip nor random list.

After thefunerd, | sat inthe dark in my father's study, in his maroon leather chair and at histesk
desk. Both felt oversize. All thelights were off. Outsideit rained; | heard the steady best of water on the
window, and thewind. The dark room was cold. In my pam | held one of my father's research awards,
asmall abstract sculpture of adouble hdlix, done by Harold Landau himsdlf. It was very heavy. | couldn't
think what Landau had used, to make it so heavy. | couldn't think, with al the noise from therain. My
father was dead, and | would never bear achild.

Devrie cameinto theroom, leaving the lights off but bringing with her an incandescent rectangle from
the door-way. At sixteen shewas lovely, with long brown hair in the masses of curlsagain newly
fashionable. She sat on alow stool beside me, dl that hair faling around her, her face white in the gloom.
She had been crying.

"He'sgone. He'sredly gone. | don't believeit yet."
"No."

She peered a me. Something in my face, or my voice, must have aerted her; when she spoke again it
was in that voice people use when they think your grief is understiandably greater than theirs. A smooth
dark voice, likeawave.

"You ill have me, Seena. We till have each other.™
| said nothing.

"I've ways thought of you more as my mother than my sister, anyway. Y ou took the place of
Mother. Y ou've been amother to at least me."

She smiled and squeezed my hand. | looked at her face—so young, so pretty—and | wanted to hit
her. | didn't want to be her mother; | wanted to be her. All her choiceslay ahead of her, and it seemed to
methat self-indulgent night asif mine werefinished. | could have struck her.



"Leave medone! Can't you ever leave meaone? All my life you've been dragging behind me; why
don't you dieand findly leave me done"

We make oursdves pay for small sns more than large ones. The moretrivid the thrust, the longer
we're haunted by memory of the wound.

| bdievethat.

Indian Fallswas out of another time: dow, quiet, safe. The Aviscounter at the airport rented not
persond guards but cars, and the only shiny store on Main Street sold wilderness equip-ment. |
suspected that the small state college, like the town, traded mostly on treesand trails. That Keith Torellen
was trying to take an academic degree here told me more about his adopting family thanif | had hired a
professond informa-tion service.

The house where he lived was shabby, paint pedling and steps none too sturdy. | climbed them
dowly, thinking once again what | wanted to find out.

Devrie would answer none of my messages on the mailnet. Nor would she accept my phone calls.
She was shutting me out, in retdiation for my refusing to fetch Torellen for her. But Devrie would
discover that she could not shut me out as easily asthat; we were sisters. | wanted to know if she had
contacted Torellen hersdlf, or had sent someone from the Ingtitute to do so.

If neither, then my visit here would be brief and anony-mous; | would leave Keith Torelen to his
protected ignorance and shabby town. But if he had seen Devrie, | wanted to discover if and what he
had agreed to do for her. It might even be possible that he could be of use in convincing Devrie of the
stupidity of what shewas doing. If he could be used for that, | would use him.

Something else: | was curious. Thisboy was my brother— nephew? no, brother—as well asthe
result of my father'srationa mind. Curiosity prickled over me. | rang the bell.

It was answered by the landlady, who said that Keith was not home, would not be home until late,
was"inrehearsa.”

"Reheard?'
"Over to the college. He's a student and they're putting on aplay.”
| said nothing, thinking.

"l don't remember the name of the play,” the landlady said. She was alarge woman in afaded
garment, dress or robe. "But Keith saysit's going to be real good. It startsthis weekend." She laughed.
"But you probably aready know dl that! George, my husband George, he says I'm forever telling people

thingsthey dready know!"
"How would | know?"

Shewinked at me. "Don't you think | got eyes? Sister, or cousin? No, let me guess—older sigter.
Too much dikefor cousns”

"Thank you," | said. "Y ou've been very helpful.”

"Not sgter!” She clapped her hand over her mouth, her eyes shiny with amusement. ™Y ou're checking
up on him, ain't you? Y ou're hismother! | should of seenit right off!"

| turned to negotiate the porch steps.

"They rehearse in the new building, Mrs. Tordlen,” she called after me. " Just ask anybody you seeto
point you in theright direction.”

"Thank you,” | said carefully.



Rehearsal was nearly over. Evidently it was adressre-hearsd; the actors were in period costume and
the director did not interrupt. | did not recognize the period or the play. Devrie had been interested in
theater: | was not. Quietly | took a seat in the darkened back row and waited for the pretending to end.

Despite wig and greasepaint, | had no trouble picking out Keith Torellen. He moved like Devrie:
quick, light move-ments, dightly pigeon-toed. He had her height and, given the differences of amde
body, her denderness. Sitting athe-ater'slength away, | might have been seeing amale Devrie.

But seen up close, hisfacewasmine.

Despite the landlady, it was a shock. He came toward me across the theater |obby, from where | had
sent for him, and | saw the moment he too struck the resemblance. He stopped dead, and we stared at
each other. Take Devrie's genes, spread them over aface with the greater bone surface, larger features,
and coarser skin texture of a man—and the result was my face. Keith had scrubbed off his make-up and
re-moved hiswig, exposing brown curly hair the same shade Devrie's had been. But hisface was mine.

A grange emotion, unnamed and hot, seared through me.

"Who are you! Who the hdl are you?'

S0 no one had come from the Ingtitute after al. Not Devrie, not any one.

"Y ou're one of them, aren't you?" he said; it was amost awhisper. "One of my red family?"

Still gripped by the unexpected force of emotion, still dumb, | said nothing. Keith took one step
toward me. Suspi-cion played over hisface—Devrie would not have been suspicious—and vanished,
replaced by adow painful flush of color.

"You are. You are one. Areyou... are you my mother?'

| put out ahand againgt astone post. The lobby was dl stone and glass. Why were dl theater lobbies
stone and glass? Architects had o little damn imagination, so little sense of the bizarre.

"No! | am not your mother!"
He touched my arm. "Hey, are you okay? Y ou don't look good. Do you need to st down?"

His concern was unexpected, and touching. | thought that he shared Devrie's genetic persondlity, and
that Devrie had dways been hypersengtive to the body. But thiswas not Devrie. Hishand on my arm
was stronger, firmer, warmer than Devri€e's. | felt giddy, disoriented. Thiswas not Devrie.

"A migtake" | said ungteedily. "Thiswasamistake. | should not have come. I'm sorry. My nameis
Dr. SeenaKonigand | am a... relative of yours, but | think thisnow isamistake. | have your address
and | promisethat I'll write you about your family, but now | think | should go." Write some benign lig,
leave himinignorance. Thiswasamisiake,

But he looked stricken, and his hand tightened on my arm. ™Y ou can't! I've been searching for my
biologicd family for two yeard Y ou can't just go!"

We were beginning to attract attention in the theater lobby. Hurrying students eyed us Sdeways. |
thought irrdlevantly how different they looked from the "students' at the Ingti-tute, and with that thought
regained my composure. Thiswas astudent, aboy—"you can't!" aboyish protest, and boyish panicin
his voice—and not the man-Devrie-me he had seemed afoolish moment ago. He was nearly twenty
yearsmy junior. | smiled a him and removed hishand from my arm.

"|s there somewhere we can have coffee?”’

"Yes Dr..."

"Seeng," | said. "Cdl me Seena”

Over coffee, | made him talk first. He watched me anx-ioudly over therim of hiscup, asif | might



vanish, and | listened to the words behind the words. His adopting family was the kind that hoped to visit
the Grand Canyon but not Europe, go to movies but not opera, aspire to college but not to graduate
work, buy wilderness equipment but not wilder-ness. Ordinary people. Not religious, not rich, not
unusual. Keith wasthe only child. He loved them.

"But at the sametimel never really felt | belonged,” he said, and looked away from me. It wasthe
most persond thing he had knowingly reveded, and | saw that he regretted it. Devrie would not have.
More private, then, and lesstrusting. And | sensed in him agrittiness, atougher awvare-ness of the
world's hardness, than Devrie had ever had—or needed to have. | made my decision. Having disturbed
him thusfar, | owed him truth—but not the whole truth.

"Now you tell me," Keith said, pushing away his cup. "Who were my parents? Our parents? Are you
my sger?'

IIYall
"Our parents?’

"Both are dead. Our father was Dr. Richard Konig. He was a scientist. He—" But Keith had
recognized the name. Hisreadingsin biology or history must have been more extensive than | would have
expected. His eyeswidened, and | suddenly wished | had been more oblique.

"Richard Konig. HE's one of those scientists that were involved in that bioengineering scandad—"
"How did you learn about that? It'sal over and done with. Y earsago.”

"Journaism class. We studied how the press handled it, especidly the sensationalism surrounding the
cloning thing twenty years—"

| saw the moment it hit him. He groped for his coffee cup, clutched the handle, didn't raiseit. It was
empty anyway. And then what | said next shocked me as much as anything | have ever done.

"It was Devrig," | said, and heard my own vicious plea-sure, " Devrie was the one who wanted meto
tdl you!"

But of course he didn't know who Devrie was. He went on staring a me, panic in hisyoung eyes, and
| sat frozen. That tone | heard in my own voicewhen | said "Devrie," that vicious pleasure that it was she
and not | who was hurting him. ..

"Cloning," Keith said. "Konig wasin trouble for claim-ing to have doneillegal cloning. Of humans™
Hisvoice had held so much dread that | fought off my own dread and tried to hold mysdlf steady to his
need.

"It'sillega now, but not then. And the public badly misunderstood. All that sensationalism—you were
right to use that word, Keith—covered up the fact that there is noth-ing abnorma about producing a
fetusfrom ancther diploid cell. In thewomb, identicd twins—"

"Am| aclone?"
"Keth—"
"Am/| a clone?"

Carefully | studied him. Thiswas not what | had intended, but athough the fear was dtill in hiseyes,
the panic had gone. And curiosity—Devri€'s curiogity, and her eagerness—they werethere aswell. This
boy would not strike me, nor stalk out of the restaurant, nor go into psychic shock.

"Yes You ae"
He sat quietly, hisgaze turned inward. A long moment passed in silence.
"Your cdl?'



"No. My—our sigter's. Our Sster Devrie"
Another long silence. He did not panic. Then he said softly, "Tell me."
Devri€'s phrase.

"Thereisn't much to tell, Keith. If you've seen the media accounts, you know the story, and aso what
was made of it. Theissue then becomes how you fed about what you saw. Do you believethat cloningis
meddling with things man should best leave done?!

"No. | don't."

| let out my breath, although | hadn't known I'd been holding it. "It's actualy no more than delayed
twinning, followed by surrogate implantation. A zygote—"

"l know dl that," he said with some harshness, and held up hishand to slence me. | didn't think he
knew that he did it. The harshness did not sound like Devrie. To my ears, it sounded like myself. He sat
thinking, remote and troubled, and | did not try to touch him.

Finaly hesad, "Do my parentsknow?"

He meant his adoptive parents. "No."

"Why areyou telling me now? Why did you come?"

"Devrie asked meto."

" She needs something, right? A kidney? Something likethat?'

I had not foreseen that question. He did not move in a class where spare organs were easly
purchasable. "No. Not akidney, not any kind of biologica donation.” A voicein my mind jeered at that,
but | was not going to give him any cluesthat would lead to Devrie. " Shejust wanted meto find you."

"Why didn't shefind me hersdf? Shesmy age, right?’
"Yes. She'sill just now and couldn't come.”
"Isshedying?'

“No!"

Agan hesa quietly, findly saying, "No one could tell me anything. For two years I've been searching
for my mother, and not one of the adoptee-search agencies could find asingle trace. Not one. Now | see
why. Who covered thetrail sowell?'

"My father."

"l want to meet Devrie."

| said evenly, "That might not be possible.

"Why not?'

"She'sin aforeign hospital. Out of the country. I'm sorry."

"When does she come home?'

"Nooneissure.

"What disease does she have?’

She'ssick for God, | thought, but aloud | said, not thinking it through, "A brain disease.

Ingtantly | saw my own cruelty. Keith paled, and | cried, "No, no, nothing you could have aswell!
Truly, Keith, it's not—she took abad fall. From her hunter.”



"Her hunter," he said. For thefirgt time, his gaze flick-ered over my clothing and jewelry. But would
he even recog-nize how expensive they were? | doubted it. He wore a synthetic, deep-pile jacket with a
tear at one shoulder and a cheap wool hat, dark blue, shapeess with age. From long experiencel
recognized hisgaze: unessy, furtive, the expres-son of aman glimpsing the financia gulf between what he
had assumed were equals. But it wouldn't matter. Adopted children have no legal claim on the estates of
their biological parents. | had checked.

Keth said uneadily, "Do you have apicture of Devrie?"
"No," I lied.
"Why did she want you to find me? Y ou still haven't said.”

| shrugged. "The same reason, | suppose, that you looked for your biologica family. The pull of
blood."

"Then shewants meto writeto her."
"Writeto meinstead."
Hefrowned. "Why? Why not to Devrie?'

What to say to that? | hadn't bargained on so much inten-sity from him. "Writein care of me, and I'll
forward it to Devrie.”

"Why not to her directly?'

"Her doctors might not think it advisable," | said coldly, and he backed off—either from the mention
of doctors or from the coldness.

"Then give me your address, Seena. Please.”

| did. I could see no harm in hiswriting me. It might even be pleasant. Coming home from the
museum, another wintry day among the exhibits, to find on the mailnet aletter | could answer when and
how | chose, without being taken by sur-prise. | liked theidea.

But no more difficult questions now. | stood. "I haveto leave, Keith."
He looked aarmed. " So soon?"

"es"

"But why?'

"l haveto return to work."

He stood, too. He wastdler than Devrie. "Seena," he said, al earnestness, "just afew more
questions. How did you find me?"

"Medicd connections.”
"Yours?'

"Our father's. I'm not ascientist.”" Evidently his journal-ism class had not studied twin-trance
sensdiondism.

"Whet do you do?"

" Museum curator. Arthropods.”

"What does Devrie do?'

"She'stooill towork. | must go, Keith."
"Onemore. Dol look like Devrie aswell asyou?"



"It would be wise, Keith, if you were careful whom you spoke with about dl of this. | hadn't intended
to say so much.”

“I'm not going to tell my parents. Not about being—not about all of it."
"l think that's best, yes."
"Do look like Devrie aswell asyou?'

A littleof my firgt, strange emotion returned with hisintengty. "A little, yes. But morelike me. Sex
varianceisatricky thing."

Unexpectedly, he held my coat for me. As| dipped into it, he said from behind, "Thank you, Seena,”
and let his hands rest on my shoulders.

| did not turn around. | felt my face flame, and self-disgust flooded through me, followed by adesire
to laugh. It was dl so trangparent. This man was an attractive stranger, was Devrie, was youth, was
mysdlf, was the work not of my father'sloins but of hismind. Of course | was aroused by him. Freud
outlasts cloning: anote for aresearch sudy, | told myslf grimly, and inwardly | did laugh.

But that didn't help either.

In New Y ork, winter came early. Cold winds whipped whitecaps on harbor and river, and the trees
in the Park stood bare even before October had ended. The crumbling outer boroughs of the shrinking
city crumbled alittle more and talked of the dayswhen New Y ork had been important. Manhattan
battened down for snow, hired the seasond in-creasesin personal guards, and talked of Albuquerque.
Each night museum security hunted up and evicted the drifterstrying to deep behind exhibits, driftersas
chilled and pale as the moths under permaplex, and, it seemed to me, as de-tached from the blood of
their own age. All of New Y ork seemed detached to me that October, and cold. Often | stood in front of
the cases of Noctuidae, staring at them for so long that my staff began to glance a each other covertly. |
would catch their glances when | jerked free of my trance. No one asked me about it.

Still no message came from Devrie. When | contacted the Ingtitute on the mailnet, she did not call
back.

No letter came from Keith Tordlen.

Then one night, after | had worked late and was hurrying through the chilly gloom toward my building,
he was there, bulking from the shadows so quickly that the guard | had taken for the walk from the
museum sprang forward in atack postion.

"No! Itsdl right! | know him!"
The guard retreated, without expression. Keith stared after him, and then at me, hisface unreadable.
"Keith, what are you doing here? Comeinsde!"

Hefollowed me into the lobby without aword. Nor did he say anything during the metal scanning and
ID procedure. | took him up to my gpartment, studying him in the evator.

He wore the same jacket and cheagp wool hat asin Indian Fdls, hishair wanted cutting, and the tip of
his nose was red from waiting in the cold. How long had he waited there? He badly needed a shave.

In the gpartment he scanned the rugs, the paintings, my grandmother'sridiculoudy ornate, ugly silver,
and turned his back on them to face me.

"Seena, | want to know where Devrieis."
"Why? Keith, what has happened?’

"Nothing has happened,” he said, removing hisjacket but not laying it anywhere. "Only that I've | eft
school and spent two days hitching here. It'sno good, Seena. To say that cloning isjust like twinning: it's



no good. | want to see Devrie."

His voice was hard. Bulking in my living room, unshaven, that hat pulled down over hisears, he
looked older and less mdleable than the last time | had seen him. Alarm—not physical fear, | was not
afraid of him, but a subtler and deeper fear—sounded through me.

"Why do you want to see Devrie?'
"Because she cheated me."
"Of what, for God's sake?'
"Can | have adrink? Or asmoke?'

| poured him a Scotch. If he drank, he might talk. | had to know what he wanted, why such a
desperate air clung to him, how to keep him from Devrie. | had not seen her likethis. Shewas
strong-willed, but awayswith a blitheness, atrust that eventudly her will would prevail. Desperate
forcefulness of the sort in Keith's manner was not her style. But of course Devrie had dways had silent
money to back her will; perhaps money could buy trust aswell as yle.

Keith drank off his Scotch and held out his glassfor another. "It was freezing out there. They wouldn't
let mein thelobby to wait for you.”

"Of coursenot.”

"You didn't tl meyour family wasrich."

| was alittle taken aback at his bluntness, but at the sametimeit pleased me; | don't know why.
"Youdidnt ask."

"That's shit, Seena.”

"Keth. Why are you here?"

"| told you. | want to see Devrie"

"What isit you've decided she cheated you of ? Money?"

He looked s0 honestly surprised that again | was sartled, thistime by hisresemblanceto Devrie. She
too would not have thought of financial consderationsfirg, if there were emotiona ones possible. One
moment Keith was Devrie, one moment he was not. Now he scowled with sudden anger.

"|sthat what you think—that fortune hunting brought me hitching from New Hampshire? God, Seena,
| didn't even know how much you had until this very—I till don't know!™

| sad levely, "Then what isit you're feding so chested of 7

Now he wasrattled. Again that quick, haf-furtive scan of my gpartment, pausing amillisecond too
long at the Caravaggio, subtly lit by itsframe. When his gaze returned to mine it wastroubled, alittle
defensive. Ready to judtify. Of course | had put him on the defensive deliberately, but the cal culation of
my trick did not prepare mefor the staggering naivete of his explanation. Once more it was Devrie
complete, reducing the impersonal greatness of science to apersona and emotiona |oss.

"Ever since |l knew that | was adopted, at five or six yearsold, | wondered about my biological
family. Nothing strange in that—I think all adoptees do. | used to make up stories, kid stuff, about how
they wereredlly royalty, or lunar colonists, or survivors of the African Horror. Exotic things. | thought
especidly about my mother, imagining thiswhole scene of her holding me once before she released me
for adoption, crying over me, loving me so much she could barely let me go but had to for some reason.
Sentimenta shit." He laughed, trying to make light of what was not, and drank off his Scotch to avoid my

gaze.



"But Devrie—the fact of her—destroyed dl that. | never had amother who hated to give me up. |
never had amother at dl. What | had wasacdll cut from Devri€sfingertip or someplace, something
discardable, and she doesn't even know what | look like. But she's damn well going to."

"Why?' | said evenly. "What could you expect to gain from her knowing what you look like?'

But he didn't answer me directly. "That first moment | saw you, Seena, in the theater a schoal, |
thought you were my mother."

"l know you did."
"And you hated the idea. Why?

| thought of the child I would never bear, the marriage, like so many other things of sweet promise,
gone sour. But self-pity isafool'sgame. "None of your business.”

"lan't it? Didn't you hate the idea because of the way | was made? Coldly. An experiment. Weren'tt
you alittle bit insulted at being called the mother of adiscardable cdll from Devriesfingertip?'

"What the hdll have you been reading? An experiment— what isany child but an experiment? A
random egg, arandom sperm. Don't talk like one of those anti-science reli-gious split-braing!™

He studied melevely. Then hesaid, "Is Devrierdligious? Isthat why you're so afraid of her?"

| got to my feet, and pointed at the sdeboard. "Help yoursdf to another drink if you wish. | want to
wash my hands. I've been handling speciments dl afternoon." Stupid, clumsy lie—nobody would believe
suchalie

In the bathroom | leaned againgt the closed door, shut my eyes, and willed mysdf to cadm. Why
should | be so dis-turbed by the angry lashing-out of a confused boy? | was handy to lash out against: my
father, whom Keith wasredlly angry at, was not. It was al so predictable, so earnestly adolescent, that
even over the hurting in my chest | smiled. But the smile, which should have reduced Keith's ranting to the
tantrum of a child—there, there, when you grow up you'l find out that no one redlly knowswho he
is—did not diminish Keith. Hislosses were redl—mother, father, naturd place in the natural sequence of
lifeand birth. And suddenly, with aclutch at the pit of my stomach, | knew why | had told him dl that |
had about hisorigins. It was not from any ethic of fiddity to "thetruth.” | had told him hewasaclone
because |, too, had had real |osses—research, marriage, motherhood— and Devrie could never have
shared them with me. Lumi-nous, mystical Devrie, too occupied with God to be much hurt by man.
Leave me alone! Can't you ever leave me alone! All my life you've been dragging behind me—why
don't you die and finally leave me alone! And Devrie had smiled toler-antly, patted my head, and left
me aone, closing the door softly so asnot to disturb my grief. My words had not hurt her. | could not
hurt her.

But | could hurt Keith—the other Devrie—and | had. That waswhy he disturbed me dl out of
proportion. That was the bond. My face, my pain, my faullt.

Through my fault, through my fault, through my most grievous fault. But what nonsense. | was
not a bdliever, and the comforts of superdtitious absolution could not touch me. What shit. Likeall
nonbelievers, | sood aone.

It came to methen that there was something absurd in thinking al thiswhileleaning againg a
bathroom door. Grimly absurd, but absurd. Thetoilet as confessonal. | ran the cold water, splashed
some on my face, and left. How long had | left Keith donein the living room?

When | returned, he was standing by the mailnet. He had punched in the command to replay my
outgoing postal mes-sages, and displayed on the monitor was Devri€'s address at the Indtitute of the
Biologica Hope.

"What isit?' Keith said. " A hospitd 7'



| didn't answer him.

"l canfind out, Seena. Knowing thismuch, | can find out. Tell me."

Tell me. "Not ahospitd. It'saresearch laboratory. Devrieisavoluntary subject.”
"Research on what? 1 will find out, Seena."

"Brain perception.”

"Perception of what?'

"Perception of God," | said, torn among weariness, anger, and a sudden gritty exasperation, irritating
as sand. Why not just leave him to Devrie's persuasions, and her to mystic starvation? But | knew |
would not. | ill, despited| of it, wanted her out of there.

Keith frowned. "What do you mean, perception of God'?'

| told him. I made it sound as ridiculous as possible, and as dangerous. | described the anorexia, the
massve use of largely untested drugs that would have made the Ingtitute illegdl in the United States, the
skepticism of most of the scientific com-munity, the psychoses and deeth that had followed twin-trance
research fifteen years earlier. Keith did not remember that—he had been eight years old—and | did not
tell him that | had been one of the researchers. | did not tell him about the tapes of the shadowy third
presence in Bohentin's holotanks. In every way | could, with every verba subtlety at my use, |

made the Ingtitute sound crackpot, and dangerous, and ugly. As| spoke, | watched Keth's face, and
sometimes it was mine, and sometimes the expression dtered it into Devrie's. | saw bewilderment a her
having chosen to enter the Ingtitute, but not what | had hoped to see. Not scorn, not disgust.

When | had finished, he said, "But why did she think that / might want to enter such aplace asatwin
subject?’

| had saved thisfor last. "Money. Sheld buy you."
Hishand, histhird Scotch, went rigid. "Buy me."
"It'sthe most accurate way to put it."

"Wheat the hell made her think—" He mastered himsdlf, not without effort. Not al the discusson of
bodily risk had affected him as much as this mention of Devries money. He had a poor man's touchy
pride. "She thinks of me as some-thing to be bought.”

| was carefully quiet.
"Damn her," hesaid. " Damn her." Then, roughly, "And | was actudly consdering—"

| caught my breeth. "Consdering the Ingtitute? After what I've just told you? How in hell could you?
Andyou sad, | remember, that your background was not religious!”

"It'snot. Butl... I'vewondered.” And in the sudden turn of his head away from me so that | wouldn't
see the sudden rapt hopelessnessin his eyes, in the defiant set of his shoulders, | read morethanin his
band words, and more than he could know. Devrie's ook, Devrie's wishfulness, feeding on air. The
weariness and anger, checked before, flooded me again and | lashed out at him.

"Then go ahead and fly to Dominicato enter the Ingtitute yourself!"

He said nothing. But from something—his expression as he stared into his glass, the shifting of his
body—I suddenly knew that he could not afford the trip.

| said, "So you fancy yoursdlf asabeliever?’

"No. A believer manque." From theway he said it, | knew that he had said it before, perhaps often,
and that the phrase stirred some hidden place in hisimagination.



"What iswrong with you," | said, "with people like you, that the human world is not enough?’

"What iswrong with peoplelikeyou, thet it is?' he said, and thistime he laughed and raised his
eyebrows in alittle mockery that shut me out from this place beyond reason, this glittering escape. | knew
then that somehow or other, some-time or other, despitedl | had said, Keith would go to Dominica

| poured him another Scotch. Asdeftly as | could, | led the conversation into other, lighter directions.
| asked about his childhood. At firg tiffly, then more easily astime and Scotch loosened him, he talked
about growing up in the Berkshire Hills. He became more light-hearted, and under my interest turned
both shrewd and funny, with akeen sense of humor. Histhick brown hair fell over hisforehead. | laughed
with him, and broke out a bottle of good port. He talked about amateur plays he had acted in; his
enthusiasm increased as his coherence decreased. Enthusiasm, humor, thick brown hair. | smoothed the
hair back from hisforehead. Far into the night | pulled the drapes back from the window and we stood
together and looked at the lights of the dying city ten stories below. Fog rolled in from the sea. Keith
inssted we open the doors and stand on the bal cony; he had never smelled fog tinged with the ocean.
We smélled the night, and drank some more, and talked, and laughed.

Andthen | led him again to the sofa.

"Seena?’ Keith said. He covered my hand, laid upon histhigh, with his own, and turned his head to
look a me questioningly. | leaned forward and touched my lipsto his, barely in contact, for along
moment. He drew back, and his hand tried to lift mine. | tightened my fingers.

"Seeng, no..."

"Why not?' | put my mouth back on his, very lightly. He had to draw back to answer, and | could fedl
that he did not want to draw back. Under my lips he frowned dightly; still, despite his drunkenness—so
much more than mine—he groped for the word.

“"No. We two have never shared awomb."

He frowned again, under my mouth. | drew back to smile at him, and shifted my hand. "It doesn't
matter anymore, Keith. Not in New Y ork. But even if it did—I am not your sister, not redlly. You said
s0 yoursef—remember? Not afamily. Jugt... here”

"Not family," he repeated, and | saw in his eyes the second before he closed them the flash of pain,
the greed of ayoung man's desire, and even the crafty evasions of the good port. Then hisarms closed
around me.

He was very strong, and more than alittle violent. | guessed from what confusions the violence flowed
but till | enjoyed it, that overwheming rush from that beautiful male-Devrie body. | wanted him to be
violent with me, aslong as | knew there was no real danger. No red danger, no red brother, no red
child. Keith was not my child but Devrie was my child-sister, and | had to stop her from destroying
hersdf, no matter how... didn't 1?"The pull of blood." But this was necessary, wasjudtified... wasa
necessary gamble. For Devrie.

So | told mysdlf. Then | stopped telling myself anything at dl, and surrendered to the warm tides of
pleasure.

But at dawn | woke and thought—with Keith deeping heavily across me and the sky cold at the
window—uwhat the hell am | doing?

When | came out of the shower, Keith was gitting rigidly againg the pillows. Sitting next to him on the
very edge of the bed, | pulled a sheet around my nakedness and reached for his hand. He snatched it
avay.

"Kath. It'sdl right. Truly itis"



"Youremy Sgter."

"But nothing will come of it. No child, no repetitions. It'snot al that uncommon, dear heart.”
"It iswhere | comefrom."

"Yes. | know. But not here."

He didn't answer, hisface troubled.

"Do you want breskfagt?"

"No. No thank you."

| could fed his need to get away from me; it was amost palpable. Snatching my bodysuit off the floor,
| went into the kitchen, which was chilly. The servant would not arrive for another hour. | turned up the
hest, pulled on my bodysuit— standing on the cold floor first on one foot and then on the other, like
some extinct species of water fowl—and made coffee. Through the handle of one cup | stuck two folded
large bills. He came into the kitchen, dressed even to the torn jacket.

"Coffea”
"Thanks"

Hisfingers closed on the handle of the cup, and his eyes widened. Pure, naked shock, uncushioned
by any defenses whatsoever: the whole soul, betrayed, pinned in the eyes.

"Oh God, no, Keith—how can you even think so? It'sfor the trip back to Indian Falls! A gift!"

An endless pause, while we stared at each other. Then he said, very low, "I'm sorry. | should have...
seenwhat it'sfor.” But his cup trembled in his hand, and afew drops doshed onto the floor. It was those
few dropsthat undid me, flooding me with shame. Keith had aright to his shock, and to theanguish in
his'my/Devrie's face. She wanted him for her mystic purposes, | for their prevention. Fanatic and
sabo-teur, we were both better defended against each other than Keith, without money nor religion nor
years, was againgt either of us. If | could have seen any other way than the gamble | had taken... but |
could not. Nonetheless, | was ashamed.

"Keth. I'm sorry."
"Why did we? Why did we?'

| could have said: we didn't; | did. But that might have made it worse for him. Hewas mae, and so
young.

Impulsively | blurted, "Don't go to Dominical" But of course he was beyond listening to me now. His
face closed. He set down the coffee cup and looked a me from eyes much harder than they had been a
minute ago. Was he thinking that because of our night together | expected to influence him directly?/ was
not that young. He could not foresee that | was trying to guess much farther ahead than that, for which |
could not blame him. | could not blame him for anything. But | did regret how clumsly | had handled the
money. That had been stupid.

Nonethel ess, when he left afew moments later, the handle of the coffee cup was bare. He had taken
the money.

The Madagascar exhibits were complete. They opened to much pressinterest, and there were both
favorable reviews and celeébrations. | could not bring mysdlf to fed that it mattered. Tentimesaday |
went through the deadening exercise of willing an interest that had deserted me, and when | looked at the
moths, ashy white wings outstretched forever, | could fedl my body recoil inaway | could not name.

Theimage of the moths went home with me. One night in November | actualy thought | heard wings
beating against the window where | had stood with Keith. | yanked open the drapes and then the doors,



but of course there was nothing there. For along time | stared at the nothingness, smelling the fog, before
typing yet another message, urgent-priority per-sond, to Devrie. The mailnet did not bring any answer.

| contacted the mailnet computer at the college at Indian Fals. My fingerstrembled asthey typed a
request to leave an urgent-priority persona message for astudent, Keith Torellen. The mailnet typed
back:

TORELLEN, KEITH ROBERT. 64830016. ON MEDI-CAL LEAVE OF ABSENCE. TIME OF
LEAVE: INDEF-INITE. NO FORWARDING MAILNET NUMBER. END.

The sound came again at the window. Whirling, | scanned the dark glass, but there was nothing there,
no moths, no wings, just the lights of the decaying city flung randomly across the blackness and the
sound, faint and very far away, of asiren wailing out somebody el se's disaster.

| shivered. Putting on a sweater and turning up the heat made me no warmer. Then the mail dot
chimed softly and | turned in timeto seethe letter fal from the pneumatic tube from the lobby, the
gpartment house sticker clearly visible, assuring me that it had been processed and found free of both
poison and explosives. Also vishle was the envelope'slogo: INSTITUTE OF THE BIOLOGICAL
HOPE, dl the O'sradiant golden suns. But Devrie never wrote paper mail. She preferred the mailnet.

The note was from Keith, not Devrie. A short note, scrawled on atorn scrap of paper in nearly
indecipherable handwriting. | had seen Kaith's handwriting in Indian Falls, across his student notebooks;
thiswas awildly out-of-control version of it, dmost psychotic in the variations of spacing and letter
formation that signal identity. | guessed that he had written the note under the influence of adrug, or
severd drugs, hismind racing much faster than he could write. There was neither punctuation nor

paragraphing.
Dear Seenalm going to do it | have to know my parents are angry but | have to know | haveto all
the confusonisgone

SeenaKeth

There was aword crossed out between "gone" and "Seena,”" scratched out with erratic lines of ink. |
held the paper up to the light, tilting it thisway and that. The crossed-out word was "mother.”

all the confusion is gone mother
Mother.

Sowly | let out the breath | had not known | was holding. The first emotion was pity, for Keith, even
though | had intended this. We had done ajob on him, Devrie and I. Mother, sister, self. And when he
and Devrie artificialy drove upward the number and speed of the neurotransmittersin the brain,
generated the twin trance, and then Keith's pre-cloning Freudian-still mind reached for Devrie to add
sexud energy to al the other brain energies fueling Bohentin's hol otanks—

Mother. Sigter. Salf.

All wasfair in love and war. A voiceinsde my head jeered: And which isthis? But | was ready for
thevoice. Thiswas both. | didn't think it would be long before Devrieleft the Ingtitute to storm to New
York.

It was nearly another month, in which the snow began to fal and the city to deck itsdlf in thetired gilt
fdlaciesof Christmas. | felt fine. Humming, | catal ogued the M adagas-car moths, remounting the best
specimensin exhibit cases and sealing them under permaplex, where their fragile wings and delicate
antennae could lie safe. The mutant strains had the thinnest wings, unnaturaly tenuous and up to
twenty-five cen-timeters each, al of paleivory, asif aghostly delicacy were the naturd evolutionary
response to the glowing landscape of nuclear genocide. | catalogued each carefully.

"Why?' Devriesad. “Why?'



"Youlook like hell."

IIWI

"I think you aready know," | said. She sagged on my white velvet sofa, done, the PGsthat |
suspected acted as much as nurses as guards, dismissed from the gpartment. Tears of anger and
exhaustion collected in her sunken eye sockets but did not fall. Only with effort was she keeping hersdf in
adgtting position, and the effort was costing her energy she did not have. Her skin, except for two red

spots of fury high on each cheekbone, wasthe color of old eggs. Looking at her, | had to keep my hands
twisted in my lap to keegp myself from weeping.

"Areyou telling meyou planned it, Seena? Are you telling me you located Keith and dept with him
because you knew that would make him impotent with me?"

"Of course not. | know sexudity isn't that smple. So do you.”

"'But you gambled onit. Y ou gambled that it would be one way to ruin the experiment.”
"l gambled that it would. .. complicate Keth's responses.”

"Complicate them past the point where he knew who the hell he waswith!"

"Hed be able to know if you weren't making him glow out of his mind with neurotransmitter kickers!
He's not stu-pid. But he's not ready for whatever mystic hoops you've tried to make him jump
through—if anybody ever can be said to be ready for that!—and no, I'm not surprised that he can't
handlelibidina energieson top of dl the other artificial energiesyou're racing through hisbrain.
Something was bound to snap.”

"Y ou caused it, Seena. As cold-bloodedly asthat.”

A sudden shiver of memory brought the fedl of Keith's hands on my breasts. No, not as
cold-bloodedly asthat. No. But | could not say so to Devrie.

"| trusted you," she said." 'Anything for asster—God!"
"Y ou wereright to trust me. To trust meto get you out of that place before you're dead.”

"Listen to yoursdlf! Smug, al-knowing, self-righteous... do you know how close we were at the
Ingtitute? Do you have any ideawhat you've destroyed?”

I laughed coldly. | couldn't helpit. "If contact with God can be destroyed because one confused kid
can't get it up, what does that say about God?'

Devrie stared a me. A long moment passed, and in the moment the two red spots on her cheeks
faded and her eyes narrowed. "Why, Seena?’

"| told you. | wanted you safe, out of there. And you are.”
"No. No. There's something el se, something more going on here. Going on with you."

"Don't makeit more complicated thanit is, Devrie. Y oure my sster, and my only family. Isit so odd
that | would try to protect you?"

"Keithisyour brother."
"Well, then, protect both of you. Whatever derails that experiment protects Keith, too."
She said softly, "Did you want him so much?!

We stared a each other acrossthe living room, ssters, | standing by the mailnet and she supported
by the sofa, need-ing its support, weak and implacable as any legendary martyr to the faith. Her
weakness hurt me in some nameless place; as a child Devrie's body had been so strong. The hurt twisted
inme, so that | answered her with truth. "Not so much. Not at first, not until we... no, that's not true. |



wanted him. But that was not the reason, Devrie—it was not arationalization for lust, nor any lapsein
sdf-control."

She went on staring at me, until | turned to the sideboard and poured mysdlf a Scotch. My hand
trembled.

Behind me Devrie said, "Not lust. And not protection either. Something else, Seena. You're afraid.”
I turned, smiling tightly. "Of you?"

"No. No, | don't think s0."

"What then?"'

"l don't know. Do you?'

"Thisisyour theory, not mine."

She closed her eyes. Thetears, shining dl thistime over her anger, finadly fdll. Head flung back against
the pale sofa, arms limp at her side, she looked the picture of desolation, and so wesk that | was
frightened. I brought her aglass of milk from the kitchen and held it to her mouth, and | wasalittle
surprised when she drank it off without protest.

"Devrie. You can't go on likethis. Inthisphysicd sate.”

"No," sheagreed, in avoice so firm and prompt that | was sartled further. It was the voice of
decison, not surren-der. She straightened herself on the sofa. "Even Bohentin says| can't go on likethis.
| weigh lessthan hewants, and I'm right at the edge of not having the physical resourcesto control the
twin trance. I'm having racking withdrawa symp-toms even being on thistrip, and at this very minute
thereisadoctor Stting at Father's desk in your study, in case | need him. Also, I've had my lawyers
make over most of my remaining inheritance to Keith. | don't think you knew that. What's left has dl
been transferred to abank on Dominica, and if | dieit goesto the Ingtitute. Y ou won't be able to touch it,
nor touch Keith's portion either, not evenif | die. And |

will die, Seena, soon, if | don't start eating and stop taking the program's drugs. I'll just burn out body
and brain both. Y ou've guessed that I'm close to that, but you haven't guessed how close. Now I'm
telling you. | can't handle the stresses of the twin trance much longer.”

| just went on holding her glass, arm extended, unable to move.

"Y ou gambled that you could destroy one component in the chain of my experiment at the Indtitute by
confusing my twin sexualy. Wédl, you won. Now I'm making agamble. I'm gambling my life that you can
undo what you did with Keith, and without his knowing that | made you. Y ou said he's not stupid and his
impotency comes from being unable to handle the drug program; perhaps you're partly right. But heis
me—me, Seena—and | know you've thought | was stupid al my life, because | wanted things you don't
understand. Now Keith wants them, too—it was inevitable that he would— and you're going to undo
whatever isstanding in hisway. | had to fight mysdf freedl my life of your bullying, but Keith doesn't
have that kind of time. Becauseif you don't undo what you caused, I'm going to go ahead with the twin
trance anyway—the twin trance, Seena—without the sexua compo-nent and without letting Bohentin
know just how much greater the strain isin trance than he thinksit is. He doesn't know, he doesn't have a
twin, and neither do the doctors. But | know, and if | push it much farther I'm going to eventudly die at
it. Soon eventualy. When | do, al your scheming to get me out of thereredly will havefailed and youll
be aonewith whatever it isyou're o afraid of . But | don't think you'll et that happen.

" think that instead you'll undo what you did to Keith, so that the experiment can have onelast red
chance. And in return, after that one chance, I'll agree to come home, to Boston or hereto New Y ork,
for oneyear.

"That'smy gamble.



She waslooking at me from eyes empty of dl tears, aDevrie | had not ever seen before. She meant
it, every demented word, and shewould do it. | wanted to scream at her, to scream ajumble of suicide
and moral blackmail and warped perceptions and outrage, but the words that came out of my mouth
came out in awhisper.

"What in God's nameisworth thatT'

Shockingly, she laughed, alaugh of more power than her wasted frame could have contained. Her
face glowed, and the glow looked both exalted and insane. "Y ou said it, Seena— in God's name. To
finaly know. To know, beyond the fogginess of faith, that were not donein the universe... Faith should
not mean fogginess." She laughed again, thistime defensively, asif she knew how she sounded to me.
"Youll doit, Seena." It was not aquestion. She took my hand.

"Youwould kill yoursdf?'
"No. | would die trying to reach God. It's not the same thing."
"l never bullied you, Devrie."

Shedropped my hand. "All my life, Seena. And on into now. But al of your bullying and your scorn
would look rather stupid, wouldn't it, if there really can be proved to exist arationa basisfor what you
laughed at dl those yeard!”

We looked at each other, sisters, across the abyss of the pale sofa, and then suddenly away. Neither
of us dared spesk.

My plane landed on Dominica by night. Devrie had gone two days before me, returning with her
doctor and guards on the same day she had left, as| had on my previous visit. | had never seen theidand
at night. Thetropica greenery, lush with that faintly menacing suggestion of plant life gone wild, seemed
to closein on me. The velvety darkness seemed to smell of ginger, and flowers, and the sea—dll too
strong, too blandly sensud, like an overdone perfume ad. At the hotedl it was better; my room was on the
second floor, above the dark foliage, and did not face the sea. Nonetheless, | stayed insde dl that
evening, al that darkness, until | could go the next day to the Ingtitute of the Biological Hope.

"Hdlo, Seena”
"Keth. You look—"

"Rotten,” hefinished, and waited. He did not smile. Although he had lost some weight, he was
nowhere near as keletal as Devrie, and it gave me apang | did not analyze to see his ill-hedlthy body in
the small gray room wherelast | had seen hers. His head was shaved, and without the curling brown hair
he looked sterner, prematurely middle-aged. That, too, gave me a strange emotion, athough it was not
why he looked rotten. The worst was his eyes. Red-veined, watery, the sockets already alittle sunken,
they held the sheen of aman who was not forgiving somebody for something. Me? Himsdlf? Devrie? |
had lain awake dl night, schooling mysdf for thisinsaneinterview, and ill | did not know what to say.
What does one say to persuade aman to sexua potency with one's sister so that her life might be saved?
| felt ridiculous, and frightened, and—I suddenly redlized the name of my strange emotion—humiliated.
How could | even start to dog toward what | was supposed to reach?

"How goesthe Great Experiment?”

"Not asyou described it," he said, and we were there dready. | looked a him evenly.
"Y ou can't understand why | presented the Indtitute in the worst possible light.”

"l can understand that."

"Then you can't understand why | bedded you, knowing about Bohentin's experiment.”

"I can d'so understand that."



Something was wrong. Keith answered me easily, without restraint, but with conflict gritty beneath his
voice, like sand benesth blowing grass. | stepped closer, and he flinched. But his expression did not
change.

"Keth. What isthis about? What am | doing here? Devrie said you couldn't... that you were impotent
with her, confused enough about who and what..." | trailed off. He still had not changed expression.

| said quietly, "It wasasmpligtic ideain thefirgt place. Only someone assmplistic as Devrie..." Only
someone as Smplistic as Devrie would think you could straighten out impotency by talking about it for a
few hours. | turned to go, and | had gotten asfar aslaying my hand on the doorknob before Keith
grasped my arm. Back to him, | squeezed my eyes shut. What in God would | have done if he had not
stopped me?

"It's not what Devriethinks!" With my back to him, not able to see his middle-aged ba dness but only
to hear the anguish in hisvoice, he again seemed young, uncertain, the boy | had bought coffeefor in
Indian Fals. | kept my back to him, and my voice carefully toneless.

"What isit, then, Keith? If not what Devrie thinks?'
"l don't know!"

"But you do know what it's not? It's not being confused about who isyour sister and who your
mother and who you're willing to have sex with in front of aroom full of researchers?’

"No." Hisvoice had gone hard again, but his hand stayed on my arm. "At first, yes. Thefirs time.
But, Seena—I felt it. Almost. | amogt felt the presence, and then dl the rest of the confusion—it didn't
seem asimportant anymore. Not the confusion between you and Devrie."

| whirled to face him. "Y ou mean God doesn't care whom you fuck if it gets you closer to fucking
withHim."

He looked at me hard then—at me, not at his own self-absorption. His reddened eyes widened a
little. "Why, Seena— you care. Y ou told me the brother-sister thing didn't matter anymore—but you
care.”

Did I?1 didn't even know anymore. | said, "But, then, I'm not deluding myself that it'sdl for theold
Kingdom and the Glory."

"Glory," he repeated musingly, and findly let go of my arm. | couldn't tell what he was thinking.
"Keith. Thisian't getting usanywhere.”

"Where do you want to get?' he said in the same musing tone. "Where did any of you, starting with
your father, want to get with me?Glory... glory."

Standing this close to him, seeing close up the pupils of his eyes and smelling close up the odor of his
swedt, | findly realized what | should have seen dl along: he was glowing. He was of course constantly
on Bohentin's program of neuro-transmitter manipulation, but the same chemicasthat made the
experiments possible a so raised the threshhold of both frankness and suggestibility. | guessed it must be
alittlelike the looseness of being drunk, and | wondered if perhaps Bohentin might have deliberately
raised the dosage before | etting this interview take place. But no, Bohentin wouldn't be aware of the
bargain Devrie and | had struck; she would not have told him. The whole bizarre Stuation was hers
aone, and Keth's drugged musings afortunate side-effect | would have to capitaize on.

"Where do you think my father wanted to get with you?' | asked him gently.
"Immortality. Godhead. The man who crested Adam with-out Eve."

He was becoming maudlin. "Hardly ‘theman,' " | pointed out. "My father was only one of ateam of
researchers. And the same results were being obtained independently in Cdifornia."



"Results. | am a'result. What do you think he wanted, Seena?'
"Scientific knowledge of cdl development. An objective truth.”
"That'sdl Devriewants"

"To compare bioengineering to some mystic quest—"

"Ah, but if the mystic quest is given alaboratory answer? Then it, too, becomes ascientific truth. Y ou
redly hate that idea, don't you, Seena? Y ou hate science validating anything you define as non-science.”

| sad diffly, "That'srather an overamplification.”

"Then what do you hate?"

"| hate the risk to human bodies and human minds. To Devrie. To you."

"How nice of youtoincludeme," he said, smiling. "And what do you think Devrie wants?"
" Sensation. Romantic religious emotion. To be dl roiled up inside with delicious esoterica.”
He consdered this. "Maybe."

"And isthat what you want aswell, Keith? Y ou've asked what everyone else wants. What do you
want?'

"l want to fed a homeinthe universe. Asif | belonged init. And 1 never have."

He said thissmply, without self-consciousness, and the words themsd ves were predictable enough
for hisage—even band. There was nothing in the words that could account for my eyes suddenly filling
with tears. "And 'scientifically’ reaching God would do thet for you?'

"How do | know until | try it? Don't cry, Seena.”
"I'm not!"

"All right,” he agreed softly. "Y ou're not crying.” Then he added, without changing tone, "1 am more
likeyou than like Devrie"

"How 07"

"| think that Devrie has dways fdt that she belongsin the universe. She only wantsto find the... the
coziest corner of it to curl upin. Likeacat. The coziest corner to curl upinis

God'slap. Aren't you surprised that | should be more like you than like the person | was cloned
from?'
"No," | said. "Harder upbringing than Devrie's. | told you that first day: cloning isonly delayed

twinning.

Hethrew back his head and laughed, a sound that chilled my spine. Whatever his conflict was, we
were moving closer.

"Oh no, Seena. Y ou're so wrong. It's more than delayed twinning, all right. Y ou can't buy ared twin.
Y ou either have one or you don't. But you can buy yoursdlf aclone. Bought, paid for, kept on the books
aong with al the rest of the glassware and holotanks and € ectron microscopes. Y ou said so yoursdlf, in
your apartment, when you first told me about Devrie and the Indtitute. '"Money. Sheldd buy you." And you
wereright, of course. Y our father bought me, and she did, and you did. But of course you two women
couldn't have bought if | hadn't been sdlling.”

Hewas amiling still. Stupid—we had both been stupid, Devrie and |, we had both been looking in the
wrong place, mided by our separate blinders-on training in the |aboratory brain. My training had been
scientific, hers humanistic, and o | looked at Freud and she looked at Oedipus, and we were equally
stupid. How did the world look to aman who did not dedl in laboratory brains, aman raised in agrittier



world in which limits were not what the mind was capable of but what the bank book would stand?

"Y our genes are too expengve for you to claim except as abeggar; your ssters are too expensive for
you to claim except as abeggar; God istoo expensive for you to claim except asabeggar.” To aless
romantic man it would not have mattered, but aless romantic man would not have come to the Indtitute.
What dark humili-ations and resentments did Keith fee when he looked at Devrie, the self who was
buyer and not bought?

Change the light you shine onto amind, and you see different neura patterns, different corridors,
different forests of trees grown in soil you could not have imagined. Run that soil through your fingers and
you discover different pebbles, different sand, different leaf mold from the decay of old growths. Devrie
and | had been hacking through the wrong forest.

Not Oedipus, but Marx.

Quick lines of attack cameto me. Say: Keith it'sajob like any other with high-hazard pay why can't
you look at it likethat a very dangerous and well-paid job for which you've been hired by just one more
eccentric member of the monied class. Say: Y ou're entitled to the wealth you're our biological brother
damn it congder it rationdly as akinship entitlement. Say: Don't be so nicey-niceit's atough world out
thereand if Devriesgiving it away takeit don't be an impractica chump.

| said none of that. Instead | heard mysdlf saying, coolly and with acam crudty, "Y ou're quite right.
Y ou were bought by Devrie, and she isnow using her own purchase for her own ends. Y ou're a piece of
equipment bought and paid for. Unfortunately, there's no money in the account. It has al been agrand

Keith jerked me to face him with such violence that my neck cracked. "What are you saying?

The words came as smoothly, as plausibly, asif | had rehearsed them. | didn't even conscioudy plan
them: how can you plan alie you do not know you will need?| dashed through thisforest blind, but the
ground held under my feet.

"Devrietold methat she has sgned over most of her inheritance to you. What she didn't know,
because | haven't yet told her, isthat she doesn't have control of her inheritance any longer. It's not hers.
| contral it. | had her declared mentally incompetent on the grounds of violent suicidal tend-encies and
had mysalf made her legd guardian. She no longer hasthelegal right to control her fortune. A doctor
observed her when she cameto visit mein New Y ork. So thetransfer of her fortuneto you isinvdid.”

"The lawyerswho gave me the papersto sgn—"

"Will learn about the New Y ork action thisweek," | said smoothly. How much inheritance law did
Keith know? Proba-bly very little. Neither did I, and | invented furioudly; it only needed to sound
plausible. "The New Y ork courts only handed down their decision recently, and Dominican judicia
ma-chinery, like everything e sein thetropics, movesdowly. But theruling will hold, Keith. Devrie does
not control her own money, and you're a pauper again. But / have something for you. Here. An airline
ticket back to Indian Falls. Y ou're afree man. Poor, but free. Theticket isin your name, and theré'sa
check insgdeit—that'sfrom me. You've earned it, for at least trying to aid poor Devrie. But now you're
going to haveto leave her to me. I'm now her legd guardian.”

| held the ticket out to him. It was wrapped inits airline folder; my own name as passenger was
hidden. Keith stared at it, and then at me.

| said softly, "'I'm sorry you were cheated. Devrie didn't mean to. But she has no money, now, to offer
you. Y ou can go. Devrié's my burden now."

His voice sounded strangled. "To remove from the Indtitute?!

"l never made any secret of wanting her out. Although the lega papersfor that will take alittletimeto
filter through the Dominican courts. She wouldn't go except by force, so forceiswhat I'll get. Here.™



| thrust the ticket folder at him. He made no moveto takeit, and | saw from the hardening of his
face—my face, Devrie's face—the moment when Devrie shifted forestsin hismind. Now she was
without money, without lega control of her life, about to be torn from the passion she loved most. The
helpless underdog. The orphaned woman, poor and cast out, in need of protection from the powerful
who had seized her fortune.

Not Marx, but Cervantes.

"Y ou would do that? To your own sster?”

Anything for asger. | sad bitterly, "Of course | would.”
"She's not mentally incompetent!™

"ot she?!

"No!"

| shrugged. "The courts say sheis."

Keth studied me, resolve hardening around him. | thought of certain shining crystas, that will harden
around any stray piece of grit. Now that | was succeeding in convincing him, my lies hurt—or perhaps
what hurt was how easily he be-lieved them.

"Areyou sure, Seena," he said, "that you aren't just trying agrab for Devri€s fortune?"

| shrugged again, and tried to make my voice tondess. "'l want her out of here. | don't want her to
die"

"Die? What makes you think shewould die?"

"Shelooks—"

"She's nowhere near dying," Keith said angrily—his an-ger aredlease, so much that it hardly mattered
a what. "Don't you think I can tdll in twin trance what her exact physicd stateis? And don't you know
how much control the trance gives each twin over the bodily processes of the other? Don't you even
know that? Devrieisn't anywhere near dying. And I'd pull her out of trance if she were." He paused,
looking hard at me. "Keep your ticket, Seena."

| repested mechanically, ™Y ou can leave now. Therésno money.” Devrie had lied to me.

"That wouldn't leave her with any protection at al, would it?* he said levely. When he grasped the
doorknob to leave, the tendonsin hiswrist stood out clearly, strong and taut. | did not try to stop his

gang.

Devrie had lied to me. With her lie, she had blackmailed meinto yet another lieto Keth. Thetwin
trance granted control, in some unspecified way, to each twin's body; the trance | had pioneered might
have resulted in eight deaths unknowingly inflicted on each other out of who knowswhat dark forestsin
eght fumbling minds. Lies, blackmail, death, morelies.

Out of these liesthey were going to make scientific truth. Through these forests they were going to
search for God.

"Find clearance check of holotanks" an assstant said formaly. " Faraday cage?’
"Optimum.”

"Externd radigion?"

"Cleared," said the man seated &t the console of thefirst tank.

"Cleared," said the woman seated at the console of the second.
"Microradiation?'



"Cleared."
"Cleared.”
"Personnd radiation, ClassA?"
"Cleared.”
"Cleared."

On it went, the whole tedious and crucia procedure, until both tanks had been cleared and focused,
the fluid adjusted, tested, adjusted again, tested again. Bohentin listened pa-tiently, without expression,
but I, standing to the side of him and behind the tanks, saw the nerve at the base of his neck and just
below the hairline pulsein someirregular rhythm of its own. Each time the nerve pulsed, the skin rose
dightly from under hiscollar. | kept my eyes on that syncopated crawling of flesh, and felt tension prickle
over my own skin like hest.

Three-quarters of the lab, the portion where the holotanks and other machinery stood, was softly
dark, lit mostly from the glow of console dids and the indirect track lighting focused on the tanks.
Standing in the gloom were Bohentin, five other scientists, two medica doctors—and me. Bohentin had
fought my being alowed there, but in the end he had had to givein. | had known too many threatening
words not in generalities but in specifics: reporters names, drug names, cloning details, twin trance
tragedy, anorexia symptoms, bio-engineering amendment. He was not aman who much no-ticed either
public opinion or relatives threats, but no one e se outside his Ingtitute knew so many specific words—
some people knew some of the words, but only | had them al. In the end he had focused on me hiscold,
brilliant eyes, and given permission for me to witness the experiment that involved my sder.

| was going to hold Devrieto her bargain. | was not going to believe anything she told me without
witnessing it for mysdf.

Half the morning passed in technical preparation. Some-where Devrie and Keith, the human
components of this costly detection circuit, were separately being brought to the gpex of brain activity.
Drugs, biofeedback, tactile and auditory and kinaesthetic stimulation—all carefully caculated for the
max-imum increase of both the number of neurotransmittersfiring signasthrough the syngpses of the
brain and of the speed at which the signals raced. The more rapid the transmission through certain
pathways, the more intense both perception and fegling. Some neurotransmitters, under this pressure,
would ater molecular sructure into natural hallucinogens; that reac-tion had to be controlled. Meanwhile
other drugs, other bio-feedback techniques, would depress the body's natural enzymes designed to either
reabsorb excess transmitters or to reduce the rate at which they fired. The number and speed of
neuro-transmittersin Keith's and Devri€'s brains would mount, and mount, and mount, al natural
chemical barriersremoved. The two of them would enter the [ab with their whole brains— rational
cortex, emotiond limbic, right and left brain functions— smultaneoudy aroused to an unimaginable
degree. Smultane-ously. They would befeding asgreat a"rush" asafdling skydiver, asgreet aglow as
acocaine user, asgreat amenta clarity and receptivity asadaVinci whose brushisguided by al the
integrated visons of his unconscious mind. They would be white-hot.

Then they would hit each other with the twin trance.

The quarter of the lab which Keith and Devrie would use was softly and indirectly lit, though brighter
than the rest. It consisted of araised, luxuriantly padded platform, walls and textured pillowsin apink
whose component wavel engths had been carefully calculated, temperature in acomplex gradient
producing precise convection flows over the skin. The man and woman in that womb-colored,
flesh-gtimulating environ-ment would be able to see us observers standing in the gloom behind the
holotanks only as vague shapes. When the two doors opened and Devrie and Keith moved onto the
platform, | knew that they would not even try to distinguish who stood in the [ab. Looking at their faces,
that looked only at each other, | felt my heart clutch.



They were naked except for the soft helmets that both attached hundreds of needlesto nerve clumps
just below the skin and also held the earphones through which Bohentin controlled the music that swelled
the cathedrals of their skulls. "' Cathedrals'—from their faces, transfigured to the ravished ecstasy found in
paintings of medieva saints, that was the right word. But here the ecstasy was controlled, understood,
and | saw with a sudden rush of pain at old memoriesthat | could recognize the exact moment when
Keith and Devrie locked onto each other with the twin trance. | recognized it, with my own more bitter
hyperclarity, in their eyes, as| recognized the cast of concentration that came over their fea-tures, and the
intengity of their absorption. The twin trance. They clutched each other's hands, faces inches gpart, and
suddenly | had to look away.

Each holotank held two whorls of shifting colors, the out-lines clearer and the textures more sharply
delineated than any previous holographsin the history of science. Keith's and Devri€'s perceptions of
each other's presence. The whorlswent on clarifying themselves, separating into distinct and mappable
layers, ason the platform Keith and Devrie remained frozen, al their energies focused on the tel epathic
trance. Seconds passed, and then minutes. And still, despite the clarity of the holographsin the tank, a
clarity that fifteen yearsearlier | would have given my right hand for, | sensed that Keith and Devrie were
holding back, were ddiberately confining their unimaginable perceptiveness to each other's radiant
energy, in the same way that water is confined behind adam to build power.

But how could / be sensing that? From asublimina “read-ing" of the mapped perceptionsin the
holotanks? Or from something € se?

More minutes passed. Keith and Devrie stayed frozen, facing each other, and over her skeletal body
and his stronger one a flush began to spread, rosy and dow, like heat tiderising.

"JesusH. Chrigt," said one of the medica doctors, so low that only I, standing directly behind her,
could have heard. It was not acurse, nor aprayer, but some third possibility, unnameable.

Keith put one hand on Devri€s thigh. She shuddered. He drew her down to the cushions on the
platform and they began to caress each other, not frenzied, not in the exploring way of lovers but with a
deliberation | have never experi-enced outsde aresearch lab, asow care that implied that worlds of
interpretation hung on each movement. Y et the effect was not of coldness nor detachment but of intense
involvement, of tremendous energy joyoudy used, of cresting each other's bodies right then, there under
each other's hands. They were working, and obliviousto al but their work. But if it was akind of
creative work, it was dso akind of primal innocent eroticism, and, watching, | felt my own heet beginto
rise. "'Innocent"—but if innocence is unknowingness, there was nothing innocent about it at al. Keith and
Devrie knew and controlled each heartbeat, and | felt the exact moment when they let their sexua
energies, added to all the other neura energies, burst the dam and flood outward in wave after wave,
expanding the scope of each brain's perceptions, inundating the artificially-walled world.

A third whorl formed in each holotank.

It formed suddenly: one second nothing, the next bright-ness. But then it wavered, faded a bit. After a
few momentsit brightened dightly, a diffused golden haze, before again fad-ing. On the platform Keith
gasped, and | guessed he was having to shift his attention between perceiving the third source of radiation
and keeping up the erotic version of the twin trance. His biofeedback techniques were |ess experi-enced
than Devri€'s, and the male erection more fragile. But then he caught the rhythm, and the holograph
brightened.

It seemed to me that the room brightened aswell, although no additiona lights came on and the
consoles glowed no brighter. Sweat poured off the researchers. Bohentin leaned forward, his neck
muscle tautening toward the platform asif it were hiswill and not Keith/Devrigs that strained to per-ceive
that third presence recorded in the tank. | thought, stupidly, of mythica intermediaries: Merlyn never
made king, Moses never reaching the Promised Land. Intermediaries— and then it became impossible to
think of anything a dl.



Devrie shuddered and cried out. Keith's orgasm came amoment later, and with it afind roil of neurd
activity so strong the two primary whorlsin each holotank swelled to fill the tank and inundate the third.
At the moment of break-through Keith screamed, and in memory it seems asif the scream was what tore
through the last curtain—that is non-sense. How loud would microbes have to scream to attract the
attention of giants? How loud does aknock on the door have to be to pull adeeper from the dlien world
of dreams?

The doctor beside me fell to her knees. The third presence— or some part of it—swirled adl around
us, racing along our own unprepared synapses and neurons, and what swirled and raced was
astonishment. A golden, maestic astonishment. We had findly attracted Its attention, finally knocked with
enough neurd forceto bejust barely heard—and It was astonished that we could, or did, exist. The dow
rise of that powerful astonishment within the shielded lab was like the dow swinging around of the head
of agreat beast to regard some butterfly it has barely glimpsed from the corner of one eye. But thiswas
no beast. As tsattention swung toward us, pain exploded in my skull—the pain of sound too loud, lights
too bright, charge too high. My brain was burning on over-load. There came one more flash of
insgght—wordless, pat-tern without end—and the sound of screaming. Then, abruptly, the energy
vanished.

Bohentin, on al fours, crawled toward the holotanks. The doctor lay dumped on the floor; the other
doctor had aready reached the platform and its two crumpled figures. Someone was crying, someone
else shouting. | rose, fell, dragged myself to the side of the platform and then could not climbit. | could
not climb the platform. Hanging with two hands on the edge, hearing the voice crying as my own, |
watched the doctor bend shakily to Keith, roll him off Devrie to bend over her, turn back to Keith.

Bohentin cried, "The tapes are intact!"

"Oh God oh God oh God oh God oh God," someone moaned, until abruptly she stopped. | grasped
the flesh~colored padding on top of the platform and pulled myself up onto it.

Devrielay unconscious, pulse erratic, face cast in perfect bliss. The doctor breathed into Keith's
mouth—what strength could the doctor himself have left2—and pushed on the naked chest. Bregthe,
push, breathe, push. The whole length of Keith's body shuddered; the doctor rocked back on his hedls;
Keith breathed.

"It'sdl ontapel” Bohentin cried. "It'sal on tapeV

"God damn you to hell," | whispered to Devries blissful face. "It didn't even know we were there!
Her eyes opened. | had to lean close to hear her answer.

"But now... weknow He... isthere.”

She wastoo weak to smile. | looked away from her, awvay from that face, out into the tumultuous
emptiness of the lab, anywhere.

They will try again.

Devrie has been adeep, fed by glucose solution through an IV, for fourteen hours. | Sit near her bed,
frowned at by the nurse, who can see my expression as| stare at my sister. Somewhere in another bed
Keithisdeeping yet again. Hisrest ismorefitful than Devrie's, she Snksinto deep asinto warm water,
but he cannot. Like me, heisafraid of drowning.

An hour ago he came into Devrie's room and grasped my hand. "How could It—He—It not have
been aware that we existed? Not even have knownT

| didn't answer him.

"You fet it too, Seena, didn't you? The others say they could, so you must havetoo. It... created us
in someway. No, that's wrong. How could It create us and not knowT'



| said wearily, "Do we dways know what we've creasted?' and Keith glanced at me sharply. But |
had not been referring to my father'swork in cloning.

"Keith. What'sa Thysania Africana?’
"A what?'

"Think of us," | said, "asjust one more biologica sde-effect. Onetype of being acts, and another
type of being comesinto existence. Man stages something like the African Horror, and in doing so he
creates whole new species of moths and doesn't even discover they exist until long after-ward. I1f man
can do it, why not God? And why should He be any more aware of it than we are?'

Keth didn't like that. He scowled a me, and then looked at Devrie's deeping face: Devrie's degping
bliss

"Because sheisafool," | said savagdly, "and so areyou. Y ou won't leave it done, will you? Having
been noticed by It once, you'll try to be noticed by It again. Even though she promised me otherwise, and
evenif it killsyou both."

Keith looked a me along time, seeing clearly—finaly— the nature of the abyss between us, and its
dimensions. But | dready knew neither of us could cross. When at last he spoke, hisvoice held so much
compassion that | hated him. " Seena. Seena, love. There's no more doubt now, don't you see? Now
rationa belief isno harder than rationa doubt. Why are you so afraid to even believe?”

| left the room. In the corridor | leaned against the wail, palms spread flat againgt thetile, and closed
my eyes. It seemed to methat | could hear wings, pale and fragile, beating againgt glass.

They will try again. For the sake of sure knowledge that the universeis not empty, Keith and Devrie
and dl the otherslikethelr type of being will go on pushing their human brains beyond what the human
brain has evolved to do, go on fluttering their wings againgt that biologica window. For the sake of sure
knowledge: belief founded on experiment and not on faith. And the Other: being/dien/God? It, too, may
chooseto initiate contact, if It can and now that It knows we are here. Perhaps It will seek to know us,
and even beyond the laboratory Devrie and Keith may find any moment of height-ened arousal subtly
invaded by a shadowy Third. Will they sense It, hovering just beyond consciousness, if they argue
fiercely or race asalboat in rough water or make love? How much arousd will it take, now, for them to
sense those huge wings begating on the other side of the window?

And windows can be broken.

Tomorrow | will fly back to New Y ork. To my museum, to my exhibits, to my moths under
permaplex, to my empty apartment, where | will keep the heavy drapes drawn tightly acrossthe glass.

For—oh God—all therest of my life.

1984, THE SF YEARIN REVIEW
CharlesN. Brown

WiI, we got through 1984. and athough Big Brother didn't quite take over, hetried. The year began
with Orwell's thirty-five-year-old novel near the top of the bestseller lists. There were conferenceson
Orwdll, on 1984 the book, a new facsmile edition, anew movie, and lots of people congratu-lating
themselvesthat Orwell waswrong. Was he, or was he just abit too early? Did the book itself help
prevent the more outward signs of control? The pity isthat 1984, apaliticaly if not literarily influentia
work, will quickly be forgotten when we need anew version for the 1990s.



1984 ended just like 1983 and 1982: with science fiction dominating the bestsdller lists and the movie
screens. Dune, the novd, first published twenty years ago, was number one on The New York Times
bestsdler ligt, with 2010 by Clarke, The Robots of Dawn by Asmov, and the newest Piers An-thony
"Xanth" novel not far behind. Also like last year, Stephen King was number one on the hardcover list and
had been number one in paperback until supplanted by Dune. How about that?

The most popular movies, interms of financial success, were again & or fantasy. Ghostbusters was
the surprise top attraction of the year with agross of $221 million, followed by Indiana Jones and the
Temple of Doom ($176 million) and Gremlins ($148 million), both of which were attacked by criticsfor
their excessiveviolence. Sar Trek 111 did very well a $75 million. Two lower-budget S movies.
Terminator and Starman, were surprisngly well received.

The two Christmas biggieswere Dune and 2010. Neither got good reviews, and Dune sank fairly
quickly after being described by one reviewer as"full of sand and fury, sgnify-ing nothing." 2070 was
caled boring, but survived and has had good audience response. Both movies did well by the book field.
Not only Dune and 2010 made it back onto the bestsdller lists; Dune Messiah and 2007 aso came
aong. A 1.4 million-copy movie edition of Dune secured its position asthe most read §f nove of all time.

It was ayear of expansion in sf. There were more books, more new publishers, and higher advances.

The number of sf/fantasy books published in 1984 was 1176—up 8% from the 1983 figure of 1085
but still below the 1979 record figure of 1288. 613 or 52% of the books were new, with sf novels (198)
gtill outnumbering fantasy novels (172), but not by much. There were more reference books (63) and
collections (54) and about the same number of antholo-gies (57) aslast year.

The Berkley Publishing Group, which produces Ace Books, Charter Books, Tempo Books, and
Jove Books, aswell as Berkley Books, isthe largest publisher of sf intheworld. They did 255 titlesin
1984—nearly aquarter of dl thetitles published. Del Rey and aredesigned DAW Bookswere the
runners-up, with an expanding Bantam line moving up to fourth place. Bantam has announced anew sf
imprint—Bantam Spectra—and will be expanding again in 1985. Warner Books has announced anew <
line, Quedtar, viaits Popular Library imprint for 1985. Pocket Books sank its critically acclaimed
Timescape line and took over distribution of Baen Books, the newest sf publisher. Blugjay Books, which
gpecializesin trade paperbacks, had agood first year. Tor Books expanded its paperback line and
added a hardcover line. The editoria merry-go-round continued: former Timescape editor David G.
Hartwell joined Tor asaconsultant. He aso became the science fiction consultant for Arbor House when
Robert Silverberg moved to Dondd . Fine Publishing. Ginjer Bu-chanan joined Ace, replacing Beth
Meacham who moved to Tor.

The biggest selling hardcover book of 1984 was The Talisman by Stephen King and Peter Straub.
In order to release the copies dl at once, Viking had ahalf million in Genera Electric warehouses around
the country. There are now nearly amillion copiesin print. There was no book club sae, and the book
became the most discounted volume of 1984.

W denbooks pushed sciencefiction vigoroudy with its " Otherworlds Club,” which now has over
150,000 members.

The chain was sold to K-Mart, which will start a discount bookstore chain in 1985.

Arthur C. Clarke took aten-cent advance for his next book, The Songs of Distant Earth, and a
dollar for 20,001: the Final Odyssey, from Dd Rey Books. "Arthur redly only wanted apenny,” his
agent, Scott Meredith, said, "but couldn't figure out how to pay his agent ten percent, so he settled for ten
cents." When and if the books get written, the actua advance will be $1.6 million, but Clarke didn't want
to be saddled with either adeadline or ahigh advance. "Thereis no truth to the rumor I'm planning 20
Billion and One: the Final lliad,” said Clarke.

Robert Silverberg joined the big-advance crowd by getting somewhere between ahaf and one



million dollars, depending on escaators, for his next two books, Tom O'Bedlam and The King of the
Gypsies. His new publishersare Donald |. Finein hardcover and Warner Books in paperback.

Isaac Asmov turned down a$1 million advance offered by New American Library for the
novelization of Fantastic VVoy-age I1. Hefdt moraly obligated to write sf only for Doubleday.

Frank Herbert celebrated "The Y ear of Dune" by shaving off his beard and wandering unrecognized
around the Ameri-can Booksdllers Association meeting in Washington. His na-ked face became even
more famous when he gppeared in along futuristic Superbowl commercia. Stephen King'sface aso
achieved fame when he appeared in sartoria splendor in an American Express commercid.

Harlan Ellison gtill hasn't finished the most famous unpub-lished book in sciencefiction, The Last
Dangerous Visions, but came out of a massive, decade-long writer's block and turned in severa other
collections and anthologies.

L. Ron Hubbard did not appear in public and did not publish his ten-volume new novel, but his
sponsorship of aquarterly new writers contest with large cash prizes helped thefield. Heisaso
connected with anewly announced sf magazine, To the Sars, which is scheduled to appear in 1985.
Thethirty-foot inflated villain from Battlefield Earth was the biggest convention attendee of 1984,
appearing na-tionwide to promote the book.

Robert A. Heinlein celebrated his 77th birthday by finish-ing anew novel, asyet untitled, and sailing
through the Northwest Passage.

1984 wasthe year of thefirst nove, with alarger than usua number of high-quality books appearing.
Therevived Ace Specids, edited by Terry Carr, gave ustwo excellent ones: Neuromancer by William
Gibson and The Wild Shore by Kim Stanley Robinson, plus two good ones—Green Eyes by Lucius
Shepard and Them Bones by Howard Wadrop. Other finefirst novelsincluded Divine Endurance by
Gwyneth Jones (Allen & Unwin), Procurator by Kirk Mitchdl (Ace), Emergence by David R. Palmer
(Bantam), Frontera by Lewis Shiner (Baen), Winter's Daughter by Charles Whitmore (Timescape),
and The Game Beyond by Melissa Scott (Bagn).

My favorite sf novel of the year was Across the Sea of Suns by Gregory Benford (Timescape),
followed by Demon by John Varley (Berkley). Other outstanding sf novelsincluded The Integral Trees
by Larry Niven (Del Rey) and Heechee Rendezvous by Frederik Pohl (Del Rey). Sar Rebel by F.M.
Busby (Bantam) is an excellent space opera.

It was agood year for books about sciencefiction. Editor David Hartwell gave us his persond view
of & in Age of Wonders (Walker) and Jack Williamson did amarvel ous auto-biography, Wonder's
Child: My Lifein Science Fiction (Blugay). The Faces of Science Fiction by Patti Perret (Blugay) is
acollection of photographs of s authorsin their native habitats. Index to Science Fiction Anthologies
and Collections (1977-1983) by William Contento (G.K. Hall) isthe second volumein an extremely
important ongoing reference work. The newest edition of A History of the Hugo, Nebula &
International Fantasy Awards, the most used reference work in o, is available from Howard DeVore,
4705 Weddd St., Dearborn, M1 48125 for $6.00 postpaid. It lists winners and nomineesfor al the
magjor awards. It'simpossibleto play s triviawithout it.

The Years of the City (Timescape) by Frederik Pohl, aseries of stories about afuture New York, is
somewhere between a short story collection and anovel. It'safine piece of work in any case. Pohl, one
of our best writers, also had another collection, Pohlstars (Dd Rey). Other recommended science fiction
collections are One Winter in Eden by Michael Bishop (Arkham), The Songbirds of Pain by Garry Kil
worth (Gollancz), Extraordinary) People by Joanna Russ (St. Mar-tin's), Utopia Hunters by Somtow
Sucharitkul (Bantam), and Rhialto the Marvellous by Jack Vance (Brandywyne).

Light Years and Dark, edited by Michael Bishop, was the outstanding anthology of the year.

The sf magazines survived again, but things don't look too good. There werefive professond fiction



magazines which produced fifty issues. Both figures are the same aslast year and among the lowest
figuresinforty years. Newsstand circu-lation has eroded to the point where it's probably a money-losing
proposition for dl, only of useto bring in aflow of new subscriptions and as advertisng. Theres no way
of dropping it, though. Even though two out of three magazines are thrown away, it's still one of the
chegpest forms of advertising. A digest costs about 17 centsto print. Direct advertising through the mail
costs $10 or more per new subscriber. Advertising in other magazinesis chegper, but only bringsina
small number of responses per ad.

Although circulation suffered, the sf magazines—epecialy Asimov's and F& S-—published alot of
good fiction. Omni and Playboy also did somefine stories. There were about fifteen origina anthologies.
Altogether, there were approxi-mately six hundred new works of short fiction published in 1984.

Ohbituaries: A. Bertram Chandler, 72, died June 6, 1984, after a heart attack. Although Chandler, a
sea captain, started as a John W. Campbell/Astounding author in 1944, he made his sciencefictiona
name asanovdig for Ace. His"Grimes' sories, which transferred his seagoing experience into space,
proved popular for thirty years. William L. Crawford, 72, who started both the small pressfield and the
semi-professiona magazinefield in the thirties, died January 26, 1984. Walter Tevis, 56, died of lung
cancer on August 9, 1984. His most famous sf novelswere The Man Who Fell to Earth (1963) and
Mockingbird (1980). Other deathsincluded Charles G. Finney, 79, author of The Circus of Dr. Lao,
Leonard Wibberly, 68, author of The Mouse That Roared, and Johnny Weismuller, 79, the
embodiment of Tarzan.

Tim Powers won the Philip K. Dick Memorial Award for best paperback origina of 1983 with The
Anubis Gates. The award was presented at Norwescon in March, 1984.

The John W. Campbell Memoria Award for best nove of 1983 went to Gene Wolfe for The
Citadel of the Autarch. The award was presented at the University of Kansas, Lawrence, KS, July 28.

The 1983 Nebula Awards were presented at a banquet aboard the Queen Mary in Long Beach,
Cdlifornia, on April 28, 1984, with lots of "ship of fools' jokes. Winnerswere: Best Nove, Sartide
Risng by David Brin; Best Novella, "Hardfought” by Greg Bear; Best Novdette, "Blood Mu-sc” by
Greg Bear; Best Short Story, "The Peacemaker” by Gardner Dozois. The Nebulas are nominated and
voted on by members of the Science Fiction Writers of America

The 1984 Locus Awards were announced on June 20. Win-nerswere: Best SF Novel, Sartide
Rising by David Brin; Best Fantasy Novel, The Mists of Avalon by Marion Zimmer Bradley; Best First
Novel, Tea With the Black Dragon by R.A. MacAvoy; Best Novela, "Her Habiline Husband" by
Michael Bishop; Best Novelette, "The Monkey Treatment” by George R.R. Martin; Best Short Story,
"Beyond the Dead Reef" by James Tiptree, Jr.; Best Anthology, The Best SF of the Year #12 edited by
Terry Car; Best Single Author Collection, Unicorn Variations by Roger Zelazny; Best Re-lated
Nonfiction Book, Dream Makers, Volume |l by Charles Platt; Best Artist, Michae Whelan; Best
Magazine, Locus, Best Publisher, Balantine/Dd Rey. The Locus Awards are chosen by subscribersto

Locus magazine.

The 1984 Hugo Awards were presented in Anaheim, Cali-fornia, September 2, 1984. Winners were:
Best Nove, Sartide Rising by David Brin; Best Novella, "Cascade Point”" by Timothy Zahn; Best
Novelette, "Blood Music" by Greg Bear; Best Short Story, " Speech Sounds' by Octavia Butler; Best
Nonfiction Book, The Encyclopedia of SF & Fantasy, Val. Il, by Donald H. Tuck; Best Dramatic
Presentation, Return of the Jedi; Best Professiond Editor, ShawnaMcCar-thy; Best Professiona Artist.
Michael Whelan; Best Semi-Prozine, Locus, edited by Charles N. Brown; Best Fanzine, File 770,
edited by Mike Glyer; Best Fan Writer, Mike Glyer; Best Fan Artigt, Alexis Gilliland. The John W.
Campbell Award for best new writer went to R.A. MacAvoy. Nomina-tions and voting for the Hugos
and the Campbell Award are open to any member of the World Science Fiction Convention in the year
of presentation.



The 1984 World Fantasy Awards were presented at the World Fantasy Convention in Toronto,
Canada, on October 14. Winnerswere: Life Achievement, L. Sprague de Camp, Rich-ard Matheson, E.
Hoffman Price, Jack VVance, and Donald

Wandre; Best Novel, The Dragon Waiting by John M. Ford; Best Novella, "Black Air" by Kim
Stanley Robinson; Best Short Fiction, "Elle Est Trois (LaMort)" by Tanith Lee: Best
Anthology/Coallection, High Spirits by Robertson Da-vies, Best Artist, Steve Gervais, Specid Award
(Professiond), 1an and Betty Bdlantine, Joy Chant, George Sharp, and David Larkin for The High
Kings, Specia Award (Non-Professional), Stephen Jones and David Sutton, for Fantasy Tales;
Specid Convention Award, Donad M. Grant. The awards are chosen by apand of judges.

LAcon I, the 42nd World Science Fiction Convention, held August 30 to September 3, 1984, was
both the largest and the most profitable science fiction convention ever held. Because Congtdlation, last
year's convention, budgeted too high and lost $40,000, the LAcon committee did some very tight
plan-ning. They ended up with arecord attendance of 8,200 and a profit of nearly $200,000, whichis
being used for various fannish and sciencefictional projects. The convention itself, spread over severd
hotel's and a huge convention center, was excellent and, despite the number of people, uncrowded. This
annua & party has been getting better with age and has something for everyone, from the rankest
beginner to the oldest jaded fan.

The 43rd World Science Fiction Convention will be held in Mebourne, Austrdia. August 22 to 26,
1985. Guests of Honor are Gene Wolfe and Ted White. For information on membership, write Fred
Patten, 11863 West Jefferson Blvd. Apt. 1, Culver City, CA 90230, USA.

The North American Science Fiction Convention (The First Occasiona Lone Star SF Convention &
Chili Cook-Off) will be held in Austin, TX, August 30-September 2, 1985. Guests of Honor are Jack
Vance, Richard Powers, Joanne Burger, and Chad Oliver. For membership information write NASFIC,
Box 9612, Austin, TX 78766.

The 44th World Science Fiction Convention, Confederartion, will be held in Atlanta, GA, August
28-September 1, 1986. Guests of Honor will include Ray Bradbury, Terry Carr, and Bob Shaw. For
membership information write Con-federation, 2500 N. Atlanta St. #1986, Smyrna, GA 30080.

* % %

CharlesN. Brown isthe editor of Locus, the newspaper of the sciencefiction field; it appears
monthly and isin its eighteenth year of publication. Copies are $2.50 each. Sub-scriptionsin the United
States are $24.00 for twelve issues, $45.00 for twenty-four issues, via second-class mail. Firgt-class
subscriptionsin the U.S. or Canada are $31.00 for twelve issues, $59.00 for twenty-four issues.
Overseas sub-scriptions are $26.00 for twelve issues, $49.00 for twenty-four issues, viaseamail.
Airmail overseas subscriptions are $38.00 for twelve issues, $72.00 for twenty-four issues. All
subscriptions are payable only in U.S. fundsto Locus Publications, P.O. Box 13305, Oakland, CA
94661.

RECOMMENDED READING
Terry Carr

BRIAN ALDISS: "The Godsin Hight." Interzone, Autumn 1984; and Isaac Asimov's Science
Fiction Magazine, Mid-December 1984.

BEN BOVA: "Out of Time." Omni, November 1984.
DAVID BRIN: "Cyclops" Isaac Asmov's Science Fiction Magazine, March 1984.



DAMIEN BRODERICK: "Coming Back." Omega Science Digest, July-August 1984.

EDWARD BRYANT: "Rilotsof the Twilight." Isaac Asimov's Science Fiction Magazine,
Mid-December 1984.

PAT CADIGAN: "Variation onaMan." Omni, January 1984.
GORDON EKLUND: "Chambers of Memory." Light Years and Dark.
SHARON N. FARBER: "Passing as aFlower in the City of the Dead." Universe 14.

MOLLY GLOSS: "Interlocking Pieces." Universe 14."Joining." Fantasy and Science Fiction, June
1984.

HARVEY JACOBS. "The Man Who Came Close." Fantasy and Science Fiction, December
1984.

JACK MCDEVITT: "Promisesto Keep." Isaac Asimov's Science Fiction Magazine, December
1984.

M. SARGENT MAC KAY: "Demon Lover." Fantasy and Science Fiction, June 1984.
PAT MURPHY: "Artinthe War Zone." Universe 14.
DAVID OHLE: "Bagatdle"" The Missouri Review, Vol. VII, no. 2.

FREDERIK POHL: "TheKindly Ide" Isaac Asimov's Sci-ence Fiction Magazine, November
1984.

KIM STANLEY ROBINSON: "Ridge Running." Fantasy and Science Fiction, January 1984.
JOANNA RUSS: "Bodies." Extra(ordinary) People.

HILBERT SCHENCK: "Silicon Muse." Analog, September 1984.

LEWIS SHINER: "Till Human VoicesWake Us." Fantasy and Science Fiction, May 1984.
GARY W.-SHOCKLEY: "The Coming of the Goonga." The Clarion Awards.

HOWARD WALDRORP: "Helpless, Helpless." Light Years and Dark.



