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"H shnye veshi veka" (in Russian)

"Ti dsel derns rovgiriga ting" (in Sweeden)

("Hi schnye Veschi Veka", "Century's Ravenous Pl easures")

There is but one problem--
the only one in the world --
to restore to men a spiritua
content, spiritual concerns...
-- A de St. Exupery

Chapter ONE

The custons inspector had a round snoboth face which
regi stered t he nost benevol ent of attitudes. He was
respectfully cordial and solicitous.

"Wl cone, " he murnured. "How do you |like our sunshine?" He
gl anced at the passport in ny hand. "Beautiful norning, isn't
it?"

I proffered himny passport and stood the suitcase on the
white counter. The inspector rapidly leafed through it with his
|l ong careful fingers. He was dressed in a white uniform wth
silver buttons and silver braid on the shoulders. He laid the
passport aside and touched the suitcase with the tips of his

fingers.
"Curious," he said. "The case has not yet dried. It is
difficult to inmagine that somewhere the weat her can be bad."
"Yes," | said with a sigh, "we are already well into the

autumm, " and opened the suitcase.
The inspector sniled synpathetically and glanced at it

absent-m ndedly. "It's inpossible amd our sunshi ne to
visualize an autumm. Thank you, that wll be quite al
right.... Rain, wet roofs, wnd..

"And what if | have sonething hidden under the |inen?" |
asked -- | don't appreciate conversations about the weather. He

| aughed heartily.
" Just an enmpty formality,” he said. "Tradition. A

conditioned reflex of all custons inspectors, if you will." He
handed nme a sheet of heavy paper. "And here is another
conditioned reflex. Please read it -- it's rather unusual. And
sign it if you don't mnd."

I read. It was a law concerning immgration, printed in
el egant type on heavy paper and in four |anguages. |Inmmgration

was absol utely forbidden. The custons nman regarded ne steadily.
"Curious, isn't it?" he asked.

"In any case it's intriguing,” | replied, drawing ny
fountain pen. "Were do | sign?"

"Where and how you pl ease,"” said the custons nman. "Just
across will do."

| signed under the Russian text over the line "I have been
informed on the immgration | aws."

"Thank vyou," said the custons man, filing the paper away
in his desk, 'Now you know practically all our |aws. And during
your entire stay -- How long will you be staying with us?"

I shrugged nmy shoul ders.
"It's difficult to say in advance. Depends on how t he work
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will go."

"Shall we say a nonth?"

"That woul d be about it. Let's say a nonth."

"And during this whole nonth," he bent over the passport
maki ng sone notation, "during this entire nonth you won't need
any other laws." He handed ne ny passport. "I shouldn't even
have to nention that you can prolong your stay with us to any
reasonabl e extent. But in the neantine, let it be thirty days.
If you find it desirable to stay longer, visit the police

station on the 16th of May and pay one dollar... You have
dol | ars?"
"Yes."

"That's fine. By the way, it is not at all necessary to
have exclusively a dollar. W accept any currency. Rubles,
pounds, cruzeiros."

"I don't have <cruzeiros," | said. 'l have only dollars,
rubl es, and sonme English pounds. WII| that suit you?"

"Undoubtedly. By the way, so as not to forget, would you
pl ease deposit ninety dollars and seventy-two cents."

"Wth pleasure," | said, "but why?"

"It's customary. To guarantee the mininum needs. W have
never had anyone with us who did not have sone needs."

| counted out ninety-one dollars, and wthout sitting
down, he proceeded to wite out a receipt. His neck grew red
fromthe awkward position. | |ooked around. The white counter
stretched along the entire pavilion. On the other side of the
barrier, customs inspectors in white smled cordially, |aughed,
explained things in a confidential manner. On this side,
brightly clad tourists shuffled inpatiently, snapped suitcase
| ocks, and gaped excitedly. Wiile they waited they feverishly
t hunbed through advertising brochures, |loudly devised all kinds
of plans, secretly and openly anticipated happy days ahead, and
now thirsted to surmount the white counter as quickly as
possi ble. Sedate London clerks and their athletic-Iooking
brides, pushy Cklahona farmers in bright shirts hangi ng outside
Bermuda shorts and sandals over bare feet, Turin workers with
their well-rouged wves and nunerous children, small-tine
Catholic bosses from Spain, Finnish lunbermen with their pipes
consi derately banked, Hungarian basketball players, Iranian
students, union organizers from Zanbi a. ..

The custonms nman gave ne ny receipt and counted out
twenty-ei ght cents change

"Wll -- thereis all the formality. | hope | haven't
detai ned you too long. May | wish you a pleasant stay!"
"Thank you," | said and took ny suitcase.

He regarded nme wth his head slightly bent sideways,
smling out of his bland, snooth face.

"Through this turnstile, please. Au revoir. My
once nore w sh you the best."

I went out on the plaza following an Italian pair with
four kids and two robot redcaps.

The sun stood hi gh over mauve nountains. Everything in the
pl aza was bright and shiny and colorful. A bit too bright and
col orful, as it usually is in resort towns. d eamning
orange- and-red buses surrounded by tourist crowds, shiny and
polished green of the vegetation in the squares with white,
bl ue, yellow, and gold pavilions, kiosks, and tents. Mrrorlike
surfaces, vertical, horizontal, and inclined, which flared with
sunbursts. Snpboth matte hexagons underfoot and under the wheels
-- red, black, and gray, just slightly springy and snothering
the sound of footsteps. | put down the suitcase and donned
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sungl asses.

Qut of all the sunny towns it has been ny luck to visit,
this was without a doubt the sunniest. And that was all wong.
It woul d have been much easier if the day had been gray, if
there had been dirt and nud, if the pavilion had al so been gray
with concrete walls, and if on that wet concrete was scratched
sonet hi ng obscene, tired, and pointless, born of boredom Then

I would probably feel like working at once. | am positive of
this because such things are irritating and denmand action. It's
still hard to get used to the idea that poverty can be wealthy.
And so the urge is lacking and there is no desire to begin
imediately, but rather to take one of these buses, like the
red-and-blue one, and take off to the beach, do a little scuba
diving, get a tan, play sone ball, or find Peck, stretch out on

the floor in some cool roomand rem nisce on all the good stuff
so that he could ask about Bykov, about the Trans-Pluto
expedi tion, about the new ships on which | too am behind the
times, but still know better than he, and so that he could
recoll ect the uprising and boast of his scars and his high
social position.... It would be npbst convenient if Peck did
have a high social position. It would be well if he were, for
exanpl e, a mayor....

A small darkish rotund individual in a white suit and a
round white hat set at a rakish angle approached deliberately,
wiping his lips with a dainty handkerchief. The hat was
equi pped with a transparent green shade and a green ribbon on
which was stanped "Welcone." On his right earlobe glistened a
pendant radi o.

"Wl cone aboard," said the man.

"Hello," said |

"A pleasure to have you with us. My nanme is Ahmad."

"And ny nane is lvan," said 1. "Pleased to nmke your
acquai nt ance. "

We nodded to each other and regarded the tourists entering
the buses. They were happily noisy and the warmwi nd rolled
their discarded butts and crunpled candy wappers along the
square. Ahnad's face bore a green tint fromthe light filtering
through his cap visor.

"Vacationers," he said. "Carefree and | oud. Now they wl|
be taken to their hotels and will imediately rush off to the
beaches. "

"I wouldn't mind a run on water skis," | observed.

"Really? | never would have guessed. There's nothing you
| ook less like than a vacationer."

"So be it," | said. "In fact | did come to work"

"To work? Well, that happens too, some do cone to work

here. Two vyears back Jonathan Kreis cane here to paint a
picture." He | aughed. "Later there was an assault-and-battery
case in Rome, sone papal nuncio was involved, can't renenber
hi s nane. "

"Because of the picture?”

"No, hardly. He didn't paint a thing here. The casino was
where vyou could find him day or night. Shall we go have a
drink?"

"Let's. You can give nme a few pointers."”

"It's ny pleasurable duty -- to give advice," said Ahnad.

We bent down simultaneously and both of us took hold of
t he suitcase handl e.

"It's okay -- I'lIl manage."

"No," countered Ahmad, "you are the guest and | the host.
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Let's go to yonder bar. It's quiet there at this tine."

We went in under a blue awning. Ahnmad seated nme at a
table, put ny suitcase on a vacant chair, and went to the
counter. It was cool and an air conditioner sighed in the
background. Ahmad returned with a tray. There were tall gl asses
and flat plates with butter-gold tidbits.

"Not very strong," said Ahrmad, "but really cold to nake up

for that."
"I don't like it strong in the nmorning either," | said.
I quaffed the glass. The stuff was good.
"A swallow -- a bite," counseled Ahmad, "Like this: a

swal low, a bite."

The tidbits crunched and nelted in the mouth. In ny view,
they were unnecessary. W were silent for sone tinme, watching
the square from under the marquee. gently purring, the buses
pul led out one after another into their respective tree-lined
avenues. They | ooked ponderous yet strangely elegant in their
cl umsi ness.

"I't would be too noisy there," said Ahnad. "Fine cottages,

lots of wonmen -- to suit any taste -- and right on the water,
but no privacy. | don't think it's for you."

"Yes," | agreed. "The noise would bother ne. Anyway, |
don't |ike vacationers, Ahmad. Can't stand it when peopl e work

at having fun."

Ahrmad nodded and carefully placed the next tidbit in his
mout h. | watched himchew. There was sonething professional and
concentrated in the novement of his lower jaw Having
swal | owed, he said, "No, the synthetic will never conpare wth
the natural product. Not the sanme bouquet." He flexed his |ips,
smacked them gently, and continued, "There are two excellent
hotels in the center of town, but, in nmy view.."

"Yes, that won't do either,”" | said. "A hotel places
certain obligations on you. | never heard that anything
wort hwhil e has ever been witten in a hotel."

"Well, that's not quite true," retorted Ahnad, «critically
studying the last tidbit. "I read one book and in it they said
that it was in fact witten in a hotel -- the Hotel Florida."

"Aah," | said, "you are correct. But then your city is not

bei ng shelled by cannons."

"Cannons? O course not. Not as a rule, anyway."

"Just as | thought. But, as a matter of fact, it has been
noted that sonething worthwhile can be witten only in a hotel
whi ch i s under bonbardment."

Ahmad took the last tidbit after all.

"That would be difficult to arrange," he said. "In our
times it's hard to obtain a cannon. Besides, it's very
expensive; the hotel could lose its clientele."

"Hotel Florida also lost its clients in its time.
Hem ngway lived in it alone."

"Who?"

"Hem ngway. "

"Ah... but that was so long ago, in the fascist tinmes. But
ti mes have changed, Ivan."

"Yes," said |, "and therefore in our tines there is no
point in witing in hotels."

"To blazes with hotels then," said Ahmad. "I know what you
need. You need a boarding house." He took out a notebook
"State your requirenents and we'll try to match them up."

"Boarding house," | said. "I don't know. | don't think so,

Ahmad. Do wunderstand that | don't want to neet people whoml
don't want to know. That's to begin with. And in the second
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place, who lives in private boarding houses? These sane
vacationers who don't have enough noney for a cottage. They too
work hard at having fun. They concoct picnics, neets, and song
fests. At night they play the banjo. On top of which they grab
anyone they can get hold of and nmke them participate in
contests for the longest uninterrupted kiss. Mst inportant of
all, they are all transients. But | am interested in your
country, Ahmad. In your townspeople. I'Il tell you what | need:
I need a quiet house with a garden. Not too far from downt own.
A relaxed famly, with a respectable housewife. An attractive
young daughter. You get the picture, Ahmad?"

Ahmad took the enpty glasses, went over to the counter,
and returned with full ones. Now they contained a colorless
transparent liquid and the snall plates were stacked with tiny
mul tistoried sandw ches.

"I know of such a cozy house," declared Ahmad. "The w dow
is forty-five and the daughter twenty. The son is eleven. Let's
finish the drinks and we'll be on our way. | think you'll Iike
it. The rent is standard, but of course it's nmore than in a
hoar di ng house. You have cone to stay for a long tinme?"

"For a nmonth."

"CGood Lord! Just a nonth?"

"I don't know how ny affairs will go. Perhaps | may tarry
awhi l e. "

"By all means, you will," said Ahmad. "I can see that you
have totally failed to grasp just where you have arrived. You
sinmply don't understand what a good tine you can have here and
how you don't have to think about a thing."

We finished our drinks, got up, and went across the square
under the hot sun to the parking area. Ahmad wal ked with a
rapid, slightly rolling gait, with the green visor of his cap
set low over his eyes, swinging the suitcase in a debonair
manner. The next batch of tourists was being discharged
broadcast fromthe custonms house.

"Wuld you like me to... Frankly?" said Ahmad suddenly.

"Yes, | would like you to," said |I. What else could | say?
Forty years | have lived in this world and have yet to learn to
defl ect this unpl easant question

"You won't wite a thing here," said Ahmad. "It's mghty
hard to wite in our town."

"It's always hard to wite anything. However, fortunately
| amnot a witer."

"I accept this gladly. But in that case, it is slightly
i mpossi ble here. At least for a transient."

"You frighten ne."

"It's not a case of being frightened. You sinply won't
want to work. You won't be able to stay at the typewiter.
You'll feel annoyed by the typewiter. Do you know what the joy
of living is?"

"How shal |l | say?"

"You don't know anything, lvan. So far you still don't
know anything about it. You are bound to traverse the twelve
circles of paradise. It's funny, of course, but |I envy you."

We stopped by a |ong open car. Ahnmad threw the suitcase
into the back seat and flung the door open for ne.

"Pl ease," he said.

"Presumably you have already passed through thenP" |
asked, sliding into the seat.

He got in behind the wheel and started the engine.

"What exactly do you nean?"
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"The twel ve circles of paradise."
"As for me, lvan, along tine ago | selected ny favorite

circle," said Ahmad. The car began to roll noiselessly through
the square. "The others haven't existed for me for quite a
whi | e. Unfortunately. It's like old age, wth all its

privil eges and deficiencies."

The car rushed through a park and sped along a shaded,
strai ght thoroughfare. | kept looking around wth great
interest but couldn't recognize a thing. It was stupid to
expect to. W had been landed at night, in a torrential rain;
seven thousand exhausted tourists stood on the pier |ooking at

the burning liner. W hadn't seen the city -- in its place was
a black, wet enptiness dotted with red flashes. It had rattled,
booned, and screeched as though being rent asunder. "We'Il be

sl aughtered in the dark, like rabbits," Robert had said, and

i mredi ately had sent him back to the barge to wunload the
armored car. The gangway had col | apsed and the car had fallen
into the water, and when Peck had pulled Robert out, all blue
from the cold, he had cone over to ne and said through
chattering teeth, "Didn't | tell you it was dark?"

Ahrmad sai d suddenly, "Wen | was a boy, we lived near the
port and we used to cone out here to beat up the factory kids.
Many of them had brass knuckl es, and that got nme a broken nose.
Half of ny life | put up with a crooked nose wuntil | had it
fixed last year. | sure loved to scrap when | was young. | used
to have a hunk of |ead pipe, and once | had to sit in jail for
six nonths, but that didn't help."

He stopped, grinning. | waited awhile, then said, "You
can't find a good |ead pipe these days. Now rubber truncheons
are in fashion: you buy themused fromthe police."

"Exactly," said Ahmad. "Or el se you buy a dunbbell, cut
off one ball and there you are, ready to go. But the guys are
not what they used to be. Now you get deported for such stuff."

"Yes. And what el se did you occupy yourself with in your
yout h?"

"And you?"

"I planned on joining the interplanetary force and trained
to withstand overstress. W also played at who could dive the

deepest . "

"W too," said Ahmad. "W went down ten meters for
automatics and whiskey. Over by the piers they lay on the
seabed by the case. | used to get nosebl eeds. But when the fire

fights started, we began to find corpses wth weights around
their necks, so we quit that ganme."

"It's a very unpleasant sight, a corpse under water --
especially if there is a current,"” said |

Ahrmad chuckled "I've seen worse. | had occasion to work
with the police."

"This was after the fracas?"

"Much | ater. Wien the anti-gangster | aws were passed.”

'They were call ed gangsters here too?"

"What else would you call then? Not brigands, certainly.
"A group of brigands, armed with flane throwers and gas bonbs,
have laid siege to the nunicipal buildings,' " he pronounced

expressively. "It doesn't sound right, you can feel that. A
brigand is an ax, a bludgeon, a nustache up to the ears, a
cl eaver --"

"A lead pipe," | offered.

Ahrmad gur gl ed.
"What are you doi ng toni ght?" he asked.
"CGoing for a wal k."

file:/lIF|/rah/Arkady%20&%20Boris%20Strugatsky/...20-%20Final%20Circle%200f%20Paradise,%20The.txt (6 of 110) [5/20/03 12:14:30 AM]



file:/lIF|/rah/Arkady%6208& %20Boris%20Strugatsky/Arkady%20and%20B ori s%20Strugatsky, %620-%20Fi nal %20Ci rcl €%6200f %20Paradi se,%20T he.txt

"You have friends here?"

"Yes. \Wy?"

"Well... thenit's different."

"How come?"

"Well, | was going to suggest sonething to you, but since
you have friends..."

"By the way, " | said, "who is your mayor?"

"Mayor? The devil knows, | don't renenber. Sonebody was
elected."

"Not Peck Xenai, by any chance?"

"I don't know. " He sounded regretful. "I wouldn't want to

m sl ead you."
"Wbul d you know t he man anyway?"

"Xenai... Peck Xenai... No, | don't knew him haven't
heard of him Wat is he to you -- a friend?"

"Yes, an old friend. | have sone others here, but they are
all visitors."

"Well," said Ahmad, "if you should get bored and all Kkinds
of thoughts begin to enter your head, cone on over for a visit.
Every single day from seven o'clock on | am at the Chez
Gournet. Do you |like good eating?"

"Quite," said |

"Stomach in good shape?"

"Like an ostrich's."

"Well, then, why don't you cone by? We'll have a fine
time, and it won't be necessary to think about a thing."

Ahrmad braked and turned cautiously into a driveway with an
iron gate, which silently swung open before us. The car rolled
into the yard.

"W have arrived," announced Ahrmad. "Here is your hone."

The house was two-storied, white wth blue trim The
wi ndows were draped on the inside. A clean, deserted patio with
mul ti-col ored flagstones was surrounded by a fruit-tree garden,
wi th appl e branches touching the walls.

"And where is the wi dow?" | said.

"Let's go inside," said Ahnad.

He went up the steps, leafing through his notebook | was
following him while | ooking around. | |iked the m ni-orchard.
Ahrmad found the right page and set up the conbination on the
small disc by the doorbell. The door opened. Cool, fresh air
flowed out of the house. It was dark inside, but as soon as we
stepped into the hall, it |lit up with concealed illum nation
Putting away his notebook, Ahmad said, "To the right is the
landlord's half, to the left is yours. Please cone in. Here is

the living room and there is the bar. In a mnute we'll have a
drink. And now here is your study. Do you have a phonor?"

"No. "

"It's just as well. You have everything you need right

here. Come on over here. This is the bedroom There is the
control board for acoustic defense. You know how to use it?"

"Il figure it out."

"Good. The defense is triple, you can have it quiet as a
tomb or turn the place into a bordello, whatever you like..
Here's the air-conditioning control, which, incidentally, is
not too convenient, as you can only operate it fromthe
bedroom "

"I''"ll manage," | said.

"What ? Well, okay. Here is the bathroom and powder room "

"I am interested in the wdow" | said, "and t he
daughter.™
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"Al'l in good tinme. Shall | open the drapes?"

"What for?"

"Ri ght you are, for no reason. Let's go have a drink."

We returned to the living roomand Ahnad di sappeared up to
his wai st in the bar.

"You want it on the strong side?" he asked.

"You have it backwards."

"Wul d you like an onel ette? Sandw ches?"

"How about not hi ng?"

"No," said Ahmad, "an onelette it shall be -- with
tomat oes." He rummaged in the bar. "I don't know what does it,
but this autocooker nmkes an altogether astonishingly good
onelette with tomatoes. While we are at it, | will also have a

bite."

He extracted a tray fromthe bar and placed it on a | ow
table by a semcircular couch. W sat down.

"Now about the widow," | rem nded him "I would like to
present nysel f."

"You like the roons?"

"They' Il do."

"Well, the widowis quite all right, too. And the daughter
is not bad either."

He extracted a flat case froman inside pocket. Like a
cartridge clip it was stacked with a row of anpoules filled
with colored liquids. Ahnad ran his index finger over them
snelled the onelette, hesitated, and finally selected one wth
a green fluid, broke it carefully, and dripped a few drops on

the tomatoes. An aronmm pervaded the room The snell was not
unpl easant, but, to ny taste, bore no particular relation to
the food.

"Ri ght now," continued Ahnad, "they are still asleep." H's

gaze turned abstracted. "They sleep and see dreans."
I 1 ooked at nmy watch

"Vell, well!"
Ahrmad was enjoying his food.
"Ten-thirty!" 1 said.

Ahrmad was enjoying his food. H's cap was pushed back on
his head, and the green visor stuck up vertically like the
crest of an aroused mnicrodon. Hs eyes were half-closed.
regarded himw th interest.

Having swallowed the last bit of tomato, he broke off a
pi ece of the crust of white bread and carefully wiped the pan
with it. H's gaze cleared

"What were you saying?" he asked. "Ten-thirty? Tonorrow
you too will get up at ten-thirty or naybe even at twelve. |,
for one, will get up at twelve."

He got up and stretched | uxuriously, cracking his joints.

"Well," he said, "it's tine to go home, finally. Here's ny
card, Ilvan. Put it in your desk, and don't throw it out unti
your very last day here." He went over to the flat box and
inserted another card into its slot. There was a loud click

"Now this one," he said, exam ning the card against the
light. "Please pass on to the widow with my very best
conmplinents."

"And then what will happen?" said |

"Money will happen. | trust you are not a devotee of
haggling, Ivan? The widow will name a figure, Ivan, and you
shoul dn't haggle over it. It's not done."

"I will try not to haggle," | said, "although it would be

anmusing to try it."
Ahrmad rai sed his eyebrows.
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"Well, if you really want to so nuch, then why not try it?
Al ways do what you want to do. Then you wll have excellent
digestion. | will get your suitcase now "

"I need prospects,” | said. "I need guidebooks. | ama
witer, Ahnmad. | wll require brochures on the economc
situation of the nmasses, statistical references. Were can
get all that? And when?"

"I will give you a guidebook," said Ahmad. "It has
statistics, addresses, telephone nunbers, and so on. As far as
the masses are concerned, | don't think we publish any such
nonsense. O course, you can send an inquiry to UNESCO but
what would you want with it? You'll see everything for
yourself. Just hold on a minute. I'lIl get the suitcase and the
gui debook. "

He went out and quickly returned with ny suitcase in one
hand and a fat bluish-looking little tone in the other

| stood up.
"Judgi ng by the |l ook on your face," he announced, sniling,
you are debating whether it's proper to tip me or not."

"1 confess,"” | said.
"Well then, would you like to do it or not?"
"No, | must admt."

"You have a healthy, strong character,"” Ahmad approved.
"Don't do it. Don't tip anybody. You could collect one in the
face, especially fromthe girls. But, on the other hand, don't
haggl e either. You could walk into one that way too. Anyway,
that's all a lot of rot. For all | know you may |i ke to have
your face slapped, |ike that Jonathan Kreis. Farewell, |Ivan,
have fun, and cone to Chez Gourmet. Any evening at seven. But
nmost inmportant of all, don't think about a thing."

He waved his hand and left. | picked up the mxture in the
dewy gl ass and sat down with the gui debook

Chapter TWD

The gui debook was printed on bond paper with a gilt edge.
Interspersed wth gorgeous photographs, it contained some
curious information. In the city there were fifty thousand
people, fifteen hundred cats, twenty thousand pi geons, and two
thousand dogs (including seven hundred wi nners of nedals). The
city had fifteen thousand passenger cars, five thousand helis,
a thousand taxis (with and without chauffeurs), nine hundred
automatic garbage collectors, four hundred permanent bars,
caf es, and snack bars, eleven restaurants, and four first-class
hotel s, and was a tourist establishment which served over one
hundred thousand visitors every year. The city had sixty
thousand TV sets, fifty novie theaters, eight amusenent parks,
two Happy Mbod sal ons, sixteen beauty parlors, forty libraries,
and one hundred and eighty automated barber shops. Eighty
percent of the popul ation were engaged in services, and the
rest worked in two synt ho-bakeries and one governnent shi pyard.
There were six schools and one university housed in an old
castl e once the home of crusader Urich da Casa. In the city
there were al so eight active civilian societies, anong themthe
Society of Diligent Tasters, the Society of Connoisseurs and
Apprai sers, and the Society for the Good dd Country Against
Evil Influences. In addition, fifteen hundred citizens were
menbers of seven hundred and one groups where they sang,
learned to act, to arrange furniture, to breast-feed, and to
medi cate cats. As to per-capita consunmption of alcoholic
beverages, natural meat, and liquid oxygen, the city was sixth,
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twelfth, and thirteenth highest in Europe respectively. The
city had seven nmen's clubs and five wonen's clubs, as well as
sport clubs nanmed the Bulls and Rhinos. By a mgjority of
forty-six votes, soneone by the name of Flim Gao had been
el ected mayor. Peck was not anong the nunicipal officials.

I put the gui debook aside, took off my jacket, and nade a
t hor ough examination of ny domain. | approved of the [living
room It was done in blue, and | like that color. The bar was
full of bottled and refrigerated victuals so that | could at a
moment' s notice entertain a dozen starving guests.

I went into the study. There was a large table in front of
the window and a confortable chair. The walls were Iined with
shel ves tightly filled with collected works. The clean bright
bindings were arranged with great skill so that they fornmed a
colorful and appealing layout. The top shelf was occupied by
the fifty-volume encyclopedia of UNESCO Lower shelves were
kal ei doscopic with the shiny wappers of detective novels.

As soon as | saw the telephone on the table, | dialed
Ri neyer's nunber, perching on the <chair arm The receiver
sounded w th prol onged honkings and | waited, twirling a snall
di ct aphone whi ch someone had left on the table. R neyer did not

answer. | hung up and inspected the dictaphone. The tape was
hal f-used-up, and after rewinding, | punched the playback
but t on.

"Greetings and nore greetings," said a nerry nal e voi ce.
"I clasp your hand heartily or kiss you on the cheek, depending
on your sex and age. | have lived here two nonths and bear
witness that it was nost enjoyable. Allow ne a few points of
advi ce. The best institution in town is the Hoity Toity in the
Park of Dreans. The best girl in town is Basi in the House of
Model s. The best guy in town is me, but | have already left. On
tel evision just watch Program Ni ne; everything else is chaff.
Don't get involved with Intels, and give the Rhinos a wide

berth. Don't buy anything on credit -- there'll be no end to
the runaround. The widow is a good woman but |oves to talk and
in general... As for Vousi, | didn't get to meet her, as she

had left the country to visit her grandnother. In ny opinion
she is sweet, and there was a photograph of her in the w dow s

album but | took it. There's nore: | expect to cone back next
March, so be a pal, if you decide to return, pick another tine.
Have a --"

Musi c followed abruptly. | listened awhile and turned off
t he machi ne.

There wasn't a single tome | could extract fromthe
shel ves, so well were they stuck in, or naybe even glued on,
and as there was nothing else of interest in the study, | went
into the bedroom

Here it was especially cool and cozy. | have al ways want ed

just such a bedroom but sonehow never had the tine to get
around to setting one up. The bed was big and low. On the night
tabl e stood an el egant phonor and a tiny renote-control box for
the TV. The screen stood at the foot of the bed, while at the
head the wi dow had hung a very natural -1 ooking picture of field
flowers in a crystal vase. The picture was painted wth
lum nous paints and the dewdrops glistened in the darkened
room

| punched the TV control at randomand stretched out on
the bed. It was soft yet sonmehow firm The TV roared loudly. An
i nebriated-l1ooking man |launched hinself out of the screen,
crashed through sone sort of railing, and fell from a great
height into a colossal fum ng vat. There was a | oud splash and
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the phonor exuded a snell. The man di sappeared in the bubbling
liquid and then reappeared, holding in his teeth sonething
rem ni scent of a well-boiled boot. The wunseen audience broke
out in a stormof horse |laughs. Fade out... soft lyrical nusic.
A white horse pulling a phaeton appeared out of green woods and
advanced toward ne. A pretty girl in a bathing suit sat in the
carriage. | turned off the TV, got up, and went to | ook at the
bat hr oom

There was a piny snell and flickering of germcidal |anps.
| undressed, threw the underwear into the hopper, and cli nbed
into the shower. Taking nmy tine, | dressed in front of the
mrror, conbed ny hair, and shaved. The shel ves were | oaded
with rows of vials, hygienic devices, antiseptics, and tubes
with pastes and greases. At the edge of one shelf there was a
pile of flat colorful boxes with the logo "Devon." | switched
off the razor and took one of the boxes. A germcidal |anp
flickered in the mrror, just as it did that day in Vienna,
when | stood just like this studiously regarding just such a
little box, because | did not want to go out to the bedroom
where Raffy Reisman |loudly argued about sonething with the
doctor; while the green oily liquid still oscillated in the
bath, over which hung the steany vapor and a screeching radio
receiver, attached to a porcelain hook for towels, how ed,
hooted, and snorted wuntil Raffy turned it off inirritation
That was in Vienna, and just as here, it was very strange to
see in a bathrooma box of Devon -- a popular repellent which
did an excellent job of chasing npbsquitoes, chiggers, gnats,
and other bloodsucking insects which were long forgotten in
Vi enna and here in a seaside resort towmn. Only in Vienna there
had been an overlay of fear

The box which | held in nmy hand was al nost enpty, wth
only one tablet remmining. The rest of the boxes were stil
scaled. | finished shaving and returned to the bedroom | felt

like calling R neyer again, but abruptly the house came to
life. The pleated drapes flew open wth a soft whine, the
wi ndowpanes slid away in their frames, and the bedroom was
flooded with warmair, |aden with the scent of apples. Soneone
was tal ki ng somewhere, |ight footsteps sounded overhead, and a
severe-sounding fenmale voice said, "Vousi -- at |east eat sone
cake, do you hear?"

Thereupon | inparted a certain air of disorder to ny
clothes (in accordance wth the current style), snoothed ny
tenples, and went into the hall, taking one of Ahnmad's cards
fromthe Iiving room

The w dow turned out to be a youthful plunp woman,
somewhat | anguid, with a pleasant fresh face.

"How nice!" she said, seeing ne. "You are up already?
Hell o, ny nanme is Vaina Tuur, but you can call ne Vaina."

"My pleasure," | said, shuddering fashionably. "My nane is
Ivan."

"How nice," sai d Aunt Vai na. "What an origina
soft-soundi ng nane! Have you had breakfast, |van?"

"Wth your permssion, | intended to have breakfast in
town," | said, and proffered her the card.

"Ah," said Aunt Vaina, |ooking through the card at the
light. "That nice Ahmad, if you only knew what a nice

responsible fellow he is. But | see you did not have breakfast.
Lunch you can have in town, but now!| will treat you to sone of
my croutons. The major general always said that nowhere else in
the world could you have such wonderful croutons."”
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"Wth pleasure," said |, shuddering for the second tine.

The door behind Aunt Vaina was flung open and a very
pretty young girl in a short blue skirt and an open white
blouse flew in on clicking high heels. In her hand she held a
pi ece of cake, which she munched while hunming a currently
popul ar song. Seeing ne, she stopped, flung her pocketbook on
its long strap over her shoulder with a show of abandon, and
swal | owed, bendi ng down her head.

"Vousi!" said Aunt Vaina, conpressing her lips. "Vousi,
this is Ivan."

"Not bad!" said Vousi. "Greetings."

"Vousi," reproached Aunt Vaina.

"You came with your w fe?" said Vousi, extending her hand.

"No," said |. Her fingers were soft and cool. "I am
al one. "

In that <case, |'Il show you all there is to see," she
said. "Till tonight. | must run now, but we'll go out this
eveni ng."

"Vousi!" reproached Aunt Vai na.

Vousi pushed the rest of the cake into her nouth, bussed
her nother on the cheek, and ran toward the door. She had
smooth sunburned |egs, long and slender, and a cl ose-cropped
back of the head.

"Ach, lvan," said Aunt Vaina, who was also | ooking at the
retreating girl, "in our tines it is so difficult to deal with
young girls. They develop so early and | eave us so soon. Ever
since she started working in that salon..."

"She is a dressnmaker?" | inquired.

"Ch no! She works in the Happy Mood Salon, in the old
| adi es' department. And do you know, they val ue her highly. But
| ast year she was | ate once and now she has to be very careful
As you can see she could not even have a decent conversation
with you, but it's possible that a client is even now waiting
for her. You mght not believe this, but she already has a
permanent clientele. Anyway, why are we standing here? The
croutons will get cold."

W entered the landlord's side. | tried with all ny m ght
to conduct nyself correctly, although | was a bit foggy as to
what exactly was correct. Aunt Vaina sat ne down at a table,
excused herself, and left. | |ooked around. The room was an
exact copy of mne, except that the walls were rose instead of
blue, and beyond the window, in place of the sea was a snall
yard with a low fence dividing it fromthe street. Aunt Vaina
came back with a tray bearing boiled creamand a plate of
croutons..

"You know," she said, "I think I will have some breakf ast
too. M doctor does not recommend breakfast, especially with
boiled cream But we became so accustoned... it was the
general's favorite breakfast. Do you know, | try to have only
men boarders. That nice Ahmad understands me very well. He
understands how nmuch | need to sit just like this, now and
then, just as we are sitting, and have a cup of boiled cream™

"Your creamis wonderfully good," said |, not insincerely.

"Ach, lvan." Aunt Vaina put down her cup and fluttered her
hands. "But you said that alnmost exactly like the mgjor
general ... Strange, you even look Iike him Except that his
face was a bit narrower and he always had breakfast in his
uni form™"

"Yes," | said with regret, "I don't have a uniform"

"But there was one once," said she coyly, shaking a finger
at me. "O course! | can seeit. It's so senseless! People
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nowadays have to be ashaned of their military past. Isn't that
silly? But they are always betrayed by their bearing, that very
special manly carriage. You cannot hide it, lvan!"

I made a very elaborate non-committal gesture, said, "Mn
-- yes," and took anot her crouton.

"It's all so out of place, isn't that right?" continued
Aunt Vaina with great animation. "How can you confuse such two
opposite concepts -- war and the arny? W all detest war. War
is awful. M nother described it to me, she was only a girl,
but she renenbers everything. Suddenly, wi thout warning, there
they are -- the soldiers, crude, alien, speaking a foreign
tongue, belching; and the officers, wthout any manners,
| aughing loudly, annoying the chanbernaids, and snelling --
forgive ne; and that sensel ess commander's neeting hour... that
is war and it deserves every condemation! But the arny! That's
an altogether different affair! Surely you renenber, Ivan, the
troops lined up by battalion, the perfection of the line, the
manl i ness of the faces under the hel nets, shiny arns, sparkling
decorations, and then the commanding officer riding in a
special staff car and addressing the battalions, which respond
willingly and briefly Iike one man."

"No doubt,"” said I, "this has inpressed nmany people."

"Yes! Very nmuch indeed. W have always said that it is
necessary to disarm but did we really need to destroy the
army? It is the last refuge of manhood in our tinme of

wi despread noral collapse. It's weird and ridiculous -- a
governnent without an arny...."

"It is funny," | agreed. "You nay not believe it, but I
have been smling ever since they signed the Pact."

"Yes, | can understand that," said Aunt Vaina. "There was
nothing else for us to do, but to smle sarcastically. The
Maj or General Tuur" -- she extricated a handkerchief -- "passed

away With just such a sarcastic smle on his face." She applied
the handkerchief to her eyes. "He said to us: 'MW friends, |
still hope to live to the day when everything will fall apart.’
A broken man, who has | ost the neaning of life... he could not
stand the enptiness in his heart." Suddenly she perked up
"Here, let ne show you, Ivan."

She bustled into the next roomand returned with a heavy
ol d- f ashi oned photo al bum

I |l ooked at ny watch at once, but Aunt Vaina did not take
any notice, and sitting herself down at ny side, opened the
al bumat the very first page

"Here is the major general."

The nmmjor general |ooked quite the eagle. He had a narrow
bony face and translucent eyes. H s | ong body was spangled with
medal s. The biggest, a nulti-pointed starburst franmed in a
laurel weath, sparkled in the region of the appendix. In his
|l eft hand the general tightly pressed a pair of gloves, and his
right hand rested on the hilt of a cerenpnial poniard. A high
collar with gold enbroidery propped up his |ower jaw

"And here is the nmajor general on maneuvers."

Here again the general |ooked the eagle. He was issuing
instructions to his officers, who were bent over a map spread
on the frontal arnor of a gigantic tank. By the shape of the
treads and the streamined appearance of the turret, I
recogni zed it as one of the Mammoth heavy storm vehicles, which
were designed for pushing through nuclear strike zones and now
are successfully enpl oyed by deep-sea exploration teans.

"And here is the general on his fiftieth birthday."
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Here too, the general |ooked the eagle. He stood by a
well-set table with a wneglass in his hand, listening to a
toast in his honor. The lower |left corner was occupied by a
halo of light froma shiny pate; and to his side, gazing up at
himwith admiration, sat a very young and very pretty Aunt
Vaina. | tried surreptitiously to gauge the thickness of the
al bum by feel

"Ah, here is the general on vacation."

Even on vacation, the general renmnined an eagle. Wth his
feet planted well apart, he stood an the beach sporting
tiger-stripe trunks, as he scanned the nisty horizon through a
pair of binoculars. At his feet a child of three or four was
digging in the sand. The general was wry and nuscular

Croutons and creamdid not spoil his figure. | started to wi nd
nmy watch noisily.
"And here..." began Aunt Vaina, turning the page, but at

this point, a short portly nman entered the roomwthout
knocking. His face and in particular his dress seened strangely
famliar.

"CGood norning," he enunciated, bending his snooth sniling
face slightly sideways

It was ny erstwhile customs man, still in the same white
uniformwith the silver buttons and the silver braid on the
shoul der s

"Ah! Pete!" said Aunt Vaina. "Here you are already.
Pl ease, let nme introduce you. lvan, this is Pete, a friend of
the famly."

The custons nan turned toward me w thout recognition,
briefly inclined his head, and clicked his heels. Aunt Vaina
laid the albumin my lap and got up

"Have a seat, Pete," she said. "I will bring some cream"

Pete clicked his heels once nore and sat down by ne.

"This should interest you," | said, transferring the al bum
to his lap. "Here is Major General Tuur. In nmufti." A strange
expressi on appeared on the face of the custons man. "And here
is the naj or general on maneuvers. You see? And here --"

"Thank you," said the custonms man raggedly. "Don't exert
yoursel f, because --"

Aunt Vaina returned with cream and croutons. From as far
back as the doorway, she said, "How nice to see a nan in
uniform Isn't that right, |van?"

The cream for Pete was in a special cup with the nonogram
"T" surrounded by four stars.

"It rained last night, so it nust have been cloudy. |
know, because | woke up, and now there is not a cloud in the
sky. Another cup, |van?"

I got up.

"Thank vyou, I'm quite full. If you'll excuse me, | nust
take ny | eave. | have a business appointnent,"

Carefully closing the door behind me, I heard the wi dow
say, "Don't you find an extraordi nary resenbl ance between him

and Staff Mjor Pol on?"

In the bedroom | unpacked the suitcase and transferred
the clothing to the wall closet, and again rang R nmeyer. Again
no one answered. So | sat down at the desk and set to exploring
the drawers. One contained a portable typewiter, another a set
of witing paper and an enpty bottle of grease for arrhythnic

motors. The rest was enpty, if you didn't count bundles of
crunpl ed receipts, a broken fountain pen, and a carelessly
fol ded sheet of paper, decorated with doodl ed faces. | unfol ded

the sheet. Apparently it was the draft of a tel egram
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"Green died while with the Fishers receive body Sunday
wi th condol ences Hugger Martha boys." | read the witing twi ce,
turned the sheet over and studied the faces, and read for the
third time. Obviously Hugger and Martha were not inforned that
normal people notifying of death first of all tell how and why

a person died and not whomhe was with when he died. | would
have written, "Green drowned while fishing." Probably in a
drunken stupor. By the way, what address did | have now?

I returned to the hall. A small boy in short pants

squatted in the doorway to the landlord' s half. Canping a | ong
silvery tube under an arnpit, he was panting and wheezing and
hurriedly unwinding a tangle of string. | went up to himand
said, "H."

My refl exes are not what they used to be, but still |
managed to duck a | ong black stream which whizzed by ny ear and
spl ashed against the wall. | regarded the boy w th astoni shnent
while he stared at ne, lying on his side and hol ding the tube
in front of him Hs face was danp and his nouth twsted and
open. | turned to look at the wall. The stuff was o00zi ng down.
I looked at the boy again. He was getting up slowy, wthout
| owering the tube.

"Well, well, brother, you are nervous!" said I

"Stand where you are," said the boy in a hoarse voice."
did not say your nane."

"To say the least,"” said l. "You did not even nention
yours, and you fire at nme like | was a dumy."

"Stand where you are," repeated the boy, "and don't nove."
He backed and suddenly blurted in rapid fire, "Hence fromny
hair, hence fromny bones, hence fromny flesh."

"I cannot," | said. | was still trying to understand
whet her he was playing or was really afraid of ne.

"Way not?" said the boy. "I am saying everything right."

"I can't go without nmoving," | said. "I am standi ng where
| am"

H's mouth fell open again.

"Hugger: | say to you -- Hugger -- begone!" he said
uncertainly.

"Why Hugger?' | said. "M nane is lvan; you confuse ne

wi th sonebody el se.™

The boy closed his eyes and advanced upon nme, holding the
tube in front of him

"I surrender," | warned. "Be careful not to fire."

Wen the tube dented ny midriff he stopped and, dropping
it, suddenly went linp, letting his hands fall. | bent over and
| ooked himin the face. Now he was brick-red. | picked up the
tube. It was sonething like a toy rifle, with a convenient
checkered grip and a flat rectangular flask which was inserted
frombelow, like a clip.

"What kind of gadget is this?" | asked.

"A splotcher,"” he said gloomly. "Gve it back."

I gave hi mback the toy.

"A splotcher,"” | said, "with which you splotch. And what
if you had hit ne?" | |looked at the wall. "Fine thing. Now you
won't get it off inside of a year. You'll have to get the wall
changed. "

The boy | ooked up at nme suspiciously. "But it's Splotchy,"
he sai d.

"Really -- and | thought it was | enponade."

His face finally acquired a nornal hue and denobnstrated an
obvi ous resenbl ance to the manly features of Major Genera

file:/lIF|/rah/Arkady%20&%20Boris%20Strugatsky...0-%20Final%20Circle%200f%20Paradise,%20The.txt (15 of 110) [5/20/03 12:14:30 AM]



file:/lIF|/rah/Arkady%6208& %20Boris%20Strugatsky/Arkady%20and%20B ori s%20Strugatsky, %620-%20Fi nal %20Ci rcl €%6200f %20Paradi se,%20T he.txt

Tuur .

"No, no, it's Splotchy."

n So?ll

"I't will dry up."

"And then it's really hopel ess?"

"Of course not. There will sinply be nothing left."

"Hhm " said |, with reservation. "However, you know best.
Let us hope so. But | amstill glad that there will be nothing
left on the wall instead of on ny face. Wat's your nanme?"

"Siegfried.”

"And after you give it sonme thought?"
He gave ne a | ong | ook

"Lucifer."

"What ?"

"Lucifer."

"Lucifer," said |. "Belial, Ahriman, Beelzebub, and
Azrael. How about sonmething a little shorter? It's very
inconvenient to call for help to soneone with a nane |ike
Lucifer."

"But the doors are closed," he said and backed one step
Hi s face pal ed again.

"So what ?"

He did not respond but continued to back until he reached
the wall and began to sidle along it without taking his eyes
off me. It finally dawned on ne that he took ne for a mnurderer
or a thief and. that he wanted to escape. But for sone reason

he did not call for help and went by his nother's door,
continuing toward the house exit.

"Siegfried,”" said 1|, "Siegfried, Lucifer, you are a
terrible coward. Who do you think | anP" | didn't nove but only
Turned to keep facing him "I amyour new boarder; your nother

has just fed ne croutons and cream and you go and fire at ne
and al nost splotched ne, and now you are afraid of ne. It is |
who shoul d be afraid of you."

Al this was very nuch remniscent of a scene in the
boardi ng school in Anyudinsk, when they brought nme a boy just
like this one, the son of a sect nenber. Hell's bells, do |
really | ook so nuch the gangster?

"You remind ne of Chuchundra the Muskrat," | said, "who
spent his life crying because he could not cone out into the
m ddle of the room Your nose is blue fromfear, your ears are
freezing, and your pants are wet so that you are trailing a
small stream..."

In such cases it makes absolutely no difference what is
said. It is inmportant to speak calmy and not to nake sudden
nmovenments. The expression on his face did not change, but when
| spoke about the stream he noved his eyes nonentarily to take
a |l ook. But only for a second. Then he junped toward the door,
fluttering for a second at the latch, and flew outside, dirty

bottons of his sandals flying. | went out after him

He stood in the lilac bush, so that all I could see was
his pale face. Like a fleeing cat |ooking nomentarily over its
shoul der.

"Ckay, okay," said |. "Wuld you please explain to ne what

I nmust do? | have to send honme ny new address. The address of
this house where | amnow living." He regarded nme in silence.
"I don't feel right going to your nother -- in the first place,
she has guests, and in the second--"

"Seventy-ei ght, Second Waterway," he said.

Slowy | sat down on the steps. There was a distance of
some ten neters between us.
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"That's quite a voice you have," | said confidentially.
"Just like ny friend the barman's at Mrza-Charles."

"When did you arrive?" said he.

"Well, let's see." | |looked at ny watch, "About an hour
and a half ago."

"Before you there was another one, he sai d, | ooking
sideways. "He was a rat-fink. He gave nme striped sw mmng
trunks, and when | went in the water, they nelted away."

"Quch!" | said. "That is really a nonster of sone sort and
not a human -- he shoul d have been drowned in Splotchy."
"Didn't have tinme -- | was going to, but he went away."

"Was it that same Hugger with Martha and the boys?"
"No -- where did you get that idea? Hugger cane |ater."
"Al'so a rat-fink?"

He didn't answer. | |eaned back against the wall and
contenplated the street. A car jerkily backed out of the
opposite driveway, back and forthed, and roared off.

Imediately it was followed by another just such a car. There
was the pungent smell of gasoline. Then cars foll owed one after
another, until ny eyes blurred. Several helis appeared in the
sky. They were the so-called silent helis, but they flew
relatively low, and while they flew, it was difficult to talk.
In any case, the boy was apparently not going to talk. But he
wasn't going to | eave, either. He was doing sonething with his
spl otcher in the bushes and was gl ancing at ne now and then. |
was hoping he wasn't going to splotch ne again. The helis kept
goi ng and going, and the cars kept swishing and sw shing, as
though all the fifteen thousand cars were speeding by on Second
Waterway, and all the five hundred helis were hung over Nunber
78. The whole thing |asted about ten mnutes, and the boy
seened to cease paying attention to ne while | sat and wondered
what questions | should ask of Rineyer. Then everything
returned to its previous state, the snell of exhaust was gone,
the sky was cl eared.

"Where are they all going -- all at once?" | asked.

"Don't you know?"

"How woul d | know?"

"l don't know either, but sonmehow you knew about Hugger."

"About Hugger,"” | said. "I know about Hugger quite
accidentally. And about you |I know nothing at all... how you
live and what you do. For instance, what are you doi ng now?"

"The safeguard is broken."

"Well then, give it tonme, I'lIl fix it. Wy are you afraid
of me? Do | look like a rat-fink?"

"They all drove off to work," he said.

"You sure go to work late. It's practically dinnertine
al ready. Do you know the Hotel O ynpic?"

"Of course | know. "

"Wbul d you wal k me there?"

He hesitated.

"No. "

"Way not ?" | asked.

"School is about to end -- | nust be going hone."

"Aha! So that's the way of it," said |. "You are playing
hookey, or ditching it, as we used to say. Wat grade are you
in?"

"Third."

"l used to be in third grade, too," | said.

He came a bit out of the bushes.

"And t hen?"
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"Then | was in the fourth.” | got up. "Well, okay. Talk
you won't, go for a walk you won't, and your pants are wet, so
I am goi ng back in. You won't even tell ne your name."

He | ooked at me in silence and breathed heavily through
his nouth. | went back to ny quarters. The creamcol ored hal
was irreparably disfigured, it seened to ne. The huge black
clot was not drying. Sonebody is going to get it today, |
thought. A ball of string was underfoot. | picked it up. The
end of the string was tied to the | andlady's half-doorknob. So,
I thought, this toois clear. | untied the string and put the
ball in my pocket.

In the study, | got a clean sheet of paper from the desk
and conposed a telegramto Matia. "Arrived safely, 78 Second
Waterway. Kisses. Ivan." | telephoned it to the | ocal PT&T and
again dialed R nmeyer's nunber. Again there was no answer. | put
on ny jacket, looked in the mrror, counted ny noney, and was
about to set out when | saw that the door to the living room
was open and an eye was visible through the crack. Naturally, |
gave no sign. | carefully conpleted the inspection of ny
clothing, returned to the bathroom and vacuumed nyself for a
while, whistling away nerrily. Wien | returned to the study,
the nmouse-eared head sticking through the half-open door
i mediately vanished. Only the silvery tube of the splotcher
continued to protrude. Sitting down in the chair, | opened and
closed all the twelve drawers, including the secret one, and
only then | ooked at the door. The boy stood framed in it.

"My nane is Len," he announced.

"Greetings, Len," | said absent-nmindedly. "I am called
Ivan. Come on in -- although | was going out to have dinner
You haven't had di nner yet?"

"No. "

"That's good. Go ask your nother's pernission and we'll be
of f "

"It's too early," he said.

"What's too early? To have di nner?"

"No, to go. School doesn't end for another twenty
mnutes." He was silent again. "Besides, there's that fat fink
with the braid."

"He's a bad one?' | asked.

"Yeah," said Len. "Are you really |eaving now?"

"Yes, | am" | said, and took the ball of string from ny
pocket. "Here, take it. And what if Mdther cones out first?"

He shrugged.

"I'f you are really leaving," he said, "would it be all
right if | stayed in your place?"

"Go ahead, stay."

"There's nobody el se here?"

"Nobody. "

He still didn't cone to me to take the string, but let ne
come to him and even allowed ne to take his ear. It was indeed
cold. | ruffled his head Ilightly and pushed himtoward the
tabl e.

"Go sit all you want. | won't be back soon."

"I'"ll take a snhooze," said Len

Chapt er THREE

The Hotel OdAynmpic was a fifteen-story r ed- and- bl ack
structure. Half the plaza in front of it was covered with cars,
and in its center stood a nonunment surrounded by a snall
flowerbed. It represented a man with a proudly raised head.

file:/lIF|/rah/Arkady%20&%20Boris%20Strugatsky...0-%20Final%20Circle%200f%20Paradise,%20The.txt (18 of 110) [5/20/03 12:14:30 AM]



file:/lIF|/rah/Arkady%6208& %20Boris%20Strugatsky/Arkady%20and%20B ori s%20Strugatsky, %620-%20Fi nal %20Ci rcl €%6200f %20Paradi se,%20T he.txt

Detouring the nonunent, | suddenly realized that | knew the
man. In puzzlement | stopped and exanined it nore thoroughly.
There was no doubt about it. There in front of Hotel O ynpic,
in a funny ol d-fashioned suit wth his hand resting on an
i nconpr ehensi bl e appar at us which | alnost took for the
extension of the abstract-styled base, and wth his eyes
staring at infinity through contenptuously squinting lids, was
none other than Vladi nir Sergeyevitch Yurkovsky. Carved in gold
letters on the base was the legend "Vliadinmr Yurkovsky,
Decenber 5, Year of the Scales.”

I couldn't believe it, because they do not rai se nonunments
to Yurkovskys. Wiile they live, they are appointed to nore or
| ess responsi bl e positions, they are honored at jubilees, they
are elected to nenbership in acadenies. They are rewarded with
medal s and are honored with international prizes, and when they
die or perish; they are the subjects of books, quotations,
references, but always less and less often as tinme passes, and
finally they are forgotten altogether. They depart the halls of
menory and linger on only in books. Vliadimr Sergeyevitch was a
general of the sciences and a remarkable man. But it is not
possible to erect nonunents to all generals and all remarkable
men, especially in countries to which they had no direct
relationship and in cities where if they did visit, it was only
tenmporarily. In any case, in that Year of the Scales, which is
of significance only to them he was not even a general. In
March he was, jointly with Dauge, conpleting the investigation
of the Anmorphous Spot on Uranus. That was when the sounding

probe blew up and we all got a dose in the work section -- and
when we got back to the Planet in Septenber, he was all spotted
with lilac blotches, nad at the world, promsing hinself that

he would take tinme out to swimand get sunburned and then get
right back to the design of a new probe because the old one was
trash.... | looked at the hotel again to reassure nyself. The
only out was to assune that the |life of the towmn was in sone
mysterious and potent manner hi ghly dependent on the Anorphous
Spot on Uranus. Yurkovsky continued to snmile with snobbish
superiority. Cenerally, the sculpture was quite good, but |
could not figure out what it was he was |eaning on. The
apparatus didn't look |ike the probe.

Sonet hing hissed by ny ear. | turned and involuntarily
sprang back. Beside me, staring dully at the nonunment base, was
a tall gaunt individual closely encased fromhead to foot in

sonme sort of gray scaly material and with a bulky cubica
hel met around his head. The face was obscured behind a gl ass
plate with holes, fromwhich snoke issued in synchronism with
his breathing. The wasted visage behind the plate was covered
with perspiration and the cheeks twitched in frantic tenpo. At
first | took himfor a Wanderer, then | thought that he was a
tourist executing a curative routine, and only finally did
realize that | was |ooking at an Arter.

"Excuse nme," | said "Could you please tell ne what sort of
monument this is?"

The danp face contorted nore desperately. "Wat?" cane the
dull response frominside the hel net.

| bent down.

"I aminquiring: what is this nonunent?"

The man glared at the statue. The snoke cane thicker out
of the holes. There was nore powerful hissing.

"Vl adimr Yurkovsky," he read, "Fifth of Decenber, Year of
the Scales... aha... Decenber... so -- it nust be some Gernman."

"And who put up the nmonunent ?"
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"l don't know," said the man. "But it's witten down right
there. Wiat's it to you?"

"I was an acquai ntance of his," | explained.

"Wel |l then, why do you ask? Ask the man hinsel f."

"He is dead."

"Aah... Maybe they buried himhere?"

"No," | said, "he is buried far away."

"Wher e?"

"Far away. What's that thing he is hol di ng?"

"What thing? It's an eroula."

"What ?"

"I said, an eroula. An electronic roulette."-

My eyes popped.

"What's a roul ette doing here?"

"Wher e?"

"Here, on the statue."

"I don't know," said the man after sonme thought. "Maybe
your friend invented it?"

"Hardly," said |. "He worked in a different field."

"What was that ?"
"He was a planetologist and an interplanetary pilot."

"Aah... well, if he invented it, that was bully for him
It's a useful thing. | should remenber it: Yurkovsky, Vliadimr
He must have been a brainy German."

"l doubt he invented it," | said. "I repeat -- he was an

interplanetary pilot."
The man stared at ne.

"Well, if he didn't invent it, then why is he standing
with it?"
"That's the point," | said. "I am anmazed nysel f."

"You are a dam liar," said the man suddenly. "You lie and
you don't even know why you are lying. It's early norning, and

he is stoned already.... Al coholic!"
He turned away and shuffled off, dragging his thin |egs
and hissing loudly. | shrugged ny shoulders, took a |l|ast ook

at Vladimr Sergeyevitch, and set off toward the hotel, across
t he huge pl aza.

The gigantic doorman swung the door open for ne and
sounded an energetic wel cone.

| stopped.

"Whuld you be so kind," said |. "Do you know what that
nmonunent i s?"

The doorman | ooked toward the plaza over nmy head. His face
regi stered confusion.

"I'sn't that witten on it?"

"There is a legend," | said. "But who put it up and why?"

The doorman shuffled his feet.

"l beg your pardon," he said guiltily, "I just can't
answer

your question. The nonunent has been there a long tine,
while | canme here very recently. | don't wish to msinformyou
Maybe the porter..."

| sighed.

"Well, don't worry about it. Where is a tel ephone?”

"To your right, if you please," he said | ooking delighted.
A porter started out in ny direction, but | shook ny head
and picked up the receiver and dialed R neyer's nunber. This

time | got a busy signal. | went to the elevator and up to the
ninth floor.
Ri nmeyer, |ooking untypically fleshy, met me in a dressing
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gown, out of which stuck legs in pants and with shoes on. The
room stank of cigarette snmoke and the ashtray was full of
butts. There was a general air of chaos in the whole suite. One
of the arnthairs was knocked over, a worman's slip was |lying
crunpled on the couch, and a whole battery of enpty bottles
glinted under the table.

"What can | do for you?" asked Rineyer with a touch of
hostility, [looking at my chin. Apparently he was recently out
of his bathroom and his sparse colorless hair was wet against
his long skull. |I handed himny card in silence. R neyer read
it slowy and attentively, shoved it in his pocket, and
continuing to look at ny chin, said, "Sit down."

| sat.

"I't is nobst wunfortunate. | amdevilishly busy and don't
have a minute's tinme."

"l called you several tines today," said |

"l just got back. What's your nane?"

"lvan."

"And your |ast nane?"

"Zhilin."

"You see, zZhilin, to make it short, | have to get dressed
and leave again." He was silent awhile, rubbing his flabby
cheeks. "Anyway there's not much to tal k about.... However, if

you Wwi sh, vyou can sit here and wait for ne. If | don't return
in an hour, conme back tomorrow at twelve. And |eave your
t el ephone nunber and address, wite it down right on the table
there...."

He threw of f the bathrobe, and dragging it along, walked
off into the adjoining room

"In the neantinme," he continued, "you can see the town,
and a mserable little town it is.... But you'll have to do it
in any case. As for ne, | amsick to ny stonmach of it."

He returned adjusting his tie. H s hands were trenbling,
and the skin on his face |ooked gray and wlted. Suddenly |

felt that | did not trust him -- the sight of himwas
repellent, like that of a neglected sick nman.

"You | ook poorly,” | said. "You have changed a great
deal . "

For the first tine he | ooked nme in the eyes.
"And how woul d you know what | was |ike before?"
"I saw you at Mitia's. You snoke a lot, R neyer, and

tobacco is saturated regularly wth all kinds of trash
nowadays. "

"Tobacco -- that's a |l ot of nonsense," he said with sudden
irritation. "Here weverything is saturated with all Kkinds of
tripe.... But perhaps you may be right, probably | should
quit." He pulled on his jacket slowy; "Tine to quit, and in
any case, | shouldn't have started."

"How is the work com ng al ong?"

"I't could be worse. And unusually absorbing work it is."
He smiled in a peculiar unpleasant way. "I am goi ng now, as
they are waiting for ne and | amlate. So, till an hour from
now, or until tomorrow at twelve."

He nodded to me and left.

I  wote ny address and tel ephone nunber on the table, and
as ny foot plowed into the nass of bottles wunderneath, |
couldn't help but think that the work was indeed absorbing. |
call ed roomservice and requested a chanmbermaid to clean up the
room The nost polite of voices replied that the occupant of
the suite categorically forbade service personnel to enter his
room during his absence and had repeated the prohibition just
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now on leaving the hotel. "Aha," | said, and hung up. This
didn't sit well wth nme. For nyself, | never issue such
directions and have never hidden even ny notebooks, not from
anyone. It's stupid to work at deception and nuch better to
drink less. | picked up the overturned arnthair, sat down, and
prepared for a long wait, trying to overcome a sense of
di spl easure and di sappoi nt nent.

I didn't have to wait for long. After sone ten ninutes,
the door opened a crack and a pretty face protruded into the
room

"Hey there," it pronounced huskily. "Is Rinmeyer in?"

"Rimeyer is not in, but you can cone in anyway."

She hesitated, examning ne. Apparently she had no
intention of comng in, but was just saying hello, in passing.

"Cone in, come in," said I. "I have nothing to do."

She entered with a light dancing gait, and putting her
arns akinbo, stood in front of me. She had a short turned-up
nose and a di shevel ed boyi sh hairdo. The hair was red, the
shorts crinson, and the blouse a bright yolk yellow. A colorfu
womrman and quite attractive. She nust have been about
twenty-five.

"You wait -- right?"

Her eyes were unnaturally bright and she snelled of w ne,
tobacco, and perfune.

She coll apsed on the hassock and flung her legs up on the
t el ephone tabl e.

"Throw a cigarette to a working girl," she said. "It's
five hours since | had one."

"l don't snoke. Shall | ring for sone?"

"Good Lord, another sad sack! Never mnd the phone .. or

that danme will show up again. Runmage around in the ashtray and
find me a good long butt."

The ashtray did have a lot of long butts.

"They all have lipstick on them" said |

"That's all right; it's ny lipstick. Wiat's your nane?"

"lvan."
She snapped a lighter and it up
"And mine is Ilina. Are you a foreigner, too? Al you

forei gners seemso w de. What are you doi ng here?"

"Waiting for R nmeyer."

"I don't nean that! \What brought vyou here, are you
escaping fromyour wfe?"

"I amnot married," | said quietly. "I canme to wite a
book. "

"A book? Sone friends this Rinmeyer has. He cane to wite a
book. Sex Problens of |npotent Sportsnen. How s your
situation with the sex probl enP"

"It is not a problemto ne," | said mldly. "And how about
you?"

She | owered her legs fromthe table.

"That's a no-no. Take it slow. This isn't Paris, you know.
Al in good time. Anyway, you should have your |locks cut --
sitting there like a perch.”

"Like a who?" | was very patient as | had another
forty-five mnutes to wait.

"Li ke a perch. You know the type." She nade vague notions
around her ears.

"I don't know about that," | said. "I don't know anything
yet as | have just arrived. Tell ne about it, it sounds
interesting.”
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"Ch no! Not I! We don't chatter. Qur bit is a small one --
serve, clean up, flash your teeth, and keep quiet. Professiona
secret. Have you heard of such an ani mal ?"

"I'"ve heard," | said. "But who's 'we' -- an association of
doct ors?

For some reason, she thought this was hilarious.

"Doctors! Imagine that." She |aughed. "Well, w se guy,
you're all right -- quite a tongue. W have one in the once
like you. One word, and we're all rolling in the aisles.
Whenever we cater to the Fishers, he always gets the job, they
i ke a good | augh."

"Who doesn't?" said I.

"Well, you are wong. The Intels, for instance, chased him
out. 'Take the fool away,' they said. O also recently those
preghant nales."

"Who?"'

"The sad ones. Well, | can see you don't wunderstand a
thing. Were in heaven's nane did you cone fron®"

"From Vi enna. "

"So -- don't you have the sad ones in Vienna?"

"You couldn't inmagi ne what we don't have in Vienna."

"Coul d be you don't even have irregular neetings?"

"No, we don't have them Al our neetings are regular,
li ke a bus schedule."

She was having a good tine.

"Perhaps you don't have waitresses either?"

"Waitresses we do have, and you can find sone excellent
exanples. Are you a waitress then?"

She junped up abruptly.

"That won't do at all," she cried. "I've had enough sad
ones for today. Now you're going to have a loving cup with ne
like a good fellow...." She began to search furiously anong the
bottles by the window "Danmm him they're all enpty! Could be
you're a teetotaler? Aha, here's a little vernouth. You drink
that, or shall we order whiskey?"

"Let's begin with the vernouth," said |

She banged the bottle on the table and took two gl asses
fromthe w ndow sill.

"Have to wash them Hold on a mnute, everything's full of

garbage." She went into the bathroom and continued to speak
from there. "If you turned out to be a teetotaler on top of
everything else. | don't know what | would do with you.... Wat
a pigsty he's got in his bathroom-- | love it! Wiere are you
stayi ng? Here too?"

"No, intow," | replied. "On Second Waterway."

She cane back with the gl asses.

"Straight or with water?"

"Straight, | guess."

"All foreigners take it straight. But we have it with
water for some reason." She sat on ny arnthair and put her arns
around ny shoul ders. W drank and ki ssed without any feeling.
Her |ips were heavily lipsticked, and her eyelids were heavy
fromlack of sleep and fatigue. She put down her glass,
searched out another butt in the ashtray, and returned to the
hassock.

"Where is that Rinmeyer?" she said. "After all, how Ilong
can you wait for hin? Have you known hima |l ong tine?"

"No, not very."

"I think maybe he is a louse," she said with sudden ire.
"He's dug everything out of nme, and now he plays hard to get.
He doesn't open his door, the animal, and you can't get through
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to himby phone. Say, he wouldn't be a spy, would he?"
"What do you nean, a spy?"

"Ch, there's loads of them... Fromthe Association for
Sobriety and Morality.... The Connoi sseurs and Appraisers are
also a bad lot...."

"No, Rinmeyer is a decent sort," | said with sonme effort.

"Decent... you are all decent. In the beginning, R neyer
too was decent, so good-natured and full of fun... and now he
| ooks at you like a croc.”

"Poor fellow," | said. "He nust have renenbered his famly

and becone ashamed of hinself."

"He doesn't have a famly. Anyway, the heck with hinl Have
anot her drink?"

We had anot her drink. She |Iay down and put her hands over
her head. Finally she spoke.

"Don't let it get to you. Spit on it! Wne we have enough
of, we'll dance, go to the shivers. Tonorrow there's a foot bal
game, we'll bet on the Bulls."

"I amnot letting it get to nme. If you want to bet on the
Bulls, we'd bet on the Bulls."

"Ch those Bulls! They are some boys! | could watch them
forever, arns like iron, snuggling up against themis just |ike
snuggling against a tree trunk, really!"

There was a knock on the door.

"Conme in!" yelled Ilina.

A man entered and stopped at once. He was tall and bony,
of middle age, with a brush nmustache and |ight protrudi ng eyes.

"l beg your pardon, | was |ooking for Rineyer," he said.
"Everyone here wants to see Rineyer," said Ilina. "Have a
chair and we'll all wait together."

The stranger bowed his head and sat down by the table,
crossing his |egs.
Apparently he had been here before. He did not |ook

around, but stared at the wall directly in front of him
However, perhaps he just was not a curious type. In any case,
it was clear that neither | nor Ilina was of any interest to
him This seened unnatural to nme, since | felt that such a pair
as nyself and Ilina should arouse interest in any nornal
person. |Ilina raised up on her elbow and scrutinized himin
detail .

"l have seen you sonewhere," she said.

"Real | y?" said the stranger coldly.

"What's your name?"

"Cscar. | amR neyer's friend."

"That's fine," said Ilina. She was obviously irritated by
the stranger's indifference, but she kept herself in check
"He's also a friend of R neyer." She stuck her finger at ne.
"You know each ot her?"

"No," said. Gscar, continuing to |ook at the wall.

"My name is lvan," said |l. "And this is R neyer's friend,
Ilina. We just drank to our fraternal friendship."

Cscar glanced indifferently in Ilina's direction and
nodded his head politely. Ilina picked up the bottle without
taki ng her eyes off him

"There's still alittle left here," she said. "Wuld you
like a drink, OGscar?"

"No, thank you," he said, coldly.

"To fraternal friendship!" said Ilina. "No? You don't want
to? Too bad!"

She splashed sone wine in ny glass, poured the rest in
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hers, and downed it at once.

"Never in nmy life would | have thought that R neyer could
have friends who refuse a drink. Still, | have seen you
sonmewhere before."

GCscar shrugged his shoul ders.

"I doubt it," he said.

Ilina was visibly beconing enraged.

"Some sort of a fink," she said to me loudly. "Say there,
GCscar, you wouldn't be an Intel ?"

"No. "

"What do you nean, no?" said Ilina. "You' re the one who
had a set-to with that baldy Leiz at the Wasel, broke a
mrror, and had your face slapped by Mdy."

The stone visage of Oscar grew a shade pinker

"I assure you," he said courteously, "I amnot an Intel
and have never in ny life been in the Wasel."
"Are you saying that I'ma liar?" said Ilina

At this point | took the bottle off the table and put it
under ny arncthair, just in case.
"I ama visitor," said Cscar. "Atourist."

"When did you arrive?" | said to discharge the tension

"Very recently," replied Oscar. He continued to gaze at
the wall. Obviously here was a man with iron discipline.

"Ch, oh!" said Ilina suddenly. "Now | remenber! | got it

all mxed up."

She burst out laughing, "OF course you're no Intel! You
were at our office the day before last. You' re the sal esnan who
of fered our manager sone junk like... 'Dugong' or 'Dupont..."

"Devon," | pronpted. "There is a repellent called Devon."

Cscar sniled for the first tine.

"You are quite right, of course," he said. "But | amnot a

salesman. | was only doing a favor for a relative."

"That's different," said Ilina and junped up. "You should
have said so. Ilvan, we all need to drink to a pledge of
friendship. I'Il call... no, 1'lIl go get it nyself. You two can
have a talk, 1'll be right back."

She ran out of the room banging the door

"A fun girl," said |

"Yes, extrenely. You live here?"

"No, I'"'ma traveler, too.... Wat a strange idea your

relative had!"
"What do you have in mnd?"
"Who needs Devon in a resort town?"
GCscar shrugged.

"It's hard for ne to judge; |I'mno chem st. But you will
agree that it's hard for us to conprehend the actions of our
fellow nen, nuch less their fancies.... So Devon turns out to
be - What did you call it, a res...?"

"Repel lent," | said.

"That woul d be for nobsquitoes?"

"Not so much for as against."

"I can see you are quite well up onit,"'

"l had occasion to use it."

"Well, well."

What the devil, thought |I. Wat is he getting at? He was
no longer staring at the wall He was |ooking nme straight in the
eyes and smiling. But if he was going to say sonething, it was
al ready said.

sai d GCscar.

He got up
"I don't think I'lIl wait any longer," he pronounced. "It
| ooks like I'Il have to drink another pledge. But | didn't cone
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here to drink, | cane here to get well. Please tell R neyer
that | will call himagain tonight. You won't forget?"
"No," | said, "I won't forget. If |I tell him that Gscar

was in to see him he will know whom| amtalking about?"

"Yes, of course. It's ny real nane."

He bowed, and wal ked out at a deliberate pace,
ranr od- strai ght and sonehow unnatural -1 ooking. | dipped ny hand
in the ashtray, found a butt wthout lipstick, and inhaled
several tines. | didn't like the taste and put out the stub. |
didn't like GCscar, either. Nor Ilina. And especially Ri neyer --
| didn't like himat all. | pawed through the bottles, but they
were all enpty.

Chapter FOUR

Inthe end | didn't wait |ong enough to see Rinmeyer. Ilina
never came back. Finally |I got tired of sitting in the snoky,
stale atnosphere of the room and went down to the |obby. |
intended to have dinner and stopped to look around for a
restaurant. A porter imediately materialized at ny side.

"At your service," he murrmured discreetly. "An auto? Bar?
Rest aurant ? Sal on?"

"What ki nd of salon?" | asked, my curiosity piqued.

"A hair-styling salon." He looked at ny hairdo wth

delicate concern. "Master Gaoway s receiving today. |
recomrend hi m nost strenuously."
I recollected that Ilina had called ne a disheveled perch

and said, "well, all right."

"Pl ease follow me," said the porter.

Crossing the |obby, he opened a wi de | ow door and said
into the spacious interior, "Excuse me, Master, you have a

client."”

"Come in," replied a quiet voice

I entered. The salon was light and airy and snelled
pl easantly. Everything in it shone -- the chrone, the mrrors,

the antique parquet floor. Shiny half-dones hung fromthe
ceiling on glistening rods. In the center stood a huge white
barber chair. The Master was advancing to nmeet me. He had
penetrating i mmobil e eyes, a hooked nose, and a gray Van Dyke.
More than anything el se he renminded ne of a mature, experienced
surgeon. | greeted him with sone timdity, He nodded and,
surveying me fromhead to foot, began to circle around nme. |
began to feel unconfortable.

"I would like you to bring me up to the current fashion,"
said |, trying not to let himout of ny field of view.

But he restrained me gently by ny sleeve and. stood
breathing softly behind nmy back for a few seconds. "No doubt!

No doubt at all", he nurnmured, then touched ne Ilightly on nmny
shoul der. "Please," he said sternly, "take a few steps forward
-- five or six -- then turn abruptly to face nme."

| obeyed. He regarded nme pensively, pulling on his beard.
I thought he was hesitating.

"On the other hand," he said, "sit down."

"Where?" | said.

"I'n the chair, in the chair."

I lowered nyself into its softness and watched him
approach ne slowy. Hs intelligent face was suddenly suffused
with a | ook of profound chagrin.

"But how is such a thing possible?" he said. "It's
absolutely awful ."

I couldn't find anything to say.
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"G oss disharnmony," he muttered. "Repulsive... repulsive."

"Isit really that bad?" | asked

"l don't understand why you cane to nme," he said, "since
you obviously don't place any value at all on your appearance."

"I am beginning to, fromthis day on," | said.

He waved hi s hand.

"Never mnmind... | wll work on you, but..." He shook his

head, turned inpulsively, and went to a high table covered with
shi ny devices. The back of the chair depressed snoothly, and
found nyself in a half-reclining position. A big hem sphere
descended toward me from above, radiating warnth, whi | e
hundreds of tiny needles seened to sink into the nape of ny
neck, eliciting a strange conbi nati on of sinultaneous pain and
pl easure.

"I's it gone yet?" he asked.

The sensation abat ed.

"It's gone," | said.

"Your skin is good," growmed the Master with a certain
sati sfaction.

He returned with an assortment of the npst unlikely
instruments and proceeded to pal pate ny cheeks.

"And still Mrosa married him" he said suddenly. "I
expect ed anyt hing and everything, except that. After all that
Levant had done for her. Do you renenber that nonment when they
were both weeping over the dying Pina? You could have bet
anything that they would be together forever. And now, inagine,
she is being wed to that literary fellow "

I have a rule: to pick up and sustain any conversation
that cones al ong. When you don't know what it's all about, this
can even be interesting.

"Not for long," | said with assurance. "Literary types are
very inconstant, | can assure you, being one nyself."

For a nmonent his hands paused on ny tenples.

"That didn't enter ny head," he admitted. "Still, it's
wedl ock, even though only a civil one.... | nust renenber to
call nmy wife. She was very upset."

"I can synpathize with her," | said. "But it did always
seemto nme that Levant was in love with that... Pina."

"I'n love?" exclaimed the Master, coning around from ny
other side. "OF course he loved her! Mudly! As only a |onely,
rejected-by-all man can |ove."

"And so it was quite natural that after the death of Pina,
he sought consolation with her best friend."

"Her bosom friend, yes," said the Master approvingly,
while tickling me behind the ear. "Mrosa adored Pina! It's a
very accurate term-- bosomfriend!l One senses a literary man
in you at once! And Pina, too, adored Mrosa."

"But, you notice," |I picked up, "that. right from the
beginning Pina suspected that Mrosa was infatuated wth
Levant."

"Wel |, of course! They are extrenely sensitive about such
things. This was clear to everyone -- ny wife noticed it at
once. | recollect that she would nudge nme with her elbow each
time Pina alighted on Mrosa's tousled head, and so coyly and
expectantly | ooked at Levant."

This time | kept ny peace.

"I'n general, | am profoundly convinced," he continued,
"that birds feel no |less sensitively than people.”

Aha, thought |, and said, "I don't know about birds in
general, but Pina was a lot nore sensitive than let's say even
you or |."
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Sonething bummed briefly over ny head, and there was a
soft clink of netal.

"You speak like ny wife, word for word," observed the
Master, "so you npst probably nust |ike Dan. | was overcone
when he was able to construct a bunkin for that Japanese
nobl ewoman... <can't think of her name. After all, not one
person believed Dan. The Japanese king, hinself..."

"l beg your pardon,"” | said. "A bunkin?"

"Yes, of course, you are not a specialist.... You renenber
that nonent when the Japanese nobl ewonan cones out of prison
Her hair, in a highroller of blond hair, is ornanented with
preci ous conbs..."

"Aah," | guessed. "It's a coiffure."

"Yes, it even becane fashionable for a tinme last year
Al t hough a true bunkin could be nade by a very few... even as a
real chignon, by the way. And, of course, no one could believe
that Dan, with his burned hands and half-blind .. Do you
remenber how he was blinded?"

"It was overpowering," | said.

"Ch vyes, Dan was a true Master. To make a bunkin wi thout
el ectro-preparation, wthout biodevel opnent... You know, | just
had a thought,” he <continued, and there was a note of
excitenment in his voice. "It just struck ne that Mrosa, after
she parts with that literary guy, should narry Dan and not
Levant. She wll be wheeling himout on the veranda in his
chair, and they will be listening to the singing nightingales
in the noonlight -- the two of themtogether."

"And crying quietly out of sheer happiness," | said.

"Yes," the voice of the Master broke, "that would be only
right. Gherwise | just don't know, | just don't wunderstand,
what all our struggles are for. No... we nust insist. I'll go
to the union this very day...."

I kept quiet, again. The Master was breathing uneasily by

ny ear.

"Let them go and shave at the automates," he said suddenly
in a vengeful tone, "let themlook like plucked geese. W |et
them have a taste once before of what it's like; nowwe'll see
how t hey appreciate it."

"I am afraid it won't be sinple," | said cautiously, not
-- having the vaguest idea of what this was about.

"W Masters are used to the conplicated. It's not all that
sinmple -- when a fat and sweaty stuffed shirt cones to you, and
you have to nake a human being out of him or at the very best,
sonet hi ng whi ch under normal circunstances does not differ too

much from a human being... is that sinple? Remenber what Dan
said: 'Wnan gives birth to a human being once in nine nonths,
but we Msters have to do it every day.' Aren't those
magni fi cent words?"

"Dan was tal king about barbers?" | said, just in case.

"Dan was tal king about Masters. 'The beauty of the world
rests on our shoulders,” he would say. And again, do you
renenber: 'In order to nake a man out of an ape, Darwin had to

be an excellent Master.'"

| decided to capitul ate and confess.

"This | don't renmenber."

"How | ong have you been watching ' Rose of the Sal on'?"

"Well, | have arrived just recently."

"Aah, then you have mssed a lot. My wife and | have been
wat chi ng the program for seven years, every Tuesday. W mi ssed
only one show, | had an attack and | ost consciousness. But in
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the whole town there is only one man who hasn't ni ssed even one
show -- Master MIle at the Central Salon."

He noved off a few paces, turned various colored lights on
and of f, and resumed his work.

"The seventh year," he repeated. "And now -- can you
imgine -- the year before last they kill off Mrosa and throw
Levant into a Japanese prison for life, while Dan is burned at
the stake. Can you visualize that?"

"I't's inpossible,”™ | said. "Dan? At the stake? Although
it's true that they burned Bruno at the stake, too."
"It's possible," he said with inpatience. "In any case, it

became clear to us that they want to fold up the program fast.
But we didn't put up wth that. W declared a strike and

struggled for three weeks. MIle and | ©picketed the barber
automates. And let ne tell you that quite a lot of the
t ownspeopl e synpat hi zed with us."

"l should think so," | said. "And what happened? Did you
Wi n?

"As you see. They grasped very well what was invol ved, and
now the TV center knows with whomthey are dealing. W didn't
give one step, and if need be, we won't. Anyway we can rest on
Tuesdays now just like in the old days -- for real."

"And the other days?"

"The other days we wait for Tuesday and try to guess what
is awaiting us and what you literary fellows will do for us. W

guess and nmeke bets -- although we Msters don't have nuch
| eisure.”

"You have a large clientel e?"

"No, that's not it. | nean homework. It's not difficult to

become a Master, it's difficult to remain one. There is a nass
of literature, |ots of new nethods, new applications, and you
have to keep up wth it all and constantly experinment,
i nvestigate and keep track of allied fields -- bionics, plastic
medi cine, organic nedicine. And wth tine, you accunulate
experience, and you get the urge to share your know edge. So
MIlle and | are witing our second book, and practically every
month, we have to update the nmanuscript. Everything becones
obsol ete right before your eyes. | amnow conpleting a treatise
on a little-known characteristic of the naturally straight
nonpl astic hair; and do you know | have practically no chance

of being the first? In our country alone, | know of three
Mast ers who are occupied with the sane subject. It's only to be
expected -- the naturally straight nonplastic hair is a rea
probl em It's consi der ed to be absol utely
nonaest heti ci zable.... However, this may not be of interest to
you? You are a witer?"

"Yes," | said.

"Well, you know, during the strike, | had a chance to run
t hrough a novel. That would not be yours, by any chance?"

"I don't know," | said, "What was it about?"

"Well, | couldn't say exactly.... Son quarrels wth

father. He has a friend, an unpleasant fellow with a strange
name. He occupies himself by cutting up frogs."

"Can't renenber," | lied -- poor Ilvan Sergeyevitch

"I can't renenber either. It was some sort of nonsense. |
have a son, but he never quarrels with ne, and he never
tortures aninmals -- except perhaps when he was a child"

He backed away again and nade a slow circuit around ne.
Hi s eyes were burning; he seenmed to be very pl eased.

"I't | ooks as though we can stop here," he said.

| got out of the chair. "Not bad. Not bad at all,"
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murnmured the Master. | approached the mirror. He turned on
spotlights, which illumnated ne fromall sides so that there
were no shadows on ny face.

In the first instant | did not notice anything unusua
about nyself. It was nmy usual self. Then | felt that it was not
I at all. That it was sonmething nmuch better than I. A whole |ot
better. Better looking than |. Mre benevolent than l.
Appreciably nore significant than |I. | experienced a sense of

shanme, as though | were deliberately passing nyself off as a
man to whom | couldn't hold a candle.
"How did you do this thing?" | said in a strangled tone.
"It's nothing," said the Master, smling in a very special
way. "You turned out to be a fairly easy client, albeit quite

negl ected. "
| stood before the mrror |ike Narcissus and couldn't tear
mysel f away. Suddenly, | felt awed. The Master was a nagician,

and an evil one at that, although he probably didn't realize it
hinself. The mrror reflected an extrenely attractive lie. An

intelligent, good-Ilooking, nmonunental vapidity. WIlI, perhaps
not a total vacuum for after all | didn't have that |ow an
opi nion of nyself. But the contrast was too great. Al of ny
inner world, everything | valued in nyself -- all that could
just as well have not existed. It was no |onger needed. |
| ooked at the Master. He was smling.

"You have many clients?" | asked.

He did not grasp ny neaning, but after all, | didn't
really want himto understand ne.

"Don't worry," he replied, "I'll always work on you wth
pl easure. The rawest material is the nost intriguing."

"Thank you," said |, lowering ny eyes so as not to see his

smle. "Thank you. Goodbye."

"Just don't forget to pay," he said placidly. "W Msters
val ue our work very highly."

"Yes, of course,” | caught nyself. "Naturally. How nuch do
| owe you?"

He stated how nuch | owed.

"What ?" said | regaining ny equilibrium

He repeated with satisfaction.

"Madness", | said forthrightly.

"Such is the price of beauty," he explained. "You cane
here as an ordinary tourist, and you are |leaving a king of this
domai n. "

"An inpersonator is what | amleaving as," | nuttered,
extracting the noney.

"No, no, not that bad!" he said confidentially. "Even |
don't know that for sure. And even you are not convinced of it
entirely.... Two nore dollars, please. Thank you. Here is 50
pf enni gs change. You don't m nd pfennigs?"

I had nothing against pfennigs. | wanted to | eave as fast

as possi bl e.

| stood in the |lobby for a while, becomng nyself again,
and gazing at the netallic figure of Mladimr Sergeyevitch
After all, all this is not new After all, mllions of people
are not what they pass thenselves for. But the damabl e barber
had made ne over into an enpiriocritic. Reality was masked with

gorgeous hi erogl yphics. | no longer believed what | sawin this
city. The plaza covered with stereo-plastic was probably in
reality not beautiful at all. Under the elegant contours of the

autos lurked ominous and ugly shapes. And that beautiful
charming woman is no doubt in fact a repulsive nalodorous
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hyena, a pronmiscuous dull-witted sow | closed ny eyes and
shook ny head. The ol d devil

Two neticul ously grooned ol dsters stopped nearby and began
to debate heatedly the relative nerits of baked pheasant
conpared with pheasant broiled wth feathers. They argued,
drooling saliva, smacking their [lips and choking, snapping
their bony fingers wunder each other's noses. No Master could
hel p these two. They were Masters thensel ves and they nade no
bones about it. At any rate, they restored ny materiali st
viewpoint. | went to a porter and inquired about a restaurant.

"Right in front of you," said he and sniled at the arguing
oldsters. "Any cuisine in the world."

| could have nistaken the entrance to the restaurant for
the gates to a botanical garden. | entered, parting the
branches of exotic trees, stepping alternately on soft grass
and coral flagstones. Unseen birds twittered in the | uxuriant
greenery, and the discreet clatter of utensils was mixed wth
the sound of conversation and |aughter. A golden bird flew
right in front of nmy nose, barely able to carry the load of a
caviar tartine in its beak

"I amat your service," said the deep velvety voice

An inposing giant of a man with epaul ettes stepped toward
me cut of a thicket.

"Dinner," | said curtly. | don't like naitres-d' hotel

"Dinner," he said significantly. "In conpany? Separate
t abl e?"'

"Separate table. On second thought..."

A not ebook instantaneously appeared in his hand.

"A man of your age would be wel come at the table of

Ms. and Mss Ham |ton-Rey."

"CGo on," | said.

"Fat her Ceoffrois..."

"I woul d prefer an aborigine."

He turned the page.

"Opir, doctor of philosophy, just now has sat down at his
table."

"That's a possibility," said I

He put away the book and led me along a path paved wth
i mestone sl abs. Sonewhere around us there were people eating,
t al ki ng, swi shi ng seltzer. Hunmmi ngbi r ds darted l'ike
multicolored bees in the |eaves. The nmaitre-d hotel inquired
respectfully, "How would you like to be introduced?"

"I'van. Tourist and litterateur."

Doctor Opir was about fifty. | liked himat once because
he i medi ately and w t hout any cerenony sent the naitre-d' hotel
packing after a waiter. He was pink and plunp, and noved and
tal ked incessantly.

"Don't trouble yourself," he said when | reached. for the

menu. "It's all set already. Vodka, anchovies under egg -- we
call them pacifunties -- potato soup..."

"Wth sour cream" | interjected.

"OfF course!... steaned sturgeon a la Astrakhan... a patty
of veal..."

"I woul d prefer pheasant baked in feathers."

"No -- don't; it's not the season... a slice of beef, ee
in sweet marinade."

"Coffee," | said.

"Cognac," he retorted

"Cof fee with cognac."
"Al'l right, cognac and coffee with cognac. Sone pale w ne
with the fish and a good natural cigar."
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Dinner with Doctor Opir turned out to be nost congeni al

It was possible to eat, drink, and listen. O not to |listen
Doctor Opir did not need a conversation. He required a
listener. | did not have to participate in the talking,

didn't even supply any comentaries, while he orated with
enthusi astic delight, alnost without interruption, waving his
fork, while plates and di shes nonethel ess becane enpty in front
of himwth nystifying speed. Never in ny life have | nmet a man
who was so skilled in conversation while his nouth was so fully
packed and so busy nmasticating.

"Science! Her Mjesty!" he exclainmed. "She matured | ong
and painfully, but her fruits turned out to be abundant and
sweet. Stop, Monent, you are beautiful! Hundreds of generations
were born, suffered, and died, and not one was inpelled to
pronounce this incantation. W are singularly fortunate. W
were born in the greatest of epochs, the Epoch of the
Satisfaction of Desires. It my be that not ever ybody
understands this as yet, but ninety-nine percent of ny fellow
citizens are already living in a world where, for all practica
pur poses, a man can have all he can think of. O  Science! You
have finally freed mankind. You have given us and wll

henceforth provide for us everything -- food -- wonderful food
-- clothing of the best quality and in any quantity, and to
suit any taste! -- shelter -- nmagnificent shelter. Love, |oy,
satisfaction, and for those desiring it, for those who are
fatigued by happiness -- tears, sweet tears, little saving
sorrows, pleasant consoling worries which I end us significance
in our own eyes.... Yes, we philosophers have naligned science

long and angrily. W called forth Luddites, to break up
machi nes, we cursed Ei nstein, who changed our whole universe,

we vilified Wener, who inpugned our godlike essence. Wll, so
we really lost that godlike substance. Science robbed us of it.
But inreturn! In return, it launched nmen to the feasting
tables of dynpus. Aha! Here is the potato soup, that heavenly
porridge. No, no, do as | do... take this spoon, a touch of
vinegar... a dash of pepper... with the other spoon, this one
here, dip some sour creamand... no, no... gently, gently mx
it.... This too is a science, one of the nost ancient, older in
any cue than the ubiquitous synthetic.... By the way, don't
fail to visit our synthesizers, Amlthea's Horn, Inc. You

wouldn't be a chemist? Oh yes, you are a litterateur! You
should wite about it, the greatest nystery of our tines,
beefsteaks out of thin air, asparagus fromclay, truffles from
sawdust.... What a pity that Malthus is dead'! The whole world
woul d be laughing at him O course, he had certain reasons for
his pessimsm | amprepared to agree with those who consi der
hima genius. But he was too ill-infornmed, he conpletely m ssed
the possibilities in the natural sciences. He was one of those
unl ucky geniuses who discover |laws of social devel opnent

preci sely at that nonent when these | aws cease to operate. | am
genuinely sorry for him The whole of humanity was but billions
of hungrily gaping nouths to him He nust have |lost sleep from
the sheer horror of it. It is a truly nonstrous nightmare -- a
billion gaping naws and not one head. | turned back and see

with bitterness how blind they were, the shakers of souls and
the masters of the mnds of the recent past. Their awareness
was di nmed by unbroken horror. Social Darw nists! They saw only
the press of the struggle for survival: nobbs of hunger-crazed
peopl e, tearing each other to pieces for a place in the sun, as
though there was only that one single place, as though the sun
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wasn't sufficient for all! And N etzsche... naybe he was
suitable for the hungry slaves of the Pharaohs' times, with his
om nous sermnons about the naster race, with his supernen beyond
good and evil... who needs to be beyond now? It's not so bad on
this side, don't you suppose? There were, of course, Marx and
Freud. Marx, for exanple, was the first to understand that it
all depended on economics. He wunderstood that to rip the
econoni cs out of the hands of greedy ninconpoops and
fetishists, to make it part of the state, to develop it
limtlessly, was the very way to lay the foundations of a
Gol den Age. And Freud showed us for what, after all, we needed
this Golden Age. Recollect the source of all human nisery.
Unsatisfied instincts, unrequited | ove, and unsated hunger --
isn"t that right? But here comes Her Majesty, Science, and
presents us with satisfactions. And how rapidly all this has
come to pass! The nanes of gl oony prognosticators are not yet
forgotten, and already... How do you like the sturgeon? | am
under the inpression that the sauce is synthetic. Do you see
the pinkish tint? Yes, it is synthetic. In a restaurant we
should be able to expect natural sauce. Waiter! On second
thought -- the devil take it, let's not be so finicky. Go on,
go on... Now what was | saying? Yes! Love and hunger. Satisfy
| ove and hunger, and you'll see a happy man. On condition, of
course, that your nman is secure about the next day. Al the
utopias of all times are based on this si npl est of
considerations. Free a nman of the worry about his daily bread
and about the norrow, and he will becone truly free and happy.
I am deeply convinced that children, vyes, precisely the

children, are man's ideal. | see the nost profound neaning in
the remarkable simlarity between a child and the carefree nan
who is the object of utopia. Carefree means happy -- and we are

so close to that ideal! Another few decades, or maybe just a
few nmore years, and we will attain the automated plenty, we
wi Il discard science as a heal ed man di scards his crutches, and

the whole of mankind will becone one huge happy famly of
children. The adults wll be distinguished fromthe children
only by their ability to love, and this ability wll, again
with the help of science, become the source of new and
unhear d-of joys and pl easures.... Excuse ne, what is your name?
Ivan? So, you nust be from Russia. Communist? Aha... well,
everything is different there |1 know.... And here is the

cof feel! Mmn not bad. But where is the cognac? Well, thank you

By the way, | hear that the Great Wne Taster has retired. The
nmost grandi ose scandal befell at the Brussels contest of
cognacs, which was suppressed only wth the greatest of
difficulties. The Gand Prix is awarded to the Wite Centaur
br and. The jury is delighted! It is something totally
unprecedent ed! Such a phenonenal extravaganza of sensations!
The declaratory packet is opened, and, oh horrors, it's a
synthetic! The Great Wne Taster turned as white as a sheet of
paper and was physically ill. By the way, | had an opportunity
totry this cognac, and it's really superb, but they run it
from crude and it doesn't even have a proper name. H ex
ei ghteen naphtha fraction and it's cheaper than hydrolyzed

al cohol.... Have a cigar. Nonsense, what do you nmean you don't
snoke? It's not right not to have a cigar after a dinner |ike
this.... | love this restaurant. Every tinme | cone here to
|l ecture at the university, | dine at the Qdynpic. And before
returning, | invariably visit the Tavern. True, they don't have

the greenery, nor the tropical birds, and it's a bit stuffy and
warm and snells of snoke, but they have a genuine, ininitable

file:/lIF|/rah/Arkady%20&%20Boris%20Strugatsky...0-%20Final%20Circle%200f%20Paradise,%20The.txt (33 of 110) [5/20/03 12:14:30 AM]



file:/lIF|/rah/Arkady%6208& %20Boris%20Strugatsky/Arkady%20and%20B ori s%20Strugatsky, %620-%20Fi nal %20Ci rcl €%6200f %20Paradi se,%20T he.txt

cui sine. The Assiduous Tasters gather nowhere but there -- at
the Gournmet. |In that place you do nothing but eat. You can't
talk, you can't laugh, it's totally nonsensical to go there
with a woman -- you only eat there! Slowy, thoughtfully..."
Doctor Opir finally ran down, |eaned back in his chair,
and inhal ed deeply with total enjoynent. | sucked on the mghty
cigar and contenplated the man. | had him well pegged, this

doctor of philosophy. Always and in all tinmes there have been
such nen, absolutely pleased with their situation in society
and therefore absolutely satisfied with the condition of that
society. A marvelously well-geared tongue and a Ilively pen,
magni ficent teeth and faultless innards, and a well-enpl oyed
sexual apparatus

"And so the world is beautiful, Doctor?"

"Yes," said the doctor wth feeling, "it is finally
beautiful ."

"You are a gigantic optimst," said |

"Qur time is the time of optimsts. Pessinsts go to the
Good Mood Sal on, void the gall from their subconscious, and
becone optimsts. The tinme of pessimsts has passed, just as
the time of tuberculars, of sexual maniacs, and of the mlitary
has passed. Pessimsm as an intellectual enmption, is being
extirpated by that self-same science. And that not indirectly
through the creation of affluence, but concretely by way of
invasion of the dark world of the subcortex. Let's take the
dream generator, currently the nost popular diversion of the
masses. It is conpletely harmess, unusually well adopted to
general use, and is structurally sinple. O consider the
neurostimulators...."

| attenpted to steer himinto the desired channel

"Doesn't it seem to you that right there in the
pharmaceutical field science is overdoing it a bit sonetinmes?"

Doctor Opir snmiled condescendingly and sniffed at his
ci gar.

"Science has always noved by trial and error,"” he said
weightily. "And | aminclined to believe that the so-called
errors are always the result of «crimnal application. W
haven't yet entered the Golden Age, we are just in the process
of doing so, and all kinds of throwbacks, nobsters, and just
plain dirt are under foot. So all kinds of drugs are put out
which are health-destroying, but which are created, as you

know, fromthe best of notives; all kinds of aromatics ... or
this... well, that doesn't suit a dinner conversation." He
cackl ed suddenly and obscenely "You can guess nmy neaning -- we
are mature people! What was | saying? Ch yes, all this
shouldn't disturb you. It will pass just |ike the atom bonbs."
"I only wanted to enphasize,"” | remarked, "that there is
still the problem of alcoholism and the problem of narcotics."”
Doctor Opir's interest in the conversation was visibly
ebbi ng. Apparently he imagined that | <challenged his thesis

that science is a boon. To conduct an argunent on this basis
naturally bored him as though, for instance, he had been

affirmng the salubriousness of ocean swinming and | was
contradicting himon the basis that | had al nbost drowned | ast
year.

"Well, of course..." he nmunbled, studying his watch, "we
can't have it all at once.... You nust admt, after all, that
it is the basic trend which is the nost inportant.... Wiiter!"

Doctor Opir had eaten well, had a good conversation --
prof essi ng progressive phil osophy -- felt well-satisfied, and
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deci ded not to press the matter, especially as | really didn't
give a hang about his progressive philosophy, while in the
matters which interested ne the nost, he probably would not be

concretely informed at all in the final analysis.

We paid up and went out of the restaurant. | inquired, "Do
you ] mow, Doctor, whose nonunment that is? Over there on the
pl aza."

Doctor Opir gazed absent-mindedly. "Sure enough, it's a
monunent , " he said. "Sonehow | overlooked it before.... Shall |
drop you sonewhere?"

"Thank you, | prefer to walk."

"In that case, goodbye. It was a pleasure to neet you...
O course it's hard to expect to convince you." He grinaced,
shifting a toothpick around his nouth. "But it would be

interesting to try. Perhaps you will attend ny |ecture? | begin
tonorrow at ten."

"Thank you," | said. "Wat is your topic?"

"Neo-optimst Philosophy. | will be sure to touch upon a
series of questions which we have so pithily discussed today."

"Thank you," | said again. "Mst assuredly."

I watched as he went to his | ong autonobile, collapsed in
the seat, puttered with the auto-driver control, fell back

agai nst the seat back, and apparently dozed off instantly. The
car began to roll cautiously across the plaza and disappeared
in the shade and greenery of a side street.

Neo-optinmism.. Neo- hedoni sm . . Neo-cretinism..
Neo-capitalism.. "No evil wthout good," said the fox. So, |
have |anded in the Country of the Boobs. It should he recorded
that the ratio of congenital fools does not vary as a function
of time. It should be interesting to determne what is
happening to the percentage of fools by conviction. Curious --
who assigned the title of Doctor to hin? He is not the only
one! There nust have been a whole flock of doctors who
cerenoniously granted that title to Neo-optinist Opir. However,
this occurs not only anpbng phil osophers.

| saw Ri neyer conme into the hall and forgot Doctor Opir at
once. The suit hung on Rineyer like a sack. Rinmeyer stooped,
and his face was flabby. | thought he wavered in his walk. He
approached the el evator and | caught himby the sleeve there.

He junped violently and turned on ne.

"What in hell?" he said. He was clearly unhappy to see ne.

"Why are you still here?"

"I waited for you."

"Didn'"t | tell you to cone tonorrow at noon?"

"What's the difference?" | said. "Wy waste tinme?"

He | ooked at me, breathing | aboriously.

"I am expected. A nman is waiting for ne in ny room and he
must not see you with nme. Do you understand?"

"Don't shout," | said. "People are noticing."

Ri neyer gl anced sideways with watery eyes.

"Go in the elevator," he said.

W entered and he pressed the button for the fifteenth
floor.

"Get on with your business quickly," he said.

The order was startlingly stupid, so t hat I was
monentarily disoriented

"You nmean to say that you don't know why | am here?"

He rubbed his forehead, and then said, "Hell, everything' s

m xed up.... Listen, | forgot, what is your nane?"
"Zhilin."
"Listen, zhilin, | have nothing new for you. | didn't have
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time to attend to that business. It's all a dream do you
understand? Matia's inventions. They sit there, witing papers,
and invent. They should all be pitched the hell out."

We arrived at the fifteenth floor and he pressed the
button for the first.

"Devil take it," he said. "Five nore mnutes and he'l
|l eave.... In general | amconvinced of one thing, there is
nothing toit. Not inthis town, in any case." He | ooked at ne
surreptitiously, and turned his eyes away. "Here is sonething
can tell you. Look in at the Fishers. Just like that, to clear
your conscience."

"The Fishers? Wat Fishers?"

"You'l| find out for yourself," he said inpatiently. "But
don't get tricky with them Do everything they ask." Then, as
t hough def endi ng hinself, he added, "I don't want any

preconceptions, you understand."
The el evator stopped at the first floor and he signaled
for the ninth.

"That's it," he said. "Then we'll neet and talk in detail.
Let's say tonorrow at noon."

"All right,” | said slowy. He obviously did not want to
talk to ne. Maybe he didn't trust ne. Well, it happens!

"By the way," | said, "you have been visited by a certain

Gscar. "

It seemed to me that he started

"Did he see you?"

"Naturally. He asked nme to tell you that he will be
calling tonight."

"That's bad, devil take it, bad...." nuttered R neyer.
"Listen... dam, what is your nane?"

"Zhilin."

The el evat or stopped.

"Listen, Zzhilin, it's very bad that he has seen you...
However, what the hell is the difference. | nmust go now" Re
opened the elevator door, "Tonorrow we'll have a real good
tal k, okay? Tonmorrow... and you look in on the Fishers. Is that
a deal ?"

He slammed the door with all his strength.

"Where will | look for then?" | asked

| stood awhile, looking after him He was al nost running,
receding down the corridor with erratic steps.

Chapter FIVE

I walked slowy, keeping to the shade of the trees. Now
and then a car rolled by. One of these stopped and the driver
threw open the door, |eaned out, and vomited on the pavenent.
He cursed weakly, wi ped his mouth with his palm slamed the
door, and drove off. He was on the elderly side, red-faced,
wearing a loud shirt with nothing under it.

Ri mneyer apparently had turned into a drunkard. This
happens fairly often: a man tries hard, wrks hard, is
consi dered a val uable contributor, he is listened to and nmmde
out as a nodel, but just when he is needed for a concrete task,
it suddenly turns out that he has grown puffy and flabby, that
wenches are running in and out of his place, and that he snells
of vodka fromearly nmorning.... Your business does not interest
him while at the same tine, he is frightfully busy, is
constantly neeting soneone, tal ks confusingly and nurkily, and
is of no help whatsoever. And then he turns up in the al coholic
ward, or a nental clinic, or is involved in a |l egal process. O
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he gets married unexpectedly -- strangely and ineptly -- and
this marriage snells strongly of blackmail. ... One can only
conment : " Physician, heal thyself."

It would still be nice to hunt up Peck. Peck is hard as

flint, honest, and he always knows everything. You haven't even
finished the rundown on the tech control, and haven't had a
chance to get off the ship, before he is buddy-buddy wth the
cook, is al r eady fully informed and involved in the
i nvestigation of the dispute between the Conmander of the
Pat hfinders and the chief engineer, who didn't settle the
matter of some prize; the technicians are already planning an
evening in his honor, and the deputy director is listening to
his advice in a quiet corner... Priceless Peck! He was born in
this city and has spent a third of his life here.

I found a tel ephone booth, and rang information for Peck
Xenai's nunber and address. | was asked to wait. As usual, the
booth snelled of <cats. The plastic shelf was covered with
t el ephone nunbers and obscene i mages. Soneone had carved quite
deeply, as with a knife, the strange word "SLUG " | opened the
door, to lighten the string atnosphere, and watched the
opposite shady side of the street, where a barnman stood in
front of his establishnment in a white jacket wth rolled-up
sl eeves, snoking a cigarette. Then | was told that according to
the data at the beginning of the year, Peck resided at No. 31
Li berty Street, nunber 11-331. | thanked the operator and
di al ed the nunber at once. A strange voice told ne that | had a
wong nunber. Yes, the nunber was correct, and so was the
address, but no Peck lived there, and if he had, they didn't
know when he left or where he had gone. | hung up, left the
booth, and crossed the street to the shady side.

Catching ny eye, the barman cane to life and said from
afar, "Cone in, why don't you?"

"Don't knowthat 1'd like to," | said.

"So you won't be friendly, eh?" he said. "Come in anyway.
We'll have a talk. | feel bored."

| stopped.

"Tomorrow norning," | said, "at ten o'clock, at the

university, there will be a phil osophy | ecture on Neo-optim sm
It will be given by the renowned Doctor Opir fromthe capital
The barman listened with avid interest -- he even stopped
i nhal i ng.
"How do you like that!" he said. "So they have conme to
that! The day before yesterday, they chased all the girls out

of a night club, and now they' |l be having lectures. W'll show
them |l ectures!"

"It's about tine," | said.

"I don't let them in," he continued, getting nor e
animated. "I have a sharp eye for them A guy could be just
approaching the door, when | can spot him for an Intel
"Fellows,' | say, 'an Intel is coning.' And the boys are al

wel | picked; Dodd hinself is here every night after training.
So, he gets up and neets this Intel at the door, and | don't
even know what goes on between them but be passes him on
el sewhere. Although it's true that sonetines they travel in
bunches. In that case, so there wouldn't be a to-do, we |ock

the door -- let themknock. That's the right way, isn't it?"
"That's okay by ne," | said. | had had enough of him
There are people who pall unusually quickly. "Let them"
"What do you nean -- let then"

"Let them knock. In other words, knock on any door."
The barman | ooked at me with growi ng al ertness.
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"What say you nove on," he said.

"How about a quick one," | offered.

"Move al ong, nove along," he said. "You won't get served
here. "

e | ooked at each other awhile,, then he grow ed
sonet hi ng, backed up, and slid the glass door in front of him
"I amno Intel,"” | said. "I am a poor tourist. A rich
one."

He | ooked at ne with his nose flattened agai nst the gl ass.
I made a motion as though knocking a drink back. Re nunbl ed
sonet hing and went back into the darkness of the place -- |
coul d see hi mwandering aimessly anobng enpty tables. The pl ace
was called the Smile. | smled and went on

Around the corner was a wi de main thoroughfare. A huge
van, plastered with advertisenents, was parked by the curb. Its
back was swung down for a counter, on which were piled
nmount ai ns of cans, bottl es, t oys, and st acks of
cel | ophane-w apped cl ot hing and underwear. Two teenage girls
twittered sone sort of nonsense while selecting blouses.
"Pho-o0-ny," squeaked one. The other, turning the blouse this
way and that, replied, "Spangles, spangles and not phony."
"Here by the neck it phonies." "Spangles." "Even the star
doesn't glimmer."

The driver of the van, a gaunt man with huge, horn-rimred
dark gl asses, sat on the step of the advertising rotunda. His
eyes were not visible, but, judging by his relaxed nouth and
sweat - beaded nose, he was asl eep. | approached the counter. The
girls stopped talking and stared at ne with parted nouths. They
must have been about sixteen, and their eyes were vacant and

bl ue, like those of young kittens.
"Spangles,"” | said. "No phonying and | ots of sparkle."
"And around t he neck?" asked the one who was trying on the
bl ouse.

"Around the neck it's practically a masterpiece.”

"Spangl es, " said the other uncertainly.

"OK, let's look at another one,"
peacefully. "This one here."

"This one is better, the silvery one with the frame."

| saw books. They were nmagnificent books. There was a
Strogoff wth such illustrations as | had never even heard of.
There was Change of Dream with an introduction by
Saroyan. There was a Walter Mntz in three volunes. There was
al nrost an entire Faul kner, The New Politics by Wber,
Pol es of Magnificence by Ignatova, The Unpublished
Si an She-Cuey, History of Fascismin the "Menory of
Manki nd" edition. There were current nagazi nes, and al nmanacs,
pocket Louvres, Hermitage, and Vatican. There was everything!
"It phonies too but it has a frame." "Spangles." | grabbed the
Mntz. Holding the two volunmes wunder ny arm | opened the
third. Never have | seen such a conplete Mntz. There were even
the jmgrj letters.

offered the first

"How much will that be?" | call ed.

The girls gaped again; the driver sucked in his lips and
sat up.

"What ?" he said huskily.

"Who is the owner here?" | said

He got up and came to ne.

"What woul d you |ike?"

"I want this Mntz. How nmuch is it?"

The girls giggled. He stared at me in silence, then
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renoved his gl asses.

"You are a foreigner?"

"Yes, | ama tourist."

"I't's the nost conplete Mntz."

"COf course, | can see that. | was stunned when | sawit."

"Me too," he said, "when | saw what you were after."

"He is a tourist," twittered one of the girls. "He doesn't
under st and. "

"It's all free," said the driver. "Personal needs fund. To
take care of personal needs."

I | ooked back at the bookshel f.

"Did you see Change of Drean®?" asked the driver

"Yes, thank you, | have it."

"About Strogoff | will not even inquire."

"How about the History of FascisnP"

"An excellent edition."

The girls giggled again. The driver's eyes popped in
sudden wrat h.

"Scram snot faces," he barked.

The girls junped. One of themthievishly grabbed severa
bl ouse packages. They ran across the street, where they stopped
and continued to gaze at us.

"Wth frames!" said the driver. His thin lips twitched. "I
shoul d drop this whole idea. Were do you |ive?"

"On Second Wat erway. "

"Aha, in the thick of the mre.... Let's go -- | will drop
you off. | have a conplete Schedrin in the van, which | don't
even exhibit; | have the entire <classics library; the whole

Gol den Library, the conplete Treasures of Phil osophic Thought."

"I'ncl udi ng Doctor Opir's?"

"Bitch tripe," said the driver. "Salacious bum Anpeba!
Rut do you know Sliy?"

"Not nmuch,” | said. "I don't like him Neo-individualism
as Doctor Opir would say."

"Doctor Opir stinks," said the driver. "Wile Sliy is a
real man. O course, there is the individualism But at |east
he says what he thinks and does what he says. |I'l|l get sone
Sliy for you.... Listen, did you see this? And this!"

He dug hinself up to his el bows in books. He stroked them
tenderly and his face shone with rapture.

"And this," he kept on. "And how about this Cervantes?"

An ol dish | ady of inposing bearing approached and started
to pick over the canned goods.

"You still don't have Danish pickles... didn't I ask you
to get sonme?"
"Co to hell," said the driver absent-m ndedly.

The woman was stunned. Her face slowy turned crinson.

"How dare you!" she hi ssed.

The driver | ooked at her bullishly.

"You heard what | said. Get out of here!"

"Don't you dare!" said the woman. "Wat is your nunber?"

"My nunber is ni nety-three," sai d the driver,
"Ninety-three -- is that clear enough? And I spit on all of
you. |s that clear? Any other questions?"

"What a hooliganism" said the woman with dignity. She
took two cans of delicacies, scanned the counter, and wth
great precision, ripped the cover off the Cosnmic Mn

magazine. "I1'Ill remenber you, nunber ninety-three! These aren't
the old tinmes for you." She wapped the two cans in the cover
"We'I|l see each other in the municipal court."

I took a firmhold on the driver's arm His rigid nuscles
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gradual Iy rel axed.

"The nerve!" said she najestically and departed.

She stepped along the sidewalk, proudly carrying her
handsone head, which was topped with a high cylindrica
coi ffure. She stopped at the corner, opened one of the cans,
and proceeded to pick out chunks with el egant fingers.

| released the driver's arm

"They ought to be shot," he said suddenly. "W ought to
strangl e theminstead of dispensing pretty books to them" He

turned toward ne, and | could see his eyes were tortured.
"Shall | deliver your books?"
"Well, no," | said. "Wiere will | put thenf"

"In that case, shove off," said the driver. "Did you take
your M ntz? Then go and wrap your dirty pantaloons init."

He clinbed up into the cab. Sonething clicked and the back
door began to rise. You could hear everything crashing and
rolling inside the van. Several books and sonme shiny packets,
boxes, and cans fell on the pavenent. The rear panel had not
yet cl osed conpletely when the driver shut his door and the van
took off with a jerk

The girls had already di sappeared. | stood alone on the
enpty street and watched the wnd lazily turn the pages of
Hi story of Fascismat ny feet. Later a gang of kids in striped
shorts cane around the corner. They wal ked by silently, hands
stuck in their pockets. One junped down on the pavenent and
began to kick a can of pineapple, with a slick pretty cover,
like a football down the street.

Chapter SIX

On the way home, | was overtaken by the change of shifts.
The streets filled wup with cars. Controller copters appeared
over the intersections, and sweaty police cleared constantly

threatening jams wth roaring bull horns. The cars noved
slowy, and the drivers stuck heads out of windows to light up
from each other, to yell, to talk and joke while furiously

bl owi ng their horns. There was a instant screech of clashing
bunpers. Everyone was happy, everyone was good- natured, and
everyone glowed with savage glee. It seened as though a heavy
load had just fallen from the soul of the city, as though
everyone was seized with an enviable anticipation. Fingers were
poi nted at me and the other pedestrians. Several tinmes | was
prodded with bunpers while crossing -- the girls doing it with
the utnost good nature. One of them drove alongside ne for
quite a while, and we got acquainted. Then a line of
demonstrators wth sober faces walked by on the nedian,
carrying signs. The signs appealed to people to join the
amat eur club ensenbl e Songs of the Fatherland, to enter the
muni ci pal Culinary Art groups, and to sign up for condensed
courses in notherhood and chil dhood. The people with signs were
nudged by bunpers with special enthusiasm The drivers threw
cigarette butts, apple cores, and paper wads at them They

yel l ed such things as "I'll subscribe at once, just wait till I
put ny gal oshes on," or "Me, |I'm sterile,” or "Say, buddy,
teach nme notherhood.”™ The sign carriers continued to march
slowy in between the two solid streans of cars, unperturbed
and sacrificial, |ooking straight ahead with the sad dignity of
canel s.

Not far from ny house, | was set upon by a flock of girls,

and when | finally struggled through to Second Waterway, | had
a white aster in ny |apel and drying kisses on ny cheeks, and
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it seered | had nmet half the girls in town. Wat a barber! Wat
a Master!

Vousi, in a flamng orange blouse, was sitting in the
chair in ny study. Her long legs in pointy shoes rested on the
table, while her slender fingers held a long slimcigarette.
Wth her head thrown back, she was blowing thick streans of
snoke at the ceiling, through her nose.

"At long last!" she cried, seeing ne. "Were have you been
all this time? As you can see, |'ve been waiting for you."

"I'"ve been delayed," | said, trying to recollect if | had
i ndeed pronised to neet her

Wpe off the lipstick," she demanded. "You 1ook silly!
What's this? Books? What do you need books for?"

"What do you nean by that?"

"You are really quite a problenl Cones back |ate, hangs
around with books. Or are those pornos?"

"It's Mntz," | said.

"Let nme have them " She junped up and snatched the books
out of nmy grasp. "Good God! What nonsense -- all three are
alike. What is it? History of Fascism.. are you a
Fasci st ?"

"How can you say that, Vousi!"
"Then, what do you need themfor? Are you really going to

read thenf"

"Reread them"

"I just don't understand," she said peevishly. "I liked
you fromthe first. Mdther says you're a witer, and I went and
bragged to everyone, like a fool, and then you turn out to be
the next thing to an Intel."

"How could you, Vousi!" | said with reproach. By now | had

realized that it was inpermssible to be taken for an Intel
"These bookos were sinply needed in ny literary business,

that's all."

"Bookos!" she | aughed. "Bookos! Look at what | can do."
She threw back her head and bl ew two thick streanms of snpbke out
of her nostrils. "I got it on the second try. Pretty good,
right?"

"Remar kabl e aptitude,” | renarked.

"Instead of laughing at nme, you should try it yourself.
A lady taught me at the sal on today. Slobbered all over ne,
the fat cow... WII you try it?"
"How come she did that?"

"Who?"

"The cow. "

"Not normal. O nmaybe a sad sack.... Wat's your nane? |
forgot."

"lvan."

"An anusing nane! You'll have to remind ne again. Are you
a Tungus?"

"I don't think so."

"So-o0... and | went and told everyone that you are a
Tungus. Too bad.... Say, why not have a drink?"

"Let's."

"Today | should have a strong drink to forget that
sl obbering cow. "

She ran out into the Iliving roomand came back with a
tray. We had sone brandy and | ooked at each other, not having
anything to say. | felt ill at ease. | couldn't say why, but |
liked her. | sensed sonething, something | couldn't put ny
finger on; sonet hi ng whi ch distinguished her from the

| ong- | egged, snoot h-ski nned pi n-up beauties, good only for the
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bed. | had the inpression that she sensed sonething in nme, too.
"Beautiful day, today," she said, |ooking away.
"A bit hot," | observed.
She si pped sonme brandy; | did too. The sil ence stretched.

"What do you like to do the nobst?" she asked.
"It depends. And you?"

"Same with ne. In general, | like to have fun and not have
to think about anything."

"So do I," | said. "At least | do right now"

She seened to perk up a little. | understood suddenly what
was the matter: during the whole day, | had not nmet a single

truly pleasant person, and | sinply had gotten tired of it.
There was nothing to her, after all.

"Let's go sonewhere," she said.

"We could,” | said. | really didn't want to go anywhere,
wanted to sit and relax in the cool roomfor a while.

"l can see you're not too eager," she said.

"To be honest, | would prefer to sit around here for a
bit."

"Well then, anuse ne."

I considered the problem and recounted the story of the
traveling sal esman in the upper bunk. She liked it, but | think
she missed the point. | nmade a correction in nmy aim and told
her the one about the president and the old nmaid. She | aughed a
long tine, kicking her wonderfully long legs. Then, taking

courage from another shot of brandy, | told about the w dow
with the nmushroons growing on the wall. She slid down to the
floor and al nost knocked over the tray. | picked her up under

the arnpits, hoisted her back up in the chair, and delivered
the story of the drunk spacenan and the college girl, at which
poi nt Aunt Vaina cane rushing in and inquired fearfully what
was going on wth Vousi, and whether | was tickling her
unnercifully. | poured Aunt Vaina a glass, and addressing
myself to her personally, recounted the one about the Irishman
who wanted to be a gardener. Vousi was conpletely shattered,
but Aunt Vaina smiled sorrowfully and confided that Mjor
General Tuur liked to tell the sane story, when he was in a
good nood. But in it there was, she thought, a Negro instead of
the Irishman, and he aspired to the duties of a piano tuner and

not a gardener. "And you know, lvan, the story ended sonehow
differently," she added after sone thought. At this point
noticed Len standing in the doorway, |ooking at us. | waved and

smled at him He seened not to notice, so | w nked at hi mand
beckoned for himto cone in.

"Whom are you wi nking at?" asked Vousi, through |I|ingering
| aught er.

"It's Len," | said. It was really a pleasure to watch her
as | love to see people laugh, especially such a one as Vousi,

beautiful and al most a child.

"Where's Len?" she wondered.

There was no Len in the doorway.

"Len isn't here," said Aunt Vaina, who was sniffing the
brandy with approval, and did not notice a thing. "The boy went
to the Ziroks' birthday party today. If you only knew, lvan..."

"But why does he say it was Len?" asked Vousi, glancing at
t he door again.

"Len was here," | said. "I waved at him and be ran away.
You know, he |ooked a bit wild to ne."

"Ach, we have a highly nervous boy there," said Aunt
Vaina. "He was born in a very difficult tinme, and they just
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don't know how to deal with a nervous child in these nodern
schools. Today | let himgo visit."

"We'll go, too, now " said Vousi. "You'll walk with ne.
I"Il just fix myself up, because on account of you everything
got sneared. In the neantine, you can put on sonething nore
decent . "

Aunt Vai na woul dn't have minded staying behind to tell ne
a few nore things and maybe show ne a photo al bum of Len, but
Vousi dragged her off and | heard her ask her nother behind the

door, "Wat's his name? | just can't remenber it. He is a jolly
fellow, isn't he?"
"Vousi!" adnoni shed Aunt Vai na.

| laid out nmy entire wardrobe on the bed and tried to
i magi ne what Vousi woul d consider a decently dressed man. Unti

now, | had thought | was dressed quite satisfactorily. Vousi's
heel s were already beating an inpatient rat-a-tat on the study
floor. Not having come up with anything, | called her in.

"That's all you have?" she asked, wrinkling her nose.

"It really isn't good enough?"

"Well, it wll pass. Take off the jacket and put on this
Hawai i an shirt... or better yet, this one here. They sure have
dressing problenms in your Tungusia! Hurry up. No, no, take off
the shirt you have on."

"You mean, wi thout an undershirt?"

"You know, you really are a Tungus. Were do you think you

are going -- to the pole or to Mars? Wat's this under your
shoul der bl ade?"

"A bee stung me," | said, hurriedly pulling on ny shirt.
"Let's go!"

The street was already dark. The fluorescents shone palely
t hrough dark foliage.

"Whi ch way are we bound?" | asked.

"Downt own, of course.... Don't grab my arm it's hot! At
| east you know how to fight, | hope?"

"1 know how. "

"That's good. | like to watch."

"To watch, | like, too," | said.

There were a |lot nore people out in the streets than in
the daytinme. Under the trees, in the bushes, and in the

driveways there were groups of unsettled-Iooking individuals.
They furiously snmoked crackling synthetic cigars, guffawed,
spat negligently and often, and spoke in |oud rough voices.
Over each group hung the racket of radio receivers. Under one
streetlight a banjo twanged, and two youngsters, twisting in
weird contortions and vyelling out wldly, were performng
fling, a currently fashionabl e dance, a dance of great beauty
when properly executed. The youngsters knew how. Around them

stood a small crowd, also yelling lustily and clapping their
hands in rhythm
"Shall we have a dance?" | offered.

"But no, no...
i ncreasi ng her pace.

"And why not? You do fling?"

"I'"d sooner hop with alligators than this crowd."

hi ssed Vousi, taking ne by the hand and

"Too bad," | said, "They look like regular fellows."

"Yes, each one by hinself," said Vousi, "and in the
daytine."

They hung around on the corners, huddl ed around
streetlights, gauche, smoked to the gills, leaving the

sidewal ks behind them strewn wth bits of candy paper,
cigarette butts, and spittle. They were nervous and showy
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mel anchol i c, yearning, constantly | ooking around, stooped. They
were awfully anxious not to look like others, and at the sane
time, assiduously inmtated each other and two or three popul ar
nmovi e stars. There were really not that many, but they stood
out like sore thunmbs, and it always seened to ne that every
town and the whole world was filled with them -- perhaps
because every city and the whole world belonged to them by
night. And to nme, they seenmed full of sonme dark nystery, But |
too used to stand around of evenings in the conpany of friends,
until sone real people turned up and took us off the streets,
and nmany a tinme | have seen the sanme groups in all the cities
of the world, where there was a | ack of capable nen to get rid
of them But | never did understand to the very end what force
it is that turns these fellows away from good books, of which
there are so many, fromsport establishnments, of which this
town had plenty, and even fromordinary television sets, and
drives themout in the night streets with cigarettes in their
teeth and transistor sets in their ears, to stand and spit as
far as possible, to guffaw as offensively as possible, and to
do nothing. Apparently at fifteen, the npst attractive of al

the treasures in the world is the feeling of your own
inmportance and ability to excite everyone's admiration, or at
| east attract attention. Everything el se seens unbearably dul

and dreary, including, perhaps above all, those avenues of
achi eving the desirable which are offered by the tired world of
adul ts.

"This is where old Rouen lives," said Vousi. "He has a new
one with himevery night. The old turnip has managed it so that
they all cone to himof their own will. During the fracas, his
leg was blown off.... You see there is no light in his place,
they are listening to the hi-fi. On top of which, he's ugly as
mortal sin."

"He lives wel | who has but one leg," | said
absent - m ndedl y.

O course she had to giggle at this, and conti nued.

"And here lives Seus. He is a Fisher. Now there's a man
for you!"

"Fisher," I sai d. " And what does he do, this
Seus- Fi sher ?"

"He Fishers. That's what Fishers do -- they Fisher. O are
you aski ng where he works?"

"No, | mean to ask where does he Fisher?"

"I'n the Subway." Suddenly she stopped. "Say, you wouldn't
be a Fisher?"

"Me? Wiy, does it show?"

"There is sonething about you, | noticed at once. W know
about these bees that sting you in the back."

"I's that right?" | said.

She slipped her armthrough nine.

"Tell me a story," she said, <cajoling. "I never had a
Fi sher anong ny friends. WIIl you tell ne a story?"

"Well now... shall | tell vyou about the pilot and the
cow?"

She tweaked ny el bow.

"No, really..."

"What a hot evening," | said. "It's a good thing you had

me take of f ny jacket!"

"Anyway, everybody knows. Seus tal ks about it, and so do
others.™

"Ah, so," | said with interest. "And what does Seus tell?"
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She let go of nmy armat once.
"I didn't hear it nyself. The girls told nme."
"And what did they tell?"

"Well, this and that.... Maybe they put it all on. Maybe,
you know. Seus had nothing to do with it."
"Hmm " | said.

"Don't think anything about Seus, he's a good guy and he
keeps his nouth cl osed."

"Way shoul d | be thinking about Seus?" | said to quiet
her. "I have never even laid eyes on him"

She took nmy arm again and enthusiastically announced t hat
we were going to have a drink now.

"Now s the very tinme for us to have a drink."

She was already using the fanmiliar address with ne. W
turned a corner and came out on a w de thoroughfare. Here it
was |ighter than day. The | anps shone, the walls glowed, the
di spl ay wi ndows were |lanmbent with rmulticolored fires. This was,
apparently, one of Ahnad's circles of paradise. But | inagined
it differently. | expected roaring bands, grimacing couples,
hal f-naked and naked people. But here it was relatively quiet.
There were lots of people, and it seened to ne that nobst were
drunk, but they were all very well and differently dressed and
all were gay. And al nost all snoked. There was no wnd, and
waves of bl ui sh snoke undul ated around the |ights and | anterns.
Vousi dragged ne into sone establishnment, found a coupl e of
acquai ntances, and disappeared after pronmising to find ne
|ater. The crowd was dense, and |I found nyself pressed agai nst
the bar. Before |I could gather ny wits, |I found nyself downing
a shot. A brown niddle-aged nan with yell ow whites of the eye
was boonming into nmy face.

"Kiven hurt his leg -- right? Brush becane an antique and
is now quite useless. That nakes three -- right? And on the
right they haven't got nobody. Phinney is on the right, and
that's worse than nobody. A waiter, that's what be is."

"What are you drinking?" | asked.
"I don't drink at all," replied the brown one wth
dignity, breathing strong fumes at me. "I have jaundice. Ever

hear of it?"

Behind ne, soneone fell off a stool. The noi se nodul ated
up and down. The brown one, sitting down next to ne, was
shouting out some story about sonme character who al nost died of
fresh air after breaking sone pipe at work. It was hard to
understand any part of it, as various stories were being
shouted fromall sides

" Li ke a fool, he quieted down and |left, and she call ed
s taxi truck, loaded wup his stuff, and had it dunped outside
the town..."

“... | wouldn't have your TVin nmy outhouse. You can't
think of one inprovemrent on the Onega, ny neighbor is an
engi neer, and that's just what he says -- you can't think up an
i nprovenent on the Orega..."

"... That's the way their honeynoon ended. Wen they

returned home, his father enticed himin the garage -- and his
father is a boxer -- and trounced him until he | ost
consci ousness. They called a doctor later..."

"... So, all right, we took enough for three... and their
rule is, you know, take as much as you wish, but you get to
swal low all of it... and they are watching us by now, and he is
carried away -- and says -- let's take nore... well, | says to
mysel f, enough of this, time to break knuckles..."

" Dear child, with your bust, | wouldn't know any
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grief, such a bosomis one in a thousand, but don't think I'm
flattering you, that's not ny style..."

A scrawny girl with bangs down to the tip of her nose
climbed up on the vacant stool next to nme and began to pound
with puny fists on the bar, yelling, "Barman, barman, a drink."

The din died down again, and | could hear behind nme a
tragic whisper -- "Were did he get it?" "From Buba, you know
him he is an engineer." "Was it real?" "It's scary, you could
croak." "Then you need some kind of pill --" "Quiet, will you?"
"Ch, all right, who would be listening to us? You got one?"

"Buba gave ne one package, he says any drugstore has them by
the ton... here, look." "De... Devon -- what is it?" "Sone sort
of nmedicine, how would | know?" | turned around. One was
red-faced with a shirt unbuttoned down to his navel, and with a
hairy chest. The other was strangely haggard-looking with a
| ar ge- pored nose. Both were | ooking at ne.

"Shall we have a drink?" | said.

"Al coholic," said the pore-nose.

"Don't, Pete. Don't start up, please," said the red-faced

one.

"If you need some Devon, 1've got it," | said |oudly.

They junmped back. Pore-nose began to | ook around
cautiously. Qut of the corner of nmy eye, | could see severa
faces turn toward us and grow still.

"Let's go, Pat," said red-face. "Let's go! The hell wth
him™"

Soneone put a hand on ny shoulder. | turned around and saw
a handsone sunburned man with powerful rnuscles.

"Yes?" | said.

"Friend," he said benevolently, "drop this business. Drop
it while it's not too late. Are you a Rhinoceros?"

"I am a hi ppopotanus,” | joked.

"No, don't. I'mserious. Did you get beat up, maybe?"

"Bl ack and blue."

"Al right, don't feel bad about it. Today it's you
tomorrow it's them... As for Devon and all that -- that's
crap, believe ne. There's lots of crap in the world, but that
is the crap of all crap."

The girl with the bangs advised ne, "Crack himin the
teeth... what's he sticking his nose in for... |ousy dick."

"Lapping it up, and doing it up brown, aren't you?" said
the sunburned one coolly, and turned his back on us. H's back
was huge, and studded wth bulging nuscles wunder a tight
hal f-transparent shirt.

"None of your business," said the girl at his back. Then
she said to nme, "Listen, friend, call the barman for ne -- |
can't seemto get through to him™"

I gave her ny glass and asked, "Wat's to do?"

"In a mnute, we'll all go," replied the girl. Having
swal | owed the al cohol, she went linp all at once. "As to what
to do -- that's up to luck. Wthout luck, you can't make out.

O you need noney if you deal with pronoters. You're probably a
vi sitor? Nobody here drinks that dry vodka. How is it your way,

you should tell ne about it.... I'mnot going anywhere today,
I"l'l goto the salon instead. | feel terrible and nothing seens
to help.... Mdther says -- have a child. But that's dull too,

what do | need one for?"

She cl osed her eyes and | owered her chin on her entw ned
fingers. She | ooked brazen, but at the sanme tine crestfallen. |
attenpted to rouse her but she stopped paying attention to ne,
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and suddenly started shouting again, "Barman, barman, a drink!"
| |1 ooked for Vousi. She was nowhere to be seen. The cafe
began to enpty. Everyone was in a hurry to get sonewhere. | got
off nmy stool, too, and left the cafe. Streans of people flowed
down the street. They were all going in the same direction, and
in about five minutes, | was swept out onto a big square. It
was huge and poorly lighted, a w de gl oony space bordered by a
ring of streetlights and store wi ndows. It was full of people.
They stood pressed agai nst each other, nen, wonen, and
youngsters, boys and girls, shifting fromfoot to foot, waiting
for | knew not what. There was alnost no tal king. Here and
there cigarette tips flared, lighting hollow cheeks and
conpressed lips. Then a clock began to strike the hour, and
over the square, gigantic |lum nous panels sprang into flamng
light. There were three of them -- red, blue, and green,
irregularly shaped rounded triangles. The crowd surged and
stood still. Around ne, cigarettes were put out with subdued
nmovement s. The panels went out nonentarily and then started to
flash in rotation: red-blue-green, red-blue-green... | felt a
wave of hot air on ny face, and was suddenly dizzy. They were
astir around nme. | got wup on tiptoes. In the center of the
square, the people stood notionless; | had the inpression that
they were seized rigid and did not fall only because they were
pressed in by the crowd. Red-blue-green, r ed- bl ue- green
Wboden, upturned faces, blackly gaping nouths, staring, bulging
eyes. They weren't even wnking there, under the panels. A
total quiet fell, so that | junped when a piercing wonan's
voice nearby vyelled: "Shivers!"™ Al at once, tens of voices
responded: "Shivers! Shivers!" People on the sidewalk on the
square's perineter began to clap hands in rhythmwth the

flashes, and to chant in even voices, "Shi-vers! Shi-vers!
Shi-vers!" Sonmebody prodded nme in the back with a sharp el bow.
I was pressed forward to the center, toward the panels. | took

a step and another and started through the crowd, pushing the
stiffened bodies aside. Two youngsters, rigid as icicles,
suddenly started thrashing wldly, grabbing at each other,
scratching and pounding with all their strength, but their
faces remained frozen in the direction of the flashing sky..

red- bl ue-green, red-blue-green. And just as suddenly as they

started, they grew still again.

At this paint, finally, | understood that all this was
extraordi narily anusi ng. Everyone |aughed. There was |lots of
room around me and nusic thundered forth. | swept up a charm ng

girl and we began to dance, as they used to dance, as dancing
shoul d be done and was done a long, long tine ago, as it was
done always w th abandon, so that your head swam and so that
everyone adm red you. W stepped out of the way, and | held on
to her hands, and there was no need to tal k about anything, and
she agreed that the van driver was a strange man. Can't stand
al coholics, said Rineyer, and pore-nose is the npst genuine
al coholic, and what about Devon | said, how could you be
wi t hout Devon when we have an excellent zoo, the buffal oes |ove
to wallow in the nmud, and bugs are constantly swarnming out of

it. Rm | said, there are sone fools who said that you are
fifty years old -- such nonsense when | wouldn't give you over
twenty-five -- and this is Vousi, | told her about you, but I
amintruding on you, said R neyer; no one can intrude on us,
said Vousi, as for Seus he's the best of Fishers, he grabbed
the splotcher and got the ray right in the eye, and Hugger
slipped and fell in the water and said -- wouldn't it be
sonmet hing for you to drown -- ook your gear are nelting away,
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aren't you funny, said Len, there is such a gane of boy and

gangster, you know, you renenber we played with Maris... Isn't
it wonderful, | have never felt so good inny life, what a
pity, when it could be Iike this every day. Vousi, | said,

aren't we great fellows, Vousi, people have never had such an
i mportant problem before, and we solved it and there renmained

only one problem Vousi, the sole problemin the world, to
return to people a spiritual content, and spiritual concerns,
no, Seus, said Vousi, | love you very nuch, Gscar, you are very
nice, but forgive nme, wuld you, | want it to be lIvan, |
enbraced her and felt that it was right to kiss her and I said
I love you...

Boom Boom Booml Sonething exploded in the dark ni ght sky
and tinkling sharp shards began to fall on us, and at once
felt cold and unconfortable. There were machine guns firing!
Again the guns rattled. "Down, Vousi," | yelled, although I
could not yet understand what was going on, and threw her down
on the ground and covered her with ny body against the bullets,
wher eupon bl ows began to rain on ny face.

Bang, bang, rat-tat-tat-tat... around ne people stood like
wooden pickets. Sone were comng to and rolling their eyeballs
inanely. | was half reclining on a man's chest, which was as
hard as a bench, and right in front of nmy eyes was his open
mouth and chin gli stening with saliva. .. Bl ue- gr een,
bl ue-green, blue-green... Sonething was m ssing.

There were piercing screans, cursing, soneone thrashed and
screeched hysterically. A nechanical roar grew | ouder over the
square. | raised ny head with difficulty. The panels were right
overhead, the blue and green flashing regularly, while the red
was extingui shed and raining glass rubble. Rat-tat-tat-tat and
the green panel broke and darkened. In the blue renmaining |ight
unhurried wings floated by, spewing the reddish lightning of a

fusill ade.
Again | attenpted to throw nmyself on the ground, but it
was i npossible, as they all stood around ne like pillars.

Sonething nmade an ugly snap quite near ne, and a yell ow green
pl une rose skyward from whi ch puffed a repul sive stench. Pow
Powl  Another two plunes hung over the square. The crowd how ed
and stirred. The yell ow vapor was caustic like nustard, ny eyes
and nouth filled, and | began to cry and cough, and around ne,
everyone began to cry and cough and yell hoarsely: "Lousy buns!

Scoundrels! Sock the Intels!™ Again the roar of the engine
could be heard, coming in |ouder and | ouder. The airplane was
returning. "Down, you idiots," | yelled. Everyone around ne

fl opped down all over each other. Rat-tat-tat-tat! This tine
the machine gunner mssed and the string apparently got the
bui |l di ng opposite us. To nake up for the mss, the gas bonbs
fell again right on target. The lights around the square went
out, and with themthe blue panel, as a free-for-all started in
the pitch-black dark

Chapt er SEVEN

I"1'l never know how | arrived at that fountain. It nust be
that | have good instincts and ordinary cold water was exactly
what | needed. | crawed into the water w thout taking off my
clothes, and lay down, feeling better imediately. | was |ying
on ny back, drops rained on ny face, and this was unbelievably
pl easant. It was quite dark here, and dimstars shone through
the branches and the water. It was very quiet. For severa
m nutes | was watching a brighter star, for sone reason unknown

file:/lIF|/rah/Arkady%20&%20Boris%20Strugatsky...0-%20Final%20Circle%200f%20Paradise,%20The.txt (48 of 110) [5/20/03 12:14:30 AM]



file:/lIF|/rah/Arkady%6208& %20Boris%20Strugatsky/Arkady%20and%20B ori s%20Strugatsky, %620-%20Fi nal %20Ci rcl €%6200f %20Paradi se,%20T he.txt

to ne, which was slowy noving across the sky, until | realized
that | was watching the relay satellite Europa. How far from
all this, | thought, how degradi ng and sensel ess to renenber

the revolting nmess on the square, the disgusting foul nouthings
and screechings, the wet phrunping of the gas bonbs, and the
putrid stench which turned your stomach and |ungs inside out.
Under st andi ng freedom as the rapid sati sfaction and
multiplication of needs and desires, | recollected, people
distort their natures as they engender within thenselves nany
sensel ess and stupid desires, habits and the nost unlikely

i nventions...

Pricel ess Peck, he loved to quote old pundit Zosima as he
circled around a well-laid table, rubbing his hands. W were
snot - nosed under grads then and i ngenuously believed that such
pronouncenents, in our time, were neant only to show off
flashes of hunor and erudition.... At this point in ny

reflections, sonmeone noisily plunged into the water sone ten
paces from ne.

At first he coughed hoarsely, spat and blew his nose, so
that 1 hurried to |leave the water, then he started to spl ash,
finally became quiet, and suddenly discharged hinself of a
string of curses:

"Shaneless lice," he grow ed. "Wores, swine... on live
peopl e! Stinking hyenas, rotten scum.. |learned prostitutes,
filthy snakes." He hawked furiously again. "It bothers them
that people are having a good tine! Stepped on ny face, the

crud!" He groaned nasally and painfully, "The hell with this
shiver business. That will be the day when I'll go again."

He nmpaned again and rose. | could hear the water running
fromhis clothes. | could dimy perceive his swaying figure. He

saw nme too.
"Hey, friend, have a snpke on you?"

"I did," | replied.

"Low-lifers! | didn't think to take themout. Just fell in
with everything on." He splashed over to nme and sat down
al ongsi de. "Sone noron stepped on ny cheek," he inforned ne.

"They marched over ne, too," | said. "The people went
ape."

"But, you tell nme, where do they get the tear gas?" he
sai d. "And nmachi ne guns?"

"And airplanes," | added.

"An airplane nmeans nothing," he contradicted. "I have one
mysel f. | bought it cheap for seven hundred crowns.... Wat do
they want, that's what | don't understand."

"Hoodl uns, " | said. "They should have their faces pul ped

properly, and that would be the end of that argunent."

He | aughed bitterly.

"Sonmeone did! For that you get worked over good.... You
think they didn't get beat up? And how they got beat up! But
apparently that isn't enough.... W should have driven them
right into the ground, together with their excrenent, but we
passed up the chance.... And now they are giving us the
busi ness! The people got soft, that's what, | tell you. Nobody
gives a damm. They put their four hours in, have a drink and
off to the shivers! And you can pot themlike clay pigeons." He
sl apped his sides in desperation. "Those were the tines," he
cried. "They didn't dare open their nouths! Should one of them
even whi sper, guys in black shirts or nmaybe white hoods would
pay a night visit, crunch himin the teeth, and off to the canp
he went, so there wouldn't be a peep out of himagain.... In
the schools, ny son says, everyone bad-nmouths fascism O©Ch dear,
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they hurt the Negroes' feelings; oh dear, the scientists were
wi tch-hunted; oh dear, the canps; oh dear, the dictatorship!
Well, it wasn't witch-hunting that was needed, but to hammer
them into the ground, so there wouldn't be any left for
breeding!" He drew his hand under his nose, slurping |ong and

| oud.

"Tomorrow norning, | have to go to work with ny face all
out of shape.... Let's go have a drink, or we'll both catch
cold."

We craw ed t hrough the bushes and canme out on the street.

"The Weasel is just around the corner," he inforned ne.

The Weasel was full of wet-haired hal f-naked people. They
seened depressed, sonehow enbarrassed, and gloonmly bragging
about their contusions and abrasions. Several young wonen, clad
only in panties, clustered around the electric fireplace,
drying their skirts. The men patted themplatonically on their
bare flesh. My conpanion i mediately penetrated into the thick
of the crowd, and swinging his arns and blowing his nose wth
his fingers, began to call for "hammering the bastards into the
ground. " He was getting sone weak support.

| asked for Russian vodka, and when the girls left, | took
off ny sport shirt and sat by the fireplace. The barman
delivered ny glass and returned at once to his crossword in the
fat mmgazi ne. The public continued its conversation

"So, what's the shooting for? Haven't we had enough of
shooting? Just Ilike little boys, by God... just spoiling sone
good fun."

"Bandits, they're worse than gangsters, but like it or not
that shiver business is no good, too."

"That's right. The other day mine says to ne, 'Papa, | saw
you; you were all blue like a corpse and very scary' -- and
she's only ten. So how can | | ook her in the eyes? Eh?"

"Hey anybody! What's an entertainment with four letters?"
asked the barman without raising his head.

"So, all right, but who dreanmed all this up -- the shiver
and the aromatics? Eh and al so..."

"If you got drenched, brandy is best."

"W were waiting for himon the bridge, and al ong he cones
with his eyegl asses and sone kind of pipe with lenses init. So
up he goes over the rail with his eyegl asses and his pipe, and
he ki cked his | egs once and that was that. And then old Snoot
conmes running, after having been revived, and he | ooks at the
guy bl owi ng bubbles. "Fellows," he says, "What the hell is the
matter with you, are you drunk or sonething, that's not the guy
-- | amseeing himfor the first tine..."

"I think there ought to be alaw-- if you are marri ed,
you can't go to the shiver."

"Hey sonebody," again the bartender, "Wiat's a literary
work with seven letters -- a booklet, maybe?"

"So, | nyself had four Intels in ny squad, nmachi ne gunners

they were. It's quite true that they fought like devils. |
renenber we were retreating from the warehouse, you know
they're still building a factory there, and two stayed behind
to cover us. By the way, nobody asked them they volunteered
entirely by thenselves. Later we cane back and found them
hangi ng side by side fromthe rail crane, naked, with all their
appurtenances ripped off with hot pincers. You understand? And
now, |'m thinking, where were the other two today? Maybe they
were the very sane guys to treat me to some tear gas, those are
the types that can do such things."
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"So who didn't get hung? We got hung by various places,
too!"

"Hamer theminto the ground right up to their noses, and
that'll be the end of that!"

"I'"'mgoing. There is no point in hanging around here, |'m
getting heartburn. They nust have fixed everything up by now,
back there."

"Hey, barman, girls, let's have one | ast one."

My shirt had dried, and as the cafe enptied, | pulled it
on and went over to sit at a table and to watch. Two
meticul ously dressed gentlenen in the corner were sipping their
drinks through straws. They called attention to thenselves

imediately -- both were in severe black suits and bl ack ties,
despite the very warm ni ght. They weren't talking, and one of
them constantly referred to his watch. After a while, | grew

tired of observing them Well, Doctor Qpir, how do you like the
shivers? Wre you at the square? But of course you were not.

Too bad. It would have been interesting to know what you
thought of it. On the other hand, to the devil with you. What
do | care what Doctor Opir thinks? What do | think about it

nmysel f? Well, high-grade barber's raw nmaterial, what do you
think? It's inportant to get acclimatized quickly

and not stuff the brain wth induction, deduction, and
techni cal procedures. The npbst inportant thing is to get

acclinmatized as rapidly as possible. To get to feel |ike one of
them... There, they all went back to the square. Despite
everyt hing that happened, they still went back to the square
again. As for me, | don't have the slightest desire to go back
there. | would, with the greatest of pleasure at this point, go
back to my room and check out ny new bed. But when would | go
to the Fishers? Intels, Devon, and Fishers. Intels -- maybe
they are the |local version of the Golden Youth? Devon... Devon

must be kept in nmind, together with Gscar. But now the Fishers.
"The Fishers; that's a little bit vulgar," said one of the
bl ack suits, not whispering, but very quietly.

"It all depends on tenperanment," said the other. "As for
me, personally | don't condenn Karagan in the slightest."
"You see, | don't condemm him either. It's a little

shocking that he picked up his options. A gentlenman would not
have behaved that way."

"Forgive ne, but Karagan is no gentleman. He is only a
gener al manager . Hence the  snall-m ndedness and the
mercantilismand a certain what | might call conmonness..."

"Let's not be so hard on him The Fishers -- that's
sonmething intriguing. And to be honest, | don't see any reason
why we shoul d not involve ourselves. The old Subway -- that's
quite respectable. WId is nmuch nore el egant than N vele, but
we don't reject Nivele on that account.”

""You really are seriously considering?"

"Right now, if you wish.... It's five to twd, by the way.
Shal |l we go?"

They got up, said a friendly and polite goodbye to the
bartender, and proceeded toward the exit. They | ooked el egant,
calm and condescendingly renpte. This was astounding |uck. |
yawned | oudly, and nuttering, "OFf to the square," followed
them pushing stools out of ny way. The street was poorly
illumnated, but | saw themimmedi ately. They were in no hurry.
The one on the right was the shorter, and when they passed
under the street lights, you could see his safe, sparse hair.
As near as | could tell, they were no | onger conversing.

They detoured the square, turned into a dark alley,

file:/lIF|/rah/Arkady%20&%20Boris%20Strugatsky...0-%20Final%20Circle%200f%20Paradise,%20The.txt (51 of 110) [5/20/03 12:14:30 AM]



file:/lIF|/rah/Arkady%6208& %20Boris%20Strugatsky/Arkady%20and%20B ori s%20Strugatsky, %620-%20Fi nal %20Ci rcl €%6200f %20Paradi se,%20T he.txt

avoided a drunk who tried to strike up a conversation, and
suddenly, w thout one backward gl ance, turned abruptly into a
garden in front of a large gloony house. | heard a heavy door
thud shut. It was a minute before two.

I pushed off the drunk, entered the garden, and sat down

on a silver-painted bench under a lilac bush. The wooden bench
was situated on a sandy path which ran through the garden. A
blue lanmp illumnated the entrance of the house, and

di scerned two caryatids supporting the bal cony over the door
This didn't look Iike the entrance to the old subway, but as
yet, | couldn't tell for sure, so | decided to wait.

I didn't have to wait long. There was a rustle of steps
and a dark figure in a cloak appeared on the path. It was a

worman. | did not grasp inmediately why her proudly raised head
with a high cylindrical coiffure, in whhich l|arge stones
glistened in the starlight, seened famliar. | arose to neet

her, and said, trying to sound both respectful and nocking,
"You are late, madam it's after two."

She was not in the |east startl ed.

"You don't say!" she exclained. "Can it be ny watch is so
sl ow?"

It was the very sanme wonan who had the altercation with
the van driver, but of course she did not recognize ne. Wnen
with such disdainful-1looking |ower |ips never renenber chance

meetings. | took her by the arm and we nounted the w de stone
steps. The door turned out to be as heavy as a reactor-well
cover. There was no one in the entrance hall. The woman,

without turning, flung the cloak on ny arm and went ahead, and
I paused for a second to look at nyself in the huge mrror
Good man, Master Gaoway, but it still behooved ne to stay in
the shadows. W entered the ballroom

No, this was anything but a subway. The room was enor nous
and incredibly old-fashioned. The walls were |ined with dark
wood, and fifteen feet up, there was a gallery with a railing.
Pi nk bl ond-curled angels snmiled down with only their blue lips
froma far-flung ceiling. Alnost the entire floor of the room
was covered with rows of soft nassive chairs covered with
enbossed | eather. Elegantly dressed people, nostly mddle-aged
men, sat in them in relaxed and negligent poses. They were
| ooking at the far end of the room where a brightly Iit
pi cture bl azed agai nst a background of bl ack vel vet.

No one turned to | ook at us. The wonman glided toward the
front rows, and | sat down near the door. By now, | was al nost
sure that | had conme here for nothing. There was silence and
sone coughs, and | azy streans of snpoke curled upward from the
fat cigars; many bal d pates glistened under the chandeliers. My
attention t ur ned to the picture. | am an indifferent
connoi sseur of paintings, but it |ooked |ike a Raphael, and if
it was not genuine, it was certainly a perfect copy.

There was a deep brassy gong, and sinultaneously a tall
thin man in a black nmask appeared by the side of the picture. A
bl ack | eotard covered his body from head to toe. He was
followed by a Iinping, hunchbacked dwarf in a red snock. In his
short, extended paw i ke arns, he held a dully glinting sword of
a nost w cked appearance. He went to the right of the picture
and stood still, while the nmasked individual stepped forward
and spoke in a neasured tone: "In accordance with the byl aws
and directives of the Honorable Society of Patrons, and in the
nane of Art, which is holy and irreproducible, and the power
granted nme by you, | have examined the history and worth of
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this painting and now --"
"Request a halt," sounded a curt voice behind ne.

Everyone turned around. | also turned around and saw t hat
three young, obviously very powerful, and immcul ately dressed
men were looking at me full in the face. One had a nonocle in
his right eye. W studied each other for a few seconds, and the
man with the nmonocle twitched his cheek and let it drop. | got
up at once. They noved toward ne together, stepping softly and
soundl essly. | tried the chair, but it was too nassive. They
jumped ne. | met themas best | could and at first everything
went well, but very quickly it becane evident that they wore

brass knuckles, and | barely nanaged to evade them | pressed
my back against the wall and |ooked at them while they,
breathing heavily, |ooked at nme. There were still two of them
|l eft. There was the usual coughing in the auditorium Four nore
were coming down the gallery steps, which squeaked and groaned
| oudly enough to reverberate in the hall. Bad business, thought
I, and |l aunched nyself to force a breach

It was hard going, just like the tine in Manila, but then
there were two of us. It would have been better if they were
arnmed, as | would have had a chance to expropriate a gun

But all six of themnmet me with knuckles and truncheons.
Luckily for me it was very crowded. My left arm went out of
conmmi ssion, and then the four suddenly junped back, while the
fifth drenched me with a clammy liquid froma flat container
Si nul t aneously, the lights were extingui shed.

These tricks were well known to ne: now they could see ne,
but I could not see them In all probability that woul d have
been the end of me, were it not that sone idiot threw open the
door and announced in a greasy basso, "I beg forgiveness, | am
terribly late and so sorry..." | charged toward the |ight, over
sone bodi es, nowed down the | ateconer, flew across the entrance
hal |, threw open the front door, and pelted down the sandy path
holding ny left armwi th nmy right hand. No one was pursuing ne,
but | traversed two bl ocks before it dawned on nme to stop

I flung nyself down on a lawn and lay for a long tine in
the short grass, grabbing lungfuls of the warmnmist air. In no
tinme, the curious gathered around ne. They stood in a
semcircle and ogled ne avidly, not saying a word. "Take off,"
| said, getting up finally. Hurriedly, they scooted away.
stood awhile, figuring out where | was, and began a stunbling

journey homeward. | had had enough for today. | still didn't
get it, but | had had quite enough. Wioever they were, these
menbers of the Honorable Society of Art Patrons -- secret art

wor shi ppers, extant aristocrat-conspirators or whoever else --
they fought cruelly and without quarter, and the biggest foo

in that hall of theirs was still apparently none other than |
| passed by the square, where again the color panels
pul sed rhyt hmi cal | y, and hundreds of hysterical voices

screanmed, "Shi-vers! Shi-vers!"™ O this too | had had enough
Pl easant dreams are, of course, nore attractive than unpl easant
ones, but after all, we do not Ilive in a dream In the
establ i shment where Vousi had taken me, | had a bottle of
ice-cold soda water, observed with curiosity a squad of police
peaceful ly canmped by the bar, and went out, turning into Second

Vat er way .

A lunmp the size of a tennis ball was rising behind ny |eft
ear. | weaved badly and wal ked slowy, keeping close to the
fences. Later, | heard the tap of heels behind nme and voi ces:

" Your place is in the museum not in a cabaret."

"Not hi ng of the sort, | am not drunk. Can't you
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und-derstand, only one neasly bottle of wine..."
"How di sgusting! Soused and picking up a wench."
"What's the girl got to do with it? She is a mnodel!"
"Fi ghting over a wench. Mking us fight over her."
"Way in hell d-do you believe themand don't believe ne?"

"Just because you're drunk! You're a bum just |like they
all are, naybe worse...."

"That's all right. I'Il remenber that scoundrel with the
bracelet quite well.... Don't hold nme! 1I'll walk by nyself!"

"You'll renmenber nothing, friend. Your glasses wer e
knocked off in the first instant, and w thout them you aren't
even a man, but a blind sausage.... Stop kicking, or it will be
the fountain for you...."

"I''"'mwarning you, one nore stunt |ike that, and we'll
throw vyou out. A drunken kulturfuhrer -- it's enough to

make you sick."
"Stop preaching at him give a man a chance to sleep it

of f."

"Fell ows! There he is, the |-louse!"

The street was enpty, and the |ouse was clearly ne. |
could bend ny left armalready, but it hurt like the devil, and

| stepped back to | et them pass. There were three of them They
were young, in identical caps, pushed over their eyes. One,
thi ckset and | ow sl ung, was obviously anmused and hel d the other

one, a tall, open-faced, |oose-jointed fellow, with a powerful
grip, restraining his violent and sporadic novenents. The
third, long and skinny, wth a narrow and darkish face, was

followi ng at sonme distance with his hands behind his back. As
he got al ongside ne, the | oose-jointed one braked determ nedly.
The short one attenpted to nudge himoff the spot, but in vain.

The 1long one passed by and then stopped, |ooking back
i mpatiently over his shoul der

"Thought you were gonna get away, pig!'" he yel | ed
drunkenly, attenpting to seize nme by the chest with his free
hand.

| retreated to the fence and said, addressing nyself to
the short fellow, "I had no business with you."

"Stop being a rowdy," said the distant one sharply.

"I renmenber you very well indeed," yelled the drunk
"You're not going to get away fromne! |I'Il get even with you!"

He advanced upon ne in surges, dragging the short one,

who hung on with bulldog gri mess, behind him

"It's not him" cajoled the | owslung one, who was stil
very nerry. "That guy went off to the shivers and this one is
sober. "

"You won't fool ne.

"I'"'mwarning you for the last tine. W are going to expe

you.

"CGot scared, the bum Took off his bracelet."

"You can't even see him You' re worthless wthout your
gl asses. "

"l can see everything pe-erfectly!... And even if he isn't
the one..."

"Stop it! Enough is enough!"

The long one finally canme back and grasped the drunk from
the other side.

"WIl you nove on!" he said to nme with irritation, "Wy
the devil are you stopping here! Haven't you ever seen a
drunk?"

"Ch, no! You aren't going to get away fromne."

file:/lIF|/rah/Arkady%20&%20Boris%20Strugatsky...0-%20Final%20Circle%200f%20Paradise,%20The.txt (54 of 110) [5/20/03 12:14:30 AM]



file:/lIF|/rah/Arkady%6208& %20Boris%20Strugatsky/Arkady%20and%20B ori s%20Strugatsky, %620-%20Fi nal %20Ci rcl €%6200f %20Paradi se,%20T he.txt

I continued on ny way. | had not far to go by now The
trio dragged al ong behind ne noisily.

"I can see right through him if you please. King of
Nature! Drunk enough to retch, and to beat up whoever cones

al ong. Got beat up hinself, and that's all he needs.... Let go
of me, 1'll hang a few good ones on his nug...."

"What have you conme to, we have to wal k you along like a
hood. "

"So don't walk me!... | loathe them... Shivers, wenches,
whi skey... brainless jelly..."

"Sure, sure, take it easy, just don't fall."

"Enough of vyour reproofs... | amsick of your hypocri sy,

your puritanism W should blow them up, shoot them Raze
everything off the face of the earth!"

"Drunk as a coot, and | thought he was sobered up!"

"I  am sober. | remenber everything... the twenty-eighth,
right?"

"Shut up, you fool."

"Shh! Right you are! The eneny is on the alert....
Fellows, there was a spy here sonewhere.... Didn't | talk to
hinf... The son of a bitch took off his bracelet... but [|'Ill
get that dick before the twenty-eighth!"

"WIl you be quiet!"

"Shh!  And not another word. That's it! And don't worry,
the grenade | aunchers are ny baby."

"I amgoing to kill himright now, the bum"

"Lay it on the enemies of civilization.... Fifteen hundred
meters of tear gas -- personally... six sectors... awk!"
I was already by the gate to ny house. Wen | turned

around to look, the burly man was |lying face down, the short
one was squatting alongside, while the long fellow stood
rubbi ng the edge of his right hand.

"Why did you do that?" said the short man. "You nust have
mai ned him™"

"Enough prattle," said the long one furiously. "W can't
seem to learn to stop prattling. W can't learn to stop
boozi ng. Enough!"

Let us be as children, Doctor Opir, thought |, slipping
into the yard as quietly as possible. | held the latch to keep
it fromclicking into place

"Where did he go?" said the | ong one, |owering his voice.

"Who?"

"The guy who went ahead of us."

"Turned of f sonewhere."

"Where? Did you notice?"

"Listen, | wasn't concerned about him"

"Too bad. But all right, pick himup, and let's go."

Stepping into the shadow of the apple trees, | watched
them drag the drunk by the gate. He was wheezing horribly.

The house was quiet. | went to nmy quarters, undressed, and
took a hot shower. My shirt and shorts snelled of tear gas and
were covered with the greasy spots of the [lum nous |[iquid.
threw them into the hanper. Next, | inspected nyself in the
mrror and nmarvel ed once nore at how lightly | had gotten away:
a bunp behind the ear, a sizable contusion on the Ileft
shoul der, and sone scraped ribs. Al so skinned knuckl es.

On the ni ght table, | discovered a notice which
respectfully suggested that | deposit a sumto cover the rent
for the apartnent for the first thirty days. The sumwas quite
consi derable, but tolerable. | counted out a few credits and
stuffed theminto the thoughtfully provided envel ope, and then
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| ay down on the bed with ny hands behind ny head. The sheets
were cool and crisp, and a salty sea breeze blew in through the
open wi ndow. The phonor susurrated cozily behind ny ear. |
intended to think awhile before falling asleep, but was too
exhausted and quickly dozed off.

Later, sone noise in the background awakened ne, and
grew alert and listened with eyes w de open

Sonewher e near by, soneone either cried or sang in a thin
childish voice. | got up cautiously and |eaned out the open
wi ndow. The thin halting voice was intoning: " havi ng stayed
in the grave but a short tinme, they cone out and |ive anong the
living as though alive." There was the sound of sobs. From far

away |ike the keening of a npbsquito cane the chant "Shi-vers!
Shi-vers!" The pitiable little voice went on -- "Blood and
earth mxed together they can't eat." | thought that it was
Vousi, drunk and | anenting upstairs in her room and called out
softly, "Vousi!" No one replied, The thin voice cried out:
"Hence fromny hair, hence fromny flesh, hence fromny bones,"
and | knew who it was. | clinbed over the window sill, junped
onto the lawn, and went to the apple grove, listening to the
sobbi ng. Light appeared through the trees, and soon | cane to a
garage. The doors were cracked open and | |ooked in. Inside was

a huge shiny Qpel. Two candl es were burning on the workbench
There was a snell of gasoline and hot wax.

Under the candles, seated on a work stool, was Len,
dressed in a full-length white gown, in bare feet, with a
thick, well-worn book on his knees. He regarded ne wth
wi de-open eyes, his face conpletely white and frozen with

terror.

"What are you doing here?" | said loudly and entered.

He continued to look at me in silence and started to
trenble. | could hear his teeth chattering

"Len, old friend," |I said, "I guess you didn't recognize
me. It's me -- lvan."

He dropped the book and hid his hands in his arnpits. As
earlier today, in the norning, his face beaded with cold sweat.
| sat down alongside of him and put ny arm around his
shoul ders. He col | apsed agai nst ne weakly. He shook all over. |
| ooked at the book. A certain Doctor Neuf had bl essed the human
race with An Introduction to the Science of Necrologica
Phenomena. | kicked the book under the bench.

"Whose ear is that?" | asked | oudly.

"Mo... Mama's..."

"A very nice Ford."

"It's not a Ford. It's an Qpel."

"You're right -- it is an Opel... a couple of hundred
m |l es per hour | would guess..."
"Yes. "

"Where did you get the candl es?"

"l bought them"

"I's that right! | didn't know that they sold candles in
our tinme. |Is your bulb burned out? I went out in the garden,
you Kknow, to get an apple off a tree, and then | saw the |ight
in the garage."

He noved closer to me and said, "Don't leave for a while
yet, will you?"

"OK. What do you say we blow out the lights and go to ny
pl ace?"

"No, | can't go there."

"Where can't you go?"
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"In the house and to your place." He was talking wth
tremendous conviction. "For quite a while yet. Until they fal
asl eep. "

"Who?"

"They. "

"Who are -- they?"

"They -- you hear?"

I listened. There was only the rustle of branches in the

wi nd and sonewhere very far away the cry of: "Shi-vers
Shi -vers! "'

"l don't hear anything special," | said.

"That's because you don't know. You are new here and

they don't bother the new ones."

"But who are they, after all?"

"Al'l of them You' ve seen the fink with the buttons?"

"Pete? Yes, | saw him But why is he a fink? In ny

opi nion, he's an entirely respectable man."

Len junped up.

"Come on," he saidin a whisper, "I'll show you. But be
qui et."

We cane out of the garage, crept up to the house, and
turned a corner. Len held ny hand all the tinme; his pal mwas
cold and wet..

"There -- look," he said.

Sure enough, the sight was frightening. My custons friend
was |lying on the porch wth his head stuck at an unnatura
angl e through the railing. The mercury vapor light from the
street fell on his face, which | ooked bl ue and swollen, and
covered with dark welts. Through hal f-open lids, the eyes could
be seen, crossed toward the bridge of the nose.

' They wal k among the living, like living people in the
daytinme," murrmured Len, holding on to ne with both hands. "They
bow and snmile, but at night their faces are white, and bl ood
seeps through their skin." | approached the veranda. The
custons nman was dressed in pajanas. He breathed noisily and
exuded a snell of cognac. There was blood on his face, as
though he'd fallen on his face into some broken gl ass.

"He's just drunk,” | said loudly. "Sinply drunk and
snoring. Very disgusting."

Len shook his head.

"You are a newconer," he whispered. "You see nothing. But
| saw." He shook again. "Many of them came. She brought them..

and they carried her in... there was a noon... they sawed off
the top of her head... and she screaned and screaned... and
then they started to eat with spoons. She ate, too, and they
all [ aughed when she screaned and fl opped around..."

"Who? Who was it?"
"And then they piled on wood and burned it and danced

around the fire... and then they buried everything in the
garden... she went out to get the shovel in the car... | sawit
all... do you want to see where they buried her?"
"You know what, friend?" | said. "Let's go to ny place."
"What for?"

"To get sone sleep, that's what for. Everyone is sl eeping
-- only you and | are pal avering here."

"Nobody is sleeping. You really are new. Ri ght now no one
is sleeping. You nust not sleep now "

"Let's go, let's go," said I, "over to ny place."

"I won't go," he said. "Don't touch nme. | didn't say your
nane. "

"I am going to take a belt," | said nenacingly, "and
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will strap your behind."
Apparently this calnmed him He clutched ny hand again and
became silent.

"Let's go, old pal, let's go," | said. "You're going to
sleep and | will sit alongside you. And if anything at al
happens, | will awaken you at once."

We clinbed into my roomthrough the wi ndow (he absol utely
refused to enter the house by the front door), and I put himto
bed. | intended to tell him a tale, but he fell asleep
imediately. H's face | ooked tortured, and every few m nutes he
quivered in his sleep. | pushed the <chair by the w ndow,
wr apped nyself in a bathrobe, and snoked a cigarette to calmny
nerves. | attenpted to think about Rineyer and about the
Fishers, with whom!| had not net up after all; about what nust
happen on the twenty-ei ghth; and about the Art Patrons, but
nothing cane of it and this irritated me. It was annoyi ng that
I was unable to think about mny business as sonething of

i mport ance. The thoughts scattered and junbled enotions
intruded, and | did not think so nuch as | felt. | felt that |
hadn't cone for nothing, but at the sane tine, | sensed that |

had cone for altogether the wong reason

But Len slept. He did not even awake when an engine
snorted at the gate, car doors were slamed, there were shouts,
chokes, and howls in different voices, so that | al nost decided
that a crinme was being conmitted in front of the house, when it
becane clear that it was just Vousi comng back. Happily
humm ng, she began to wundress while still in the garden
negligently draping her blouse, skirt, and other garnments over
the apple branches. She didn't notice nme, cane into the house,
shuffled around upstairs for a while, dropped sonething heavy,
and finally settled down. It was close to five o'clock. The
gl ow of dawn was kindling over the sea.

Chapter ElI GHT

When | woke up, Len was already gone. My shoul der ached so
badly that the pain pounded in ny head, and |I prom sed nyself
to take it easy the whole day. Gunting and feeling sick and
forlorn, | executed a feeble attenpt at set-ting-up exercises,
approxi mated a wash-up, took the envelope with the noney, and
set out far Aunt Vaina, noving edge-w se through the doorway.

In the hall, | stopped in indecision: it was quiet in the
house, and | wasn't sure that my |andlady was up. But at this
poi nt the door to her side of the house opened, and Pete, the
custons nan, came out into the hall. Well, well, thought I. At

ni ght he had | ooked |ike a drowned drunk. Now in the |ight of
day, he resenbled a victimof a hooligan attack. The | ower part
of his face was dark with blood. Fresh blood glistened on his
chin, and he held a handkerchief under his jaw to keep his
snow white braided uniformclean. H s face was strained and his
eyes tended to cross, but in general, he held hinself
remarkably calm as though falling face-down into broken gl ass
was a nost ordinary event for him A slight msadventure, you
know, can happen to anybody; please don't pay it any attention;
every-thing will be all right.

"Good norning," | munbl ed.

"Good norning," he responded, politely dabbing his chin
cautiously and sounding a bit nasal

"Anything the matter? Can | hel p?"

"Atrifle," he said. ' The chair fell."

He bowed courteously, and passing by me, unhurriedly |eft
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the house. | observed his departure wth a thoroughly
unpl easant feeling, and when | turned back toward the door, |
found Aunt Vaina standing in front of me. She stood in the
doorway, gracefully leaning on the janb, all clean, rosy, and
perfumed, and | ooking at ne as though | was Major General Tuur
or, at least, Staff Major Polom

"Good norning, early bird," she cooed. "I was puzzled --
who woul d be tal king at this hour?"
"I couldn't bring nyself to disturb you," | sai d,

shuddering fashionably and nentally howing at the pain in ny
shoul der. "Good norning, and may | take the }liberty to hand
you --"

"How nice! You can tell a real gentleman right away. Mjor
General Tuur wused to say that a true gentleman never nakes
anyone wait. Never. Nobody..."

| became aware that slowy but very persistently, she was
herding me away from her door. The living roomwas darkened,
with the drapes apparently drawn, and sone strange sweet snell
was wafting out of it into the hall.

"But you did not have to be in such a rush, really..."

She was finally in a convenient position to close the door
with a snooth negligent gesture. "However, you can be sure that

I will value your pronptness appropriately. Vousi is stil
asleep, and it's tine for nme to get Len off to school. So if
you wi Il excuse ne... By the way, we have the newspapers on the
veranda. "

"Thank you," | said, retreating.

"I'f you'll have the patience, | would like to ask you to
join ne for breakfast and a cup of cream”

"Unfortunately, | will have to be going," | said, bow ng
out.

As to newspapers, there were six. Two local, illustrated,

fat as al manacs; one fromthe capital; two [ uxurious weeklies;
and, for sone reason, the Arab El Gunia. The last | put
aside, and sifted through the others, acconpanying the news
wi th sandwi ches and hot cocoa.

In Bolivia, government troops, after stubborn fighting,
had occupied the town of Reyes. The rebels were pushed across

the River Beni. 1In Mscow, at the international neeting of
nucl ear physicists, Haggerton and Sol ovi ev announced a project
for a comercial installation to produce anti-matter. The
Tretiakoff Gallery had arrived in Leopoldville, of ficial

opening being scheduled for tonorrow. The schedul ed series of
pilotless craft had been | aunched fromthe Staryi Vostok base
on Pluto into the totally free flight zone; conmunications with
two of the craft were tenporarily disrupted. The Genera
Secretary of the UN had directed an official message to
Orolianos, in which he warned that in the event of a repetition
of the wuse of atomic grenades by the extrem sts, UN police
forces would be introduced into Eldorado. In Central Angola, at
the sources of the River Kwando, an archaeol ogi cal expedition
of the Acadeny of Sciences of the UAR had uncovered the remains
of a cycl opean construction, apparently dating fromwell before
the ice age. A group of specialists of the United Center for
the I nvestigation of Subelectronic (Ritrinitive) Structures had
evaluated the energy reserves available to manki nd as
sufficient for three billion years. The cosnic branch of Unesco
had announced t hat the relative population growth of
extraterrestrial centers and bases now approached the
popul ation growth on Earth. The head of the British del egation
to the UN had put forth a proposal, in the nane of the great

file:/lIF|/rah/Arkady%20&%20Boris%20Strugatsky...0-%20Final%20Circle%200f%20Paradise,%20The.txt (59 of 110) [5/20/03 12:14:30 AM]



file:/lIF|/rah/Arkady%6208& %20Boris%20Strugatsky/Arkady%20and%20B ori s%20Strugatsky, %620-%20Fi nal %20Ci rcl €%6200f %20Paradi se,%20T he.txt

powers, for the total denilitarization, by force if need be, of
the remaining mlitarized regions on the gl obe.

I nformati on about how many kil os were pressed by whom and
about who drove how many balls through whose goal posts | did
not bother to read. O the |ocal announcenents, | was intrigued
by three. The | ocal paper, Joy of Life, reported: "Last night a
group of evil-mnded nmen again carried out a private plane raid
on Star Square, which was full of «citizens taking their
| ei sure. The hooligans fired several machine-gun bursts and
dropped eleven gas bonbs. As a result of the ensuing panic,
several men and wonen suffered severe injuries. The nornal
recreation of hundreds of respectable people was disrupted by a
smal | group of bandit (excuse the term) intelligentsia with the
obvi ous connivance of the police. The president of the Society
for the Good A d Country Against Evil Influences infornmed our
correspondent that the Society intended to take into its own
hands the matter of the protection of the well-earned rest of

fellow citizens. 1n no equivocal manner, the president let it
be known whom specifically the people regarded as the source of
t he har nf ul i nfection, banditi sm and mlitarized

hool i ganism . ."

On page twelve, the paper devoted a colum to an article
by "the outstandi ng proponent of the |atest philosophy, the
|laureate of many literary prizes, Doctor Qpir." The treatise
was titled "World Wthout Wrry." Wth beautiful words and nost
convi ncingly indeed, Doctor Qpir established the omi potence of
science, called for optimsm derided gloony skeptics and

denigrators, and invited all "to be as children." He assigned a
specially inportant role in the formation of contenporary
(i.e., anxi ety-free) psychol ogy to electric wave

psychot echni cs. "Recol |l ect what a wonderful charge of vigor and
good feeling is inparted by a bright, happy, and joyful dream"”
exclaimed this representative of the |atest philosophy. "It is
no wonder that sleep has been known for over a hundred years to
be a curative agent for many psychic disturbances. But we are

all atouchill: we are sick with our worries, we are overcone
by the trivia of daily routine, we are irritated by the rare
but still remaining few mal functions, the inevitable frictions

anong individuals, the normal healthy sexual unsatisfiedness,
the dissatisfaction with self which is so comon in the nmakeup
of each person. ... As fragrant bath salts wash away the dust
of travel from our tired bodies, so does a joyful dream wash
away and purify a tired psyche. So now, we no |onger have to
fear any anxieties or malfunctions. W well know that at the
appoi nted hour, the invisible radiation of the dream generator,
which together with the public | tend to call by the famliar
nane of 'the shivers,' will heal us, fill us with optimsm and
return to us the wonderful feeling of the joy of being alive."
Further, Doctor Opir expounded that the shivers were absolutely
harm ess physically and psychologically, and that the attacks
of detractors who wi shed to see in the shivers a resenblance to
narcotics and who denmgogically ranted about a "doped nankind,"
could not but arouse in wus a painful inconprehension, and,
concei vably, some stronger public-spirited enotions that could
be danger ous to the malevolently inclined citizens. In
concl usi on, Doctor Opir pronounced a happy dreamto be the best
kind of rest, vaguely hinted that the shivers constituted the
best antidote to al coholismand drug addiction, and insistently
warned that the shivers should not be confused with other (not
medi cal | y approved) nethods of electric wave application
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The weekly Gol den Days informed the public that a val uable
canvas, ascribed in the opinion of experts to the gifted band
of Raphael, had been stolen fromthe National Art Galleries.
The weekly called the attention of the authorities to the fact
that this crimnal act was the third during the past four
mont hs of this year, and that neither of the previously stolen
wor ks of art had ever been found.

All in all, there was really nothing to read in the
weeklies. | glanced through them quickly, and they left ne with
the nost depressing inpression.

Al were filled wth desolate witticismns, artl ess
caricatures, among which the "captionless" series stood out
with particul ar i mbecility, with bi ogr aphi es of dim

personalities, slobbering sketches of life in various |ayers of
society, nightmarish series of photos with such titles as "Your
husband at work and at hone," endl ess ampunts of useful advice
on how to occupy your tine without, God forbid, burdening your

head, passi onately idiotic sallies agai nst al coholism
hool i gani sm and debauchery, and calls to join clubs and
choruses with which | was already famliar. There were al so

menoi rs of participants in the "fracas" and in the struggle
agai nst organized crime, which were served up in the literary
style of jackasses totally lacking in taste or conscience.
These wer e obvi ously exercises of addicts of literary
sensationalism |oaded with suffering and tears, nmagnificent
feats and saccharine futures. There were endl ess crosswords,
chai nwor ds, rebuses, and puzzl e pictures.

I flung the pile of papers into the corner. What a dreary
place they had here! The boob was coddled, the boob was
lovingly nurtured, and the boob was cultivated; the boob had
become the norm a little more and he woul d becone the ideal,
whil e jubilant doctors of philosophy would exultantly dance
attendance wupon him But the papers were in full choreographic
swi ng even now. Ch, what a wonderful boob we have! Such an
optinmistic boob, and such an intelligent boob, such a healthy
al ert boob, and with such a fine sense of hunor; and oh boob,
how well and adroitly you can solve crossword puzzles! But nost
important of all, boob, don't you worry about a thing,
everything is quite all right, everything is just dandy,
everything is in your service, the science and the literature,
just so you can be anused and don't have to think about a
thing.... As for those seditious skeptics and hoodl uns, boob,
we'll take care of them Wth your help, we can't help but take
care of them What are they conplaining about, anyway? Do they
have nore needs than other people?

Dreariness and desol ation! There had to be some curse upon

t hese peopl e, sone awful predilection for dangers and
di sasters. Inperialism fascism tens of millions of people
killed and lives destroyed, including nmllions of these sane

boobs, guilty and innocent, good and bad. The |ast skirm shes,
the last putsches, especially pitiless because they were the
last. Criminals, the nilitary driven berserk by prolonged
usel essness, all kinds of leftover trash fromintelligence and
counterintelligence, bored by the saneness of commrer ci al
espionage, all slavering for power. Again we were forced to
return from space, to cone out of our |aboratories and
factories, to call back our soldiers. And we managed it again.
The zephyr was gently turning the pages of History of

Fascism by my feet. But hardly had we had the tinme to savor

the «cloudless horizons, when out of these sanme sewers of
hi story crept the scumwi th submachi ne guns, honenmade quantum
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pi stol s, gangsters, syndicates, gangster corporations, gangster
enpires. "Mnor nmalfunctions are still encountered here and
there," soothed and cal med Doctor Opir, while napalm bottles
flew through university wi ndows, cities were seized by bands of
out | aws, and nuseuns burned |ike candles.... Al right.
Brushi ng aside Doctor Opir and his kind, once again we cane out
of space, out of the labs and factories, recalled the soldiers,
and once agai n managed the problem And again the skies were
clear. Once nore the Qpirs were out, the weeklies were purring,
and once nore filth was flowi ng out of the sane sewers. Tons of
heroin, cisterns of opium and oceans of al cohol, and beyond
all that sonething new, sonething for which we had no nane....
Again everything was hanging by a thread for them and boobs
were sol ving crosswords, dancing the fling, and desired but one
thing: to have fun. But sonewhere idiot <children were being
born, people were going insane, sone were dying strangely in
bat ht ubs, sone were dying no less strangely wth sone group
called the Fishers, while art patrons defended their passion
for art with brass knuckles. And the weeklies were attenpting
to cover this foul-snmelling bog wth a crust, fragile as a
meringue, of «cloyingly sweet prattle, and this or t hat
di pl oreed fool glorified sweet dreans, and thousands of idiots
surrendered with relish to dreans in lieu of drunkenness (so
that they need not think)... and again the boobs were persuaded
that all was well, that space was being developed at an
unpr ecedent ed pace (which was true), and that sources of energy
would last for billions of years (which was also true), that
life was becoming unquestionably nore interesting and varied
(which was al so undoubtedly true, but not for boobs), while
demagogue-deni grators (real -thinking nmen who considered that in
our tinmes any drop of pus could infect the whole of mankind, as
once upon a tine a beer putsch turned into a world nmenace) were
foreign to the people's interests and deserved of universa
condemation. Boobs and crimnals, crimnals and boobs.

"Have to work at it," | said aloud. "To hell wth
mel anchol y! W' d show you skeptics!"

It was time to go see Rineyer. Al though there were the
Fishers. But all right, the Fishers could be attended to | ater
I was tired of poking around in the dark. I went out in the
yard. | could hear Aunt Vaina feeding Len

"But, Mom | don't want any!"

"Eat, son, you nust eat. You are so pale."

"I don't want to. Disgusting lunps |I"

"What | unps? Here, let nme have sone nysel f! M Delicious!

Just try sone and you'll see it's very tasty."

"But | don't want any! I'mill, I'"mnot going to school."

"Len, what are you saying? You' ve skipped a | ot of days as
it is."

"So what ?"

"What do you nean, so what? The director has already
called me twice. W'll be fined."

"Let themfine us!"
"Eat, son, eat. Maybe you didn't get enough sl eep?”

"I didn"t. And nmy stomach hurts... and ny head... and ny
tooth, this one here, you see?"
Len's voice sounded peevish, and | inmediately visualized

his pouting lips and his swi nging stockinged foot.

I went out the gate. The day was again clear and sunny,
full of bird twitter. It was still too early, so that on ny way
to the Aynpic, | nmet only two people. They wal ked toget her by
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the curb, nmonstrously out of place in the joyful world of green
branch and cl ear blue sky. One was painted vermlion and the
other bright blue. Sweat beaded through the paint on their
bodi es. Their breaths heaved through open nouths and the
protruding eyes were bl oodshot. Unconsciously | unbuttoned all
the buttons of nmy shirt and breathed with relief when this
strange pair passed ne.

At the hotel | went right up to the ninth floor. | was in
a very determ ned nood. Wiether Rineyer wanted to or not, he
would have to tell nme everything | wanted to know. As a matter
of fact, | needed himnow for other things as well. | needed a
listener, and in this sunny bedlam | could talk openly only to
him so far. True, this was not the Rineyer | had counted on,
but this too had to be talked cut in the end...

The red-headed Oscar stood by the door to Rineyer's suite,

and, seeing him | slowed nmy steps. He was adjusting his tie,
gazi ng pensively at the ceiling. He | ooked worri ed.

"Greetings," | said -- | had to start sonehow.

He wiggled his eyebrows and | ooked ne over, and | was
aware that he renmenbered me. He said slowy, "How do you do."

"You want to see Rineyer, too?" | asked.

"Rimeyer is not feeling well," he said. He stood hard by
the door and apparently had no intention of letting ne by.

"Apity," | said, noving up on him "And what is his
pr obl en?"

"He is feeling very bad."

"Ch, oh!" | said. "Soneone should have a | ook."

I was now right up against Gscar. It was obvious he was
not about to give way. My shoul der responded at once with a
flare of pain.

"I amnot sure it's all that necessary," he said.

"What do you nean? Is it really that bad?"

"Exactly. Very bad. And you shouldn't bother him Not
today, or any other day!"

It seens | arrived in tine, | thought, and hopefully not
too | ate.

"Are you a relative of his?" | asked. My attitude was nost
peaceabl e.

He grinned.

"I am his friend. H's closest friend in this town. A
chil dhood friend, you m ght say."

"This is nost touching," | said. "But | am his relative
Sane as a brother. Let's go in together and see what his friend
and brother can do for poor R neyer."

"Maybe his brother has already done enough for Ri neyer."

"Really now... | only arrived yesterday."

"You wouldn't, by any chance, have other brothers around
her e?"

"I don't think there are any anobng your friends, with the
exception of Rimeyer."

Wile we were carrying on wth this nonsense, | was
studying himnost carefully. He didn't look too ninble a type
-- even considering ny defective shoulder. But he kept his
hands in his pockets all the time, and although |I didn't think
he would risk shooting in the hotel, | was not of a mind to
chance it. Especially as | had heard of quantum dischargers
with linmted range.

I have been told critically many tines that my intentions
are always clearly readable on ny face. And GOscar was
apparently an adequately keen observer. | was coming to the
concl usion that he obviously did not have anything there at
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all, that the hands-in-the-pocket act was a bluff. He noved
aside and said, "Go on in."

We entered. Rinmeyer was indeed in a bad way. He lay on the
couch covered with a torn drape, nunbling in delirium The
tabl e was overturned, a broken bottle stained the middle of the
floor, and wet clothes were strewn all over the room |
approached Ri neyer and sat down by himso as not to | ose sight
of Gscar, who stood by the window, half-sitting on the sill.
Ri neyer's eyes were open. | bent over him

"Rinmeyer," | called. "It's Ivan. Do you recogni ze nme?"

He regarded nme dully. There was a fresh cut on his chin
under the stubble.

"So vyou got there already..

he muttered. "Don't prolong

the Fishers... doesn't happen... don't take it so hard
bothered ne alot... | can't stand..."
It was pure delirium | |ooked at Oscar. He listened with

interest, his neck stretched out.
"Bad when you wake up..." nmunbled R neyer. "Nobody... wake

up... they start... then they don't wake up..."

I disliked Gscar nore and nore. | was annoyed that he
should be hearing Rineyer's ravings. | didn't like his being
here ahead of nme. And again, | didn't Ilike that cut on
Rinmeyer's chin -- it was quite fresh. How can | be rid of you,
red-haired nmug, | wondered.

"We should call a doctor," | said. "Wiy didn't you call a

doctor, Oscar? | think it's deliriumtrenens."”
I regretted the words immediately. To ny considerable

surprise, Rinmeyer did not snell of alcohol at all, and Gscar
apparently knew it. He grinned and said, "Deliriumtrenens? Are
you sure?"

"W have to call a doctor at once," | said. "Also, get a
nurse. "

I put my hand on the phone. He junped up instantly and put
hi s hand on m ne.

"Way should you do it?" he said. "Better let nme call a
doctor. You are new here and | know an excellent doctor."

"Well, what kind of a doctor is he?" | objected, studying
the cut on his knuckles -- which was al so quite new.

"An exenpl ary doctor. Just happens to be a specialist on
the DI'"s. "

Ri meyer sai d suddenl y, "So | commanded... also
spracht Rineyer... alone with the world..."

We turned to look at him He spoke haughtily, but his eyes
were closed, and his face, draped in |oose, gray skin, seened

pathetic. That swine GOscar, | thought, where does he get the
gall to linger here? A sudden wild thought flashed through ny
head -- it seened at that nonent exceedingly well conceived: to

disable Gscar with a blowto the solar plexus, tie himup, and
force himthen and there to expose everything he knew. He
probably knew quite a lot. Possibly everything. He | ooked at
me, and in his pale eyes was a blend of fear and hatred.

"Al right," | said. "Let the hotel call the doctor."

He renoved his hand and | called service. Wile waiting
for the doctor, | sat by Rineyer, and Oscar wal ked from corner
to corner, stepping over the liquor puddle. |I followed him out

of the corner of ny eye. Suddenly he stooped and picked up
sonmet hing off the floor. Sonething small and nulticol ored.

"What have you got there?" | inquired indifferently.

He hesitated a bit and then threw a small flat box with a
pol ychrome sticker on ny knees.
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"Ah!" | said, and | ooked at Oscar. "Devon."
"Devon," he responded. "Strange that it's here rather than
in the bathroom™

The devil, | thought. Maybe | was still too green to
chall enge himopenly. | still knew but very Ilittle of this
whol e mess.

"Not hi ng strange about that," | said at random "I believe
you distribute that repellent. |It's probably a sanple which

fell out of your pocket."

"Qut of ny pocket?" He was astonished. "Ch, you think that
I... But | finished ny assignments a long tine ago, and now |I'm
just taking it easy. But if you're interested, | can be of sone
hel p. "

That s very interesting, | said. "I will consult --

Unfortunately, the door flew open at this point, and a
doct or acconpani ed by two nurses entered the room

The doctor turned out to be a decisive individual. He
gestured nme off the couch and flung the drape off Rineyer. He
was conpl etely naked.

"Well, of course," said the doctor. "Again..."

He raised Rineyer's eyelid, pulled down his lower |lip, and
felt his pulse. "Nurse - cordeine! And call sone chamnbermai ds
and have them cl ean out these stables till they shine." He
stood up and | ooked at nme. "A relative?"

"Yes," | said, while Gscar kept still.

"You found hi munconsci ous?"

"He was delirious," said Oscar.

"You carried himout here?"

Cscar hesitated.

"I only covered him with the drape," he said. "Wen I
arrived, he was lying as he is now. | was afraid he would catch
cold."

The doctor regarded himfor a while, and then said, "In
any case, it is immterial. Both of you can go. A nurse wll
stay with him You can call this evening. Goodbye."

"What is the matter with him Doctor?" | asked.

"Not hi ng special. Overtired, nervous exhaustion... besides
whi ch he apparently snokes too nuch. Tonorrow he can be noved,
and you can take himhonme with you. It would be unhealthy for
himto stay here with us. There are too nany anusenents here.

Goodbye. "

W went out into the corridor

"Let's go have a drink," | said.

"You forgot that | don't drink," corrected GCscar.

"Too bad. This whole episode has upset me. I'd like a
snort. Rineyer always was such a heal thy specinen."”

"Well, lately he has slipped a lot," said Oscar carefully.

"Yes, | hardly recogni zed hi mwhen | saw hi myesterday."

"Same here," said Oscar. He didn't believe a word of it,
and neither did I.

"Where are you staying?" | asked.

"Right here," said Gscar. "On the floor bel ow, nunber
817."

"Too bad that you don't drink. W could go to your room
and have a good talk."

"Yes, that wouldn't be a bad idea. But, regretfully, | am
in agreat rush." He was silent awhile. "Let nme have your
address. Tomorrow norning, |'ll be back and drop in to see you
About ten -- will that suit you? O you can ring ne up."

"Why not?" | said and gave himny address. "To be honest
with you, | amquite interested in Devon."
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"I think we'll be able to come to an understanding," said
Cscar. "Till tonorrow"

He ran down the stairs. Apparently he really was in a
hurry. | went down in the el evator and sent off a telegram to
Matia: "Brother very ill, feeling very |onesone, but keeping up
spirits, lvan." | truly did feel very nuch alone. R neyer was
out of the gane again, at least for a day. The only hint he had
given ne was the advice about the Fishers. | had nothing nore

definite. There were the Fishers, who were | ocated sonewhere in
the old subway; there was Devon, which in sane peripheral way
could have sonmething to do with ny business, but also could
just as well have no connection with it at all; there was
Cscar, clearly connected with Devon and Rineyer, a player
sufficiently om nous and repul sive, but undoubtedly only one of
many such unpleasant types on the |ocal cloudless horizons;
then again there was a certain "Buba," who supplied pore-nose

with Devon.... After all, | have been here just twenty-four
hours, | thought. There is tine. Also, | could still count on
Rimeyer in the final analysis, and there was the possibility of
finding Peck. Suddenly | renenbered the events of the night
before and sent a wire to Signund: "Amateur concert on the
twenty-eighth, details wunknown, Ivan." Then | beckoned to a

porter and inquired as to the shortest way to the old subway.
Chapter N NE

"You would do better to come at night. It's too early
now.

"I prefer now "

"Can't wait, eh? Perhaps you've got the wong address?"

"Ch no, | haven't got it wong."

"You nmust have it now, you are sure?"

"Yes, now and not later."

He clicked his tongue and pulled on his lower lip. He was

short, well knit, wth a round shaved head. He spoke
hardly nmoving his tongue and rolling his eyes languidly under
the lids. | thought he had not had enough sl eep. Hi s conpanion,
sitting behind the railing in an easy chair, apparently al so
had m ssed sonme. But he did not utter a word and didn't even
l ook in my direction. It was a gloony place, with stale air and
war ped panels which had sprung away fromthe walls. A bulb,
dimred with dust, hung shadel ess fromthe ceiling on a dirty

cabl e.

"Wy not cone |ater?" said the round-head. "Wen everybody
comes. "

"I just got the urge," | said diffidently.

"Got the wurge..." He searched in his table drawer. "I
don't even have a formleft. Eli, do you have sone?"

The latter, w thout breaking his silence, bent over and
pulled out a crunpled sheet of paper from somewhere near the

railing.

The round-head said, yawning, "Quys that cone at break of
day... nobody here... no girls... they're still in bed." He
proffered the form "Fill it out and sign. Eli and I will sign

as wtnesses. Turn in your noney. Don't worry, we keep it
honest. Do you have any docunents?"

"None. "

"That's good, too."

I scanned the form "In open deposition and of ny own
free will, I, the wundersigned, in the presence of

Wi t nesses, earnestly request to be subjected to the initiation
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trials toward the nutual quest of nenbership in the Society of
VAL." There were blank spaces for signature of applicant and
signatures of wi tnesses.

"What is VAL?" | asked.

"That's the way we are registered," answered round-head.
He was counting ny noney.

"But how do you deci pher it?"

"Who knows? That was before ny tine. It's VAL, that's al
there is toit. Maybe you know, Ei?" Ei shook his bead

lazily. "Well, really, what do you care?"
"You are absolutely right." | inserted nmy name and si gned.
Round- head |ooked it over, signed it, and passed the form
to Eli.

"You |l ook like a foreigner," he said.

"Ri ght."

"In that case, add your hone address. Do you have
relatives?"

"No. "

"Well then, you don't have to. Al set, Eli? Put it in the
fol der. Shall we go?"

He Iifted up the gate in the railway and wal ked nme over to
a massive square door, probably left over fromthe days when
the subway had been fitted out as an atom c shelter

"There is no choice," he said as though in self-defense.
He pul I ed the slides and turned a rusty handle wth
consi derable effort. "Go straight down the corridor and then

you'll see for yourself."

I thought that | heard Eli snickering behind him | turned
around. A small screen was fitted in the railing in front of
Eli. Something was noving on the screen, but I could not see

what it was. Round-bead put all his weight on the handl e and
swung back the door. A dusty passage becane visible. For a few

seconds he listened and then said, "Straight down this
corridor."

"What will | find there?" | said.

"You'll get what you were |ooking for. O have you changed

your m nd?"

Al'l of which was clearly not what | was |ooking for, but
as is well known, nobody knows anything until he has tried it
himsel f | stepped over the high sill and the door shut behind
me with a clang. | could hear the |atches screechi ng hone.

The <corridor was 1lit by a few surviving lanps. It was
danp, and nold grew an the cenent walls. | stood still awhile,
listening, but there was nothing to be heard but the infrequent
tap of water drops. | noved forward cautiously. Cenent rubble
crunched underfoot. Soon the corridor came to an end, and
found nyself in a vaulted, poorly lit concrete tunnel. Wen ny
eyes acconmpdated to the darkness, | discerned a set of tracks.
The rails were badly rusted and puddl es of dark water gl eaned
nmotionless along their Ilength. Sagging cables hung fromthe
ceiling. The danmpness seeped to the nmarrow of nmy bones. A
repul sive stench of sewer and carrion filled ny nostrils. No,

this was not what | was |ooking for. | was not of a mnd to
fritter away ny tinme and thought of going back and telling them
that | would be back sone other tinme. But first, sinply out of
curiosity, | decided to take a short wal k along the tunnel. |
went to the right toward the light of distant bulbs. | junped
puddl es, stumbled over the rotting ties, and got entangled in
| oose wires. Reaching a lanp, | stopped again.

The rails had been renoved. Ties were strewn along the
wal l's, and holes filled with water gaped along the right of
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way. Then | sawthe rails. | have never seen rails in such a
condition. Sonme were twisted into corkscrews. They wer e
polished to a high shine and renm nded nme of gigantic dril
bits. Ohers were driven with titanic force into the floor and
walls of the tunnel. A third group were tied into knots. My
skin craw ed at this sight. Sone were sinple knots, sonme with a
single bow, sone with a double bow |ike shoelaces. They were
mauve and brown.

| | ooked ahead into the depths of the tunnel. The snell of
rotting carrion wafted out of it, and the dimyellow lights
wi nked rhythmcally as though sonething swayed in the draft,
covering and uncovering them periodically. My nerves gave way.
| felt that this was nothing nore than a stupid joke, but |

couldn't control nyself. | squatted down and | ooked around. |
soon found what | was looking for -- a vyard-long piece of
reinforcing rod. | stuck it under ny armand went ahead. The

iron was wet and cold and rough with rust.

The reflection of the winking lights glinted on slippery
wet wal |'s. I had noticed sone time back the round,
strange-1 ooki ng marks on them but at first did not pay them
any attention. Then | becane interested and exam ned them nore
closely. As far as the eye could reach, there were two sets of
round prints on the walls at one-neter intervals. It |ooked as

though an el ephant had run along the wall -- and not too |ong
ago at that. On the edge of one of the prints, the remains of a
crushed centipede still struggled feebly. Enough, | thought,
time to go back. | |ooked along the tunnel. Now | could plainly
see the swaying curves of black cables under the lanps. | took
a better grip on the rod and went ahead, holding close to the
wal | .

The whole thing was getting through to nme. The cables
sagged under the arch of the tunnel, and on them tied by their
tails into hairy clusters, hung hundreds upon hundred of dead
rats, swaying in the draft. Tiny teeth glinted horribly in the
sem -dark, and rigid little legs stuck out in all directions.
The clusters stretched in long obscene garlands into the
di stance. A thick, nauseating stench oozed fromunder the arch
and flowed al ong the tunnel, as pal pable as glutinous jelly.

There was a piercing screech and a huge rat scurried
between ny feet. And then another and another. | backed up
They were fleeing fromthere, fromthe dark where there was not
a single lanp. Suddenly, warmair cane pulsing from the sane

direction. | felt a hollow space with ny el bow and pressed
myself into the niche. Sonething live squirnmed and squeaked
under ny heel; | swng nmy iron rod without |ooking. | had no

time for rats, because | could hear sonething running heavily
but softly along the tunnel, splashing in the puddles. It was a
m stake to get involved in this business, thought |I. The iron
rod seened very light and insignificant in conparison with the
bowtied rails. This was no flying |eech, nor a dinosaur from
the Kongo... don't let it be a giganto-pithek, | thought,
anyt hing but a giganto-pithek. These donkeys woul d have the wt
to catch one and let it loose in the tunnel. | was thinking
very poorly in those few seconds. And suddenly for no reason at
all 1 thought of Rineyer. Wiy had he sent ne here? Had he gone
out of his mind? If only it was not a gi ganto-pithek

It raced by ne so fast that | couldn't discern what it
was.

The tunnel booned fromits gallop. Then there was the
despairing scream of a caught rat right <close by and..
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silence. Cautiously | peeked out. He stood about ten paces away
directly under one of the lanps, and ny | egs suddenly went linp
fromrelief.

"Smart-al ec entrepreneurs,” | said aloud, alnmost crying.
' They woul d dream up sonething like this."

He heard ny voice and raising his stern | egs, pronounced:
"Qur tenperature is two neters, twelve inches, there is no
hum dity, and what there isn't is not there."

"Repeat your orders," | said, approaching him

He let the air out of his suction cups with a |oud
whistle, twitched his legs mndlessly, and ran up on the
ceiling.

"Come down," | said sternly, "and answer my question."

He hung over ny head, this poor |ong-obsolete cyber,
i ntended for work an the asteroids, pitiable and out of place,
covered with flakes of corrosion and bl obs of black underground

dirt.
"Cet down," | barked
He flung the dead rat at nme and sped off into the dark
"Basal t s! Granites!" he yelled in different voices.
"Pseudo- net anor phic types! | amover Berlin! Do you copy! Tine

to get to bed!"

| threw away the rod and followed him He ran as far as
the next lanp, canme down, and began to dig the concrete
rapidly, Ilike a dog, wth his heavy work mani pul ators. Poor
chap, even in better times his brain was capable of performng
properly only in | ess than one one-hundredth of a G and now he
was altogether out of his mnd. | bent over himand began to
search for the control center under his arnor. "The rotters,"
sai d aloud. The controls were peened over as though battered
with a sledge. He stopped diggi ng and grabbed nme by the | eg.

"Stop!" | shouted. "Desist!"
He desisted, lay down on his side, and inforned nme in a
basso voice, "I amdeathly tired of him Eli. Now would be the

time for a shot of brandy."

Contacts clicked inside him and nusic poured forth.
H ssing and whistling, he gave a rendition of the "Hunters
March." | was looking at him and thinking how stupid and
repul sive it all was, how ridiculous and at the sanme tine
frightening. If | had not been a spaceman, if | had been
frightened and run, he would al nost certainly have Kkilled ne.
But nobody here knew | had been in space. Nobody. Not one
person. Even Rineyer didn't know

"Get up," | said.

He buzzed and started to dig the wall, and | turned around
and went back. Al the time while | was returning to ny
turn-off | could hear himrattling and clanging in the pile of
contorted rails, hissing with the electrowelder and ranting
nonsense in two voi ces.

The anti-atonmic door was al ready open, and | stepped over

the sill, swinging it shut behind ne.
"Wl I, how was it?" asked round-head.
"Dumb," | replied.

"l had no idea you were a spaceman. You have wor ked out on
the pl anets?"

"I have. But it's still dunb. For fools. For illiterate
keyed-up boobs."

"What ki nd?"

"Keyed-up. "

"Well -- there you got it wong. Lots of people like it.
Anyway, | told you to come at night. W don't have nmuch
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amusenent for singles." He poured some whiskey and added sone
soda fromthe siphon. "Wuld you |ike sone?"

I took the glass and leaned on the railing. Eli gloomly
regarded the screen, a cigarette sticking to his lip. On the
screen careened shifting views of the glistening tunnel walls,
twisted rails, black puddles, and flying sparks fromthe
wel der.

"That's not for ne," | announced. "Let barbers and
accountants enjoy it. O course, | have nothing against them
but what | need is sonmething the |ikes of which | have not seen
innm entirelife."

"So you don't know yourself what you want , " sai d
roundhead. "It's a hard case. Excuse ne, you aren't an Intel?"

"\ 2"

"Well, don't take offense -- we are all equal before the
grimreaper, you understand. Wat am | trying to say? That
Intels are the nmost difficult clients, that's all. Isn't that
right, Eli? If one of your barbers or bookkeepers conmes here,
he knows very well what it is he needs. He needs to get his

bl ood going, to show off and be proud of hinself, to get the
girls squealing, and exhibit the punctures in his side. These
fellows are sinple, each one wants to consider hinmself a nman.

After all, who is he -- our client? He has no particular
capabilities, and he doesn't need any. In earlier tines, | read
in a book, people used to be envious of each other -- the
neighbor is rolling in luxury and | <can't save up for a
refrigerator -- how could you put up with that? They hung on
like bulldogs to all kinds of trash, to noney, to cushy jobs --
they laid down their lives for such things. The guy with a

foxier head or a stronger fist would wind up on top. But now
life has becone affluent and dull and there is a plenty of
everything. What shall a nan apply hinself to? Aman is not a
fish, for all that, he is still a man and gets bored, but can't
dream up sonething to do for hinself. To do that you need
special talents, you need to read a nountain of books, and how
can he do that when they nmake him throw up. To becone
wor | d-fanpus or to invent some new machine, that's sonething
that wouldn't pop into his head, but even if it did, of what
use would it be? Nobody really needs you, not even your own
wife and children if you examne it honestly. Right, Ei? And
you don't need anybody either. Nowadays, it seens, clever
people think things up for you, sonmething new like these
aerosols, or the shivers, or a new dance. There is that new
drink -- it's called a polecat. Wanna me knock one together for
you? So he downs some of this polecat, his eyes craw out of
their sockets, and he's happy. But as long as his eyes are in

their sockets, life is just as dull as rainwater for him There
is an Intel that conmes here to us, and every tinme he conpl ains:
Life, he says, is dull, ny friends... but | |eave here a new
man; after, say, 'bullets' or '"twelve to one,' | see nyself in

a conpletely new light. Right, Eli? Everything becones sweet
all over again, food, drink, wonen."

"Yes," | said synpathetically. "I understand you very
well. But for me it's all too stale.”
"Slug is what he needs,"” said Eli in his bass voice.

"What's that agai n?"

"Slug is what | said."

Round- head puckered in distaste.

"Aw, come on, Eli. What's with you today?"

"I don't give a hoot for the likes of him" said Eli. "I
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just don't like these guys. Everything is insipid for him
not hing suits him"

"Don't listen to him" said round-head. "He hasn't slept
all night and is very tired."
"Well, why not," | contradicted. "I am quite interested.

What is this slug?"

Round- head puckered his face again.

"It's not decent, you understand?' he said. "Don't listen
to Eli, he is a good enough guy, a sinple fellow, but it's
nothing for him to lanbaste a man. It's a bad term Certain
types have taken to witing it all over the walls. Hooligans,
that's what they are, right? The snot-noses hardly know what
it's about, but they wite anyway. See how we had to plane off
the railing? Some son of a bitch carved into it, and if | catch

him 1'Il turn his hide inside out. W do have wonen comi ng
here too."

"Tell him" pronounced Ei, addr essi ng hi nsel f to
roundhead, "that he should get hold of a slug and quiet down.

Let himfind Buba..."
"WIIl you shut wup, Ei?" said round-head, now angry.
"Don't pay any attention to him"

Having heard the nane Buba, | hel ped nyself to another
drink and settled nore confortably on the railing.

"What's it all about?" | said. "Sone kind of secret vice?"

"Secret!" boonmed Eli, and let out an obscene horsel augh

Round- head | aughed, too.

"Not hing can be a secret here," he said. "Wat had of

secrets can there be when people are living it up at the age of
fifteen? The dopes, the Intels, nanufacture secrets. They'd
like to get a fracas going on the twenty-eighth, they are al
in a huddle, took sone mne |aunchers out of town recently to
hi de them |I|ike kids, honest to God! Right, Eli?"

"Tell him" the good sinple fellow Eli was persisting.
"Tell him to be off to Hell and gone. And don't go protecting
him Just tell himto go to Buba at the CGasis and that's that."

He threw ny wallet and formon the railing. | finished the
whi skey. Round-head said soberly, "OF course, it's entirely up
to you, but ny advice is to stay away fromthat stuff. Maybe

we'll all conme to it sonmeday, but the later, the better. |
can't even explainit to you, | only feel that it is like the
grave: never too |late and al ways too soon."

"Thank you," | said.

"He even thanks you." Eli let |oose another horselaugh

"Have you seen anything like it! He thanks you!"

"W kept three dollars," said round-head. "You can tear up
the blank. O let ne tear it up. God forbid sonething should
happen to you, the police will conme |ooking to us."

"To be honest with you," | said, putting the wallet away,
"I don't understand how they haven't closed your office
al ready. "

"Everything is on the up and up with us," said round- head.
"If you don't want any, no one is forcing you. But if sonething
shoul d happen, it's your own fault."

"No one is forcing the drug addicts either," | retorted.

"That's sonme conparison! Drugs are a profiteering corrupt
busi ness!"

"Well, okay, 1'Il be seeing you," | said. "Thanks,
fellows. Where did you say to | ook for Buba?"

"At the Qasis," booned Eli. "It's a cafe. Beat it."

"What a polite fellow you are, ny friend," | said. "It

gets nme right in ny heart."
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"Go on, beat it," repeated Eli. "Stinking Intel."

"Don't get so excited, pal," | said, "or you'll earn
yoursel f an ulcer. Save your stonach, it's your nost valuable
possession. "

Eli started to nove slowy out frombehind the railing,
and | left. My shoul der had started to ache again.

A warm heavy rain was falling outside. The | eaves on the
trees shone wetly and joyfully, there was a snell of ozone,
freshness and thunderstorm | stopped a taxi and naned the
QCasis. The street ran with fresh streans, and the city was so
pretty and confortable that it seened inproper to think of the
nmol dy and abandoned Subway.

The rain was pelting in full swing when | junped out of
the car, ran across the sidewal k, and burst into the Gasis.
There were quite a few people, nobst of themwere eating,
i ncluding the bartender, who was spooning sone soup out of a
dish placed anmpbng drinking glasses. Those who had finished
eating sat snoking and abstractedly staring out of t he
streaming w ndow at the street. | approached the bar and
inquired in a |l ow voi ce whet her Buba was there. The bartender
put down his spoon and surveyed the room

"Naah," he said. "Wiy don't you have sonething to eat now,

and he'll be al ong soon enough."”
" How soon?"
"Twenty mnutes, half an hour maybe."
"So!" | said. "In that case |I'l|l have dinner, and then

I"l'l conme over and you can point himout to ne."

"Uhuh," said the bartender, returning to his soup

| picked up a tray, collected sone sort of a neal, and sat
down by the wi ndow away fromthe rest of the patrons. I wanted
to think. | sensed that there was enough data to ponder the
probl em effectively. Sone sort of pattern seened to be fornmng.
Boxes of Devon in the bathroom Pore-nose spoke about Buba and
Devon (in whispers). Eli talked of Buba and "slug." A clear
chain of links -- bath, Devon, Buba, slug. Further: the
sunburned fellow with the muscles cautioned that Devon was the
worst of junk, while the roundhead saw no difference between
slug and the grave. It all had to fit together. It seened to be
what we were looking for. |If so, then Ri neyer had done the
right thing to send ne to the Fishers. Rnmeyer, | said to
myself, why did you send ne to the Fishers? And even order ne
to do as | was told and not to fuss about it? And you didn't

know, after all, that | was a spaceman, Rineyer. |f you did
know, there were still the other ganes with bullets and "one
against twelve," besides the denented cyber. You really took a
dislike to ne for sonmething or other, Rineyer. Sonehow | have
crossed you. But no, said I, this cannot be. It is sinply that
you did not trust nme, Rineyer. It is sinply that there is
sonmething that | do not know yet. For exanple, | do net know

just who this Gscar is who trades in Devon in this resort city
and who is connected with you, Rineyer. Mst |ikely you have
been nmeeting with Gscar before our conversation in the el evator
I don't want to think about that.
There he was lying like a dead man and here | was thinking
such things about him when he could not defend hinself.

Suddenly | felt a repulsive cold crawling feeling inside. A
right, suppose we trapped this gang. Wat would change? The
shivers would remain, |op-eared Len would be up all night as

before, Vousi would be com ng honme disgustingly drunk, while
custons inspector Pete would be snmashing his face into broken
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glass. And all would be concerned about the "good of the
people." Sone would be irrigated with tear gas, sonme would be
driven into the ground up to their ears, others would be
converted from apehood into sonething which passes nuster as
human. ... And then the shivers would go out of style and the
peopl e woul d be presented with the super-shivers, while in lieu
of the extirpated slug a super-slug would surface. Everything
woul d be for the good of the people. Have fun, Boobland, and
don't think about a thing!

Two men in cloaks sat down at the next table with their
trays. One of them seenmed to ne in sone way fanmiliar. He had a
haughty thoroughbred face, and were it not for a thick white
bandage on the left side of his jaw, | was sure | would
recognize him The other was a ruddy man with a bald pate and
fussy novenents. They were speaking quietly, but not so as to

be inaudible, and | could hear themquite well where | was
sitting.

"Understand nme correctly," the ruddy one said with
conviction while hurriedly consumng his schnitzel, "I am not

at all against theaters and nuseuns. But the allocation for the
muni ci pal theater for the past year has not been expended
fully, while only tourists visit the nuseuns."

"Al'so picture thieves," inserted the man with the bandage.

"Drop that, please, we don't have pictures that are worth
the theft. Thank God, they have learned how to synthesize
Si stine Mdonnas out of sawdust. | wish to call your attention
to the point that dissemination of culture in our tine nust
occur in an entirely different manner. Culture nust not be
inculcated into the people, rather it must enanate from the
people. Public chorister, do-it-yourself groups, nass ganes --
that is what our public needs."

"What our public needs is a good arny of occupation," said
the man with the bandage.

"Pl ease stop tal king that way, when you actually don't
believe what you are saying. Qur coverage by the various
associations is really at an unacceptably poor level. For
instance, Boella conplained to nme last night that only one man
attends her readi ngs, and he apparently only does so out of
matrinoni al intentions. But we need to distract the people from
the shivers, from alcohol, fromsexual pastines. W need to
rai se the tone --"

The other interrupted, "What do you want from ne? That |
should defend your project against that ass, our honorable
mayor, today? Be ny guest! It is absolutely all the sane to ne.
But if you would like to hear ny opinion about tone and spirit,
let ne tell you it does not exist, ny dear Senator; it is |long
dead! It has been snothered in belly fat! And if | were in your
place | would take that into account and only that!"

The ruddy nan seened to be crushed. He was silent for a
whi |l e and then groaned suddenly, "Dear God, dear God, to think
of what we have been driven to concern ourselves with! But |

ask you -- is not sonmeone flying to the stars? Sonmewhere neson
reactors are being built, new learning systems are being
devi sed! Dear God, | just recently grasped that we are not even

a backwater, we are a preserve! In the eyes of the whole world
we are a sanctuary of stupidity, ignhorance, and pornocracy.
I magi ne, Professor Rubenstein has a chair in our city for the
second year. A sociopsychologist of world renowmn. He is
studying us like animals. Instinctive Sociology of Decaying
Economic Structures -- that's the name of his work. He is
interested in people as bearers of prineval instincts, and he
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conplained to ne that it was very difficult for himto gather
data in countries where instinctive activity is distorted and
suppressed by pedagogi cal systens! But with us he is in seventh
heaven! In his own words, we don't have any activity other than

instinctive! | was insulted, | was ashaned, but, good Lord,
what could | say to contradict hinf You nmust understand ne! You
are an intelligent man, ny friend, | know you are a cold man,
but | can't really believe that you are indifferent to such a
degree. "

The man with the bandage | ooked at hi m haughtily and then,
abruptly, his cheek twitched. | recognized himat once: he was

the character with the nonocle who had thrown the | um nous sl op
all over ne so deftly yesterday at the Art Patrons' hall.

Way, you vulture, thought 1. You thief. So you need an
army of occupation! Spirit snmothered in lard i ndeed!

"Forgive ne, Senator," he said. "I do understand it all,
and that's precisely why it 1is perfectly clear to ne that
everything surrounding you is in a state of denentia. The fina
spasnl Euphorial"”

I got up and approached their table.

"May | join you?" | asked.

He stared at me in astonishment. | sat down.

"Pl ease excuse nme," | said. "I am to be specific, a
tourist and just a short tine here; while you seemto be
natives and even to have some connection wth the nunicipa
governnent. So | decided to inflict nyself on you. | keep
hearing about Art Patrons, Art Patrons. But what it's all about
no one seens to know. "

The man with the bandage experienced another tie in his
cheek. H's eyes grew wide -- he too recogni zed ne.

"Art Patrons?" said the ruddy one. "Yes, there is such a
bar bar ous organi zation with us here. It is very sad that such
is the case, but it's so."

I  nodded, studying the bandage. M/ acquai ntance had
al ready regai ned his conposure and was eating his jelly wth
hi s accustonmed haughty | ook

"In essence they are sinply nbdern-age vandals. | sinply
couldn't find a nore appropriate word. They pool their
resources and buy up stolen paintings, statues, manuscripts,
unpublished literary works, patents, and destroy them Can you
imgine how revolting that is? They And sone pathol ogica
delight in the destruction of exanples of world culture. They
gather in a large, well-dressed crowd and slowy, deliberately,
orgiastically destroy them"

"Ch ny, ny, nmy!" | said, not taking ny eyes off the
bandage. "Such people should be hung by their |egs."
"And we are after them" said the ruddy one. "W are in

pursuit of themon the legal level. W are unfortunately unable
to get after the Artiques and the Perchers, who are not
breaking any | aws, but as far as the Art Patrons are concerned

"Are you finished yet, Senator?" inquired the bandaged
one, ignoring ne.

The ruddy one caught hinsel f.

"Yes, yes. It's tinme for us to go. You wll excuse us,
pl ease," he said, turning to ne. "W have a neeting of the
muni ci pal council . "

"Bartender!" called the bandaged one in a netallic voice.
"Whul d you call us a taxi."

"Have you been here | ong?" asked the ruddy man.
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"Second day," | replied.

"Do you like it?"

"A beautiful city."

"Mm -- yes," he munbl ed.

W were silent. The man with the bandage inpudently
inserted his nmonocle and pulled out a cigar

"Does it hurt?" | asked synpathetically.

"What, exactly?"

"The jaw," | said. "And the Iliver should hurt, too."
"Not hing ever hurts me," he replied, nonocle glinting. "Are you
two acquai nted?" the ruddy one asked in astoni shnent.

"Slightly," | said. "W had an argument about art."

The bartender called out that the taxi had arrived. The
man wi th the bandage i mediately got up

"Let's go, Senator," he said.

The ruddy one smled at me abstractedly and al so got up

They set off for the exit. |I followed them with ny eyes
and went to the bar.

"Brandy?" asked the bartender

"Quite," | said. | shuddered with rage. "Wwo are those
people | just spoke to?"

"The baldy is a municipal counselor, his field are
cultural affairs. The one wth the nonocle is the city
comptroller."

"Conptroller," | said. "A scoundrel is what he is."

"Real | y?" said the barnman with interest.

"That's right, really,”" | said. "Is Buba here?"

"Not yet. And how about the conptroller, what is he up

to?"

"A scoundrel, an enbezzler, that's what he is," | said.

The bartender thought awhile.

"I't could well be," he said. "In fact he's a baron -- that
is, he used to be, of course. H's ways, sure enough, are
unsavory. Too bad | didn't go vote or | would have voted

agai nst him What's he done to you?"

"I't's you he's done. And |'ve given him sonme back. And
I"l'l give himsome nore in due tine. Such is the situation."

The bartender, not understanding anything, nodded and
said, "Hit it again?"

"Do," | said.

He poured ne nore brandy and said,

"And here is Buba, conming in."

| turned around and barely nanaged to keep the glass in ny
grip. | recognized Buba.

Chapter TEN

He stood by the door |ooking about himas though trying to
remenber where he had come and what he was to do there. His
appearance was very unlike his old one, but | recognized him at
once anyway, because for four years we sat next to each other
in the lecture halls of the school, and then there were severa
years when we net al nost daily.

"Say," | addressed the bartender. "They call hi m Buba?"

"Uhuh," said the bartender

"What is it -- a nickname?"

"How should | know? Buba is Buba, that's what they all
call him™"

"Peck," | cried.

Everyone |ooked at ne. He too slowy turned his head and
his eyes searched for the caller. But he paid no attention to
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me. As though renenbering sonething, he suddenly started to
shake the water out of his cape with convulsive notions, and
then, dragging his heels, hobbled over to the bar and clinbed
with difficulty on the stool next to m ne.

"The usual ," he said to the bartender. Hi s voice was dul
and strangl ed, as though soneone held himby the throat.

"Someone has been waiting for you," said the barman,
pl aci ng before hima glass of neat alcohol and a deep dish
filled with granul ated sugar.

Slowy he turned his head and | ooked at me, saying, "Well
what is it you want?"

H s drooping eyelids were inflamed red, with accunul ated
slime in the corners. He breathed through his mouth as though
suffering with adenoi ds.

"Peck Xenai," | said quietly. "Undergraduate Peck Xenai,
pl ease return fromearth to heaven."

He continued to regard ne without a change in his nanner.
Then he licked his lips and said, "A classmate, perhaps?"

I felt nunb and terrified. He turned around, picked up his
glass, drank it down, gagging in revulsion, and began to eat
the sugar with a | arge soup spoon. The bartender poured him
anot her gl ass.

"Peck," | said, "old friend, don't you renmenber ne?"

He | ooked nme over agai n.

"I wouldn't say that. | probably did see you sonewhere."
"Saw ne sonmewhere!" | said in desperation. "I amlvan

Zhilin. Could it be you have conpletely forgotten nme?"

Hi s hand hol ding the glass quivered al nost inperceptibly,
and that was all.

"No, friend," he said, "forgive ne, please, but | don't
renenber you."

"And you don't renenber the 'Tahmasib' or lowa Smth?"

"This heartburn has really got to ne today," he inforned
the bartender. "Let me have some soda, Con."

The bartender, who had listened with curiosity, poured him
a soda.

"Bad day, today, Con," he said. "Can you inmagine, two
automates failed on nme today."

The bartender shook his head and si ghed.

"The manager is bitching," continued Buba, "called ne on
the carpet and bawled nme out. | amgoing to quit that place.
told himto go to hell and he fired ne."

"Conplain to the union," the bartender advised.

"To hell with them" He drank his soda and wi ped his nouth
with the palmof his hand. He did not |ook at ne.

| sat as though spat upon, forgetting conpletely what it
was | wanted Buba for. | needed Buba, not Peck -- that is,
needed Peck too. But not this one. This was not Peck, this was
some strange and repul sive Buba, and | watched in horror as he
sucked up the second glass of alcohol and again set to
shovel i ng spoonfuls of sugar into hinself. Hs face effl oresced
with red spots, and he kept gagging and listening to the
bartender as he animatedly recounted the I|atest footbal
exploits. | wanted to cry out, "Peck, what has happened to you?
Peck, you used to hate all this!" | put my hand on his shoul der
and said inploringly, "Peck, dear friend, hear nme out, please."

He shied away.

"What's the matter, friend?" H's eyes were now conpletely
unseeing. "I amnot Peck, | am Buba, do you understand? You are
confusing ne with someone else, there isn't any Peck here...
So what did the Rhinos do then, Con?"
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I remnded nyself where | was, and forced nyself to
understand that there was no nore Peck, and that there was a
Buba, here, an agent of a crimnal organization, and this was

the only reality, while Peck Xenai was a mrage -- a nenory
whi ch nust be quickly extirpated if | intended to press on with
my wor k.

"Hold on, Buba,” | said. "I want to tal k business to you."

He was quite drunk by now.
"I don't talk business at the bar," he announced. "And

anyway | amthrough with work. Done. | have no nore busi ness of
any kind. You can apply to the city hall, friend. They'll help
you out."

"I am applying to you, not the city hall," | said. "WII

you listen to nme!"

"You | hear all the tine, as it is. To the detrinent of ny
heal th."

"My business is quite sinple," | said. "I need a slug."

He shuddered violently.

"Are you out of your mnd, pal?"

"You shoul d be ashaned,” said the bartender. "Right out in

front of people... you have lost all sense of decency."
"Shut up," | told him
"You be quiet," the barman said nenacingly. "It nust be

sonme time since you' ve been busted? Watch your step or you'l
get exported."”

"l don't give a damm about the exportation," | said
i nsol ently. "Don' t stick your snoot in other people's
busi ness. "

"Lousy sluggard," said the bartender

He was visibly incensed, but spoke in a |low voice. "A slug

he wants. I'Il call an officer right now and he'll give you a
slug. "

Buba slid off the stool and hurriedly hobbled toward the
door.

| left off with the bartender and hurried after him He
shot out into the rain, and forgetting to cover hinself wth
his cape, started to ook around in search of a taxi. | caught
up with himand grasped himby the sleeve.

"What in God's name do you want from ne?" he said
m serably. "I'Il call the police."

"Peck," | said. "Come out of it, Peck. I am Ivan Zzhilin,
and you rust renmenber ne."

He kept | ooking around and w ping the streamng water from
his face with the palmof his hand. He | ooked pitiful and run
down, and |, trying to suppress ny irritation, Kkept insisting
to nyself that this was nmy Peck, priceless Peck, irreplaceable
Peck, good, intelligent, joyful Peck, kept trying to renenber
him as he was in front of the Qadiator's control console, and
I couldn't because | couldn't inmagine him anywhere except at
the bar over a gl ass of al cohol

"Taxi," he screeched, but the car flew by, full of people.

"Peck," | said, "conme wthne. I'll tell you all about
it."

"Leave nme alone," he said, his teeth chattering. "I won't
go anywhere with you. Leave off! | didn't bother you, | didn't
do anything to you, |leave ne be, for God's sake."

"Al right," | said, "I'lIl let you alone. But you nust

give ne a slug and al so your address."”
"l don't know of any slugs," he npaned. "God, what kind of
a day is this!"
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Favoring his left leg, he wandered off and suddenly dove
into a basement under an elegant and restrained sign. |
followed. We sat down at a table and a waiter inmediately
brought us hot neat and beer, although we hadn't ordered
anything. Buba was shivering and his wet face turned blue. He
pushed the plate away with revul sion and began to swallow the
beer, both hands around the nmug. The basenent was qui et and
enpty. Over the sparkling counter hung a white sign with gold
letters reading, "Paid Service Only."

Buba raised his head fromthe beer and said pl eadingly,
"Can | go, lvan? | can't... Wat's the point of all this talk?
Let nme go, please.”

I put ny hand on his.

"What's happening to you, Peck? | searched for you. There

is no address listed anywhere. | net you quite by accident, and
I don't understand anything. How did you get involved in this
mess? Can | help you possibly, wth anything? Maybe we coul d

Suddenly he jerked his hand away in a rage.

"What an executioner," he hissed. "The devil lured nme to
that Gasis.... Stupid chatter, drivel. | have no slug, do you
understand? | have one, but | won't give it to you. Wat'll |
do then -- like Archimedes? Don't you have any consci ence? Then
don't torture ne, let ne go."

"I can't let you go," | said, "until | get the slug. And
your address. W nust talk."

"I don't want to talk to you, <can't you understand?
don't want to talk to anyone about anything. | want to go hone.
I won't give you ny slug. What am| -- a factory? Gve it to
you and then chase all over town?"

| kept silent. It was clear that he hated me now. That if
he thought he had the strength he would kill me and | eave. But
he knew that he did not have the strength.

"Scum" he said in a fury. "Wy can't you buy one
yourself? Don't you have the nbney? Here! Here!" he began to
search convulsively in his pockets, throwing coppers and
crumpled bills on the table. "Take it, there's plenty."

"Buy what? \Were?"

"There's a dammed jackass! It's... what is it? Hm.. how
do you call it... Ch hell!" he cried. "May you drop straight to
hel I I'"

He stuck his fingers into his shirt pocket and pulled out
a flat plastic case. Inside it was a shiny nmetal tube, sinilar
to a pocket radio |local oscillator-mxer subassenbly. "Here --

get fat!" He proffered ne the tube. It was quite small, |ess
than an inch long and a mllineter thick

"Thank you," | said. "And how do | use it?"

Peck' s eyes opened wide. | think he even snil ed.

"Good God!" he said alnpst tenderly. "Can it be you really
don't know?"

"I know nothing," | said.

"Well then, you should have said so fromthe start. And |
thought you were tornmenting nme |like a torturer. You have a

radio? Insert it in place of the mixer, hang it, stand it
somewhere in the bath, and go to!"
"I'n the tub?"
"Yes."
"I't nmust be in the bath?"
"But yes! It is absolutely necessary that your body be
imersed in water. In hot water. Wat an ass you are!"
"And how about Devon?"
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"The Devon goes in the water. About five tablets in the
water and one orally. The taste is awful, but you won't regret
it later. And one nore thing, be sure to add bath salts to the
water. And before you start, have a couple of glasses of

sonething strong. This is required so that... how shall | say?
-- so you can | oosen up, sort of."
"So," | said. "I got it. Now I|'ve got everything." |

wrapped the slug in a paper napkin and put it in nmy pocket. "So
it's electric wave psychot echni cs?"

"Good Lord, now what do you care about that?"

He was up already, pulling the hood over his head.

"No matter," | said. "How nmuch do | owe you?"

"Atrifle, nonsense! Let's go quickly... what the hell are
we losing tinme for?"

We went up into the street.

"You nmade the right decision," said Peck. Wat kind of
world is this? Are we men in it? Trash is what it is and not a
world. Taxi!" he yelled. "Hey, taxi!"

He shook in sudden excitenent. "Wat possessed ne to go to

that Casis... Oh no... from now on |[|'Il go nowhere
nowhere. "
"Let nme have your address," | said.

"What do you want with nmy address?"
A taxi drew up and Buba tore at the door.

"Address," | said, grabbing himby the shoul der
"What a dunbhead," said Buba.. "Sunshine Street, nunber
el even... Dunbhead!" he repeated, seating hinself.

"I''"ll come to see you tonorrow. "

He paid no nore attention to ne.

"Sunshine,"” he threw at the driver. "Through downtown, and
hurry, for God's sake."

How sinple, | thought, |ooking after his car. How sinple
everything turned out to be. And everything fits. The bath and
Devon. Also the screanming radios, which irritated us so, and to
whi ch we never paid any attention. We sinply turned them off. |
took a taxi and set out for hone.

But what if he deceived me, | thought. Sinply wanted to be
rid of me sooner. But | would determ ne that soon enough. He
doesn't look like a runner, an agent, at all, | thought. After
all, he is Peck. However, no, he is no |onger Peck. Poor Peck
You are no agent, you are sinply a victim You know where to
buy this filth, but you are only a victim | don't want to
interrogate Peck, | don't want to shake him down |ike sone
punk. True, he 1is no |onger Peck. Nonsense, what does that
mean, that he is not Peck. He is Peck, and still [1'Il have
to... Electric wave psychotechnics... But the shivers they're
wave psychotechnics too.... Sonehow, it's a bit too sinple. |
haven't passed two days here yet, while Ri neyer has been living
here since the wuprising. W |eft himbehind, and he had gone
native and everyone was pleased with him although in his
|atest reports he wote that nothing |ike what we were | ooking
for existed here. True, he has nervous exhaustion... and Devon
on the floor. Also there is Gscar. Further, he did not beg ne
to | eave himbe, but sinply pointed ne in the direction of the

Fi shers

I didn't meet anyone either in the front yard or in the
hall.. It was alnost five. | went to ny roons and called
Ri meyer. A quiet fenml e voice answered.

"How is the patient?" | asked.

"He is asleep. He shouldn't be disturbed."
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"I won't do that. Is he better?"

"I told you he fell asleep. And don't call too often,
pl ease. The phone disturbs him™"

"You will be with himall the time?"

"Till norning, at least. If you call again, |I'll have the
phone di sconnected."

"Thank vyou," | said. "Just, please, don't |leave himtil
morning, |'lIl not trouble you again."

I hung up and sat awhile in the big confortable <chair in
front of the huge absolutely bare table. Then | took the slug
out of my pocket and laid it in front of ne. A snmall shiny
tube, inconspicuous and conpletely harmess to all outward
appear ances, an ordinary el ectroni c conponent. Such can be made
by the mllions. They shoul d cost pennies.

"What's that you got there?" asked Len, right next to ny

He stood al ongsi de and regarded the slug.

"Don't you know?" | asked.

"It's froma radio. | have one like it in nmy radio and
it's breaking all the tine."

| pulled nmy radio out of my pocket and extracted its nixer
and laid it alongside the slug. The nixer |ooked |like the slug,
but it was not a sl ug.

"They are not the same," said Len. "But | have seen one of
t hose gadgets, too."

"What gadget ?"

"Li ke the one you have."

Al at once, his face clouded over and he | ooked grim

"Did you renenber?"

"No, | didn't," he said. "I didn't renmenber anything."

"Al'l right, then." | picked up the slug and inserted it in
pl ace of the mixer in the radio. Len grabbed ne by the hand.

"Don't," he said.

"Why not ?"

He didn't reply, eyeing the radio warily.

"What are you afraid of ?" | asked.

"I'"'mnot afraid of anything. Wiere did you get that idea?"

"Look in the mrror," | said. "You | ook as though you are
afraid for me." | put the radio in my pocket.

"For you?" he said in astonishnent.

"Coviously for me. Not for yourself, of course, though you
are still scared of those... necrotic phenonena."

He | ooked si deways.

"Where did you get that idea,” he said. "W're just
pl ayi ng. "

I snorted in disdain.

"I amwell acquainted with these ganes. Rut one thing

don't know. where in our time do necrotic phenonena cone
frone"

He gl anced around and began backi ng up.

"I''m going," he said.

"Ono," | said decisively. "Let's finish what we started.
Man to man. Don't think that | am altogether an ignoranus."

"What do you know?" He was already near the door and
tal king very quietly.

"More than you," | said severely. "But | don't want to
shout it all over the house. If you want to talk, cone on over
here. Cinb up on the desk and have yourself a seat. Believe
me, |'mnot a necrotic phenonenon."

He hesitated for a whole nminute, and everything for which
he hoped and everything of which he was afraid appeared and
di sappeared on his face. At last, he said, "Just let me close
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t he door."

He ran into the living room closed the door to the
hal | way, returned to close the study door tight, and approached
me. His hands were in his pockets, the face white, contrasting
with the protruding ears, which were red but cold.

"In the first place, you are a dope,” | pronounced,
dragging himtoward me and standi ng hi m between ny knees. "Once
there was a boy who lived in such a fear that his pants never
dried out, not even when he was on a beach, and his ears were
as cold as though they had been left in a refrigerator
overnight. This boy trenbled constantly and so well that when
he grew up his legs were all wiggly, and his skin becane |ike
that of a plucked goose."

I was hoping that he would smle just once, but he
listened very intently and very seriously inquired, "And what
was he afraid of ?"

"He had an el der brother, who was a nice fellow, but a
great one for drinking. And, as often happens, the tipsy
brother was not at all |ike the sober brother. He got to |ook
very wld indeed. And when he really drank a lot, he got to
| ook Iike a dead man. So this boy..."

A contenptuous smle appeared on Len's face.

"He sure found sonething to be scared of. Wwen they are
drunk is when they turn good."

"Who are they?" | asked i medi ately. "Mdther? Vousi?"

"That's it. Mdther is just the opposite -- in the norning
when she gets up, she's always nasty, and then she drinks
vernout h once, then twice, and that's it. Toward evening she is
al t oget her nice because night is near."

"And at night?"

"At night that creep cones around," Len said reluctantly.

"W are not concerned wth the creep,” | saidina
busi nessli ke manner. "It's not fromhimthat you run to the
garage. "

"I don't run," he said stubbornly. "It's a gane."

"I don't know, | don't know," | said. "There are, of
course, certain things in this world of which even | am afraid.
For instance when a boy is crying and trenbling. | can't |ook

at such things, and it just turns ne over inside. O when your
teeth hurt and it is required by circunstances that you keep on
smling -- that's pretty bad and there is no way of ignoring
it. But there are also just plain stupidities. Wen, for
exanpl e, sone idiots help thensel ves, out of sheer boredom and
surfeit, to the brain of a living nonkey. That's no | onger
frightening, it's just plain disgusting. Especially as they
didn't think it up by thenselves. It was a thousand years ago
when they thought of it first, and also out of excessive
affluence, the fat tyrants of the Far East. And contenporary
idiots heard and rejoiced. But they should be pitied, not
feared."

"Pity thenP" said Len. "But they don't pity anybody. They
do whatever they like. It's all the same to them don't you
see? It they are bored, then they don't care whose head they
saw apart. ldiots... Maybe in the daytine they are idiots, but
you don't seemto understand that at night they are not idiots,
they are all accursed."

"How can that be?"

"They are cursed by the whole world They can have no
peace, and they won't ever have it. You don't know anything.
What's it to you? As you arrived, so you will leave... but they
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are alive at night, and in the daytine they are dead,
corpselike."

| went to the living roomand brought himsone water. He
drank down the glass and said, "WII you | eave soon?"

"OfF course not, how can you think that? | just got here,"
| said, patting himon the shoul der

"Could | sleep with you?"

"Of course."

"At first | had a padl ock, but she took it away for sone
reason. But why she took it she won't say."

"OK," I said. "You will sleep in ny living room Do you
want to?"

"Yes."

"Go ahead and | ock yourself in and sleep to your heart's
content. And | will clinmb into the bedroomthrough the w ndow. "

He rai sed his head and gazed at ne intently.

"You think your doors lock? | know all about this place.

Yours don't lock either."

"I't's for you they don't lock," |I said as negligently as
possible. "But for nme they'll lock. It's only a half-hour's
wor k. "

He | aughed unpl easantly, like an adult.

"You are afraid, too. Al right, |I was only joking. Don't
be afraid, your |ocks do work"

"You dope," | said. "Didn't | tell you |l wasn't afraid of

anything of that sort?" He |ooked at me questioningly. "I
wanted to make the | ock work for you in the living room so you
could sleep in peace, as long as you are so afraid. As for ne,
| always sleep with the w ndow open."

"I told you, | was joking."

W were silent for a bit.

"Len," | said, "what will you be when you grow up?" "What
do you nmean?" he said. He was quite astonished. "Wat do |
care?"

"Now, now -- what do you care. It's all the same to you
whet her you will be a chenist or a bartender?"

"I told you -- we are all under a curse. You can't get
away from it, why can't you understand that? Wen everybody
knows it?"

"So what?" | said. "There were accursed peoples before.
And then children were born who grew up and renoved the curse."

" How?"

"That would take a long time to explain, old friend."
got up. "I'll be sure to tell you all about it. For now, go on
out and play. You do play in the dayti ne? Okay then, run al ong.
When the sun sets, cone on over, |'ll make your bed."

He stuck his hands in his pockets and went to the door
There he stopped and said aver his shoul der, "That gadget you'd
better take it out of the radio. What do you think it is?"

"A local oscillator-mxer," | said.
"It's not a mxer at all. Take it out or it wll be bad
for you." "Way will it be bad for ne?" | said.

"Take it out," be said. "You'll hate everybody. R ght now
you are not cursed, blat you will become cursed. Wio gave it to
you? Vousi ?"

"No. "

He | ooked at me inploringly.

"lvan, take it out!"

"So be it," | said. "I'Il take it out. Run along and pl ay.
And never be afraid of me. Do you hear?"

He didn't say anything and went out, leaving nme sitting in
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my chair, with ny hands on the desk. Soon | heard him puttering
about in the lilacs under the w ndows. He rustled, stanped
about , muttering something under his breath, and softly
exclainmed, talking to hinself, "Bring the flags and put them
here and here... that's it... that's it... and then | got on a
pl ane and flew away into the nountains.” | wondered when he
went to bed. It would be all right if it were eight o' clock or
even nine; maybe it was a mstake to start all this business
with him | could have | ocked nyself in the bathroomand in two
hours | woul d know everything. But no, | couldn't refuse him--
just imagine | was in his place, | thought. But this is not the
way; | am catering to his fears, when | should think of
sonething nore clever. But try to cone up with it -- this is no
Anyudi nsk boar di ng school

A boarding school this certainly is not, | thought. How
different everything is, and what |ies ahead of nme now, which
circle of paradise, | wonder? But if it tickles, | won't be
able to stand it! Interesting -- the Fishers -- they too are a
circle of paradise, for sure. The Art Patrons are for the
aristocrats of the mnd, and the old Subway is for the sinpler
types, although the Intels are also aristocrats of the m nd and
they get intoxicated like swine and becone totally useless,
even they are useless. There is too nuch bate, not enough | ove
-- it's easy to teach hate, but love is hard to teach. But
then, |ove has been too well overdone and sl obbered over so it
has becone passive. Howis it that |love is always passive and
hate always active and is thus always attractive? And then it
is said that hate is natural, while love is of the mind and
springs from deep thought.

It should be worthwhile to have a talk with the Intels, |
thought. They can't all be hysterical fools, and what iif |
should succeed in finding a Man. What in fact is good in man
that conmes fromnature -- a pound of gray matter. But this too
is not always good, so that he always nmust start from a naked
not hing; maybe it would be good if nan could inherit socia
advances, but then again, Len would now be a small-scal e maj or

general . No, better not -- better to start fromzero. True he
would not now be afraid of anything, but instead he woul d be
frightening others -- those who weren't mmjor generals.

I was startled to suddenly see Len perched in the branches
of the apple tree regarding nme fixedly. The next nonent he was
gone, leaving only the crash of branches and falling apples as
an aftermath. He doesn't believe ne in the slightest, |
thought. He believes nobody. And whomdo | believe in this
town? | went over everyone | could recall. No, I didn't trust
anyone. | picked up the tel ephone, dialed the O ynpic and asked
for number 817.

"Hel | o! Yes?" said Cscar's voice.

I kept quiet, covering the radio with ny hand.

"Hello, I'mlistening," repeated Oscar irritably. "That's
the second tine," he said to someone aside. "Hello!... O
course not, what sort of wonen could | be carrying on with
here?" He hung up

| picked up the Mntz volune, |ay down on the couch, and
read wuntil twilight. | dearly love Mntz, but |I couldn't
renenber a word | read that day. The evening shift roared by
noisily. Aunt Vaina fed Len his supper, stuffing himwth hot
m | k and crackers. Len whinpered and was fretful while she
cajoled him gently and patiently. Custons inspector Pete
propounded in a comrandi ng yet benevolent tone, "You have to
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eat, you have to eat, if Mdther says eat, you nust conply."

Two nmen of |oose character, if one could judge by their
voi ces, came around | ooking for Vousi and made a play for Aunt
Vaina. | thought they were drunk. It was growi ng dark rapidly.
At eight o'clock the phone in the study rang. | ran barefooted
and grabbed the receiver, but no one spoke. As you holler, so
it echoes. At eight-ten, there was a knock on the door. | was
del i ghted, expecting Len, but it turned out to be Vousi

"Way don't you ever come around?" she asked indignantly
from the doorway. She was wearing shorts decorated with
suggestively winking faces, a tight-fitting sleeveless shirt
exposi ng her navel, and a huge translucent scarf: she was fresh
and firmas a ripe apple. To a surfeit.

"I sit and wait for himall day, and all the tine he is
sacked out here. Does sonething hurt?"

I got up and stuck my feet into my shoes.

"Have a chair, Vousi." | patted the couch al ongsi de ne.

"I am not going to sit by you. Imagine -- he is reading.
You could at |east offer me a drink."

"I'n the bar," | said, "How is your sloppy cow?"

"Thank God she was not around today," said Vousi ,
di sappearing in the bar. "Today | drew the nayor's wife. Wat a
moron. Wy, she wants to know, doesn't anyone |ove her?... You

want yours with water? Eyes white, face red, and a rear end as
wide as a sofa, just like a frog, honest to God. Listen, let's
make a pol ecat, nowadays everybody makes pol ecats."

"l don't go for doing |ike everybody."

"I can see that for nmyself. Everyone is out for a good

time, and he is here -- sacked out. And reading to boot."

"He -- is tired," | said.

"Ch, so? Well then, | can |eave!"

"But | won't let you," | said, catching her by the scarf
and pulling her down beside nme. "Vousi, dear girl, are you a

specialist only for ladies' good hunor or in general? You
woul dn't be able to put a lonely man whom nobody |l oves into a
good hunor ?"

"What's to love?" She |looked ne over. "Red eyes and a
potato for a nose."

"Like an alligator's."

"Like a dog's. Don't go putting your arm about ne, | won't
allowit. Wiy didn't you cone over?"

"And why di d you abandon ne yesterday?"

"How do you like that --.abandoned him"

"Al'l alone in a strange town."

"l abandoned him Wy, | |ocked for you all over. | told
everyone that you are a Tungus, and you got lost -- that was a
poor thing for you to do. No -- | won't permt that! \Were were

you |l ast night? Fishering, no doubt. And the same thing today,
you won't tell any stories."

"Way shouldn't | tell?" | said. And | told her about the
old Subway. | sensed at once that the truth would be
i nadequate, and so | spoke of nen in netallic masks, of a
terrible oath, of a wall wet with bl ood, of a sobbing skel eton,
and | let her feel the bunp behind nmy ear. She |liked everything

very wel |
"Let's go right now," she said.
"Not for anything," | said and |ay down.

"What ki nd of manners is that? Get up at once and we'd go.
O course, no one will believe me. But you will show your bunp,
and everything will be just perfect."

"And then we'll go to the shivers?" | wanted to know.
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"But yes! You know that turns out to he even good for your
heal th."

"And we'll drink brandy?"

"Brandy and vernmouth and a pol ecat and whi skey."

"Enough, enough... and no doubt we'll also squeeze into
cars and drive at a hundred and fifty mles per hour?..
Li sten, Vousi, why should you go there?"

She finally understood and smled in disconfiture.

"And what's wrong with it? The Fishers also go."

"There is nothing bad," | said. "But what's good about
it?"

"I don't know. Everybody does it. Sonetimes it's a |lot of
fun... and the shivers. There everything -- all your wi shes
cone true."

"And that's it? That's all there is?"

"Wl I, not everything, of course. But whatever you think

about, whatever vyou would Iike to happen, often happens.
Just like in a dream"

"Well then maybe it would be better to go to bed?"

"What's the matter with you?" she said sulkily. "In a rea
dream al |l kinds of things happen... as though you don't know
But with the shivers, only what you |ike!"

"And what do you |ike?"

"We-e-lI! Lots of things."'
"Still... imgine | ama magician. And | say to you, have
three wishes. Anything at all, whatever you w sh. The nost

i mpossible. And I will nmake them cone true. Well?"

She thought very hard so that even her shoul ders sagged.
Then her face lit up

"Let nme never grow old," she said.

"Excellent," | said. "That's one."

"Let ne..." she began inspiredly and stopped.

I used to enjoy trenendously asking ny friends this very
question and wused to ask it at every avail able opportunity.
Several tinmes | even assigned conpositions to ny youngsters on
the thene of three wishes. And it was al ways nost anusing that
out of a thousand nen and wonmen, oldsters and children, only
two or three dozen figured that it is possible to wish not only
for thenselves personally, or their immedi ate cl ose ones, but
also for the world at large, for mankind as a whole. No, this
was not witness to the ineradicable human egotisn the wi shes
were not invariably strictly selfish, and the mmjority in
subsequent di scussions, when rem nded of m ssed opportunities
and the large problens of all nankind, did a double take and in
honest anger reproached me that | hadn't explained at the
beginning. But one way or another they all began their reply
along the lines of "Let ne..." This was a manifestation of sone
ki nd of ancient subconsci ous conviction that your own persona
wi shes cannot change anything in the wide world, and it nakes
no di fference whether you do or do not have a magi c wand.

"Let ne..." began Vousi once nore, and again was silent. |
was watching her surreptitiously. She noticed this, and
dissolving into a broad smle, said with a wave of her hand,
"So that's your gane. Sone card you are!"

"No -- no -- no," | said. "You should always be prepared
to answer this question. Because | knew a man once who al ways
asked it of everyone, and then was inconsolable -- 'Ch what an
opportunity | mssed, how could | not have figured it out? So

you see it's entirely in earnest. Your first wish is never to
grow ol d. And then?"
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"Let's see -- what else? O course, it would be nice to
have a handsone fell ow, whomthey would all chase, but who
woul d be with me only. Al ways."

"Wonderful ," | said. "That's two. And what el se?"

Her face showed that the gane had al ready palled on her,
and that any second she'd drop a bonb. And she did. Al | could
do was blink ny eyes.

"Yes," | said, "of course that, too. But that happens even

wi t hout any negic."
"Yes and no," she argued and began to develop the idea,
based on the misfortunes of her clients. Al of which was very

gay and anusing to her, while I, in ignominious confusion,
gul ped brandy with lenon and tittered in enbarrassnent, feeling
like a virgin wall flower. Well, if all this went on in a night
club, 1 could handle it. Wll, well, well... sonme fine

activities go on in those salons of the Good Mod. How do you
like these elderly |adies..

"Enough," | said. "Vousi, you enbarrass ne, and anyway |
understand it all very well now | can see that it's really
i npossible to do without magic. It's a good thing that | am not
a magician. "

"I really stung you well,’
woul d you wi sh for yourself, now?"

| decided I'd reciprocate in kind.

she said happily. "And what

"I don't need anything of that sort," | said. "Anyway, |
am not good at things like that. I'd like a good solid slug."

She sniled gaily.

"I don't need three wishes," | explained, "I can do with
one."

She was still smiling, but the snmile became enpty, then

crooked, and then di sappeared altogether

"What ?" she said in a small voi ce.

"Vousi!" | said, getting up. "Vousi!"

She didn't seemto know what to do. She junped up and then
sat down and then junped up again. The coffee table fell over
with all the bottles. There were tears in her eyes, and her

face |ooked pitiable, Ilike that of a child who has been
brutally, insolently, cruelly, tauntingly deceived. Suddenly
she bit her Ilip and wth all her strength slapped ny face.

Wiile | was blinking, she, nowin full tears, kicked away the
overturned table and ran out of the room | sat, with my nouth
open. An engine roared into life and lights sprang up in the
dark garden, followed by the sound of the notor traversing the
yard and di sappearing in the distance.

| felt ny face. Some joke. Never in ny life have | joked
so effectively. What an old fool | was! How do you l|ike that
for a slug?

"May we?" asked Len. He stood in the door, and he was not
alone. Wth himwas a gl oony, freckle-faced boy with a cleanly
shaved head.

"This is Reg," said Len. "Could he sleep here too?"

"Reg," | said, pensively snoothing ny eyelids. "OF course
-- even tw Regs would be okay. Listen, Len, why didn't you
cone ten minutes earlier!”

"But she was here," said Len. "W were looking in the
wi ndow, waiting for her to | eave."
"Really?" | said. "Very interesting. Reg, old chum how

about what your parents will say?"
Reg didn't reply. Len said, "He doesn't have parents."
"Well, all right," | said, feeling a bit tired. "You're
not going to have a pillow fight?"

file:/lIF|/rah/Arkady%20&%20Boris%20Strugatsky...0-%20Final%20Circle%200f%20Paradise,%20The.txt (86 of 110) [5/20/03 12:14:31 AM]



file:/lIF|/rah/Arkady%6208& %20Boris%20Strugatsky/Arkady%20and%20B ori s%20Strugatsky, %620-%20Fi nal %20Ci rcl €%6200f %20Paradi se,%20T he.txt

"No," said Len, not smling, "we are going to sleep."

"Fair enough,"” | said. "I'll make your beds and you can
give all this a quick clean-up."

I made their beds on the couch and the big chair and they

took off their clothes at once and went to bed. | |ocked the
door to the hall, turned out their lights, and went into ny
bedroom where | sat awhile listening to them whispering,

moving furniture, and settling down. Then they were quiet.
About eleven o'clock there was the sound of broken glass
sonewhere in the house. Aunt Vaina's voice could be heard
singing sone sort of marching song, foll owed by nore breaking
gl ass. Apparently the tireless Pete again was falling down face
first. Fromthe center of town cane the cry of "Shivers,
shivers." Someone was |oudly sick on the street.

I locked the wi ndow and | owered the shades. | also | ocked
the door to the study. Then | went to the bathroom and turned
on the hot water. | did everything per instructions. The radio
went on the soap shelf, | threw several Devon tablets in the
water, together wth sone salt crystals, and was about to
swal | ow the tablet when | renmenbered that it was propitious to

"loosen wup." | didn't want to disturb the boys, but it wasn't
necessary -- an open bottle of brandy stood in the nedicine
chest. | took a few swallows right out of the bottle, stripped
down to the skin, clinbed into the bath, and turned on the
radi o.

Chapt er ELEVEN

I intentionally did not set the thermo-regul ator, so that

when the water cooled off, | returned to consciousness. The
radio was still shrieking and the sparkle of white light on the
walls hurt ny eyes. | was thoroughly chilled and covered with
goose bunps. Switching off the radio, | turned on the hot water
and remained in the bath, basking in the flooding warnth and a
very strange, very novel sensation of total, cosmically
enornous enptiness. | expected a hangover, but there wasn't
any. | sinply felt good. And there were very many mnenori es.
Al so ny thoughts flowed inordinately well, as though after a

Il ong rest in the nountains.

In the mddle of the last century, Adds and MIler had
conducted experinents on brain stinmulation. They inserted
electrodes into the brains of white rats. They enployed a
primtive technol ogy and a barbarous nethodol ogy, but having
| ocated pl easure centers in the rats' brains, they succeeded in
havi ng the animals press the | ever which closed the contacts to
the el ectrodes, hour after hour, producing up to eight thousand
aut o-excitations per hour. These rats did not need anything in
the real world. They weren't in the slightest interested in
anything but the Ilever. They ignored food, water, danger,
females; they were indifferent to everything except the
stimulation lever. Later, these experiments were tried on
monkeys and produced the same results. Runors were about that
someone carried out simlar experinents on crimnals condemed
to death. ..

That was a difficult time for mankind: a tine of struggle
against atomic destruction, atime of increasing limted wars
over the entire face of the planet, a tine when the mgjority of
manki nd was starving, but even so, the contenmporary English
witer and critic Kingsley Ams, having learned of the
experinents with rats, wote: "I cannot be sure that this
frightens ne nore than a Berlin or a Taiwan crisis, but it
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should, | believe, frighten me nore." He feared nuch about the
future, this brilliant and venomous author of New Maps of
Hell, and: in particular, he foresaw the possibilities of
brain stimulation for the creation of an illusory existence,
just as intense as the actual, or nore intense.

By the end of the century, when the first triunphs of wave
psychot echnol ogy were realized, and when psychiatric wards
began to enpty, amd the chorus of exulting cries of science
comentators, the little brochure by Krinitsky and Ml anovitch
had sounded like an irritating dissonance. In its concluding
section the Soviet educators wote approximately as follows: In
the overwhel ming majority of countries, the education of the
young exists on the level of the eighteenth and ni neteenth
centuries. This ancient system of education always did and
continues to posit as its objective, first of all and above
all, the preparation for society of qualified but stupefied
contributors to the production process. This systemis not
interested in all the other potentialities of the human mind,
and for this reason, outside of the production process, nan, en

masse, remai ns psychologically a cave dweller, Man the
Uneducated. The disuse of these potentialities causes the
individuals' inability to conprehend our conplex world in all

its contradictions, to correlate psychologically inconpatible
concepts and phenonena, to obtain pleasure fromthe exam nation
of connections and |laws when these do not pertain directly to
the satisfaction of the nbst prinmitive social instincts. In
other words, this system of education for all practica
pur poses does not develop in man pure inagi nation, untranmel ed
vision, and as an imedi ate consequence, the sense of hunor.
The Uneducated Man perceives the world as sone sort of
essentially trivial, routine, and traditionally sinple process,
a world fromwhich it is possible only by dint of great effort
to extract pleasures which are, in the end, also conpulsively
routine and traditional. But even the unutilized potentialities
remain, apparently, a hidden reality of the human brain. The
problem for scientific education consists precisely in
initiating the action of these possibilities, in teaching man
to dream in bringing the multiordinality and variety of
psychi c associ ations into quantitative and qualitative
coordination with the multiordinality and variety of
interrelationships in the world of reality. This problemis the
one which, as is well known, nust becone the fundanental one

for mankind in the coming proximte epoch. But until this
problem is resolved, there remains sone basis to fear that the
successes of psychotechnics wll lead to such nethods of
electrical stimulation as wll endow nman wth an illusory

exi stence which can exceed the real existence in intensity and
variety by a considerable margin. And if one renenbers that
i magi nation allows man to be both a rational being and a

sensual animal, and if one adds to that the fact that the
psychi ¢ subject matter evoked by the Uneducated Man for his
illusory life of splendor derives from the darkest, nost

primtive reflexes, then it is not hard to perceive the awfu
temptation hidden in such possibilities.

And therefore -- slug.

It is now understandable, | thought, why they wite the
word "slug" on fences.

Everything is now understandable. 1I1t's odious, that |
understand.... Better if | understood nothing, better if, upon
regai ni ng consci ousness, | shrugged ny shoulders and clinbed

out of the bath. Wuld it have been understandable to Strogoff
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and Einstein and Petrarch? Imagination is a priceless gift, but
it must not be given an inward direction. Only outward, only
outward... Wat a tasty worm sonme corrupter has dropped from
his rod into this stagnant pool! And how accurately tined! Yes
indeed, if | were commander of Wells' Martians, | would not
have bothered with fighter tripods, heat rays, and other such
nonsense. |llusory existence ... no, this is not a narcotic, a
narcotic has a long way to go to approach it. In a. way this is
exactly appropriate. Here. Now. To each tine its own. Poppy
seeds and henp, the kingdom of sweet blurred shadows and peace
-- for the beggar, the worn-out, the downtrodden... But here no
one wants peace, here no one is dying of hunger, here is sinply
a bore. A well-fed, well-heated, drunken bore. It's not that
the world is bad, it's just plain dreary. Wrld wthout
prospects, world without promse. But in the end man is not a
carp, he still remains a man. Yes, it is no kingdom of shades,
it is indeed the real existence, wthout detraction, wthout
dreary confusion. Slug is noving on the world and the world
will not mnd subjecting itself to it.

Suddenly, for a fraction of a nonment, | felt that | was
lost. And it was cozy to be destroyed. Fortunately | grew
angry. Splashing out water, | clinbed out of the bath, cursing

and stoking ny ire, pulled ny shorts and shirt over ny wet
body, and grabbed nmy watch. It was three o'clock, and it could
have been three in the afternoon or three the foll ow ng norning
or three o'clock after a hundred vyears. Idiot, | thought,
pulling on ny trousers. Softened up and | et Buba go when he was
ready to give ne the address of the gangsters' den. The
operatives could have been there by now and we could have
nabbed t he whol e accursed nest, the vile nest. The verm n nest.
The repul sive cloaca... And at this instant against the very
depth of ny consciousness, like a dancing spot of light,
flicked a very cal mthought. But | could not fasten upon it.

| located some Potomac in the nmedicine cabinet, the
strongest stimulant which | could findinit. | started into
the living room but the youngsters were snoring away there, so
I clinbed out the window. The <city was resting, of course.
GQuffawing |louts hung around under the street |anp on Waterway,
baw i ng crowds surged on the brightly I|it avenues. Sonewhere
songs were shouted, somewhere they were yelling "Shivers!"
Sonewher e gl ass was bei ng broken. | picked out a chauffeurless
taxi, found the index for Sunshine Street, and dialed it on the
control console. The car took off across town. The cab snelled
sour and bottles rolled underfoot. At one intersection it
almost plowed into a daisy chain of howing humanity, and at
anot her there was the rhythmc flashing of colored lights --
apparently it was possible to set up the shivers el sewhere than
the plaza. They were resting, resting with all their mght,
t hese benevol ent patrons from the Happy Mwod Salons, these
polite custons inspectors, clever barbers, tender nothers and
manly fathers, innocent youths and nmaidens -- they al |
exchanged their diurnal aspects for the nocturnal, they al
wor ked hard to have fun and so that it wouldn't be necessary to
think about a thing...

The taxi braked. It was the very sane place. It even
seened as though there was that sane burning snell...

Peck registered a hit on the arnored carrier with the

Ful mMmnator. It spun on a single tread, hopping in the piles of
broken bricks, and two fascists inmediately junped out in their
unbuttoned canmouflage shirts, flung a grenade apiece in our
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direction, and sped off into the darkness. They noved know ngly
and adeptly, and it was obvious that these were not youngsters
from the Royal Acadeny or lifers fromthe Col den Brigade, but
genui ne full-blown tank corps officers. Robert cut them down
poi nt-blank wth a burst from his nmachine gun. The carrier was
bul ging with cases of beer. It struck us that we had been
constantly thirsty for the last two days. lowa Snith clanbered
into the carrier and began handing out the cans. Peck opened
them with a knife. Robert, putting the nachi ne gun agai nst the
carrier, punched holes into the cans with a sharp point on the
arnmor. And the Teacher, adjusting his pince-nez, tripped on the
Ful M nator straps and nuttered, "WAit a minute, Smth; can't
you see |'ve got nmy hands full?" A five-story building burned
briskly at the end of the street, there was a thick snell of
snoke and hot netal, and we avidly downed the warm beer, and
were drenched through and through, and it was very hot and the
dead officers lay on the broken and crushed bricks, with their
legs identically flung out in their black pants, and the
camouf | age shirts bunched at their necks, and the skin stil
glistening with perspiration on their backs.

"They are officers," said the Teacher. "Thank God. | can't
bear the sight of any nore dead kids. Accursed politics! People
forget God on account of it."

"What god is that?'" inquired lowa Smith out of the

carrier. "I've never heard of him"
"Don't jest about that, Snith," said the Teacher. "This
will all end soon, and fromthen on no one nowhere will be

permitted to poison the souls of nen with vanity."

"And how then shall they nultiply?" asked lowa Snmith. He
bent over the beer again, and we could see the burn holes in
hi s pants.

"I amtal king about politics," said the Teacher npdestly.
"The fascists nmust be destroyed. They are beasts. But that is
not enough. There are many other political parties, and there
is no place for themand all their propaganda in our land." The
Teacher cane fromthis town and lived within two bl ocks of our

post. "Social anarchists, technocrats, comunists, are of
course -- "

"I am a comunist," announced lowa Smith, "at |east by
conviction. I amfor the comrune."

The Teacher | ooked at himin bew | derment.

"Also | ama godless man," added lowa Smith. "There is no
god, Teacher, and there's nothing you can do about it."

At which point we all began to say that we were al
atheists, and Peck said that on top of that he was for
technocracy, while Robert announced that his father was a
soci al anarchi st and his grandfather was a social anarchist and
he, Robert, probably could not escape being a social anarchist,
al though he didn't know what it was all about.

"Well now, if the beer would get ice-cold, said Peck
pensively, "I would at once believe in God with great delight."

Teacher smiled enbarrassedly and kept w ping his glasses.
He was a good nman and we al ways kidded him but he never took
offense. Fromthe very first night | observed that his courage
was not great, but he never retreated w thout being comanded.
We were still chattering and joking when there was a thunderous
crash, the burning building wall collapsed, and strai ght out of
the swirling flames and clouds of snoke and sparks swam a
Mamot h attack tank, floating a yard above the pavenent. This
was a new horror, the likes of which we hadn't seen yet.
Floating out in the mddle of the street, it rotated its
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thrower as though | ooking around, and then, hovering on its air
cushion, began to nmove in our direction, screeching and

clanking netallically. | regained ny wits only by the tine |
was behind a gate post. The tank was now considerably closer,
and at first | couldn't see anyone at all, but then lowa Smth

stood up in full view out of the carrier, and propping the butt
of the Fulmnator against his stomach, took aim | could see
the recoil double himup. | saw a bright flash against the
black brow of the tank. And then the street was filled with
roar and flane, and when | raised nmy burned eyelids with great
effort, the street was enpty and contained only the tank. There
was no carrier, no nounds of broken brick, no | eani ng ki osk by
t he nei ghboring house -- there was only the tank. It was as
t hough the nonster had cone awake and was spewi ng waterfalls of
flanme and the street ceased being a street and becane a square.
Peck slapped ne hard on the neck and | could see his glassy
eyes right in front of nmy face, but there was no tine to run
toward the trench and break out the |auncher

We both picked up the mine and started running toward the
tank, and all | renenber is |ooking continually at the back of
his head, and gasping for breath and counting steps, when the
hel met flew off Peck's head, and he fell, so | alnobst dropped
the mne and fell on top of him The tank was bl own up by
Robert and Teacher. | still don't know how they did it or when;
it must be they were running behind us with another mne. | sat
until nmorning in the nmddle of the street holding Peck's
bandaged head on ny knees and staring at the awesone treads of
the tank sticking out of the asphalt |ake. That sane norning
the whole bloody thing canme to an end all at once. Zun Padana
surrendered with all his staff and was shot in the street by
sonme crazed wonman when already a prisoner....

This was the very sane place. | even thought | snelled
smoke and burned netal. Even the kiosk stood on the corner, and
it too was a bit crooked in the latest style of architecture.
The part of the street which the tank turned into a plaza
remai ned a plaza, and on the site of the asphalt | ake there was
a small square in which soneone was being beaten. lowa Smth
was an urban planner fromlowa, U S A, Robert Sventisky was a
movie director form Krakow, Poland. The Teacher was a
school teacher fromthis town. No one ever saw them again, even
dead. And Peck was Peck, who had now becone Buba

Buba lived in the sane sort of cottage as |, and its front
door was open. | knocked, but no one responded and no one -
came out to neet nme. | entered the dark hall. The lights did
not go on. The door to the right was |ocked, and | |ooked into

the one on the left. Inthe living rooma bearded man, in a
j acket, but without pants, was sleeping on a tattered couch
Soneone's feet stuck out fromunder the overturned table. There

was a snell of brandy, tobacco snoke, and of sonething el se,
cloyingly sweet, like in Aunt Vaina's roomthe other day. In
the door to the study, | bunped into a handsone florid woman,
who was not in the slightest surprised to see ne.

"Good evening," | said. Please excuse ne, but does Buba
live here?"

"Here," she sai d, examining ne out of glistening

oi |l y-1 ooki ng eyes.
"Can | see hinP"
"And why not -- all you want."
"Where is he?"
"Funny man. Were woul d he be?" she | aughed.
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I could guess where, but said, "In the bedroon®"

"You are warm" she said.

"What do you nean -- warnP"

"What a dunce, and sober yet! Wuld you |ike a drink?"
"No," | said, angry. "Were is he? | need himright away."

"Your prospects are poor,
search on. As for ne, | nust go

She patted nme on the cheek and went out.

The study was enpty. There was a | arge crystal vase on the
table with sone kind of reddish fluid in it. Everything snelled
of that nauseatingly sweet odor. The bedroom was also enpty;
crunpled sheets and pillows were scattered about. | approached
t he bat hroom door. The door was full of holes, obviously mnade
by bullets shot from the inside, judging by their shape. |
hesitated, then took hold of the handle. The door was | ocked.

| opened it with considerable difficulty. Buba lay in the
bath up to his neck in greenish water; steamrose fromits
surface. The radi o how ed and wheezed on the edge of the tub.
stood and |ooked at Buba. At t he erstwhile cosmonaut
experinenter, Peck Xenai. At the once-upon-a-tine supple and
wel | -rmuscl ed fellow, who at eighteen left his warmcity by the
warm sea, and went into space for the glory of man, and who at
thirty returned to his country to fight the last of the
fascists and to remain here forever. | was repelled to think
that only an hour ago, | had looked like him | touched his
face and pulled his thin hair. He did not stir. Then | bent
over himto let himsniff some Potonac, and suddenly saw that
he was dead.

I knocked the radio off the edge of the tub and crushed it
under heel. There was a pistol on the floor. But Peck had not
shot hinmself; it nust have been sinply that sonmeone interfered
with him and he shot through the door in order to be left

she said gaily. "But search on

alone. | stuck my arnms in the hot water, picked him up, and
carried him to the bed. He lay there all linp and terrible,
with eyes sunken under his brows. |[If only he were not ny
friend... if only he were not such a wonderful guy... if only

he were not such an outstandi ng worker..

| called energency aid on the phone and sat down beside
Peck. | tried not to think of him | tried to think about the
busi ness at hand. And | tried to be cold and harsh, because at
the very bottom of ny conscious nind, that flick of warm

feeling, like a speck of light, flashed again, and this time |
under st ood what the thought was.

By the time the doctor cane, | knew what | was going to
do. | would find Eli. | would pay any sum Maybe | would beat
him |If necessary, | would torture him And he would tell ne,
whence this plague flows out upon the world. He would nane
names and addresses. He would tell me all. And we would find

these nen. W woul d | ocate and burn their secret |aboratories,
and as for thenselves, we would ship themout so far that they
woul d never return. Woever they mght be. W would catch them

all, we would catch all who ever tried slug and isolate them
too. \Whoever they were. Then | would demand that |, too, be
i solated because | knew what slug was. Because | grasped what
sort of thought | had, because | was socially dangerous, just

as they all are. And all that would be only the begi nning. The
begi nning of all beginnings, and ahead woul d remain that which
was nost inportant: to nmke it so that people would never

never, wi sh to know what slug was. Probably that would be
out | andi sh. Probably many would say that it was too outl andi sh,
too harsh, too stupid -- but we would still have to do it if we
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want ed manki nd not to stop...

The doctor, an old gray man, put down his white case,
| eaned over Buba, |ooked him over, and said indifferently,
"Hopel ess. "

"Call the police," | said.

Slowy he put away his instrunents.

"There is no need of that whatsoever," he said. "There's
no crimnal content, here. It is a neurostinulator...."

"Yes, | know. "

"There you are -- the second case this night. They |just
don't know when to stop."

"When did it start?"

"Not very long ago... a few nonths."

"Then why in hell do you keep it quiet?"

"Keep it quiet? | don't understand. This is ny sixth cal
toni ght, young man. The second case of nervous exhaustion and
four cases of brain fever. Are you a relative?"

"No. "
"Well, all right, 1'll send some nen." He stood awhil e,
| ooki ng at Peck. "Join sone choruses,” he said. "Enter the

League of Reforned Sluts..."
He was nmunbling sonething else as he left, an old, bent,

uncaring man. | covered Peck with a sheet, pulled the drape,
and went out into the |living room The drunks were snoring
obscenely, filling the air with alcoholic funes, and | took

them both by the heels and dragged themout in the yard,
| eaving themin the puddl e by the fountain.

Dawn was breaki ng once nore and the stars were dimrmng in
the paling sky. | got into the taxi and dialed the old Subway
on the consol e.

It was full of people. It was inpossible to get through to
the railing, although it seened to ne that only two or three

men were filling out the forns, while the rest were just
| ooki ng, stretching their necks eagerly. Nei t her t he
round-headed man nor Eli were to be seen behind the barrier,
and no one knew where they could be found. Below, in the

cross-passages and tunnels, drunken, shouting, half-crazed nen
and hysterical wonen were mlling about. There were shots,
distant and nmuffled and sone Iloud and close, the concrete
under f oot shook with the detonations, and a mixture of snells
-- gunpowder, sweat, snoke, gasoline, perfune, and whi skey --
coated in the air.

Squeal i ng and armwavi ng teenagers surrounded a big fellow
who dri pped bl ood and whose pale face shone wth a |ook of
triunph. Sonewhere wild beasts roared nenacingly. In the halls,
the audience was going wild in front of huge screens show ng
sonebody blindfolded, firing a spray of bullets froma nachine
gun held against his belly, and soneone else sat up to his
chest in sone black and heavy liquid, blue from the cold and
snoki ng a crackling ci gar, and anot her one with a
tension-tw sted face, suspended as though cast in stone in sone
sort of web of taut cords..

Then | found out where Eli was. | saw round-head by a
dirty room full of old sandbags. He stood in the doorway, his
face covered with soot, snelling of burnt gunpowder, the pupils
of his eyes fully distended. Every few seconds he bent down and

brushed his knees, not hearing me at all, so that | had to
shake himto make himtake notice of ne.

"There is no Ei," he barked. "Gone, do you understand?
Not hi ng but snpbke -- get it? Twenty kilovolts, one hundred
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anperes, see? He didn't leap far enough!"

He pushed nme away vigorously and took off into the dirty
room junping over the sandbags. El bowing the curious out of
the way, he got to a | ow netal door.

"Let ne through,” he howed. "Let me at it once nore. God
favors a third tine!"

The door shut heavily and the nob surged away, stunbling
and falling over the bags. | didn't wait for himto conme out.
O not to cone out. He was no |longer of any use to nme. There
was only Rineyer left. There was also Vousi, but | couldn't
count on her. So there was really only Rineyer. | was not going
to wake him 1'd wait outside his room

The sun was already up and the filthied streets were
enpty.

The aut o-streetcl eaners wer e com ng out of their
underground garages to do their job. Al they knew was work;
they had no potentialities to be devel oped, but they al so had
no primtive reflexes. Near the Qynpic, | had to stop for a
long chain of red and green nen followed by a string of people
encl osed in sone sort of scales, who dragged their shuffling
feet fromone street into the next, |eaving behind a stench of
sweat and paint. | stood and waited for themto pass, while the
sun had already lit up the huge nass of the hotel and shone
gaily in the metallic face of Yurkovsky, who, as he had while
alive, | ooked out over the heads of all nen. After they passed,
I went into the hotel. The clerk was dozi ng behind his counter
Awaki ng, he smiled professionally and asked in a cheery voice,
"Whul d you |ike a roonP"

"No," | replied, "I amvisiting R neyer."
' Rineyer? Excuse ne -- room 902?"
| stopped.

"I believe so. What's the matter?"

"l beg your pardon, but he is not in.

"What do you nean, not in?"

"He checked out."

"Can't be, he has been ill. You are not nistaken? Room
902?"

"Exactly right, 902, R nmeyer. Qur perpetual client. 1It's
an hour and a half since he left. Mre accurately, flew away.
H s friends hel ped hi mdown and aboard a copter."

"What friends?" | asked hopel essly.

"Friends, as | said, but, excuse e, t hey wer e
acquai ntances. There were three of them two of whom!| really
don't know. Just young athletic-looking nen. But | do know M.
Pebbl ebri dge, he was our pernanent guest. But he signed out --
t oday. "

" Pebbl ebri dge?"

"Exactly. Lately he has been neeting Rineyer quite often,

so | concluded that they were quite well acquainted. He stayed
in room 817. A fairly inposing gent | eman, m ddl e- aged,
red- headed. . . "

"Oscar!"

"Exactly, Oscar Pebbl ebri dge.

"That nwakes sense," | said, trying to keep a hold on

nmysel f. "You say they hel ped hi nP"

"That's right. He has been very sick and they even sent a
doctor up: to him yesterday. He was still very weak and the
young nen held himup by his el bows, and al nost carried him"

"And the nurse? He had an attendant nurse with hin"

"Yes, there was one. But she left right after them-- they
| et her go."
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"And what is your name?"

"Val , at your service."

"Listen, Val," | said. "You are sure it didn't |look Iike
they were taking himaway forcibly?"

| 1 ooked hard at him He blinked in confusion

"No," he said. "Athough, now that you have nentioned
it..."

"All right," | said. "Gve ne the key to his room and cone
with ne."

Clerks are, as a rule, quite savvy types. Their sense of
snell, at least for certain things, is quite inpressive. It was
perfectly obvious that he had guessed who | was. And maybe even
where | cane from He called a porter, whispered sonething to
him and we went up to the ninth floor

"What currency did he pay in?" | asked.

"Who? Pebbl ebri dge?”

"Yes."

"I think... ah yes, marks, Gernan narks."

"And when did he arrive here?"

"One mnute... it will cone to ne... sixteen marks

preci sely four days ago."

"Did he know that R neyer stayed with you?"

"Excuse nme, but | can't say. But the day before yesterday,
they had dinner together. And yesterday, they had a long tal k
in the foyer. Early in the norning while everybody was stil
up. "

It was wunusually clean and tidy in Rineyer's room |
wal ked about | ooking over the place. Suitcases stood in the
closet. The bed was runpled, but | could see no signs of
struggl e. The bathroom al so was clean and tidy. Boxes of Devon
were stacked on the shelf.

"What do you think -- should | call the police?" asked the
cl erk.

"l don't know, " I replied. " Check with your
adm ni stration."

"You understand that | amin doubt again. True, he didn't
say goodbye. But it all |ooked conpletely innocent. He could
have given me a sign, and | would have wunderstood him -- we
have known each other a long tinme. He was pleading M.
Pebbl ebri dge: ' The radi o, please don't forget the radio.""

The radio lay under the mirror, hidden by a negligently
thrown t owel .

"Yes?" | said. "And what did M. Pebblebridge say to
t hat ?"

M . Pebbl ebridge was soothing him saying, "O course, of
course, don't worry..."

I took the radio, and |l eaving the bathroom sat down at
the desk. The clerk | ooked back and forth fromthe radio to ne.

So, | thought, now he knows why | came here. | turned it
an. It nmoaned and how ed. They all know about slug. No need for
Eli, nor Rineyer; you can take anyone at random This clerk,
for instance. Right now, for instance. | turned it off and

sai d, "Please be good enough to turn on the conbo."

He ran over to it with mncing steps, turned it on, and
eyed ne questioningly.

"Leave it on that station. Alittle softer. Thank you."

"So you don't advise nme to call the police?"

"As you wi sh."

"It seenmed you had sonmething quite definite in mnd when
you questioned ne."
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"It only seened so," | said coldly. "lIt's just that |
di sli ke M. Pebbl ebridge. But that does not concern you."

The cl erk bowed.

"I'l'l stay here for a while, Val," | said. "I have a
notion that this M. Pebblebridge will be back. It won't be
necessary to announce that | amhere. In the neantine, you are
free to go."

"Yes, sir," he said.

Wien he left, | rang up the service bureau and dictated a
tel egram "Have found the neaning of |ife but amlonely brother
departed unexpectedly cone at once Ivan." Then | turned on the

radio again, and again it how ed and screeched. | took off the
back and pulled out the local oscillator-nmxer. It was no
mxer. It was a slug. A beautiful precision subassenbly, of
obvi ously mass-produced derivation, and the nore | |ooked at
it, the nore it seened that sonewhere, sonetine, |ong before ny
arrival here, and nore than once, | had already seen these
conmponents in sone very faniliar device. | attenpted to
recollect where | had seen them but instead, | renenbered the
room clerk and his face with a weak smile and hi s
under st andi ng, commiserating eyes. They are all infected. No,
they hadn't tried slug -- heaven forbid! They hadn't even seen
one! It is so indecent! It is the worst of the worst! Not so
| oud, ny dear, how can you say that in front of the boy... but
I've been told it's sonething out of this world.... Me?... How
can you think that, you nust have a low opinion of ne after
all.... | don't know, they say over at the Qasis, Buba has it,
but as for nyself -- | don't know.... And why not? | am a
nmoderate man -- if | feel something is not right, I'Il stop....

Let me have five packets of Devon, we have made up a fishing
party (hee, hee!). Fifty thousand people. And their friends in
other towns. And a hundred thousand tourists every year. The
problemis not with the gang. That's the |east of our worries,
for what does it take to scatter then? The problemis that they
are all ready, all eager, and there is not the slightest
prospect of the possibility to prove to them that it is
terribly frightening, that it is the end, that it is the |ast
debasenent .

I clasped the slug in nmy fist, propped up ny head on it,
and stared at Rineyer's dress jacket with the ribbon bar on it,
hanging on the back of the chair. Just like me, he nust have
sat in this chair a few nonths ago, and also held the slug and
radio for the second tinme, and the same warmflick of desire
wandered through the depths of his consciousness: there is
nothing to worry about, because now there is light in any
darkness, sweetness in any grief, joy in any pain...

... There, there, said R nmeyer. Now you have got it. You
just have to be honest with yourself. It is a little shameful
at first, and then you begin to understand how nuch tine you

have lost for nothing.... ...Rineyer, | said, | wasted time not
for nyself. This cannot be done, it sinply cannot, it is
destruction for everyone, you can't repl ace life with
dreans.... ...ZzZhilin, said R neyer, when nman does sonething, it
is always for hinself. There nay be absolute egotists in this
worl d, but perfect altruists are just inpossible. If you are
thinking of death in a bathtub, then, in the first place, we
are all nortal, and in the second place, if science gave us
slug, it will seeto it that it will be rendered harnl ess. And

in the neantime, all that is required is noderation. And don't
talk to me of the substitution of reality with dreans. You are
no novice, you know perfectly well that these dreans are also
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part of reality. They constitute an entire world. Wy do you

then call this acquisition ruin?... ...R neyer, | said, because
this world is still illusory, it's all within you, not outside
of you, and everything you do in it renmains in yourself. It is
the opposite of the real world, it is antagonistic to it.
People who escape into this illusory world cease to exist in
the real world. They becone as dead. And when everyone enters
the illusory world -- and you know it could end thus -- the
history of man wll terminate.... ...Zhilin, said Rineyer

history is the history of people. Every man wants to live a
|ife which has not been in vain, and slug gives you such a
life.... Yes, | know that you consider your life as not having
been in vain wthout slug, but, admt it, you have never |lived
so lumnously, so fully as you have today in the tub. You are a
bit ashanmed to recollect it, and you wouldn't risk recounting
it to others. Don't. They have their life, you have yours...

...Rineyer, | said, all that is true. But the past! Space,
schools, the struggle with fascists, gangsters -- is all that
for naught? Forty years for nothing? And the others -- they did
it all for nothing, too?... ...Zhilin, said Rineyer, nothing is
for nothing in history. Sonme fought and did not live |long
enough to have slug. You fought and l|ived long enough...

...Rineyer, | said, | fear for mankind. This is really the end.
It's the end of man interacting with nature, the end of the
interplay of man with society, the end of liaisons anong
i ndividuals, the end of progress, Rineyer. AU these billions of
people subnerged in. hot water and in thenselves... only in
thenselves.... ... Zzhilin, said Rineyer, it's frightening
because it's unfamliar. And as for progress -- it will cone to
an end only for the real society, only for the real progress.
But each separate man will |l ose nothing, he wll only gain,
since his world will becone infinitely brighter, his ties with
nature, illusory though they nmay be, wll becone nor e
multifaceted; and ties with society, also illusory but not so
known to him will becone nore powerful and fruitful. And you
don't have to nourn the end of progress. You do know that
everything conmes to an end. So now cones the end of progress in
the objective world. Heretofore, we didn't know how if, would
end, But we know now. W hadn't had tine to realize all the
potential intensity of objective existence, it could be that we
woul d have reached such knowl edge in a few hundred vyears, but
now it has been put in our grasp. Slug brings a gift of
under st andi ng of our renoptest ancestors which you cannot ever

have in real life. You are sinply the prisoner of an obsolete
i deal, but be logical, the ideal which slug offers you is just
as beautiful. Hadn't you always dreanmed of nman with the
greatest scope of fantasy and gigantic i magi nation. ..
...Rinmeyer, | replied, if you only knew howtired | am of
arguing. All ny life | have argued with nyself and with others.
I have always | oved to argue, because otherwise Ilife is not
worth 1living. But | amtired right now and don't wi sh to argue
over slug, of all things.... ...Then go on, lvan, said
Ri meyer. ...

I inserted the slug into the radio. As he had then, | got
up. As he did then, | was past thought, past belonging in this

world, but | still heard himsay: don't forget to | ock the door
tight so that you won't be disturbed

And then | sat down. ...So that's the way of it, Rineyer!
said I. So that's howit went. You surrendered. You closed the

door tight. And then you sent lying reports to your friends
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that there wasn't any slug. And then again, after hesitating
but a nonent, you sent ne to ny death so that | wouldn't
di sturb you. Your ideal, Rineyer, is offal. If man has to
performwhat is base in the nane of an ideal, then the worth of
such ideal is -- less than dross...

I glanced at the watch and shoved the radio in ny pocket.
I was past waiting for Oscar. | was hungry. And beyond that |
had the feeling that for once | had done something useful in
this towmn. | left ny phone nunber with the room clerk -- in
case GOscar or Rineyer should return -- and went out onto the
plaza. | did not believe that R meyer would come back or even
that 1 would ever see himagain, but Gscar could hold to his
promi se, though nore likely, | would have to seek himout. And
probably not al one. And probably not here.

Chapter TWELVE

There was but one visitor in the automated cafe.
Barricaded behind bottles and hors d' oeuvres at a corner table
sat a dark man of oriental cast, magnificently but outlandishly
dressed. | took sone yogurt and blintzes with sour cream and
set to, glancing at himnow and then. He ate and drank rmuch and
avidly, his face shiny with sweat, hot inside his ridiculous
formal clothes. He sighed, leaning back in his chair and
| oosening his belt. The notion exposed a long vyellow holster
glistening in the sunlight under the clothing.

I was on ny way into the last of the blintzes when he
hailed nme: "Hello," he said. "Are you a native here?"

"No," | said. "Atourist."
"So that neans you don't understand anything either."
I went to the bar, threw a juice cocktail together, and

approached him

"Wy is it enpty here?" he continued. He had a lively
spare face and a bold gaze. "Were are the inhabitants? Wiy is
everything closed up? Everyone is asleep, you can't get any

service."

"You just arrived?"

"Yes. "

He pushed an enpty plate away, noved up a full one, and
gul ped sone |ight beer.

"Where are you fron?" | asked. He glared at ne nenacingly,
and | added quickly, "If it's not a secret, of course."

"No," he said, "it's not a secret," and went back to his
eating.

I finished the juice and got ready to | eave. Then he said,
"They live well, the dogs. Such food and as nuch as you want,
and all for free."

"Well, not quite for free," | contradicted

"Ninety dollars! Pennies! |I'll show them how to eat ninety
dol l ars within three days!" Hi s eyes stopped roving

monentarily, "D-dogs!" he nuttered and fell to again.

I was quite famliar wth such types. They canme from
m nuscule, totally mlked kingdons and prefectdons, reduced to
utter poverty, and greedily ate and drank, mindful of the hot
dusty streets of their honme towns, where in the niggardly
ri bbons of shade, noribund nmen and wonen lay dying and
i Mmobile, while children with distended bellies rummaged in the
garbage piles of foreign consulates. They were surcharged with
hatred and needed only two things -- food and weapons. Food for
their own gang, which was the opposition, and weapons to fight
the other gang, which was in power. They were the nost flam ng
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patriots, who spoke hotly and effusively of their love for the
people, but resolutely refused all help fromw thout, because
they loved nothing but their power and no one but thenselves,
and were ready in the name of the people and the victory of
high principles to nortify the same people, right down to the

| ast man, if necessary, wth hunger and nachine gun
M crohitlers!
"Weapons? Food?" | asked.

He grew wary.

"Yes," he said. "Food and weapons. Only wi thout any silly
conditions. And as free as possible. O on credit. True
patriots never have any noney. Wile the ruling clique drowns
in luxury...."

"Fami ne?" | asked.

"Anything you want. Wile you here swmin luxury." He
gazed at me with hatred. "The whole world is drowning in wealth
and we alone are starving. But your hopes are in vain! The
revol uti on cannot be stopped!"

"Yes," | said. "And whomis the revol ution agai nst?"

"W are fighting the blood |eeches of Boadshah! W are
agai nst corrupti on and debauchery of the ruling top |ayer, we
are for freedom and true denocracy. The people are with us, but
they have to be fed. And you tell us that you'll give us food
only after we disarm And even threaten intervention.... What
filthy, |lying demagogy! What deception of the revolutionary
masses! To disarmin the face of those bloodsuckers -- that
means to throw a hangman's noose over the heads of all the true
freedomfighters! W answer you -- no! You will not deceive the
people. Let Boadshah and his brutes disarm Then we shall see
what needs doing!"

"Yes," | said. "But Boadshah also, in all probability,
does not wish a noose thrown over his neck."

He put the beer down savagely, and his hand noved toward
the holster in a habitual gesture. But then he quickly caught
hi nsel f.

"I should have known you don't understand a damm thing,"
he said. "You who are well fed have grown drowsy from a ful
stomach, you are too conceited to understand us. You woul dn't
have dared to talk to me like that in the jungle."

In the jungle, | would have talked differently to vyou,
bandit, | thought, and said:

"I really don't understand nany things. For instance, |
don't understand what will happen when you gain the upper hand.

Let us inmagi ne that you have won, Boadshah has been hanged, if
be, in his turn, hasn't fled to seek food and weapons --"
"He won't get away. He'll get his just deserts. The

revol utionary people will tear himto shreds. That's when we'l|
go to work. We will regain the territory seized from us by
af fl uent neighbors, we will carry out the entire program which
the |lying Boadshah constantly shouts about to deceive the
people.... I'lIl show themhow to strike! They'll |earn about
strikes with me on top -- there'll be no strikes! They'Il all
go under arns and forward march! W will win and then..."

He shut his eyes and noaned a bit, shaking his head.

"And then you wll be well fed, you will swimin |uxury
and sleep till noon?"

He | aughed.

"l deserve that. The people deserve it. No one wll dare
reproach us. W will eat and drink as nuch as we wi sh, we wll
live in real houses, we will say to the people: now you are
free -- divert yourselves!"
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"And don't think about a thing," | added. "But don't you
think that all that could cone out badly for you?"
"Forget it," he said. "That's sheer denagogy. You are a

demagogue. Also a dogmatist. W too have all kinds of
dogmatists simlar to yourself. Man, they say, wll |ose the
meaning of life. No, we reply, man will |ose nothing. Man will

acquire and not |ose. You have to feel the people. You have to
be from the people yourself. The people don't |ike sophists.
What the hell for do I let nyself be fed on by wood | eeches and
feed on worns nysel f?" Suddenly he smiled amably. "You nust
have taken offense at nme a bit, for calling you well fed and
other things. Please don't. Affluence is bad when you don't
have it, but your neighbor does. But achieved affluence --
that's a great thing! It's worth fighting for. Everybody fought
for it. It nust be obtained with weapons in hand, and not
traded for freedom and denocracy."

"So your final goal is still abundance? Just abundance?"

"Cbviously! The final objective always is abundance. The
difference is that we are choosy about the neans to get it."

"l have already grasped that. But what about nman?"

"What do you nean, nman?"

I did understand that it was futile to argue.

"You have never been here before?" | asked.
n \My?ll
"Look into it, | said. This town gives excellent practica

| essons i n abundance.”
He shrugged his shoul ders.

"So far, | like it here." Again he pushed away an enmpty
plate and replaced it with a full one. "These hors d' oeuvres
are strange to nme.... Everything is tasty and cheap.... It's
enviable." He swallowed a few forkfuls of salad and grow ed.

"We know that all great revolutionaries fought for abundance.
W don't have tinme to theorize, but there is no need for it,
anyway. There are enough theories wthout wus. Furthernore,
abundance is in no way threatening us. It won't threaten us for
quite a while yet. W have nuch nore pressing problens.”

"To hang Boadshah," | said.
"Yes -- to begin with. Next we will need to do away with
the dogmatists. | can perceive that even now. Next cones the

realization of our legitinate clains. After that, sonething
else will come up. And only then, and after nmany ot her things,
wi Il abundance arrive. | aman optimst, but | don't believe
will live to see it. Don't you worry -- we'll nmanage sonehow.
If we can stand hunger then we can take abundance for sure...
The dogmatists prattle that abundance is not an end, but a
means. We reply that every nmeans was once an goal. Today,
abundance is a goal. Tonorrow, perhaps it may becone a neans."

I got up.

"Tonmorrow may be too late," | said. "It is incorrect of
you to fall back on great revolutionaries. They woul d not have
accepted your shibbol eth: now you are free -- enjoy yoursel ves.
They spoke ot herwi se: now that you are free -- work. After all

they never fought for abundance for the belly, they were
interested in abundance for the soul and the mind."

H's hand twitched toward the hol ster again, and again he
caught hinsel f.

"A Marxist!" he said with astonishnment. "But then again,
you are a visitor. W have alnost no Marxists, we take them
and..."

I kept control of nyself.
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Passing by the wi ndow, | took another |look at him He sat
with his back to the street and ate and ate, his el bows stuck
out.

When | got hone, the living roomwas already vacant. The
youngsters had piled the bedsheets and pillows in the corner
There was a note under the tel ephone on the desk. Witten in a

chi l di sh scraw , it read: "Take care. She has plotted
sonet hing. She was fussing in the bedroom" | sighed and sat
down in the arnthair.

There was still an hour until the neeting with Oscar,
assuni ng he cane. There was no sense in going to sleep, but in
addition, it might not be safe -- Oscar could bring conpany,

and cone earlier than expected, possibly not through the door

I got the pistol out of the suitcase, put in a clip, and
dropped it in ny side pocket. Next | <clinbed into the bar,
brewed nyself sone coffee, and went back to the study.

I took the slug out of mnmy radio and the one out of
Rinmeyer's, lay themdown in front of me on the table, and
attenpted again to recollect where indeed | had seen just such
conmponents and why | thought that | had seen them before and
nmore than once. And then it came to me. | went into the bedroom
and brought in the phonor. | didn't even need a screwdriver. |
took the case off the phonor, stuck nmy index finger under the
odori zer horn, and, catching it with ny finger nail, extracted
a vacuum tubusoi d FX-92-U, four outputs, static field, capacity
equals two. Sold in consumer electronic stores at fifty cents
each. In local patois -- a slug

It had to be, | thought. W are disoriented by
conversations about a new drug. W& are constantly derailed by
talk about horrific new inventions. W have already nmade
several similar blunders.

There was the time when Al hagana and Burris served up a
complaint in the UN that the separatists were using a new
type of weapon -- freeze bonbs. W threw ourselves furiously
into a search for underground | aboratories and even arrested
two genui ne underground inventors (sixteen and ninety-six years
old, respectively). And then it turned out that the inventors
were in no way connected, and the awful freeze bonbs were
acquired by the separatists in Mnich from a refrigerator
war ehouse -- and were in fact reject super-freezers. True, the
ef fect of these super-freezers was indeed horrible. Used in
conjunction wth nol ecul ar detonators (wi dely used by undersea
archaeol ogists in the Amazon for di spersing crocs and
pi ranhas), the super-freezers were capable of instantaneous
tenperature depression of one hundred and fifty degrees
centigrade over a radius of twenty neters. Afterward, we spent
much effort indoctrinating ourselves with the concept that we
should keep in mind that in our tinmes, literally every nonth,
masses of new inventions appear with the nost peaceful of
applications, but with the nost unexpected side effects. These
characteristics are often such that |awbreaking in the area of
weapons manufacture and stockpiling beconmes neaningl ess. W
becane extrenely cautious about new types of armanent, enployed
by various extremists, and only a year |ater got caught by
anot her tw st, when we went |ooking for a nysterious apparatus
wi th whi ch poachers lured pterodactyls fromthe Uganda Preserve
at a great distance. W found a clever do-it-yourself
adaptation of the "Up-down" toy in conbination with a fairly
general |y avail abl e nedi cal device

And now we had caught slug -- a combination of a standard
radio with a standard tubusoid and a standard chenical and very
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common pl unbi ng-suppl i ed hot water.

To nmake a long story short, there would be no need to
search for secret factories. W'd have to look for sonme very
adroit and unprincipled specul ators who sensed very delicately
indeed that they found thenselves in the Country of the
Boob.... They'd be like trichinae in a ham Five or six
enterprising self-seekers. An innocent cottage sonewhere in the
suburbs. Just go to a department store, buy the vacuum tubusoid
for fifty cents, peel off the plastic wapping, and place in an
el egant box with a glassite cover. And then sell it for fifty
marks -- "only to you and only through friends." True, there
was still the inventor. Probably he was not alone, and nost
certainly he was not the only one.... But probably they had not
survived; for this was nothing like a lure for pterodactyls.
Anyway, was the matter really one of specul ators? Let them sel
anot her forty slugs, or a hundred. Even in the City of Boobs,
people had to figure out in the end what it was all about. And
when t hat happened, slug would spread like wildfire.

The first ones to see to that would be the nmoralists from
the Joy of Living. They would be followed by Dr. Qpir, who
woul d sally forth and announce that according to scientific
endings, slug was conducive to clarity of thought and was
unsurpassed in the treatnent of alcoholismand depression. In
general, the future ideal was a vast trough filled with hot
water. Then they would stop witing the word "slug" on the
fences.

That's who should be taken by the throat, | thought, if
anybody. The trouble is not the profiteers. The trouble is that
there exists this Country of t he Boob, this filthy
m sconstruction. It has taken the shivers under its w ng and
can't wait to |egalize slug...

There was a knock on the door. Oscar cane into the study,
and he was not alone. Wth himwas Mtia hinsel f, stocky, gray,
with dark glasses and thick cane, as always, |ooking like a
veteran who has |ost hi s si ght. Cscar was sm rking
sel f-satisfiedly.

"Hello, Ivan," said Matia. "Meet your back-up, GCscar
Pebbl ebri dge, fromthe sout hwest section.”

We shook hands. What | have always disliked about our
Security Council 1is the plethora of npssy traditions, and
especially infuriating is t he idiotic system of

cross-investigation, due to which we are constantly tripping
over each other's sleuthing, busting each other's nugs, and not
uncommonl y shooting each other with fair accuracy. | can hardly
see that as serious work -- nore |ike adolescents playing at
detectives. Let themgo soak their heads in a swanp.

"I was going to take you in today," confided Oscar. "Never
innm life have | seen such a suspicious character."”

W thout saying a word, | took the pistol out of mnmy pocket,
unl oaded it, and threwit in the desk drawer. Gscar foll owed ny
actions wth approval. | said, addressing Matia, "l guess that
the investigation would sinply collapse, wthout getting
started, had | known about Oscar. But | mnust informyou that |
al rost mai med hi myesterday. "

"I read you right," said Gscar snugly.

Grunting, Matia |lowered hinself into the arnthair.

"I can't ever renmenber a situation," he said, "when |Ivan
was pleased wth everything. But conspiracy is the foundation
of our business.... Take a chair and sit down, both of you

You, Gscar, had no right to be mained, and you, Ivan, had no
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right to be arrested. That's how you should regard it. And what
have you got here?" he said, taking off his dark glasses to
| ook at the slugs, "Taking up radio as a hobby in between your
wor k? Laudabl e, | audable!"

It was evident that they didn't know a thing. GOscar was
| eafing through his notebook, where everything was encrypted in
his own personal code, and was apparently preparing hinself to
make a report, while Matia scanned over the slugs wth his
fleshy nose, holding the glasses aloft in his hand. There was
sonet hing synbolic in this spectacle.

"And so, agent zhilin is enriching his leisure with radio
technol ogy," continued Matia, restoring his glasses and | eaning
back in his chair. "He has lots of free time, he has switched

to a four-hour day.... And bow do you stand on the question of
the neaning of |Ilife, agent ZzZhilin? It appears you may have
found it. | hope it won't be necessary to take you away Iike
agent Ri neyer?"

"I't won't be required," | said. "I had not enough tine to
become addicted. Did Ri neyer tell you anything?"

"But of course not," he said wth vast sarcasm "Wy

shoul d he do that? He was ordered to find the drug, and he did,
and he wused it, and now he apparently considers his duty
di scharged. He became an addict hinself, don't you see. He is
silent. He is loaded with this brewup to his ears, and it's
useless to talk to hinl He raves that he has nurdered you and
constantly asks for his radio." Mtia stopped short and gazed
at the radios. "Strange," he said and | ooked at ne. "However, |
like orderliness. Oscar got here first, and he has certain
deductions both about the goodies and the conduct of the
operation. Let's begin with him"

| |1 ooked at GCscar.

"About what operation?"

"The devil knows," said Mti a.

"The raiding of the center. You haven't |ocated the center
yet ?"

The hunt is on, | thought, and said, "No, | didn't. A
center | haven't |atched on to. But --"

"Al'l in good order, in proper order," said Matia severely
and banged the table with the flat of his hand. "Oscar, you may
begin, and as for you, lvan, you listen attentively and nake
your deductions. If you are still capable, that is."

Cscar began. Obviously he was a good worker. He noved
fast, energetically, and purposefully. True, Rineyer had
tw sted him around his finger as well as he had ne.
Nevert hel ess, Gscar had been able to grasp nmuch in spite of it.
He understood that the sought-for "goodies" were known locally
as "slug." Very rapidly he had grasped the connection between
slug and Devon. He divined that neither the Fishers, nor the
Perches, nor the Sorrowers had any relation to our problem He
had deduced with superb insight that in this town it was
practically inmpossible to hide any secret. He had even been
able to insinuate hinself into the confidence of the Intels,
and had established beyond any doubt that there were only two

truly secret societies -- the Art Patrons and the Intels. Since
the Art Patrons could be elimnated, that Ileft only the
Intels....

"It was not contrary to the conviction which | had

forned," said OCscar, "that the only people with access to
| aboratori es and capabl e of conducti ng scientific or
quasi-scientific research were the students and professors in
the wuniversity. |It's true that the factories in the city also
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have | aboratories. There are only four of them and | have
investigated them all. These |aboratories are stringently
specialized and are |loaded to the limt with ongoing work. As
the factories work around the clock, there is no basis
what soever to postulate that the industrial |labs could becone
centers of slug manufacture. On the other hand, out of the
seven university labs, two are obviously surrounded with an
at nosphere of nystery. | was unable to determ ne what goes on
in them but | spotted three students, who, | believe, should
know for sure...."

I listened to himintently, amazed at how much he had been
abl e to acconplish here, but it was already all too clear to ne
where his main error lay. | could see he was following a fal se
trail, and alongside of that, there grew wthin me a vague
feeling of an even nore significant error, of a nost inportant
error, the error in the underlying prenises of the Council.

"I arrived at the visualization," he continued, "of a
gangsterlike organization of the vertical type with rigorously
separated functions in decentralized sections. The production
section is involved in the manufacture and perfection of the

slug.... | should informyou that slug, whatever it may be, is
being perfected: | was able to establish that in the begi nning.
Devon was not enployed at all.... Next, the marketing section

is concerned with expanding the slug distribution, while the
strong-arm section terrorizes the population and interdicts al

debate on that topic.... The intimdation of the people..."
Now | understood it all.
"Just a minute, Oscar," | said. "Can you guarantee that in

the entire city there are only two secret organi zati ons?"
"Yes," he said. "Only the Art Patrons and the Intels."
"Pl ease continue, Oscar," said Matia with displeasure. "I
woul d ask you not to interrupt, Ilvan."

"Sorry," | said. Gscar continued to talk, but | was no
|l onger listening. Something flared in nmy mind. The traditiona
initial nodel for all our undertakings, wth its invariant

axiom predicating the existence of a ram fied organization of
evi |l doers, had been shattered into dust, and | was only anmazed
that 1 had failed heretofore to recognize its inane conplexity
in the context of this sinple-mnded country. There were no
secret shops guarded by gloony persons with brass knuckl es,
there were no wary, unprincipled businessnen, there were no
traveling salesnen with double-walled shirt collars stuffed
with contraband, and it was quite for nothing that Gscar was
drafting the el egant chart of squares and circles, connected by

a confusion of lines, and inscribed with the words "center,"
"staff,"” and nunmerous question nmarks. There was nothing to
denplish and be and no one to send off to Baffin Land.... But

there was nodern industry involved in everyday trade, there
were state stores where slugs were sold for fifty cents apiece,

and there were -- but only in the beginning one or two
i ndi vi dual s not devoid of inventiveness and dying of inactivity
and thirsting for new sensations. And there was t he

medi um si zed country where, once upon a tine, abundance and
af fluence were the end to be attained, and they never did
become the nmeans to another end. And that was all that was
needed.

Soneone inserted a slug into a radio by mstake and |ay
down in the bath to relax and maybe |isten to sonme good nusic
or to hear the latest news -- and it started. The news oozed
and remants of phonors found their way into the garbage ducts,
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then soneone figured out that slugs could be obtained not only
from phonors, but could sinply be bought in stores. Sonmeone was
inspired to use aromatic salts and soneone enployed Devon
People started to die in their baths from nervous exhaustion,
and the statistical departnent of the Security Counci
submitted a top secret report to the Presidium It becane
apparent at once that all such deaths occurred with people who
had come here as tourists. And furthernore, that there were far
more such deaths in this country than anywhere else on the
pl anet. As so often happens, a false theory was constructed on
well-verified facts, and we, one after another, well school ed
in conspiracy, were sent here to uncover the secret gang of
dealers in a new and unknown drug, and we arrived here and did
stupid things. But, as always, no | abor goes for naught, and if
you must | ook for the guilty, then all were guilty, from the
mayor to Rineyer, and if so, then no one was guilty, and now we
have to --

"Ivan," said Matia irritably, "are you asl eep?"

They were both looking at me. Oscar was extending nme his

not ebook with the diagrans. | took the notebook and threw it on
the table.
"Listen," | said. "Oscar has done wonders, of course, but

we have cone a cropper again! Oscar, you have seen such a | ot,
but you understood nothing. If there are any people in this

land who hate slug, it's the Intels. The |Intels are not
gangsters, they are desperate nen and patriots. They have but
one aim -- to stir this bog. By any neans. To give this city

some kind of purpose, to force it away fromthe trough They are
sacrificing thenselves, do you understand? They invite fire
upon thensel ves, they are attenpting to arouse the town to cone
sort of common enotion, even if it has to be hatred. Can it be
you haven't heard of the tear gas, the shooting up of the
shivers? They are not naking slug in the | aboratories, they are

bui Il ding bonmbs and cooking tear gas ... and generally breaking
the | aws on weapons technol ogy. They are preparing a putsch for
the twenty-eighth, but as for slug -- here it is!"

I shoved one at each of them and sinultaneously expounded
everything | thought on the subject.

At first, they listened to nme in disbelief. Then they
stared at the slugs, not taking their eyes off themuntil |'d
finished, and when | did, they were quiet for quite a while.
Matia held his slug as though it were a buzzing wasp. There was
di spl easure witten on his face.

"Vacuum tubusoid... Hvmm.. |In fact... and radios ..
there is sonmething to it."

Matia stuck the slug in his shirt pocket and announced
decisively, "There is nothing init. That is, of course, | am
very pleased with you, lIvan, since you have apparently found
that which was needed, but your work is in the Council and not
with the Conmission of Wrld Problenms. They adore phil osophy
there, and haven't done a single useful thing to date. As for
you, you have been working with us for ten years now, but you

still haven't grasped the sinple truth: if there is a crineg,
there nust be a crininal."

"That's not true," | said.

"That is true!" said Matia. "Don't start a debate with ne!
You are eternally debating!... Be quiet, Gscar. It's ny turn to
talk. | am asking you, lvan, what is the worth of your version?
What do you propose to do? But be concrete, please!l Be
concrete!”

"Concretely..." | faltered.
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True enough, ny version did not suit them

They probably didn't even consider it a version

For themit was just philosophizing. They were nmen, so to
say, of resolute action, knights of i medi at e deci si ve
measures., They let nothing slide. They cut through knots and
denmount ed Danocl es' swords. They nade rapid decisions, and
having nade them they no | onger doubted. They didn't know how

to be otherwise. That was their world-view-- and | was the
only one to consider that their tinme had passed. Patience, |
thought. | amgoing to need an awful |ot of patience. Suddenly,

I understood that life's logic was again ripping ne away from
my best conrades, and that now it would be especially hard for
me, since the resolution of this argunent would take a |ong

time, a very long tine.... They were both | ooking at ne.
"Concretely," | repeated. "Concretely | suggest a plan for
the devel opnent and spread of a hunanistic viewpoint in this
country."
Cscar grimaced with distaste, and Matia said biliously:
"Nah! | amtal king seriously."

"So am|l. What we need is not detectives, nor squads arned
wi th machi ne pistols.”
"W need a decision!" said Matia, "not conversations, but

deci si ons!"

"That's precisely what | am proposing -- a decision."

Mati a reddened

"W have to save people,” he said. "Souls we can save
after we save the people.... Don't annoy ne, Ivan!"

"While you are restructuring world-views," said Oscar,

"people will be dying or turning into idiots."
I didn't want to argue, but said anyway, "As long as

worl d-views are not restructured, people wll be dying and
turni ng into idiots, and no squads wll help. Renenber
Ri neyer!"

"Ri meyer forgot his duty," raged Mati a.

"Exactly," said I.

Matia slamed his nouth shut and, tearing off his glasses,
was silent for a while, his eyes rotating angrily. He was,
without a doubt, a man of iron; you could actually watch turn
drive his rage inward. In a mnute he was entirely calm and
smling placidly.

"Yes," he said. "It seems that | amforced to admt that
intelligence as a social institution has regressed to the
piteous end. Apparently we destroyed the last of the true
operatives in the tine of the last putsches. "Knife" --
Dannzi ger; "Banboo" -- Savada; "Doll" -- Gover; "Ranmt --
Boas... True, they were bought and they were sold, they had no
country, they were scum |unpens, but they worked! "Sirius" --
Haram .. worked for four intelligences and was a scoundrel. He
was a filthy animal. But if he gave information, it was rea
information, <clear, precise, and tinmely. | can recollect
ordering him hung w thout the slightest pity, but when | | ook
at ny current co-workers, | can understand what a | oss

that was.... Granted, a nman can fail in the end and becone

a drug addict, as "Banboo" Savada did finally. But why wite
lying reports? Rather resign, excuse yourself, don't wite any
reports at all.... I arrive in this town in the profound
conviction that | know it through and through, because | have
had here for ten years an experienced, proved, resident agent.

And suddenly | determne that | know precisely nothing. Every
| ocal kid knows who the Fishers are. But | don't know. | know
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only that the KVS Society which occupied itself with about the
same things as the Fishers was disbanded and outlawed three

years ago. | know this fromthe reports of the resident. But at
the local police | aminforned that the VAL Society was forned
two years ago, which | did not Ilearn from the resident's
reports. | am enploying a sinplified exanple, since | really

don't give a damm about the Fishers, but this becones
transformed into a general style of work. Reports are del ayed,
reports lie, reports nmisinform.. in the end reports are sinply
invented. One man openly resigns fromthe Council and doesn't
consider it incunbent wupon himto so informhis superior. He
has enough, you see; he had intentions to comunicate but
sonehow couldn't find the tinme.... Another, instead of fighting
the drug problem becones an addict hinself.... And the third
phi | osophi zes. "

He nodded at ne with regretful bitterness.

"Understand ne correctly, lvan," he continued. "I am not
opposed to phil osophy. But philosophy is one thing and our work
al together another. Judge for yourself, Ivan. If there is no
secret headquarters, if we are faced with a deluge of
do-it-yourself enterprise, then why all the secretiveness? A
this conspiratorial atnmosphere? Why is slug envel oped in such

mystery? | allow that Rineyer is silent because of pangs of
consci ence in general and specifically on your account, |van
But the rest? Slug is not illegal; everyone knows about it and
yet everyone Kkeeps it a secret. Cscar, her e, doesn' t
phi | osophi ze; he postulates that the inhabitants are sinply
terrorized. | can understand that. And what do you postulate,
I van?"

"In vyour pocket," | said, "there is a slug. Go in the
bat hroom There's Devon on the shelf -- one tablet orally, four
in the water. There's sonme whiskey in the nedicine chest. Oscar
and | will wait. And then you can tell wus aloud, so we can
hear, we your conrades in work and your underlings, about your
sensations and experiences. And we -- better it should be Gscar
-- should listen, but as for me, | think I'll |eave."

Matia put on his glasses and stared at ne.

"You are inplying that | won't tell? You propose that |
too, will be derelict in nmy duty?"

"What you will learn will have no relation whatsoever to
your duty. That you wll renege on subsequently. As did
Ri neyer. Conrades, this is slug. It's a cute device, which
awakens fantasy and directs it where it wll, particularly
where vyou yourself subconsciously -- and | nean subconsciously
-- would like to direct it. The further you are renoved from
the aninmal, the nore inoffensive would slug be, but the closer
to the animal, the nore you would be inpelled to adhere to the
conspiratorial way. The aninmals thenselves are altogether
silent. They just know how to press the |ever."

"What | ever ?"

| expl ai ned about the rats to them

"Did you try it yoursel f?" asked Mati a.

"Yes."

" And?"

"As you can see, | tend to silence."

Matia sibilated for sone tinme and then said, "Wll, | am

no nearer to the animal than you are. How do you put it in?"

| loaded the radio and handed it to him Oscar was
following all this with interest.

"Cod be with ne," said Matia, "Were is your bath? 1"l
wash after ny trip while I'mat it."
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He locked hinself in, and we could hear himdropping

t hi ngs.

"Strange affair," said OCscar.

"It's really not an affair,” | contradicted. "It's a piece
of history, Gscar, and you would like to fit it into a file and
tieit with aribbon. But this is no gangster business. It
shoul d be obvious to a hedgehog, as Yurkovsky used to say."

"Who?"

"Yur kovsky, Viadimr Sergeyevitch. There was such a
renowned planetologist. | worked with him"

"Aah," said GCscar, "By the way, on the plaza by the Hote
AQynpic there is a nmonunent to a Yurkovsky."

"The very sane man."

"Real ly?" said Gscar. "On the other hand, it's quite
possi bl e. However, the nonunment was not put up because he was a
renowned planetologist. It's sinply that for the first tinme in
the history of the city, he broke the electronic roul ette bank
It was decided to imortalize such a feat."

"I  expected sonmething of the sort," |I murnured. | felt
depressed.

The shower began to hiss in the bathroom and there was a
frightful roar fromMatia, At first, | decided that he turned

on ice water instead of warm but he kept vyelling and then
began to curse in the nobst horrendous terns. Oscar and
exchanged gl ances. He was generally calm interpreting this as
t he t ypi cal action of slug, and his face exhibited a
conpassi onate expression. The latch rattled wldly, the door
flew open with a crash. Bare heels slapped in the bedroom and
a naked Matia rolled into the study.

"Are you sone kind of an idiot?" he bellowed at ne. "What
sort of filthy trick is this?"

I went nunb. Matia resenbled a grotesque zebra. His
wel | -fed body was covered with poison-green vertical stripes.
He reared and stanped his feet, spraying enerald drops. Wen we
regained our conposure and investigated the site of the
accident, we |learned that the shower head had been stuffed with
a sponge saturated with a green dye. | renenbered Len's note
and guessed that Vousi was the culprit. It took a long while to
restore a nornal atnosphere. Matia viewed the incident as a
boorish joke and an inadmissible disregard of subordinate
di scipline and behavior. Oscar horse-laughed. | scrubbed Mitia
with a brush and explained. Then Matia announced that from now
on he wouldn't trust anyone and would try out slug when he got
home. He dressed and went into conference with OGscar on the
pl ans for bl ockading the city.

I was cleaning up in the bath and thinking that with this,
my work in the Council was conmng to an end, and another ki nd
of work was beginning -- which | did not know howto begin. |
would have liked to include nyself in the bl ockade pl anning,
not because | considered it necessary, but because it was so
sinmple, so much nore sinple than to return to people their
soul s which had been devoured by affluence, and to teach each
one to think of world problens in the same way as his own
personal ones.

"Isolate this pus bag fromthe rest of the world, isolate
it totally, that's the total of our philosophy," orated Mti a.
That was ai ned at ne. But perhaps not even ne. For Matia was a
brilliant mnd. He wunderstood too well that isolation was
al ways a defense, but here we had to attack. But he knew how to
advance only with squads, and this was enbarrassing to him
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To rescue. For how long would you need rescuing? Wen
would you learn to rescue yourselves? Wy were you eternally
harkening to priests, fascists, denagogues, and inbecile Opirs?
Way didn't you want to exert your brains? Wiy did you resist
thinking so? Wy couldn't you understand that the world is
vast, conplex, and fascinating? Wiy was everything sinple and
boring tc you? In what way did your mind differ fromthe m nd
of Rabelais, Swift, Lenin, Einstein, Mbkarenko, Hem ngway, and
Strogoff? Someday | would grow tired of all this. Someday when
I had no nore strength and conviction. For | was sinilar to
you. But | wanted to help you, and you didn't want to help
ne. ...

Reg and Len cane over after school, and Len said, "W
have decided, lvan. W will go to the Gobi Central." He had red
fuzz on his lip and huge red hands, and |I could see that it
di vas he who had thought up the Gobi trip, and quite recently
-- not nmore than ten mnutes ago. Reg, as usual, was silent,
chewi ng on a bl ade of grass and placidly studying me with his
calm gray eyes. He has becone altogether a square, | thought,
and said, "Wbnderful book, isn't it?" "Yes, indeed," said Len
"W understood at once where we should go." Reg was quiet.
"Heat and stench are suspended in the shadow of these hard
| aboring dragons,” | said frommenory. "They devour everything
under them -- the ancient Mongolian prayer gate, the bones of a
two- hunped beast fallen in sone sand storm.." "Yes," said Len,
whil e Reg went on chewi ng his blade of grass. "Every tinme," |
continued (now from Ichin-dagli), "that the sun arrives at a
mat hematically precise required position, a strange nirage
bl ossons out in the East -- of a strange city with white towers
which no one has yet seen in reality. " "One should see that
with his own eyes," said Len, and |laughed. "Friend Len," |
said, "it's too fascinating and therefore too sinple. You wl|
see that it's too sinple yourself and it wll becone an
unpl easant di sappointnment.” No, | hadn't said it right. "Friend
Len," | said, "what sort of a nmirage is that? Here is one.
Seven years ago, in your nother's house, | saw a truly
marvel ous mirage: both of you standing before nme al nost grown
up..." No -- | was saying that for nyself, not for them It
should be said differently. "Friend Len," | said, "seven years
ago you explained to nme that your people were accursed. W cane
here and renmpved the curse fromyou and Reg and from nmany ot her
children who had no parents. And now it's your turn to renove,
the curse, which..."

It will be very difficult, but I'lIl explain it to them
One way or another, I'lIl get it across. W have known from
chil dhood how to renobve the curses on the barricades and on
construction sites and in laboratories, and you will renove the
| ast of the curses, you wll be the future teachers and
educators. In the last war -- the nost bl oodl ess and the nost
difficult for its soldiers.

Upstairs Vousi screeched and Len started to cry piteously.
Cscar's voice booned in the study. How well off he is, |
thought. Sinple: slug is bad, harnful, unnatural. Therefore, it
must be destroyed, forbidden by law, and then you nust watch
closely that the law is strictly enforced. Only Matia is
smarter than that, because he is older and nore experienced.

Matia can still be pulled over to ny side. My word doesn't nean
anything to him but others will be found to whom he wll
listen.... How wonderful that | can now cry out to the whole

worl d and be heard by nillions of |ike-thinkers!
And then | thought that | would not |leave this place.
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had been here only three days. It could not be that there was
no one here who would be with us. No one who hated all this
with a deadly hatred, who wanted to blast this dull sated world
out of its stasis. Such people always existed and al ways will.
Perhaps that bibliophile driver or that tall, harsh one of the
Intels... and who knew how many nore. They stunbl ed about as
though they were blind. W would do everything in our power to
help themso that they woul d not waste their anger on trifles.
It was our place to be here now. And ny place, too.

VWhat a | abor lies ahead, | thought, what a task! For the
time being, | didn't know where to begin in this Country of the
Boob, caught unprepared in a flood of affluence, but |I knew
that | wouldn't |eave here as long as the immgration |aws
permtted. And when they stopped permtting it, | would break
them . ..
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