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Gene Wolfe's body of work over the yearsis a chalenge and addight to serious readers of science
fiction. Thisyear, asin the past, there were severd fine Wolfe stories to choose from for this volume, but
thisone, published in a paperback origind anthology of lightweight pieces on the theme, Return o f the
Dinosaurs, seemed to mejust the thing to lead off a 'Y ear's Best volume, in ayear when dinosaurs on film
and TV areinvogue. There has been afair amount of disagreement in recent years asto what makesa
good SF story and in what way such characteristics as plot and action, character or idea ought or ought
not to be centrd to the enterprise of science fiction storytelling. In my opinion, each good story implicitly
makes its own statement and influences the argument it its own favor. And so the literature evolves. This
isacracking good story with subtle, and some quite clear, implications. But never mind that for now;
read thisdick, fast piece for fun and surprises and then stop and think afterward: what might it mean if the
dinosaurs came back as Barney?
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Roderick looked up at the sky. It was indeed blue, but dmost cloudless. The air was hot arid smelled
of dust.

"Here, children . . ." Theteaching cyborg was pointedly not addressing him. "-Tyranosaurus Rex. Rex
was created by an inadequately socidized boy who employed six Build-a-Critter kits. . ."

Sixteen.
"-which he duped on hisfather's Copystuff. With that quantity of GroQik . . ."

It had taken a day over two weeks, two truckloads of pigsthat he had charged to M other's account,
and various other things that had become vague. For the last week, he had let Rex go out at night to see
what he could find, and people woul d-people were bound to-notice the missing cattle soon. Had
probably noticed them aready.

Rex had looked out through the barn window while he was mooring hisairbike and said, "I'm tired of
hiding dl day."

And he himsdlf had said . . .
"Let'sgo for aride." Oneof thelittle girls had raised her hand.

From the other sde of the token barrier that confined him, Rex himself spoke for thefirst time, saying,
"You will, kid. She's not quite through yet." His voice was asort of growling tenor now, clearly forced
upward as high as he could make it so asto seem less threatening. Roderick pushed on his suit's A-C
and shivered alittle.

It had been cool, that day. Cool, with alittle breeze he had fought the whole way over, keeping his
arbike below the treetops and following groundtrucks when he could, pulled aong by their wake.

Cold in the barn, then--cold and dusty-dust motes dancing in the sunbeams that stabbed between its



old, bent, and battered auminum panels.

Rex had crouched as he had before, but he was bigger now, bigger than ever, and his smooth reptilian
skin had fdlt like glass, like ice under which oiled muscles stirred like snakes. He had fallen, and Rex had
picked him tip in the arms that looked so tiny on Rex but were bigger and stronger than abig man'sarms,
saying, "That'swhat these arefor,” and set him on Rex's shoulderswith hislegs-hislegs-trying to wrap
around Rex'sthick, throbbing neck . . .

He had opened the big doors from inside, gone out amost crawling, and stood up.

It had not been the height. He had been higher on hisairbike dmost every day. It had not been his
swift, swaying progress above the treetops-treetops arrayed in red, gold, and green so that it seemed that
he followed Rex's floating head over alawn deep in fallen leaves.

It had been

He shrugged the thought away. There were no adequate words. Power? Y ou bought it at a drugstore,
ashiny little disk that would run your house-bot for three or four more years, or your drill forever.
Mastery? It was what people had held over dogs while private ownership had still been legal.

Dogs had four fangsin front, and that wasit, fangs so small they did not even look dangerous.
dangerous. Rex had amouthful, every one aslong as Roderick's arm, in amouth that could have chewed
up anaircar.

No, it had not been the height. He had ridden over woods-this wood among them--often. Had ridden
higher than this, yet heard the rustling of the leaves below him, the sound of abrook, an invisible brook of
arr. It had been the noise.

That was not right either, but it was closer than the others. It had been the snagpping of the limbs and
the crashing of thetreesfalling, or at least that had been alot of it-the sound of their progress, the
shattering, splintering wood. In part, at least, it had been the noise.

"He did agreat ded of damage,” the teaching cyborg was saying, as her female attendant nodded
confirmation. "Much worse, heterrified literdly hundreds of persons. . . ."

Sitting on Rex's shoulders, he had been able to talk amost directly into Rex's ear. "Roar."
And Rex had roared to shake the earth.

"Keep on roaring.”

And Rex had.

The red and white cattle Rex ate sometimes, so shortlegged they could scarcely move, had run away
dowly only because they were too fat to run any faster, and one had gotten stepped on. People had run
too, and Rex had kicked over alittle pre-fab shed for the fun of it, and atractor-bot. Hed waded
hip-deep through the swamp without even dowing down and had forded theriver. There were fewer
building restrictions on the north side of the river, and the people there had redly run.

Had run except for one old man with a bushy mustache, who had only stood and stared } pop-eyed,
too old to run, Roderick thought, or maybe too scared. He had looked down at the old man and waved;
and their eyes had met, and suddenly-just asif the top of the old man's head had popped up so he could
look around inside it-he had known what the old man was thinking.



Not guessed, known.

And the old man had been thinking that when he had been Roderick’s age he had wanted to do
exactly what Roderick was doing now. He had never been able to, and had never thought anybody
would be. But somebody was. That kid up there in the polka-dot shirt was. So he, the old man, had
been wrong about the whole world al hislife. It was much more wonderful, this old world, than he, the
old man,

had ever supposed. So maybe there was hope after al. Some kind of a hope anyhow, in aworld
wherethingslike this could go on, on aMonday right herein Libertyberg.

Before the old man could draw his breath to cheer, he had been gone, and there had been woods and
cornfields. (Roderick's suit A-C shuddered and quit.) And after lots of corn, some kind of abig factory.
Rex had stepped on its fence which sputtered and shot sparks without doing anything much, and then the
arcar had sarted diving at them.

It had been red and fast, and Roderick remembered it as clearly asif he had seenit yesterday. It
would dive, trying to hit Rex's head, and then the override would say, My, gosh, that'sa great big
dinosaur! Y ou'retrying to crash usinto agreat big dinosaur, you jerk! The override would pull the aircar
up and miss, and then it would giveit back to the driver, and he would try the samething al over.

Roderick had followed it with his eyes, especialy after Rex started snapping at it, and the sky had
been awonderful cool bluewith little white surgical-bal clouds strolling around in it. He had never seena
better sky-and he never would, because skies did not get any better than that one. After awhile he had
spotted the channd copter flying around up there and taking his picture to run on everybody's
threedeevid, and had made faces at it.

Another child, ascrubbed little girl with long, straight privileged-looking yellow hair had her hand up.
"Did hekill awholelot of people?’

The teaching cyborg interrupted her own lecture. "Certainly not, since there were no peoplein North
Americaduring the Upper Cretaceous. Human evolution did not begin-"

"Thisone." The scrubbed little girl pointed to Rex. "Did he?!
Rex shook his head.

"That was not the point at issue," the teaching cyborg explained. "Disruption is disrupting, and he and
his maker disrupted. He disrupted, | should say, and his maker gtill more, since Rex would not have been
in exigence to disrupt had he not been madein violation of societal sandards. No one of sengitivity
would have done what he did. Someone of sengtivity would have realized a once that their construction
of alarge dinosaur, however muted in coloration-"

Rex interrupted her. "I'm purple. It'sjust that it's gotten sort of dull lookin' now that I'm older. Looky
here." He bent and dapped a hiswater trough with his disproportionately smal hands. Dust ran from his
hidein dark streaks, leaving it afaded mulberry.

"You are not purple,” the teaching cyborg admonished Rex, "and you should not say you are. | would
describe that shade asamauve.” She spoke to her female attendant. " Do you think that they would mind
very muchif | wereto start over? I'velost my place, | fear.”

"Y ou musin't interrupt her." the female attendant cautioned the little girl.
"Early-Tertiary-in-the-Upper-Eocenewas-the-M oeritherium-the-si ze-of -a-tuber-but-more-like-ahippop



otamus."
"Yum," Rex mumbled. "Y um-yum!”
A smdl boy waved his hand wildly. "What do you feed him?"

"Tofu, modtly. It'sgood for him." The teaching cyborg looked at Rex as she spoke, clearly displeased
at histhriving upon tofu. "He eats an airtruckload of it every day. Also agreat ded of soy protein and
bean curd.”

"I'd liketo eat the hippos,” Rex told the small boy. "We go right past them every time | take you kids
for ride, and wow! Do they ever look yummy!"

"He'sonly joking," the teaching cyborg told the children. She caught her femade attendant's [eft arm
and held it up to see her watch. "I have agreat deal moreto tell you, children, but I'll haveto do it while
we'retaking our ride, or welll fal behind schedule.”

She and her female attendant opened the gate to Rex's compound and went in, preceded,
accompanied, and followed by small girls and boys. While most of the children gathered around him,
stroking hisrough thick hide with tentative fingers, the teaching cyborg and her femal e attendant wrestled
astepladder and a very large howdah of white pentastyrene Wickedwicker from behind Rex's deeping
shed. For five minutes or more they struggled to hook the howdah over his shoulders and fasten the
Vel cro cinch, obstructed by the well-intended assistance of four little boys.

Roderick joined them, lifted the howdah into place, and released and refastened the cinch--getting it
tight enough that the howdah could not dip to one side.

"Thank you," the femae attendant said. "Haven't | seen you here before?”
Roderick shook his heed. "It'sthefirst time I've ever come.”
"Wel, alot of men do. | meanit'sawaysjust one man dl by himsdf, but theré'sadmost awaysone."

"He used to lie down so that we could put it on him," the teaching cyborg said severdly, "and lie down
again so that the children didn't have to use the ladder. Now he just Sits.”

"I'mtoofat,” Rex muttered. "It'sal that good tofu | get.”

One by one, the children climbed the ladder. The teaching cyborg's femal e attendant was standing
besdeit to catch each if he or shefél, cautioning each to grasp therailings, and urging each to belt
himsalf or hersaf in once he or she had chosen a seet. The teaching cyborg and her femal e attendant
boarded last of all. The teaching cyborg resumed her lecture, and Rex stood up with agroan and began
yet again the dow wak around the zoo that he took a dozen timesaday.

It had been afdl day, Roderick reminded himsdlf, afdl day bright and clear, amore beautiful day
than days ever were now. A giff, bright wind had been blowing right through al the sunshine. He had
worn jeans, a Peoria White Sox cap, and a polka-dot shirt. He had kept his airbike low where the wind
wasn't quite so strong, had climbed on Rex's shoulders, and watched as Rex had taken down the bar that
held the big doors shut ...

"Now," the teaching cyborg said, "are there any additiona questions?' Roderick looked up just in
time to see the corner of the white Wickedwicker howdah vanish behind Rex's deeping shed.

"Yes." Heraised his hand. "What became of the boy?”



"The government assumed responsibility for his nurturing and upbringing,” the teaching cyborg
explained. "He received sengitivity training and reeducation in societal vaues and has become a

responsble citizen.”

When the teaching cyborg, her female attendant, and al the children had gone, Rex said, ™Y ou know,
| dwayswondered what happened to you.”

Roderick mopped his perspiring forehead. "'Y ou knew who | was dl the time, huh?"

"Sure”

Therewas aslence. Far away, asif from another time or another world, children spokein excited
voices and alion roared. "Nothing happened to me," Roderick said; it was clearly necessary to say

something. "I grew LIP, that'sdl.”
"Those reeducation machines, they redly burn it into you. That'swhat | heard."
"No, | grew up. That'sal."
"l see. Can | ask why you keep lookin' a me like that?"
"hvasjus thinking."
"Thinkin' what?'

"Nothing." With iron figts, stone shoulders, and steelshod feet, words broke down the doors of his
heart and forced their way into his mouth. ™Y our kind used to rule the Earth.”

"Yeah." Rex nodded. He turned away, leaving for Roderick his serpentinetail and wide, ridged
back-both the color of agrape skin that has been chewed up and spit out into the dust. "Yeah," he

mumbled. "Y ou, too."



