THE HORARS OF WAR

by Gene Wolfe

Gene Wolfe is an engineer who served in the United States Army during the Korean War. He
knows engineering—and he knows war, and with this joint knowledge has composed a story that
has more than a little to say about both. It is a fine example of second-generation science fiction,
the examining in greater detail, many times with greater art, of the older and more familiar
themes of this medium. In the primitive, or flaky-pulp, days it was enough to cook up an android
and have him step, steaming, from the pot. But Mr. Wolfe, with sharp skill, goes a great deal
further.

The three friends in the trench looked very much dike as they labored in the rain. Ther hairless skulls
were dickly naked to it, their torsos hairless too, and supple with smooth muscles that ran like oil under
the wet gleam.

The two, who redly were 2909 and 2911, did not mind the jungle around them dthough they
detested the rain that rusted their weapons, and the snakes and insects, and hated the Enemy. But the
one cdled 2910, the red as wel as the offidd leader of the three, did; and that was because 2909 and
2911 had dtainless-sted bones; but there was no 2910 and there had never been.

The camp they hdd was a triangle. In the center, the CP-Aid Staion where Lieutenant Kyle and Mr.
Brenner dept: a hut of ammo cases packed with dirt whose lower haf was dug into the soggy earth.
Around it were the morta pit (NE), the recailless rifle pit (NW), and Pinocchio's pit (S); and beyond
these were the. sraight lines of the trenches: First Platoon, Second Platoon, Third Platoon (the platoon of
the three). Outside of which were the primary wire and an antipersonnel mine fidd.

And outside that was the jungle. But not completely outside. The jungle set up outposts of its own of
swift-sprouting bamboo and eephant grass, and its crawling creatures carried out untiring patrols of the
trenches. The jungle sheltered the Enemy, taking him to its great fetid breast to be fed while it sopped up
theran and of it bred its Singing gnats and centi pedes.

An ogre beside him, 2911 drove his shovd into the ooze filling the trench, lifted it to shoulder height,
dumped it; 2910 did the same thing in his turn, then watched the rain work on the scoop of mud until it
was dowly running back into the trench again. Following his eyes 2911 looked a him and grinned. The
HORAR's face was broad, harless, flat-nosed and high-cheeked; his teeth were pointed and white like a
big dog's. And he, 2910, knew that that face was his own. Exactly his own. He told himsdf it was a
dream, but he was very tired and could not get out.

Somewhere down the trench the bull voice of 2900 announced the evening med and the others threw
down their tools and jostled past toward the bowls of seaming mash, but the thought of food nauseated
2910 in his fatigue, and he sumbled into the bunker he shared with 2909 and 2911. Hat on his ar
mattress he could leave the nightmare for atime return to the sane world of houses and sdewaks, or
merdy snk into the blessed nothingness that was far better...

Suddenly he was balt upright on the cot, blackness ill in his eyes even while his fingers groped with
their own thought for his hdmet and weapon. Bugles were blowing from the edge of the jungle, but he
hed time to run his hand under the inflated pad of the mattress and reassure himsdf that his hidden notes



were safe before 2900 in the trench outside ydled, "Attack! Fdl out! Man your firing pointd™

It was one of the stock jokes, one of the jokes so stock, in fact, that it had ceased to be anything
anyone laughed at, to say "Horar™ your firing point (or whatever it was that according to the book should
be "manned”). The HORARS in the squad he led used the expresson to 2910 just as he used it with
them, and when 2900 never employed it the omission had at firg unsettled him. But 2900 did not redly
suspect. 2900 just took his rank serioudy.

He got into postion just as the mortars put up a parachute flare that hung over the camp like a white
rose of fire. Whether because of his brief deep or the excitement of the impending fight his fatigue had
evaporated, leaving hm nervoudy dert but unsteedy. From the jungle a bugle sang, 'Tataa... taataa...”
and off to the platoon's left rear the First opened up with their heavy weapons on a suicide sguad they
goparently thought they saw on the path leading to the northeast gate. He watched, and after hdf a
minute something stood up on the path and grabbed for its midsection before it fdl, so there was a
suicide squad.

Some one, he told himsdf. Someone. Not something. Someone grabbed for his midsection. They
were dl human out there.

The Firgt began letting go with persona weapons as wdl, each deep cough representing a hdf dozen
dartlike fletchettes flying in an inescapable pattern three feet broad. "Eyes front, 2910!" barked 2900.

There was nothing to be seen out there but a few dumps of dephant grass. Then the white flare
burned out They ought to put up another one" 2911 on hisright said worriedly.

"A dar in the east for men not born of women,” sad 2910 hdf to himsdf, and regretted the
blagphemy immediatdly.

"That's where they need it," 2911 agreed. "The Firdt is having it pretty hot over there. But we could
use some light here too.”

He was not ligening. At homein Chicago, during that inexpressibly remote time which ran from a dim
memory of playing on alavn under the supervison of a amiling giantess to that moment two years ago
when he had submitted to surgery to lose every body and facid hair he possessed and undergo certain
other minor dterations, he had been unconscioudy preparing himsdf for this. Lifting weights and playing
footbdl to develop his body while he whetted his mind on a thousand books; dl so that he might tell,
meking others fed a aremove...

Another flare—went up and there were three dark slhouettes diding from the next-nearest dump of
elephant grass to the nearest. He fired his M-19 at them, then heard the HORARS on either side of him
fire too. From the sharp corner where their own platoon met the Second a machine gun opened up with
tracer. The nearest grass dump sprang into the air and somersaulted amid spurts of earth.

There was a moment of quiet, then five rounds of high explosive came in right behind them as though
amed for Pinocchio's pit. Crump. Crump. Crump . . . Crump. Crump. (2900 would be running to ask
Finocchio if he were hurt)

Someone e se had been moving down the trench toward them, and he could hear the mumble of the
new voice become a gasp when the H.E. rounds came in. Then it resumed, a little louder and
consequently a bit more eadly understood. "How are you? You fed dl right? Hit?'

And mogt of the HORARS answering, "I'm fing, ar," or "We're okay, sr," but because HORARS did
have a sense of humor some of them said things like, "How do we transfer to the Marines, Sr?* or "My
pulse just registered nine thou', Sr. 3000 took it with the mortar sght.”

We often think of strength, as associated with humorlessness, he had written in the news
megazine which had, with the Army's cooperation, planted him by subterfuge of surgery among these
Homolog ORganisms (Army Replacement Smultations). But, he had continued, this is not actually the



case. Humor is a prime defense of the mind, and knowing that to strip the mind of it is to leave it
shiddless, the Army and the Synthetic Biology Service have wisdly included a charming dash in
the makeup of these synthesized replacements for human infantry.

That had been before he discovered that the Army and the SBS had tried mightily to weed that sense
of the ridiculous out, but found that if the HORARS were to maintain the desired intdigence levd they
could not.

Brenner was behind him now, touching his shoulder. "How are you? Fed dl right?'

He wanted to say, "I'm hdf as scared as you are, you dumb Dutchman,” but he knew that if he did the
fear would sound in his voice; besides, the disrespect would be unthinkable to a HORAR.

He aso wanted to say smply, "A-okay, dr," because if he did Brenner would pass on to 2911 and
he would be safe. But he had a reputation for origindity to keep up, and he needed that reputation to
cover him when he dipped, as he often did, Sdewise of HORAR standards. He answered: ™Y ou ought to
look in on Pinocchio, Sr. | think he's cracking up.” From the other end of the squad, 2909's quiet chuckle
rewarded him, and Brenner, the man most dangerous to his disguise, continued down the trench...

Fear was necessary because the will to survive was very necessary. And a humanoid form was
needed if the HORARS were to utilize the mass of human equipment dready on hand. Besides, a
human-shaped (homolog? no, that merdy meant smilar, homological) HORAR had outscored dl the
fantadtic forms SBS had been able to dream up in a super-redigtic (public opinion would never have
permitted it with human soldiers) test carried out in the Everglades.

(Were they merdy duplicating? Had dl this been worked out before with some greater war in mind?
And had He Himsdlf, the Scientis Himsdf, come to take the form of His creations to show that He too
could bear the unendurable?)

2909 was a his elbow, whispering, "Do you see something, Squad Leader? Over there?' Dawn had
come without his noticing.

With fingers dumsy from fatigue he switched the control of his M-19 to the lower, 40mm
grenade-launching barrel. The grenade made a brief flash at the spot 2909 had indicated. "No," he sad,
"I don't see anything now:" The fing, soft rain which had been fdling dl night was getting stronger. The
dark clouds seemed to roof the world. (Was he fated to reenact what had been done for mankind? It
could happen. The Enemy took humans captive, but there was nothing they would not do to HORAR
prisoners. Occasondly patrols found the bodies spread-eagled, with bamboo stakes driven through tharr
limbs and he could only be taken for a HORAR. He thought of a watercolor of the crudfixion he had
seen once. Would the color of hisown blood be crimson lake?)

From the CP the observation ornithocopter rose on flapping wings

"I haven't heard one of the mines go for quite a while” 2909 said. Then there came the
phony-sounding bang that so often during the past few weeks had closed smilar probing attacks.
Squares of paper were suddenly fluttering dl over the camp.

"Propaganda shdll,” 2909 said unnecessaxily, and 2911 dimbed casudly out of the trench to get a
ledflet, then jumped back to his postion. "Same as lagt week," he said, smoothing out the damp rice
paper.

Looking over his shoulder, 2910 saw that he was correct. For some reason the Enemy never directed
his propaganda at the HORARS, dthough it was no secret that reading skills were implanted-in HORAR
minds with the rest of ther indinctive training. Instead it was dways amed at the humans in the camp,
and played heavily on the distaste they were supposed to fed at being "confined with hdf-living flesh ill
ginking of chemicas." Privately, 2910 thought they might have done better, at least with Lieutenant Kyle,
to have dropped that approach and played up sex. He dso got the impression from the propaganda that



the Enemy thought there were far more humansin the camp than there actudly were.

Wi, the Army—uwith far better opportunities to know—was wrong as wel. With afew key generds
excepted, the Army thought there were only two. ..

He had made the All-American. How long ago it seemed. No coach, no sportswriter had ever
compared his stocky, muscular physique with a HORAR's. And he had mgored in journdism, had been
ambitious. How many men, with alittle surgicd help, could have passed here?

Think it sees anything?' he heard 2911 ask 2909. They were looking upward at the "bird" saling
overhead.

The ornithocopter could do everything a red bird could except lay eggs. It could literdly land on a
grand of wire. It could ride thermds like a vulture, and dive like a hawk. And the bird-motion of its
wings was wondefully efficient, saving power-plant weight that could be used for zoom-lenses and
telecameras. He wished he were in the CP watching the monitor screen with Lieutenant Kyle instead of
danding with his face a scant foot above the mud (they had tried staked eyes like a crab's in the
Everglades, he remembered, but the stalks had become infected by a fungus...).

Asthough in answer to his wish, 2900 caled, "Show some snap for once, 2910. He says He wants
usinthe CP."

When he himsdf thought He, He meant God; but 2900 meant Lieutenant Kyle. That was why 2900
was a platoon leader, no doubt; that and the irrationd prestige of a round number. He dimbed out of the
trench and followed him to the CP. They needed a communicating trench, but that was something there
hadn't been time for yet.

Brenner had someone (27887 looked like him, but he couldnt be certain) down on his table.
Shragpnd, probably from a grenade. Brenner did not look up as they came in, but 2910 could see hisface
was dill white with fear dthough the attack had been over for a ful quarter of an hour. He and 2900
ignored the SBS man and saluted Lieutenant Kyle.

The company commander amiled. "Stand at ease, HORARS. Have any trouble in your sector?”'

2900 said, "No, gr. The light machine gun got one group of three and 2910 here knocked off a group
of two. Not much of an. attack on our front, gr.”

Lieutenant Kyle nodded. "I thought your platoon had the easiest time of it, 2900, and that's why I've
picked you to run a patrol for me this morning."”

That's fine with us, gr."
"Youll have Pinocchio, and | thought you'd want to go yourself and take 2910's gang.”
He glanced a 2910. "Your squad dill at full srength?!

2910 said, "Yes, dr," making an effort to keep his face impassve. He wanted to say: | shouldn't have
to go on patrol. I'm human as you are, Kyle, and patralling is for things grown in tubes, things fleshed out
around metd skeletons, things with no family and no childhood behind them.

Thingslike my friends.
He added, "Weve been the luckiest squad in the company, Sr."

"Hne. Let's hope your luck holds, 2910." Kyl€'s atention switched back to 2900. "I've gotten under
the leef canopy with the ornithocopter and done everything except make it walk around like a chicken. |
cant find athing and it's drawn no fire, so you ought to be okay. Youll make a complete dircuit of the
camp without getting out of range of mortar support. Understand?'

2900 and 2910 sduted, about-faced, and marched out 2910 could fed the pulse in his neck; he
flexed and unflexed his hands unobtrusively as he walked. 2900 asked, "Think well catch any of them?'



It was an unbending for him—the easy camaraderie of anticipated action.

"I'd say s0. | dont think the CO's had long enough with the bird to make certain of anything except
that their main force has pulled out of range. | hope s0."

And that's the truth, he thought. Because a good hat fire fight would probably do it—round the whole
thing out so | can get out of here.

Every two weeks a helicopter brought supplies and, when they were needed, replacements. Each trip
it aso carried a correspondent whose supposed duty was to interview the commanders of the camps the
copter visted. The reporter's name was Keith Thomas, and for the past two months he had been the only
human being with whom 2910 could take off his mask.

Thomeas carried scribbled pages from the notebook under 2910's air mattress when he left, and each
time he came managed to find some corner in which they could speak in private for a few seconds. 2910
read hismail then and gave it back. It embarrassed him to redlize that the older reporter viewed him with
something not far removed from hero worship.

| can get out of here, he repeated to himsdf. Write it up and tdl Keith we're ready to use the letter.
2900 ordered crisply, "Fdl inyour squad. I'll get Pinocchio and meet you at the south gate.”

"Right" He was suddenly seized with a desire to tdl someone, even 2900, about the letter. Keith
Thomeas had it, and it was redly only an undated note, but it was sgned by a famous generd a Corps
Headquarters. Without explanation it directed that number 2910 be detached from his present
assgnment and placed under the temporary orders of Mr. K. Thomas, Accredited Correspondent. And
Keth would use it any time he asked him to. In fact, he had wanted to on hislagt trip.

He could not remember giving the order, but the squad was fdling in, lining up in the rain for his
ingpection dmogt as smartly as they had on the drill fidd back at the créche. He gave "At Easg' and
looked them over while he outlined the objectives of the patrol. As dways, thar weapons were
immaculate despite the dampness, ther massve bodies ramrod-graight, their uniforms as dean as
conditions permitted.

The L.A. Rams with guns, he thought proudly. Barking "On Phones" he flipped the switch on his
hemet that would permit 2900 to knit him and the squad together with Pinocchio in a unified tactica unit
Another order and the HORARS deployed around Pinocchio with the smoothness of repeated drill, the
wire dosng the south gate was drawn back, and the patrol moved out.

With his turret retracted, Pinocchio the robot tank stood just three feet high, and he was no wider
thaen an automobile; but he was as long as three, so that from a distance he had something of the look of a
raillroad flatcar. In the jungle his narrow front enabled him to dip between the trunks of the unconquerable
gant hardwoods, and the power in his treads could flatten sgplings and bamboo. Yet reslient organics
and sntered metals had turned the rumble of the old, manned tanks to a soft hiss for Pinocchio. Where
the jungle was free of undergrowth he moved as slently as a hospitd cart ,

His immediate precursor had been named "Punch,” apparently in the sort of Smpering depreciation
which found "Shilldagh” acceptable for awar rocket "Punch"—a bugt in the mouth.

But Punch, which like Pinocchio had possessed a computer brain and no need of a crew (or for that
meaiter room for one except for an exposed vedigid seat on his deck), had required wires to
communicate with the infantry around him. Radio had been tried, but the problems posed by datic,
jamming, and outright enemy forgery of ingructions had been too much for Punch.

Then an improved model had done away with those wires and some imeginative officer had
remembered that "Mr. Punch" had been a knockabout marionette—and the wirdess improvement was
suddenly very essy to name. But, like Punch and its fairy-tde namesake, it was vulnerable if it went out
into the world aone.



A brave man (and the Enemy had many) could hide himsdf until Pinocchio was within touching
distance. And a well-ingtructed one could then place a hand grenade or a bottle of gasoline where it
would destroy him. Pinocchio's three-inch-thick armor needed the protection of flesh, and since he cost
asmuch as agmdl city and could (if properly protected) fight a regiment to a stand, he got it.

Two scouts from 2910's squad preceded him through the jungle, forming the point of the diamond.
Hankers moved on ether side of him "beeting the bush” and, when it seemed advisable, firing a pattern of
fletchettes into any suspicious-looking piece of undergrowth. Cheerful, religble 2909, the assstant squad
leader, with one other HORAR formed the rear guard. As patrol leader 2900's postion was behind
Pinocchio, and as squad leader 2910's was in front

The jungle was quiet with an eerie stillness, and it was dark under the big trees. "Though | walk in the
valey of the shadow..."

Made tiny by the phones, 2900 squedled in his ear, "Keep the left flankers farther out!" 2910
acknowledged and trotted over to put his own stamp on the correction, dthough the flankers, 2913,
2914, and 2915, had dready heard it and were moving to obey. There was dmaost no chance of trouble
this soon, but that was no excuse for a dovenly formeation. As he squeezed between two trees something
caught his eye and he hated for a moment to examine it. It was a skull; a skull of bone rather than a
smooth HORAR skull of stedl, and so probably an Enemy's.

A big "E' Enemy's, he thought to himsdf. A man to whom the norma HORAR conditioning of
exaggerated respect bordering on worship did not apply.

Tiny and tinny, "Something holding you up, 29107

"Beright there." He tossed the skull aside. A man whom even a HORAR could disobey; a man even
a HORAR could kill. The skull had looked old, but it could not have been old. The ants would have
picked it clean in afew days, and in a few weeks it would rot But it was probably &t least seventeen or
eighteen years old.

The ornithocopter passed them on flgoping wings, flying its own search pattern. The patrol went on.
Casudly 2910 asked hishedmet mike, "How far are we going? Far as the creek?”

2900's voice sgueaked, "Wdl work our way down the bank a quarter mile, then cut west," then with
noticeeble sarcasm added, "if that's okay with you?"

Unexpectedly Lieutenant Kyle's voice came over the phones. "2910's your second in command,
2900. He has a duty to keep himsdf informed of your plans.

But 2910, redizing that a rel HORAR would not have asked the question, suddenly aso redized
that he knew more about HORARS than the company commander did. It was not surprisng, he ate and
dept with them in, a way Kyle could not, but it was disquigting. He probably knew more than Brenner,
grict biologicd mechanics excepted, as wdll.

The scouts had reported that they could see the duggish jungle stream they cdled the creek when
Lieutenant Kyl€e's voice came over the phones again. As routindy as he had delivered his mild rebuke to
2900 he announced, "Situation Red here. An apparent battalion-level attack hitting the North Point. Let's
suck it back in, patral.”

Pinocchio swiveled 180 degrees by locking hisright tread, and the squad turned in a clockwise circle
around him. Kyle said digtantly, "The recoillesses don't seem to have found the range yet, so I'm going
out to give them a hand. Mr. Brenner will be holding down the radio for the next few minutes”

2900 trangmitted, "We're on our way, Sr."

Then 2910 saw a burgt of autometic weapon's fire cut his scouts down. In an indant the jungle was a
pandemonium of sound.



Pinocchio's radar had traced the bullets back to their source and his main armament dammed a
155mm shdl a it, but crossfire was suddenly dicng in from dl around them. The bullets driking
Pinocchio's turret screamed away like damned souls. 2910 saw grenades arc out of nowhere and
something struck his thigh with terrible force. He made himsdf say, "I'm hit, 2909; take the squed,”
before he looked at it. Mortar shells were dropping in now and if his assistant acknowledged, he did not
hear.

A bit of jagged metd from a grenade or a mortar round had laid the thigh open, but apparently missed
the big artery supplying the lower leg. There was no spurt, only a rapid weling of blood, and shock dill
held the injury numb. Forcing himsdlf, he pulled apart the lips of the wound to make sure it was clear of
foreign matter. It was very deep but the bone was not broken; &t least so it seemed.

Keeping as low as he could, he used his trench knife to cut away the cloth of his trousers leg, then
rigged a tourniquet with his belt. His aid packet contained a pad of gauze, and tape to hold it in place.
When he had finished he lay ill, holding his M-19 and looking for a spot where its fire might do some
good. Pinocchio was firing his turret machine gun in routine burgts, sanitizing likely-looking patches of
jungle; otherwise the fight seemed to have quieted down.

2900's voicein his ear cdled, "Wounded? We got any wounded?’

He managed to say, "Me, 2910." A HORAR would fed some pain, but not nearly as much as a man.
He would have to fake the insangtivity as best he could. Suddenly it occurred to him that he would be
invalided out, would not have to use the letter, and he was glad.

"We thought you bought it, 2910. Glad you're ill around.”

Then Brenner's voice cutting through the transmission jumpy with panic. "Were being overrun herel
Get the Pinocchio back at once"

In pite of his pain 2910 fdt contempt. Only Brenner would say "the Pinocchio.” 2900 sent, "Coming,
gr," and unexpectedly was sanding over him, lifting him up.

He tried to look around for the squad. "We lose many?'

"Four dead and you." Perhaps no other human would have detected the pain in 2900's harsh voice.
"You can't walk with that, can you?" .

"I couldn't keep up."

"You ride Pinocchio then." With surprisng gentleness the platoon leader lifted him into the little seat
the robot tank's director used when road speeds made running impractical. What was left of the squad
formed a skirmish line ahead. As they began to trot forward he could hear 2900 cdling, "Base camp!
Base camp! What's your Stuetion there, Sr?"

"Lieutenant Kyle's dead,” Brenner's voice came back. 3003 just camein and told me Kyl€'s dead!™
"Are you holding?'

" don't know." More faintly 2910 could hear him asking, "Are they holding, 3003?"

"Use the periscope, gr. Or if it ill works, the bird."

Brenner chattered, "I don't know if were holding or not. 3003 was hit and now he's dead. | don't
think he knew anyway. Y ou've got to hurry."

It was contrary to regulaions, but 2910 flipped off his hdmet phone to avoid hearing 2900's patient
reply. With Brenner no longer gibbering in his ears he could hear not too digtantly the sound of explosions
which mugt be coming from the camp. Smal-arms fire made an amogt incessant buzz as a background
for the whizz—bang! of incoming shells and the coughing of the camp's own mortars.

Then the jungle was past and the camp lay in front of them. Geysers of mud seemed to be erupting



from it everywhere. The squad broke into a full run, and even while he rolled, Pinocchio was firing his
155 in support of the camp.

They faked us out, 2910 reflected. His leg throbbed painfully but disantly and he fdt light-headed
and dizzy—as though he were an ornithocopter hovering in the mity rain over his own body. With the
light-headedness came a strange darity of mind.

They faked us out. They got us used to little probes that pulled off a sunrise, and then when we sent
Finocchio out they were going to ambush us and take the camp. It suddenly occurred to him that he
might find himsdlf dill on this exposed seat in the middle of the battle; they were aready gpproaching the
edge of the minefidd, and the HORARS ahead were moving into squad column so as not to overlap the
edges of the cleared lane.

"Where are we going Pinocchio?" he asked, then redized his phone was ill off. He reactivated it and
repeated the question.

Finocchio droned, "Injured HORAR personnd will be ddlivered to the Command Post for Synthetic
Biology Service attention,” but 2910 was no longer ligening. In front of them he could hear what sounded

likefifty bugles 9gnding for another Enemy attack.
The south side of the triangular camp was deserted, as though the remainder of their platoon had been

cdled away to reinforce the First and Second; but with the sweeping illogic of war there Was no Enemy
where they might have entered unresisted.

"Request assistance from Synthetic Biology Service for injured HORAR personnel,” Pinocchio was
sying. Taking did not interfere with hisfiring the 155, but when Brenner did not come out after a minute
or more, 2910 managed to swing himsdf down, catching his weight on his good leg. Pinocchio rolled
awvay a once.

The CP bunker was twisted out of shape, and he could see where severa near-misses had come
dose to knocking it out completely. Brenner's white face appeared in the doorway as he was about to go
in. "Who's that?"

"2910. I've been hit—let me comein and lie down.”

"They won't send us an ar drike. | radioed for one and they say this whole part of the country's
socked in; they say they wouldn't be able to find us"

"Get out of the door. I'm hit and | want to comein and lie down." At the last moment he remembered
to add, "Sr."

Brenner moved rductantly aside. It was dim in the bunker but not dark.
"You want meto look at that leg?'

2910 had found an empty stretcher, and he lad himsdf on it, moving awkwardly to keep from flexing
hiswound. "You don't have to," he said. "Look after some of the others." It wouldn't do for Brenner to
begin poking around. Even rattled as he was he might notice something.

The SBS man went back to his radio instead. His frantic voice sounded remote and fant. It was
ecstasy to lie down.

At some vadt distance, voices were succeeding voices, argument megting argument, far off. He
wondered where he was.

Then he heard the guns and knew. He tried to roll onto his Sde and at the second attempt managed
to do it, dthough the light-headedness was worse than ever. 2893 was lying on the stretcher next to him,
and 2893 was dead.

At the other end of the room, the end that was technicdly the CP, he could hear Brenner taking to



2900. "If there were a chance," Brenner was saying, "you know 1'd do it, Platoon Leader."

"What's happening?' he asked. "What's the matter?* He was too dazed to keep up the HORAR role
well, but neither of them noticed.

"It'sadivison,” Brenner said. "A whole Enemy divison. We can't hold off that kind of force.
He raised himsdf on his elbow. "What do you mean?"

"I talked to them... | raised them on the radio, and it's awhole divison. They got one of their officers
who could speak English to tak to me. They want usto surrender.”

"They say it'sadivigon, gr," 2900 put in evenly.
2910 shook his head, trying to clear it, "Evenif it were, with Pinocchio..."
The Pinocchio's gone™

2900 said soberly, "Wetried to counterattack, 2910, and they knocked Pinocchio out and threw us
back. How are you feding?'

"They've got a least adivison,” Brenner repeated stubbornly.

2910's mind was racing now, but it was as though it were running endless wind sprints on a treadmill.
If Brenner were going to give up, 2900 would never even consder disobeying, no matter how much he
might disagree. There were various ways, though, in which he could convince Brenner he was a human
being—given time. And Brenner could, Brenner would, tel the Enemy, so that he too would be saved.
Eventudly the war would be over and he could go home. No one would blame him. If Brenner were
going-Brenner was asking, "How many effectives left}"

"Less than forty, Sr." There was nothing in 2900's tone to indicate that a surrender meant certain
degth to him, but it was true. The Enemy took only humean prisoners. (Could 2900 be convinced? Could
he make any of the HORARS understand, when they had eaten and joked with him, knew no
physiology, and thought dl men not Enemy, demigods? Would they believe him if he were to try to take
command?} He could see Brenner gnawing at his lower lip. I'm going to surrender,” the SBS man said a
last. A big one, mortar or bombardment rocket, exploded near the CP, but he appeared not to. notice it.
There was a wondering, hesitant note in his voice-as though he were il trying to accustom himsdf to the
idea

"Sr—" 2900 began.

"I forbid you to question my orders.” The SBS man sounded firmer now. "But I'll ask them to make
an exception this time, Platoon Leader. Not to do," his voice fdtered dightly, "what they usudly do to
nonhumans.”

"It's not that," 2900 said dalidly. "It's the folding up. We don't mind dying, sir, but we want to die
fighting."

One of the wounded moaned, and 2910 wondered for a moment if he, like himsdf, had been
ligening.

Brenner's sdf-control snapped. "Youll die any damn way | tdl you!"

"Wait." It was suddenly difficult for 2910 to talk, but he managed to get ther atention. "2900, Mr.
Brenner haan't actudly ordered you to surrender yet, and you're needed on the line. Go now and let me
tak to him." He saw the HORAR leader hestate and added, "He can reach you on your hedmet phone if

he wants to; but go now and fight." With a jerky motion 2900 turned and ducked out the narrow bunker
door. Brenner, taken by surprise, said, "What isit, 2910? What's gotten into you?'

Hetried to rise, but he was too weak. "Come here, Mr. Brennear," he said. When the SBS man did
not move he added, "I know away out.”



"Through the jungle?" Brenner scoffed in his shaken voice, "tha's absurd." But he came. He leaned
over the stretcher, and before he could catch his balance 2910 had pulled him down.

"What are you doing?'
"Can't you tdl? That's the point of my trench knife you fed on your neck.”

Brenner tried to druggle, then subsded when the pressure of the knife became too gresat
"Y ou—can't—do this"

"I can. Because I'm not a HORAR. I'm aman, Brenner, and it's very important for you to understand
that." He fdt rather than saw the look of incredulity on Brenner's face. "I'm a reporter, and two years ago
when the Smulations in this group were ready for activation | was planted among them. | trained with
them and now I've fought with them, and if you've been reading the right magazine you must have seen
some of the stories I've filed. And since you're a dvilian too, with no more right to command than | have,
I'm taking charge." He could sense Brenner's swallow.

"Those stories were frauds—it's a trick to gain public acceptance of the HORARS. Even back in
Washington everybody in SBS knows about them.”

The chuckle hurt, but 2910 chuckled. "Then why've | got this knife at your neck, Mr. Brenner?'

The SBS man was sheking. "Dont you see how it was, 2910? No human could live as a HORAR
does, running miles without tiring and only degping a couple of hours a night, so we did the next best
thing. Believe me, | was briefed on it dl when | was assigned to this camp; | know dl about you, 2910."

"What do you mean?"

"Damit, let me go. You're aHORAR, and you cant treat a human like this" He winced as the knife
pressed crudly againg his throat, then blurted, "They couldn't make a reporter a HORAR, s0 they took
a HORAR. They took you, 2910, and made you a reporter. They implanted dl the memories of an
actud manin your mind & the same time they ran the regular ingdtinct tapes. They gave you a soul, if you
like, but you are a HORAR."

"They mugt have thought that up as a cover for me, Brenner. That's what they told you so you
wouldn't report it or try to deactivate me when | acted unlike the others. I'm amen.”

"You couldn't be"

"People are tougher than you think, Brenner; you've never tried.”

“I'm tdling you—"

"Take the bandage off my leg."

What?'

He pressed again with the point of the knife. The bandage. Take it off."

When it was off he directed, "Now spread the lips of the wound." With shaking fingers Brenner did
0. "You see the bone? Go deeper if you have to. What isit?'

Brenner twisted his neck to look at him directly, his eyes ralling. It's stainless sted.”

2910 looked then and saw the bright metd a the bottom .of the deft of bleeding flesh; the knife did
into Brenner's throat without resstance, dmogt as though it moved itsdf. He wiped the blade on
Brenner's dead arm before he sheathed it.

Ten minutes later when 2900 returned to the CP he said nothing; but 2910 saw his eyes and knew
that 2900 knew. From his stretcher he said, "Y ou're in full command now."

2900 glanced again a Brenner's body. A second later he said dowly, "He was a sort of Enemy,



wasn't he? Because he wanted to surrender, and Lieutenant Kyle would never have done that."
IIYa heW&"

"But | couldn't think of it that way while he was dive" 2900 looked a him thoughtfully. "You know,
you have something,

2910. A spark. Something the rest of uslack.” For amoment he fingered his chin with one huge hand.
"That'swhy | made you a squad leader, that and to get you out of some work, because sometimes you
couldn't seem to keep up. But you've that spark, somehow.”

2910 sad, "l know. How isit out there?!
"We're 4ill holding. How do you fed?'

"Dizzy. Theres a sort of black suff dl around the sdes when | see. Listen, will you tdl me something,
if you can, before you go?'

"Of course.”

"If a human's leg is broken very badly, what | bdieve they cdl a compound spird fracture, is it
possible for the human doctors to take out a section of the bone and replace it with ametd substitute?”

"l don't know," 2900 answered. "What does it matter?"

Vagudy 2910 said, "I think | knew of afootbal player once they did that to. At least, | seem now to
remember it... | had forgotten for a moment.”

Outside the bugles were blowing again.
Near him the dying HORAR moaned.

An American news magazine sometimes carries, just ingde its front cover among the advertisements,
acolumn devoted to news of its own people. Two weeks after a correspondent named Thomeas filed the
lagt atidle of a series which had attracted nationd and even internationd attention, the following item

appeared there:

The death of a gaffer in war is no unique occurrence in the history of this publication, but there is a
particular poignancy about that of the young man whose stories, paradoxicaly, to conced his number
have been sgned only with his name (see PRESS). The airborne rdief force, which arived too lae to
save the camp a which he had resgned his humanity to work and fight, reports that he apparently died
assding the assgned SBS specididt in caring for the creatures whose lot he had, as nearly as a humen
can, made his own. Both he and the specidist were bayonetted when the camp was overrun.



