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Lara

"Doyou believein love?' he asked her.

"Yes" Larareplied. "And | hateit."

Hedid not know what to say. It dl stuck in histhroat, everything he had planned that afternoon
walking home from the store.

"Weuseit, you see," shetold him. "My women and . We must.”

He nodded. "Women do use love, of course. But so do men, and men usudly useit worse. Don't
you think that only provesit'sreal ?If it wasn't, nobody could useit." The brandy had goneto his head;
by the time he had finished speaking, he was no longer quite sure what they had been talking about.

"It'sred, dl right," Laratold him. "But | am not awoman."

"A girl --" Hewasgroping.

So was she, ahand in his pgjamas.

"A lady." Hisglasswasat hislips. Hetook it from her hand and drank.

". .. and then the men die. Always. She holds his sperm, savesit, and bears his children, one
after another for the rest of her life. Perhaps three children. Perhaps three dozen.”

"I loveyou," hesaid thickly. "I'd diefor you, Lara.

"But thisis better -- your way is so much better. Now I'll go back. Listen. There are doors--"

She did not go back at once. They embraced again, on the floor in front of the gaslog. For the
second time that evening he poured himself into her.

And afterward he held her to him, tightly, oh, so tightly, feding asthough the two of them werein
aboat upon the seg, alittle boat that rocked and spun with every billow; that only his body againgt hers,
her body againg his could save them both from freezing in the freezing spume.

"Y ou must be careful,” she said when he was dmost adeep. "Because weve been so close”



Hewoke up with a throbbing headache. Sunlight was pouring through the window; fromitsangle
he knew that he had missed work that day. He got up and made himsalf drink three glasses of water.

Larawas gone, but that was to be expected; it was nearly eleven. She had probably gone out to
look for ajob, or to get some clothes, maybe even to get some lunch.

He cdlled the store. "Flu -- came on last night. Sorry, so sorry | didn't call in sooner.” | sound like
aJap, hethought. Too long sdlling Sonys.

Ellain Personnd said, "I'll mark you down. Don't fed bad -- it's your first sick day thisyear.”

Aspirin, he thought. Y ou're supposed to take aspirin. He swallowed three.

There was anote on the coffee table, anote in Lara's angular writing.

Darling,

| tried to say good-bye last night, but you wouldn't listen. I'm not a coward, really I'm not.

If it weren't for the doors | wouldn't tell you a thing -- that would be the best way. You may see one,
perhaps more than one, at least for a little while. It will be closed all around. (They must be closed on all
sides.) It may be a real door, or just something like a guy-wire supporting a phone pole, or an arch in a
garden. Whatever it is, it will look significant.

Please read carefully. Please remember everything I'm saying. You must not go through.

If you go through before you realize it, don't turn around. If you do it will be gone. Walk backward at
once.

Lara

PS: You always put these on, don't you? At the end. At the end, | loved you. | really did. (Do.)

Heread it threetimes and put it down, fegling that it was wrong, that something important had
been |eft out, that his eyes had followed four smokestacks down to three chimneys. Was that underlined
word redly significant, and if so, just what did it signify? It might be signature.

He stuck his head under the shower and let the icy water beat his hair and the back of his neck
full force. When he had stood there (bent, ahand braced againgt thetile) for so long that the dow drain
had alowed the tub to fill, he washed his face seven times, shaved, and felt better.

If he went out, there was a chance that somebody from the store would see him; but it wasa
chance he would have to take. Knotting his brown tie, he studied the door of the apartment. It did not
look significant, though perhapsit was.

Capini'swas only ablock and ahdf. He had aglass of red winewith hislinguine, and ether the
wine or thelinguine made him fed dmaost normd.

But Mama Capini was gone or back in the kitchen, and it was Mama Capini hewould haveto
talk to. There were three or four sons -- he had never learned their names -- but they were not likely to
tell him anything. Mama Capini might, and he decided to come back for dinner. Meanwhile, the police,
the morgue. . .

"I'm looking for awoman," he told the gray-haired, buck-toothed woman at the Downtown
Menta Hedlth Center who saw him at last. And then, because that sounded so dirty, he added, "A
particular woman."

"And you think we might know where sheis?’

He nodded.

"What was her name?"'

"LaraMorgan." He spdled it. "I don't know if that was her real name or not. | never saw any
identification.”

"Then weéll hold off running it through the computer for amoment. Can you describe her?!

"About five foot nine. Red hair to her shoulder blades. Dark red. Auburn, isthat what you cal

The buck-toothed woman nodded.
"Very pretty -- beautiful, infact. Viridian eyes. A lot of little freckles. A buttermilk complexion,



you know what | mean? | doubt if I'm much good at estimating women's weight, but maybe a hundred
and twenty pounds.”

"Viridian, Mr. .. 7"

"Green -- viridian'sabluish green. You'll haveto excuseit. | sdll tape decks and so on now, but |
used to bein smal appliances. Viridian has more blue than avocado.”

"l see. And how was thiswoman dressed the last time you saw her?!

He bit back the impulseto say shewasn't. "A green dress. Silk | guess, or maybe it was nylon.
High-hedled boots, | think lizard, though they might have been snake. A gold necklace and a couple of
gold bracelets -- shewore alot of gold jewelry. A black fur coat with ahood. Maybe it wasfake, but it
looked and felt real to me."

The buck-toothed woman said, "We haven't seen her, Mr. Green. If someone who looked and
dressed like that had come here, 1'd know about her. If she's seeing someone, which | doubt, it'sa
private psychiatrist. What makes you think she may be disturbed?’

"Theway sheacted. Thingsshe sad.”

"And how did she act, Mr. Green?"

He considered. "Like, shedidn't know about ice-makers. She went to the refrigerator onetime
to get ice -- she was going to make lemonade -- and she came back and said there wasn't any. So |
went and showed her how it worked, and she said, 'How nice, dl thesellittle blocks." "

The buck-toothed woman frowned, putting her hands together fingertip to fingertip like aman.
"Surely there must have been something more than that.”

"Wadl, shewas afraid that somebody was going to take her back. That'swhat shetold me."

The buck-toothed woman's expression said now we're getting someplace. She leaned toward
him as she spoke. "Take her back where, Mr. Green?”

He started to ask how she knew his name (he had refused to give it to the temporary
receptionist) but he thought better of it. "She didn't say, Doctor. Through the doors, | guess.”

"The doors?"

" She talked about doors. Thiswasjust before shel&ft -- the doors, or one door anyway, that
was how she got here. If they cameto take her back, they'd pull her through a door, so she was going to
go on her own first." When the buck-toothed woman offered no comment, he added, "At least, that was
the way it seemed to me.”

"These doors would appear to indicate an ingtitution of some kind, then," the buck-toothed
woman said.

"That's how they sounded to me."

"Hasit struck you that the ingtitution might be aprison, Mr. Green?'

He shook his head. " She didn't seem that way. She seemed, well, smart. But alittle
disconnected.”

"Intelligent people who've been ingtitutionalized often do. | take it she was about your own age?"

He nodded.

"Andyouae...?

"Thirty."

"Then let us say this beautiful woman who calls herself LaraMorgan isthirty aso. If she had
committed aserious offense in her teens -- amurder, perhaps, or if shed had some complicity ina
murder -- she would have been sent to agirls correctional center until she was of age, and then
transferred to awomen's prison to complete her sentence. Thus she might easily have spent the last ten or
twelve yearsin one or the other, Mr. Green."

He began, "I don't think --"

"You see, Mr. Green, escapees from our mental hospitals are not punished. They areill, and one
does not punish illness. But prisoners -- criminals -- who escape are punished. I'm glad that you've come
back to us, Mr. Green. | was getting rather worried about you."

He was shaking when he |eft the Center; he had not really known he cared about Lara so much.



The Downtown Mental Health Center stood on one corner of afive-way intersection. Thefive
streetswere al congested, and when he looked down each they seemed to spin around him like the
spokes of awhed, each thronged, each noisy, each straight and running to infinity, thronged, noisy, and
congested. None was like the rest; nor were any -- when he looked again -- exactly the way they had
been when he had come in. Hadn't that theater been abowling dley? And weren't fire trucks supposed
to be red, buses yellow, or maybe orange?

Were the doors here? "1t may be something like aguy-wire supporting atelephone pole.” That
waswhat Lara had written. Looking up, he saw that he stood under amaze of wires. There were wires
to hold traffic Sgnals, thin black wires going from building to building, wiresfor the clanging trolleys.
There were buildings on the sides, streets and sidewal ks below, the wires above. A dozen -- no, two
dozen at least -- two dozen doors, and al of them looked significant. Had there been ahospital for dolls
there before? Had there ever been such a shop in the world? Fedling rather like abroken doll himself, he
Started toward it.

2.
Hell or Paradise, Who Say?

The room was lined with shelves eight or nine inches apart, and upon al these shelves stood little
beds, dolls beds. In each bed lay adoll.

"Yes, gr. Have you come for adoll?*

He ducked the question. "What an interesting place you've got here. | don't think I've ever seen a
shop quitelikethis" Larawould likeit, he thought; aloud he added, "Are dl these broken?"

"Why, no," the shopkeeper said. He was about his own age, a stooped man who did not seem to
know that the long hair that spilled to histhin shoulders was retreating.

"Thenwhy --"

"All of them were broken when they came," the shopkeeper explained. He pulled down the
blanket and sheet of the nearest doll. "They're fine now."

" e

"You've got adoll to be fixed? We need adepost. It'll be refunded when you come back for
your doll.”

"Y ou're holding depositson all these?"

The shopkeeper spread his lean hands. "We've got to make money someway. We've got to keep
the place going. We used to charge for the repairs, but hardly anyone came back when their doll was
fixed. So now we take a pretty big deposit and charge nothing for the treetment. If the owner does come
back for hisdoll -- or like it isusudly, the owner's mother -- we gain shelf space, and he gets his deposit
back infull. If he doesn't. . ." The shopkeeper shrugged.

"Don't you ever sl the dolls?"

The shopkeeper nodded. "When the owner's dead.”

"Then you must keep some of them for along time."

The shopkeeper nodded again. "There's afew we've had ever since we opened. But see,
sometimes when aboy gets older, he remembers about his doll. Sometimes hefindsthereceiptin his
mother's old papers. But we get the name of each owner when we accept his doll, and we watch the
obituaries." The shopkeeper reached up to the highest shelf behind him and took down asmall bed.
"Here's onethat's for sale now. If there's somebody you know. . ."

It was Lara

Larain miniature, ten inches high. But unmistakably Lara-- her darkly red hair, her freckles, her
eyes and nose and mouth and chin.

He managed to say, "Yes," and reached for hiswallet.



"It isapretty expensivedall, ir,” the shopkeeper said. "Not just walk and talk -- al the
functions™

"No kidding?' He tried to cock an eyebrow.

"Yes, gar. It'sthe kind you wet with asat solution. That'swhat provides the eectrolyte. It be
pretty well dried out now, I'm afraid. It's been here along time."

"l see." He examined the doll more closgly. A name, Tina, was embroidered on thetiny blouse.

"It'sdill the goddess, naturaly, sir," the shopkeeper said. "The goddess at sixteen. The boy who
owned her's been dead now for about eight years. Maicapata. Pretty sad, Sir, isn't it? Only now shelll
bring years of pleasure to another child. Life goeson.”

"Sometimes,”" hesad.

g7

"And where could | find the goddess herself?"

"In Overwood, | suppose, sir. I'm afraid I've got to ask a hundred and fifty for that, gir, if you
redly want it."

"Il haveto write acheck.”

The shopkeeper hesitated, then said, "Okay."

The dall fit nicely into the breast pocket of histopcoat, its dender form well suited to the pocket's
narrow shape.

Standing on the sidewalk once more, he looked around to get his bearings. Buildings rose from
thefive corners -- a hedlth-food store, ared-estate agency, abookshop, alaw office, aliquor store, a
boutique advertisng "Genuine Silk Artificid Flowers," and an antique shop. The streetsthat stabbed the
aching distance seemed utterly unfamiliar. A brick-red trolley rattled by, and he recalled that trolleys had
not run even when hewasachild.

Asif hismind had room for no more than asingle puzzle, the answer to the first occurred to him:
he had turned wrong on leaving the doll hospita; thiswas a different intersection. He reversed his steps,
waving to the shopkeeper as he went past and noting with some amusement that there was dready anew
doll inthetiny bed that had been Tinas.

"Didn't even change the sheets," he muttered.

"They never do," the red-faced man walking beside him said.

The red-faced man gestured toward a shop, and he saw that the sheet music in itswindow was
ydlowed and dusty. "Find Y our True Love' was printed a the top in theflorid | ettering favored at the
turn of the century. A dead fly lay upon its back at the bottom.

"Looksquaint,” hesaid. It waswhat they said at the store when they wanted to insult ariva
operation.

"Get you anything you want," the red-faced man said, and laughed.

The socid ice had been broken, and he was eager to ask someone. " Could you direct meto
Overwood?'

The red-faced man hated and turned to face him. "Why, no," he said. "No, | can't.”

"All right.”

"However," the red-faced man raised afinger. "l can tell you how to get close, if you want to.
Onceyou're close, maybe you can get more specific directions.”

"Great!" he said. (But where was Overwood, and why had the shopkeeper cdled Lara"the
goddess'?)

"...tothe gation. Mareas right there at the foot of the mountains, and from there somebody
may be ableto direct you."

"Hne"

The red-faced man pointed. "Also, if you'll look right across the street, you'll seealittle
cartography store. Y ou can probably get amap from them.”

Though the storewas smadll, it had ahigh ceiling. The owner had taken advantage of it to display
severd very large maps. One was a city map, and as he had expected, there were severd five-way
intersections; he crossed the store to study it, hoping to trace his route from the apartment to Capini's,



and from there to the Downtown Menta Health Center.

But he could not locate his own neighborhood, or even find the address of the department store
in which he worked. Though the store had only display windows, hefdlt certain it was near theriver.
Severa rivers snaked across the map, and at one point two appeared to cross. None seemed quite as
large astheriver herecalled, or as Straight.

A clerk said, "Can | help you?' and he turned to face her. She was ashort, cheerful-looking girl
with chestnut hair.

"A map to Overwood," he said.

She smiled. "Not many people want to go there.”

There was something questionable in her look, he decided. It was thelook of aclerk who
remains perfectly pleasant while sgnding franticaly for the department manager. "l didn't say | wanted to
gothere," hetold her. "But I'd like amap showing the location.”

"They're pretty expensive, you know, and we don't guarantee them.”

"That'sdl right," he said.

She nodded. "Aslong as you understand. Step thisway, please.”

A manic gaiety seized him. "Madame, if | could step that way | wouldn't need the lotion.” It was
the ancient wheeze at which he himsalf had dutifully snickered a hundred times.

Sheignored it, or more probably did not hear it. "Here we are, Sr. Sumberland, Disneyland,
Cleveland, and Heaven, Hell, and Limbo -- dl three on this one map." She shot him aquizzica glance.
"Quiteasaving."

"No," hesaid. "Overwood."

"Overwood.” She had to stand on tiptoe to pull it out of the highest pigeonholein therack. "Last
one, too. They're on backorder, | think. That will be twenty-nine ninety-eight, plustax.”

"l want to make sureit'swhat I'm looking for first." He unfolded part of the map, which wasthick
and folded with grest complexity.

"Theresthe Overwood area.” She pointed. "Crystal Gorge, the Meta Forest, and so forth.”

He nodded, bending over the map.

"That'stwenty-nine ninety-eight, plustax.”

There were no paths, no roads, no buildings that showed on the map. He got out hiswallet, a
twenty, aten, and afive.

The clerk glanced at them and shook her head. "That isn't real money. Not here, anyway. Where
areyou from?'

He said, "What do you mean?1 just bought adoll down the street.” Then he recdled that he had
written acheck for the dall.

The clerk walked hurriedly to her cash register and pressed a button. "Mrs. Peters, | think you'd
better get in here.”

He began to refold the map. In amoment he would have lost it forever.

"Wait aminute!” the clerk shrieked at him. "Hey!"

He was out the door and sprinting down the street. He had not thought she would chase him, but
she did, knees pumping, one black high-hegled shoein each hand, flying along with her skirt at her
thighs. " Stop him!"

A woman tried to trip him with her umbrella; he stlaggered but ran on. A big, rough-looking man
shouted, "Go it, Neddy!" Horns blew as amounted policeman spurred his skittish horse through traffic.

An dley gapped ahead; on TV, fleeing criminds dwaysran down adleys, hewaswel down this
one before it occurred to him that they were probably pretty familiar aready with the dleysthey choseto
run down.

This one became narrower and stranger with each stride he took, turning and turning again, as
though it would never reach another street.

The clatter of hooves behind him sounded like acavary chargein amovie. He heard their rhythm
break asthe horse jumped the same overturned garbage can he himself had legped only amoment
before, then the animd's avful scream, and asickening thud asits steel shoes dipped on theicy bricks.



He ran on, the map flapping in one hand, the doll thumping his heaving chest with each gasp for
breath. A witch'sblack cat hissed him from the summit of aramshackle board fence, and a Chinese
lounging upon an old divan and smoking what appeared to be an opium pipe smiled benignly.

He turned a corner and confronted a dead end.

"Y ou want leave?' the Chinese asked.

Helooked over hisshoulder. "Yes. | -- got -- get -- out -- ahere.”

The Chinese rose, smoothing a drooping mustache. "Okay! Y ou come.”

A danting door opened into acdlar. When the Chinese had shut it behind them, it was pitch dark
savefor thetiny crimson glow from the bowl of the pipe.

"Where arewe?' he asked.

"Now noplace," the Chinesetold him. "In dark, who say?'

The sweet smoke of the pipe battled the mildewed air. He could imagineit curling around him
like awnhite snake, a pae Chinese dragon. Hetried to refold the map, conscious that he was doing it
wrong; after amoment he shoved the clumsy packet into a side pocket.

"Paradise maybe. Hell maybe. Who say?"

Hesad, "l could, if | had amatch.”

The Chinese chuckled like therattling of nineivory balsin the mouths of nineivory lions, and he
felt ahard square box pushed into his hand. "There match. Strike. You say."

He had shaken his head before he redlized the Chinese could not see him. "I might start afire.”

"Then Hell. Strike match.”

"No," he said.

"| gtrike," the Chinesetold him. There was adry rasp and aflare of light. They were standing
near a pile of mattresses. Barrels, bins, bags, boxes, and tall stacks of books crammed the cellar. There
werefloor joists an inch or less above his head. "Paradise? Hell?' the Chinese asked. "Now you say."

"Paradise”

"Ah! Youwise! Come updtair, drink tea. Police man look outside, no find."

He followed the Chinese up aflight of steep steps, through a hatch in the floor above, and into a
cluttered shop. Scarlet paper lanterns daubed with black Chinese characters dangled from the ceiling,
and long scralls hung on nailsin the walls showed tigers as Snuous as serpents.

"Y ou want sal? Sheng buy. Y ou want buy, Sheng sll,” the Chinese told him. "Not tea. Teafor
nothing, makefriend.”

Again ameatch flared, and gas blossomed violet above aniron ring in atiny room behind abead
curtan.

"Youvemade afriend dready," he sad.

"What you want, come Sheng. Good! Y ou want, Sheng got. No got, Sheng get. Sit down?"

He sat in aflimsy bamboo chair that appeared to have been intended for achild. Though it had
been cold outside, he found that he was perspiring.

"Tea, grocery, firework, medicine. Many, many things, very chesp.”

He nodded, wondering how old the Chinese was. He had never met a Chinese before who had
not spoken idiomatic American. If anyone had asked (though no one ever had) he would have answered
reedily that there were hundreds of millionswho did not, who in fact knew no language but their own;
now helearned that knowing and understanding are vastly different things.

The Chinese knocked out his pipe, refilled it, and lit it again on the violet gastongues. After a
token puff or two, he set a dented copper teakettle on the gasring. " Sheng say Paradise, Hell? Y ou say
Paradise. Why you -- what wrong?'

Thedoll had moved.



The Parade

Gingerly, hetook the doll from his pocket. Itslegs, hefelt certain, had been straight before. Now
onewas dightly bent at the knee. Its face had been calm and serious -- perhaps he would have said
blank if he had not loved that face so much. Now the lipswere dightly curved.

"Ah, you admirer of goddesd™

Half unconscioudy, he nodded.

"That good! | see?*

The Chinese held out his hand, and somewhat unwillingly he passed the doll over.

"Oh, very beautiful! Legslong, feet smdl!" The Chinesetittered. ™Y ou do not like Sheng have.
Sheng understand.”

Only when it was back in his pocket was he willing to admit that he had feared he would never
get it back at all.

"Soon Sheng show. First tea." A white smoke-dragon from the pipe mingled with and fought a
savage steam-dragon from the teakettle. Seething water rained into ategpot, followed by amummified
snow of fragrant leaves.

"Soon," Sheng said. "Very soon. Like pot? Very good, very chegp. Nankeen yellow, hundred
year make. Have more.”

He nodded. "How did you come to this country, Mr. Sheng?'

The Chinese amiled. "Build raillroad. Y oung man, think far away, dl better.” A thin hand pulled
reflectively a the long mustache. "Go home, rich.” The Chinese sighed.

"Do you gill want to go home?* He found himsdlf suddenly fascinated by thislean, brown,
middle-aged man's higtory. It was asif he were seeing his own future in some strange Eastern glass. "You
agreed that your basement was paradise.”

"Paradise of young man. So he dream. Work railroad. Tear shirt." The Chinese paused
reflectively. "No needle. Ask men, have needle? Piece thread? No have. . ."
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"Go to town. Saturday. Buy thread. Ask needle, store man no sell. Sell paper, twenty needle.
Sheng buy. Say, you want needle? Cost dime. So Sheng here.” The hand fluttered tapered fingers at the
little shop, then swooped to pick up the tegpot. Perfumed liquid splashed into the cups. " Sheng paradise.”

" s

"Now dream new paradise, many children, many sons, pray for poor Sheng. Y oung Sheng
dream so, this Sheng not. Law Heaven -- one paradise each man.”

He nodded, sipping the scalding teaand wondering just how his search for Lara could have gone
so far astray asquickly asit had.

Without rising, the Chinese stretched along arm to one of the shelves and took down alacquer
box. "Now Sheng show. Y ou want much touch, okay touch. Sheng like better you no touch.”

He nodded, setting down his cup. Thelid of the box did in groovesin the sides. Vagudy, he
recaled seeing abox of marbles that had opened like that in Antiques. Inside the box wasadoll,
elaborately dressed, no longer than his hand.

"ThisHeng-O," the Chinese explained. "Also same yours."

He bent nearer to look. It was indeed the same face, as though an Oriental had sculpted Lara,
unconscioudy adding the racia features such an artist would fed normal and attractive. Her robe wasred
slk, acostume that might have been worn by aminute empress, aswim with embroidered birds and
strange beasts.

"She'svery beautiful," hetold the Chinese. "Very, very beautiful.”

"It s0." Silently thelid did shut again. "Moon full, she stand here. Joss burn. Only can do that.
Sheng funera rice steam on Sheng grave, she see me, smile, say, "Y ou burn joss for me." Happy forever.”

He nodded again and drained the last of histea, grateful for its warmth and cheer. For amoment
their eyes met, and he knew that the Chinese was his brother, despite the differences of half aworld --



and that the Chinese had known it eveninthe dley.

"I've imposed upon your hospitality for too long dready, Mr. Sheng," he said. "I should be
going." Herose.

"No, no!" The Chinese lifted both hands, palms out. *No go before Sheng show stock!"

"If you redly want --"

Theimpassiveface it inabroad grin. ™Y ou see many things. Tdl friends. They come, buy
Sheng, sure Mike!"

Hetried to recal hisfriends. Therewasno one. "I'm afraid you're the only redl friend I've got,
Mr. Sheng.”

"Then live too much by sdf. You look!" It wasadeck of cards. "Magic charm, bring friend!
Learn poker, bridge, rummy. Go 'round, 'l want play, no one play.' Soon many friend!"

He shook his head. "It'sagood idea, but I'm too shy."

The Chinese sighed. "No charm for shy. No liquor license. Like get mail?'

"Yes, very much.”

"Good! Mail good shy man. Magic charm!™ The Chinese held up ashriveled, flattened root.

"Will thet redly bring mail?"

"Yesl Mail root,” the Chinese said. (Or perhaps, "Maeroot.")

It seemed crisp and thin between hisfingers. In the dim light, he could have sworn he held an
envelope. "I'd liketo buy it," he said. He owed Sheng something anyway for rescuing him from the
police.

"No buy. Free! Next time, buy." A dender thread of red sk held the dried root. "Put 'round
neck. Wear below shirt. Plenty mail."

Hedid ashewastold. A rhythmic booming, muted yet deep, sounded outside. He wanted to ask
what it was, but the Chinese spoke first.

"Look see!" A tight roll of paper unwound to reved the sketched figure of aman, haf life-size.
"For burn on grave. Then got good servant next place.” The Chinese grinned again. "Y ou die real soon?’

"l hope not."

"Then no need. Later, maybe. How 'bout horse?" It was astocky, tough-looking animal sketched
in bold strokes.

"I've never ridden one," he confessed.

"Next place learn. Plenty time."

His eyes caught athick shesf of fifty-dollar bills banded with brown paper. "Y ou shouldn't leave
these lying around, Mr. Sheng.”

The Chinese laughed. "Toy money! On grave burn, next place plenty rich! Y ou like?'

He carried them to adusty little window. They werered bills, nearly new. When he did back the
paper band, Grant's face was sharp and bright.

"Youlike?'

The band read PUROLATOR SECURITY . Beside the words was a Chinese character in black
ink, and the figure 10 cents.

"Yes" hesad. "l likethis very much. But you haveto let me pay for it." He produced adime,
feding very much like athief. The Chinese accepted the coin without looking at it, and he put the sheaf of
billsinto the topcoat pocket opposite the map.

The street outside was not the one from which he had fled down the dley; but though it was
smdler and narrower, lined with parked cars and sooty brick buildings, there was a parade. Drum
maj orettes strutted and twirled, bare legs shaded blue by the winter wind. Soldiersin brilliant green
jackets shouldered and unshouldered short rifles; politicians grinned and waved, presenting one another
with candy and cigars. Trumpets brayed. Towering floats crept forward like so many colorful
juggernauts, clearly ungtable, swaying like jonquilswhile lovely girlsin flowers, festhers, and sequined
gowns danced aone or with each other.

A bass drum thudded in rhythm with his heart.



A little crowd of men and boys, with afew women, followed thefind float, possbly adivison of
the parade in their own minds. It struck him that if the police were till looking for him -- though it ssemed
unlikely they were -- this straggling group offered the best means of evading them. He joined it, pressing
toward the middle and front until he was walking so closeto the float that no one on either sdewak
could have had aclear ook at him.

A skater in apink tutu twirled amost at the edge. When she saw him, she stopped and smiled,
pointing toward three iron steps that descended the back of the float.

Hethought she wasinviting himto join her and called, "I don't have skates!"

She nodded, still smiling, and indicated a door wreathed with roses.

For amoment he hesitated. If he climbed up the steps, he would be exposed until he had passed
through the doorway. Once insde the float, however, he would be completely screened from view.

The skater smiled again and beckoned. She was blond and blue-eyed, apple-cheeked in the
cutting wind.

As he mounted the steps, the crowd he had left behind him whistled, clapped, and cheered. The
watchers on the sdewalks cheered aswell, and one of the dancersignited the fuse of afirework. It
erupted in aglory of golden sparksjust as the skater opened the rose-wreathed door for him.

"Inasecond,” shesaid. "I haveto take my skates off."

He found himsdlf in the back of a camper. There were two wide bunks, one above the other,
swivding seats, asmall sink, and a bureau with awashbasin set into itstop. The driver, amiddle-aged
woman, did not turn her head to look at him; but he saw her eyesin the rearview mirror -- eyesthat
watched him, so it seemed to him, far longer than was safe.

The celling was uncomfortably closeto hishead. He sat down and tried to look around him, but
the sides of the float darkened al the windows. He could still hear the cheering of the crowd outside and
the booming of thefireworks.

The door opened. The skater came in softly on stockinged feet. Her fingers brushed hisface,
lingering upon a cheekbone. "I'm not one of those people who put agun to your head,” she said. "If you
should change your mind. . ."

Hesad, "l likeit here”

"Good. Sodo I." Sheworeablue sk pullover trimmed with white fur at the cuffsand collar; it
did over her head with one smooth motion, revealing anarrow braof peach lace. "Would you like meto
undressyou? | know that some of them -- whatever you want. Whatever you've been thinking of all
theseyears.”

Asherose from his seat, helistened to his own voice as he might have heard someone else
spesk. "I've been thinking about Lara."

She paused, hands at the buttons of histopcoat. "Lara?'

"I love her," he said; and then, "But you're not her, and | redlly didn't know it was going to belike
this." He took a step backward.

Her mouth fell open. For amoment her face was atormented mask of dishbelief and
disappointment. Hate burned them away as fire scours aforest; her blue eyes blazed and flashed.

"I'd better go," he said.

A drawer under the Sink rattled; shelunged a him with akitchen knife. He sumbled to one side,
and it suck in theflimsy inner wall. Without thinking, he hit her wrist with one hand and pushed her away
with the other.

The door opened easily, and by merciful miracle it opened outward. Hefled, oblivious of the
circle of icethat had been her rink.

Hislegsflew from under him, then the end of thefloat itsdlf. For an absurd ingtant he felt hewas
fdling off theworld, flying out into space. The black pavement struck him like afig.



4
United

Asfrom agreat height, he looked down upon an endless plain of snow. It was nearly featureless,
yet lit by adanting sun so that such features as it possessed cast long shadows to eastward, their
shadows more distinct and more visible than they. Night came quickly from the north, devouring the
shadows, transforming the plain into afeatureess darkness it only by the memory of light.

"Heé'scloang hiseyes, Dr. Rille”" (A woman'svoice) "As| see" (An androgynous voice,
followed by footsteps that were merely padded and neither loud nor soft.) Day came again, and quickly.

"Areyou avake?'

Hesad, "l think s0."

A middle-aged woman in awhite cap bent over him; the plain of snow receded, shrunk to a
caling.

"That was anasty bump you got there."

"What happened?' There was adull throb at the back of his head.

"You fel downin the street.”

"And | had the wildest dream,” hetold her. "Larawasjust alittle doll, and | showed her to an old
Chinese. Can you give me something for this headache?"

She nodded and pulled a cork from abrown bottle. "Here. Smell this."

It had the odor of spring, when new green growth duelswith melting snow in the rain-washed air.
The throbbing sank, amost vanished.

"What'sthat?' he asked her.

"Just aspenin. Y our nose may not work right for awhile" Sherose. "Everything okay now?"

He nodded, bringing back the ghost of the throb. "When can | get out of here?”

"Maybe tomorrow. Dr. Pillewill see you again, and he may have you released. He may want to
keep you for afew more days. Pressthe cdl button if you need me."

She was gone before he could ask her another question. He sat up, finding that he was sore
everywhere. Theroom wastiny, with just space enough for the narrow hospital bed, adwarfish
white-enameled chair, awhite-enameled night table, and awhite locker. The walls were white, too, and
the floor waswhitetile.

Gingerly, he swung hisfeet over the sde of the bed. Thelocker probably held his clothes, with
thedoll Lara-- Tina. Helaughed.

A dream! It had been adream, and nothing more -- the menta hedlth clinic; the dolls infirmary;
the strange, high shop that sold maps of efland; the odd parade -- al dreams.

But Lara?

Had Lara, too, been only adream? If that were so, he did not wish to wake.

No, Larawasred, ared woman with whom he had talked and walked beside theriver, ate and
drank and dept only yesterday. Or perhaps, on the day before yesterday. Perhaps he had lost an entire
day dready, herein the hospital. Larawould be worried about him, back in that drafty old apartment. He
ought to cdl, ought somehow to comfort her.

Y et it had been summer, surdly, when they sirolled besde theriver. He recalled the smell of
flowers, of green leaves, they must have been there. It was winter now, or wasit?

Unsteadily, he went to the window. The hospitd'slittle patch of lawn was pa e with snow; dark
figures bundled in wool, wrapped in mufflersto the eyes, picked perilous paths down an icy sdewalk.
The street was gray with dush; even the brick-red, clanging trolleys were roofed with snow.

The white locker was locked, and he had no key. He rattled the locker door until ablack manin
awhite uniform looked in a him. "Y ou! Get back in the bed!" The black man pointed afinger.

Hesad, "l want my clothes.”

"Y ou get them when you get out. Till then, they stayin' locked up safe.” The black advanced
menacingly. "Now get in the bed or you don't get no chocolate puddin' for dinner. Want meto haveto



giveyou ashot? | got aneedle'bout as sharp asthe end on anail.” Without touching him, the black man
crowded him back until he sat once more upon the bed.

"Who do | haveto seeto get that opened?’

"Y our doctor.” The black man retreated to study the chart hanging from the foot of the bed. "He
Dr. Rille. He make hisrounds tomorrow. Till then, you stay in the bed 'less the nurse say you can get up.”

"All right."

"Youinfor asex change, huh?

Hejumped to hisfest.

"Whoa-o! What | tell you? It don't say nothin' like that here. Just a concussion, and multiple
bruises and stuff. Now you stay in the bed if you want puddin'.”

When the black man had gone, he considered getting out of bed again. There seemed no point to
it. The locker waslocked, and he had nothing with which to bregk into it. The key was no doubt in some
drawer in the nurses desk. Still, he could call Laraand tell her he was dive and not serioudy hurt.

There was no telephone on the night table. He looked about for the call button that would
summon the nurse and discovered aremote control for thelittle TV high in one corner of the room; he
switched it on, but nothing whatever happened.

The call button dangled from awhite cord at the headboard of his bed. He pushed it and heard
an indistinct chiming, as of bells on some far-off, fog-shrouded coast. Telling himsdf that he had done dl
he could at the moment, he lay back listening to the bells, his hands behind his head.

A gray radiance had enveloped the TV screen, flickering, waxing, and waning -- lingering and at
last growing brighter. Diagonal lines crossed the screen dowly, through astorm of snow. Larasface
fluttered behind them like an overexposed photograph, then vanished.

"AND IN THE CAPITAL, THE PRESIDENT HAS-- AS SHE THREATENED EARLIER --
VETOED THE FAMILY MAINTENANCE --"

He found the Volume Down button.

"-- bill that would have permitted involuntary sterilization of mothers of twenty-five or
mor e children. A spokesman for --"

Hewas sure it had been Lara, perhaps on another channel, achannd with almost the same
broadcasting frequency. Thiswas Channd One. He tried Two and Thirteen, and got nothing. When he
returned to One, mixed teams were playing some complicated game that involved the kidnapping of
opposing players.

Restlesdy he searched the other channds, finding only alecturing teacher and soapy lovers
engaged in the usual debate, enlivened now by contemporary role reversal.

"Don't you see | want to make the way we feel about each other immortal, Beverly? Our
love marching down the endless track of Time, showing the whole darn selfish human race that
there are higher values than self.”

"No, Robin. You want to end our love forever."

Sowly it dawned on him that he was in another city. At home there would have been eight
working channels. He turned the lovers down to inaudibility, found the complex game again.

Thenurse bustled in carrying abig vase of roses. "That was lucky! Y ou rang for me, and | have
theseto deliver. | get to kill two birds with one stone. Arentt they lovely?

He nodded. Red, yellow, white, and pink roses, and roses of a dozen colorful mottlings, cinnabar
shot with bronze, old gold touched with flame, seemed ready to spill -- almost to legp -- from the bowl.

"Therésacard table up in Furniture with apicturelikethat oniit," hesaid. "I've never seena
bouquet likethat in red life. They'redwaysal onekind."

The nurselooked arch. ™Y our little friend doesn't believe in ho-hum arrangements, it seems. She
went al out. Naturally, with her money. . ." She set the vase on the tiny white table, afew inchesfrom his
head. A minute card dangled from one of the handles of the vase on agold thread.

Hesaid, "I waswondering if you could bring me aphone. There's somebody | ought to call.”

"Ahh!" Cupping spread fingers over her formidable breasts, the nurse inhaded deeply. "Don't they
amel lovely! Of coursethereis. I'll get you aphoneright away. Y ou know, we would never have



guessed you knew somebody likethat."

"LikeLara?' Who but Larawould have sent him flowers?

The nurse shook her head. "No, no! The goddess.” Seeing his startled look, she added, "The
goddess of the silver screen -- isn't that what they call her? I'll get your phone.™

As soon as she was gone, he turned on his Side to examine the card. There was aborder of gold
surrounding acompletely illegible monogram. He opened the card and found a photograph of Laraand
the name"Marcelld' printed in florid gold script.

Larawasamovie star -- astar called Marcella. The nurse had looked at her picture and
recognized her.

Y et he rented movies two or three times aweek, and watched still more movies on Home Box
Office; if Larahad been so much as afestured player, he would have recognized her a once. Nor did he
recognize the picture insgde the card, save asapicture of Lara-- even her hair style was the same.

His bruised muscles ached. Herolled onto his back and saw that Lara's face was once more on
the screen; he reached for the remote control, but as soon as he moved his hand Lara shrank and
vanished. Although he pushed the On button again and again, her face did not return. No button on the
remote control made the set respond, and at length he pulled over the dwarfish chair and stood upon its
seet to turn the knobs. Nothing he tried brought light to the screen again. Herecalled aterm from his
daysin Home Entertainment; there was no raster.

By the time the nurse returned with a telephone, he was back in bed. "1 redlly hate to keep
bothering you," he said, "but my television seemsto be broken.”

Shetried the remote control without result. "No trouble. | just call the service. They'll bring you a
new one tomorrow."

Hefdt adigtinct thrill of triumph as she bent over to plug histelephone into the jack. "One more
thing," he said. "Would you please read my diagnosis from that chart down by my feet?"

Like the black attendant, she lifted the chart from its hook. " Concussion, multiple bruises,
dooholigm.”

"Alcoholism?'

"l don't diagnose,” shetold him briskly. "Y our doctor doesthat.”

"I'm not an acohalic!”

"Then you shouldn't have much trouble getting Dr. Fille to change your diagnosis. Do you drink?!

"Occasiondly. Itisn't aproblem.”

"Maybe the doctor seesit as more of a problem than you do. Particularly when he has a patient
who falsdown in the street and gets himsdlf aconcussion.”

"It redlly does say acoholism?’

"| told you. Want to seeit?'

"But it doesn't say anything about a sex change?' That had been alingering fear.

The nurse chuckled. "Somebody told you that. That'swhat we call acoholism sometimes. It cuts
down on the testosterone in men. Y our beard stops growing, and you hardly ever get bald.”

When she had gone, he reached for the telephone, but his hand was shaking so badly he drew it
back. There was no mirror in the room. He got up anyway, feding vaguely that there had to be one
somewhere, and was Sartled to see his own drawn face reflected in the dark window glass.

The short winter day had ended. Outside, cars as high and awkward as Jeeps crawled aong the
dreet with blazing lights. Pedestrians were individually invisible; but it seemed to him that some black
fluid, asthick and dow asheavy ail, flowed and swirled at the edges of the traffic.

And it cameto him that this viscousichor was perhaps the redlity, that the faces and figuresto
which he was accustomed might be as false in essence as the photomicrographs printed in the
newspapers on dow news days, pictures that showed human skin as arocky desert, an ant or afly asa
bewhiskered mongter. Thiswas how God saw men and women; who could blame him then, if he
damned them dl or forgot them dl?

"I know what yathinking."

He turned quickly, more than half embarrassed, at the sound of the voice. An extremely erect



little man with ahead like a polished ivory ball was |ooking through the doorway. He noticed with some
relief that the little man wore hospital pgamaslike hisown.

"I wasthinking about mail," he lied. "Today somebody gave me acharm that's supposed to bring
you mail, and it ssemsto methat maybe |'ve been getting it."

Thelittle man stepped inside. "L et's seeit.”

"I meant these roses. And something | just saw on TV, but | can't show you that.”

"Yacharm. Let'sseeit.”

He shrugged. "I can't show you that either. It'sin thislocker, | suppose.”

"If Joewas 'ere, 'ed bust open thistin box for yalike dynamite.”" Thelittle man rattled the door.

"Is Joe the attendant?'

The little man grinned and shook his shiny head. " Joe's my fighter. I'm afight manager. Joe, he's
strong as a couple of bulls. 'E'd tear thistin box apart for yaif | told imta"

"I doubt if the hospital would like that. Anyway, that'swhere | think my charmis. | don't redlly
know; they've never given me an inventory or anything.”

"Joe's 'eavywei ght champeen of theworld. | used ta'ave a couple other fighters, Mel and Larry.
Only when Joe won us the champeenship, | dropped 'em. | made sure another manager took 'em on, a
good manager. They understand. They know I'll give'em abreak whenever | can. 'Eresmy card.” The
little man's hand went toward the place where the breast pocket of his suit coat would have been, had he
been wearing asuit instead of his hospital pgjamas, and came away empty. Thelittle man grinned again,
thistime sheepishly.

He sat on the bed and waved toward the chair. "Why don't you sit down? | had an accident, and
| guessI'm Hill abit shaky; besides, we might aswell sit if weregoingtotalk.”

"Thanks," thelittle man said. "'l liketasit around and gab -- makes mefed like I'm about tacut a
dedl for Joe, yaknow what | mean? So listen up! We gotta have a'undred thousand up front, or we
don't play.”

Hesad, "Youll getit, don't worry."

The little man nodded. "That'stheway, pa. 'Ey, | got yaname from the chart on yabed. I'm
Eddie Wd sh, President, Wash Promotions.” Walsh's hand was small, cool, and hard.

"Peased to meet you. Where are we anyway, Eddie? What isthis place?

"United,” Wash told him. "I thought yawas thinking of getting out.” Then, seeing hislook of
incomprehension, Walsh added, "The United Genera Psychiatric Hospital, they cdl it. This'erésthe

good wing."

5
North

Helay on his back with his hands clagped behind his head once again; thistime hewastrying to
deep. Theward, or wing, or whatever the hell it was, dept dready. Occasiondly he heard the soft
footsteps of the rubber-shod nurses; even more rarely, the shuffle of a patient's thin dippers. Hewas
thinking about the world.

Not the world in which he now found himself, but the redl world, the normal world.

There, Chinese-Americans spoke ordinary English and became nuclear physicists, the girlson
floats did not invite men into their floats. In the real world, he thought, acoholics did not get private
rooms. Probably.

Most significant of al, in the red world streetcars had been done away with long, long ago, their
very tracks entombed in layer upon layer of asphalt. True, it hadn't made sense to do away with them.
They had been cheap, energy efficient, and nonpalluting. Y et they had been done away with, and a
hundred harmful gadgets had been alowed to stay -- that was the way you knew it was the normal



world.
A trolley car was going past the hospital now. He heard the faint clang of itsbell, and he knew
that should he go to the window he would see its single heedlight, shining golden through the falling snow.

The room had no door, and some feeble illumination entered from the softly night-lit hallway
outside. Its sudden darkening made him sit up in bed.

A man was standing there. For amoment he thought the man was Walsh. But Walsh had been
smoothly bald; this silhouetted man, athough not much taler, had aluxuriant head of touded hair.

"You're awake," the man whispered.

"Yes" hesad.

"| wanted to tell you -- we have akind of bush telegraph. Each onetells one. Know what |

"l think 0."

"That way, whatever one knows, we al know. It'stheway we stay dive here. That Gloria
Brooks, she did it to Bailey tonight. Billy North went to Al's room to bum a smoke, and he caught her at
it. Each onetdlsone”

He nodded. "Okay, I'll tell somebody. Who should | tell?"

"l saw you taking to Eddie.”

"Okay, I'll tell him. Whereishe?'

"Down the hall to thefirst turn, then two or three doors down."

"Okay," he said again. By the time he sat up the man was gone.

As hetold himsdf, he had not been deepy anyway, and he had been getting more and more
depressed. A dozen times he had reached for the telephone; a dozen times he had pulled back his hand,
telling himsdlf that he would wake up Lara, that she would be angry with him; he knew that the truth was
that he was afraid she would not be there, that there would be no one there, no onein the apartment at
al. That there had never been anybody in the apartment but himsalf.

Hischart said alcoholism. He remembered drinking alot afew times, and he had drunk too
much last night with Lara. His mother had said his grandfather had drunk alot. Before he had died, he
had seen alittle boy with golden hair -- agolden-haired boy no one else had ever seen. Was Laralike
that? Hetried to recall the golden-haired little boy's name. Chester? Mortimer? She had said that his
grandfather had mentioned it often in the months before he died, but it was gone now, gone utterly;
nobody else had ever seen thelittle boy after his grandfather died.

Had anybody else ever seen Lara? Would anyone else ever see her if he died tonight? He did not
intend to die tonight, yet he fdt that this night would never end, that the brick-red trolleyswould run on
through the dark and the snow forever and ever.

Faint lights burned yellow-green in the hall. Chartreuse, he said to himsdlf, and wondered if he
were indeed an acoholic, if naming colorsfor drinkswas not some sign of hisacoholism, avice he
concedled even from himsalf. They had -- once -- had him in some kind of program at the store, hadn't
they? Had it been an a coholism treatment program?

"Down the hall to thefirst turn, then two or three doors down."

But was it two? Or three? He decided to try two first, and discovered that it wasin fact no doors
down, that all the rooms were as doorless as his own. Brass numbers on the wall beside each doorway
told him that the second was 86E. A brasstrack below the number should have held adip of paper with
the occupant's name. It was empty, though he could hear the soft Sighing of the occupant's breath within.

Briefly he considered the possibility that the occupant of the room wasahomicidal maniac. This
was some kind of mental hospital, after al. Wash had said it was the good wing; that sounded
encouraging.

He had not redlized how dim the room would seem after the lights of the hall. The window
looked out on a new scene, much darker than the busy street outside his own. He decided it was
probably apark -- apark full of large trees whose tops were as high as the windows on thisfloor,
whatever floor this might be. The bresthing of the occupant was asregular asthe dow tick of a



grandfather's clock.

"Wdsh?' hewhispered. "Eddie?!

The occupant stirred in hisdeep. " Yes, Mama?"

It was not a propitious beginning.

"Eddie, isthat you?"

Asthough at theflick of aswitch, the occupant was awake and Sitting up. "Who are you?”'

He gave hisname and, idioticdly, tried to touch the other man's head.

At once hiswrist was caught in agrip of sted. "What are you doing here?’

"I don't know," he said desperately.

"You know!"

"| fell. I got onto afloat with this Skater, and when | was coming out | dipped on her ice”

The grip relaxed ever so dightly. "Y ou didn't make it with her." It was a statement, not a
question.

"No."

"That'swhy, then. It'satrick that they use to put more pressure on the rest, see? If you start and
then you think my God, I'm going to die, and you back out, they say you're crazy. Same thing happened
tome"

Hesad, "My chart saysacoholism.”

"Yourelucky."

"Would you please let go of my hand?!

"No. And if you don't keep the other oneto yoursdf, I'll takeit too."

He groped for away to prolong the conversation; it seemed dangerousto let it lapse. 'l don't
think alcoholism's lucky."

"Could have been acute manic schizophrenia How'd you like that? Know what the stuff they do
to you for acute manic schiz doesto you? Do you?"

"No," hesaid. "No, | don't."

"Drivesyou crazy. Want to read what it says on my chart?’

"Sure, but I'll haveto turn on thelight.”

"I'll tll you. Acute manic schizophrenia. Ask me the President's name.”

"Okay," he said. It seemed to him that the room was colder than his own had been; he shivered
in histhin hospital pgamas. There was an odor like dmond blossoms.

"Go on, ask! 'Who isthe President of the United States? "

Obediently he said, "Who's Presdent of the United States?"

"Richard Milhous Nixon!"

"Now how about |etting go of my wrist?"

"Y ou admit, you concede, that Richard Milhous Nixon isour President?”

He hesitated, fearful of sometrap. "Well, they till cal him President Nixon on the news."

Therewas along silence, adtilinessthat throbbed with the blood in hisears.

"Heisn't President any more?" the occupant of the room whispered. "But he was?"

"Hewas, sure. Heresigned.”

"For the good of the nation, right? That would be just like him -- giveit up if he had to for the
good of the nation. Hewas apatriot. A red patriot.”

Hesad diplomaticdly, "I suppose he dill is. HEs Hill dive, | think.”

There was another long silence while the occupant digested thisfact. He heard someone walk
past, shuffling down the hall, passing the doorless doorway; he wondered if he should yell for help, but he
did not even turn his head to look.

At last the occupant said, "Why didn't you giveit to that Skater?

"l don't know."

"Tdl mel" Thegrip on hiswrig tightened again.

"It just didn't seemright. I've got a--" he groped for aword. "Somebody | care alot about.”

"Girlfriend or boyfriend?'



"My girlfriend; I'm not gay. Lara. I'mlooking for her." Unableto help himsdlf, he added, "She
was gone this morning when | woke up.”

The occupant grunted. "And you know about the President. Tell me something -- how about
yesterday morning? Was she there when you woke up then?”

"Sure," he said. "We had breakfast together, then | went to work and Larawent to look for a
job."

"Y ou were shacking up."

That was an old term, and it struck him that the occupant was older than he had thought, ten
years older than hewas at least. He said carefully, "Weve been living together for the past few days.
With no job, Lara couldn't pay her rent." The memory of his message, which had been driven from his
mind by the occupant's grip on hiswrist and al the talk about Nixon, returned. He said, "I was supposed
to tell somebody that GloriaBrooksdid it to Al Bailey tonight. Billy North went into Al's room to borrow
acigarette, and he caught her at it."

The pam of the occupant's hand dapped hisright cheek with aforehand, twisting his head so far
that the returning backhand struck him acrossthelips.

"My name'sWilliam T. North," the occupant told him softly. "Y ou refer to me as Mr. William T.
North or Mr. North. Get it?'

Hejabbed for North's face with hisfree hand, and though he could not get much weight behind
the punch, hefdlt North's nose give under hisknucklesin a satisfactory way.

"Say, that wasdl right." North's voice was so cam they might have been discussing the westher.
"I'd break your neck for you, but they'd put me in the violent ward. I've been there, and it'sno fun.
Besdes, I've got alittle thing cooking. Y ou want out of here?!

"Not without my clothes.”

"Right. Absolutely right. In hospital ragsthey'd spot usin half aminute, just in time to keep us
from freezing to death. But if you could take your clothes?"

"Hdl, yes"

"Canyou drive?'

"Sure," he said. It had been along time -- he was not sure just how long -- since he had driven.

"Now I'm going to let go of your wrist. If you don't want to get out, al you've got to do is duck
through that door. But if you want to come -- well, you've got some guts and you're from C-One. That
countswith me."

Therewasadeay, dmost asif the hand that grasped hiswrist were arguing with its owner. Then
it loosened, released its grip entirely, and drew away.

"Thanks," hesaid.

"Step One: you must learn how to open these lockers. Y ou can practice on mine, using my
equipment; but you're going to have to get your own and open your locker yoursdlf, understand? I'm not
goingtodoit for you."

"Yousad | camefrom C-One" he said. "What did you mean by that?'

"C-One'sthe place were trying to get back to -- President Nixon, and all that. Now listen.
Herésmy pick."

A smdll, stiff piece of meta was put into hishand. It had asmall bend at one end, amuch larger
one at the other.

"These lockers have very smplelocks. Have you seen one of the keys?'

"No." He shook his head.

"They'reflat pieces of sted with one jagged Sde. The notchesdong that Sdearejust to go
around the wards of the lock, get it? When you use apick, you bypass al the wards. The thing that does
the businessisthetip of the pick. All you haveto do is get thetip of the pick where thetip of the key
would be and work it around. Try it."

It was remarkably easy. He seemed to become the bent wire, encountering the unyielding wards,
and then, at the very back of the lock, something like award that gave to his pressure.

"That's copper wirefrom awal plug,” North told him. "Find one that's got nothing plugged into it.



Therésawadl plate held by alittle screw; you can unscrew it with any piece of thin, flat metd. Pull the
plate off. The plug's held by two long screws. Take them out and pull the plug out. Don't touch anything
metal while you're doing it, and work with your right hand only. Keep your left stuck in the shirt of your
PJs, so you won't forget and use it -- that way a shock can't go across your heart.”

He nodded, fairly sure he knew what would happen if one did.

"Therell be two wires on the plug -- ared one and a black one. The red one should be live; don't
touch it. The black one should bereturn. It'll be insulated, and you touch it only by the insulation. That's
what's black; the inside's copper. Pull it out asfar back asyou can and bend it back and forth until it
breaks. Then bend the part next to the plug back and forth the same way. When you've got your wire,
put the plug back like it was and screw on the wall plate again. Then wipethe floor -- therell be plaster
dust on thefloor. Meet mein the rec room after lunch and I'll tell you the rest.”

"All right,” hesad.

When he returned to his own room, he was exhausted and very deepy. His cheek ill hurt where
North had dapped him. He rubbed it and discovered that hislower lip had split. A thin trickle of blood
had run to his chin without hisbeing aware of it. He groped for the light switch so that he could examine
hisface in the mirror, but there was no light switch.

He considered opening the wall plug, but he had no piece of meta to turn the screw, and he
would not be able to distinguish the red wire from the black onein any case.

Determined at last, he picked up the telephone. Slowly, counting holesin the old-fashioned
spinning did, he entered the number of his apartment.

For along time the earpiece buzzed and clicked. There was atwitter of bird-like voices, the
voices of Japanese children, or of music boxes tuned to speak. At last aman's deep voice asked, "Kay?
Ist disyou, Kay?'

"I'm cdling for Lara," he said. He gave the address. "I think | must have the wrong number.”

The man announced, "Disigt Chief of Department Klamm, Herr Kay," and he dammed down the
receiver.

6
The Club Fighter

He woke up wondering where he was. For abrief moment, the bed was amost his bed, the
room nearly his gpartment. Groping for the control of his éectric blanket, he found atelephone.

It did not come rushing back to him. Rather it arrived in bits and pieces, likethe guests a a
masked ball, like dancersall dressed as dreams. It worried him that he could recall the dreams so very
clearly, and the waking world not at al; he sat up in bed and saw the dim hallway outside.

Vaguely, hewondered what time it was. Down the hallway, very far down it, he could seea
brightly lit nurses station. He discovered dippers beneath the bed.

"Can't degp?" the nurse on duty asked. She seemed neither friendly nor unfriendly.

" just wanted to know what time it was."

"What most of them do," the nurse said dowly, “isturn on their TVs. Then they can tell what time
itisfrom the shows. Or sooner or later they'll giveit.”

"Mine doesn't work."

The nurse considered this for awhile, then looked -- dowly -- down at the desktop. He saw the
brass back of asmall clock there. "Eleven thirty-five," she said.

"I would have thought it was later than that.”

"It'seleven thirty-five," she repeated. "It gets dark early, thistime of year, and we put you to bed
ealy.”

As hereturned to hisroom, it occurred to him that North was probably adeep again. North had



put the pick on the table beside his bed.

Asquickly and as quietly as he could, he turned the corner instead. A big, blond manin adark
overcoat was lumbering down the hall toward him. He went into North's room, pretending that it was his
own.

North was no more than an inditinct pile of bedclothes, a scarcely audible breathing. On tiptoe,
he crept to the table and ran hisfingers over its surface. The pick was gone.

Therewasasmal, shalow drawer. Carefully, he pulled it out. Hisfingers discovered a clutter of
miscellaneous objects -- alittle book that felt like an address book, a pen, paper clips, ahex nuit.

Thereés nowhere dse, he thought. And yet there was -- the windowsill. As he turned to examine
it, his hip bumped the open drawer ever so dightly. There was afaint, metalic tinkle, and North groaned
softly, asthough in the grip of apainful dream.

He kndt, sweeping thetileswith hisfingertips. The pick lay in the angle between the nightstand
and North's bed.

As he stepped into the halway, he noticed the light was on in the room next to North's; curious,
he stopped to look inside. The big, blond man he had seen in the hallway was on one of the tiny hospital
chairs, holding acloth cap. Wash was sitting up in bed, looking dert and cheerful. "Comein, comein!”
Walsh cdled. "l want yatameet Joe."

Hegtantly, he stepped insde.

"Joe fought tonight. Yasee'imon TV ? It was beautiful, just beautiful! Third round KO."

"My set's broken.”

"Right. Sure. Yatold me, right. Well, et metell ya, | watched 'im. | seen every second of it. |
was cheering for 'im like crazy." Walsh laughed. "No wonder they got mein 'ere”

"I'm sorry | missed it.”

"Joedidn't miss'im, let metdl ya" Walsh's smal fists made boxing motions: one-two, one-two.
"Joe, show 'im yaface. See?'Ardly marked im."

There was a shadowy blue bruise on the big man'sjaw. " One time he got me pretty good,” Joe
said. The voice was as big and as dow asthe man, yet not deep, amost threatening to riseto an
adolescent squeak. "He was agood fighter, area good boxer. | had the reach on him."

"Joe, 'ewasnt fit to get in thering with ya" Wash frowned. "That's the trouble with managing the
champeen. Yacan't 'ardly match 'imin ‘isown class"

Joesaid, "I've got to go now, Eddie. The little woman's waiting.”

"Cometomorrow -- yalistening tame? Y all ‘ave plenty time ‘cause | don't want yatado no
roadwork, understand? Too cold. Maybe ya could work out on the light bag alittle, skip alittle rope.
But mostly yaoughtarest up from the fight. Get back tatraining the next day."

"Okay, Eddie."

"Jennifer don't never go ta see'im fight. She'saways scared '€l get ‘urt. She watchesthe TV and
'as'isdinner ready when 'e gets'ome.”

"l see," hesaid. "Eddie, | was supposed to tell you Billy North caught Gloria Brooks doing it to
Al Balley." Doing what, he wondered; Walsh might tell him. "North went to Al'sroom to borrow a
Cigarette

Wash nodded. "Y eah, | bet ‘e did, the mooching bastard. Yaknow," hisface began to crumple,
asachild's does when the child istold of some tragedy too big to understand. "I dwaysliked Al." Two
fat tears coursed down Walsh's cheeks. "That bitch!”

Joe stood. "I'll see you tomorrow, Eddie. That'sareal promise.”

"Fine, Joe. Yamy boy."

Heturned away, ready to follow Joe out the doorway. Walsh called him back. "Stay 'erea
minute, won't ya? | need tatak taya."

"All right,” hesaid. "If you want meto."

Joe gave him what might have been asignificant look. The big, scuffed shoes made no more
noise than acat's paws.

"Wish we could shut the door," Wal sh whispered when Joe was gone. " Stick ya 'ead out and



take alook."

Hedid. "All dear."

"Fine." Wdsh snuffled. "I wannatell yaabout Joe. | know yagonnasay yacan't do nothin' about
im. | just wannaget it off my chest.”

"Sure" hesaid. To hissurprise, he found that heliked the little man. "Sure, Eddie. Go ahead.”

"Joe's married tathis Jennifer. Ya'eard ustalking about 'er.”

He nodded.

"She'stwenty, blond, ared looker. And sweet, yaknow ‘ow they are? Butter won't melt inner
mouth. Shetdls Joethey'll walt till she'sthirty-five. Gives Joefifteen years. 'E goesfor it. Yaknow ‘ow
kids'isage are, they don't think thirty-five ever comes. Say, yaan't married yasdf, areya?'

"No," hesaid. "Not yet. Maybe never."

"That'sthe way, pd." Walsh paused. "See, | don't know if Jennifer'sletting Joe done. That's
what 'e says, but can yabdieve 'im?Yaseen Joe. 'E don't never notice nothing till ya'it imwith a
two-by-four. Joe ain't dumb -- that's what people think, but they're wrong -- but 'e don't notice. 'E's
busy indgde. Yaknow what | mean?"

"Sometimes|'m thet way mysdf.”

"So | pray taGod Jennifer's gonna get ‘it with atruck. But if something like that ‘gppens, Joe. . ."

He thought of the way he would fed if something happened to Lara, and he completed the
sentence: "Might kill himsdf."

Walsh nodded. "Not with liquor or jumping out awindow -- Joe ain't that kind. But 'e might 'ole
up where'e could be by 'imsalf with nobody ta bother 'im. Out west someplace, | guess. 'E wouldn't
never fight again.”

Herecdled that the red-faced man had said that Overwood was at the foot of the mountains,
and asked, "Would Joe go to the mountains, you think? Somewhere around Manea?’

"Yeah." Wash nodded gloomily. "That'sjust what ‘e might do."

Thelight went out.

Wash's gritty voice came through the darkness. " Joe's at the reception desk. They switch it off
from there"

As his eyes adjusted, he made out the dim outline of the doorway. "I'm surprised they let you
havevigtorsthislae

"One of the guysthat works 'ere's Joe's 'andler,” Walsh said. " 'E knows | gotta see Joe after the
fight"

He hesitated, but there seemed to be nothing more to say. Thelittle copper pick felt hard and
heavy in hishand. "Well, good night, Eddie."

"Gnight."

In the hal he saw (with a shock of dé§javu) Joe walking noisdesdy toward him. He Sarted to
speak, but Joe raised awarning finger, and he did not. When they were some distance down the hal, Joe
guiding him gently but firmly by the arm, Joe said, "Would you like some coffee? Or pop? They've got
pop.”

He asked, "Will they give ussomethislate?

"It'smachines. W.F. will let usin."

Joe opened adoor that appeared locked, a heavy meta door marked C, with alarge lock
clearly intended to keep people out. They went down flights of narrow concrete sairs, landing after
landing, and through a second door into awide, empty room where orderly rows of battered wooden
chairs and tables stretched into the darkness. One corner of the room waslit, and the black man sat in
that corner, till wearing his crigp white uniform, acup of steaming coffee before him.

Joe waved to him, then fished in his pocket for a scuffed leather coin purse. "I'm going to have a
cream soda," he said. "What would you like?"

"Coffee, | guess. Cream and sugar.”

"All right." Joe selected two nickel s from the purse and snapped it shut. "Y ou can Sit down with
W.F. if youwant to. I'll bring them."



He nodded and did as he had been told, wishing he had seen the nickels better. They had not
looked quite like the nickel s to which he was accustomed.

W.F. said, "What | tell you 'bout gettin' out the bed, man? Woo-oh! Y ou ass mud now." He had
aninfectiousamile.

"Youll haveto turn mein, | guess”

"Y ou guesses? What you mean, guess? You know | do! Goin' to be KP for you all year. You
get dishpan hands clean up the elbows. The women see you, they think you a hundred years old. Leave
you aone for sure.”

He nodded and said, "At least | ought to be able to rip off some chocolate pudding.”

W.F. chortled. "You al right! No wonder Joe like you so fast."

He glanced over at the big man, now moving dowly from one machine to another, ared bottlein
hishand. "Is Joeredly aprizefighter?'

"Don't you know?1 hishandler. You seemeon TV?'

He shook his heed.

"Hey, man, you miss agood one -- we the main attraction. Hey, Joe, tell him you themain
event.”

Joe, coming toward them with the bottle in one hand and a steaming cup in the other, shook his
head. "Last prelim.” He looked gpologetic. "Five roundsto adecision.”

"Only you didn't need no la-de-dafive rounds. Y ou KO'd himin the third."

Joe did the coffee cup over, and dowly, heavily, seated himself in one of the battered wooden
chairs. "That'swhat | wanted to talk to you about. Eddie thinks I'm the heavyweight champion of the
world."

"l know."

"I'm not. Probably | never will be."

He nodded. "I never thought you were, Joe."

W.F. put in, "But you goin' to be the main event next time, if that sweet Jenny know her stuff."

Joe nodded dowly. "Maybe."

"Maybe! Y ou meansfor sure.”

"Jennifer's been managing me since this happened to Eddie. Eddies still my red manager. Hell
take over again when he'sfeding better.”

"Eddie used to handle Joe hisslf," W.F. explained. "Then he come here, and there wasn't
nobody ‘cause Jenny don't want to do that. So | says | would. Won't take no pay -- | seesal thefights
for free, and everybody see me on TV 'cause one channd broadcasts. Sometimes we on the sports on
the news, when they don't have nothin' else to show. Everybody say, Whoo! Look at o' W.F. swing that
towd. Besides Joe usudly win, and | like that.”

Hesaid, "It's nice of you to stand by Eddie. Nice of you both."

For thefirgt time, Joe had raised the bottle to hislips. It was large and flaunted its name -- Poxxie
-- inraised lettering on the glass. Joe poured most of its poisonous-looking scarlet contents down his
throat, which he seemed able to open and hold open, likeavavein apipe. "l couldn't leave Eddie when
he thinks I'm the champion. | don't want you to tell Eddie I'm not the champion. It upsets him.”

"l won't."

Joe belched solemnly. "And if you canhdp him. . ."

Moved by he did not know what spirit, he said, "1 think the best way to help him might be for
you to become champion. Then held be well."

W.F. crowed, "What | say?Y ou one smart dude. Right on!"

Joe shook hishead. "I don't think | can do that."

"I doubt that any champion thought he could do it before he did it."

Thevery dightest of smilestouched Joe'slips, asmile that could not have been seen at dl wereit
not for the impassivity of the wide cheeks and heavy chin. Asif to removethelast droplets of Poxxie, a
large dark overcoat deeve rose and scrubbed at that infinitesma curve; yet the smile remained.

Without in the least intending to, he yawned.



W.F. said, "Guess| better get you into the bed. Y ou did the job, and you about fagged out, |
think."

"I'll bedl right," he said. He sipped his coffee, finding that it tasted even worsethan it smelled. A
moment later, W.F. was tucking a blanket around his shoulders. "Y ou gets chocolate puddin' every
medl," W.F. said. "Even for breskfasts."

7
Lara, Tina, and Marcella

Theringing of the telephone beside his bed woke him. Groggily, he answered it. "Hello?"

A woman'svoice: "Here, Emma, give me that!"

"Lara?' heasked. "Isthat you, Lara?"

"Darling, it'sme!" (Surely that was Laras voice, Laracomposed and gracious.) "l hope-- |
redly do hope -- | haven't roused you from asound deep, darling. But | just got back here -- you know
how it is-- and dear, precious Emmahad sat up. And there was absolutely nothing for her to do but
this, so0 | said cdl the damned place and seeif they won't et metalk with him, therésadarling, and she
did and they would. But not till the poor old dear had talked hersdlf positively blue, didn't you, Emma?
Whileit got later and later and later and later. What timeisit there, darling?'

Hesad, "I don't know."

"It's after one here, and dl I've done is come home and call you. Except that | had abath and a
drink firs." Laragiggled. "Sounds asthough | drank the bath, doesn't it? No, Emma mixed me atoddy
and made it strong enough to knock down amare. | can say that now, darling, because she's gone. Did
you get my flowers? Arethey pretty?

"Yes," hesad. "They'relovely. Thank you."

"They should be, darling -- they cogt like gold. But I'm immensdly glad you like them.”

He decided to come out with it. "Y ou're Marcellatoo.”

"Y ou mean besides dl those perfectly awful bitches| play? Y es, therésarea Marcellatoo -- a
red Marcelladtill, though sometimes | have ever so much trouble getting in touch with her. Besides, it'sso
much fun being abitch, though one doesn't like oneself half so well afterward. But darling, | want you to
know it'shorrible, horribly dangerous, my taking with you, knowing you'rein that awful place, because
I'm so tempted to be bitchy with you. Why couldn't you be good? But I'm coming to seeyou just as
soon as | can. Perhaps then we can find adoor out for you together.”

There was no good-bye, only the terrible findity of the handset set down in the receiver. He hung
up too and put his hands behind his head, as he dways did when he had to think. Maybe Larawould cdll
back, as Marcellaor somebody ese. As Tina? The Tinadoll had been modeled on someone, surely --
on areal woman who caled hersdf Tinaand was actudly Lara. Or rather, who was redlly the woman he
knew -- who he had known -- asLara

He stepped from the van onto ice, and hisfeet flew from under him. He jerked awake.

He had been deeping, then; deeping and dreaming. Perhaps even Laras cal had been adream.
He got up, found the pick he had taken from North's room, and opened hislocker. His clotheswere just
as he remembered them. The charm Sheng had given him hung from ahook in the locker; the Tinadoll
was in the breast pocket of hisjacket. The badly folded map was in one pocket of his topcoat. He took
it out, but the room was too dark for him to read it.

Ashereplaced it, it met with some obstruction. He pulled it out again and thrust his hand into the
pocket. A small box had appeared there -- by magic it seemed, by the rankest sorcery. It rattled softly.
One questing finger discovered atiny drawer and pushed it open. There was a second, louder, rattle as
smdll objectsfell from the drawer to the floor. Matches, of course.



He squatted, found one, and struck it on the side of the box, producing an impressive flare of
sulfurouslight. A fat dragon writhed with astounding flexibility upon apaper |abd, floating upward, asit
seemed, to kiss or perhaps to devour a Chinese character of astonishing complexity.

Afraid that a passing nurse might seethelight, he blew out the match.

They were Sheng's matches; he recalled them now. As he and Sheng had gone through the
basement of Sheng's shop, the Chinese had handed him this box of matches and urged him to strike one.
When he had refused, Sheng had struck amatch from another box. He must have put thisonein his
pocket.

He swept up as many matches as he could find and restored them to the box. Thrusting his head
and shouldersinsde the locker so that it would contain the light, he struck a second match and examined
the doll.

It was Lara, beyond adoubt. Perhapsits hair was a shade less red -- though by the light from the
match it was hard to be sure; girls -- women -- often changed their hair colors anyway. And the
cheekbones might be a bit less pronounced, but it was Lara. The flame reached hisfingers, and he blew
the match out.

After replacing the doll and the box of matches, he closed the locker door, wedging the burnt
matchstick under it to hold it shut. Should he return the pick to North? For amoment he debated it with
himsdlf. It was certain North would notice its absence, but he did not know what North's hiding place
had been; North might notice that it was out of placejust aseasly.

Furthermore, he could not go with North now.

Hetilted the vase and did the pick beneath its base, got back into bed and pulled up the sheet
and thethin blanket. Asif thetilting of the vase had released them, the perfumes of the roses seemed to
fill theair. Hefound that he could tell one from another, though he had no idea which belonged to which
blossom.

One seemed darkly amber, languid, sultry and freighted with spice. Another, light yet evocative
of ripe pears and apples, suggested a pink flower. Between these two, sometimes subtle, sometimes
wanton, danced athird, insnuative of no color, but daring, seductive, and ravishing. By one of those
insghtsthat come when we are near deep, he knew that thiswas Lara hersdlf, thefirst Marcedlla, the
second Tina

Asthough his guessing the secret had ended the game, Lara appeared to take him by the hand.
The matchgtick dropped to the floor and the door of the locker flew open. Beyond it spread agarden
filled with sun and flowers. At its center, inasmdl lawn, stood astone arch draped in wild profusion with
roses. ydlow, pink, and white, and a hundred other colors, tinctures, and mottlings. For some reason the
sght of thisarch filled him with acold terror, like the dread inspired by the Sight of ascalpd inaman
about to be operated upon.

Seeing hisfear, Larareeased his hand and went into the garden aone. Horrified yet fascinated,
he watched her as she crossed the little lawn, passed under the arch, and vanished.

Though Larawas gone, he could not bring himself to enter the garden or to close the locker. A
playful breeze teased the garden, ruffling its gay beds of tulips and swaying its bowing lilacs. Red and
ydlow birds fluttered through the air, Snging as they flew, sometimes perching on the stlems of the roses
that shrouded the sinister arch.

When he had waited for along time, so long that hisarms and legs had grown siff and cold, Tina
emerged from the arch; her festures -- delicate and childlike, yet Laras -- belied her jutting breasts.
Smiling and extending her hand to him, she crossed the lawn. At histouch she became Marcella, blond
and eegant, bright with diamonds and swathed in mink. He was so startled by the transformation that he
jerked hishead out of the locker and dammed the door.

He sat up in bed, but the damming of the door continued relentlessly, as though ten thousand
school boys were selecting books, rejecting them, and choosing new ones, forever. Intense light flashed
garkly from the curtained window.

Shivering in his pgamas, he watched awinter thunderstorm. Snow and hail filled the air,



vanished, and returned triumphant. Thunder rattled the frozen limbs of trees, and lightning played among
the towers of the city; by itsfevered illumination he saw that they were of shapes never seenin hisown,
nor in any other city with which hewasfamiliar: pagodas, pyramids, pylons, and ziggurats.

"You get back in the bed!" W.F. said behind him.

"l wasjust watching the sorm.”

"l know what you was doin'. Get in the bed this minute, and you can tell me dl about it. If you
don't,” W.F. sounded threatening, "you don't get no 'nanas with your Corn Hakesin the mornin'. Pretty
near mornin' now." W.F. strode into the room. "Now get back in therel”

Obediently and even gratefully he climbed back into bed, drawing up the warmth of the blanket.

W.F. tucked himin, then bent over the roses, sniffing a one, then another. ™Y ou lucky you got
these, you know? Joe like flowers so much he got melikin' ‘'em too. When he's home with that Jennifer,
that's about al he do, iswork with those flowers. He got ali'l greenhouse.”

Hewould have returned to the locker and its haunted garden if he could. Instead he found himself
at work, confronted by an angry-looking woman who told him, "I want to buy some furniture. Show me
furniture, young man."

Theaidesof Furniture had become deserted highwayslit by the level radiance of a setting sun
and stretching for hundreds and perhaps thousands of miles, lined with brass beds, bookcase beds, and
big waterbeds, dl of which he showed the woman; there were gatel eg tables too, cute dinettes, and
formal walnut dining room ensembles. When they had seen innumerabl e beige sofas and cozy wingback
chairs, they came at last to a Chippendal e writing desk. He pulled out a drawer to show her its green
baize lining and found that it contained an unopened | etter sedled in red wax imprinted with a heart.

Aware that the woman strongly disapproved of what he was about to do, he nevertheless took
out the letter and broke the wax, which snapped like glass.

The sngp was dso the flicking of aswitch. Theinfinite furniture aides and the finite world were
plunged dikeinto night. A woman stood in the dim doorway; from the gesture she made of thrusting her
purse beneath her arm, he knew that the snap he had heard had been the sound of its clasp.

He sat up, but the woman had aready turned away. For an instant her face waslit by the hall
light, and he saw that she was Marcella, the woman whose picture (but it was Laras) was on the card
that had come with the roses, the woman he had seen in the garden. He sprang from the bed and rushed
down the halway, but she was gone.

When he returned to hisroom, North was sitting in the tiny chair beside the bed. "Hello," North
said. "Thought I'd have to wake you. What's up?'

"l had another vistor.”

"Anything to do with our plan for tomorrow?"

"Today, you mean. It must be along time after midnight. No, it isn't.”

"Y ou got your locker open. | checked. That's good, that was the test. What we're going to do

"I'mnot going,” he said.

Therewasalong silence. At last North said, "Y ou think you've got a better way now."

"That'sright."”

"I need somebody to drive me. Y ou're the only one around.”

He asked, "Can't you drive?'

"Héll, yes. But I'm not going to.”

He hesitated. Marcella (who might or might not be the same as Lara, though he was sure she
was) was going to try to get him out. But would her chances be worse if held gotten himsalf out before?
"All right,” hesaid. "But therésaprice.”

"Nameit."

"Y ou're from the real world -- the world where Richard Nixon was President. Soam |. But |
think you've been inthisone alot longer than | have. How long?*

North shrugged, his shadowy shouldersamost invisblein thefant light. "I'velost track.”

"Morethan ayear?'



"Sure”

"Then | want you to answer three questions for me, openly and honestly. Three questions about
thisworld. Will you do that?'

"Shoot."

He hestated. There were so many questions, and some of them were questions he had to ask
himself. Did he want to go home? Or to find Lara? He asked, "Who is the woman they cdll the
goddess?

"Hold it," North said. "I can't answer questions that don't make sense. Do you mean thereal
goddess?’

"When | first got here, | bought adoll. The clerk said it was the goddess a sixteen. | mean
whatever goddess he meant.”

"All right, that's the real goddess. Only she's not real. She's just like Christ or Buddha, you get
me? She represents the God-damned feminineided or whatever. Therés abig place out west that's
sacred to her -- ten thousand square miles, they say. Nobody can live out there. Nobody's even
supposedtogointoit.”

"No one ever seesher?'

"That's your second question?"

"Yes" hesad.

"Sure, people see her. They see ghosts and flying saucers -- al sorts of crap. She's supposed to
go around looking for her lost lover, some guy she ditched thousands of years back.” North paused; it
was impossible to make out his expresson in the faint light from the doorway. "If you ask me, shes Mary
Magdaene, and she'slooking for Jesus. Anyway, sometimes they see him too -- thelost lover.”

"Thisismy third. What do they cdl him?"

There was a noticeable hesitation before North answered. "I won't count thisone. Thereésa
bunch of names, and I've never paid much attention to them." Another hesitation. "Attis, hesone. He's
got something to do with spring, and the harvest. Or he did.”

" ill have aquestion l&ft?"

"Right."

"Then I'll saveit for later. Areyou going to tell me how were going to get out? Or do you want
meto play it by ear?"

"I'm going to tell you. Just before noon they'll herd dl of usinto the rec room. It's called group
recreation, but it'sreally a get-acquainted party and gripe session. All the staff will be there, so that'sthe
best timefor it. What we have to do then --"

Thelight cameon.

8
Indoor M oopsball

He had barely gotten into bed when W.F. carried in his bregkfast tray. "Y ou was pretty good,"
W.F. sad, "so you get 'nanas with your cered."

Hesad, "Y ou work some awful hours.”

"Not redly. | work days. See, thefirst timel see you yesterday, | was'bout to go off. Then |
went to the arenato handle Joe. Then | come back with him, ‘cause | live out thisway. | had alittle talk
with Joe 'bout strategy an' dl that after you gone. | dwaysdo it with him after afight, but hewon't do it
right after. He want to cool down and think 'bout things hissalf. So then | think why don't | have alook
in an' see how everybody's doin'."

"Y ou can't have had much deep.”

"Don't need much. Never have. I'll degp good tonight, though.”



"W.F.?'

"What?' Already at the doorway, W.F. turned to look back.

"Did you see ablond woman herelast night? A visitor?'

"Somebody come while you deep last night, huh?!

He nodded, then added, "Not redlly while | was adeep. | was awake, and | saw her just as she
was stepping out into the hadlway." He indicated the golden card attached to the roses. "Thiswoman."”

"Ligten." W.F. stepped toward the bed again and lowered hisvoice. "L ots of dudes have some
dreamslikethat. Don't matter -- don't you worry 'bout it."

Breskfast was Corn FHakes with adiced banana, milk, and coffee. He ate listlesdy, trying to
recall what he had eaten for dinner the night before. The only thing he could be sure of was W.F.'s
promised chocolate pudding. Had there been potatoes? He seemed to remember green beansand a
scoop of mashed potatoes with ahaf tablespoon of gravy.

Wasthiswhat patients did? He had not thought of himself as a patient before, but as awounded
animal, alogt adventurer briefly exiled from thefields of life. Perhaps no one thought of himsdf asa
patient until hewaswell, or dmost well. Hed had a concussion, after all -- abad concussion. Perhaps
thiswas how patientsfelt, how peatients lived, waiting from one med to the next, marking their whole lives
with soggy Corn Flakes and cold coffee.

Hetried to finish the coffee before it got any colder and discovered that his hand was shaking too
much to hold the cup. Thiswas amenta hospital. He had aconcussion -- or was that just what they told
you? Hefdt his bandaged head.

There was aknock at the doorway; aman in coveralls stood there, artfully pretending that there
was an actua door before him -- adoor impenetrable to the human eye.

"Yes?' hesad.

"TV repair. You have abroken set?'

He had forgotten about it. "Yes," he said again. "Or at least it was broken yesterday." He picked
up the remote control and pressed the On button. Nothing happened.

The man had stepped inside. "No picture. No sound.”

"That'sright,” hesaid.

"Y ou didn't messwith the knobs, did you?' The man edged in the direction of the set, kegping an
eyeonhim.

"I'm not crazy,” hesaid. "I'm an dcohalic, adrunk. | fell down and hit my head. Read my chart.
No, | didn't touch the knobs at dl; there's nothing but that little chair to stand on, and it's on wheels."

Somewheat to hissurprise, the television repair man did as he had suggested, bending to study the
chart at the foot of hisbed.

"Okay?" he asked.

"Okay." The man straightened up, smiling. "Y ou know how it is-- some of the guysin this place
areredly nuts. | guessit'sworsefor you, being in heredl thetime."

"I haven't met many of them. | only got here yesterday.” It struck him that he did not reglly know
whether what he had said was true or not. "Or anyhow, | only woke up yesterday."

"I had one guy try to jump me once. | had one guy tell me he was God." The man chuckled.
"And he hadn't liked how the world was going, so he changed it. But he didn't like the new way either,
and he wanted it changed back. Hewasred mad.”

Hegamiled dutifully.

"There was awoman too that said she was apilot. Y ou ever hear of awoman that could fly an
arplane?'

"Sure" hesad.

"Maybe she was, then. Only she said she was way up above all the clouds, and she didn't know
quite where she was, and she didn't want to come down through them because sometimes you hit
something doing that. So she saw thislittle bitty holein the clouds, and lights on the ground, and she went
through it, and everything was different.” The man chuckled again. "They used to have the women mixed
in with the men, you know, what do some of these guys know? But one of the papers found out about it."



Expertly the man lifted the televison from its danted bracket.

He had put the telephonein hislap. Without much hope, he dialed his gpartment.

"Knobs don't work," the man said. "Now | gotta seeif you got power. Some of the outlets here
are bad."

Somewhere (where?) atelephone rang and rang again.

"Y ou got power, S0 it'sthe main fuse. Power, no light, no sound, it can't be anything else.” The
man whipped out alarge screwdriver and began to take the back off the set.

"Hdlo?' It wasaharsh maevoice.

"Who isthis?' he asked.

"Y ou caled me. Who do you want?'

"Lara"

Therewas along pause in which he heard faint music and children's voices, asthough aradio
were playing in the next gpartment, as though the gpartment were by aschool (it was not) and dl its
windows were open in this bitter cold, admitting the sounds of the playground with the snow.

"Larasnot here. Who's caling?”

"Tdl mewhoyou are" hesad, "and I'll tdll youwho | am.”

"l see. Okay, I'll tell Larayou caled. Where are you?'

He hestated. He wanted to be found, but did he want to be found by this man? Would thisman
redly tdl Laraanything?

She had brought the flowers. No, she had sent the flowers, but she had come later; she had even
spoken to him on the phone, because it had been Lara, surely Lara, on the phone -- Laraforced to use
another name. "Laraknowswhere | am," he said, and hung up.

"Yup, themain fuse," thetdevison repairman said. "I'll have it working again for you in ajiffy."

For want of anything better to say, he said, "I don't suppose | could trade it for acolor set?"

"Color?Y ou mean colored pictures?’

He nodded.

The man'sface closed like the shutting of adoor. In the tone of an adult explaining smplicitiesto
an infant, the man said, " ou can't do that. Look here, the way these things work isthat you've got a
round screen coated with phosphors. When the e ectron beam hits them, they shine. If it hitsthem hard,
they shinebright. If it isn't so hard, they're not so bright. That way you can have white, black, and various
shades of gray on your screen. But if you wanted colors, you'd have to have a phosphor dot for, well,
every color thereis-- blue, red, yellow, everything. They'd have to be put on real close together too,
without them getting mixed up, and | guessyou'd still need the regular phosphor for white. If it was ever
built, athing like that would cost amillion dollars.

Hesad, "l thought | saw an articlethat said they had them.”

The repairman tossed the burned-out fuse in the direction of the wastebasket in the corner.
"Probably somebody playing guessing games. Or ared little one that some company's made to show
they could doiit. I think they'd haveto put out their own signd, though. The regular signal wouldn't work.”

He nodded and lay till for amoment, watching the man put the back on his set. He knew he
owned acolor televison, a GE as bright as Larasroses. He knew Lara had sent him the roses. He had
sold color tdevisons, and he had seen Lara. Hisneck was still stiff from thefall, and it hurt to twist it to
look at the roses. He decided hewould st up and hold the vasein hislap for atime, smelling the roses
and visudizing how they would look on color television. When he picked up the vase, he saw aroll of
billsbenegth it.

"All sat," the repairman said, displaying the black and white picture. "I'll put it back up for you."

While the man's back was turned, he grabbed theroll of billsand hid it under the sheet. " Try out
your remote.”

Hedid, changing channdls, turning the set off and on, and raising and lowering the volume.
"Worksfine"

"What'd | tdl you? It wasthe main fuse, that's all. Y ou got a voltage spike, and it blew to protect
your tubes."



Recdling Larasfading, shrinking face on the screen, he asked what could have caused such a
spike.

The repairman sighed. "Probably some equipment somebody's hooked up wrong. A hospital's
got alot, X-ray machinesand dl that Stuff. Big elevators -- if you wire them up wrong, they can generate
voltages of their own and stick them in the system.”

"l see" he said. And then, "Thanks." When the man was gone, helet hisfingerstoy with therall
of bills, counting them by touch. Exactly ten. He wondered how big they were, and whether they were dl
the same denomination. What did they look like? Money here was not like his own money; the reaction
of the girl in the map store had proved that, and it had been confirmed by the bundie of money -- money
meant to be burned -- in the Chinese shop. He moved one of the bills until its corner protruded beyond
the hem of the sheet and glanced at it. One hundred.

A voicefromthetelevison said, "Hello?" and he glanced up.

It was amoment before he recognized his own apartment, but it was al there -- hisworn couch,
the vinyl-covered armchair the store had et him have for thirty-two fifty after someone burned aholein
the right arm with a cigarette, the telephone stand he had positioned to throw a shadow on that hole.

A faint, metalic voice asked, "Who is this?"

The man on the telephone in his gpartment was not himsdlf. This man was older than he, big,
tough looking, Sarting to run to fat.

He pressed a button to increase the volume.

"You called me, fella," themanin hisapartment said. "What do you want?"

"Lara."

There was along pause. The big man seemed frozen. Slowly the image faded, replaced by a
huge can of dog food. "It's all meat," said anew voice. "Give your pet just one can and watch him
go for it."

He turned the volume back down and lifted his knees so that the bedcl othes were between his
hands and the doorway; the billswere dl hundreds, nearly new. None of them was completely new and
unwrinkled. He had not seen hundred-dollar bills often, but the old-fashioned scrolling of these seemed
familiar and right. The face on each bill wasthat of awoman, elderly, kindly, and intdligent -- alady who
might, he decided, be ateacher closeto retirement at some pricey finishing school. A footstep sounded in
the halway, and he thrust the bills under the sheet again.

It was the nurse, smiling and humming to herself as she entered his room. " Good morning, good
morning! How are you today? Enjoy your breskfast?"

He nodded.

"Then I'll just put it right over here on your little table for W.F., dl right? How's the head?"

"It doesn't hurt much.”

"Well, if you want some aspenin, just ask. | know you can get up and walk around, because you
were up so much yesterday -- yes, | saw you, naughty boy! So you can cometo Group Rec. Dr. Pille
will be there today, and we want to show him awhole bunch of sunny faces. I know you haven't been, so
| thought you might like meto tell you about it."

Hesaid, "What do we do? Play softbal 17"

"That'sright. Only not in wesather like this, of course. And not with ared bat, because someone
might be hurt. But we have loads of fun. Y ou see, theideaisfor dl of uson the g&ff tojoin al of youin
recregtiona activities. That way, we get to know you better, and you get to know us better. Dr. Fille
doesn't redlly have to take part, but he's such agood sport! So he comes whenever he can. Once he
played run-sheep-run! But today we can't have outdoor activities because of the snow, so welll have
indoor moopshal. Won't that be fun?’

"I've never played it." Suddenly and irrationdly, he was afraid thet the bills were showing above
the edge of the sheet. As unobtrusively as he could, he pushed them deeper.

"Then thisisyour big chanceto learn, isn't it! Up and out of bed, and don't worry about your
pajamas, everybody -- | mean dl the other patients -- will be wearing the same thing.”

He had an apocayptic vison of someone straightening up his bed while he was gone, and dipped



therall of billsinto the waistband of his pgameas.
The nursewhispered, "Thisisthe day. William will giveyou thesignd.”

9
Freedom

"All right,” the new nurse said loudly, "I want you to divide into two teams." She plowed
through them like awhite hospita ship through a sullen sea, pushing patients and staff to left and right. He
found himsdlf in the group on theright, with North standing beside him.

"Now I'm going to gppoint two captains,” the new nurse announced. "Dr. Fille, will you be one?

The man who nodded was adender, smiling Orientd.

"And you, Mr. Wash. Y ou bethe other."

"Surel"” Wash cdled. "Come'ere, yatigers! Listen up.”

"Y ou must each gppoint awizard.”

"Ya" Wash sad, and touched him on the shoulder. "Yamy wizard."

He asked what awizard had to do.

"Put the whammy on the enemy. I'll be out there leading the troops. Y agot magic powers| just
invested yawith, kid." Someone handed Walsh ared bat of soft plastic and aplumed red plastic hamet.
"Thanks," Wdsh said.

"I'mnot magic.”

"Not before, maybe, but ya are now. Lookit their guy, he'sworking aready. Y agottabest his
spells, so get busy." Wash turned away. "I got three staff. Saff's all cavalry, got it? Cohn, ya
cavalry too! Cavalry, go get ya 'orses.”

The" 'orses’ were bright red and blue plagtic tricycles. In the center of the floor, a couple of
patients armed with plastic garbage-can lids and huge, soft plastic mallets were dready nailing away at
each other. Between them was agaily colored plastic beachball, presumably the moopsball.

It was probably good therapy, he decided. How could you stay mad at anurse or a doctor you'd
just banged on the head with a plastic mallet? Nevertheless, he didn't want to play. He yawned.

Asif picked out by a spotlight, he saw the face of the blue wizard, the man Walsh had pointed
out to him. It was athin and even skeletal face, on ahead that appeared to have been shaved. Its owner
good mationlessin the midst of the hubbub, smiling alittle, arms extended, eyes fixed upon him.

My God, he thought, it'sworking! He began to dance as he had seen Indians dance in movies,
gamping hisfet, pumping hisarms, patting his mouth ashe yelled.

"Woo0, woo, woo! Pawnee gitchya! Scalp 'um white man!" After amoment or two, he noticed
that severd members of the blue team had stopped playing to stare at him.

"Pretty soon they'll put the captain of the winning team up on their shoulders and march him all
around. Go to your room asfast as you can and get your street clothes on. Cometo Door C. It1l be
open, and I'll beright insde.” It was North, fading into the melee as he turned to look.

A red-hemeted mob surged about the wide plastic tube the blues had defended, red cavary
fending off blue players with padded broomhandles. Wal sh, conspicuous in the plumed helmet, scored
thegod.

The hallway was deserted, and he wondered whether North was ahead of him or behind him.
Ahead, most likely. North had seen games before and probably had a better idea of what would happen
when.

Theroll of billshad dipped amost out of hiswaistband; it struck him that he had been anidiot to
do that Indian dance when the money could have falen out a every step. But it had not, and the dance
had worked. He put the billsinto hiswallet in front of hisreal money, three singles, afive, and atwenty
from the place North caled C-One, the sane and sober redlity in which Richard Milhous Nixon had
twice been elected President.



There seemed to be no point in bothering with atie -- yet he did, knotting it swiftly but carefully
before hisdim reflection in thewindow. As he pulled it tight, he redized that in the depths of hissoul he
believed the last few days had been only anightmare, that everything that had taken place since he had
met Lara had been adream, that he must soon wake up and go to work; and if he went to work without
histie, he would have to buy onein Men's Wear.

North was waiting, dressed in aneat blue suit. "Hereé'sthe keys. She saysit's a chocolate Mink.
Middle of thelot."

Thekeys shared their chain with arabbit'sfoot. He put the whole affair in his pocket asthey
clattered down the steps. "Won't they hear us?'

"They're fill whooping and hollering about the game. Thething isto get out fast before they
sop.”

Instead of turning off into the room in which he had drunk coffee with Joe and W.F., they
emerged into asnowy parking lot from what was clearly the back of the hospital. The brown car was
bigger than he had expected -- yet hunched-looking, with its short hood, high trunk, and roomy
passenger compartment.

Hetwisted the key intheignition, but in vain.

"| thought you said you knew how to drive."

"It won't gart, that's al. Won't even crank." Prompted by adim and amost raciad memory, he
stared down at the pedas. There were three, and awear-polished steel button to the I eft of the clutch.
He pressed it with hisfoot; the engine sprang to life.

"That's better," North said.

He nodded, wondering about the floor shift. It had been along time since he had driven a stick,
and that had been a short lever on the doghouse of a sports car. Thiswas an ungainly rod topped by a
knob of hard, black rubber. He tried out the gears.

"Get moving, damnit!”

"Do you want to get out of here, or do you want to have an accident?' The car rolled smoothly
back; he clashed the gears alittle shifting into first, but second and third were smooth and firm. "Were
thieves now, | guess,” he said asthey turned out of the hospitd's parking lot. "If we don't get sent back
here, well beputinjail.”

Edged into the corner, North grinned at him. "How do you think | got the keys? Or got that door
unlocked? | got money too."

"How much?'

"None of your God-damned business. Y ou got any?"

Hesad, "Same answer."

"Y ou know, | kind of likeyou.” North chuckled. "Which istoo bad because I'm going to have to
bust your God-damned snotty nose for you someday.”

"I hopeit's not before you're through having me drive for you. Can't you drive? Y ou said you
could.

"I've been through the FBI's chauffeur course."

He asked, "Then why'd you take me with you?"'

"Because | felt sorry for you, you jerk.”

He glanced across a North and saw that North was no longer grinning.

A gireet he did not know unredled before them; it was wide, with two traffic lanes on each sde
of two sets of shiny trolley tracks. There were trees, bare and yet snow-laden, between the street and the
sdewak. He thought of the streets he had seen radiating from the intersection outside the menta hedlth
center. Thiswas one of them, hefdt certain. But which? It seemed to him that though al had run straight,
none had run in adefinable direction -- neither north nor south, east nor west. And yet this street had
surely runto North.

"Stop up there," North told him, "where it says guns. Seethe sgn?"

"Youregoing to get agun?'

"Stop or I'll break your God-damned neck.”



North seemed to mean it. He pulled to the curb in front of the gun store and switched off the
ignition. North got out, and he sighed with relief as he saw North wak past the show window and go into
the haberdashery besideit.

Hetook out the Tinadoll and studied its enigmatic smile for what felt like along time, then pulled
the charm Sheng had given him free of hisshirt. It was aroot, adry, hard thing shaped like atiny
wrinkled man no taler than Tinas forearm.

A passing woman glanced through the window, and he redlized how strange he must have looked
to her with the doll in one hand and the charm in the other. She probably thought he was crazy, and if she
caled the police, she would find out she wasright.

Except that even United had not thought him crazy, only an acoholic. He was -- supposedly -- a
drunk, and North waswhat? A schizophrenic maniac. Something like that.

He put the charm and the doll away and turned his attention to the passersby. At first they looked
ordinary enough, though alittle old-fashioned in their dress. He had seen pictures set in the thirtiesand
forties, and hefdt that these quiet, dark figures hurrying through the cold were costumed for just such a
picture, girlsand women and afew men, al in heavy coatsthat reached nearly to their shoe-tops, the
men in wide-brimmed felt hats, the women and girlsin head-hugging cloches.

Or that he was somewhere in Eastern Europe, where according to the evening news such
clothing was till worn. One young man who passed him had afur hat, and severd women were wearing
fur coats. Was there a place in Eastern Europe where they spoke English? A training city, perhaps, for
Russian spies? Y et such acity should have been far more accurate. American clothes and American cars
were not hard to get.

Three middle-aged women passed, each with an attaché case or a briefcase. It occurred to him
that he had seen very few older men, and he began to count. He had counted twenty-three women and
three men who looked middle-aged when North came out of the gun store.

"All st," Northtold him. "Let'sroll.”

"I thought you werein the other place.

"l was. | got thiscoat. Likeit?"

It was single-breasted, of thick, brown tweed. "Sure," he said.

"l got to feding alittle chilly. Now I'm fixed." North unbuttoned the coat and the jacket beneath
it, and spread them wide. There was a shoulder holster on each shoulder; the butt of an automatic
protruded from each holgter. "Nine millimeters. | was afraid they wouldn't have them, but they did. Okay,
let's get rolling. We've got places to go and people to see.”

He shook his head. "Not as long as you've got those.”

"You'reafrad of me. | guessthat'sonly naturd. Here." North dropped one of the pigtalsinto his
lap. "Now we're even. I'll give you the shoulder rig as soon as we get someplace where | can take off the
coats. Let'sroll."

He shook his head.

"What the hell's the matter with you? I'vetried --"

He didn't want to pick up the pistol, but he did. "Here. Take it back. Take them both back to the
dore. They'll give you your money."

North'sright fist crashed into hisjaw, driving his head againgt the window glass. For amoment he
saw intenseflashes of paeydlow.

"Next time hit you, it1l bewith the gun, not my hand."

Hetried to open the door, but North caught him by thearm. ™Y ou got agun,” North said. "Go
forit."

He shook hishead, trying to clear hisvision.

"Gofor it! It'sloaded, ready to shoot. Pick it up and try to kill me. I'll go for mine. One of us
wins"

"Yourecrazy," hesad. "Youredly are crazy." Hefelt the checkered grip of the automatic
pushed into his hand; North had it by the barrdl, trying to make him take it. Instead he held up both hands
as he had seen people hold up their hands in movies, as he had seen suspects hold them up on television.



He hoped a passing cop would see them.

North said, " ou got no guts. No guts at all. | thought you had some, but | waswrong."

"If it takes guts to shoot an empty gun at aman with aloaded one, you'reright; | don't havea
bit."

North jerked back the dide; a cartridge flew out, striking the windshield. North caught it, took
out the clip, jammed the cartridge into it, and dammed it back into the butt of the gun. "Want to try
agan?'

He shook his head and turned on the ignition.

"Thengetitingea.”

Asthey pulled awvay from the curb, he asked, "Where are we going?"

"A hotel to start with. | need more clothes, documents, newspapers, a base to work from."
North snapped hisfingers. "The Grand! Keep moving, I've got to get myself located.”

He wondered -- very much -- what sort of work was to be carried out from that base. He
thought it better not to ask.

The stret logt itstrolley tracks and became a boulevard flanked by imposing buildings of granite
and marble, buildings guarded by snow-draped statues and in one case by alive sentry who might have
been aUnited States Marinein dress blues. At last they were drawn into atraffic circlein which cars,
small trucks, double-decked buses, and an occasiond bike spun dizzily around abronze generd with a
sword and a cocked hat. There was amoment of wild disorientation before he realized that the generd,
his rearing charger, and his pointing sword were dl circling too, that the Satue was revolving
counterclockwise, likethetraffic.

A small green car cut in front of them, and North reached for agun.

"Easy," hesaid, and laid his hand on North's until the green car was gone.

"By God, | would have rammed the bastard,” North whispered through clenched teeth.
"Rammed him!"

"And the police would have got us. Wheredo | turn off?"

North said nothing, staring straight ahead. Cars, mostly black, wovein and out. A policeman and
apolicewoman passed them in a black-and-white squad car. The woman glanced at them incurioudy
before her squad car moved off through the traffic.

Hisjaw ill hurt; he rubbed it with one hand as he drove. "Keep circling,” North told him. "It's
oneof these"

10
Hotel Room

There was a bal cony whose smooth carpet of snow testified that no one used it in winter. He did,
opening the French doors and stepping out in histopcoat to study the winter sea. The waves were of that
nearly black green he had been told artists called cannon; they pounded at the deserted beach like
sentient beings, like so many workmen who knew that the job would be finished at la<t, the find stones,
the last grains of sand, washed to the bottom, and that until it was done they would get their pay.

Nearer was awindswept concrete seawall; nearer till, anarrow asphalt road spotted withice. A
paved terrace flanked by evergreensin tubsled from the road to the marble steps of the Grand, which
was clearly aresort in summer and in winter nothing much.

Their room -- North had insisted that they share aroom -- was on the uppermost floor. It cost a
modest twenty-five dollars anight; yet even so they had been able to get aweekly rate of a hundred and
twenty-five. It was spacious, with ahigh celling; and thusfar it had been dways cold.

A londy gull circled thefreezing sea, and it Struck him that North might well have tried to shoot it
if North had been there.



And that the seagull might -- if only it could -- tell him what sea this was and whether hisown
land lay over it, though he was convinced that it did not.

But where? Or had he been given some drug that permanently distorted the way he viewed the
world, so that in the city where he had been born they now saw him wandering, wide eyed, talking to
phantoms? Wasit, as Larahad hinted in her note, merely the other side of a specid door that he must
find? If s0, was Lara here or there? For she seemed to bein both places, admitting astrange man to his
gpartment, appearing here in his dream and on television, though that had perhaps been Marcella.

Who was surdly, certainly, Larahersdf in disguise. What had shetold him? " Darling, it's
terribly dangerous, my talking with you." That had been amessage; that had been awarning as clear
asLarahad dared to makeit.

"What timeisit there?" So"Marcelld' was-- had been -- far away in another time zone, and
had come on ajet as soon as she had finished speaking to him.

Or she had wished him to think her far away.

Marcellawas astar, Marcella appeared on television, was known to everybody. What wasit the
nurse had called her? A goddess of the screen? But Marcella had telephoned him, waking him from
deep, if the cal itsdf had not been adream.

He watched snow dance across the broad, bare flags of the terrace.

On the other side of the French doors, the telephone rang and rang again. He opened them,
stepped into aroom that now seemed warm, and did them shut, latching them carefully.

The telephone rang athird time.

He looked around to see whether the French doors had sent him back to his own country, or
perhaps whisked him to a place stranger even than Laras. Other than the comfort of the room, nothing
seemed to have changed, and he knew that it existed only in its contrast to the freezing wind outside. He
picked up the handset.

"Mr. Pine?" It was the name he and North had decided upon.

"Yes" hesad.

"Areyou sharing your room with aMr. Campbell, sr?

"Yes," hesaid again. "Or rather, Mr. Campbell's sharing hiswith me. He paid.”

"Our records show only your name, Sir, dthough they show double occupancy. The other
gentleman isMr. Campbd 7"

"That'sright. Why are you asking?'

"Mr. Campbdl isbuying some thingsin one of the shops, gr," the clerk said, and hung up.

He hung up too, and switched on the television. Laradid not appear on the screen, though he
had half expected her. He took the map and the bundle of currency from the pockets of his topcodt,
pulled it off, and tossed it on the sofa.

Asfar as he could judge, the billswere perfectly genuine. The brown paper band with its
stamped inscription, inked Chinese character, and ten-cent price was just as he remembered it.

He put away the bills and studied the map, trying to recall the topography of the United States
and where such an areamight fit into it. The girl in the map shop had mentioned some nearby town -- or
maybe it had been the red-faced man he had talked to in the street. He could not remember the name of
that town, though he racked his brainsfor it.

No town of any kind appeared on the map, which he thought too much like apicture. There
were mountains with snow-white peaks, and narrow valleys that seemed forbidding. A crudered array of
walls and towers marked "Giants Castle" was probably just arock formation. Hefelt he had heard of it,
or perhaps only of something likeit, a Giants Causeway or something of the sort.

Thegirl had mentioned a place called Crystal Gorge; hefelt certain of that. Hefound it on the
map -- sparkling urns and statues on glass pedestals. Another place was called The Goddess's Pleasure
Garden, and there was agray stone arch in the center smothered in flowers. Recalling that arch from his
dream, he shivered.

The door banged open, and North camein carrying boxes and a paper. "Here you go," North
said, tossing abox into hislap.



He pulled the map from under it. "What isit?"

"Hat. | had to guessyour size, but you can bring it back if it doesntt fit. Y ou look funny without
one. Everybody wearsthem here."

He refolded the map, opened the box, and pulled out a high-crowned snap-brim. He had never
worn ahat, but he had to admit that North was right.

"Got you anew tie too, and a couple shirts. If the maid snoops around, we want her to find
something.”

"Did the man who was supposed to meet you come?"

"I'm saving that for last. Try onthe hat.”

Hedid, thinking at first thet it was atrifle shug, then deciding it was agood fit. Thetiewasred
slk with ayelow pattern that reminded him of scrambled eggs. Both shirts were taupe, one with ayellow
sripe, onewith ablue.

"Puredlk -- slk's chegp here. | figured you for asixteen collar. If they don't fit, leave the collar
open. They look better like that anyhow."

"Sixteen should befine."

"Now you get to read about us," North said, handing him the paper. "We made page one."

LUNATICS ESCAPE

Three patients escaped from the male floor of United General Psychiatric Hospital yesterday. Names
are being withheld to spare the feelings of their relations, but Dr. Jonathan Pille, a hospital official, describes
one as dangerous. "He is a male Caucasian of medium height," Dr. Pille told this reporter. "With receding
dark hair, dark brown eyes, and a black mustache. We were treating him with electric shock and lithium, and
we felt we were making progress. He was transferred from the Violent Ward to our General Treatment Facility
ten days ago, but without treatment he is liable to relapse."

The second is said to be a short, slightly built man of forty-five, almost totally bald. He is reported to
have an ingratiating manner, and to be capable of appearing fully sane for extended periods. He is not thought
dangerous, but should be confined for his own safety.

The third is young, below medium height, with curling brown hair and brown eyes. He is reported to
be friendly with the patient above, and it is believed they may be together.

The present episode is the only instance of escape from United General in the current decade.
Security measures are being tightened.

North said, "Not aword about her, you notice? They're afraid they'll make them quit using nurses
on the men'sfloor.”

"The nurse who hel ped you? Maybe they don't know about her."

"Surethey do, if they've got any brains. Whose car was gone? Whose --" North bit off the
sentence, struck by anidea. "That's Eddie Wash. It's got to be."

"Hewasn't with us”

North grinned. "But we | ft the door unlocked. Remember Door C? That was always locked.
The guys had him up on their shoulders when we went out, and he must have seen us. Eddi€'s one sharp
little bastard."

"He didn't have any street clothes. My God, he must have frozen to deeth.”

"Hetook his chancesjust likewedid."

If North said anything more, he did not hear it. He saw his mother's face and heard his mother's
voice, the face and voi ce as each had been toward the end, when they were about to lose the house: "
took my chances."

"They don't carry much intheway of ID here," North said. "According to what hetellsme, a
driver'slicense will get you just about anywhere. Heresyours.”

A sguare of tiff paper sailed through the air and landed in hislap. It seemed to him that adriver's
license should be cased in plastic and carry apicture; thislooked more like an €laborate theater ticket,
athough aname was printed on it (asif he himsdf were the show tonight) and there was a space for his
sgnaure.



North said, "I'm going to take a shower and change. Y ou too, if you want to. Then we've got
thingsto do."

He nodded, still seeing hismother'sface, her face asit had perhaps been when she was much
younger, on the television screen. Or Laras. The woman turned and was only an actress who presented
her back to him while the camera peered over her shoulder at the handsome, vapid man she spoke to.
Hismother had been Lara, hefelt -- Larain away that fluttered off when hetried to grasp it. Not quite
the Larawho had lived with him, yet they were both. . .

He shook his head. Was it possble to catch insanity like meades? What wasit anyway? Was
anyone who denied the facts insane, like poor Eddie Walsh? He shook his head once more and picked
up the paper, atonic for the madness that threatened to drown him: Section 1, Classifieds, Sports.

Eddie Walsh'sfeatures threw him a cocky challenge from the sports section.

JOE READY FOR THE CHAMP

Popular pugilist Joe Joseph has concluded an agreement to fight World Heavyweight Champion
"Sailor" Sawyer, Joseph's manager, Edward E. Walsh, announced today. "Joe's already the champ," Walsh
cracked. "He's just going to defend his title." A date for the bout has not yet been announced, but under the
terms of the agreement it must be held within the year.

Joseph has scored convincing victories in his last five outings, KOing Ben MacDonald in the third last
night. The match with Sawyer will be his first appearance in a main event. Walsh, who has been hospitalized
with a stomach complaint, is returning to his post to ready Joseph for the big fight.

He dropped the paper. Poor Eddie -- they would find him now. Even doctors read the sports.
Hetried to remember the Oriental doctor's name but could think only of Sheng; the elderly Chinese had
sold patent medicinesin hislittle curio shop. Would it be possible to call Walsh and warn him? Surely he
had aready seen the story in the newspaper, yet awarning might do some good.

Therewas athick gray-and-yellow directory under the stand between the beds, but no Walsh,
Edward E., was listed there. He tried to remember the name of Walsh's company, the company that
Walsh had named when they had first met. Walsh Promotions, that wasit -- and there it wasin heavy,
black type alittle way down the column. He dialed the number.

No twittering voicesthistime. Thetdephone (heimagined adingy little officetwo flightsupina
brick building near agym) rang twice, and amarveloudy familiar voice said, "Hello?"

"Lad"

"Yes, thisisLaura. What can | do for you, Sr?*

"Larg, itsme"

" think you probably have the wrong number, Sr,” Larasaid cautioudy. "ThisisWalsh
Promotions. I'm LauraNomos, Mr. Wadh's atorney.”

He drew adeep breath. "I think you're LaraMorgan.”

She hung up. He dialed the number again, and the telephone rang and rang in the imaginary
offices of Walsh Promotions; but no one answered.

North came out, fresh and pink now from the shower, still buttoning a blue-striped shirt. "Y ou
want to go to thejohn or anything?'

He shook his head.

"Thenlet'sgo."

"Where are we going?'

"Let'sjust say it'sto alittle meeting with some friends of mine, to discuss our Strategy.”

He stood up, smoothing his suit and straightening histie, got histopcoat and made certain nothing
had fallen out of the pockets. "Strategy for what?*

"For taking over the government of this crazy place, what the hell do you think? We need men,
and some sort of guarantee that the army won't move againgt us." North picked up the two gunsin their
black leather holsters and buckled them on, one for each shoulder.



11
The Conspiracy

"Turnin the middle of the block," North told him.

He turned and drove down a narrow, twisting aley like the one down which he had run from the
mounted policeman. Different in one respect, however, for it was now night, and the alley was utterly
dark except for the headlights of their car. Cats with shining green eyes dunk to one side, and once he
had to leave the car to move afalen garbage can out of their path.

Thedley divided, then redivided again and yet again; and though he saw wider streets at the ends
of some of its branches, North aways directed him away from them. Soon he decided that North himself
did not know where they were going, that North had probably jotted directions on adip of paper that
could now, in the darkness, no longer be consulted; that some whim of insane pride prevented North
from using the overhead light or striking amatch.

At last they halted behind several other cars and edged past them on foot to reach anarrow flight
of concrete stepsthat led to ameta door. North pounded the door with hisfists until it was opened by
an old woman.

"You need alight out here," North said.

"The bulb's out,” the old woman replied. She seemed to be expecting them, and ushered them
into acramped room with grimy concretewalls.

A tal woman in adirty white coat switched on severd very bright lightsthere, lights so powerful
that he closed his eyesfor amoment. The tall woman inspected their faces and daubed them with
powder. "l likethat smile" the tall woman murmured, and touched hislipswith scarlet sdve, then held up
amirror so he could ingpect them. He rubbed one lip against the other, trying to get off asmuch ashe
could.

"| thought -- " he began.

"Y ou don't understand how they do things here,” North told him. "It wouldn't do for usto look as
if wed just walked in off the street.”

"It certainly wouldn'," the tall woman agreed, and bustled about, touching their faces here and
there with a pencil.

He heard voices from outsde the room, and once there was a noise like the rumbling of distant
thunder; girls and men passed to and fro, shadowy formsin a shadowy corridor. When thetall woman
had nearly finished, he glimpsed the shambling silhouette of abeer.

"Herewego," North told him. "Just follow me."

The shadowy corridor led to abrilliantly lit room in which four men sat around a painted wooden
table. One wore arumpled uniform; two were dressed in suits, asif for work in an office; the remaining
man, whose room it appeared to be, wasin yellow pagjamas and a maroon bathrobe. Half aminute or
more had passed before he redlized that the room was a great dedl larger than it appeared, that only this
end of it (which was perhaps much less than half) waslit, and that there were watchersin the darkness
beyond the light.

The man in uniform spoke to North, briefly explaining what had been said before he and North
had arrived. It seemed clear he wanted North to lead them, equaly clear that he would resent any leader.
North said, "We can not only fight injustice; we can win. But only if every one of you and

everyoneinvolved in the whole movement iswilling to do exactly as he'stold, and suffer the
consequencesif he doesnt. A thing likethis attracts alot of dilettantes; but dilettantes are of no usetoit.
We must have disciplined men, and they must discipline themselves. Isthere anyone here who wouldn't
be willing to diminate the man next to himif | told him that man had failed us?"

He Started to protest, but the man in uniform was dready replying: "Thereisn't one man herewho
wouldn't bewilling to diminate himself if hefailed.”



"A man like that would not havefailed us™ North told him. "A man likethat isstrong, and it is
through strength -- and only through strength -- that we can win. Y ou may think the government is strong
and we're week; but you're wrong. The government is huge and rich, but it isn't strong. Its massive limbs
are bound by ten thousand cords, too fine for your eyesto see. They'retied by religion and morality, and
by the need to look mora and religious even when redl religion and actud mordity point in the other
direction. They'retied too by filthy businesses and rackets and hack politicians who've each bought their
own little pieces of turf. When the government begins -- too late! -- to move againgt us, you'll seejust
how clumsy and ineffectiveit redly is. And the stronger we get, the weaker it will be. Strength is God!
What is God, but the thing that grants our prayers? It is Strength that grants al prayers, that makesit
possible for anation or aman to do what he wants."

There was scattered applause from the darkened part of the room.

"What about this man with you, Sir?' the man in the yellow pgjamas asked. " Can he be trusted?!
Older than the ret, this man was thick-wai sted and white-haired; his voice was deep and gelatinous, asif
it proceeded from the bottommost cavities of lungs choked with fat.

"No! No man can be trusted. Y ou know that better than any of us-- but when we betray our
trust we die. We have been taught all our lives -- taught by them -- to think of that as our weskness. | tell
you that it isour strength! We are supernatura beings chained by beings merely natura, and we must not
turn our backs on the hand of God within us. We are a sacred band of brothers, and when every one of
us knowsthat, we will be unconquerable!”

A curtain of thick, purple plush fell between the lighted part of the room and the dark. From the
other sde of it came the noise like distant thunder that he had heard earlier. The men at the table rose, the
two in suitstaking off their hats and wiping their faces. A balding man in shirtdeeves|ooked into the
room. "Curtain call! One bow, everybody. One bow."

North took hisright hand, the fat man hisleft. The man in uniform took North'sright hand, and
the two who wore suits separated so that there was one at each end of the line. Like so many children
playing agame, they went through a break in the curtain and bowed -- North twice -- to an audience
they could bardly see.

"It'sworking," North told him when they were back in the shadowy corridor. "Y ou heard them."

"| thought you meant it. | thought you really were going to overthrow the government.”

"Weare. Thisis how you start getting your ideas across to people. It's the same where we come
from."

The man in shirtdeeves appeared, waving adip of paper. "If you want to St out front, heréstwo
together. Y our next call's a ten sharp. I've written it down here.”

North glanced at the paper and muttered thanks. "Come on, there's a passage around the seating
area, wherethe fire exits are. | used to work here before they put mein that place.”

Their seats were only three rows from the stage. He wanted to ask North if there was popcorn,
though he knew that popcorn was only in movie thegters. Or at least that in the red world it was sold
only in movietheaters. Hefdt that Larawasin the thester somewhere, and if he could only find some
excuseto leave his seat he might meet her.

A dight, blond girl came on stage carrying astool and an instrument that seemed to be across
between an eectric guitar and abaldaika She sat down on the stool and played, singing a song about
pirates, as she sang, three swarthy pirates danced silently behind her. One had ablack patch over one
eye, one asted hook to replace amissing hand, and one awooden leg; the one with the wooden leg
accompanied her on the concertinaand danced too, hisleg beeting the air like the stick of awitch's
broom. When the pirate ship lay haf acable fromitsvictim, therolling of the broadsidesfilled the theater
and the three dancers seemed to have become fifty.

"It was kind of sad, wasn't it?' North whispered. "Her out there dl adone. They didn't like her
much either. An act like that's better in a supper club.”

A piano was whedled on stage, and an old woman who might have been a scrubwoman
anywhere played "L'ide Joyeuse." The name was | ettered on acard. He closed hiseyesto lisgen to the
music, conscious that though he had done nothing but hang around the hotel room he was very tired. The



dancing pirates became harlequins and harlequinas, their ship long-prowed and dender with strangely
shaped sails. He had seen such figures and such a ship somewhere, perhapsin apicture or on apainted
screenin Furniture.

Though he could not see her through his eydlids, Larahad stepped from the piano. He knew it
amogt at once, opened his eyes, and sat up; she had dready |eft the stage. He stood up. When North
grabbed his deeve, he muttered, "I'm getting Sck," and rushed down the aide and into the empty
passageway behind the exits.

To hissurprise, it was empty no longer; atal, unsmiling man was stationed before each of thefire
doors. None spoke or moved to stop him; but he had the feeling they would, if he had tried to leave the
theater.

Heran backstage instead, certain that Larahad gone there, exiting stage right or stage | eft asthey
said, and that she had not come down into the audience.

It was as dark as ever, though hefelt that the melody of the old woman's piano, the shining,
sparkling notes, should haveilluminated it -- for it seemed to him that the crystal prisms of some priceless
old chanddier had been turned to birds, and the birds set free. Cheered by thislight, by which he could
amost see, he flung open adoor and saw the bear. It rose growling on its hind legs, and though it was
muzzled and chained, he felt asudden thrill of fear.

"Hereyou are," theman in shirtdeeves said. "1 thought you were going to missyour cue." He
closed the door.

"No, no," hesaid. "l can't do that again." Hetried to explain about Lara.

"Y ou had adream, my friend,” the man in shirtdeevestold him. "That'sal it was -- Madame was
playing out there, and you had alittle nap.”

Hesad, "Evenif it wasjust adream, I've got to look. Evenif theré's only one chancein amillion,
becauseit'sthe only chance I've got."

"No, evenif it wasn't adream, you have to go on tonight. Klamm's here -- the President’s
advisor, one of the most important men in the whole country.”

"Klamm?" he asked. "1 talked to him once on the phone, but that man was German.”

The man in shirtdeeves|ooked at him with new respect. "That's right, Klamm's German.”

"l didn't think the President would have a German advisor."

North walked past them rapidly without looking at either of them.

"Klamm'san immigrant, but very high up in the government. Now you have to go on. Hesin the
box on your |eft.”

Hetried to protest, but the man in shirtdeeves shoved him toward the stage. "If | seeyour Lara,
I'll send her on, make her part of the play. That'sa promise.”

North was dready entering. He followed, trying to look like a plotter but feding hisface pae
with shock. He had lost the gray hat somewhere; he could not remember where.

The stage had changed. The man in uniform lay on a cot covered with athin blanket. "And so
you e

"I've seen it before," North said.

He wanted to look for Larain the audience, for Klamm in his box, but the lights blinded him. He
felt that hisfirst impression had been correct, that they were in abasement room, that it was the theater
that wasillusion, not the play. I've been an actor inaplay dl my life, he thought, and not known my lines.
The only differenceisthat | know it now.

North asked the fat man, "How long?*

Thefat man shrugged. "Today, sr. Tomorrow perhaps, a the very latest. Theimmunologica
system goes, and after that it'sjust a question of what getstherefirst.”

One of the men in suits asked, "Why, Nick? Why did you do it?"

"I'm sorry, David," the man in the cot answered. "I Smply couldn't help mysdlf.”

North turned away. "And there was nobody to help him."

His eyes had adjusted to the bright stage lights. He could see the audience now, oblique lines of
pale, blurred faces that stretched into the darkness, here and there broken by an empty seat. Standing (as



aways) at North's shoulder and pretending to watch the man in the cot, he studied the facesin the hope
of seeing Lards, and when he did not see her, he thought to look for Klamm in his box, though he could
not recall whether the man in shirtdeeves had said it wasto the right or to the left, or whether the
directions had been given from the point of view of the actors or the audience.

Klamm was there, the only occupant of abox, a crag-faced old man with long, pointed
mustaches dyed jet black and cheeks pulled flaccidly downward by the weight of years. The great man
wore adinner jacket with awhite dress shirt and awhite tie, and seemed to be deeping with open eyes,
garing straight ahead asif content to wait, cigar in hand, for taler actors or more lofty themes, though
they might be never solong in coming.

"Samon die after they've spawned,” the fat man was saying. " Drones when they've fertilized the
gueen. In many species, the male spiders are devoured by their mates. At least we're spared that.”

He had looked to one side for amoment, and in that moment Lara had entered Klamm's box;
now she stood with ahand upon the old man's shoulder. She wore agown of shimmering materia that
wrapped one breast in a prismeatic highlight, adouble rainbow -- violet, blue, green, and gold. Yet he
thought her own glorious hair more beautiful, apart of her person that in transfiguring her transfigured
itsdf.

Hetook a step toward the wings, and because he had, he saw the men with guns before anyone
esedid.

12
Children of the Dragon

After passing through histopcoat at hip levd, thefirst shot killed the man who had been dying on
the cot. North wasfiring a once, agun in each hand. More police -- if they were police -- were coming
from the other side of the stage. He saw adot of blood appear on the fat man's yellow pgjamaleg and
rapidly grow larger. Thefat man stared down at it open-mouthed, clutched theleg in fat, negtly
manicured hands, and fell dowly until the crash of his gross body shook the stage.

"Thisway," North ydled, and went straight back, smashing the concrete wall like so much
painted canvas. Dodging to stay out of North's line of fire, he found himself face-to-face with amagician
inimmaculate evening clothes. With practiced grace, the magician threw open the door of acrimson and
gold cabinet. North darted in. Hefollowed, fedling rather than hearing the door dammed after him. They
fell through darkness, diding down something too steep and too dick to hold. Later he would remember
that he had been afraid one of North's pistols would go off when the dide ended.

Neither did, but he could hear shots and screams above, and running feet. There was a scratch
and aflare of light; North hed asilver cigarette-lighter. Like the visiting princesswho must fed asingle
pea, they lay upon apile of mattresses. All about them stood a shadowy crowd of barrels, shelves, and
boxes.

With strong teeth, North was tearing the cellophane from acigar. "Know where we are?’

He nodded. He had seen a paper lantern and recognized the place. "In the basement of the
Chinese shop.”

North bit the end from the cigar and spat it out. "'Close enough. We're in the basement of the
theater. That magic act was supposed to follow us, so he was setting up in back of our scenery. He
makes stooges from the audience disappear in that cabinet.”

He shook his head and climbed from the mattresses, which were grimy with dust.

"It's probably better to lielow for awhile,” North told him, lighting the cigar.

He dready had afoot on the sair. "Go ahead and shoot," he said. "They'll hear it, and they'll
know whereyou are. Or you can start afight. I'll yell, and they'll hear that." He took Sheng's matches out
of hispocket and struck one, just as Sheng himsalf had struck amatch upon an earlier occasion that now



seemed forlorn beneath an infinite drift of calendar leaves. A dragon of red and yellow fire appeared,
emitting black smoke, illuminating their corner of the dusty basement. It appeared to wink at him, then
vanished.

"God DAMN!" North said, picking up the cigar and swatting at sparks. "How'd you do that?"

"Havefun." He waved good-bye.

He went up the stairs and into Sheng's shop. Sheng and Dr. Pille were Sitting in Sheng's back
room drinking tea. "Nice seeyou again," Sheng said. "Thissster's son. Doctor. Fine man. Like tea?
Want buy something?’

Dr. Fille extended a hand. "Weve met, more or less. Y ou were only semiconscious at the time,
though. Later | saw you in the moopsbdl game. Y ou were extremely impressive.”

"And now youll take me back. Or try to." He pulled out the remaining chair and sat down.

"Not redly." Dr. Pille paused. "That is, not unless you want meto."

"Maybe| do." Hefound he was rubbing histempleswith hisfingertips. "Everything's so crazy."

Sheng chuckled. "We joke for gods. Relax, enjoy, laugh too. Do not do mean. Mean not belong
joke. Die, drink wine with gods, laugh more."

Dr. Pillesad, "The pressures of life become too much for al of us now and then.”

It occurred to him that North might come up the stairs at any moment and kill them al. It seemed
there was not much he could do about it.

"Youtdl," Sheng said. "Nephew very wise. Sheng fool, but old fool, see much. Even fool learn at
les."

When he did not answer, Sheng continued in atone that was dmost coaxing. "Say Dr. Pille.

Y our doctor. Sheng listen.”

"All right. To start with, that name. What sort of world is it when you wake up in the hospital and
they tell you you're being trested by Dr. Rille?’

The doctor smiled, hiding his mouth behind hishand. "Isthat dl?'Y ou see, my family nameisDi;
but when | wasin med school it struck methat it wasn't quite the thing for ayoung physician, ol
changed it. I've often regretted that change, | admit; | fear | retained an undergraduate sense of humor
when | madeit. But now Rilleison al my diplomas and licenses, and it would be agreat dedl of trouble
to change back."

"Am | redly an dcoholic?’

"I doubt it. But if you think you might be, you'd better cut down on your drinking."

Sheng said, "Drink tea," and poured steaming brown liquid into his cup.

"If I'm not an acohoalic, why did you say | was when they brought mein? It was on my chart.”

Dr. Pillelooked grave. "The woman preferred charges, and my uncle here had asked meto look
out for you. He had seen you fdl, you see. Breach of promiseis quite serious, asyou must know. If | had
said you were sound except for your concussion, you'd have been taken to another hospita, and
eventudly to prison. By classfying you as an dcohoalic, | was able to keep you at United and keep you
off psychoactive drugs.”

"All right." He nodded; it seemed too much to assmilate dl at once. "Mr. Sheng, | wasin this
theater. | went into amagician's cabinet, and | fell down what | guesswas atrap door onto some old
mattresses. But when the man | waswith lit his cigarette lighter, we were in your basement.”

"Building belong theater. Sheng rent store, good tenant, always pay. Theater not need al room
underground, let Sheng store merchandise, give Sheng key."

Dr. Pille said something to Sheng in rgpid Chinese, then asked, "Who is this man who was with
you?'

“North."

"He's very dangerous. Are you aware of that?"

"Yes, | know," hesaid.

"If he'sredly in my uncle's basement, | must inform the authorities. Y ou should have --"

At that ingtant there was an explosion beneath their feet, rapidly followed by another. A demon,
an dien being, athing of flame having nothing to do with thelife of earth (that yet seemed to live), roared



up the sair, crashed into awall, and veered into the room where they were drinking tea.

Therewas athird explosion.

Hewasin the street, Sitting up and drinking tea. No, coffee. A cop in atight blue overcoat held
the mug, athick, cracked one of white china. A white-coated medic crouched on the other side.

"See?' the cop said. "He's coming around.”

A building was on fire. Men from two fire trucks sprayed it with water. He asked, "Is Mr. Sheng
al right?"

Themedic said, "Y ou were in the Chinese shop? Okay, that explainsit.”

The cop said, "They took him to the hospital aready. He was pretty shaken up.”

The medic said, "WEell take you there too as soon as we get another ambulance.”

He shook hishead. "I'm not hurt. Dizzy, alittle, that's al. What happened?”

The cop said, "There was a panic in the theater next door. Some Feds tried to bust some of the
actors, and there was alot of shooting. Something started afire -- probably astray bullet messing up the
high voltagefor thelights"

The medic said, "We thought that everybody got out of the theater before the fire got too bad.
Then we saw you."

The cop said, "Y ou're out at the Grand, right? We found your room key in your pocket.”

He nodded.

"Wefound your car keystoo, but | don't want you to drive tonight. If you don't want to go to the
hospital, I'll get a cab to take you back to your hotel, understand? Y ou can pick up your car tomorrow."

The medic asked, "Do you think you can stand up?'

He proved it by standing. His kneeswere alittle weak, but he was ableto walk. "I guessmy
coa'sruined.”

"Yeah," the cop sad. "Youll have to buy yoursdf anew one. That reminds me, | want you to
check while Fred and | are here, so you'll know we didn't take anything.”

Fedling foolish he got out hiswallet and carefully counted the money while another screeching fire
truck arrived; there was a bit less than one thousand dollarsin billsthat looked nearly red. Thethick
sheaf marked ten cents was till in histopcoat pocket, as were his map and the doll.

At acorner far enough from the fire that traffic flowed unimpeded, the cop helped him into ataxi.
The cop told the driver, "Y ou take him out to the Grand, you got me? Nowhere else. He's registered
there, don't worry, and he can pay you. If he passes out or anything on the way, tell 'em when you get
there”

"Okay," the driver said. "Okay." Then when the taxi's door was shut, Y aknow, | hate these
runs. Yadon't hardly ever get no decent tip."

He said nothing. He was staring out the window at the fire and thinking of Dr. Pille and North.
He had forgotten to ask if Dr. Pillewas dl right. He had been afraid to ask about North, but North had
probably been in the basement when the fireworks went off; North was dmost certainly dead. Striking
the trick match had made North drop that cigar, and the sparks had set off the fireworks, so he had
killed North. Hefdt no regret, guilt only about having none. After atime it came to him that North had
been courting death, had wanted to die, and in the effort to die had raised every encounter to the level of
alife-and-desth struggle.

"There won't be nobody at the Grand wantin' to go to town thislate. Grand's just about empty
anyway. Have to deadhead al the way back."

He said someone would probably want to go to the airport.

"Yakiddin? They don' fly after dark.”

He put away the hundred he had been fingering and asked how far it was from the Grand to the
arport.

"Twenty, thirty miles. But | got to take yato the Grand. That son of abitch has yaname and my
number.”

"I waswondering if it was possible to go past the airport. I'd like to seeit.”

"Beway out of yaway," thedriver told him.



"All right.”
He remembered driving North to the Grand, but they had not come by thisroute. Or at least, he

recognized nothing he saw, though so many things were covered with snow that it was hard to be sure.
Thetaxi dodged down anarrow street lined with bleak buildings with blazing windows. A drunk dept (or
perhaps aman lay dead) in adoorway. He wondered if the dead man was dead in both worlds. Had
Nixon felt atwinge, had Nixon shuddered, when North died? Perhaps. For Nixon had been loyal, or at
least 30 he understood. Loyaty had been that President's great, shining virtue, the thing that had made
Nixon such athreat.

Hesaid, "It'sthe thingsthat are most right about aman that make him adanger to everyone dse.”

"Boy, you said amouthful. Themoremanamanis. . ." The driver'sfingers snapped, sounding as
loud asapistol shot.

"If you want to stop at abar, I'll buy you adrink.”

"Can't drink on the job, buddy."

The driver was silent after that, and so was he. Staring out of the window of the taxi, hetried to
find acommon thread among the things that had happened to him, but time after time lost his thoughts
among the looming buildings, the mystery and magic of the city. He remembered another city, his
mother's gpartment and the way she had walked him to school every day in thefirst grade. Therewere
bad men, she had said, in the city, who would sted little boysif they could. Perhapsthey had.

Buildings soun by, then halted like Nazi soldiers, clicking their heds at the red lights. There were
no freeways here, no overpasses, only narrow, twisting streets whose few inhabitants seemed sinigter,
and long, straight boulevards whose esplanades were buried in snow. He seemed to remember that
Eisenhower had built the freeways, though he had been born during Eisenhower's term of office.
Eisenhower had brought Nixon; Nixon had brought North. His mind filled with lurid pictures of North
trapped in the burning basement, firing at the flames.

Two boulevards met at an acute angle, and he recognized an evergreen near a streetlight, broken
under its burden of snow. He had gone up or down this boulevard. He muttered, "Down," to himsdlf; it
seemed to him that when he had seen the broken tree he had been going in the opposite direction,
looking out of the opposite window, the window of the hunched little car that the nurse had given North.
For what?

He pulled out the keys on the rabbit's foot and looked at them. The rabhit's foot had not been
lucky for the car, or for the rabbit. Could the car have been a Rabbit? No, it had been aMink -- arabbit
would have gotten away even in that dley, run from the flames, bouncing over the trash cansand the
broken, empty bottles, bottles emptied of chegp wine in which there was no Christ, wine grown in the
Cdliforniasun to be pissed away in acorner.

Did they have a Cdiforniahere? That had surdly, surely been where Marcella had been when she
cdled, where Emmawas, Emmawho drew Laras bath. Emma stood at his elbow, and though he could
not see her there, he knew her for aNazi soldier, atransvestite of the S.S. He wanted to say, " S0,
Colonel Hogan," but the words would not come. The drawer was open, and in it lay the unopened
|etter, the letter shut with red wax. He was afraid of the woman, of the man behind him.

Why, I'm back in that dream again, he thought, and maybe when | wake up I'll be adegp beside
Lara

A single book lay upon the desk, pinned there with anail so it could not be stolen. Thetitlewas
stamped on the black morocco cover in German letters of tarnished gold: Das Schloss.

13
Grand Hotd

He woke when the taxi stopped, very possibly because the driver had made certain that the stop



would wake him. "That's twenty-seven ten," the driver said.

He handed over thirty dollars and got out. Instead of pulling onto the terrace, the driver had let
him off at its edge. Snow still danced across the broad flagstones; it was a dance of ghosts, of whirling
white shapes that advanced and retreated in profound silence. A distant clock struck once, the deep tone
of itsbdll rendered thin and spectra by miles of snow-covered fidds; afreezing wind touched him
through al hisclothes.

He could hear the surf, and he turned aside from the warmth and the bright windows of the hotel
to gotoit, propelled by an attraction he could neither understand nor resist. The sand was strewn with
shattered ice piled higher than his head.

Hedlimbed it dowly and patiently, gripping the dabswith giff fingers, dipping and faling often
until at last he stood at the summit and looked across the whispering dark. It seemed to him then that he
was himself a creature of the sea, asedl, adolphin, or a sealion made human by some heartless magic,
magic like that which had given the mermaid legsin the story that had made him cry long ago, cry at the
thought of thelittle mermaid dancing, dancing with her prince in the big castle in Elsinore, dancing the
minuet while at each moment the white-hot nails of the land pierced her poor fedt.

And it came to him that in those days before television had wholly claimed him, he had received
from the mouth of his mother al the instruction he would need to navigate this queer country in which he
found himsdf; but that he had paid no heed, or at least not enough heed, so that he could not recognize
as once he might have recognized all its ogres and its éves, the shambling trolls and the dancing peris.
North had been amongter, surely; yet what if North had been a sdlamander, and the master of the
flames? What if North were waiting now in the hotel, if North danced with impatiencein the hotd this
very minuet, waiting hungrily tofire?

Surely his mother had taught him aspell for sdlamanders?

Nor was she dead, as he had once foolishly imagined. He had aways known that, in some deep
part of himsdf that he had banished for fear it would make him strange to employers, to the various girls
in Personnel, to the supervisors and submanagers who could no longer be caled floorwakers (not by him
at least, not by any hourly employee) the floorwalkers he had so longed to be, though he had no college,
though he was not considered -- and had never been considered -- managerial material.

His mother had never been the waxen thing they had buried. He wondered where she was and
why she had not called or written, why she had not advised him in some way, though perhaps she had,
perhaps it was her |etter that lay in the green-lined drawer of the dream.

The snow clouds parted for an instant, and the moon touched the ocean. He, seeing that fragment
of it tossng inthe slver light, knew it and knew that in some previous life he had sailed there for decades;
and that this previous life was returning to him. He remained poised upon theice, but the knowledge
passed. The moonlight upon the waves became only the moon on the waves, and he grew accustomed to
the sdt bite of thewind, so that he no longer rgjoiced inits sting, but felt only its cold. And after atime he
turned away from the ocean and clambered dowly down, often dipping, gripping the ragged ice-dabs
with frozen fingers, and crossed the black road with its dancing ghosts, and crossed the broad terrace
with its dancing ghosts, and went at last up the steps and into the Grand Hotel.

The hotel had double walls of glass, with adouble door in each. Between thefirst glasswall and
the second stood alone bellboy, like a sentinel guarding a castle without agarrison, alast sentindl left
behind by Caesar to watch over the Roman Wall or the Rhine. This bellboy looked at his burned and
perforated topcoat and his seared face and said, "Can | help you, Sir?"

"Yes" hesad. "Yes, you can. At least, | hope you can." He wanted to tell this bellboy hisroom
number, but he could not remember it, so he said, "Therewas afire. In atheater and a Chinese shop.”

The bellboy nodded wisdly. "What theater wasit, Sir?' The bellboy had curly hair asblond as
excelsor and wore hispillbox cap over one ear.

"l don't know," he admitted. " There was some sort of play, about arevolution.”

"Ah, that'd be the Adrian, sir. Nice place.”

"Not any more," he said. "It burned to the ground.”

"Prob'ly the Government did it, Sir. Y ou know how they are.”



He nodded (though he did not know) and asked, "Isn't there anyone at the desk?”

"Not thislate there isn't, dr. I'm supposed to take care of it. I'll take you up in the elevator too,
gr." The bellboy shrugged. "It's our off season, Sir. Y ou know how it is. If we had fireplacesin the
rooms. . ." The bellboy shrugged again, aminute movement of thin shoulders beneath his skin-tight red
jacket.

"My friend rented our room. I'd like to know how long it's paid for.”

"I canlook that up for you, Sir."

He nodded, took his hotel key out of his pocket and handed it to the bellboy, who opened the
inner glass door for him and showed him into the lobby.

At the desk, the bellboy opened an enormous book and paged through it. "Here you are, Sir.
That was yesterday, or rather the day before, theway it isnow. For aweek, Sir, SO you've got Six more
nights|eft, counting tonight.”

In the elevator, he asked the bellboy where he could buy anew coat. He wasfairly sure that
North had bought the shirts, ties, and hats without leaving the hotdl; perhaps North redlly could drive, but
he had always been asked to drive, been ordered to drive.

Hesaid, "I beg your pardon?'

"I was saying there's aplace here, Sr. Infact, they're having abig sae, because of it being the off
season. Inthelower leve, sir. There's abarber shop down there too, and abilliard parlor. Lots of
things"

"I'msorry,” hesaid. "I'm afraid | got lost in what | was thinking."

"It'snatura you're shaken up, Sr. You must have just barely got out dive."

Hesaid, "I don't know,” wondering if hewas not in fact dead. He remembered hearing about
Purgatory as a child; even then he had not believed it, but perhaps he had been wrong, as he had been
wrong about things so many times since, wrong about awhole series of wrong choices that had seemed
likely never to end -- until at last Larahad chosen him. Did they havefiresin Purgatory? No, they had
firesin Hell.

Hefdt that the elevator had started too fast, wrenching and shaking him. And yet he had not
noticed at the time, not noticed until its motion had become smooth, showing him dl thefloors, dl the
halways of the hotd, its veins and nerves laid bare by this cage of wrought iron, which displayed to him
water liliesand pyramids at one level, golden cattle and sheaves of whest at the next.

And at every level, empty veins and silent nerves. Thiswaswhat ascalpe saw asit diced flesh,
this sectioned view that could not live.

He had undergone severa operations as a child, none since, and thus he found that his view of
surgery was still achild's -- you went to deep in the daytime and woke sick. This had been the redlity,
this surgeon's eevator touring his body to learn how it was made; the wrought iron glared at him with the
faces of jungle beadts, from the rolling eyes of abull with the wings of avulture and the bearded head of a
man.

"Topfloor, sir." The bellboy took out the key. "I'll see you to your room, Sir.”

"Do | look that bad?'

"I'll fed better if 1 do, Sir." The bellboy hurried down the hallway ahead of him. "Herewe are, Sir.
Imperia Suite." With arattle of the lock, he opened the door. Y ou and your friend are the only oneson
thisfloor, but if you have trouble or anything just call the desk. I'll hear the phone.”

He nodded.

The room, which had been cold before, was frigid now. As he got out hiswallet, hetried to recall
whether he had drunk with the taxi driver; surely he had, or he would not have dept in thetaxi. There
was nothing smaler than aten, but he felt that the bellboy deserved aten after dl they had been through
together, studying the great book, watching the sea, performing their autopsy on the bellboy's place of
employment.

"Thanks, gr." The bellboy coughed. "Sir, we have these little braziers. . ."

"Yes" hesad. "I'd like one, if | can have one."

"They've got to be ventilated, but those French doorswill take care of that, sir." The bellboy



flashed alopsided smile. "I'll bring one up to you."

"Thank you," he said.

He was undressing when the bellboy returned. The brazier was atiny thing, yet far better than
nothing. He put it in his bedroom, and when he switched off the light, he found that its copper Sdeswere
faintly luminous, aglow with warmth and cheer.

When he woke in the morning, Larawas not there, and every muscle ached. The back of his
right hand had been scorched aswell as his coat deeve, and the burn was crusted and painful. The
cologne and shaving soap North had bought were ill in the bathroom, but neither seemed theright sort
of thing to dab on aburn.

Medical waslisted on the white plastic card that did from beneath the telephone. He dialed, and
wastold that the doctor was not yet in, did not often arrive until later or never during this, the off season,
and would (or perhagps would not) cal him upon arriving at last. He could not remember hisroom
number, but he said, "I'm in the Imperia Suite, on the top floor," and the disembodied operator seemed
to understand.

It was only when he had hung up that he redlized his call had gone through without difficulty, thet
he had not gotten the twittering voices or Klamm, and that someone -- almost the correct someone --
had in fact answered.

Heresolved to call his apartment again, and at once began to look for something elseto do,
something that would postpone the moment when he would actualy haveto did his own number. He had
assumed thet the little brazier had gone out, but afew sparks remained, sullenly crimson among the fluffy
gray ashes. He added hits of charcoa from a copper can that had accompanied the brazier, then rinsed
his fingersin the bathroom, avoiding the burn as much as he could.

Histopcoat was ruined. His best trousers would have to be replaced too, but they remained
good enough to wear until he got new ones. He dressed gingerly, careful of the burn and thinking more
about breskfast than of the call and his gpartment, fedling it would be wisest to put both out of his
thoughts until it was time to telephone -- to telephone and talk to somebody who was not Lara, or no
one.

The telephone rang.

He answered. It was the doctor, as he should have guessed. "Understand you've a burned hand,
ar.

"Yes" hesaid. "l don't think it's too bad, but there'sa sort of scab on it." He decided not to
mention the burns he had discovered on his face when he had shaved. The doctor would see them, and
would trest them or would not.

"Had abit of an accident mysalf. Come on down, Sr." The doctor's voice sounded vaguely
familiar. "I'll give you some salve and a bandage to protect the skin until it hedls. I'm in the basement --
the lower leve'swhat they cdl it."

The elevator was along while coming. He rang three times before he recalled that it required a
human operator, who would certainly be annoyed. Today the operator was a morose teenager with
pimples

"Lower levd," hesad.

The passing floors that had appeared so forsaken the night before seemed equally deserted now.
Hefdt that he himsdlf was only aghog, riding aghostly eevator in aphantom hote, that this building had
falen to the wrecking ball long ago, that it had been replaced by beach-front condos, silent and sourly
white structures haunted by the worm, condos wrapped in white winding sheets of sdt, themselves dated
for demolition if only someone could be found who wanted the land, who would pay hard cold cash on
the barrelhead for their destruction.

The lobby flashed by, empty except for athin, bespectacled youth at the desk. They landed,
helicopter-like, in awindowless cavern of boutiques, al of them shut and dark, each of them (to judge by
appearances) more than ready to swear that it was never redly open, had never been open a dll.

"Which way isthe doctor's office?" he asked.



The teenager pointed.

"And could you tel me how late they serve breskfast in the coffee shop?'

"Until they close," the teenager said, and dammed shut the wrought-iron door.

He reached the end of the row of shops and turned a corner. The cavernous space was even
larger here, enlivened by shelving baconies. Dugty flags like stdactites hung from the celling; there were
only two or three he recognized. Whose was that two-headed eagle? That griffin clawing the air?

"Up here, ir!™

A fat man in shirtdeeves, leaning on a crutch, was bending over adender balcony rail to waveto
him. He waved in return and mounted a short flight of iron stepsthat creaked and boomed dully beneath
his feet, wondering whether there was an elevator someplace and whether the doctor (who it seemed
should not have climbed stairs) had been forced to climb these,

The doctor's door was the only one that showed alight, an old-fashioned pebbled glass door
with an oak frame. Plain black lettering on the glass: C.L. APPLEWOOD, M.D.

Inside there was no receptionist, no nurse. The doctor sat at adesk at the back of along, narrow
room, large of feature, heavy of jaw, and smooth of face, with the high Shakespearean forehead that
white hair and encroaching baldness give dl men, and an extra chin upon which to display adick
professionalism in shaving and the touch of fine white powder that bespoke the actor.

"Good, good!" The syllables were resonant and congtricted. " Good to see you madeit, Sir!
Wonderful! We dl madeit then, save for poor Danidl. Dead, Sir! Yes, dead asa stone, and | could not
have saved him, sir, nor could any physician since Hippocrates. They got him, sir! Settled poor Dan once
and for dl. They got metoo, asyou've seen. A bullet, athirty-eight | suppose, through the fleshy portion
of thethigh. Had they but nicked the femoral artery, sir, you should not see me herel 1 would be acitizen
of abetter sphere, with poor Danid a my side. Asit was, | was able to hobble away before the fire -- as
you, sir, were not | see -- our bold Carlos having shot the rascal set to guard the stage door.”

The doctor chuckled; the sound was deep and throaty, like the contented noise, haf clucking and
half crowing, made by agreat rooster.

"And now, g, if you'll excuse mefor not rising, I'll excuse you from shaking hands. Let's seeit.”

14
The Seain Winter

The coffee shop was empty. A black-and-white sign on awooden stand read: PLEASE SEAT
YOURSELF.

Hedid s0, choosing asmall table beside ahigh glasswall, likethewall of a greenhouse or
conservatory. Beyond it tood alow diff or bluff, or perhaps only onewal of the cavernous, flag-hung
arcade he had left; beyond that lay abroad expanse of beach upon which the ocean had erected a
duplicate of the quarry he had seen afew years before on a National Geographic specid.
Expressionlessimages leaned or lounged here and there among the shattered wrecks of others, some
finished, some incomplete, some scarcely begun -- al this executed in dabs of greenish searice.

One watched him, a statue some distance down the beach and midway between land and ocean,
garing insolently but silently as he took angpkin from awater glass and turned up an inverted coffee cup.

It was impossible that the police should have chosen such a strange means of spying on him, yet
he felt they had. In some way they would be watching him, so why not this? Or if it was not redlly true, it
felt true. Klamm and his men would try to account for everybody they had seen on the stage -- for him,
for North, for thetwo in business auits, for Dr. Applewood, and for the man in the army uniform. (But he
was easy enough to account for -- even Dr. Applewood had said s0.)

And he, too, was readily accounted for. The cop had looked in hiswallet, had seen his hotel key,
had told the driver where to take him. They knew where he was, and they would surely send somebody



to watch him.

"Would you like coffee, 9r?"

The waitress was about twenty, very petite, with black hair cut short, hair that curved around her
face like the wings of asoft, black bird, abird determined to hatch that ova face -- or if it was hatched
dready, to shidd it from the harsh winds of thisworld.

"Yes," hesad. "And some orangejuice, if you have any.”

Shesad, "I'll have to squeeze you some, sir," and winked.

He was too astonished to wink back; but he watched her as she trotted away. She wore
polished black shoeswith very high hedls (because she's so short, he decided), alittle white cap, and a
black slk dresswith atiny white gpron, like the maid in some old movie sarring Gary Grant.

The steamy fragrance of freshly brewed coffee told him she had filled his cup, though he had not
noticed. The coffee was asblack as her dress, as black as her shoes, and he knew that he would never
be able to see anything black anyplace again -- coffee or the night -- without thinking about her shoes
and her dress. He added cream (which he seldom did), looked through the glasswall, and remembered
nightswith Lara.

A big white boat was passing the hotel, half amile or less from where he sat; passing dowly, as
though fighting a headwind with its enginesamost idling. A teacher had read it to him in school: "Asidle
as apainted ship upon apainted ocean."”

Hefet sure Larawas on that boat, that white-painted boat that would have looked so much
more a home down in Florida or aplace like that, on the Gulf or the Pacific or the Mediterranean. He
fet surethat it was Larawatching him through binoculars as he spped his coffee, sipped the icewater that
the girl in the black shoes must have brought him too, brought him icewater even though he had not
noticed, brought him water even though he sat in front of water and ice that went on forever.

She brought the orange juice, placing it before him with addicate hand tipped with long, crimson
nails, ahand naked of rings. "What elsewould you like, Sir?!

"Right now," hesad, "I'd like you to st down and talk to me."

"| can't do that, sir. Suppose the manager camein.”

"It'slonesome here," hetold her.

"I know, gir. You're the only guest -- the only one in the whole place, | think."

"I'm surprised they keep it open.”

"Thisistheworst time of year. Usualy it's pretty good through Y ule, and then it picksup againin
March."

He thought franticaly, groping for aquestion or comment that would hold her in conversation.
"Do you drive out from the city every day?"

"Sure. There's nothing to do way out here." She glanced around to see whether someone was
listening. "For us, | mean. Therésthingsfor the guests.”

"What are they?'

"Oh, the spa, and indoor tennis courts and so on. We can't use them. What would you like for
breskfast?*

He noticed sadly that she had dropped the sir; hewas no longer a customer, just another
unwanted boyfriend. He asked, "What's good?"

Under her breath: "1 am.” Aloud she said, "Why don't you have awaffle? The chef'sared
master with them. Weve got about a dozen different kinds."

"Whatever kind you think'sthe best.”

She nodded. "I'll be dong again in aminute to give you more coffee.”

"All right. Hurry back."

She waked dowly away, writing on her order pad. When she had rounded the partition and was
out of sght, he spoke to the expressonless face of ice on the beach. "Did you get dl that? Are you going
to tdl them everything?'

It did not reply.

Dr. Applewood had not been worried about spying, or about hidden mikes or cameras. When



he had asked about the theater, Dr. Applewood had actudly risen and seized the back of one of the old
wooden chairs. "Do you recollect our stage properties, Sir? That waswhat | used, like an old woman
with awalker, clumping and thumping across the floor!"

But why had the doctor come to the hotel today, come with abad leg to ahotel withasingle
guest? For that matter why had she said he was the only one? North was still registered. In fact, North
might come back to the room while he ate hiswaffle, might aready have come back while Dr.
Applewood was bandaging his hand. They had al gotten awvay except Danid -- that was what the doctor
had said. Danidl had been Nick, but where was North? Would North phone? Probably not -- the police
might tap the wire, listen to any calsto or from the room.

He spped his coffee, which was excdlent.

If he had a coat, he could walk al around the hotel; there had to be a parking lot somewhere. If
North had used the little car that he had driven, he would recognize it, and the keys werein his pocket.

But North had probably not used that car. It had probably been burned when the theater burned
down -- he, not North, had the keys. Y et it was ftill possible. North had given him the keys, never saying
they were the only set; and nothing would be less like North than to give somebody elsethe only s, to
let go of that kind of power.

Anyway, thieves could start cars without the keys by hotwiring the ignitions. North, who had
made alock pick from the hospita wiring, would know al about that.

A man in athree-piece suit came into the coffee shop and sat down not far from him. When the
waitress brought his waffle, he asked her who the man was.

"Probably some guest. | don't know -- I've never seen him before.™

"You said | wasthe only guest.”

"That was yesterday, you and your friend. He probably checked inlast night -- | only got to
work an hour ago."

"Therésafinefor not knowing hisname: you haveto tel meyours.”

Shegrinned. "Fanny."

"Redly?'

"Would | fib about aname likethat? | know yours. Youre A. C. Pine, and you'rein the Imperid
Suite”

She had gone before he could reply. As he ate hiswatfle (he had missed dinner the night before,
and felt as though he could ezt five), he vaguely considered theinitias. What did A. C. stand for? Soon,
hefelt, he might have to tel Fanny; and it would be better if he were not stuck with something like Abner
Cecil. Abraham Clyde? Arthur Cooper? By the time he had finished his orange juice, he had decided he
was Adam something.

The lower level was no longer quite so deserted asit had been. Several shops showed lights, and
once he heard footsteps. Thefirst shop he looked into was a beauty parlor in which an enameled blonde
was painting her own nailswhile she waited for customers. "Good morning,” he said.

She looked up without interest. "Hi, ya."

"Niceday."

"Isitwarmin' up alittle?’

"l don't know," hesaid. "I haven't been outside.”

The blonde sighed, looked away, then back a him. "I have. Believe me, it an't anice day. That
wind could kill ya"

"I wouldn't think you'd get much business, then.”

She shrugged. "I might aswell be here. It'sthe only shop | got.”

"Suppose | wanted to change the color of my hair?!

She looked up, interested. "Do ya?"

"Not today. Maybein afew days."

"Sure, | could do it for ya, any color yawant. Twenty'd cover it."

"That seems pretty high."

"Okay, fifteen. But that'saslow asI'll go. Y aoughta see what the hotel charges mefor this



place”

"Then let's say twenty, and you promiseto keep it Strictly confidentid. Isthat aded?'

"Yagot it. Hey, listen, | never talk about my customers anyhow."

"And now, do you --" He paused. Slightly to the left of the blonde's head was a poster
advertising shampoo. The woman pictured there was Lara. "Could you tell meif theré's a place down
herethat sdlsmen'sclothing?”

"Theresthree, but | don't know --"

The door opened behind him; the waitress -- Fanny -- camein, and she seemed at least as
surprised to see him as he wasto see her. "Hello," he said.

"Oh, hi." She gtood slently while he looked from her to the blonde. At last she said, "Areyou
done?'

"l guessso."

"l thought maybe I'd get a perm. I'm off now till lunch.”

The blondetold her, "Yadon't need oneyet. Why don't yalet mejust wash it and set it?”

Hesaid, "Well, good-bye, | guess,” and stepped out into the cavernous arcade. He had gone fifty
feet beforeit occurred to him to return quietly to the beauty parlor and listen; for afew seconds he
hesitated, vacillating. He had seen people -- actors -- do it on televison and in pictures hundreds of
times, and felt somehow that it could not possibly work in red life. The women would hear him, or they
would be talking about nothing. But wasthisred life?

Assdlently as he could he retraced his steps, glad that he could see no one watching (though
someone might be watching) and feding extremdy foolish.

". .. little halfwitted tease." That wasthe blonde. Fanny answered resentfully, but so softly he
could scarcely hear her, "1 talked. . . at breakfast. | was supposed to check in. You know my
orders.”

He crept away.

Thefirst men's sore he came to was run by awoman, which surprised him. He bought anew hat
and aheavy overcoat, and at her suggestion awool sweater-vest to wear under hisjacket. He ordered a
new pair of wool dacks, too. She measured hislegs, marked the seams with chalk, and promised that the
dackswould be ready next day. She wore atape measure about her shoulderslike a sash of office, and
her gray hair inabun.

"Do you run this place?' he asked.

"Who d£?'

"It must belonely, especidly during the winter.”

"Y ou want to rob me? Go ahead, thereisn't adime. I'll tell theinsurance, maybethey'll give me
some money. But if you hit me, I'll kill you."

He hesitated, aware that she was joking but unsure of how to respond.

She patted him under thearms. "That jacket don't have room enough for agun. Y ou want, I'll
make you a better one. Fifty, a hundred dollars, depends on the materia.”

"l don't carry agun.”

"A drangler, huh?" She scribbled figures on a scrap of paper. " Seventy-seven for the coat, down
from one sixty-five. Twenty-five for the hat. Fifteen for the swesater, but for such agood customer, I'm
making it ten, there goes my profit. Also you've got to pay for the pantsin case you don't come back for
them. Twenty-threefor your pants, with tailoring. Comesto -- let's make it a hundred and thirty, here's
handkerchiefs, package of five, red Irish linen. Go out and your nosell run liketheriver. You get afree
tie"

Hesaid, "I don't want one. I've got plenty.”

"Okay, I'll tel you whet I'll do. Since you're my first customer today and | like you, I'm giving you
thislovely dl-wool muffler for haf off."” She glanced at the tag. "Fifteen ninety-five, one hundred percent
purevirgin lambs wool. For you, right now, today only, eight bucks."

"I'll takeit, but I'd like alittle information with it. Isthere anywhere in the hotel where awoman
can get her hair done?"



She shook her head. "Therés aplace, Millicent's, but Millicent ain't here, thisis when she goes
on vacation. Shewon't be openttill the twenty-first."

"I think | saw her thelast time| was here. Blond woman, thin, kind of along nose?"

"Nah." The proprietress of the haberdashery was surveying his purchases. "That ain't her. You're
going to wear the coat, right? And the muffler and the hat. Y our dackslI be ready tomorrow afternoon.
What about the sweater? 1'd wear that too, if you're going to be out much.”

"l will," he said. He dipped off hisjacket.

"Wait aminute, I'll cut the tags for you. Hey, you got amagic doll. My nephew had one.”

He had laid his jacket on the counter. Tina appeared to be peeping from his pocket.

Not knowing what elseto say, he said, "Would you like to look at it? Go ahead.”

She gtared a him. "Y ou know, you're taking a chance, saying something like that. Lots of women
dont likethosethings.”

"Areyou going to damageit?'

She shook her head. "No. Not me."

"Then why shouldn't you look &t it?"

Gently, she dipped the doll out of his pocket. "My pop had one. Mom said it used to talk to him
at night, when they thought she was adeep. | guess| know whose hair you wanted done, right? Y ou
ought to carry her in abox, that'swhat most of them do. I'll get acomb and straighten it out alittle for
you."

15
TheLand in Winter

L eaving the haberdashery he walked past Dr. Applewood's office, though it was on the upper
level and he on the lower. No light showed through the pebbled glass door; he wondered whether the
doctor had gone home or been arrested. It seemed quite possible that Applewood had been an informer
-- that Applewood had summoned Klamm and Klamm's agents, that the wound received in the theater
had been an accident or atrick, and that Applewood had returned to the hotdl that morning in response
to ingructions from Klamm or the police.

He considered trying the door, entering the doctor's office if he could, and searching the desk;
but decided againgt it. It was conceivable -- though only, hefdt, barely conceivable -- that they did not
know about Dr. Applewood. If so, they would surely learn if he were seen going into the doctor's office
or so much astouching the doorknaob. It was conceivable that they had not known where he was -- as
now they clearly did -- before he had gone into the coffee shop; but he doubted it.

In any event, he was dready much too warm, bundled as he wasinto swesater-vest, overcoat and
muffler. He wanted to get outside as soon as he could. Some distance beyond the doctor's office he
discovered ashort stair labeled PARKING,; he climbed it and let himsalf out through arusty steel door.

The wind the blonde had mentioned met him at once; it was not strong, but persstent and very
cold. Hefdt that it was not aseawind but aland wind; it lacked the flavor of the sea, seeming instead to
have blown across lonely miles of featurel ess snow.

Nor could he see the seafrom the place to which the rusty door had admitted him. A small lct,
plowed clean of snow, lay before him. In it were four cars, al parked as near the door as possible. None
was the hunched brown Mink whose keys werein his pocket, though two were very much likeit. The
third was abright red convertible, hardly larger. The fourth was ablack limousine with jump seatsin the
back, a car capable of carrying eight in some comfort. Beyond doubt, that was the car in which Klamm's
agents had come -- Fanny, the blonde to whom she reported, the new "guest” in the coffee shop, and
perhaps Dr. Applewood as well. He found himself wondering who had driven. The blonde -- she was
the type who would aways want to drive, who would never allow anyone eseto driveif she could help



it; shewould be afast driver, he thought, constantly burning rubber or damming on the brakes, the kind
of driver North would beif he drove.

Hetried to open the limousine's door with the keys of the hunched car. Neither would work, or
even enter the lock. To his surprise, the trunk was not locked. He opened it and found alitter of paper;
someone had tossed afilefolder into it, and the motion of the limousine had emptied it. The wind caught
two sheets of paper and sent them flapping across the frozen asphdt like terrified chickens. He seized
another before it could make good its escape and glanced at it, then read it with fascination.

Name: "Wm. T. North," "Bill North," "Billy North,"
"Richard North," "Ted West." Actual name
unknown. Name first given is name most used.

Date of Birth: Unknown.

Place of Birth: Unknown, possible Visitor.
Height: 5' 11"

Weight: 170 Ib.

Hair: Dark, balding. Often wears moustache.
Eyes: Blue.

Complexion: Ruddy.

Scars, etc: Burns, palms of both hands. Misc. small scars
on forearms, may be fresh. (North is
self-mutilator.) Tattoo underside of right wrist
"RN." Often wears watch on this wrist to hide
tattoo.

7/12/87 mem. Blue September. 12/11/87 chief Iron Boot. Arrested 6/6/88 ngri., U. Gen. Psychiatric Hosp.
Expert shot, often carries two or even three guns. Expert knife thrower, may have knife strapped to wrist, arm,
or ankle. Violent, uncontrollable temper. Extremely dangerous.

Therewas a picture of North (looking dightly younger than he remembered) and a set of
fingerprints. He put the paper back into the folder and poked among the rest, wondering if he would find
asimilar report on Dr. Applewood or himsalf. He did not, but he discovered a sheet headed Daniel
Paul Perlitz and samped DECEASED. Dr. Applewood had called the man in uniform Danidl.

Suddenly afraid he was being watched, he closed the trunk. His uncomfortable warmth had
vanished; he was chilled now as he returned to the rusted door, and eager to regain the warmth of the
hotel and shelter from the wind. To reassure himsdlf, he put his hand insgde his overcoat and made certain
hisroom key was till in the pocket.

The sted door waslocked, and neither his room key nor the keys to the hunched brown car
would open it. After amoment, he decided that the lot was probably reserved for employees and the
concessionaires who leased the shops and offices of the arcade. No doubt they received keysto this
door. He would have to walk around to the front of the hotel, and it appeared he might haveto do it
through the drifted snow.

Turning up hisovercoat collar and adjusting the muffler (slently he blessed the woman who had
persuaded him to buy it) over the lower hdf of hisface, he circled thelot looking for apath cleared of
snow. There was none, only the drive through which the four cars had come (now drifted haf full
wherever it ran a right angles to the wind) which appeared to wind away in the direction of afew



scattered structures nearly at the limit of vison and dmost lost in the white erasure of the snow.

The hotel spread long wingsto either side. Not so long, perhaps, to someone strolling at ease
down their corridors; and yet very long indeed for him, since hewould have to walk twice their length
through snow that in places rose higher than hiswaist. Hetried it for afew steps, then abandoned the
attempt. Sooner or later, the drive would surely join the highway that ran beside the sea.

As he crossed the | ot, he considered the shortcomings of his equipment. The coat, the swester,
and the muffler had al been wise investments; but he should have chosen acap in place of hishat, afur
cap with ear flapsthat tied under the chin, or perhaps one of the woolen hoods the haberdashery had
cdled balaclavas-- he had seen adisplay of them and paid no attention to it.

He needed gloves aswell. It seemed incredible to him that he had not thought of gloves; his
fingers were freezing, though he had buried his hands in the pockets of the overcoat. Most of all, he
needed bootsin place of his shoes; his brief attempt to walk through the snow had filled his shoeswith
snow, and despite the exercise they were getting his feet were freezing. Worst of dl, they dipped again
and again, the smooth soles of his shoes refusing to hold the nearly invisbleice that coated the asphdt in
random patches, refusing to grip the packed snow.

He had |eft the parking lot and entered the drive when he saw Fanny's picture; he picked it up
and discovered that he was holding just such a paper as had described North.

Name: Frances Land, "Frannie Land," "Faith Lord."

Date of Birth: 7/9/64

Place of Birth: Marea AX

Height: 5' 3"

Weight: 105 Ib.

Hair: Black, curling.

Eyes: Brown.

Complexion: Fair.

Scars, etc.: Six fingers on right hand. Glasses for reading.

Associates members Blue September, Immortals, Iron Boot. Believed sympathizer.

Shaking his head, he crumpled the paper and tossed it away. He had been wrong, completely
wrong, about Fanny. He corrected himsalf -- about Frances. Like Dr. Applewood, Frances had been an
associate of North's. No doubt it had been because severa such people worked here that North had
chosen to come here, to this God-forsaken resort hotel in winter, this huge old hotel so many milesfrom
thecity.

The blonde in the beauty shop had been someone from North's organization too, then, since
Fanny had been ordered (by whom?) to report to her.

Or Fanny was -- what did they call it? Somebody who worked for both sides. Somebody who
pretended to work for one while passing information to the other. For if Fanny had not comein the
limousine, how had she come? And if the limousine were not Klamm's, why did it have those papersin
the trunk, papers from the FBI or the Secret Service -- the Secret Police, whatever they might be called?

The drive was barely wide enough for one car, and the plow had thrown up snowbanks on each
side higher than his head. He waked in aworld of black and white, and it seemed to him after atime that
he was no more than abit player in an old movie, an old black-and-white movie. There was no color



anyplace because the print had not been colorized yet and there was only the gray sky above, the
blacktop beneath, and snow to ether side. His shoes were black too, and the dark gray of his new coat
looked almost black. Wasit the beginning of the late movie? Or wasit the end, when he (back in his
gpartment dully watching this old movie) would get up, yawn, and take his glass and the bottle off the
coffee table, knowing how soon the lovers would embrace, the woman dressed as Liberty hold up her
torch.

Ashewalked he looked from side to side, and after atime he redlized he was hoping to find the
other sheet that had blown out of the trunk, because it would have a picture of Lara Two sheets had
gotten away, one he had caught. The one he had caught had been North's; one of those he had not
caught had been Fanny's -- Francess. Surdly then, the third sheet, which he had neither caught nor
found, had been Laras, Laralast seen dancing across the asphalt, over the snow, dancing in the wind.

Its thunder behind him warned him just in time, and he dove into the snowbank on hisleft. The
big, black limousine roared past, so close hefdt its suction try to draw the shoe from one foot.

He climbed out. Not swearing, he was too happy to be dlive -- ill dive! -- to curse anything. A
thin layer of ice had cut hisleft forefinger, and he sucked it as he dusted the snow from his coat with his
bandaged hand. When he took the finger out of his mouth to examineit, blood welled from the cut and
dribbled onto the blacktop and onto the white snow.

He had put the packet of handkerchiefsin the sde pocket of hisjacket with the map. Hetook it
out and opened it, and wrapped hisfinger in one of the handkerchiefs.

If he had not been afraid of falling on theice, he would have skipped. This (he thought) waswhy
Gary Grant and Rosdind Russdll, William Powell and Myrna Loy radiated so much happiness -- so
much delight in those creaking late-night movies, shone so brightly even in black and gray when they
should have been dead. How happy they wereto be till dive, therein theflickering cdluloid, there on
the cramped screens that had been tacked to the radios they had known, how joyful!

Just like him. He might be dead now a home, dead and rotting as he sat before thetelevision in
the chair he had bought so chegply; but he was dive here, his crimson blood proved it, even if thiswas
the last red!.

The drive mounted a hill and bent to the right. He heard atruck roar past -- not only heard it, but
saw it, saw at least its orange-and-green top above the crests of the snowbanks. Another hundred steps
or so brought him to the point at which the drive left atwo-lane road, aso of black asphalt, that might or
might not have been one he had driven aong with North. He tried to guessin which direction the ocean
lay, and guessed wrong; but after awalk of half amile reached a point from which he could see both the
hotel and his mistake.

He was about to retrace his steps when an old red pickup with chains came rattling down the
road, driven by amiddie-aged farmer. He flagged it down and explained how he had been locked out as
briefly ashe could.

The farmer chuckled and opened the door. " Guess you won't be goin' out that way no more.”

Hegrinned. "Héell, no!" He felt he ought to be angry, but he was completely incapable of it. The
old pickup had a heater that worked, and its hot breath on his feet was the promise of heaven.

"Don't many people stay in thewinter," the farmer said. "My Junie works there sometimes, but
comefall they lay her off. Didn't even know it was open.”

He nodded and said, "It's pretty empty. | hope you're not going out of your way for me."

"Goin' right by anyhow. I'm goin' into town. Hotel ain't far, 'bout two, three milesfrom my place.”

The road ended with a stop-sign at a somewhat wider road; and after they had turned onto that,
he heard the waves. Soon he saw them aswell, cold and green -- and yet dive, the scales of awatery
snake coiled around the world, he thought, and not so much maevolent asinhuman.

"Here'tis." The pickup jolted to astop. "Name's Grudy, by the way."

"Green," he said, and they shook hands. "If | could pay you something for this, Mr. Grudy. . . 7'

The farmer snorted. "Don't you even suggest it, Mr. Green. I'd do it any time -- so'd you for me,
I'msure”

He thanked the farmer again and climbed out, shutting the truck's door carefully and waving while



the farmer drove away. As he crossed the terrace toward the brightly lit glasswall of the hotel, he looked
a hiswatch. It was eleven thirty-four; the coffee shop would be serving lunch, now or soon. Hewould
find some way to speak to Fanny, who, even if she were adouble agent, might lead him to those who
were not. Fanny could learn no more by seeing him again than she aready knew; but he might learn alot,
including how to think and act like a congpirator, which seemed to be the thing he needed most to know.

There was no bellboy at the entrance thismorning. A sign that stretched across both glass doors
announced: CLOSED FOR THE SEASON. A single bespectacled clerk fussed with papers at the desk.
He pounded on the doors, but the clerk soon vanished into the office behind the desk, never to reappesr;
and after atimethe lightsin the lobby winked out.

16
TheCop

Studying the hotdl from the terrace, he could not see asingle light. For amoment, he considered
breaking in -- there were a hundred windows available to him, or so it seemed. In the end he rgjected the
ideg; if there were no oneingde, it would do him little good, and if some of the staff were il there (if the
clerk were merdly waiting in the office for him to leave, for example, as he suspected) he would be
arrested and put in jail -- ajail where Lara could not possibly be.

He returned to the road instead, confident now that awell-dressed man would soon get aride,
that even awell-dressed man with scorched cheeks and a bloody finger would not have to wait for long.
The satue of ice that had watched him eat his waffle watched him again; it wore an expression of sullen
satisfaction, possibly because of the dight change in angle. The ocean spoke to him as an angry mother
berates her child; but though he could hear the anger and rebuke inits voice, he could not understand
what it wasit wished him to do, what the waves thought he ought to have done.

It was half an hour before the first car passed, and it did not stop. After a second wait that
seemed equally long, alarge red buslumbered by, its driver ostentatioudy obliviousto the frantic figure
not at an approved stop. On the television news, he had often heard about drivers who would not pick
up even the dying, but it had not occurred to him before that many of these must have been company
driversforbidden by their companiesto provide aid, or that this must have been concedled through some
private arrangement between the companies and the news media.

He counted the waves as they spoke on the ice-locked beach; and when he had cometo a
hundred and seventeen, the convertible passed, driven by the bespectacled clerk. He stepped into the
middle of the road to makeit stop; but save for swerving around him, the clerk ignored him till.

Deciding it was useless, he turned away and trudged after the convertible, which soon vanished
around a snow-blind curve. The bus had passed, and so it seemed likely to him that there was a bus stop
somewhere aong the road, abus stop from which country people who did not have cars or trucks could
reach the city -- abus stop, and perhaps even a bench. Hislegs trembled from dl the walking and
standing he had done that morning; his head, which had ached off and on ever snce he had awakened in
United, throbbed now with pain.

A car behind him pinged and chittered like a broken music box. He did not turn to look, sure that
no matter what he did it would not stop and unwilling to step from the cleared strip to its snow-packed
edges.

"You need aride?' It was Fanny, cdling through the open window of one of the subcompacts he
had looked at in the parking lot.

Hetried to smile. "Hey, do I!" She might be Klamm's spy; but if Klamm and the police were
against North, wasthat so bad? Like the doors of the car he had driven for North, this one had doors
hinged toward the rear. He twisted the handle, opened the door, and got in.

"Didn't you have luggage or anything?' She sounded sincere and dightly stupid.



"Not much,” hetold her.

Her left foot depressed the long clutch peda as she pulled the shift rod smoothly back. "1 see.
Wel, | wish you'd stayed on. Anyway they would've called a cab or something for you when you
checked out, you know."

"l didn't check out.”

The clutch peda came smoothly up; the engine hesitated asiif ready to die, then caught hold. The
little car shook itself and lurched ahead. "They said you did."

"They locked me out.”

"Youdidn't pay?'

"Wewere pad for severd daysyet," hesad.

"They wouldn't do that."

He shrugged, looking out at the snowy countryside.

Thelittle car staggered into second. "Anyway, there went my winter job. Thisfdl they begged me
-- | mean begged me -- to stay on. Fanny, we're going to try staying open al winter -- that's exactly
what they said. Now I'm out of ajob, and al the winter jobs are gone.”

"Maybe that woman at the beauty shop could find something for you.” He turned to look at her.
"l was going to say, the onewho did your hair, but your hair hasn't been touched.”

"Y ou noticed." When she had shifted into third, she patted her hair. "Naw, she wanted to
shampoo and st it, but it don't really need it. | don't redly need aperm either -- | knew she'd tell me
that. | just wanted somebody to talk to. Where are you going anyway?"

"Theralway station."

"Y ou're blowing town?"

He nodded. "I'm going to Marea."

"That's good. | mean, things don't seem to be working out so good for you here.”

"Will you drop me there?'

"Sure”

"Thank you." He hesitated. "I probably shouldn't mention this, but do you know the name of the
man | was staying with?"

"| don't pay attention to that kind of thing."

"Y esterday morning we ate breakfast together in the coffee shop, but you weren't our waitress.”

"Y ou probably got Maisie, or maybe Edith. See, they kept three of us on, and we were
supposed to work two days and off one, Maisie and Edith yesterday, me and Maisie today.”

Hetold her, "The other man in my room was using the name Campbell, but he was redly William
T. North."

Shedid not answer.

Hesaid, "Y ou know peoplein the Iron Boot. Y ou know who William T. Northis."

"And you want meto put you on atrain for Marea."

"That'sright."

"Okay." She nodded. "But | was going to do that anyway -- no, you'reright, | wasn't. | was
going to try to get you to come home with me. Do you need money?1 can giveyou alittle; | don't havea
whaolelot."

"No," hesaid. "l need to talk to Klamm beforel go."

Therewas along silence. Their road joined alarger one, ahighway with four lanes. She watched
the traffic and steered. With the accelerator al the way to the floorboards, her little car would do
fifty-four miles an hour on the flat. He recalled that the brown Mink had been abit better: nearly sixty.

At lagt she sad, "Then youll have to come home with me.”

"Y ou could drop me off a ahotd."

She shook her head. "Who've you told? North?!

"Nobody." Hetried to think of away to explain. "I wasn't North'sfriend; | don't think he has
friends. | might be Klamm'sfriend, if | knew what you and Klamm areup to.”

"Y ou were with North at the Adrian.”



"That'sright. Y ou saw us? Or did they tell you?"

"I saw you. | wasin the audience. They -- Klamm -- thought they had everything closed,
everything tight. Thewhole block was sedled off. But North's got more lives than atomcet, and they
wanted meto seehim just in case. Asit turned out they wereright.”

"North escaped? | was afraid of that.”

"That'stheway it looks. Severa people died in thefire, but weveidentified al of them now.”

He thought for amoment. "Dr. Applewood -- | know you must know about him. Dr.
Applewood didn't seem to have much trouble getting out.”

"Of course not. Welet him out. Welet dl of them out, except for one who got killed by
accident.”

"Why?"

"What do you care?" She sounded contemptuous.

"Because | was one of them.”

"That'sright, you were. Y oure willing to turn against North?*

"I've never been for him. | was a sort of prisoner -- hisdave, if you want to put it like that."

"And you couldn't get away?'

"l did." Hetold her what had taken place in the basement. "That is, | got away from North. What
| want to know iswhy you let me get away, and Dr. Applewood and the rest.”

"Because you were dl just low-level people. When you've identified low-level people, you don't
arrest them. Y ou don't want to. Y ou watch them like we watched the play before North showed up. Y ou
let them lead you to the ringleaders.”

He said, "That was what you did with me, wasn't it? | had my hotel key in my pocket, and this
morning before | ate | went to Dr. Applewood to get this bandage and some salve for my hand. After
breakfast, when | came down again to buy some clothes, the light was off in his office. | supposethe
blonde in the beauty shop saw methefirgt time and cameto listen outside the door.”

Fanny shrugged. "l suppose.”

"Y ou don't know?"

She glanced at him, irritated. "Y ou think she tells me everything she does? She'smy boss, a
lieutenant.”

"I'm sorry," hesaid.

When shewas silent he added, "It'sjust that this morning in the coffee shop | thought you liked
me. When they shut the hotel and nobody would pay any attention to me until you came by to pick me
up, | knew I'd been supposed to find that paper about you, and you were just playing apart. . ." Helet
the thought trail away.

"Nature made women to play parts. When we stop, the show's over." She drew adeep bresath,
then let it out with apuff. "I did likeyou, and | ill do. But aslong aswe know each other I'll aways be
playing apart, every few minutes and sometimesfor hours. | can't help it. Anything else you want to
know?'

"Yes. Lasgt night at the theater -- who was the woman in the box with Klamm?"

"His stepdaughter.”

"What?' He redlized his mouth was open, and closed it.

"That's his stepdaughter. Klamm used to be married, though obvioudy they never -- you know."

Hedid not, but he nodded.

"Then hiswife found aman who would. She and Klamm were divorced, naturaly, but they're il
friends -- she's supposed to have been his favorite student when he was at the university, and | imagine
ther lovewas dwaysalot moreintellectud than anything ese”

The highway had become a boulevard. Fanny turned off it onto acity street lined with stores. "All
thisisjust what I've heard, you understand -- | don't know Klamm or his ex-wife personally. Anyway,
he's been like an uncleto her children. That's what they say, but that one's the only one you ever see with
himin public. | suppose shelooksalot like her mother did when she was younger; it happens
sometimes.” Fanny smiled bitterly.



"And her namesKlamm?'

"Certainly not. Her name's Nomos. LauraNomos.”

"LauraNomos," he repeated. He had heard the name, he felt sure. At the theater? In the
hospital? He could not placeit. Had Joe mentioned it? He found he associated it with Joe.

"Thismorning in the coffee shop | thought you redlly liked me." Fanny was parodying what he
had said afew moments before. "When | found out it was redlly Klamm's stepdaughter, | was just
devadtated. | mean | am." She sghed theatricdly. "She'salawyer, | hear. Y ou could look her up in the
Bar Association's guide -- see how much you learn by hanging out with acop?'

Thelittle car turned right, and though they were not going fast, the turn was so aborupt that its rear
whedls skidded.

"Any more questions?'

"Areyou taking meto see Klamm?"

She laughed. "I'm taking you to my place -- maybe in aweek you'll get to see Klamm. How old
doyou think | am?'

He hesitated, fearful of insulting her. "I'm not very good at this. Twenty?*

"Thanks. I'm twenty-two, and if | was agrade lower I'd bein uniform. My lieutenant reportsto a
captain who reports to a person who reports to awoman who reports to Klamm. We have to go up the
chain of command, and welll have to have something to say that will make Klamm think you're worth his
time. Isthere anything ese?'

"WhoisKay?'

Her eyes|eft the road to stare at him, their expression amixture of surprise and skepticism.

He explained, "Once| talked to Klamm on the phone, and he thought | was somebody called
Kay. I've known women named Kay, but thiswasaman, | think. He heard my voice, and he called me
'Herr Kay.' That'saman, isn't it?"

"l supposeitis. But | haven't the least idea what man. Except. . ."

"y e

"Sometimes Klamm himsdlf iscalled Herr K. in the papers, from hisinitid and because hewas
born in the German Empire. But | don't see how it could be that if you were redly on the phone with
Klamm."

"| don't either. One more question. What'saVisitor?'

Her lipstightened. "And where did you hear about that?*

"Doesit matter? | want to know what oneis, because | think | may be one mysdf.”

Fanny nosed her little car to the curb. "1t'll haveto wait until we get indde,” she said. "Herewe
ae.

17
The Room

"Not what you expected, huh?"

It was not. Fanny's room was smal and shabby, no bigger than ten by twelve. Electrica wiring
had been strung across the celling, and lingerie (a black brassere and two pairs of panties, one peach,
one pink) dangled from it. He said, "Even for awaitress\. . ."

"Thisisalittle extreme? Isthat what you think? Rest easy; the department didn't rent this place
for meto go with the job. We aren't that thorough, and usually we don't haveto be. Thisiswherel live."

Asthough to proveit, she sat down on the bed. "If it had gone on longer, | might have picked up
some extramoney in tips when the weether got alittle better. Wdll, it's over with now. Tomorrow I'll tell
Blanche about you and get my new assgnment. Sit down.”

Therewas only one chair, awingback upholstered in faded chintz. He sat, feding the chair was



too small for him, that it had been scaled for achild, that it had once been part of the furnishingsof a
dall's house -- furnishings dispersed long ago, scattered through smoldering dumps, through Salvation
Army stores until only this chair and the doll remained.

"Y ou were going to ask me about Vistors" she said. "Y ou even said you thought you might be
oneyoursdlf. Why isthat?'

"Because | don't seemtofit in here” He paused, laboring to box hisfedlingsin words; and at last
he muttered, "I never redly know what's going on.”

Fanny put her fingerti ps together, reminding him suddenly of the buck-toothed woman in the
Downtown Menta Hedlth Center. "Just what isit you don't understand? I'll explainiif | can." She
rummaged in her purse, took out a battered pack of Chamois and extended it to him. "Smoke?"

"No," hetold her, "and that's one of them. Hardly anybody smokes any more, except maybe
dope. But here almost everybody seemsto smoke. Even Mr. Sheng, he smoked a pipe. Klamm smoked
acigar right in the theater. And once when | tried to call my apartment, | got Klamm. | was hoping that
Larawould answer, and now | think maybe she was standing there beside him, like she was that night.”

"Y ou know LauraNomos?"

He shook his head. "LaraMorgan -- she used to livewith me. I'm looking for her." He paused to
savor theidea. "That'swhy I'm here." Just saying it made him fed stronger.

"Y ou think Laura Nomos and this LaraMorgan are the same person?”

"I don't know. They look the same -- not redlly the same but like they might be. Maybethis
won't make sense to you, but we used to have a supervisor, Mr. Kolecke, in the department where |
worked. He wasn't friendly like some of them are, and he wasn't dwaysfair; sometimes he'd crack down
on people pretty hard for something that wasn't their fault at al. But | think probably he got more out of
the department than anybody else ever did.

"Oneday | saw him on the street, and he had aboy and allittle girl with him. Helooked so
different | wasn't sureit wasredly him. | followed them a couple of blockstrying to make up my mind,
and they went into the Art Museum. | went in too after awhile, and he was explaining the picturesto
them. Not just what awindmill was and so on, but who the artists had been and where they'd lived, and
why they said they painted the way they did.”

Fanny nodded encouragingly.

"Findly | just walked up to him and said, 'Mr. Kolecke? Y ou know the way you do. He looked
surprised, then he called me by my first name. We shook hands, and he introduced meto the kids. It
seemed funny | hadn't recognized him right away. But after | thought for awhile | saw he hadn't
recognized me either until | said something. | hadn't felt different just because | was out of the Sore,
wearing different clothes. But I'd looked different to Mr. Kolecke -- so different he hadn't known me
until he heard my voice, and | think maybe that'sthe way Laraisfor me."

Fanny asked, "Does your hand hurt?' He looked surprised, and she added, "Y ou've been
holding your wrist with your other hand.”

"Yes, alittle bit. Dr. Applewood bandaged it for me thismorning. | burned it in thefirelast night.”

Fanny leaned forward to look. "Y our bandage iswet. Y ou probably got snow onit, and it melted
inthe car. You've cut your finger too. Let me seethose, and I'll give you some dry gauze and some
iodine”

He extended his hands. "What are Vigitors? Y ou said you'd tell me about them, but you haven't
told meanything yet."

"Thismay hurt alittle”

Shetore the old tape away, and it did. With the bandage off, he could trace the angry ouitline of
the burn through its smear of yellowish cream.

"Vigtors are people who seem just to appear.” Fanny went to the wooden cabinet over the little
snk in the corner and got out a blue cardboard box of surgical gauze. "Theresaplace -- or anyway, this
ishow it looks-- that'salot like our world, but not quite the same. Or maybe there are severd places
like that. Anyway, sometimes people leak through. Do you like to go to the zoo?"

Hesad, "Not in weather likethis."



"I do, and in some sections they've got rows of cages side-by-side, just separated by wire. You
know, I'm getting pretty far from what the manua says about this. Wait aminute, I'll read it to you."

She pulled abooklet bound in scuffed orange paper from ashelf over the table and thumbed
through itspages. " 'Visitors. Disoriented persons without verifiable history. Visitors often proffer
detailed accounts of supposed homes and past lives, but interrogation soon shows these to be
fictitious. Visitors are without the rights of citizenship, and are frequently dangerous. Dangerous
visitors are to be destroyed.' " Sheinterrupted her reading to say, "That's North, or at least that's what
wethink now. 'Harmless visitors are to be put under arrest and brought before a superior or
federal district court, which will arrange for institutional custody.' " Her voice hardened. "That's
you, if youreredly avigtor."

Hesad, "I'm not. | was only putting you on.”

"That'swhet | thought. Do you gtill want to see Klamm?”

"I don't know. Y ou know morethan | do about al this. What do you think?"

"I don't know either,” Fanny admitted; she shut the orange booklet and replaced it on the shelf.
"Whatever €'se he may be -- and some people hate him -- Klamm's no fool. He could probably help you
if hewanted to. I'd liketo deep oniit."

Henodded. "All right."

"Jugt like that? Wouldn't you like meto drive you to the station?”

It was said lightly, but he felt there would be trouble if he agreed. He shook his head insteed. "I'm
tired and theré'salot more | should know -- thingsyou can tell meif you will."

"Not about visitors, | hope, sSnce you're not one.”

"No, not about visitors-- dthough I'm till interested in that, particularly in where they come
from. About Klamm. Isthiswhere he lives? Thiscity?'

"Sure, thisisthe capitd. He hasto be here for meetings with the President. Naturally hetravelsa
lot, because of his position.”

"He has ahouse or an gpartment here?"

"A housg, | think," Fanny said. "At least he used to. | saw apicture of him in the paper onetime,
taken out on hislawn. He grows roses, that's his hobby. | suppose that's why he kept the house when he
and hiswife plit."

"Do you know wherethis houseis?'

She studied him. "If you're thinking about seeing Klamm at hishouse, forget it. HES the
President's security advisor, which meansthat adozen different groups are gunning for him, including
North's. He's guarded around the clock.”

"But he might talk to me, if | rang hisdoorbdll. | don't want to kill him, | just want toask hima
couple of questions.”

"Well, | don't know where helives. And I'm sure you can skip looking in the phone book."

"You must have someidea”

Fanny shrugged. "Theré's a couple toney suburbs down south. A big place like that would just
about haveto bein one or the other, but | don't know."

"Whereishisoffice?'

"In the Justice Building. I've never been there -- | mean, 1've been in the Justice Building, but I've
never been indde Klamm's department.”

"I'm going to try to see him tomorrow."

"Okay, if youwant to. I'll giveyou arideto Justice."

"Thanks," hesaid.

"Have you had lunch? | haven't even eaten breakfast. | was supposed to after 1'd waited on you,
but | had to report first, and they'd closed the hotel when | came back."

"| thought you told them to closeit, so you could pick me up. In the car you said they'd just
decided to close, but that was while you were il pretending to be awaitress.”

Fanny shook her head. "We believed them, that's dl. They said you'd checked out. We should've
redlized it was acase of men protecting aman, but we didn't.”



"They knew they were protecting me by locking me out of the hotel ?"

"They knew we were there to watch you." She shrugged. "'l suppose they thought thet if they
locked up you'd go somewhere else and get away, without having to be warned by somebody you might
finger if you were picked up. Anyway, when | got back to the coffee shop, they said you'd gone and they
were closing. | asked why they hadn't told us, and they said they didn't know where we were. It was all
horsefeathers, but there wasn't timeto argue.”

"That was why the clerk pretended he didn't hear me, then, when | pounded on the door.”

She nodded.

"But | didn't get away. You gave me aride, and herel am.”

"Thanks. | appreciate that, but it won't wash. Y ou made me."

Hewas puzzled.

"Y ou spotted me for an officer, therein my car. Y ou could have knocked me over with aduster.
| still don't know how you did it."

It was an invitation to boast; he knew it and declined it. He said, "But when you drop me off,
you'll tell somebody dse, and they'll follow me. Maybe they'll help me, just like you did when you gave
me aride; but | won't know who they are. Y oull tell them when you plan to leave me a Klamm's office."

" told you -- see how much you learn by hanging out with a cop?'

"Why?'

"So youll lead usto North. Y ou don't matter; there areamillion like you." Fanny paused to smile
at him. "I'm assuming you're not a Visitor, notice? | hope you appreciate it. Anyway, there are thousands
like you and Applewood and the rest. North's different -- different in away that makes him terribly
dangerous, the sort of megalomaniacal |eader who appears oncein alifetime. North could wreck
everything. | know this sounds crazy, but he could end civilization. He could start the whole human race
on the downhill path.”

He nodded and asked, "What does he want?' then answered his own question. "Power -- | saw
enough to know that. Still, you'rewrong if you think I'm going to lead you to him. I'm not going anywhere
near Northif | canhelpit.”

Fanny grinned, her piquant face to one side. "Saves don't usualy go running back to their
masters -- but now and then their masters come to fetch them, or send somebody they can trust. We get
them up here every so often.”

"Get who?'

"Runaway daves and peoplelooking for them."

It would not sink in, or perhaps he did not want it to sink in. "Y ou gill have davery here?"

"Not here -- it'sastate option.”

"Black peoplefor daves?'

Fanny shook her head. "It isn't really determined by race, it'samatter of lega status. But most
blacks are daves, yes, and most whites are free.”

He said dowly, "In the world we were talking about, where the Visitors come from, everybody's
free. Or so I've heard.”

"That'sthe way it ishere, in most states. But if a state wantsit the other way, it can make davery
legdl; then anybody who owns daves can bring them there without losing them. It's good for the
economy, but it'salittle messy sometimes.”

"The Civil War. Y ou didn't have the Civil War."

"No, that was Britain."

"And men die young here. That's how it sesems.”

Fanny stood up and picked up her purse. "Nature played adirty trick on the human race, Mr.
Pine. She gave you men more strength than most women, and what's much more important, more drive,
more ambition. But when you've fulfilled your biological destiny -- when ether sex hasfulfilled its
biologica destiny, actually -- it dies. That means Sixty or seventy yearsfor us, sometimes only fifteen for

"I heard once on the news that there are nearly a hundred and fifty women over sixty-five for



every man."

She ground out her cigarette. "Who said that, Ken Rather? It's not redlly that bad, lots of men
hold out for their entire lives, damn them. Now come on, let's go get some lunch before | start thinking
you redly areaVisgtor. Therésanicelittle Italian joint, Capini's, a couple of blocks uptown."

18
A Table between Worlds

Fanny had durred the name, saying it quickly and cardlessy, and he had thought nothing of it. It
was not until they wereinsde that he realized it was the restaurant where he often ate, the place to which
he had brought Lara.

One of Mama Capini's sullen sons showed them to awindow table. He ventured to inquire, "Is
your mother here?" but the son turned aside without answering.

Fannie asked, "Y ou've been here before?’

"I think s0," he said. For safety's sake he added, " These storefront spaghetti places al look about
the same to me. It was good, though.”

"Y ou said you had money; so well split this, if that'sdl right with you."

"No," hetold her. "I'll pay."

"l should warnyou, | egt like afire

Looking at her small mouth and dender neck, he doubted it; and when the waitress arrived,
Fanny ordered a pasta sdlad and tea. He asked if the fettuccine Alfredo was good today; assured that it
was, he said he would have that.

"And | thought | was hungry." Shelit acigarette, using the kind of bulky, reliable lighter he
recaled from childhood. "Can | ask why you keep staring out the window?"

He had been trying to read the winter-grimed license plates of passing cars, hoping they would
betray whether they belonged to his own world or hers. "Just keeping an eye on traffic,” he said.

"See anyone you know?'

He shook his head.

"When you lunch with a good-looking woman, you're supposed to look at her, even if she's not
S0 stylishly dressed. Y ou're even supposed to make conversation, when your mouth's not full.”

"| think you're dressed very nicdly,” hetold her. Shewas il in the plain black silk frock she had
worn in the coffee shop, having removed only the little lace gpron and cap. Her serviceable tweed coat
was draped over the back of her chair.

"My dl-purpose undercover outfit.”

Mama Capini came bustling out of the kitchen and waved as she veered toward them. "Ah! It's
you." Her smile showed agold tooth.

Tentatively he said, "It's been acouple of days, | think." Did some other verson of himself eat
here too?

"What you think you say? Maybe amonth. Y ou gonnaget real skinny." Mama Capini turned her
smile on Fanny. "Look at him! Never eatsright but here"

"I know. He had wafflesfor breakfast." Fannie shuddered elaboratdly.

"That'sright, no good! Maybe | open in the morning, give him omelets and some nice prosciutto,
fresh bread. Then| save hislife”

He asked her, "Mama, do you remember Lara? The redhead | brought here?"

"Sure, | know Lara" The gold tooth flashed again. "Nice girl, too good for you.”

He nodded. "I know, Mama. Has she been in here since she came with me?”

"Oh." Mamalowered her voice and glanced at the vacant tables around them. "Laradump you?"'

"I'm trying to get undumped. Has she?!



"Last night for dinner, but redl late." Hopelesdy, Mama spread plump, clean hands. "Were dl out
of tortdlini."

Last night! He asked, "It was Lara? Y ou're sure?'

"Course. | know her right away."

Fanny asked, "Was she with anyone?’

"Y ou take him yourself. He don't ook so bad. Y ou make him forget Lara."

"I'm going to try. But was she?'

"Married couple, new married." Mamanoticed his skeptical expresson. "I'm tellin' you the truth.
She'sgot rings and everythin'. They hold hands under thetable.”

Fanny said, "Describe them, please." From acorner of hiseye, he saw that she had dipped a
small notebook and a stub of pencil out of her purse.

"He'sbig! Bigger than Amedeo. She'salittle woman like you, red pretty. Both got yellow hair,
the man and the woman."

"How old?'
Mamashrugged. " 'Bout the same as you.”
"How were they dressed?’

"Man'sgot ablue suit. A tailor made it -- he'stoo big for Kopplemeyer's. But al wore out,
should have thrown it out last year, you know? | seethe suit and | think, bet Larapays. But I'm wrong.
Hepays."

"How was hiswife dressed?'

Mamalooked thoughtful. "Got ared wool dress, nice dress, but off the rack. Red coat with afox
collar. You know her?'

Fanny shook her head. "How about Lara?"

"Fur coat, anice one, areal mink, pretty dark. Gown for aball, you know? Zecchinos al over,
likearainbow. Low in front. Green stonesin anecklace, maybered." Mamatouched her graying hair,
then her neck. "I should have seen he'sgoin' to pay, not Lara. Laraknows he's goin' to, so she brings
them where you took her. Not too high, you know? Nicegirl."

Fanny said, "Y ou're agood observer.”

"He brought her, then she brings this couple. It'smy business, so | noticed.”

The walitress arrived with their minestrone, and Mamarose. "Anything's not good, you tell me.”

Fanny smiled. "Wewill, but I'm sure everything will be wonderful.”

When Mamawas gone, he said, "I have to make aphone cal.”

"Redly?Y our soup will get cold.”

"No," hetold her. "Not redly. I'll beright back." He made handwashing gestures.

The restrooms were at the end of an acove toward the rear, and there was a pay telephone
between their doors. He went into the men's, rlieved himself, and rinsed and dried hisfingersaswell as
he could. If Fanny had followed him, she would probably have returned to the table when she saw him
goin. The coinsin his pocket were mostly those of the red world, of his own world -- fraudulent-looking
quarterswith nickel faces and copper rims, pennies of copper-coated zinc. But Capini'sitself was part of
hisred world too, and in it he should be able to telephone his gpartment without difficulty and without
getting Klamm or anyone dsebut Lara, if Larawerethere.

One of Mama's sons came in and stood at the urind. "Y agottamake a phone cdl? | can giveya
change”

"No, thanks," he said. "I've got enough.”

On the other side of the door he put aquarter in the dot. The earpiece chimed once and
reassured him with adia tone. He wanted to push the buttons quickly; he made himself dow down so
that he could be certain there had been no mistake.

He pressed thelast digit, and the dia tone ceased. There was nothing, no sound at dl. His
quarter jingled into the coin return when he hung up. Reinserting it, he entered his number again.

Behind him, Mamas son said, "Can't get through, huh?”

He shook hishead. "It doesn't ring.”



"They shouldn't have let those sons of bitches bust up the Bell System.” Mamal's son turned
away.

"Wait aminute. Can you breek afifty for me?"

"No problem. Come up to the register.”

Hefollowed Mama's son to the desk, dipping abill out of Sheng's packet.

"Need Sngles?'

"No," he said. For amoment he held hisbreath. " Just a couple fives."

"Okay." Mama's son accepted thefifty, laid it on the cash register, and gave him two twenties
and two fives, the twenties had Andrew Jackson's picture, the fives had Lincoln's. "Whatcha think about
thefight?'

"What fight?' He had been studying the bills. Suddenly afraid he had studied them too long, he
thrust them hurriedly into apocket.

"What fight?' Mama's son sounded aggrieved. "Joe's gonnafight the champ. Don'tcharead the
paper?’

"That'sright,” hesaid. "I did seethat. Let's hope Joe giveshim ahell of amatch.”

"Takeit to the bank, pal. Joe's a customer, yaknow. Hewasin last night with hiswife and some
other mantrap. Big as ahouse, but he don't throw hisweight around. He's as nice an' polite as you or
me"

Hesaid, "I'll keep my fingers crossed,” and went back to the table, where he sat with hishead in
his hands. There was an empty bowl in front of him.

"Yourswas getting cold,” Fanny said, "so | ateit." Therewasafull bowl before her, il
steaming. After amoment, she picked it up and offered it to him.

"That'sdl right," he said.

"l wasjudt trying to make ajoke. Takeit, it'syours anyway. What's the matter?”

"How long have you been egting here?’

"What?"

"| asked how long you've been coming in here. When we were in your room you said there was
agood Itaian place a couple of blocks away -- something like that. So you've eaten here before. When
wasthefirg time?'

Fanny counted on her fingers. "Four days ago. Tueday."

"And they took your money?"

"l didn't pay.” She hesitated. "I waswith a sergeant | know, asergeant in uniform. We were
hungry, so we decided to try it. He was going to buy, but one of the men who work here said it was
okay, on the house. Y ou know how they do for cops sometimes. Now if you want to stay at my place
tonight, you'd better tell me what's up.”

"Werein my world -- the place the Visitors come from. Or if we're not, thiswhole placeisa
Vigtor."

Shedared a himin disbelief.

"I've eaten here two or three times aweek for the past few years. Tuesday night | brought Lara
here. Some of her power or magic dust or whatever you want to cal it rubbed off. Were you here for
dinner? What time?'

Fanny nodded. "About eight.”

"That was when we were here. The store closes at six, and it takes me about an hour to get
home on the bus. | came home, showered, and changed clothes. My apartment's ablock and ahalf that
way." Hepointed. "I think if | leave here without you, | might be able to spend the night in my own bed.
Maybeevenif | leavewith you."

"Then you'll haveto put meup.”

"Sure”

"Because I'm not leaving you. Y ou're bait for North, and getting him means a promotion,
probably two grades -- Detective Lieutenant Lindy. It might also mean the surviva of the human race,
athough that's dtrictly secondary.”



"All right,” hesad.

"Yourewillingto hep me?'

"Yes, if yourewilling to help me. If | go home, that'sthelife | had before| met Lara. She may
vigt my world, but thisiswhere she comes from. Thisiswhere she lives, so thisiswhere I'll find her, if |
findhera dl"

Thewaitress halted at their table. "Don't care for your soup, maam?"

Fanny shook her head. "'l let it get cold, but that'sall right. Takeit away."

When the waitress|eft, he said, "Thisiswhere | belong too, because Lards here."

"Since you'e going to help me and we're sharing info, the future detective lieutenant will share
some of hers: your Larais LauraNomos."

"l know."

Fanny looked surprised. "1 didn't, not for sure. Or not till aminute ago, when you were up at the
cash register. How could you be sure”? And what were you doing there anyway?"

"| saw her in the theater, just like you did. And it was Lara-- | told you about Mr. Kolecke. In
your room you said she was LauraNomoas, so the names aren't just a coincidence.”

"Well, | thought you were wrong, that Klamm's stepdauighter couldn't possibly be ducking in and
out of theVisting World asif she were the goddess. But like you say, | saw her. And that Italian woman
said she saw your Laralast night, dressed the way Nomos was in the theater, so that was confirmation.
You're not crazy or nearsighted. Y our Larals LauraNomas.”

He nodded.

Fanny shuddered. "And if you're not crazy, you might be right about this restaurant, and | ought
to be scared to degth. Thisisyour world?*

"| think s0. North callsit C-One." He showed her the money and told her what had happened.
"Doyou have any large bills?'

"A twenty. That'sthe biggest.”

"That should do," he said. "l want you to take it to the register and ask for two tens. Take
whatever he givesyou and bring it back here."

19
Home Again

The waitress had brought Fanny's salad and his fettuccine, with the tea and coffee, while Fanny
was at the register. When she returned she asked, "Aren't you hungry?'

"I'm starved,” he said, "but firgt | want to see what you got.”

"Two perfectly ordinary ten-dollar bills" She held them out. Y ou redlly are crazy, that'swhat |
think."

He shook his head and forked up fettuccine.

"And | asked if you were hungry.”

"I want to think," hetold her, "and | think better when I'm eating." After another bite he asked,
"Would you like ataste? It'sredlly very good.”

"Just to keep you happy.” Shetook aforkful, followed by two more. ™Y ou didn't really get those
bills you showed me from him, did you?"'

He nodded, his mouth full.

"Y ou're saying that man knows, that he's manipulating us."

He swadlowed. "I don't think so. He talked to me about the fight, Joe's fight.”

"Who's Joe?'

"A boxer. | met him once. Everybody sayswhat anice guy heis, and he seemed like one, the
onetime| talked to him. Do you remember what Mama Capini said about the people Lara brought



here?'

Fanny nodded. " The big man and the blonde? Sure.”

"Joe was the big man. LauraNomosis Eddie Walsh'slawyer. Eddie is Joe's manager. All these
people belong to your world, but Mama Capini doesn't." He sipped hiswater and went back to the
fettuccine. "Joe paid for the dinner, remember? If it had been Lara-- LauraNomos -- | would have
understood, and maybe Joe used a credit card or wrote acheck. But | don't think either one would be
like Joe. He bought me coffee from amachine and got asoft drink for himsdlf, and he took the change
out of one of those little coin pursesthat misersuseon TV. | bet heshad it snce hewasakid. | think
Joe would pay cash.”

"And not look at his changetill later?!

"No, that's just it. Joe would ook &t it. He'd count it, too. Probably Jennifer -- that's hiswife, the
woman in the red dress -- takes care of most of the bills, but he wouldn't want her to pay for amed ina
restaurant. That would embarrass him. So his change was right, in the right sort of money."

"Then they'd have to know, herein thisrestaurant. That'swhat | said.”

He shook his head. "'If held known, he wouldn't have talked to me about Joe. At first you don't
understand what's happened. Believe me, I'm speaking from experience. What happened to him and this
whole placeisthat they were pulled across, somehow. They went through a door -- except they couldn't
have. One door couldn't take awhole building, could it?

Fanny laughed. "I don't know what you're talking about. What's this about doors?'

"Laratold me, in anote. When you've been around someone from the other world, you see
doors. Anything that's closed on al four sides can be one. It looks significant; that was her word. If you
go through, you cross over. But then if you turn around to go back, you don't go back. It isn't adoor
anymore, for you. Y ou haveto back out.”

He sngpped hisfingers, and Fanny said, "What isit now?"

"Why isit adoor |ooks the same on both sdes?"

"Dothey?Beatsme."

"Becauseit is. That'swhat makesit adoor. Shut your eyes. Go on, thisisatest.”

Shedid.

"Now, you've egten here before, and you brought me here. What'sthe full, officid name of this
restaurant?’

She considered for amoment. "There's asign outside with brass letters. Trattoria Capini."

He sighed and said, "All right, now open them again." He handed her abook of matches that had
been lying onthe table.

Fanny glanced at the cover. " 'Capini‘s Itdian Cuisine.' Okay, it's not quite the same."

He put down hisfork. "Thisrestaurant -- | call it Mamas-- isin my world. It's the place where
I've eaten for years. The other one -- the Trattoria -- isin yours. Maybe the family name's being the
same on both sidesis a coincidence. Anyway, the door of the Trattoria isaDoor. People from your
world who've been with people from mine can get into mine by walking throughit, like you did when you
cameinwith me, or like Joe and hiswife -- her name's Jennifer, | think -- did when they camein with
Lara But things sort themsalves out after awhile. People are pulled by their own worlds, which iswhy
I'm back in mine now, | think. Money isreally just pieces of paper. If it'sfrom oneworld it pulls others
from the same world. Things movein waysthat sort them out.”

Fanny said, "Y ou'reimplying that a piece of paper hasabrain. | don't believe you.”

"No, I'm not. Let metell you about something they showed usin school. They tuned two strings
to the same frequency. Do you follow me? Not the way you'd tune apiano, but so they made exactly the
same note. Then whenever somebody plucked one, the other would start to shake. Not because it had a
brain-- it just did.”

"Then both worlds are only frequencies, and nothing's solid at al.”

"l wouldn't go that far," he said.

"But | would. Isn't that how TV's supposed to work?Y ou tune to a certain channd and get two
sgnals, onefor picture, onefor sound. The station fudges the frequency of each just alittle al thetime,



and that's what changes the picture and the noise from the speakers. When you change the frequency in
your set alot, it picks up anew channd, and the show you've been watching isgone. Therésanew
show, with different people." He shook his head.

"Well, | think I'mright.” Fanny signaled the waitress. "Please, could | have more hot weter for my
tea?'

He wanted to say that although her world might be nothing more than the note of a piano string,
hisown was red; but he remembered its coins, the fal se faces and the brassy edges of them, and he felt
that it had no more redlity than her own, and perhapsless.

Fanny pointed afinger a him. "Now listen to me. Suppose you'd been watching TV for your
entirelife. Suppose it was the only thing you knew, and there were shows like Sunrise, Sunset, Work,
and Shopping; and you were used to them and had never even thought about anything elseat al.” She
paused. "What do they call that little screen at the back of your eyes?”

He shook hishead again. "'l don't know."

"Thereting, that'sit. Well, suppose somebody changed the show there.”

"Areyou testing me somehow?"

Fanny grinned. "Nope, just making conversation. Y ou tell methat if wewalk out the door
backwards, well bein my world. And you want to be there with me, so you can find your Lara-- who's
realy LauraNomos. And | think what's going to happen isthat we're going to back through the door and
be on the sidewalk again, and then you're going to say, 'See, it worked!" | may be a sucker, but I'm not
that big a sucker."

"I'm serious," hesad.

"Me, too. And | think | know why your doors work. Suppose two channels show the same
thing, but in opposite ways. Say the thing's adoor -- or anyhow a doorway -- and the first channel
shows one sde a the same time the other channel's showing the other. Wouldn't their frequencies haveto
come closer to each other? If there were alot of channel's, some would get so close they'd touch. Then
you could turn the knob just alittle and skip from one channd to the next, right? But if you wanted to go
back, you'd have to turn the knob backwards. Y ou couldn't just keep twisting it in the direction you'd
turned it the first time and get back. So that's what we'll be doing if we back through the door, turning the
knob back. But I'd fed awfully slly."

Hesaid, "You'regoing to do it, aren't you?"

Fanny shrugged. "I didn't think you cared about me. Only about your Lara."

"Do | haveto choose? Right now?"

Shegrinned again. "Yep."

"Then | chooseLara"

"Which means you're going to haveto let me pay for my own lunch.”

"Back out,” hesaid. "l meanit. It may not work -- Laras note said you should do it right away,
and we certainly haven't. But at least we won't be any worse off. You'd be aslost in my world as| was
inyours"

"That'samyth,” Fanny said. "It it?"

"lsnt what?'

"The logt traveler who meets somebody, or finds acity that no one else can ever find again. I'm
not so sure l'd mind being one, even if the Department thought 1'd gone over to the enemy.”

He said, "Those shows usudly have sad endings." He had seen Brigadoon on HBO, and he tried
to recall how it had ended so he could tell her. Nothing remained in his memory but the name and the
swirl of plaid skirts, the skirling of bagpipes.

That isn't how it redly is, he thought.

Fanny stood, taking her coat from the back of her chair. "Well, come on. Here goes nothing."

"Right now? Weve got to get the check."

"Hereitis." Sheheld it up. "Thewaitress put it here when she brought the water for my tea."

Hetook it from her fingers (abit too easily, he thought) and held her coat for her. He discovered
that he did not redlly think backing through the door would work. He was home, in his own world once



more after -- what? A Saturday morning adventure? Some kind of amental seizure? Things sort
themselves out. He had said that.

His coat was on ahook near thetable. It was, of course, still the heavy wool one he had bought
inthe hotel. Too heavy, probably, for the weather here. But the package of fifties he had bought for a
dime from Mr. Sheng was real money now, asthe still substantia remainder of the thousand he had found
under the vasein his hospital room was not.

With a second bill from the packet he paid the new cashier, another of Mama Capini's sons, a
little older and abit bigger than the one he had met in the men'sroom. As atest he asked, "What do you
think about the fight?*

"What fight?'

"Joe's fight. | thought Joe was a customer of yours."

The cashier chuckled and rang up their total. "Y ou been talkin' to Guido. He's acrazy one, that
Guido."

He gtarted to return to their table, but Fanny whispered, "1 |eft thetip.”

"Backwards," hetold her. "Remember, we've got to wak backwards." He took an awkward
backward step toward the door.

"No," Fanny whispered. "I won't." She caught hisarm and spun him around.

Desperately he began, "You'll be--"

"No, | won't. Thejoke's gone far enough.” Shetugged at hisarm.

Larawas standing across the street, snow blowing past her face as she studied the restaurant. He
started toward her, and as he did he heard Mama Capini call, "Arrivederci!" behind them.

At the edge of vision he saw Fanny look back, wave, and smile as she stepped through the door.

Then hewas on the street, and alone. Snowflakes sparkled in the sun, blown from the rooftops
by aspring wind. Lara had aready turned away; as he watched, she vanished through the revolving door
of afur store.

Recklesdy he dashed into the traffic.

Brakes squealed. A whitetruck like ahuge refrigerator on wheels dewed sideways until it nearly
struck his shoulder with its own. Triumphantly, he leaped across the curb and straight-armed the
revolving door.

A salewasin progress, the furrier's swarmed with women, many of them accompanied by
husbands varioudy impatient. He raced among them, trying to decide whether Larahad worn a hat,
whether her lovely hair had been on her shoulders or piled upon her head to form the covering he haf
recaled having seen while Fanny faded like achegp photo at hisside.

Twice he pushed hisway completely around the store. Women were everywhere, with and
without hats, none was Lara

In desperation he snatched away aclerk, rescuing her from an angry-looking customer with blue
hair who was disparaging two coats to her in tandem. He described Laraas well as he could.

The clerk shook her head. "Have you tried upgtairs?’

He stared at her.

"Inthe sdlon." The clerk lowered her voice. "The more expensive things are up there, and they
get a better class of people.”

A pokey devator carried him to the second floor, wheezing like an asthmatic old man. Herethe
carpets were white and the lights seemed touched with blue. He located amale clerk and described Lara
again, adding that it was extremely urgent that he speek to her.

The clerk asked frodtily, Y ou don't by any chance recdl the young lady's name?’

"LaraMorgan,” he said. " She sometimes uses the name LauraNomos."

Theclerk did not turn ahair. "Then if you'll come with me, i, | can examine the book for today
and tell you whether she'sbeen here”

They went to the back of the store, where aledger lay open on adesk. The clerk studied its
pages. "Ms. Morgan wasindeed heretoday, Sir. At eleven thirty.” The clerk glanced at hiswatch. "It's



now nearly eleven forty, so | would imagine she's | eft the store. Ms. Morgan left her coat with usfor
cleaning and storage, as| believe she dways does.”

A tiny flower of hope blossomed in him. He asked, " Shelll comefor it, then, in the fall?'

"Or send someone, Sir, if shewantsit taken from storage.” The clerk flipped pages. "Herewe
are, dr. She picked it up last October. But it had been with usfor twenty-sx months, sir.”

20
His Apartment

Themailbox wasfull, and among its bills and ads he discovered ayellow ticket advisng him that
gtill more were being held for him at the post office. A little strawberry-shaped clock he had gottenina
drugstore clung to the door of hisrefrigerator, its display faithfully flashing the time and date -- 1:38, 4
15, 1:38, 4 15, 1:39, 4 15.

It wasthe middle of April; hetried to remember when Lara had left him, but could not. Her note
lay on the coffee table, undated save for alight coating of dust. Heread it again.

Darling,

| tried to say good-bye last night, but you wouldn't listen. I'm not a coward, really I'm not.

If it weren't for the doors | wouldn't tell you a thing -- that would be the best way. You may see one,
perhaps more than one, at least for a little while. It will be closed all around. (They must be closed on all
sides.) It may be a real door, or just something like a guy-wire supporting a phone pole, or an arch in a
garden. Whatever it is, it will look significant.

Please read carefully. Please remember everything I'm saying. You must not go through.

If you go through before you realize it, don't turn around. If you do it will be gone. Walk backward at
once.

Lara

Her sgnature was exactly as he remembered it, itsfirst A acontinuation of the capitdl L. Hedid
not read the postscript (which he called the PS), feding that he would quiteliterdly die, that his heart
would somehow burg, if hedid.

A paper lay under the coffee table. March 13th -- thirty-three days since Larahad gone. A night
in the hospitd, or perhagpstwo. Say two nightsin the hospital, anight in the hotel with North, anight in
the hotel done. That wasfour nights, for thirty-three days.

He switched on the television and chanced upon afeature story about the rush to file income tax
returns. April 15th; thiswasthe day you were supposed to file. Mechanicaly, he waked to the post
office and got the rest of hismail. Hisform was there, and the store had sent hisW2 dreedy -- it wasin
the pile of papers on the bedside table. The bed was still unmade, till rumpled from the night he had
staggered into it with Laraand the day he had awakened aone.

He used the short form and had nothing to report but his sadary; it was complete, sealed and
stamped, in twenty minutes. He had not worn the overcoat when he went to the post office, and now he
debated whether to wear it when he went out to mail hisreturn. The packet of fiftieswas till in theright
sde pocket. He took it out, wondering what Interna Revenue would do if they knew he had it; no doubt
profits had to be reported, even if they were the profits of buying severa thousand dollarsfor adime.
The brown paper wrapper was still stamped purolator courier, still marked with a Chinese character and
the symbolsfor ten cents by Mr. Sheng's industrious brush. Where was Mr. Sheng now? And his
nephew, Dr. Fille? On adifferent channdl, in another show.

Taking Marcdlashills out of hiswalet, he folded them, bound them with a rubber band, and put
them in the pocket of the overcoat. Sipping the paper wrapper from Mr. Sheng'sfifties, he crumpled it
and tossed it into awastebasket, and deposited the fiftiesin hiswallet.

Hefdt like an internationd traveler -- like James Bond -- felt that he should have asmall but



deadly automatic tucked away somewhere, and severa passports. He laughed at himsdlf as he hung the
coat inthe closet, draping the muffler over its collar while he ressted, always res sted, the impulse to take
out the Tinadoll and studly it, to kissit perhaps, and comb its hair as the woman in the haberdashery had.

"Too old to play with dolls." He spoke the words aoud, but softly.

Returning from the post office a second time, he felt cold despite the sweeater-vest and stopped
to buy anew topcoat. At his own store -- the store where he worked, or at |east where he had worked
-- he could have gotten an employee discount. But the topcoat was on sale, and his discount would not
have made it any cheaper; the discount applied only to the full price, never to asde price. His new
topcoat wastan, like hisold one.

Back at his apartment, he stripped the bed, showered, and changed clothes, discarding his
scorched dacks. There was amusty shirt on thefloor of his closet. He bundled it with the sheetsand
pillow dips, and the soiled shirt, socks, and underwear he had removed, and looked around to see
whether Larahad left anything.

She had owned very little, now that he thought of it. Two dresses, but perhaps, snce he
remembered both as green, there had been only one, asingle dressthat could be worn differently a
different times, with different pinsand so on. Hetried to recall what they said in Better Dresses --
accessorized, that wasit. It occurred to him that Larawould never have used that word and would not
have liked it, and he redlized that he himself did not like it now.

So that much of Lararemained with him. There was nothing else, not a scrap of clothing, not so
much asaused lipstick or acomb. Had Larasmoked? No, it had been Fanny, she had smoked alat,
had been dmost a chain smoker, he thought. The ashtraysin his apartment were empty, soiled only by
dust.

He carried the dirty laundry to the basement and loaded it into one of the washersthere, adding
granulated detergent from a coin-operated machine. While the washer ran, he read a paper someone had
left behind. Innocent people were dying in Africa. The comic page no longer carried Lolly; something
new and ugly had been subgtituted.

Thewashing machinefdl slent, displaying asodden bundle of cloth. He stuck the bundleinto a
drier, set it on Ddlicate, and fed it quarters.

A syndicated columnist with areputation for wit imagined her interview with the President
following anuclear holocaust. The crossword puzzle demanded seven |etters meaning bear. The store
was running a big sale on tape decks -- his own department. Buy atape deck at ten percent off, get your
choice of any tapein the store for adollar. He imagined they had been busy and wondered how they had
made out without him. Discontinued home computers were on saletoo, at forty percent of lis.

He stuffed hisdry laundry into apillowcase and carried it back up to his gpartment. One shirt and
the socks were gone. He returned to the basement and checked both the machines; his shirt and socks
werein neither. They had returned, he decided, in some way. North had bought that shirt and those
socksin the hotdl.

The sweater-vest was till hanging in the closet. So wasthe overcoat, crowded into thelittle
acove around the corner from the closet door. He could not find his hat. He had worn it in the car with
Fanny, worn it to Mama Capini's, he recalled hanging it on apeg. But he could not remember taking it
from the peg when they left. Had he had it on when he ran into the furrier's? He did not know, could not
remember.

Hiswatch said it wasfive o'clock. There wasfood in the gpartment, but the thingsin the
refrigerator had no doubt gone bad, sour milk, soft carrots. The margarine might be okay.

He decided he could not face the job of cleaning out the refrigerator (and the bread box, now
that he cameto think of it) that day. He would eat at Mamas, and perhaps --

Perhaps something might happen.

His necktie was draped over the lampshade. He buttoned his collar and knotted the tie carefully;
he made it arule never to leave the gpartment without atie -- there was aways a chance he would run
into one of the supervisors. He put on hisjacket and his new topcoat.

When he had gone a block, he saw a man's black sock in the gutter and stopped to pick it up. It



was not one of his, but it reminded him that he had often seen clothing lost or abandoned, lying in the
street. No doubt his shirt and his own socks were smilarly lost and abandoned, lying in the snow of
Lardscity, the city that was so much like, and yet so much unlike, hisown. The sockswould be
separated, he thought; they would be miles gpart. No one would get any good from them, unless perhaps
achild took one to make a puppet, and atramp who did not care whether his socks matched chanced
on the other. The shirt had been agood one, ared silk shirt. He hoped someone found it before it got
run over, before it became arag like the rags he had passed so often without thinking about where they
might have come from.

One of Mama's sonswas at the cash register. He tried to decide whether it was Guido, the son
he had talked with in the restroom; he could not be sure. All the sons had aways looked much the same
to him, glowering men with black mustaches that came and went like customers, full of mest sauce at one
moment and gone the next.

"Sit anywhere yawant to," the son cadled to him. "It's pretty early yet."

Hetook the table by the window where he had sat with Fanny for lunch. If he had indeed |€&ft his
hat on apeg in Mamas, it was gone now. Hetold the waitress, "I wasin here around noon with alady;
shehad asdad. | don't know what it was, but it looked awfully good. Do you remember us?'

The waitress shook her head. "I don't think | served you, Sir.”

"Shewas--" hetried to remember how old Fanny had said she was. "'-- about twenty-three.
Petite, curly black hair."

"Probably Ginaserved you, Sr. Ginalooksalot like me."

"Then would you find her and bring her over here?'

"We got three sdads, ar." The waitress described them. "They're dl pretty good.”

"Find Ging," hetold her.

She left looking sullen, and he studied the license plates of passing cars. It was getting dark, but
he could read some of them, and they were perfectly ordinary.

Helooked through the pockets of hisjacket, moved by the feding that he had forgotten
something. There was nothing in ether side pocket, and only a handkerchief -- the red one he had
carried there for months -- in the breast pocket. His checkbook was in the inside pocket, and he pulled it
out and examined it. The last check he had recorded there had been written on March eeventh. It
occurred to him that he had paid for the doll by check, and that the amount of the check had been large;
but he could not remember how large, and he was not sure a check could be presented for collection by
ashop in another world, ashop in adream.

". .. not here," the waitress announced to his ebow.

Heglanced up a her. "I'm sorry?"

"l said Ginasnot here. | looked al over." The waitress brushed alock of hair away from her
forehead and contrived to appear both hot and tired when she was neither. "Dinner'sjust sarting, too."

"Can shedo that? Just leave like that?'

The walitressleaned closer. "Ginas screwing Guido. She can do any damned thing she wants.”

"Is Guido here?' He glanced toward the register. There was no one there.

"Nah, Guide's gone. He don't hardly ever stay for dinner. What'd you like?'

He ordered one of the sdlads, and she drifted away. After aminute or two, he returned his
checkbook to his breast pocket, wondering what to do until hisfood came. He had eaten here for years,
usualy done as he was now; surely he had done something. While Larahad lived with him, there had
aways been thingsto do, someoneto talk with.

Mama Capini pulled out the empty chair and sat down. "Hey, what's the matter with you? Y ou
didn't get full at lunch?Y ou should of said somethin', I'd have got you some garlic bread.”

He asked, "Do you remember the girl | brought here for lunch, Mama?"

Mamakissed her fingers. "Sure. Y ou gonnaget married?”

"If she comesin, will you tel me?!

"Surel”

"And remember Lara? Tl meif Laracomesin. Especidly if Laracomesin.”



"Sure. You lookin' for adate?"

"No, I'm just trying to find these people. And if the big man and hiswife -- that'sthe lady in the
red dress -- comein, let me know about them, too."

He dawdled over his salad for an hour and haf, drinking an espresso and a couple of amarettos.
He saw no one he knew, and nothing happened.

At last he paid the check. When he counted his change, it wasjust money; nor had he seen any
billswith strange picturesin the drawer. The man at the register was the one who had told him Guido was
crazy, bigger and older than Guido. As he trudged back to his apartment, he wondered vaguely where
Guido had gone. Had Guido been drawn into the other world? If so, did he know it yet? Perhaps Gina
came from there; if customers could walk through the door from another world, as Joe and Jennifer had,
it seemed likely enough that awaitress looking for work might walk throughiit, too.

Back at the apartment he put on one of his favorite abums, but found that the music that had
once charmed him was harsh and ugly now. He turned on the television. After an hour or so, heredized
he had no ideawhat the show was or why he was watching it.

21
The Store

He had forgotten how new the store looked, how shiny everything was. The walls were faced
with limestone, and the company had them sandblasted every other year. The curving show windows had
bright brass frames. Maintenance washed al those windows every morning and polished the frames until
they sparkled like gold.

"It'snot open,” afat woman told him. She was standing in front of one of the windows eyeing a
sundress.

"I work here," he said, and hoped he il did. The store would open at nine-thirty sharp, but
main-shift hourly employees were supposed to clock in by eight-thirty. It was three minutes after eight.
He went around back and climbed the concrete steps to the employees entrance, where Whitey
watched to make sure no one punched in for someone else.

"Hi,"” Whitey sad. "Have anice vacation?'

He nodded. "Seemslike I've only been gone for acouple of days."

It did, and yet it did not. Nothing had changed except for himsdlf.

He resisted the temptation to have alook at his department and took the elevator to the
adminigrativefloor. Lie, or tell the truth? Tell them the truth, he decided; hewas abad liar, and he could
not think of a story that would explain such along absence anyway.

The next question was:. Mr. Capper or Personnel ? Capper was (or he had been) in charge of the
department; with Capper on his side, Personnel would not be too rough with him. On the other hand, if
Cap was mad -- and there was agood chance of that -- the personnel manager would resent his not
having gone therefirst, and would probably kill any chance of transferring.

Besides, Personnd was easy to find. Cap might bein the office doing paperwork, but might just
aseadly be out in the department helping stock. Cap might not even bein yet.

Ellawas at her desk doing her nails. Shesad, "Well. . . hello!™

There werefolding steel chairsfor job applicants. He sat in the one nearest her desk. "'I'm back,”
he said.

"| see" Ellahestated. "Mr. Drummond's not in yet."

“I'l wait."

"I carried you sck for aweek." Although they were done, Ellalowered her voice. "Then he
made me start phoning. Once he even went to your apartment at night and rang your bell, but he said
nobody answered.”



"I was away. | got back to my apartment yesterday, and | could see | hadn't been there.
Everything was dusty, you know?"

"Y ou blacked out?"

"I don't think so. | can remember two nights, one when | wasin ahospital and one -- no, two --
when | wasin ahotel room." Not knowing what €l se to say, he added, "It was the same room."

Ellaleaned toward him and held out her hand for his. He noticed then how much shelooked like
Fanny, though perhaps he was just forgetting what Fanny looked like. Ellasaid, "Y ou've been gone over
amonth.”

He nodded. "I think so."

Unconscioudy he had extended his own hand, and when Ellatouched it shefdt his bandage.
"What in the world happened to you? Y our face too -- you've got a burn on your cheek and one on your
forehead.”

"They've gone away, pretty much,” he said. "They weren't very bad."

"Were you in an accident? What happened?’

He nodded again. "l wasin this Chinese shop -- Mr. Sheng's. He had fireworks stored in his
basement, and something set them off. | think it was aguy named Bill North. Anyway, North was down
there, and hesacigar smoker.” Though hefet it might be againgt his best interests, he grinned. "1 was
drinking teawith Mr. Sheng and his nephew, and a skyrocket came right up the sairs. It hit thewall a
the top and came into the room where we were. It scared hell out of us. Then | guess some more must
have gone off, because the next thing | knew | wasin the street with my earsringing and acop and a
paramedic bending over me. They said another ambulance had taken Mr. Sheng to the hospitd, but -- "

Drummond camein, nodded to Ella, raised an eyebrow at him, then smiled.

Ellasad, "Good morning, Sir."

Drummond went into the little private office behind Ella's reception room and shut the door.

Ellawhispered, "I want to go in and talk to Dixie just for aminute. Y ou wait here, okay?*

He nodded, studying her as she went into Drummond's office. Shewas alittle bit heavier than
Fanny, he decided. That was an improvement, if anything. And her hair was brown. He felt sure Fanny's
had been black. Of course, no one was or could be like Lara, and he could never mistake any other
woman for her. He had known right away that Marcellawasredlly Lara, dthough Marcellahad been a
blonde, or at least had appeared to be. Y ou could never tell, he thought, in black-and-white or in
pictures drawn by a second-rate artist.

He glanced at hiswatch. It was eight twenty-eight, but he did not know just when he had come
into the Personnel Office; it seemed to him Ella had been in the private office with Drummond along time.

Therewas adrinking fountain in the hal outsde. He got adrink, filling his mouth with icy water
severd times and each time making himself swalow it. He had the feding that he did not lways drink
enough water, and ought to make himsalf drink more whenever he got the chance.

When hewent back in, Ellawas till in the private office with Drummond. Hefound Time ina
pile of magazines on the end table and leafed through it. The President had reaffirmed his commitment to
"ordinary Americans' and endorsed areduction in Socia Security benefits, the Near East seemed ready
to explode. He wondered if it would help to send the President to the Near East, then tried to remember
whether he had ever seen Time or anewspaper There. "There" was, he discovered, his private name for
the other world, for the place where Larawas. He could not remember having seen one, dthough he
could not be sure he had not --

Yes, of course, he had seen Wash's picturein the paper. This was Here and that was There. He
could not remember if the comics had been the same, or whether that paper had carried any comics a
dl.

The door of theinner office swung open, and Ellacame out. She said, "Mr. Drummond will see
you now." He put down Time and went in.

Drummond smiled and said, " Sit down. I'd like to start by admitting that most of thisismy fault. |
like to keep tabs on al our employees, and | certainly should have kept better tabs on you."

He sat and found he was facing alarge bronze nameplate aswell as Drummond. The nameplate



read:

A. DICKSON DRUMMOND
Manager of Personnel

Hesad, "That'svery nice of you, Mr. Drummond. Only it wasn't your fault, | know that." He
counted silently to three and added, "1 redlly don't think it was mine either. It just happened.”

Drummond shook his head. "No, | blame myself. | was on the phone with your doctor amoment
ago, by the way. She saysit's been along time since you've been to see her.”

He tried to remember whether he had ever been to adoctor. Surely he had, but he could not
recd| the occasion. Dr. Pille had been his doctor in the hospital, but that was certainly not what
Drummond meant. He said, "'l guessit has"

"Wewant you to see her right away; let me make that clear. Not next week, not tomorrow, not
this afternoon -- thismorning, as soon as you leave my office.”

"I was hoping to get back to my department, sir. Therésasade, and they need me."

"And you can,” Drummond told him, "just as soon as you get back from the doctor. Come up
here, show me a note saying she's seen you, and you can get right back to work."

A great weight lifted from hischest.

"Y our doctor will see you as soon as you get to her office -- she doesn't take appointments.
There's no reason you can't be back at work before lunch.”

He nodded.

" She asked me to ask you whether by any chance you suffered ablow to the head.”

He nodded. "I dipped on someice and hit my head on the pavement.”

Drummond smiled again. "It could've happened to any of us, couldn't it? That'sall for now. You
go over and see her, and don't forget to bring me the note."

Herose. "l wont, Sir."

"Onemorething." Drummond raised afinger. "While you were missing, | had Ella phone your
number. She was never able to reach you, but on one occasion she got someone who said his name was
Perlman, or some such. Do you know why hewasin your gpartment?'

He shrugged. "1 guess he must have been from the building management company, sr.”

When he was outside in the reception room again, hetried to remember the telephone calls he
had made from United. The harsh male voice -- had that been Perlman?

Ellaasked, "Everything okay?"

"Fine," he said absently, suppressing the fact that he had to go see some doctor he could not
remember. Had there been adoctor's bill in the mail in hisbox? Or in dl the stuff that he had picked up at
the post office? He had not paid alot of attention to most of it; he could not remember that either.

"Ella, you said you cdled my gpartment?”

She nodded.

"Mr. Drummond mentioned that, too. He said you talked to somebody named Perlman once.”

Ellashook her head. "I never got an answer at dl." She hesitated. "If you're going to be herein
the store about noon, how about letting Personnel buy your lunch? Sort of celebrate your coming back.”

"You didn't talk to anybody named Perlman?’

"l didn't talk to anybody," Ellasaid. She seemed suddenly depressed, for no reason he could see.
"But | was out for aweek with my back, and they got atemp. Dixi€'s been blaming me for her mistakes
ever since, so she was probably the one that talked to Perlman. But if you ask me it was awrong
number.”

There was an employee lounge on the floor below, a bare and frequently dirty room in which
associates who brown-bagged ate their lunches. He fed coinsinto the coffee machine (recalling Joe in the
basement of the hospital), found a clean chair, and sat down.

Doctors had to be paid. He got out his checkbook and read through the stubs. He had written no
check to any doctor. None at al. Y et doctors were paid, by someone.



By the company's medica plan, then, very likely; but that was administered by Personndl. If he
asked Ellafor the number of hisdoctor, shewould tell Drummond. He could not just start telephoning
doctors. How many doctors were there in the city? Thousands, probably. Hetried to recall what
Drummond had said about thisone: ™Y our doctor will see you as soon asyou get to his office. He
doesn't take agppointments. There's no reason you can't be back before lunch.”

No, that waswrong. Not he. It was she. She doesn't take appointments. The doctor wasa
woman. There might be thousands of doctors, but how many of those were women?

Fifty, maybe. And he wouldn't go to adoctor out in the suburbs.

There was aphonein acorner of the room, with atattered directory on ashef under it. He
opened it to the physicians listings and got out his pen.

Some of the doctors had provided only initids; he decided to consider them male for the purpose
of hissearch. At least haf the women were gynecologists or pediatricians, they could be eiminated too.
He crossed off al those with addresses more than six blocks from the store and his gpartment and was
pleased to see that only three names remained. Pushing coinsinto the dot, he got out hiswallet and
checked the name he and North had chosen in the hotdl. A. C. Pine -- that wasit. Helaid the driver's
license on the shelf.

"Dr. Nilson'soffice"

Did this doctor take gppointments? He said, "Thisis Adam Pine. | need an appointment with the
doctor as soon as possible -- thismorning, if you can arrangeit.”

"Dr. Nilson --" Faintly someonecalled, "Lara! Lara!" He could not tell whether the voice was
male or female; it sounded far off and scratchy.

"Would you mind if I put you on hold, Mr. Green?'

She did not wait for his answer. Her voice was gone, and after amoment or two had passed, a
piano began "Clair de Lune."

Hewaited, telling himsdf he would stand there dl day if necessary. "Clair de Lune' ended, and
something el se began, apiece he did not recognize.

At last anew voice said, "Dr. Nilson speaking.”

"l want totalk to Lara”

"ToLora? Shejust left.”

"Then | want an appointment to see you as soon aspossible”

"| don't take appointments -- it's first come, firgt served. Cometo my office. It'sinthe
Downtown Mental Hedlth Center, and I'll fit you inwhen | can.”

Hetried twice before he could get out the words. "I think you've trested me before. That you
have afileonme"" Hegave hisname.

Dr. Nilson's voice became warm. "Oh, of course, Mr. Green. Believeit or not, | waslooking
over your case the other night and hoping you'd drop in again. It's been more than amonth.”

He started, "'If you've tried to phone --"

"I never do, except in emergencies. It's so much better if the patient contacts me because he
wantsto. Come thismorning, won't you? I'll seethat you getin."

"y es"

"And now, if you'll excuse me-- Loras not here, and there€'s someone on the other line."

22
His Doctor

Thecrigp ar of morning had aready been softened by the sun. He strode along with histopcoat
folded over hisarm, glancing into the store windows he passed. His department rarely got awindow --
windows went to the clothes people, mostly -- but when it did, he was the one most often assigned to set



up the display; he was professondly interested, or so hetold himsdif.

As helooked, he wondered what to do with the money from Mr. Sheng's package. Prudence
(hismother's ghost) advised him to bank it againgt arainy day. Caution whispered that Interna Revenue
might check his deposits.

How could he explain? And there would be no explaining the fact that he had not reported the
income when he had filled out his 1040A.. Instead he had asked for arefund, because he aways had
Accounting withhold more than he needed to cover hisincome taxes. No, he thought, even the IRS could
not blame him for not reporting the money on that return; it wasfor last year, and he had bought the
money thisyesr.

Or had he? There had been something oddly old-fashioned about There, now that he considered
it. Most of the buildings had looked old, and even the ones that had seemed new had been old in design,
built of conservative brick, with windows that did up and down like windowsin ahouse. The cramped
little cars had felt modern enough -- old cars were bigger, with finson their tailsand doors asthick asa
bank vault's. So There had modern cars, except for their long-handled gear shifts; but the TV had been
al black-and-white.

Hetried to recall the date on the paper in which he had read about their escape and about Joe's
match with some other boxer whose name he could not remember. It was gone, faded to invisible ink.

Maybe he could take a Caribbean cruise, like on Love Boat. No, because you were supposed
to fal for somebody, and he could not fal for anybody except Lara, and he had dready falen for her. He
might think he had, as he had with Fanny, getting laid for two or three thousand dollars.

Helaughed at himsdf. There had been atime when he had gone to singles bars one or two nights
aweek, atime that had ended when he redlized the women were looking for husbands and not for love.
(No, never for love.) If he just wanted to get laid, that could be arranged alot cheaper.

Men in blue hardhats and International Orange safety vests were at work not far from the
building. Hard-edged black wires traced languid curvesin the street. He stopped aworkman and rather
timidly asked what they were doing, and the man explained that they were taking down overhead lines
that had been replaced by underground cables.

He nodded, said thank you, and stood looking at the street, recalling the significant door that
would not open for him again. A meter maid touched his arm and pointed out the Downtown Mentdl
Hedlth Center. "It'sright over there, sir. Would you like meto take you?'

"No." He shook hishead and redlized with a start that he had been crying, bawling in public for
thefirst time since he had been asmall boy. Jerking the red handkerchief out of his breast pocket, he
mopped his streaming eyes and blew his nose. When he felt presentable again, he went inside.

A board beside the elevators listed Dr. Nilson's office on the fourth floor. He discovered that he
had known that aready; no doubt it had been part of the listing in the telephone book. He rang for the
elevator and went up.

There were three patients in the doctor's reception room: athin and gloomy woman, afat boy of
Sxteen or so who grinned at nothing, and himsdlf. He chose achair, necessarily between the other two,
and wondered what they thought of him, how they would describe him. Asanedt little clerk, perhaps --
not that he felt so neat thismorning.

There was nobody at the reception desk. The telephone rang six times as they sat waiting, but no
one answered it.

When it had stopped ringing, he rose and examined the desk. Itstop held a potted plant, agreen
blotter, and adlver ball-point pen embraced by apink koala bear. Theflat drawer under the desk top
contained pencils, aball-point office pen, agross of paper clipsin asmall cardboard box, and some
rubber bands. False drawer fronts on the |eft concealed an eectric typewriter bolted to a swing-up typing
stand. Helifted it to see whether there was anything hidden behind it, and the gloomy woman stared at
him disgpprovingly.

No wonder you're so down, he thought. Y ou won't let anyone have any fun.

Fase drawer fronts on theright did up to reved binsfor white and yellow paper, for stationery
with the Downtown Mental Health Center |etterhead, matching envel opes, carbon paper, and flimsy



second shests.

That was dl. If the person who had used the desk had ever stored personal possessionsinit, she
had taken them with her. He reflected that even adesk dictionary might have revealed her name,
scrawled inside the front cover. But the desk dictionary, if it had ever existed, was gone.

There was nothing beneath the blotter, no labels pasted to the telephone. The toy koalawas cute
and mute. He pulled out the stationery, the white bond paper, and the yellow paper, and ruffled through
them, thinking vaguely that something might have been concealed there. There was nothing, and the
carbon paper (al unused) and second sheets were just as sterile. The pen in the drawer was plastic, the
kind given away by office-equipment dedersin search of business. good tiger inc, with an addressand
telephone number, took up haf the pen's sdes. The othersread: DOWNTOWN MENTAL/HEALTH
CENTER/LORA MASTERMAN. He dipped the pen into his pocket and sat down.

A lanky woman with awisp of beard marched out of the inner office, crossed the waiting room
asif they wereinvisble, and went out. The buck-toothed woman with whom he had spoken the day he
had discovered Larawas gone looked through the doorway, saw him, and said, "Please comein, Mr.
Green."

Thefat teenager stood up. "Now wait aminute!

The buck-toothed woman told him calmly, "Mr. Green's case is something of an emergency, Mr.
Bodin, and | reserve the right to see my patients in whatever order | choose."

Hesaid, "Inaminute, helll tell you | took this pen from your receptionist’'s desk, doctor.” He held
it up so she could seeit. "1 thought I might want to make some notes about what we said, and | forgot to
bring one of my own."

"That's perfectly dl right, Mr. Green. Won't you comein?'

Her office was smaller than Drummond's, and much plainer. He sat down when she did and
asked, "What's the matter with me, doctor?"

"| redly don't know, Mr. Green. That's what we're trying to find out."

"Y ou've seen me before?!

She nodded.

"How often?"

"Doesit matter?'

"It doesto me. Very much. How often?”’

Sheflipped through the file folder on her desk. "Thisisyour eighth vist. Why isit so important?

"Because | can only remember coming here once before.”

She frowned. "Interesting. When was that?*

"March fourteenth. Do you remember what | asked you then?'

"I have notes from our interview. Y ou were looking for ayoung woman caled LaraMorgan. Did
you find her?"

"No. Do you have apicture of LoraMasterman?"

"If I did, Mr. Green, | wouldn't let you look at it. Ms. Masterman no longer works here, and |
wouldn't want her annoyed by my patients.”

"Sheleft you pretty suddenly,” he said. "I talked to her when | called from the store. She put me
on hold, and after ten minutes or so you answered. When | got here, shewas gone.”

The doctor nodded again. "It's true she gave no notice, Mr. Green. Nevertheless, her resignation
ismy problem, not yours."

"Tel meonething, and | won't ask you anything else about her. Does she fit the description of
Laral gaveyou when | was herein March?'

"l must have your solemn word, Mr. Green."

"All right, | give you my solemn word that if you'll answer that one question | won't ask you
anything ese about her."

Dr. Nilson nodded. "Agreed, then. Let me read over what you told me." She scanned the paper
before her. "Y ou said that Lara Morgan had red hair and was about five feet, nineinchestall. You dso
said that she had freckles. She waswearing agreen dress, silk or nylon, and gold jewery. No, Mr.



Green, the description doesn't fit Loraat al.”

Heleaned forward in the hard, wooden chair. "Isit just the hair color? Because -- "

"Mr. Green, you gave me your word that you'd ask me no more questionsiif | told you whether
L oras appearance corresponded to the description you gave. | havetold you: it does not. My timeisn't
unlimited, and there are patients waiting to see me -- patients who were waiting before you came.”

He nodded and offered her the Lora Masterman pen. "' have to have anote from you saying I've
been to see you. Otherwise they won't let me come back to work. If you'll give methat, I'll go.”

"Then | won't, a least not right this moment. Y ou have no more questionsfor me, Mr. Green. At
least, no more about Lora; so you promised. But | have severa for you. My first was why you've come
to see me today, but you've just answered that. The second iswhy you must have this note. Y ou haven't
been a work for sometime?’

He shook his head. "Not since March thirteenth, the day before | cameto seeyou lagt.”

"Y ou devoted your full timeto your unsuccessful search for LaraMorgan?”

"y es"

"I see" Dr. Nilson made a notation on her pad. "Prove to me that Lara Morgan exists, Mr.
Green"

"All right, 1 will -- if you'll proveto mefirg that Lora Masterman existed.”

For asecond or two Dr. Nilson glared at him, then asmiletugged at her lips. "Y ou're either much
worse or much better, Mr. Green, and | swear | don't know which. Y ou're a conundrum wrapped in an
enigma. Wington Churchill said that about Russa, | bdieve.”

"Canyoudoit?'

"Y es, indeed. Quite easily, asit happens. We now have afull-time atorney here. About two
weeks ago, he bought anew camera and went through the building snapping picturesto try it out. One he
took of Loraand mewas so good -- at least, in his opinion -- that he had prints made for both of us."
Dr. Nilson pulled out one of her desk drawers. "I gill have mine, right here.”

She produced a brown envelope about five by seven, with the words candid camera shops
across the top.

"Dont!"

"Don't what, Mr. Green?"'

Hedid not reply.

"Y ou don't want to see my picture?"

"Thereisn't any picturethere” hesaid. "Or if thereis, it won't show Lara Lora" Hedid not
know how he knew, yet he did.

"Y ou're quite correct in thinking that it doesn't show your LaraMorgan, but it shows Lora
Masterman and me. Asamatter of fact, | waslooking at it just afew minutes ago, after Loraleft so
abruptly. She was the best receptionist I've ever had.”

She pulled a print from the brown envelope and held it up for him. Init, she stood in the waiting
room, her hand upon the shoulder of asmiling, brown-haired girl seated at the desk. A modest plastic
nameplate, baredly visblein the lower right corner of the picture, read Lora Masterman.

"There sheis, Mr. Green; no freckles, very little jewelry, no green silk dresses-- or at leadt, |
never saw her wear one -- and no fur coat. Brown hair, not red. Brown eyes, not green.”

Henodded dowly. "It's Tina"

"Ting?"

"Tinas one of the names she uses. | think that when shelookslike that, she calls herself Tina"

"l see" Dr. Nilson gave thewords no inflection at dl. "Can you tell me why she changes her

"No," hesaid. And then, "Maybe | can, alittle. I've been thinking about her alot.”

"l canh seeyou have."

He said dowly, "Have you ever looked at the sky at night, Doctor?"

"Yes, often. Not redly as often asI'd like; there's so much light from the city that one seldom
seesthe stars. But last winter there was a blackout -- perhaps you remember. | stood on my balcony



until 1 was nearly frozen."

"And you know how far away they are."

"Vagudy. I'm not an astronomer.”

"| watched Carl Sagan once, and he said most of them are so far away it takes millions of years
for abeam of light to get from them to us, and light's the fastest thing thereis. Haven't you ever wondered
why God put them so far away?'

"| suppose everyone has, Mr. Green."

"And yet we have Vistors sometimes, and things from our world that just go away."

Dr. Nilson nodded. "Like the sign at the airport -- arrivals and departures.”

"l guess so. I've never ridden in ajet, or any other kind of airplane. But | know that people and
thingsjust vanish, and sometimes other people and other things show up here." Hetried to recall what
Fanny had said about the television channels but decided he could not explain it well enough. He said,
"Theré's another world, just next door, if you go through the right door.”

Dr. Nilson did something on the underside of her desk top. "Please go on, Mr. Green."

23
Explanations

"Suppose that in that world there was awoman -- agoddess, really -- who wanted to make love
to aman from our world."

Dr. Nilson smiled. "Why should she want to do that, Mr. Green?"

"Because in her world men die after they makelove."

"Like drones, isthat what you mean? | must say it would be anice reversa; here so many of us
die after rape, or even beforeit.”

Hesaid, "l don't understand about the drones.”

"Mae honeybees. Most bees are Sterile females; they're the ones who do thework. A few are
fertilefemaes, | supposethey're called princesses. A few others are fertile males. drones. At the nuptia
flight, the strongest drones mate with the princesses, who become queens. Then the drones die.”

He shook hishead. "It isn't redlly like that, there. The men do alot of the work. The cop that
talked to me at the fire was aman and so was the medic, and later the clerk who wouldn't let me back
into the hotel. But when they make love, they die. Their immune systems collapse. A doctor theretold me
that -- Dr. Applewood.”

Dr. Nilson smiled again. "Y ou mean they have doctors, just aswe do? And policemen?|
suppose they spesk English?”

"Yes, a least inthe part | visited. But they must have different languagesin different places. |
know theré's aman who talks with a German --" Abruptly hefdl slent.

"What isit, Mr. Green”?"

"l just redlized who it was | heard calling Larawhen | wastaking to her -- to your Lora-- onthe
phone. It washim. It was Klamm."

Dr. Nilson leaned toward him, her hands clasped beneath her chin. "Don't you redlize, Mr.
Green, that if there were aworld like the one you've been telling me about, aworld where men die after
intercourse, it would have customs -- awhole culture -- quite different from ours?*

"They don't," hesaid. "It'salot like ours." He paused, thinking. "I hadn't redly worked it all out
before, but it hasto be. Because the worlds are so close, because it's so easy to go across. Suppose
somebody there thinks up anew word. Pretty soon somebody switches over, maybe not even knowing
that he did it, and hears the word and bringsit back. Or maybe one of them comes here and usesthe
word. Probably alot of customsthat we think are ours are redly theirs, like the groom wearing black at
hiswedding.”



There was adiscreet tap at the door. Dr. Nilson caled, "Comein."

Two husky black men in the trousered white uniforms of male nurses entered. Both were about
his own age, and it seemed to him that their dark, serious faces contrasted oddly with their clothes. One
carried asmall canvas bag.

"I don't believe you'l have trouble with Mr. Green,” Dr. Nilson said. "In many respects he seems
quiterationd, and it may be that he needs nothing more than ashort rest.”

When he stood up, aman took each arm. Something with Laraat its heart exploded in him, and
he fought them as he had not fought since he was aboy, shouting and kicking. They threw him down.
One held him while the other unzipped the bag and forced him into a canvas and |eather straitjacket.

Her voice kind, Dr. Nilson said, "Mr. Green, I'm going to telephone Mr. Drummond, where you
work. If you want to make a disturbance -- to cry out for help, for example -- you may do so. But it will
make a poor impression on Mr. Drummond; | think you redlize that.”

She had picked up the handset and pressed numbers as she spoke. For amoment, the room fell
dlent as she listened to the instrument.

"ThisisDr. Nilson, Mr. Green's doctor? May | speak to Mr. Drummond please? It'simportant.

"Mr. Drummond? Dr. Nilson. Mr. Green tells me you wanted him to bring you aletter to
establish that he had seen me. | hope this call will do instead.

"Fine. I'm having Mr. Green hospitaized, Mr. Drummond. | don't believe that his problems are
very serious, but after such an extended absence, | consider it advisable.

"l can't make adefinite promise, Mr. Drummond. Perhaps around the end of the month, perhaps
somewhat later.

"l don't know. My professiona opinion isthat he will be ready and able to return to work when
heisreleased, but that's opinion, and not fact.

"Of course. Good-bye."

She hung up, and for thefirgt time he was conscious of her perfume, adight flowery fragrance
more suited to ayoung girl. "Mr. Drummond asked meto convey his good wishes to you, and his hopes
for aspeedy recovery. Y ou work for avery enlightened company, Mr. Green, one by no means
oblivious, as S0 many are, to the demands of humanity. | hope you appreciateit. Y ou will have heard me
tell him that | believe your hospitaization need be only a short time, and that | expect you to be ableto
return to work upon your release. | said those things because you had wisely chosen to remain silent, a
hopeful sgn.”

Hesad, "Thank you."

"| can't visit you every day in the hospital; my scheduleistoo crowded for that. But | will try to
see you there three or four times aweek. | hopeto find you progressing, and I'm certain | shall." She
nodded to the men, who helped him to hisfest.

Hesad, "I don't think thisis necessary.”

"But | do, and you must defer to my opinion.”

The words broke out, though he struggled to bite them back. " This will keep me from finding
Lara."

"It will certainly prevent you from looking, Mr. Green. | hope that soon welll be able to show you
how pointlessitisto look, just asit would be pointlessto look for Cinderella.”

One of the white-uniformed men said, "Come on," in avoice that was soft and even gentle. There
wasatug on hisarm.

Hesaid, "All right,” and as he spoke, the telephone rang.

Dr. Nilson picked the handset up. "Oh, hello, Lora. . . No, I'm not angry. | know how trying it
can be”

They pulled him out of the office and closed the door firmly behind him. "Now walk."

Hedid, down the stairs and out the back of the building. A small white ambulance -- actualy a
van sporting red emergency lights -- stood at the curb. One of the men opened the side door for him. He
went in, and the man followed him. The other man got into the driver's sedt.

When he sat down, thefirst man dapped him hard on his|eft ear, the blow like an explosion at



the sde of hishead. "That's for kicking my knee," the man said. "I want you to know."

He could scarcely make out the words for the ringing that filled his head, but he nodded.

"Welikeit when they fight and yell," the man told him. "It'sthe yellers and the cussers that come
out first -- anybody tell you that. People like you till got some pepper in them, they don't just knuckle
down, they say, hey, I'm gonnaget out of thisplace. Only if you kick and hit, you're gonnaget hit back."

He nodded again and said, "I understand.”

"Only not ‘cause | explained it to you. 'Causel hit you, that'swhy."

"All right."

"Don't you kick me no more, and | won't hit you."

He asked, "Did you know Lora?'

"Dr. Nilson's receptionist? Sure."

"What was she like?"

The man shrugged. "Whitegirl, so | didn't pay her awholelot of attention. No big tits or anything
likethat. Oncein awhile you get white girlsthat like blacks, only not too often. Wed joke around alittle.
She wasn't stuck up.”

"Was she beatiful ?*

"Shean'tgone"

"Yes, sheis. She quit suddenly and cleaned out her desk.”

The man looked skeptica. "Dr. Nilson had her on the phone when we left. Probably shelll come
back."

He nodded and asked again, "Was she beautiful ? |s she?"

"Y ou want her to be, man?"

"l guess| do."

"Then shewas. Like, big blues and one of those china-doll faces, you know?"

Thedriver sad, "Green.”

He answered, "Yes?' and thefirst man asked, "What you mean?"'

"That Lorawoman has green eyes, fool."

"Don't pay no mind to him," thefirst man said. "He's crazy. Now, you want out of that jacket?"

He had somehow expected that the hospital would bein the city. It was not, but in the suburbs,
set among rolling lawns and beds of daffodils just coming into flower. Thewind had abiteto it, yet was
fresh and clean in away winter winds never were. When he saw there were no bars on the windows, he
sad, "Thisdoesn't ook like amenta hospital.”

"It isn't, man. It'sjust aregular hospital, and they do babies and triple bypasses and al like that.
See, that way if people ask where you was, you can just tell them where like you was swearing in court,
‘cause you might have had your appendix out. See?"

He nodded. They went insde, where one man talked briefly to areceptionist who motioned them
toward an eevator. On the ninth floor (he was careful to note which button had been pushed) the same
man conferred much longer with anurse at adesk. When their conversation was over at last, the man
said, "Now we gone take you to the lounge. | told her you'll stay there nice and not make no trouble.
You doit, hear?'Cause we got to leave you there and go on back."

He nodded again. He had nodded so often now that he had lost track of the number.

Although the lounge was clean, he missed the freshness of the soring wind. Hetried to open both
windows, but they would not open; when he examined their frames, he saw that the glass was very thick.
There were seven varnished chairsin the room, and alow, varnished table supporting a stack of old
magazines. After atime, it occurred to him that Lara's picture might bein one. He picked up a magazine
and began to page throughiit.

He was on histhird when aweary-looking bald man camein and sat down. "Y ou like to read?"
the bald man asked.

He shook his heed.

"I do. I'd read dl thetime, if it weren't that my eyes give out. Then | haveto go off and take care
of my patients." The bald man chuckled.



"What do you read?'

"History, modtly. A littlefiction. Of course | haveto read the medica journds. We subscribe to
Newsweek, The New Yorker, Psychology Today, and Smithsonian. My wife dways reads them, and
sometimes | do too."

Hesaid, "I'd like to see some movie magazines. | don't suppose that impresses you very much.”

"More than you might think," the bald man told him. "Most people don't reed &t dl."

"Books aways seemed like awaste of money to me."

"Y ou're careful about money?'

"| try to be"

"But you'rein the hospita, now. Hospitas are extremely expensive.”

"The store's paying for everything," he explained. He felt a sudden thrill of fear. Wasit?

The bald man got out a notebook and a Cross pen. "What day of the week isthis?"

Hetried to remember and could not. "Wednesday?'

"I'm not sure mysdlf. Do you know the date?"

"April Sxteenth.”

"Do you know why the store's paying for your treatment?”

"That'sthe policy,” he said.

"But why do they fed you need treatment?"

"Because | was gone so long, | guess. Nearly amonth. No, over amonth.”

The pen danced over the notebook. Sunshine had come in the window; reflected on the pen's
bright gold, it made it seem that it was the pen who spoke, and not the man. "I want you to cast your
mind back, back for an entire week. Don't answer at once; shut your eyes and think back. Now, where
were you aweek ago?'

It was the day he had met Lara. "'l waswalking besidetheriver."

"Inthe park."

"y es"

"Why were you there?'

"I'd brought my lunch. | ateit there on abench, and | had fifteen minutes before | had to be back
a the store." By way of explanation he added, "We're close to the park.”

"Y ou had worked in the store that morning?"

"Yes"

He was taken to a new room and made to undress and put on hospital clothes. A man in awhite
uniform took his own away in awire basket.

After awhileanurse camein and gave him medicine.

24
The Patient

There seemed to be thingsto do in the day room, but its games and pastimes were largely
illusory. A cabinet on the west wall held half-a-dozen jigsaw puzzles, al with missing pieces-- the basis
for predictable jokes whenever someone got apuzzle out. The piano needed tuning; not that anyonein
the ward could play more than "' Chopsticks" anyway, though occasionaly someonetried. The dog-eared
cardsin the drawer were short the ace, deuce, and four of hearts. The nurses guarded a container of
Ping-Pong balls and usudly said they were out of them to savetrouble.

Or perhaps, he thought, they redlly were out. Perhaps the container was empty and had been so
for years, as dusty within aswithout. "Want to play some chess?"

Helooked up. The man with the board and box was short and middle-aged, with haystack hair.

"Some of the chessmen aregone,” he said.



"We can use something dse.”

He nodded and went over to the table. They used checkers -- two black checkersfor the
missing black pawns, and ared king for the missing white queen.

"White or black?"

He congdered. In some vague fashion, the decision seemed enormoudy important. He studied
the white queen and the black; trying to decide which was Lara. The white, of course. Whitefor her
complexion, red for her hair. "White."

His opponent spun the board. ™Y our move."

He nodded and pushed a pawn at random. The black queen's pawn advanced two squares. He
moved hisbishop. "Don't | know you?" he asked.

"l don't think s0."

"Maybe we met awhile back," he said. He added, "Outside," though that did not seem quite right.

"Maybe," his opponent said. "1've been getting shock, know what | mean? It makes you forget
suff." Heraised both handsto point to the inflamed marks at histemples. Y ou?’

"Not yet."

"But you're going to, huh?"

"l think s0."

"It doesn't hurt. A lot of guysthink it'sgoing to, but it doesn't. Say, you've got the marks
aready."

When the game was over, his opponent sat at the piano and played an old-fashioned song, "Find
Y our True Love," singing to the out-of-tune music in ahoarse but not unpleasant voice. It was not until
that night, when helay in hisnarrow hospital bed with hishandsin back of hisheed, that he placed his
opponent as the patient who had sent him to tell Walsh about -- someone and someone else. He could
not recall the names.

There was awoman with dyed hair and along face who was deeply concerned about his attitude
toward sex. There was an Indian who explained to him why it was so much easier to cure people who
believed in demons. There was the tired middle-aged doctor, whose name he could sometimes
remember, and there was Dr. Nilson, whose name he sometimes forgot.

Then there was grass to be cut and a garden to be weeded, lawns to be raked, and russet,
brown, and deeply golden leavesto be burned. There was snow to be shoveled. They gave him awarm
jacket and glovesfor that, clothing donated by some kind person who had left empty .22 calibre brassin
the pockets of the jacket.

Some nights he wondered what had happened to the hospital to which the van had taken him,
and sometimes he fdlt sure he was back in United. Once he told a smooth Korean about United and Dr.
Pille, and the smooth Korean, Dr. Kim, giggled.

There was an attendant who was kind to him but eventually, behind the boiler in the steam plarnt,
wanted him to do something he did not want to do. It was then, while he was walking alone back to the
main building, that it came to him that he was there for amemory that was, after al, no morethan a
dream.

At hisnext interview, he asked the Indian doctor whether they had ever found out what had
happened to him while he was gone.

"Ah, but do not you yourself know?" theIndian inquired. "Y ou can tell us, | think."

He shook his head and said it was al ablank, and watched with satisfaction as the Indian doctor
(aso with satisfaction) made anote on his pad.

He had logt his apartment, but the store found him another one that wasif anything better. His
clothes and furniture had been put in storage, and it was pleasant to see the old things smile asthey came
out of their boxes and to arrange them in the new places. Because it was summer, he left some winter
clothing boxed up. The apartment included storage space in the basement of his new building; he tagged
the carton as the building manager ingtructed him, and together they put it into the storage room and



relocked the door.

Some of the people he had known at the store had |eft; some remained. At Mr. Capper's urging
-- 30 helater learned -- some of those who remained organized awel coming dinner for him Tuesday
night after work. His own dinner was free, the others chipping in enough to cover theirs and their share of
his. It was not a big group as such things went -- only adozen dinersand himself. Y et hewasglad of it,
and glad to find that he could remember the names of most of the people there,

At one point in the dinner, when most of them were through with their entrees and the waiters
were waiting for the rest to finish so they could serve dessert, awoman who might have been Lara
walked down the hallway outside their private dining room. It was as great temptation to say something
or call out, but he did not. Later, when he excused himself to go to the bathroom, he kept his eyes open,;
but he did not look into the other private rooms, and he saw nothing.

The next day was hisfirst real one back at work. He had been transferred out of Personal
Computers -- because persona computer sales were dacking off -- back into Furniture and Mgor
Appliances. Hewas alittle frightened until he dedlt with hisfirst customer, but she bought a sofaand a
coffeetable, and after that he was dl right.

Bud van Tilburg was head of Furniture and Mgor Appliances, and thus his boss, whom he called
Mr. van Tilburg and at whom he dways smiled. It was not until severa weeks had passed that he
connected histransfer with Mr. van Tilburg's friendship with Mr. Drummond. Then he marched into Mr.
van Tilburg's office and asked man-to-man if hewas pulling hisweight. Mr. van Tilburg punched up the
figuresfor everybody in the whole department and showed him that he had outsold them dl, had outsold
the runner-up by well over athousand dollars. " Getting you was the best break 1've had in the past two
years" Mr. van Tilburg said.

After that he tried even harder. When he had been in the department before, it had never
occurred to him that you could learn about furniture just like you learned about computers and video
games.

Y et it was 0. There were various fabrics and stuffings, for example; and finishes and methods of
congtruction. Not to mention the innumerable styles: Chippendale, Queen Anne, Early American,
Traditional, Jacobean, Italian Renaissance and Itaian Decadent, Henry 1V, Louis X111, and French
Renaissance -- on and on. He learned them al, checking books out of the library so he could study the
pictures and memorize what the experts said about each. He learned to tell red oak from white, white
oak from maple, maple from walnut, walnut from pecan, pecan from tesk, and at last fal se rosewood
from redl Brazilian rosawood.

There came aday when he redlized as he waked home that he had sold something to every
customer to whom he had spoken. It gave him aglow that lasted until he went to bed that night, and of
which some trace remained even while he fixed his coffee and ate his sweet-rall the next morning.

He had to cross the park to reach his new apartment, but asfar as he was concerned there were
only two seasons -- §pring, during which the department carried lawn and petio furniture, and of course
Chrigtmas. Sometimes there were jonquilsin the park, and sometimes there were chrysanthemums.
Sometimes there was snow -- no one ever seemed to shovel the park paths -- and he wore the high,
fleece-lined boots he had bought at discount in Men's & Women's Shoes and carried his working shoes
in abrown paper bag.

Thus three Christmases came (in October) and went (in early December). One day in February
he spoke for nearly an hour to afat man of sixty or so who seemed to be interested in bookcases. The
fat man left without buying anything, and as soon as he was gone Bridget Boyd came hurrying over from
Smdl Appliances. "Do you know who that was?"

He shook his head.

"That was H. Harris Henry himself!" She sensed hislack of comprehension. " Our president, the
honcho of the whole company. Y ou must be in the stock plan.”

He nodded.

"Then you get the annua report. Don't you even ook at the pictures? Y ou'd better sart.”



He decided he would not start; he had never fdlt the least inclination to read the thing, and now it
was clearly too late. Y ou could have told me," he said.

"How could 1?Y ou were with him." She nibbled her lower lip. "If we ate our lunches together, |
could fill you in on the Corporate Structure.”

She pronounced it like that, with capitas, and he turned away.

A week |ater, an order came transferring him to Antiquesin the uptown store. The new job
carried a healthy raise but meant he had to ride a bus for twenty minutes, morning and night. In addition,
he usually had to spend another twenty minutes waiting for abusto come. Thewait at the bus stop was
miserably cold until April, and the buses were unbearably hot from June through August and most of
September.

He liked the job, though he had immediately spotted severa pieces on the floor asrank forgeries.
When his customers asked about those he smply read the description on the tag, prefacing the reading
with, "Wdll, it says." If heliked the customer, he might aso shake his head dightly. Sncetheitemsin
guestion were large and showy, they generally sold well enough even with his negative endorsement.

There was one particular piece he wanted himself, asmall desk of unimpeachable pedigree that
had begun its career nearly two hundred years ago in the service of a British seacaptain. Aswell ashe
could judge, it had been built in Indiaof native sandalwood, using milk-glass drawer pulls salvaged from
adill earlier piece. Three of the drawersretained their origina green-baize linings; and when he had
nothing better to do, he liked to examine them, aways feding when he opened them he was going to find
something in them that he had never found before, sometimes actudly bending down to sniff the faded
cloth. The old captain had kept histobacco in the upper |eft drawer, he thought; the other odors were
fleeting and deceptive -- so much so that he was never certain he was not imagining them.

One night he dreamed he was actudly sitting at that desk. The floor moved beneath him, gently
rocking, risng and faling with amotion he saw echoed ever so faintly inthewell of black ink into which
he dipped afeather pen. "My Dearest Heart," he wrote. "My good friend Captain Clough, of the China
Doall, has promised to post thisin England. Sheisaclipper, and so. . ." Therewasahail, and hurrying
feet drumming the deck over his head. He sat up, and in a second or two he was laughing at himself,
though there was something within him -- some part that was il the old captain -- that was not laughing.

The next day an ugly middle-aged woman made him show her the desk. "The chair'smissing,” he
sad. "It redly ought to have the chair."

"That'sdl right,” shetold him. "I can get one madefor it. It's smple enough.”

Hetold her the price, trying to sound as though he thought it too high.

"Not bad," she said, poking and prying.

He lowered hisvoice. "They should take off three hundred in January."

Thewoman smiled, the smile of acat that fedsabird initsclaws. "Fine, have them send mea
check."

When he had written the order and turned it in, he glanced up at the clock. The woman had used
astore charge, and for amoment he dared to hope that the sale would not be approved.

It wasten till s, ten minutes until quitting time. Next week -- only next week -- the store would
stay openttill ten, and on aternate weeks he would have to comein at two and remain until ten. There
would be temporaries who could not make change, and temporaries who had taken their jobsto stedl.
Not too many of either on hisfloor, thank God.

Thefirg warning chime sounded.

At the second, he strolled into the Employees Lounge to get some coffee. The windows were
dark. Hewalked acrossto them, surprised that it had gotten dark so soon. They had gone off Daylight
Savings, of course. He had forgotten.

People had been talking for weeks about what a beautiful fall they were having, about Indian
Summer. It seemed to him, looking through the dark glass at the bent, hurrying figures on the sdewalk,
that winter had arrived at last, and that it was likely to be a hard winter. He had a heavier coat, along
wool coat of agray so deep it was dmost black, put away somewhere. He reminded himsdlf to get it out.
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TheDaoll

The bus was as warm and stuffy as ever, and abrisk block-and-a-half walk from the bus stop to
his building did no more than cool him off; by the time he had reached his gpartment, he had whally
forgotten his decison. Next day the wind was gone and the westher was, or &t least seemed,
considerably warmer. The city wasfar enough south that redlly severe winter weather was exceptional.

Next week was the exception. Before it was over he had not merely remembered what he had
meant to do, but actually cornered the custodian and demanded the carton he had |eft in Storage.

"Got your wooliesin it, huh?' The custodian chuckled. "Hopethe mothsain't et 'em.”

"That'sright. | should have sedled it with tape.”

The custodian nodded. "And sprinkled in some moth flakes. That'swhat 1'd adone." Hewas
sorting through the two dozen keys he carried on hisbelt. "Here 'tis."

It would not fit the keyhole; he selected another. The third not only entered but turned the lock
with aprotesting click.

"When folks move out | aways remind 'em about this place," the custodian said. "Buit if they got
anything here they forget about it anyway. Lots of people have put Suff in here, but you're the only onel
recollect that ever wanted something out. No." He paused, one hand on the knob, and raised afinger of
the other. "Miz Durkin got that old dress of her Sster's out, that she was going to give her friend. Only the
friend didn't likeit, and it went back the next day."

They entered, and the custodian pulled a string to turn on the light. The room was nearly full. "See
what | mean? Pretty soon | have to throw alot of the old stuff out. Only | don't want to -- you know
somebody's goin' to say | sole. ‘Course | won't throw out anythin' that belongs to somebody il lives
here"

He nodded, trying to recall the carton. Had it been from a grocery?

"Dont seeit, hun?!

"No," hesad. "Not yet."

"Might bein back of this, or under it. | just put thisin about amonth ago.” The custodian tugged
a alarge suitcase, and after amoment he helped, moved by pity for the old man's feebleness. Asthey
shifted the suitcase, it struck him that it had been along time since he had felt pity for anyone except,
perhaps, himsdif.

His carton had indeed been under the suitcase. He picked it up, thanked the custodian, and
carried it to the elevator. While he waited, it occurred to him that the custodian had as much right to be
considered an antique as the desk he had logt; that just as the desk had been older than most desks, so
the custodian was older than most men. Y et nobody cared, no one would make the least effort to save
the old custodian from the flames of the crematorium. Eventualy, he thought, old people will be
preserved like old furniture. Collectorswill cry to think of the things we've thrown out.

The elevator doors opened, and he dropped the thought down the shaft while he got the carton
inside and pushed the button. Now that he had the carton -- it was one of the movers, of course -- he
was no longer certain it contained winter clothing, though he had no notion of what it might contain
instead. Hetried to recdl the day he had moved from the YMCA. He had not owned an overcoat then,
he felt sure; he had worn his windbreaker to work that winter, keeping his suit-coat in hislocker.

When he shouldered open the door of his apartment, nothing seemed familiar; it was asthough
someone had moved his sofaand chairs, hisvery rooms, while he had been at work. Hisliving room had
doubled to become an L; hiskitchen had grown asif its stainless sink and Formica counter had been
mixed with yeest.

He put the carton on the floor. His fireplace was gone -- he could not understand how that could



have happened. He recalled lying there in front of thefire, drinking brandy with somebody, with some
girl, awoman. Had the fireplace really belonged to the woman? No, not awoman -- she had said so.
Had she taken it with her when she left? That wasimpossble,

There had been another gpartment, of course, an apartment in which he had lived before this one
but after the Y. Strange that he could recal moving out of the Y so well but could not remember moving
intothisplaceat dl.

He had been ill. He had forgotten that. Or to be honest, had been pushing that out of his mind.
No doubt the company had transferred him to the uptown store so he would be among people who
didn't know about his breakdown.

Not that they hadn't found out soon enough. He remembered the girl from Better Dresses asking
him when he had sat next to her at the picnic. It had been amistake; she had been like dl therest, a
singlewoman looking franticaly for the kind of man who would never consder her if shefound him, a
handsome, wed thy, athletic college man who was sengtive, intdligent, cultured, and completely blind to
what shewas.

He laughed softly to himsdlf.

And yet was he any better? Y es, he thought. Yes, | am. I'm willing to admit what | am.

But what am 1? Surely not God, and it was God who said, "1 am.” He remembered that, but he
could not remember how he knew it; it might have been in one of those Biblicd epics, Charlton Heston
turning back the Red Sea.

He hung up histopcoat, his jacket, and histie and put on water for coffee; hisfeet hurt, asthey
did at the end of each day. While he pulled off his shoes, he found himsalf wondering whether there was
any brandy left -- not from then, not from that night. He could not remember when it had been, but it had
been along time ago.

Thebuilt-in cabinet in the living room held half abottle of rum. He could not recal buying it and
thought it might have been | eft by another tenant, but it reminded him of the captain he had been for one
night, and the captain's desk. He stirred an inch of rum into the mug of instant he prepared for himsdlf, on
top of the cream and sugar.

The carton was tied with heavy cord. He carried his coffee back into the kitchen, got out the
large knife he sometimes used to dice onions, and sharpened it.

For amoment he waited, fingering the edge, spping hisrum and coffee, smiling alittle. Therewas
apleasant excitement in not knowing what might bein the carton or even if it was hisat dl. The custodian
was old and might easily (hetold himself) have fastened histag on the wrong container. He looked
through his tape collection for an appropriate one to put on the stereo, and settled in the end for The
Music of Christmas, moved by adim recollection of opening boxes benegth the tree as a child. Soon,
very soon, the storewould play carolsdl thetime, and he would join the other retail-sales associatesin
complaining about them; but tonight it seemed to him that he should listen to Christmas now, that he
should hear it again before the store destroyed it, with everything it had once meant.

Adeste, fideles,
Laeti triumphantes,
Venite, venite in Bethlehem.

He cut the string and flipped back the cardboard flaps. A thick swegter-vest lay on top. He
picked it up and admired it; it was of that light brownish tan they called came, thick and soft, with a
V-neck and buttons up the front -- just the thing, he told himsdlf, to keep the wind from his chest while he
waited for the bus. Ashe searched it for itslabels, he congratulated himself on remembering these things.

It was aMedium, which should fit him well. A second labe announced that it was one hundred
percent virgin wool, that it should be dry-cleaned only, and that it had been made in Toronto -- that
would be Canada, he thought. He carried it to the closet and hung it with histopcoat and jacket.

When he had pulled the sweater from the carton, he had been careful not to look at the next item.
Now he rubbed his handsin anticipation as he returned to it for his second discovery.



It wasapair of gloves, gloves of soft dark leather lined with fur. Never worn -- the store's
price-tag still dangled from the plastic cord that bound the two together. He cut it, pulled them on, and
punched the air, dthough he had never boxed. They fit him perfectly, and heimagined himsdlf playing the
piano in them, athough he could not redly play the piano. The stereo had launched into Slent Night; he
accompanied it on amagica instrument that always put the right keys under hisfingers. It would be
uselessto put the glovesin the pockets of histopcoat, since he was hoping for awarmer coat from the
carton. After consdering the matter, he pulled them off and put them on the bar of the hanger that held
hisjacket.

Next was along, knit muffler of bark brown, and under it the overcoat he had remembered. He
took them from the carton, thrust hisarmsin the wide deeves of the coat, and wound the muffler about
his neck. Both seemed to exude pal pable warmth. He went into his bedroom and stood before the mirror
to button the overcoat, which fit just loosely enough for him to be sure it would be perfect with ajacket
under it. While feding its thickly napped materid with his hands, he discovered that there was something
in one of the side pockets.

It was amap. Too warm already, he took off the coat and laid it on his bed, seated himself
besideit, and opened the map on hisknees.

The area depicted seemed to be heavily forested and almost without roads, traversed mostly by
narrow blue streams marked with rapid after rapid. Its highest evation was Mt. Hieros; judging from its
white center, Mt. Hieros was capped with snow. There was nothing to indicate where either the mapped
tract or its mountain might be. Straggling letters stretching from one corner of the map to the opposite
corner spelled OVERWOOD.

He shook his head, refolded the map, and tossed it onto his dresser for further study after dinner.
He had not been to the Itdian placein along time. It had been conveniently near his old apartment -- the
neighborhood of his old gpartment had returned to his mind vividly now -- but it was ten blocks or more
from this one, and he had not relished the walk. Now he found that he was not only hungry but eager to
test hisreclaimed winter clothing against the wind. He put on his second-best shoes, the swesater-vest, his
jacket, and the gloves, added the muffler, and last of al wrapped himsdlf in thelong, dark overcoat.

Outside, the wind refused to cooperate. It had vanished with the daylight, leaving aclear cold
night in which the air seemed to stand upon shelves of glass, like crystd gobletsin Fine China. He hurried
aong admiring the ghostly plume of hisown breath, hisbody warm, his cheeks nipped by frost.

Mama Capini was gtill there, and she remembered him, though he scarcely remembered her. She
welcomed him back and presented him with a straw-cushioned bottle of Chianti on the house. He
ordered lasagna, drank severa glasses of the wine, and collided full-tilt with another patron as he was
leaving.

The accident was only an embarrassment; he apol ogized, the stolid middle-aged man he had
bumped told him to think nothing of it, and it was over. Y et it made him aware that there was something
in the breast pocket of his overcoat, something long and hard and irregularly shaped. Hisfirst guesswas
that it was another bottle, his second that it was agun; but it seemed oddly made for either. When he
took off one glove and explored the object with hisfingers, he fet fur, asthough some smdl, unbending
animal were standing on itshind legsin his breast pocket. In the glow of good food and wineit did not
seem to matter.

The glow waslargely gone by the time he had returned to his building, and he found hewas as
childishly anxious about the contents of the pocket as he had been about the contents of the carton. He
laid the coat carefully on the sofa and stood what remained of the Chianti on the lowest shelf in the door
of hisrefrigerator before he took out the oddly shaped object of which he had been so conscious on the
wak home.

It wasadall. He carried it to the light to examine more closaly; what he had thought fur was soft
brown hair -- real human hair, it seemed. Benesth the hair was a piquant face, at once beautiful and
impertinent: awoman -- agirl -- with long legs and adender wai g, jutting breasts, rounded hips, and
saring hazdl eyes. She wore abelted, deeveless smock of metdlic green; it was her only garment, ashe
determined by an embarrassed glance.



Why had he owned such athing? Or had he owned it at al? Although the coat and gloves had fit
him, it seemed more than possible that they had not been his; he was of about average size, after dl. He
had never had a daughter, hefelt certain. He had never even been married. Surely he would remember
that.

No, how smpleit wasl He must have dated a divorcee. He had gotten the doll, probably in Toys
at the employee discount, to giveto her little girl; no doubt Christmas had been coming then, asit was
coming now. Then he and thiswoman had broken off, and he had put away the coat without emptying its
pockets.

Hetook the doll into his bedroom and laid it on the map -- something elseto think about | ater.

Much to hissurprise, hedid think about it later. Finding himself unableto follow the Midnight
Movie, he brought the doll into the living room again and cradled it in his hands asthough it were a child,
haunted by the fedling that he too was on TV, that he owed hiswhole existence to some set playing to an
empty room, that he and the doll were logt, were thelost children in the woods in the story his mother
had let him watch when he was very smdl so long ago.

He snuffled and was ashamed, amused, and heartbroken dl at once; without his knowledge or
consent, his eyes had filled with tears. He pulled out his handkerchief, blew hisnose, and wiped his eyes.
But atear dotted the green smock, another fell upon the graceful little legs, and athird plashed full inthe
dall's piquant face.

And thedoll moved likealiving girl in hishand.
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He nearly dropped it.

"Hello." Thedoll sat up, or at least, sat up aswell asit could, its hipsresting in the palm of his|eft
hand. "Hi, I'm Tina" The wide hazdl eyes blinked dowly, then focused on hisface.

Onefind tear fdl, wetting Tinds hair.

"I belong toyou,” Tinasad. "I'm your doll, and | can talk." Her voice was dmost too high for
him to hear, as high asthe chirp of acricket, he thought, or the twitter of bats. "If you want to have atea
party, | can help you set thetable."

He nodded, more to himsdlf than to her, and said, "Would you like some tea?’

"Yes, please,” the doll answered formdly. "I would like someteavery much.”

He nodded again. "Can you walk?'

"I canwalk, but it might be better if you carried me. Y ou can carry me likeababy if you like."
She seemed to sympathi ze with his expression of dismay. "Or | can ride on your shoulder. That's the best
way of dl. You seg, if | walk well go pretty dowly, because my legsare so small. And if you stepped on
me, | might breek."

He nodded solemnly and put the doll on hisright shoulder, where she held the top of hiscollar
with onetiny hand. "Don't go too fast, and I'll befine."

Hesaid, "I'll try not to." He blew his nose again, being careful not to move his head, and wiped
his cheeks.

"Why wereyou crying?'

"Seeing you reminded me of somebody el se, of somebody 1'd forgotten.” He hesitated, not sure
what he had said wasfair to Lara. "Or at least that 1'd put out of my mind." As he stood up, moving as
dowly and smoothly as he could, he added, "Dolls don't talk here, or anyway, not aswell asyou.”

Therewasno reply.

He went into the kitchen. Most of the water he had heated for coffee remained in the pan, but it
was cold now and scummed with lime. He threw it out, put in fresh water, and turned on the burner



again. There were tea bags in the canister, the remnants of abox of exotic teas he had bought (in
Gourmet Foods, at the discount) for an assistant manager in Lingerie but never given her.

"I don't know if I've got acup smdl enough for you," he said.

He settled on a demitasse cup, pushed the teabag into it, and doused it with boiling water.

Tinasad, "May | tak?'

"Sure, why not?"

"You sad | wasn't supposed to. But | like just ateeny-weeny pinch of sdt in my tea."

He passed the sdltcdllar over it. "That enough? Y ou take sugar?'

"No, thanks,” Tinachirped. "No milk either." She bounced from his shoulder like atennisball and
stood, legs wide, on the dinette table to drink from the cup. It was asbig for her as awastebasket would
have been for him.

When she put it down, it seemed to him that it was asfull asit had ever been, but she patted her
midriff and wiped her mouth on the back of one bare arm. "Now if you'll just leave it there, | could come
and get some whenever | wanted to."

That seemed no crazier than talking to adoll. "All right," he said.

"And | won't have to bother you. I'm redlly not very good a doing things for mysdlf. I couldn't
have turned on the water like you did."

He nodded.

"Weél, | candothingsallittle.”

He asked, "Can you tel me how adoll can talk?'

"Because I'm built that way. It'smy inddes." She patted her middle again. "But | can't add or
subtract or spell or any of that other stuff. | haven't been to schoal.”

He nodded again.

"I'd like some nice clothes. Have you got any?'

"Not that would fit you," hetold her.

"I'dlikeabal gown, just to start. And avanity set, so | can do my hair."

"It'stoo late tonight,” hetold her. "I'll get you some things tomorrow." He was confident that
tomorrow she would be gone, or at least inanimate and silent.

"And I'd like abraand panties. I'd like two of each, so | can wear one and wash one.”

"Ill seewhat | can do.”

"One pair could be fawn, and the other pair could be ginger. That way we could tell which I'd
worn last. And anightie. Can | deegp with you?'

"If you don't snore," hetold her.

"I don't. Y ou can't even hear me breathing." She threw out her chest as though to prove shedid
indeed bresthe, tiny, conical breasts pushing impatiently againgt the metallic fabric of her smock.
"Tomorrow night I'll put up my hair, if you get merollers. It would be better if you carried me,
remember?'

He asked, "What if you want some teaiin the middle of the night?'

"I won't," Tinachirped. "But if | did, | could come out and get it without waking you up. You
wouldn't have to worry about stepping on me then. Besides, | can move faster now."

He picked her up and replaced her on his shoulder. "Isthat what you work on? Tea?"

"Sometimes Silly children want usto drink more tea than we can hold.”

"l won't do that,” he promised. He recalled something a bartender had once told him, and added,
"If you don't want it, don't drink it."

"l likeyou. We're going to have alot of fun."

"Not now," he said. "Right now I'm going to take a shower, and then I'm going to bed.”

"I could have abath in the washbowl while you're taking your shower."

"All right."

"All you have to do isturn on the water for me. Not very hard. Not very haot, either.”

"All right," he said again. He pulled up the chrome handle that stoppered the bowl, and adjusted
the hot and cold knobs to produce a thin stream of tepid water.



Tinahopped from his shoulder. "Can | use your sogp?"

"Sure." Hetook off hisshirt and tossed it in the hamper as he dways did. Tinahad skinned out of
her metallic green smock; she had no pubic hair, but her breasts were tipped with minute pink nipples.

Heturned his back to remove histrousers, and when he went into the bedroom to hang them up
and get his pgamas, he debated putting on the bottoms before he returned to the bathroom. It would be
usdless, snce he would have had to take them off again immediately.

Tinahad worked up afinelather in the washbowl. He asked if the water was too hot.

"No, it'sfine. Could you give me adrop of shampoo?' He did, tilting the bottle just enough to
pour asingle emerald drop into her cupped hands.

As soon as he closed the shower door, he felt certain she would be gone when he came out.
Perhaps the basin would be full of water; perhaps not. He made the spray colder and revolved beneath
it, grunting because he wanted to shout.

"I'm going to use one of theselittle towdls, okay?'

"Sure." His next appointment with Dr. Nilson was Tuesday. Five days. He wondered whether he
should call her now; she had given him her home number, though he had never used it. As he thought
about that, the memory of adisheveled man in hospital pgamas playing an out-of-tune piano returned
with such force that he seemed to see and hear it, seemed to fedl the unyielding wood of the bench upon
which he had once sat.

When you find your true love,
When you see her eyes,

When you've left your new love,
At theend of lies. . .

Tinawas snging as shedried hersdlf, Singing in avoice sweet and yet o high thet at timesit
soared beyond audibility, singing to the tune of the cracked old piano someone had donated to the
hospital. No, he could not cal Dr. Nilson. He couldn't even mention Tinawhen he went on Tuesday.

He reached for atowe.

Inbed Tinasaid, "I can degp on top of the covers. But it would be better if | dept under them.
I'd stay warmer."

Helifted the blankets for her, and she snuggled beside him. After atime he said, "How old are
you, Tina?' He could just see her inthefaint light leaking past the blind.

The dall turned over and yawned theatricdly, an dfin hand covering her mouth, atiny am
stretching above her head. "How old are you?"

Hetold her, then added ayear. "My birthday was last month. I'd forgotten.”

"That'sold.”

"I know," he said.

"I don't think you're that old. I'm not."

"l didn't think you were."

"Whet did you get for your birthday?"

"Nothing. | redly didn't pay any attentionto it."

"Didnt Mamaand Daddy give you anything?'

He shook his head. "My mother's been dead for along time, and | haven't seen my father for ten
or twelveyears."

"But hedill lovesyou.”

"No, he doesn't. He never did."

"Yes, hedoes."

"Tina, you've never met him."

"I know about Daddies, though. And you don't."

"All right," he said, strangely comforted.



"What did you give himfor his birthday?'

The question surprised him; he had to think for amoment. "Nothing. | never do."

"You could give him abig kiss"

"I don't think he'd like that.”

"Yes, hewould. I'm right and you're wrong."

"Perhaps,” he said.

"Next birthday, what would you like?"

Hetold her about the desk.

"| think you should get that for your next birthday. I'll tell Daddy."

"It's been sold dready.”

"Maybe the lady would sl it, too."

He nodded to himself. "Maybe she would. Would you like some moretea, Tina?"

"Yeq"

Hethrew back the covers, rose, and switched on the light. By aroute he could not quite follow,
Tinalegped from the bed to the dresser. "Isyour tea set in here?”’

"| don't have ateaset,” hetold her. "Not yet, anyway. | waslooking for this check book."

"l can't read. | haven't been to schooal .”

"I'll read it for both of us," he said. "I've got thirty-two hundred dollars. That's more than the desk

"Y ou should have bought it."

"You'reright. Now let's have someteaand talk about it. Do you think she'd sdll it at a profit?
Where do you think it ought to go?"

"Not facing the TV." Tinahopped onto his shoulder. "So you'll do your school work."

"Notinacorner," hetold her. "l hate thingsin corners. Against the window."

"All right!"

He turned up the burner under the pan of water, rinsed out Tina's demitasse cup, and found a
cup, asaucer, and aspoon for himsaf. There were only three teabags | eft in the canigter. "I'll have to get
more teatomorrow," he said.

"You surewill."

"Tina, do you know agirl named Lara?'

"I don't know anybody but you."

"Y ou remind me of her. | usedto bein lovewith Lara-- that'swhy | bought you. Larawasthe
woman in front of the fireplace.”

"I don't think you told me about that.”

"But | lost her, somehow. | lost her walking through the snow.”

"Y ou haveto dressredly warm for abluskery day.”

He nodded. "1 bought the coat, and some other things. | got some money, somehow, and | put it
in the bank. That's where most of the thirty-two hundred'sfrom.”

"Maybe Laragaveit to you," Tinaventured.

"No," hesaid. And then, "Y es, maybe she did.”

27
The Desk

"l 'dliketo talk to you about it,” hesaid. "That'sal.”

The ugly woman's voice crackled from the earpiece. "Were taking now."

"I'd rather do it faceto face. | could come out to your house any evening that's convenient.”
Suspicioudy: "It it genuine?”



Heinhaled degply, wanting to lie -- and found he could not. "It's perfectly genuine, I'm sure. But
it'sIndian, even though it was madein the British style. Indian things don't command high prices, asa
rue”

"Well, whatever you want to tell me about it, you're going to have to say here and now. Then
perhaps well meet faceto face, if | decide we should.”

"Mrs. Fogter,” (thistime he positively gulped for air) "I can offer you afive-hundred-dollar
profit.”

Therewasalong pause. "If it's genuine, why should you people want it back?'

"I'm not caling for the store," hetold her. "I want to buy it mysdlf."

"Y ou've found out it's worth more than they thought.”

"No," hesaid. "No, not at al." Hewaited for her to say something; she did not, and he was
forced to speak again tofill the silence. "I think that when you bought it | told you | felt it was overpriced.
| still do. I study the auction catalogues and follow the results, Mrs. Foster. It's part of my job.”

"Goon."

"A piece not much different from your desk went for only alittle more than haf what you paid,
two yearsago in New York."

"But you'll give me afive-hundred-dallar profit.”

Hope surged. "Yes," hesad.

"You'll pay me more than twice what it'sworth."

"Yes" hesad again.

"Why?"

Hetried to spesk, but no words came. At last he said lamely, "I don't know if | can explain.”

"I'mligening.”

"l ol thesethings. . ."

"You've got abuyer?’

"No, no. | don't mean I'm aded er myself onthe side-- | couldn't do that and keep my job. |
only meant that | sell the things here, in the store.”

"I know that. Y ou sold methisdesk. I'm sitting at my desk right now, asit happens. Thisis
where| put the phone."

"I never wanted apiece for mysdf.” Hefdt that he wastaking into avoid, pleading with a
soulless thing of wire and platic far less human than Tina "'1'd check out a particular piece, you know --"

"Don't say, 'you know." It's the one thing | absolutely cannot stand.”

"I'msorry."

"Soam|. Go on, Mr. Green."

"l wasjust trying to say 1'd look at a certain piece and think that it was nice -- or redlly not so
nice. Or at one like your desk and think that it was agood piece but | wouldn't have priced it quite so
high. I've seen hundreds of pieceslike that, | suppose, but | never saw anything except your desk that |
redly wanted for mysdf.”

Again sheleft him floundering.

"| thought they'd mark it down after Christmas, and then maybe I'd takeit."

She grunted. ™Y ou told me you thought it would be lower in January, and you suggested | come
back then -- when you planned to buy it for yoursdlf. It would have been gone.”

Desperately he continued, "I hadn't decided to buy it then. Redlly | hadn't. Not firmly -- | thought
| wouldn't. It wasn't until it was gone --"

"That you redized how much you wanted it."

"Yes'" hesad. "That'sright.”

"Do you know, Mr. Green, I've felt the same way mysdlf atime or two. May | ask how your
wife feds about your spending so much money?!

"l don't have awife."

"Y ou're divorced?'

"I've never been married, Mrs. Fogter.”



"Marriageisn't for everyone. Why, | know several men, the nicest, kindest --"

"I'm not gay, Mrs. Foster." He knew that he had lost, and he wanted to hang up. "Once agirl
even lived with mefor afew days, but I've never married.” He made onefind effort. "I've got thirty-two
hundred dollars. That's every cent | havein theworld, and that'swhy | said I'd giveyou a
five-hundred-dollar profit. I'll makeit athousand if you'll take the second five hundred in ingtalments.”

Silence again, stretching on and on; thistime he did not speek, and at last she said, "'I'm president
of the Collectors Club. Did you know that, Mr. Green?"

"No. No, | didn't, Mrs. Foster. | know about your club, of course.”

"We're serious collectors, Mr. Green. And | will not sdll this desk.”

Therewas ametallic click as she hung up. He hung up too. The desk was gone. Hetried tiredly
to guess her age: fifty or fifty-five, perhaps. Perhaps there would be an estate sdle in twenty years or so.
No, she wasthe kind of woman who hung on forever. He could get her address, as he had her number,
from Accounting. He could write her and suggest that she contact him if she ever wanted to sell the desk;
but it would do no good.

"Staying late, Green?" It was Mr. Cohen, the Art Gallery supervisor.

"Had to make aphone call, gr. It took awhile, | guess. How about you, Sr?"

"Getting set for Christmas. Y ou know, firdight, candles, and snow.”

The images danced through his mind as he waked to the bus stop: snow -- candles -- firdight --
children and other gifts under the tree. The headline of the paper in the vending machine was SUICIDE
RATE CLIMBS.

If I'd made the world, he thought, Christmas would be agood time for everybody.

Quite suddenly he recdled that he had promised Tinaatea set, new clothes, al sorts of things.
He left the bus stop and walked down to the arcade, an old-fashioned sort of mall he had sometimes
peered into, but never entered.

Old-fashioned or not, the arcade had aready gone over to extended hours. More than half of its
little shops were bright, and shoppers bundled againgt the cold slamped up and down the clangorousiron
walkways. He passed atravel agency, abeauty salon, and a chiropractor's office, the last dark. A toy
store -- in both senses of theword, for it was hardly larger than the make-believe stores given to children
-- provided dresses that he thought might fit Tinaand aminute tea set of real china

"| don't suppose you have any tea?'

The clerk shook her head. "Theresaddli. | don't know if they're open, but they might be."

He nodded. "Where?"

"In the annex. Know where that is? Down that way, and the entrance is on your left. Only one
leve intheannex."

He thanked her and went out. When he reached the entrance, its arch of moldering marble
looked dark and somehow ominous, asthough al the stores beyond were closed and gates of stedl bars
might dam down behind anyone who dared to enter.

Hewent in anyway. A few shops were open even here. As he passed a haberdashery, asmall,
dark woman darted out and caught him by the deeve. "There you are! What's the matter with you, you
don't want your pants?

He stared at her. Shewas sixty or o, graying hair knotted at the nape of her neck. "I think --"

"Y ou think I'm trying to sell you something. Listen, your pantsare dl paid for. Y ou paid sowed
make the alterations, remember? So how about picking them up? | need the space. Be an angd.”

"All right," he said. Ashefollowed her in, hefdt that he should remember both the woman and
her shop.

"With the pants, | got you anice varnished hardwood hanger. Last you the rest of your life" She
glanced a the yellow tag pinned to its paper dust cover. "Four months now they've been waiting.”

"I'm sorry," hesaid.

"Oh, it'sokay." Shewas studying hiswaistline. "They might not il fit. Bring them back if they
don't, and welll let them out.”

"Thisisthehotd, isn't it? The Grand Hotd ?*



Shelooked at him quizzicdly. "We rent from them."

"Thisiswhere Fanny worked in the coffee shop. Thisiswhere Dr. Applewood has his office."

Thewoman said, "He's dead now."

He nodded and walked out into the cavernous lower level. Why hadn't he recogni zed those dusty
flags a once, the clawed griffin, the eagle with two heads? And the woman in the toy shop had said the
annex had only asingle level. There were baconies. Dr. Applewood had leaned over one of those
rallingsto cdl to him.

He saw the doorsto the eevator -- the eevator that would take him to the Grand Hotel, the
hotel that was so much nearer Lara. He started toward them, dowing as he fdlt the chill of fear. Inthe
hotel he would have no money and no friends, not even Tina. If he ever found Lara, shewould seeonly a
slly middie-aged man. Y es, he was middle-aged now, and it was better to faceit. Larawould see asilly
man carrying dolls clothes, adoll'steaset, and dacks that were probably too smal for him by acouple
of inches.

Hisfinger pressed the buzzer.

The elevator did not come at once, and indeed did not come for along time. He waited, squaring
his shoulders, adjusting the bag from the toy store and the paper-shrouded dacks; and at last the doors
did back.

He stepped in. "Ground floor, please.”

Sowly and distinctly, the operator announced, " This isthe ground floor.”

He recalled stepping through a doorway and out into a snow-covered parking lot -- the ground
floor. "Thelobby levd, then."

"There's nobody there."

"Take methere anyway," he said.

The eevator rose dowly and smoothly, and it came to him that there was nothing of the Grand
Hotel's wire cage about it. When the doors separated, they revealed the deserted lobby of an office
building, alobby afloor above the street. He stepped out and said, "Thanks," then watched the doors
close behind him. The world he saw from the windows of the lobby was his own, hefdt certain. United
and North were not there, and if Laracameit was only briefly and temporarily, to live with some
fortunate man or to store her coat.

He should have watched the furrier's; just asthe cold had reminded him of thiswool overcoat, it
would have made Lara (if Larawere here) get her coat out of storage. He had forgotten, and it was too
late now.

He went back to the elevator and pushed the buzzer just as he had before. Now the elevator was
his only hope; yet he knew the hope wasvain.

"l get it," the operator said. "Y ou wanted to use the John. There's some downstairstoo -- if
you'd asked me| could havetold you."

He nodded, not speaking, waiting for the doors to open.

"Sometimes kids want to go up, you know? | don't let 'em. | could tell you were okay."

The doors did apart, and he wasin awide low room without flags. Most of the shops were dark.
He went out into the main arcade, drawing up his muffler around his neck and buttoning the topmost
button of the overcoat.

The street was dark, empty of everything save thewind. A prowl car went by fast, cops staring
threats at vacant doorways. Thewind cut hisfingersto remind him that he had forgotten to put on his
gloves. He st his parcels down on theicy sidewalk and took the gloves from the pockets of the
overcoat, pulled each on carefully and fastened its cuff. There was enough teafor tonight at any rate; he
could buy moretomorrow if Tinawasred. If Tinawasredly there.

Another bus stop, one stop nearer his apartment, would be nearly as close ashisusua one. As
he walked toward it, he discovered to his surprise that he was happy. It took him haf ablock to find the
source of his happinessin the knowledge that Larawasred even if Tinawas not.

She might laugh at him; she probably would; he laughed at himsdf, now and then. But hewould
rather listen to her laugh than to anything that anyone esein ether world might say. On television, some



woman had mentioned that wild dogs did not bark, that tame ones barked in imitation of human speech.
What wasthetak of anyone ese, of Bridget Boyd or H. Harris Henry, but an animal'simitation of Lara's
voice, of the laughter of the goddess? Though shewould surely rgject him asalover, would she rgject
him asaservant? If she did, he would become her dave.

A glance behind him showed a bus coming down the street. Hurrying, he got to the stop just asiit
pulled up.

It was not until he had risen to get off that he remembered he would haveto tell Tina. She would
be there, waiting for him in the living room, hiding among the sofa cushionsin the place she called her
secret fort; she would pop out when she heard hiskey in the lock. He would have to admit to her then
that he had not been able to buy the desk.

Already the taste of failure was bitter in his mouth.

28
The Story

"I'm good at looking for stuff,” Tinasaid. When his expression betrayed his skepticism, she
added, "Yes| am! And | don't liketowatch TV."

"Nether do|," hetold her mildly. "But at night theré's not much elseto do.”

"There'slooking, and you could read me astory whilel doit."

"You could ligentothe TV," he said. "That would be the same thing.” 1t was not until he had
finished speaking that he realized he had conceded Tinas ability as a searcher -- probably much too
soon.

"Itisnt thesamething at al."

He had aready turned down the volume; now he switched the television off. "Why not?"

"Reading would help you in school.”

"| don't have to go to school any more.”

Tinastamped, impatient with his supidity; the sound was like the tapping of afingernail. ™Y oull
have to go back next year. It will help you then.”

"All right,” hesad.

"Begdes, you would bereading me stories. TV'sjust -- just talk to use up the time.”

He nodded. It was something that he had felt aswell, but never expressed.

"What doesit look like?"

Hetook out hiswallet and showed her adollar bill and afive. "Like these, except for the
pictures. They'll be women's picturesinstead of men's." He paused. Women and men thought different
thingsimportant; it was something he had understood half hislife, because of hisjob. Now it seemed to
him that it might be important in itself: women would not care as much about cars; women would care far
more about children'slondliness, and their education. Women in power might even seeto it that there
weredollslike Tina

"Picturesof ladies," she prompted him.

"Redlly it doesn't matter. Pieces of paper that ook like this. Money." He found he associated the
money with the smell of roses, though he could not have said why. He was not certain there had been
much left -- but if he found Larasworld again, even afew dollars might be useful.

"I'll start by looking under things. I'm built for that. WWhen I'm through, I'll need a bath. Then you'll
have to pull out the drawersfor me, so | can get inside.”

He protested that he could look in drawers aswell as she could.

"No, you can't,” shetold him. "I can go insde and poke around. It's not the same at al. Now
read me astory while | look under the dresser.”

He had fewer than adozen books, dl of them inherited from his mother, and little ideawhat might



bein any. At random he pulled afaded red volume from the shelf and flipped through it until he
discovered what gppeared to be the beginning of afresh narrative.

"Once upon atime," he read, "there were two brotherswho lived by themselvesin alittle house
deep in the Black Forest. Their names were Joseph and Jacob, and Jacob was blind.”

Tinaemerged from beneath the dresser pushing adust bal amost aslarge asherself and
coughing higtrionicdly. ™Y ou don't dust under here nearly enough,” she said. "'l don't think you do it a
al."

"Joseph took good care of his brother, and Jacob did al he could to help, and because they
loved each other they were very happy.”

"I'll look under the bed now," Tinaannounced. "Then you'll haveto go into thelivingroom so|
can look in there”

"But they had little money, and their Stuation became more precarious every year."

"It'sdusty under here, too." Tinas voice sounded faint and hollow.

"Because so much snow fdlsin the Black Forest during the winter, making it awhite forest for
whole months at atime, the brothers had to buy enough food in autumn to last until spring. And after
severd years had gone by, there came an autumn when it could be seen that they could not.”

Tinacaled, "Heres abutton. A shiny onel”

He decided she must have spun around with it as afull-sized woman would have thrown a
discus it cameflying out likeabullet.

"One day Jacob said, 'Joseph, do you recdl how beautifully | used to write? And when Joseph
replied, 'Indeed | do!" Jacob showed him aframe he had made to hold a sheet of paper, aframe with
violin gtrings stretched acrossit and spaced so that aman might barely have thrust histhumb between
them.”

"Herésadime!" The dime shot out like the button and rolled until it struck the wall.

"'With this," Jacob explained, ‘and you, dear brother, to sharpen my pen for me now and then, |
canwritejust as | used to. Perhaps the Schwar zwald Gazette will take one of my tales. Then well be
ableto buy morefood for the winter.' "

"That'sal thereis under there," Tinatold him, "except for alot more dust. Don't | ook likea
chimney sweep?'

In fact shelooked like along-lost toy that had just been found and was about to be thrown away
because it would be too much trouble to clean it, but he nodded and smiled, and followed her docilely
into the living room.

"So Joseph sharpened a gray goose-quill with Jacob'slittle knife. He put paper into the frame
and made sure there wasink in theinkwell. That done, he went about hiswork, leaving his brother done
towrite"

"Nothing under the couch or the big chair but alot more dust,” Tinareported. "Now take meinto
the bathroom and run some warm water into the bowl. It would be better if you left it running.”

He put his hand down so she could step into the pam and did as she asked. When he was
seated on the lid of the commode with the red book open on hislap, he noticed that the light was actually
better in the bathroom than it had been in the bedroom and the living room.

No one reads anymore, he thought, but men still shave. "But when Joseph returned, there were
only afew words on Jacob's paper, and Jacob was drumming hisringers on thetable. 'l can't write,' he
said. 'l used to look out of the window to write. Then | had no difficulty. But now. . ." Jacob lifted his
shouldersand let them fall."

Tinapointed to her hair, not wanting to interrupt the story. He poured out adrop of shampoo for
her.

"'Perhaps | could look out of the window for you, dear brother," Joseph suggested.

"Jacob nodded dowly. 'It'sworth trying. Look outside and tell me what you see.’

"So Joseph looked, but there were only trees waving their amsin thewind. 'Hmm," he said.

"Jacob amiled. 'l dwaysfet the sameway mysdf,' hesad.”

Tinaasked, "Felt what way?'



He pulled at hisjaw, scratched hisear. "Asif there was nothing going on, | guess. And yet, so
much going on -- so many thingsthat it was hard to choose.”

"Uh huh, that must beit. Read some more.”

"Joseph saw how silently the blue shadows crept across the hoarfrost beside thetrees. 'l seea
black wolf," he said, and Jacob's pen flew faster than the wind. Joseph tiptoed away as quietly ashe
could.

He paused and glanced at Tina, who wasrinsing her hair in the trickle from the tap. "I can hear,"
shetold him. "Don't stop."

"When he came back next time, Jacob waswaiting. Y ou must look outside again, | fear,’ Jacob
sad.

"So Joseph looked out. A bright bird fluttered above the brambles. 'l see an enchanted princess
picking blackberries," he told Jacob. 'An enchanted princess with wings," he added after amoment, and
Jacob's pen flew faster than the bird.”

Tinawas drying herself with Kleenex. "Do you think the Schwarzwal d Gazette will buy Jacob's
sory?'

He nodded. "I'm sure they will. It's such agood one."

"Soam|," Tinasaid. "Now read some more."

""'Soon Jacob's story was finished. He addressed an envelope, and that night Joseph walked to
thevillageto mail it.

"After that, Jacob wrote another story and another, but no answering letter arrived from the
Schwar zwald Gazette. When the last |eaves had falen, Joseph bought as much food as he could; and
when winter camein earnest, and the snow was higher than aman's knees, he made snowshoes. Each
day, after he had dressed himself aswarmly as he could, he went hunting. He shot severa haresin that
way, and at Christmas he and Jacob feasted upon a partridge.”

Tina stepped into the blue teddy he had bought her in Toys. "All clean,” she announced. "We can
gart on the drawers, but you'll have to open them for me and lift me up.”

He carried her into the bedroom and (deciding they might aswell be systematic) opened the
upper left drawer of hisbureau. Y ou can sart in here," hetold her. "But | don't think you'l find anything
except handkerchiefs.”

She hopped from his pam. "I like your hankies. They're so clean. Now go on with the story."

He sat down on the bed and found his place. "And yet there were many days when Joseph shot
nothing at all, and he and Jacob supped upon pease porridge and water, for dried peas, water, and
firewood were the only suppliesthat the winter had |eft them; and on such days, Joseph filled Jacob's
bowl to the rim but took only afew spoonsful for himsdif.

"But on this day, when he saw how few dried peas remained, Joseph resolved that Jacob should
havethem dl and that he himself should have nothing, for he blamed himsdlf bitterly for returning with an
empty bag. He set out Jacob's bowl and a spoon, filled two pots with snow, sprinkled al the remaining
pessinto one, and hung them over their littlefire.

"Then Jacob said, ‘Brother, | am hard at work on anew tae, but you must look out the window
for me!

" Joseph looked, and to his astonishment saw afine deigh drawn by four --"

Tinacdled, "Look!" She was holding up something thin and brown and shapeless, suspended on
ascarlet thread.

"What isit?" he asked.

"Don't you know?1 found it in your drawer."

Hetook it from her and held it up to the light. "It'saroot,” he said. At once Mr. Sheng's shop
rose before hismind's eye, complete with al its queer boxes of incense, paper horses, blue-haloed gas
ring, and steaming tegpot. "It'samagic charm," hetold Tina

"A red cham?'

"The man who gaveittomesad it was"

"Will it makeyou aslittle asme?'



"I'mafraid not."

She seated hersdlf on the edge of the drawer, dender legs dangling over what wasto her an
abyss. "l didn't think so -- not redlly. But we could pretend. Will it make you invisble?’

He shook hishead. "It was supposed to bring mail."

"But it doesn't work?"

"I don't know. Therewasalot of mail when | got back, but then I'd been gone for amonth.”

"Will it bring adeigh with reindeer, like the onein the story?*

"I don't think they were reindeer." He glanced down at the page. "No, chargers.”

"l don't know that word."

Hegroped. "Like ponies,” (Tinawould surely know pony) "but bigger. | don't think it will bring
any kind of deigh."

"Aren't you going to put it on?"

"l hadn't planned to,” he said.

"It'sthefirgt thing I've found. Or anyway thefirst real thing, because you didn't even pick up the
dime and the button. Besides, if you don't put it on how are you going to know if it works?"

"Themail carrier's been here dready today,” he pointed out.

"Then if you get some more letters or something, you'll know it'sared charm.”

He was not often subject to sudden indghts, but he had one then; it was that he was arguing with
adoll about amagic root. He nodded his surrender and hung the charm around his neck.

" Joseph looked, and to his astonishment saw afine deigh drawn by four white ponies. 'What do
you see? Jacob asked him.

"'l seeamagnificent deigh,’ Joseph answered. 'It's bright with gilt and dancing golden bells.’

" 'Ah! Continue, please," said Jacob. 'Give me more, dear brother.’

"'A big coachman in ahigh fur hat and abig brown fur coat cracks hislong, black whip above
the ponies. Beside him sitsatiny groom in ascarlet jacket, so that they look like a bear and amonkey in
thecircus. Riding in the deigh isawoman wrapped in white furs!'

" 'Wonderful!" Jacob exclaimed, and his pen danced over the paper so busily that he seemed not
to hear thetinkle of deigh bells asthe deigh stopped before their little house.”

"Open this other drawer,” Tinainstructed him. "And when | jump across, you can shut thisone. |
think she'sthe editor of the Schwarzwald Gazette."

He pulled out the drawer that held his socks. "Maybe," he said. " Joseph saw that the woman was
aprincess, and he bowed to the ground. 'Are you Jacob? she inquired. "The publisher of our little paper
has sent dl your storiesto me, knowing that they are just the sort of thing | like. | forbade him to tell you
of it until I had rewarded you.'

" 'No, Highness," Joseph said honestly, ‘it's my brother who writes the stories. If you'll wait a
moment, I'll bring him out to pay hisrespectsto you.'

" "That's certainly not necessary,' said the princess. 'l shal gointo pay my respectsto him.'

"But when Joseph hastened to open the door, he found that Jacob was aready in the doorway.
'Y our Highness,' Jacob said, ‘what my brother hastold you is not wholly true. It isindeed he who writes
my stories-- |, asyou see, am blind. | merely write them down.' "

"That wasasad gory,” Tinasad. "Sometimesfary taesaretoo much likered life. But | liked it."

He nodded and closed the book. "So did I."

There was aknock at the door.

29
Magic!

There was another knock. A voice muffled by the door announced, "UPS."



"All right,” he said, and openediit.

The UPS driver was short and dark, and looked angry. "This Seven C?"

He nodded.

"Hereitis. Youwant it out here or inthere?' It was abig, solid-looking crate on a handcart.

"Isthat for me?' he asked.

"ThisisSaven C? It'sfor Seven C."

"l wasn't expecting --"

Thedriver snarled. "Y our name Green?"

"Yes, but --"

"Want meto takeit off my buggy and leaveit inthe hal?'

He shook hishead. "'l guessyou'd better bring it insde.”

The driver grasped the handles of the handcart and gave amighty heave, tilting the cart back
enough to put the center of gravity of the crate over itsaxle. "Y ou should have seen me getting this
bastard in thet elevator. Y ou'd have laughed your head off. Usudly athing like this goesto aloading
dock."

He asked, "Who sent it?'

"Hell, I don't know. It says on the side someplace.”

He bent to look. "It'sjust an address.”

"If you read it, you know everything | do. Here, I'll moveit over so it don't block your TV."

"Leaveitinfront of the TV," hesaid. "If you put it over there, | won't be ableto get into the
dinette." He got ahill from hiswallet and extended it to the driver, who accepted it in Sllence.

Tinacalled, Y ou should say thank you." She was standing in the bedroom doorway, apparently
having climbed from his sock drawer.

The driver glanced around uneasily. "Y ou say that?"

"No," hesaid.

"I guessit was somethingon TV." Thedriver studied the black screen. "Maybe from the next
apartment.”

Hewas looking at the thick, rough boards of the crate and the shiny heads of their four-penny
nals."How am| --?"

His question was cut off by the shutting of the door as the driver went out.

Tinacame over to examinethe crate. Y ou should say thank you," she repeated.

"| thought you weretaking to the UPS man," hetold her.

"l wastaking to you. | wasthe one who found the charm and got you to weer it. Y ou should say
thank you."

He pulled it from the neck of hisshirt; it had not changed color or become larger or smaller.
"Maybe we ought to wait till we seewhat'sin the box," he said.

"Something nice," shetold him. "It'salmost Christmas, and Christmas presents are dways nice.”

Hesmiled faintly. "1 don't think you'd likeit if I got a puppy.”

"Or another dall -- I'd be jealous. Lift me onto the couch if werre going to talk. | was born on
Christmas -- have| told you about that?'

Hetook her tiny waist between histhumb and forefinger and stood her on the cushion beside
him. "No, you've never told me much about your past.”

"Now you're jedous”

"l annot.”

"Yes, youare. | cantell. You're ajedous god, like the one they talk about.”

"I'm not jedlous, and I'm not agod,” he told her absently. Another part of his mind waswrestling
with the problem of the crate. The custodian would be in the musty basement apartment that came with
the job, perhaps. But the custodian did not like being disturbed so late, and might already be adeep.

Tinasad, "Not to you, you're not. And not to other big people. But to me."

" e

"| used to have agoddess.”



That got hisfull attention. "What was her name?"

Tinashook her head. "That'sthe part | can't remember. | remember atree -- so pretty -- and the
kitten, because the goddess got a kitten too. | didn't like it, and when you said about the puppy, that
made methink of it."

"I'll bet your goddess went to school.”

"Uh huh. After Twefth Night shedid.”

"Do you remember what grade?' He tried to guess Laras age; twenty-eight, perhaps. No, she
would be older now.

Tinashook her head again. "But she could walk by hersdlf, | remember that, and she used to
show me things she made out of paper. Once she made a paper crown, and when she came home she
made alittle crown for me."

"And then?' he prompted.

"And then something happened. | don't know what -- something bad. Then you were holding me
and crying."

He nodded. "I remember. Do you know how long you werein the doll hospital ?

"Was| inahospital?| don't remember that."

"Yes" hesad. "I know how it is." He got up and walked around the crate. It seemed to him that
there should have been directions of somekind: PULL HERE. There was only his name and address on
the UPS labdl, with areturn addressin the northern suburbs.

"Isthat where you got me? From the hospital ?*

"Yes" hesad.

Thetelephonerang. He stared at it. It rang again.

"I'd like to answer -- | realy would. Only I'm not strong enough to pick up the thing you talk
with."

It rang athird time. He said, "Sure, no problem,” and picked it up. "Hello?!

"It's you. That'swonderful. Y ou've moved.”

It was Lara, as he had somehow known from the ring; as he had known dl adong. "That'sright,”
he said. He wanted to say more, but the words stuck in histhroat.

"How areyou? Everything dl right?’

"I'm fine. Where areyou, Lara?"

"It's Lora. I'm at home, Mr. Green, and I'm flattered you remember my voice. Naturaly you're
surprised that I'm calling you from home, but | knew you worked days and didn't want usto phone you
at work. Anyway, | looked you up and tried the number before | 1eft the office; but no one answered.
Didyou tdl Dr. Nilson you'd moved?"

"Yes'" hesad."Yes, | did.”

"| thought you probably had, but she's awful about things like that. | mean, if you dream about a
fish that waltzeslike your aunt, she writesit down. But addresses and phone numbers are too mundane.”

Hesad, "l ill loveyou.”

There was apause, asilence so long it seemed apt to last forever.

Atlast Larasaid, "l wasgoing to say | went out to dinner when | |eft the office. With somebody.
Somebody took me out to dinner.”

"That's okay."

"Thething s, you've got your regular sesson with Dr. Nilson on Tuesday.”

"Yes" hesad.

"And she has a chanceto pick up alittle consulting job. Y ou know she doesn't make much at the
Center."

"Yes" hesad again.

"Do you fed you could skip thisweek? Would you want to, and would you be willing to do that
asafavor to Dr. Nilson?"

"No," hesaid.

"The other possbility would beif you were able to come in tomorrow. Pretty often someone



cancels, and evenif they dont, | could probably squeezeyouin.”

"Youll bethere?' He found he waslooking a Tinawhile thinking of Lara. That waswhy he had
bought Tina, of course -- because she reminded him of Lara; but shewasnot Lara. Lorawas Lara.

"I know you must be wondering why I'm back with Dr. Nilson after being gonefor so long. I've
been married and divorced. | get dimony and child support now, and | thought of thisjob. It doesn't pay
alot, but it wasthe best job I'd ever had, the only one | ever had that | redlly liked, and | knew if | had to
take Missy to the doctor or something, Dr. Nilson would let me off, there wouldn't be any trouble about
it

He hesitated, irresolute among the thousands of things he wanted to say to her, the hundreds of
questions he needed to ask. In some weak way he held power for the moment, and it was supremely
important he not squander it. Sowly and carefully he said, "If I come tomorrow, I'll be counting on you to
get meinto see her. | want to know beyond a doubt that you'll be there, Lara.™

"I'll definitely be there. Can you come after lunch? One o'clock?”

Hefound that he was holding his handkerchief -- that he had crushed it into asodden ball. He
said, "The best way for you to make certain I'll be there at one would be to let me take you to lunch. I'd
like very much to do that."

Another pause, shorter thistime but still long. " Suppose | wereto tell you | had to see Missy at
the day-care center?'

"I'd liketo go with you. I'd like to see Missy, too." He glanced at Tina. "I might even havea
present for her."

"l don't, not redlly." A brief pause. "Not till | get off work tonight.”

"Yougotolunchat --"

"Noon."

"I'll bethere a eleven forty-five," he said.

"Fine. Thank you, Mr. Green. Goodbye."

Therewasagentle, find click.

| should have found out where she'sliving, he thought; and then, She wouldn't have told the truth.

Tinaasked, "Areyou going to give meto alittle girl? Doesn't she have adoll aready?'

"l don't know," hetold her. "But don't worry. | don't think thislittle girl redlly exigs. If shehasa
doll, it probably isn't red ether.”

He hung up the phone, went to the crate, and took the edge of the middle board in both hands. It
fet asthough it were cutting his pams, then asthough his shirt -- no, the muscles of his back were
tearing, ripping themsalvesto shreds of effort and pain. Nails Sarted to give, protesting like mice asthey
were drawn from their holes, the last surrendering with ajerk that nearly sent him flying backward.

Tinawhistled like atiny teskettle. "1 didn't know you were so strong.”

"Neither did 1," he admitted. He peered through the wider opening he had made. The object
within looked rough and nearly black.

"Areyou going to pull them al off?'

He shook hishead. "I had that onein me. | don't think there are any more.”

"Don't lay it down likethat," Tinaadvised him. "Y ou'll step on anal. Stand it up againgt thewall.”

"Youreright,” hesad.

"Where are you going?"'

"To thekitchen. I've got a screwdriver in there.”

"l want to show you something first. Will you come over here?!

He sat down on the sofa beside her.

"I'm going to do magic. Put your hand in here" Here was the pocket of his overcoat. "What do
you fed?'

"Nothing," hesaid. "It'sempty.”

Sheraised onetiny arm dramaticaly. "Now watch asthe Amazing Tinagoesingde for aminute!”
She crawled headfirst into the pocket as afull-sized girl might have dived beneath the covers of abed. A
moment after her feet had disappeared, she was climbing out again. "Now put your hand in."



Hedid, and drew out athin packet of bills. Tinalaughed and clapped.

"How did you do that?'

"Well, you couldn't put mein another drawer because you weretalking. And | knew after that
you'd want to look at the magic mail. Me, too."

"Magic mail?'

"Yes" Tinatold him firmly. "Magic mail. But never mind, there wasn't alot for meto do, and
your coat was lying here on the sofa.”

As patiently as he could, he asked, "But why was the pocket empty thefirst timel put my hand in
it?'

"Openit and look at it under the light, and you'll see.”

Hedid, diding to the end of the sofa next to the table lamp, putting the coat on hislap, and
turning the three-way bulb to its maximum brightness. A thin pane of fabric, of the same materia asthe
lining of the pocket, divided it into two chambers.

"It'sadouble pocket," Tinatold him delightedly. "Only the middle thing had gotten pushed up
underneath the flap. When | got in, | could fedl the money on the other side, so | looked to see what it
wes."

He nodded dowly. "I should havefdt it mysdf.”

"Y ou were looking for something at the bottom, probably, not off to one sde.”

He nodded again. "Thank you, Tina."

"|sthat the money?"

"It must be." The packet was secured with arubber band, now gone weak. He pulled it off and
tossed it toward the waste basket before looking at the bills. There were five hundreds, threefifties, a
ten, and two singles, dl quite smilar to the designs with which he was familiar, but al bearing the faces of
women. He had afifty in hiswallet; he got it out and compared it to the ones from the packet. Neither the
scrollwork nor the style of the lettering was precisely the same. Thefifty with Grant's picture read
FEDERAL RESERVE NOTE. Thefiftiesfrom the packet said GOLD CERTIFICATE
REDEEMABLE FOR FACE VALUE.

Helad the money down, struck by athought. "Tina, you could go insdethat crate just like you
went into my pocket.”

She looked at the crate dubioudly. "1 guess | could.”

"Of course you could. It might have been alittle tight before | pulled off that dat, but now there's
abig space”

"All right," Tinasaid, suddenly decisve. "Lift meup.”

Hereturned the Grant fifty to hiswallet, put the rest of the bills on the end table, and stood Tina
on the board beside the opening. She said, "It'sawfully dark in there. Have you got alittle flashlight or
something | could use?"

"l don't think so, but | can movethelamp so it shinesinto there."

She nodded. "I think you'd better."

Hedid, noting as she lowered hersdlf into the opening that her skin was smooth plastic. She'sjust
amechanica dall, he thought. I've been playing with a programmed doll.

Y et he missed her as soon as she was out of sight.

30
Tina's Secret Fort

Tinamight tell him what wasin the crate; but he would have to open it himsdf, unless he wanted
to wait until tomorrow evening and have the custodian do it. That would be the sensible thing, certainly.
He discovered that he had no wish to do the sensible thing, and it took only a moment of



sdf-analysisfor him to find the reason: he would see Laratomorrow, and he wanted to be ableto tell her
al about this crate and whatever wasin it. He most definitely did not want to haveto tell her he had been
unableto get it open. What would Larathink of aman who could not open a simple wooden crate?

He went into the kitchen and equipped himsalf with the screwdriver he had mentioned to Tina
and abig utility knife that had come with the set from Chef's Shape-Up. Studying its cruel curve, hetried
to remember whether he had ever used it before. Probably not; it seemed intended for butchering large
hairy animasthat were not quite dead. He could hardly start stabbing and dashing at the crate with it until
Tinawas safely out of the way.

"Tina!" hecdled. "Areyou okay in there?'

There was no answer. He put his ear over the opening and listened, fedling surethat if Tinawas
moving around inside hewould hear her. After afew seconds he could make out the whir of the eectric
clock and the faint noises of someone preparing for bed in the next apartment, but there was no sound
from the opening; it was asSllent asagrave.

"Tina, areyou playing ajoke on me?'

He grabbed another board and tried to pull it off. Whether because it was more tightly secured
or because he had exhausted himsdlf on thefirgt, it yielded not the smalest fraction of aninch.

Yet it was dightly cracked. He jammed the big blade into the crack and worked it back and
forth. The crack enlarged in asatisfying way and soon reached the edge of the board, depriving oneend
of the strength of one nail. He drove the blade under that end and pried -- he had heard that you were
not supposed to pry with the blade of aknife, but he found that he did not give adamn. If the blade
broke, hewould pry with what was | eft.

Theremaining nail gave ingtead, shrieking and bending. He threw down the knife, grabbed the
board, and toreit off.

The opening was doubled, so that the light from the table lamp he had positioned for Tina shone
into it more effectively. The rough dark surface, which he had imagined to be that of the object contained,
was reveded to be only some sort of packing material or wrapping. Hefet it and pushed againgt it; the
object benegth seemed smooth and unyidlding. Therewasno sign of Tina.

With the knife, he started to work on the third board, then realized he was neglecting amore
powerful tool. He dipped the narrow end of the board he had just pulled loose under the third board and
threw hisweight on the opposite end, using the edge of the crate as afulcrum. Though itsnails
complained likethe rest, it came up fairly easily. So did the next, and only the board on which the table
lamp stood remained.

Hetried to grasp the rough packing material and tear it, but it was too tough to tear and too
tightly stretched to afford him an effective grip. The big utility knifewould cut it, he felt sure. But the knife
might also damage whatever the packing sheet was protecting, might even harm Tina He called to her
again, softly, and tried to tell her how worried he was. There was no response. When he had replaced
the lamp on the end table, he tried to pry again with the detached board, but the mechanicd advantage it
had possessed was gone.

There was no convenient crack into which he could force his knife. He worked it benesth the end
of the remaining board and wedged thetip of his screwdriver into the opening he had made; as soon as
he tried to pry with the screwdriver, it bent like a coat hanger.

He discovered that he did not want to pry with the utility knife because hewas afraid it might
break. Earlier he had not cared about it and would have thrown it away any time he needed more space
in the utend| drawer. Now it wastruly his, like his order book and the silver pen whose writing e ement
he had replaced so many times.

He wedged the blade under the other end of the board and made himsalf work the handle up and
down, gently at firgt, with increasing force as the nails ressted. When he had enlarged the opening
between the board and the top of the crate to about an eighth of an inch, he withdrew the blade and
pulled up the end of the board, heaving backward again and again, so that one side of the crate was lifted
fromthefloor.

With the top of the crate gone, he could see inside better than he had when the lamp had stood



besi de the opening. The rough, gray-brown sheet seemed to have been added when the crate was
complete except for itstop -- draped over the rectangular object insde, its margins shoved down into the
crate. Yelow mats of shredded wood had been pushed down around it to give extra protection to the
sdes. He pulled them out, and when the last was gone lifted off the rough sheet, which was only akind of
heavy cardboard, easily enough.

The rectangular object he had felt was the top of the desk, asingle dark pandl of tropical
hardwood. He knew it a once, knew each scratch and honorable mark of service. The fold-down
writing board was folded, the drawers taped shut; but it was the desk, his desk.

Somehow, hefdt, the sides of the crate should smply fall away now. They did not; hewas
forced to pry the boards of one sde off one at atime and pilethem in acorner. It was only when he had
removed the last and paused sweating to search once more through the heap of packing materialsfor
Tina, and admire the desk, that he noticed that the masking tape meant to hold the writing board in place
hung free. For a second or two he wondered whether Tina could have doneit -- whether she possessed
the needed strength. She probably could, he decided; her tiny fingers could have |oosened a corner
eadly, and with a corner up, she could ped the tape back. He tugged experimentally at the loose end and
found the tape had not adhered well; the desk had been waxed.

Mentaly, he traced Tinas path. Finding herself on the thick cardboard sheet, she would have
crawled acrossit just below the remaining boards. The mats of shredded wood would have blocked her
at the sides, but she could have -- must have -- gone down one of the corners. Origindly, the cardboard
sheet had been flat; it had been bent to fit around the desk fairly tightly, but there had necessarily been a
good ded of extramaterid at the corners. Tina could not have climbed the waxed legs of the desk, but
the loose folds of rough cardboard at the corners would have offered her achoice of severd easily
scaled pipes.

He pulled away the piece of tape. Its makers had provided the desk with a brass lock; but the
key had been lost, perhaps for a century or more.

"Hereyou are, Tina, I've found you," he said as he opened the board.

She was not there. There were eight pigeon holesin the top row behind the board, six larger
onesin the bottom row -- he had counted them often at the store -- and they were empty, al empty
except for asngle ivory-colored envelope of note-paper size. Thinking that Tinamight somehow have
secreted hersdlf behind it, he pulled it out. She had not, and as soon as the envel ope was out he redlized
that it would have been impossible. The fourteen empty pigeon holes stared blandly a him; he seemed to
hear Tinas ddighted laughter.

Sitting in the old brown chair with the cigarette burn in itsarm, he tore open the envelope.

Dear Mr. Green:
Mother gave me an antique doll when | was twelve, and | have been a collector ever since. That's
more than fifty years now. Do you know Kipling's poem?

There was no worth in the fashion--

there was no wit in the plan --
Hither and thither, aimless,

the ruined footings ran--
Masonry, brute, mishandled,

but carven on every stone:
"After me cometh a Builder.

Tell him, I too have known."

It was a favorite of my late husband's.
Merry Christmas. You will pardon an old woman her sentimentalities.

Martha Foster



Mail. Heread the |etter again, asthough there were some clue there. In cartoons, people were
aways climbing mountains and asking the robed and bearded fresks they met to explain the meaning of
life. Hewould never be ableto laugh at that again. How could anyone laugh? " There was no worth in the
fashion -- there was no wit in the plan -- hither and thither, amless, the ruined footings ran --"

He picked up the money Tinahad found for him, counted it, and stuffed it back into the pocket.

Tinawas hiding, but it was only that she was hiding. She wasin the desk or in the heap of
packing materials and boards, or -- barely possibly -- she had dipped unseen out of the crate and was
hiding somewhere else in the apartment. If he went to bed now, shewould probably. . .

No. Tinamight hide briefly asajoke, but not for thislong; she would not want to worry him like
this. Something had happened to her.

She could not be in one of the drawers because every drawer was il tightly taped. He tore the
srips of tape away just the same and looked in al of them. He would have pulled them out of the desk if
he could, but they were retained, apparently by stops attached before the back of the desk had been
fastened in place.

But Tina had not gotten into any of them, anyway. He was behaving like the man in the joke who
looked for hiswallet on the corner because the light was better there. Tina had pulled |oose the tape that
had held up the writing board and dipped behind the board. Was it possible one of the pigeon holes had
afase back? All of them were deep, and all looked equally deep, but he checked them one by one with
aruler. They were dl of the same depth, and that depth was less than the width of the top of the desk by
ascant three-quarters of an inch. There was nothing between the bottom of the lower row of pigeon
holes and the work surface of the desk.

Or rather, there was nothing but a smooth pand of nearly black wood about three inches high.
Hetried to grasp it and pull it, but every edge was covered: the top by the bottoms of the pigeon holes,
the ends by the sides of the desk, the lower edge by the fixed part of the writing surface.

He shifted the table lamp to the desk and studied the blank wood. How could Tina, under the
thick cardboard sheet, have seen something that he could not see even under abright light? Tina could
only have felt the pandl; in the pitch darkness behind the writing board, she could not have seenit.
Replacing the lamp, he shut his eyes and traced the panel with hisfingers. He felt nothing.

Tinasfingerswere far smdler than his, hardly thicker than pins. He retrieved the utility knife and
diditspoint lightly across the surface of the pandl, careful not to scratch it -- or rather, not to scratch it
more than it had been scratched aready by two centuries of use, particularly, for some reason, onitsleft
end.

When thetip of the blade reached that end, it dipped into the crack between the pand and the
sde of the desk. He pushed gently and felt rather than heard the click asthe pand swung aquarter of an
inch toward him,
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Lunch with Lora

When the waitress had gone, he took out Tinaand laid her on the checkered tablecloth.

"A doll?' LoraMasterman stopped fiddling with her chair and took gold-framed glasses from her
purseto peer a Tina.

"l bought her because she reminded me of you," he said.

"That was sweet of you."

"She can walk around and talk, and even think about things alittle bit, when she'sworking. But
she can't read or crunch numbers. She's not programmed for it, and | doubt if she's got the capacity. If
you ask her how much one and oneis, she saysit'stwo or three. When you ask her four and four, she



saysalot." Hadtily he added, "I don't mean that | think you'relike that.”

Lorawas 4till smiling. "I'm sure Dr. Nilson thinks | am, sometimes.”

"l want to tell you about Tina, and about my desk. Isthat al right? Do you like antiques?'

" likethem. I don't know much about them.”

"l do," he said. "Even the dumbest person knows about some things. Did you ever notice? With
meit's antiques and persona computers. | know about those. When we lived together, it was just
persona computers, but now | know antiques too. Computers are good, but antiques are better because
theré'smore to know."

Lorasaid softly, "It was only for acouple of days.”

"I know, but | wanted it to last forever. | wasn't smart enough or good-looking enough, and |
didn't make enough money. | understand. I'm not blaming you."

"It redly wasn't any of thosethings." Loratook off her glasses and returned them to her purse. "I
wasn't good for you. Y ou were one of Dr. Nilson's patients, | was working for her, and | was hurting
you. After afew days| couldn't stand that.”

The waitress brought icewater, a basket that held butter and asmall loaf of warm Itaian bread,
and their wine.

"How did you hurt me?' he asked.

"Y ou started blocking. Y ou forgot -- | mean on the conscious leve -- that you were a patient,
and that was very bad. Y ou even forgot that we'd met in Dr. Nilson's office. Y ou talked about us meeting
in the park, because we took that walk during lunch. And now --" Lora's voice had grown fainter as she
spoke, until it seemed that she was closeto tears, "I'm afraid you're going to start it again. You're
condructing addusond system, with meinside.”

"l couldn't,” hesaid. "Youretoo big. | couldn't wrap my mind around you."

"You did before.”

He shook hishead. "Y ou werered, just like you're real now. Y ou changed the way you looked,
changed it just alittle, and you said your name was LaraMorgan. Y ou let me pick you up in the park.
But you'retelling the truth about one thing: | didn't want to admit I'd been seeing a psychiatrist -- not even
to myself. Somebody like that wasn't good enough for you -- | knew that.

"Just the same, the place | went to when | went through the door, that wasred. | met real people
there, | aterea food, and | bought thisdoall. I even met aman there who was from our world, a man who
used to work for Nixon."

Lorareached for Tina, but he drew her away. "Y ou think I'm going to breek her," Lorasaid; it
was a statement, not a question.

He nodded.

"If you wereto walk down this street until you cameto atoy store, you could probably buy a
doll --"

Smiling, Mama Capini stopped at their table. ™Y ou two, you're back together? That's good."

"I'm back together,” hetold her. "I'm trying to get Laraback with me."

"Girl'sgot your order?"

He shook his head.

"Takethe clams. They're good today."

"All right,” hesad.

"I'll tell the girl.” Mama Capini drifted away.

Lorasaid, "Sheremembered me. It's been years.”

"Y ou're not that different. Besides, who could forget you? | didn't buy Tina because| thought |
was going to forget you. | knew 1'd ways remember you, that everything that | saw would remind me of
you. | got Tinabecause | wanted to own alittle piece of you. If you can't have somebody, you want to
have her picture, and you were the model for Tina. Y ou had to be."

She began to object, but hewaved it aside. "Okay, Tinajust happensto look exactly like you.
Let's not fight about that. Anyway, alady | thought was abitch sent me the desk, because she knew how
much | wanted it. It turns out she'sasaint, redly, underneath.”



"Sometimesit turns out the other way, too,” Loratold him.

He nodded again. "Y ou mean | think you're an angd, but you might be adevil -- afalen angd --
redly. That'sdl right; I'll follow you back to Hell, if that'swhere you're going.”

He paused to think, but Loradid not speak.

"Weve got this Victorian tapestry. It shows aknight and alady, and behind the knight it's just
ordinary. You know, alot of grass and trees. But behind the lady, everything'svery strange. It illustrates
apoem, 'LaBédle Dame sans Merci,' by John Kesats. That was you too, wasn't it? | didn't think of it until
just now, because the lady doesn't look much like you. | doubt if Keats had really seen you ether -- he
probably just took some old legend -- but maybe he had.”

Loragrinned. "Thisis better than the talking doll. I've dways wanted to be in atapestry.”

"Come by the store, and I'll show it to you. Anyway, the desk was packed in awooden crate. |
suppose she had amoving company comein and doit; it looked like a professional job."

Loranodded.

"I didn't know what wasingdeit, and | had some trouble getting it open; so when | got thefirst
board off, | sent Tinain to look."

"Youredly believedl this, don't you?" Loratossed lustrous brown hair back with an impatient
jerk of her head. "Y ou actuadly think that doll can walk around and talk."

"It'snot that far out,” he said. "'l thought it was mysdlf at fird, like magic. The Amazing Tina, that's
what she called hersdlf once. But Heathkit will sell you alittle robot you put together yoursdlf, and the Air
Force has airplanesthat will fly and fight and go back to base and land, al with the pilot dead. | couldn't
build her, and I don't know anybody who could. But somebody here might be ableto, if we put our
mindstoit."

Tinalay face down on his side of the table, amost beneath hisforearms. He had picked up the
sdtcedlar; hetoyed with it as he spoke, passing it from one hand to the other.

The waitress brought their clams.

"Shedidn't come out. | pulled the crate apart and looked everyplace, you know? But | couldn't
find her at dl. Findly | found out there was a secret compartment in the desk. | don't think the lady who
gaveit to me even knew about it. | opened it, and Tinawasingde. She didn't walk or talk any more --
shewasjust likethis" He gestured.

Lorawas chewing pastaand clams. She nodded skepticaly.

"| should have told you before that Tinawas like thiswhen | got her. The clerk told me how to
make her work, but | didn't pay much attention.” He paused. "I should have known better. I've seen it
myself athousand times when | was selling persona computers and peripherals-- 1'd tell acustomer
something, and next day he'd be back in the store asking. Anyway, | wondered what had happened to
her, but after awhile | figured it out. When you've got amechanical toy, you don't keep it running al the
time; you turn it off when the child's not playing withiit. If it'sawindup toy, you don't even haveto. It runs
down. | won't tell you how | started up Tinathefirst time, but | did it by accident.”

Lora patted her mouth with her ngpkin. "So you couldn't doit again.”

He shook his head. "That's right. I'm too happy, because I've found you and you're going to teke
me back."

"I don't know what you mean by that. | may date you again, sometime. | may not."

He nodded. "Tina had told me how sheliked her tea, and | made her some; but she only told me
that once, and after awhile | forgot. When | thought about her lying there, it made sense. Shetdlsthe
child onetime, and aslong asthe child's realy interested he keeps her going. But if heisn't he doesn't do
it any more, and she puts hersdf awvay so his mother doesn't have to pick her up. Pretty soon sheruns
down, or maybe she shuts hersdlf off. That way she doesn't get broken, and she doesn't wear out. |
wasn't redly that interested in Tinaany more; | wasinterested in the crate and you.”

He spped hiswine. Lorasaid, "Y ou expect meto believedl this"

"I know you believeit -- you know al about these toys. | think you probably know alot more
than | do. What | expect isfor you to admit it, when you see that it's no use to go on the way you are
now." He put down hiswineglass and picked up the saltcellar again. "Anyway, that'swhat she'd done.



She would always put herself away, more or less, when | wasn't going to be around. She called whatever
place she liked that day her secret fort. Thistime she crawled into that secret compartment.”

He unscrewed the top of the sdtcdllar, poured sdlt into hisicewater, and tirred it with a spoon.
When mogt of the st had dissolved, he dipped hisfingersinto the cold salt solution and sprinkled Tina.
"When they're dready going, they can drink it,” hetold Lora "Tea, or plain water with sdtiniit, |
suppose. Once they're off, you've got to do this. It's an eectrolyte. Don't bother to act surprised.”

A drop struck Tinain theface, and she sat up. "Hello. I'm Tina." Her wide hazel eyesblinked
dowly beforefocusing on Lora

Lorasad, "Hello, Ting" her voice strained.

"I beong to you," Tinaannounced. "I'm your doll, and | cantalk.”

Lorashook her head. "I'm afraid you don't, Tina. Y ou've got the wrong party. Y ou belong to the
man behind you."

Hesad, "Hdlo, Tina Remember me?’

"A littlebit."

"We used to play in my apartment. Y ou hel ped me look for lost things, and | read to you. | got
you some pretty dresses, and alittle teaset.”

Tinanodded. "If you want to have ateaparty, | can help you set the table.”

"I do," hetold her, "when we get back home." To Lora he added, " Sure you don't want her for
Missy?'

Lorashook her head. "I know you mean well, and | have to admit you were right about your doll
and | waswrong. Y ou weretdling the truth, but it'salittle bit too much like voodoo or something for me.
And for Missy."

"All right, let'sforget about Tinafor aminute. When you left you wrote me anote, remember? If
you're nothing more than you say you are, adivorcee with alittle girl, why did you tell me about the
doors?'

Loralooked puzzled. "What doors?’

Hetook the note from hiswallet, unfolded it, and smoothed it on thetable. A drop of salt water
dampened one corner like atear. As helooked up at Lora, Tinagiggled.

Loraasked, "What's so funny, you two?' She had glanced at the note as he opened it; she did
not look at it again.

"Your face" hetold her. "Y ou've had such great control until now."

Sherose, brushing her lipswith her napkin. "If you don't like my face --"

"Suppose | cal Channd Nine," he said. "Suppose | show them this note, and then | show them
Tina. | think the TV newswould love Tina. Y ou couldn't come here again for along, long time."

Tinaadded, "Don't go away!" A fat diner at the next table glanced toward her and looked
quickly aside with the shaken but determined expression of an atheist who has seen aghost.

"Thisiscrazy," Lorasad. "l should have known it would be, so it's my fault. Thanksfor lunch.”

"l have your picturetoo,” hetold her. When she did not reply, he added, "Sit down.”

Arms extended, begging to be picked up, Tinapiped, "Y ou're so pretty!"

Lorasat. There was no fussing with her chair thistime, and her shoulders were squared. "I never
alowed you to take my picture.”

"I didn't." He paused, trying to frame what he had to say. "Things sort themsalves out, don't they?
The things from your world and the things from mine each get together with their own kind. When | wasa
little boy, my mother used to give me Corn FHakesfor bregkfast, and | could never figure out why aflake
that | put in the middle of the bowl dwaysfloated over to one side. | still don't know, but | don't think it's
magic, and | don't think thisis, either. It's probably some sort of law of nature, like gravity. What
happens when something belongs to both places?' He waited for her answer.

"Let'scal my world the sea," Larasaid. Her voice was suddenly new; the ateration was minute
yet vastly sgnificant -- she had given up ahopeless game that no longer entertained her. "And yoursthe
land." There were freckles beneath her makeup, and her eyes blazed green.
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Lunch with Lara

He sighed, releasing bresth he had not been aware of holding. "All right.”

"Heavy things belong to the sea. Y ou may be able to draw them out --" Lara glanced down at
Ting, "but if ever they come near the seaagain, they will eventudly fdl in. And when they fdl in, they will
ank.”

He nodded to show that he understood.

"Lighter things belong to the [and. If they happen to fal into the sea, they float. Eventudly they are
washed to some shore. Y ou wanted to know about things that belong in part to both.”

"Yes" hesad.

"Think of abroken timber from awreck. It iswood, which floats; but in it are severd large nails.
Thenalsareiron, which snks. If thetimber floats at dl, it will float nearly submerged. If itswood
becomes waterlogged, even alittle, the timber will Snk; but for along timeit will not lie heavily upon the
floor of the sea. The sand will not bury it for years, because for yearsit will move with the tide enough to
shake the sand off. When astorm comes, currentswill scour the bottom; then it is possible the timber will
be washed ashore.”

Therewas asudden silence. At last Tinaasked, "Arethereredly stcormslike that?'

Laranodded. "I am the sorm.” To him she said, "Now show me my picture, please, and tell me
how you got it."

"All right." He took alocket of tarnished gold from his|eft jacket pocket and snapped it open.
Laraleaned forward to look; but he did not let her seeit for amoment, studying it himsdf instead. In
colorstime had softened rather than faded, the old miniature showed him her facein profile, haf smiling,
addicate choker of Flemish lace circling her neck, grass-green jade ornaments at her ears.

"If 1 say | loveyou," Laraasked him, "will you givethat to me?"

"I loveyou," hetold her. "Won't you let me keep it?"

With warm, dender fingers, she turned his hand until she could see the miniature, then nodded.

"Your namesingdethelid -- or one of your names, anyway. L eucothea Fitzhugh Hurst."

Laranodded again. "Where did you get it?'

"It wasin the secret compartment with Tina The old sea captain must have had that
compartment built so he could hide hisvauablesin it, and thislocket was what he kept in there. |
suppose it wasin there when he died, and nobody € se knew about it."

"And you want to keep it because you bdieveit'sapicture of me."

"I know it'sapicture of you."

"And Tina" Laraglanced down at her, agoddess regarding atoy. "Tinasmeaswell."

Tinaexclamed, "l am not!"

Hesaid, "So isMarcella, the movie star. Y ou practically told me so, over the phone when | was
inthe hospitd. Y ou like having namesthat begin with L, but you don't aways use them.”

"Larasafarly new one" she admitted.

"I didn't know then that it's the one you store your coat under when you come here -- Lara
Morgan. | found that out later, after | got back."

Sheamiled. "That was clever of you."

"Thanks. | tried to get ajob there, but they didn't want me."

"Y ou wouldn't have been happy if | had been Lora Masterman, because L ora Masterman was
your psychiatrist's receptionist; so | was LaraMorgan for you."

"Uh huh. Maybe you can tel me about something I've been wondering about.”

"What my real nameis? No."

He shook his head. "What was wrong with me when | went to Dr. Nilson to start with? Now it's



you, but what wasit then?"

Tinaasked, "Don't you feel good?'

"Yes, | do, Ting," hesad. "I fed wonderful.”

"Depression, mogtly. There'sacertain kind of lonely man who rejects love, because he believes
that anyone who offersit wouldn't be alover worth having. Y ou were one of those lonely men, whether
you would admit it to Dr. Nilson or not.”

"'l wouldn't belong to any club that would accept me as amember.’ Groucho Marx said that. |
watch rerunsalot." He shrugged apologeticaly.

"Heput it well. Y ou were an only child, and your parents separated while you were fill very
young. Y our mother was your best friend -- in fact, your only friend. After your mother died, you
managed to cope for ayear or 0. But you wouldn't talk to customers, sometimes, and you were drinking
too much. The store you work for sent you to Dr. Nilson."

"You fet sorry for me."

"| felt sorry for dl of you," shesaid. "I ill do. Y ou were -- you seemed like the best choice.”

"But you didn't love me."

"Yes, | did." She paused so that her next wordswould sink in. "I loved Captain Hurgt, too."

He had forgotten the locket; he saw it now, lying between their soiled plates, asthough he had
never seen it before. "Do you redly want it?"

"No. | wanted it to remember him by, but that was silly of me and sdifish. | couldn't remember
Billy by keeping a picture of mysdlf, not for long; and | think you need it much, much morethan | do.”

"Hisnamewas Billy?' Hewas astonished.

Shegmiled. "1t was William, actudly. Everyone called him Billy, of course not to hisface:
Blaze-Away Billy Hurs." Her hands had been in the purse in her lap; they appeared above the edge of
the table clasping a black-bordered handkerchief. "I wish | could cry for him," she said. "He deserved it.
He was brave, and gentle even when he wasn't sober. But | can't, not redly. | hadn't thought about Billy
for years."

He snapped the locket shut and dropped it back into his pocket.

Her fingerstouched his, then fled. "Would you do me agreet favor? Please?’

"Anything," hesad.

"Y ou have Billy's old desk now? Y ou own it?'

He nodded. "I suppose it must have been his."

"Then you'l keep thingsin it -- your papers and so forth. | want you to keep that locket where he
kept it. Will you do that for me?"

Henodded again. "If you'l tell me how he got you to marry him."

"Thereisn't much to tell. We met on shipboard; he wasthe captain, | was a passenger. If we had
merely done what you and | did, it would have been the gossip of thefo'c'dein an hour. Billy would have
doneit -- he was mad about me -- but things would have been very difficult for both of us afterward.
There was a parson aboard, so we got him to marry us-- abig socia wedding, as shipboard weddings
go, with thefirst mate as Billy's best man and more than haf the women as my attendants. It was our
celebration of rounding the Cape, too."

"l see," hesaid. "Did one of the passengers paint the picture in thislocket?"

Larashook her head. "It was done in Bombay by the British governor's wife, after we docked.
Shewas an amateur but really very good.”

"How long did you stay with him?"

"Until he salled. By that time | had fdlenill and had to be left behind.”

"And | don't imagine you were still there when hereturned. Tina, you'd better go back. Too
many people are admiring you." He picked her up and replaced her in the breast pocket of his jacket.

"No," Larasaid. "What isit you want of me? That | love you?1 do dready, asmuch asI'm
capable of love; if | hadn't loved you, | would have stayed with you far longer. That | stay with you for
therest of your life?| can't do that."

Hetold her, "I've been thinking about why you picked us -- the captain and me; it was because



we wouldn't be believed. If we went through adoor and came back to tell about it, nobody would pay

any attention to us. Nobody believes sailor's yarns, and Hurst was adrinker and a hell-raiser from what
you've said about him. I'm amental patient, and that's why you took your job, and why you went back.
What isit you want from us?

"Your love. | want to be loved by aman who doesn't die because he made love to me. Isthat so
terrible?’

He shook his head. After amoment he said, "1 think you like Billy -- like the name. Anyway
another Billy told me once that you had alover caled Attis. After | got back, | saw athing on TV about
people down at the library who'd look things up for you. | talked to awoman there, and after shetold me
about Attis, | asked about books on antiques. I've read dl of them now, and afew of them three or four
times. So | owe you something." Larawaved the debt aside.

"Anyway, Attiscut -- cut himself for you, because that was what you wanted.”

"No," shesad.

"All right, because he thought that was what you wanted.”

"l wanted him not to diel"

"All right," he said softly.

"But what isit you want from me? I've told you what you can't have, and I've told you that you
have my love dready. | love you asmuch as| can -- asmuch as| can afford. As much as the old woman
at the next table loves some little dog, possibly. What more?”

Heknew that she wastrying to insult him, but he was not insulted; instead he was happier than he
had ever been before. "I want what that dog wants," he said. "'l want to follow you, when | can, | want to
help you, whenever | can be of any help, and | want to hear your voice.”

Her fingers drummed the table.

Hewaited in patient Slence; and at last she said, "Well have atest, as such things were tested
long ago.” She picked up her wineglass and offered it to him, grasping it between her thumb and
forefinger a therim. "Hold the sem with your left hand.”

Hedid so.

"Now tear off acrumb of that bread. Not atiny crumb -- apiece as big as a crouton. Don't
ueezeit.”

He pulled asmall piece from the soft loaf in the basket by the ashiray.

"Now drop it into thewine. If it Snks, you're freeto follow me aslong asyou wish. Buit if it floats

"If it floats™" hetold her, "1 will die

She nodded. "Y ou will anyway."

For amoment it seemed the bit of bread scarcely lay upon the wine, Laramurmured something
-- aprayer, perhaps, or acurse, that he did not understand. Red as blood, wine raced up the snowy
Sdesof the bread, and it sank like astone.

"So beit," Larahissed. Shereleased the glass, and he nearly let it fall.

He did not understand, and would never understand, how she got her coat without going near the
hook where it had hung. He snatched down his own and ran after her, ignoring an angry shout from one
of Mamas sons.

33
Tothe Fights

At firg it seemed that she had vanished in the throng of office workers; then he glimpsed her
deek head, itshair returned to the copper he remembered by thelevel light of the setting sun. He hurried
after her, lost sight of her, found her and lost her once more, yet hurried forward gtill. Streetlights were



coming on, section by section, al over the city.

The streetlights -- and yet it had been lunch, surdly lunch, that he had shared with Lara. He
passed a church where services were in progress; he could hear the throb of the organ and the singing of
many voices. Lights within made the stained-glass windows glow like gems. One showed Lara, with a
spear in one hand, amirror in the other. He stopped for amoment to stare, then hurried on. Someone
caught him by the shoulder. " Just where the hell have you been?"

Heturned and saw North; as he did, North's fist dammed into hisright kidney. He gasped with
pain and doubled over, but the crowd on the sidewalk was so thick, shouting and shoving asit fought to
reach three ticket windows, that no one seemed to notice, though perhaps it was only that those who saw
them ignored them.

"That'sfor leaving me," North said. North grasped histie asif it were aleash and led him out of
the crowd and into anarrow dley. There he jerked the tie away and swung wildly a North'sface. North
stepped insde the blow, there was ared flash of pain, and he was Stting on the filthy bricks clasping his
belly and retching.

"That'stwice," North said. "Get up!"

Tinasvoice, tiny and muffled by hisjacket, asked, "Areyou Sck?'

Hesmiled and said, "Yes," suddenly glad that both blows had been too low to harm her.

"What the hdl areyou grinning for?"

"I'm dill dive" He sumbled to hisfeet. "Ian't that enough?”

"For you," North told him. A door opened, throwing abeam of strong yellow light into the dark
dley. "Comeon." North led the way down a steep flight of concrete steps.

"Where arewe going?' he asked. It was an effort to speak, but adistraction from the pain.

"To put on ashow." North chuckled. "Like we did before.”

The steps ended in awide concrete corridor that stank of swest. A middle-aged man in atorn
T-shirt and khaki trousers hurried past them carrying astack of clean towels and abucket of water.

North said, "Weve got lots of time. They haven't sarted the prdiminaries. Hell have one of the
big rooms close to the devators.”

The corridor turned and turned again, growing still wider and till more brilliantly lit. Tight-lipped
young women with notebooks and lounging men with cameras clustered at one end. North shouldered
them out of the way, seemingly obliviousto their protests and threats. "Come on!" North snapped.
"Follow me!”

Hefollowed as closdly as he could. They stopped before awide metal door painted dark green.
A big cardboard sign nestly lettered in Indiaink had been taped to the door at eye level: JOE JOSEPH.

North knocked so loudly it seemed likely that the knocking a one would open the green door,
smashing itslatch and hinges. A bald man opened it instead and swore. North strode inside, leaving the
bald man to push back the men with cameras and the intense young women with notebooks. A flash filled
the whole bare room like abolt of silent lightning before the bald man closed the door.

It was not until he was nearly in the center of the room that he redlized that the bald man at the
door had been Eddie Walsh. Eddi€'s prizefighter, Joe, sat on amasseur'sfolding table, wearing
blue-and-white boxing shorts, a blue satin robe, and gym shoes, and looking as big asthe store.

W.F. glanced up from taping one of Joe's enormous hands and grinned at him. Hetried to grinin
return, then bit hislips as he sought to recd| the name of the serious-looking blonde in the crimson dress.
That would be Jennifer, of course, whom he had never met. Jogs wife, Jennifer.

North was speaking to Joe in alow, crisp voice that seemed to imply that they were the only
significant people in the room, the only people who mattered an iota. "Meet your new handler,” he said.
"I'll beinyour corner with Walsh tonight, and believe me, my being there is bound to bring you good luck
-- the greatest fight of your entire career. Y ou know who | am?"

Joe did not reply or change his expression even dightly. The big hand he held out to W.F. neither
moved nor trembled; the blank, blue eyes stared Sghtlesdy at something far away. If the fighter was
thinking about anything at all, it gppeared to be utterly unconnected with the eventstaking placein the
room. A saint contemplating God or agourmand contemplating Dinner might have worn the same open,



empty face.

"Weve got a couple of dozen men up there," North told him. "Not because we need that many,
but because | want them to see you in person. They'll be watching you before you get into the ring, and
they'll watch you fight, and they'll still be watching you when you come out, memorizing the way you look
and the way you move. Four men in two cars are watching your car, just in case you're dumb enough to
try to usethat. Y ou may get home okay, if you're God-damned lucky. Maybe. But either you play aong,
or you'll be dead by this time tomorrow night. Her too." North jerked his head to indicate Jennifer.
"Maybe these two nobodies from noplace you've been carrying, if they happen to get in our way. But
you for sure. Y ou and your wife, and you can take that to the bank."

Joe's voice was as dow and big as he remembered. "Y ou want me to throw the fight."

"Hell, no," North said. "Y ou can fight as good as you want to. | don't care whether you win or
lose. But I'm going to be one of your handlers.”

"Bullshit," Wdshtold him.

There was aknock at the door, anearly inaudible tap. Walsh hurried over to openit, and Lara
camein.

34
Prelims

Walsh cleared histhroat, looking dightly embarrassed. "Laura, thisis North, theguy | told ya
about. My lawyer, MissNomos. This other guy --"

Laranodded frigidly. "Mr. Green and | have dready met."

North nodded too. "Thisisn't amatter for attorneys. | didn't know you were afight fan, Miss
Nomos."

"There are agreat many things you don't know, Mr. North."

North whirled on him. "So -- you know her. Are you working for her?’

He nodded. "1'd do anything in the world for her." North's hand drew back, then inched forward.
It seemed to him that the entire world had gone to dow motion. He clenched hisfist, knowing he could
hit North -- adozen timesif necessary -- before the blow landed.

Laraseyes stopped him. They were brilliantly blue-green, matched aguamarines set in her lovely
face, brighter far than the stained-glass eyes of the church window. They told him that thiswas not the
moment to res <.

North's open pam smacked his cheek, jerking his head to theright. He felt aflash of pain, but it
was no more than pain -- millions endured far worse every day. Backhanded, North's knuckles raked his
mouth, splitting his upper lip.

Walsh stepped between them. " 'At's enough!™

He got out hishandkerchief and dyed it at hislip. Above their heads, muted by two feet of
concrete and sted, the crowd growled low.

Larasaid, "Exactly what isit you want, Mr. North?'

North was glaring at the bald man. "Walsh told you.”

"| prefer to hear it fromyou."

North turned to face her. "Simple. Tonight | want to be out front where everybody can seeme. |
want to be associated with a popular mae figure -- atruly masculine man. | want the best seet in the
housefor thetitlefight.”

"Andthet is?'

"Joe's dlowed two handlersin his corner. I'm going to be one of those handlers.”

Larashook her head. "That would be extremely irregular. The Boxing Commission --"

"God damn the Boxing Commission! | told you what | want. Y ou know what's going to happen if



| don't get it.”

Unexpectedly Jennifer asked, "If you do, are you going to hurt Joe anyway?"

North shook hishead. "Not if | get what | want."

Larasad, "Then tdl mewhat you'l doif you don't get what you want, Mr. North. Again, |
prefer to hear it from you."

"To gart with, I'll tell the police about Walsh. He's an escaped menta patient. Y ou know that --
so do |. He hasn't been picked up because you're his lawyer and Secretary of Security Klamm's
supposed to be your stepfather.” One corner of North's mouth went up. ™Y ou think anybody really
beievesthat?'

Larasaid, "Heand | do. It happensto betrue."

"Then you wouldn't want to see him hurt. Or the Presdent, and anything that hurts Klamm is
going to hurt her paliticaly. The papers haven't connected the little bald guy who broke out of United
with Joe's manager; but they'll sure as hdl connect Wa sh with you, and you with Klamm. With alittle
help, they might even connect Walsh with Green here, and hel's as crazy asablue crab.”

He shook his head, thinking how tired Laramust be getting of being threatened with the media.
First him, now North.

She said, "Eddie, you were correct to ask me to come. I'm supposed to protect you, and he's
usng meto get a you."

"At'snot it. | was hoping you could see away out."

Laraturned back to North. "All you want isto be one of Joe's handlers?’

North nodded.

"But we have no assurance you won't use the same threet again and again.”

"I'm going to giveit to you now," North told her. He took afolded paper from his pocket. "This
isaconfesson of murder, to be signed by me."

It had seemed that nothing could surprise Lara, but that did; for an instant her eyes opened wide.
"May | ask who you murdered?’

North nodded. "A doctor named Applewood. The police were about to get him, and he would
have talked. He was alow-level man, but because he was a doctor he knew more than alow-level man
should have." North had taken apen from his pocket. " That was about four months ago. Maybe you
read about it."

To him, Larasaid, "Y ou knew him -- Dr. Applewood.”

Henodded. "Y earsago."

Walshwas garing a North. "Y aredly going to sign that thing?*

"And giveit toyou," North said, "or rather to Miss Nomosto hold in trust for you, when you
agreeto let me act as one of Joe's handlers. Y ou're going to be the other, and do the actua handling.”

Sowly Walsh shook his heed.

Larasad, "In other words, you trust us."

W.F. had finished with Jo€'s hands. He said, "But we don't trust him. No way!"

North shrugged. "Naturally not. That'swhy | wrotethis. Y ou have to promise me, on your honor,
that you won't useit or talk about it unless| thresten Walsh again. | know you won't breek that promise.
But if you do, I'm freeto tell the paperswhat I've told you I'd tell them. | might add that some of my
friendswill seeto Joe and Jennifer for me."

The noise of the crowd above them had become so constant that he had ceased to noticeit.
Now those thousands of throats fell suddenly silent, so that when Lara spoke her voice seemed
unnaturdly loud. "I think we should do it," she said.

Walsh glanced & her increduloudly. "L et thisguy handle Joe?!

North said, "I'll do whatever you tell me. Y ou have my solemn word."

Walsh shook hisheed. "It won't be metelling ya. It'll be W.F."

W.F. yelped, "Wait up!"

Wadsh sad, "W.F., yanot losing yachancet' second the champ 'cause of me."

"Hold on -- Joe need you. Y ou got strategy for him, al that stuff.”



The big fighter, who had been listening (as it seemed) with no more interest than an ox, nodded
emphaticdly.

Laraasked, "Would you like aringside seat, Eddie? Close to Joe's corner? | can get you oneiif
youwigh."

"Yeah," Wash told her gratefully. "Yeah, | surewould." Swesat beading the small man's head
vanished before ayelow handkerchief.

"Perhaps when Mr. North has been seen sufficiently, you and he might change places.”

North nodded. "Perhaps. But the decison must be mine, not Walsh's" Therewastriumphin
North'svoice.

"That's understood. Sign that paper, then, and it'sal arranged.” Laraturned to him. ™Y ou look
doubtful.”

He asked, "Aren't you going to reed it?

"What would be the good --"

Someone pounded on the door. A voice caled, "Time, Joe! Y ou ready?’

Likealion, Joe did from the masseur's table and drifted toward the door. W.F. followed,
carrying ared-and-white kit asbig asa smal suitcase. Y ou ahandler now?' W.F. asked North. "Okay,
you fetch the waterbucket and al them towels.”

"Surething." North signed the paper and gaveit to Lara.

Sheunfolded it and glanced at it. "Jennifer? A sest for you? It'll be no trouble.”

The blonde shook her head. "I never watch. I'll wait right here.”

Laranodded to him. "Then come along.”

He wanted to say that it had not been "come aong" when she had left Mama Capini's. W.F.
opened the door for Joe; there was athunderclap of questions from the reporters and an incessant
lightning from the flashguns of the photographers. Walsh was walking on tiptoe and talking rapidly to Joe,
lipsas closeto Joe's ear as possible. Joe pounded glove against glove.

Hewas going with them, but Laraheld him back. "They'll ride up in the same elevator,” she said.
"Eddie, Joe, and W.F. That'stheir privilege. North too, I'm afraid, but that can't be helped. When they
reach thering, Eddie will haveto leave them. That will be hard enough.” After afew seconds, they
stepped out into a corridor that was now empty, and she pulled the green door shut behind them.

"Where arewe going?"' he asked.

"Tojoin my stepfather. Two of hisguards will have to surrender their seatsto you and Eddie.
They won't be happy about that, but they can stand inthe aide.”

"May | ask afew questions?’

"Certainly." Larasounded preoccupied, and he was as much astonished as ddlighted when he felt
her hand dip into his.

"It was lunch time -- dmost one -- when we left Capini's.”

"Lunch for us," she said. "Some other people were having dinner. Y ou didn't notice."

"My watch," heglanced at it, "saysit'salittle past two. What timeisit here?'

"After ten. Why should you expect it to be the sametimein different places? If you'd cdled
London after lunch, would you have expected them to tell you they'd just sat down to tea?"

"It'sbeen yearsfor me." Hetried to count them, but he could not. "How long for Eddie and Joe
and W.F.?'

"What does that matter?' They had reached the eevators. Lara pushed the button with the hand
that held her purse.

"How long?" heingsted.

"About four months, or so North said.”

"Youreagoddess." It took an effort for him to force the words to hislips; he made the effort,
and they came. "Y ou liveforever?'

Asthey entered the devator, Laraturned to look at him. For once there was no hint of mockery
in her eyes. "There are many forevers," she said. The elevator rose.

Hetook her in hisarms, not suddenly or violently, but enfolding her asaflower would enfold a



bee, if the bee were indeed itslover and no mere go-between. Her kiss stung hislips, smooth and
sunwarmed.

Tightly pressed between their bodies, Tinayeled, "Hey!" They ignored her.

The elevator doorsdid back. "I am LauraNomos,” Laratold him. "1 am an attorney, and the
stepdaughter of a cabinet officer. Y ou are an acquaintance.” In alower tone she added, "Y ou needn't
wipe your mouth -- women paint theirsto look like me.”

The whisper was no more necessary than the wiping of hislips, Sailor Sawyer had grabbed the
ropes and vaulted into thering, and half the audience was on itsfeet, cheering wildly.

"They applaud him now,” Laramurmured. "But in afew years he will be dead, and so will they.
Let them al engage with Degth, an opponent worthy of any strength.”

"| thought you liked Joe," he said asthey made their way down the aide.

"l do. He'slike abig, solemn child, so eager to please and to do what isright. And Eddie,
because hélll reshape the world to fit hisdream or die. And W.F., because he loves them both.”

Klamm had aready taken a seet in the first row when they arrived; there was an empty seet to
hisright. Laragestured to the man on the other side of it, who rose and went to the aide. She sat down
bes de Klamm and patted the now-empty seet next to hers.

Hesat. Shesad, "Stepfather, thisismy friend Adam K. Green. Adam, Adawolf Wilhelm
Klamm."

The old man leaned across her to shake hands, eyes stupid as though with deep. "A grest
pleasure, Herr Kay." The words were thickly accented.

Hesad, "It'savery great honor, gr."

"S0," Klamm remarked to Lara, gesturing toward Sawyer. "Y ou t'ink still your Joe will best
him?'

With mock firmness Laraannounced, "1 know it."

"Then | bet you. Thester tickets, any play you wish. Or any play | wish, whichishow it shal be."

Larasad, "Never give asucker an even bregk," and they shook hands solemnly.

Tattoos covered every visibleinch of Sawyer's skin from the neck down, pictures and bannered
inscriptions that writhed and flowed with the muscles benesth them.

Tinasad, "That dragon'sdive!”

Helooked down and saw that she had clambered far enough out of his pocket to peep past the
lapd of hiscoat. "It's just a picture somebody drew on hisskin," hetold her.

"I'madoll, but I'm not just adoll."

Joe's robe was off. Eddie Walsh, who had replaced the other guard, had it in trust. Asthe
referee reached for the microphone lowered to her from the rafters of the arena, W.F. opened the
red-and-white kit on the canvasjust beyond the ropes. North stood to one side, incongruousin a
three-piece suit.

Larawhispered, "Do you want to read this?' and handed him North's confession.

This is to state that I, the undersigned Wm. T. North, did upon the morning of January 21 shoot and
kill Dr. Cecil L. Applewood in his office in the concourse of the Grand Hotel. | acted in self-defense only in
that | feared disclosures Applewood might make to the police. | had been observing a confederate and saw he
was being followed by an officer. My confederate visited Applewood, whom he knew to be one of us, and the
officer overheard their conversation. When they had gone, | entered Applewood's office and shot him twice in
the chest, knowing that he was not the man to withstand a sustained interrogation. | then entered the hotel
room occupied by my confederate, intending to kill him when he returned, but he did not return.

"| wasthe confederate," he whispered to Lara.



She nodded. "1 thought you were."
The bl rang. Joe and Sawyer |eft their corners, circled, and jabbed. An indescribable sound
filled the arena, the whine of a huge anima about to be fed.

35
Main Event

At the end of thefirst round, he felt Joe had gotten the worst of it, despite afew good punches.
Joe had fought defensively, covering up, edging away, keeping Sawyer a adistance. Vaguedy herecadled
anight in Walsh's room. Joe had said his opponent had been an expert boxer but, "I had the reach.”
Something like that. Joe had the reach again now, by an inch or two; or so he thought. Wasthat redlly so
important here? An inch or two?

Asthe death of aparent or a summer job awakens aboy to manhood, as the accidentd lifting of
atheater curtain shows us the hurrying stagehands and the swesting actor behind Lear or Willy Loman,
s0 these dim musings gradually permitted him to see Joe and Sawyer. He had always supposed boxing a
mere matter of someone strong and brave clubbing someone else who was less 0. Thus had his
schoolyard defegts been, or thus he had judged them.

It was not true. Joe and Sawyer played a game as complex as chess, and played it with the
unequal pieces awarded each by birth and time.

The bell rang, and the fighters rose a once. For half aminute, both appeared to feint and circle
as before. Quickly the dragon closed, wrapping Joe in golden scales. They were so near he could hear
the smack-smack of their punches through the roar of the audience; yet he could not see. . . did not see
what had happened. They separated, circling as before; there were fiery splotches on Joe's chest;
Sawyer's head was shaking asif the champion sought to cleer it.

Larafreed her breath in adeep sigh. "1 thought that wasit,” she said. He asked what she meant,
but she only shook her head like Sawyer.

The fighters closed again toe-to-toe, and this time he had a better view. Sawyer's head was bent
over fists pounding like pistons. Joe's head and shoulders held Sawyer away while Jo€'s muscled
forearms absorbed the blows. Asthey separated, one of those arms flew out, driving abrown-gloved fist
where Sawyer's chin met the collar bone.

Now it was the champion who was backing off and jabbing, while Joe advanced with little
bobbing steps, swaying to right and left as Sawyer tried to circle.

"Look 'at im weave," Walsh shouted to Lara. "God, ain't he beautiful!"

The bell rang, Joe rejoined W.F. in the corner, and three things happened at once. Walsh sprang
from his seat and rushed to Joe's corner. W.F. yelled, "Water!" to North. And North flourished both
hands, somewhat like a stage magician, somewhét likeasmall girl fastidioudy wiping her soiled fingerson
her pinafore; this last caused a blue-black automatic to appear in each hand.

For amoment North posed with these pistals, an actor in the spotlight. During that moment,
Klamm dove to the floor and Lara screamed. It occurred to him that neither had much reason to be
afraid; North's guns had dready swung toward him. They went off together, deafeningly loud. He
grabbed the ropes as he had seen Sawyer do afew minutes earlier, vaulted clumsily, and used his
momentum to drive hisfoot into North's groin.

North stumbled backward, one gun firing into the rafters. Joe and Sawyer were on their feet. The
referee was ringing her bell, ringing for the fightersto fight again, he thought, and they were going to do it
across North.

No, North was up, scuttling toward the ropes, till holding one gun. Klamm's men werefiring
from theaide. North'sgun barked at him, spitting flame and legping like abig, angry dog; but W.F. had
thrown the red-and-white kit, and it struck North'sarm.



Then he held the gun, too. He twisted it up and back. It fired -- its flash haf-blinded him, and the
sound of the shot was deafening. North's jaw was ared horror, yet North struck him again and again. He
heard his own nose bresk, aterrible sound; something had invaded his head and was working destruction
there. He gasped for breath, drew in blood and spat it out. More blood was streaming down hisface.

Joe's padded glove dammed North's ear. After that, North no longer wrestled him for the gun. It
was in his hand, but he did not know what to do with it -- and then it was gone. North's corpse sprawled
on the canvas near the center of thering, in awidening scarlet Sain.

"Set down now," W.F. told him. "We got to get aice-pack on your nose. Stop that bleedin'.”

He discovered there was a stool behind him. He sat, wanting to say something about bananas or
tomatoes, to joke with W.F.; but he could not speak, could not ensnare the fleet thoughtsin syllable and
phrase. He had lost teeth, and his tongue explored the places.

Klamm wasin the ring, waving to the audience, muttering to the fighters, ahand upon the
shoulder of each. Each was a head taller than Klamm.

Joe squaited in front of him. ™Y ou okay?'

The ice-pack was on hisface, but he managed to nod.

"That was a brave thing you done." The words were muffled, durred by Joe's mouthpiece.

The bell rang once, sharply. Klamm had struck it with the case of an old-fashioned pocket
watch.

"Gottago," Joe mumbled. "But youre ared champ.”

"Hal" fill," W.F. told him.

Klamm sad, "Thisfight. It isto take their minds off it. Y ou will makethisalong round, ja?
Because perhaps at the end they are nervous once more.” Klamm was talking to the referee, not to him.

A hard-faced man he recognized as one of Klamm's bodyguards asked, "Where's his other gun?”

Walsh handed it over sheepishly, butt first. "I only got one shot at 'im," Walsh confessed.
"Somebody was dwaysin theway."

"Good thing you didn't try for two."

Walsh nodded. "Yanever cantdl.”

"Wetake him to ahospitd," Klamm was explaining to W.F. "To adoctor. Y ou must see to your
man, ja?"

W.F. took away theice-pack and changed the cotton in his nostrils. Klamm's bodyguard helped
him through the ropes. He looked around for Lara, but she was gone.

"Sheisnot here, Herr Kay," Klamm told him.

It was as though he had spoken aloud -- but it was too hard to speak. Klamm had known;
Klamm had read histhought, or at least had read his expression and noticed the direction of his eyes. For
thefirg timeit struck him that one did not become a cabinet officer by chance, that the deepy old man
with the dyed mustache probably possessed extraordinary abilities.

The bodyguard asked if he could walk. "Hewalks," Klamm declared. "Heisatough one, a
Raufbold, ja?"

The pain of hisbroken nose waslike fire on hisface. He wondered vaguely whether he had been
hurt anywhere else. Those teeth, of course; that was drowned in the other pain.

Outsde severd hundred men were milling around the arena. "North isdead." "North's dead.”
"In there -- they just killed Bill North." He caught the words everywhere; he could not tell who had
spoken them because everyone was speaking them. A man of about his own age wept without shame,
sallow cheeks flooded with tears. Klamm's guards had their guns out -- in one case a strange-looking gun
with along curved magazine. He decided it was probably a machine pistol.

Three black cars-- one an enormous limousine -- stood at the curb. "He rideswith me,” Klamm
told somebody. "Y ou need not come.”

A uniformed driver with agun opened the rear door. Klamm got in firgt, diding acrossthe wide
leather seat to make room for him. The door clicked softly behind him.

"We spesk in private, Rudy,” Klamm said, and athick sheet of glass did from the back of the



front seet to theroof. A moment later, the limousine pulled smoothly away from the curb. One of the
sedans was ahead of it, and he suspected the other was behind it, but he did not bother to turn his head
to see.

"Y ou haff saved my life,)" Klammsaid. "I shall reward you, if | can. | haff somemoney, and | am
not without authority in thisplace."

"No," he said. He managed to shake hishead alittle.

From his pocket Tina announced, "He needs your help, Papa."

"Then heshdl haff it. Whatever | cangive.”

Hesad, "l want to find Laura.”

The old man sghed. "So do wedl, Herr Kay."

"She's your daughter -- your stepdaughter.”

"Sheisagrown woman, my stepdaughter. She goes where she wants. Sometimes shetellsme
because sheloves me, such isher way. More often not. | will helpiif I can, but | cannot say to you her
gpartment ishere, sheisin that hotel.”

"No," hesad. "That'snot right.”

"What isit you mean, Herr Kay?' Klamm leaned back in the corner, eyes deepier than ever.

"Laurasays she's your stepdaughter, and you say she's your stepdaughter. But she can't be, not
realy, so you know. She'sthe goddess.”

Klamm opened one eye wide. "Shetold you that?"

Hetried to think back. "I figured it out. She admitted it. She knows | know."

"Yes, Herr Kay, sheisthe goddess.”

He understood then, and could not understand why he had not understood before. " Then you're
her lover -- or one of her lovers. Or you were."

"Yes, Herr Kay." Klamm's eye had shut again. Now both eyes opened. "Long ago, when | was
younger than you. But sheis till fond of me, nicht wahr? | hold her hand. She holds mine. Perhapswe
kisswhen nobody sees. That isall. Do you envy an old man so much, Herr Kay?

"No," he said.

"| assist her when | can. For her | perform certain little services. She does not require them, but
she knows it makes me happy to do these things. At times she asssts me, as she saved me tonight. She
brought you, Herr Kay, and without you | should lie dead at this moment.”

Hewaved that aside. "1 want to ask you about her, but | don't know what to ask."

"Sheisvery beautiful, dways. She believes she can hide her beauty when she chooses, but sheis
wrong inthat. It isonly that sometimesit is open, this beauty -- the beauty of one who knows hersdlf to
be beautiful, ja? Other times, the closed beauty of one who does not know, and then we must look. If
we begin by saying, 'Why isthat woman not beautiful 7 we never seeit. But if we search -- you know, |
think."

"Yes, LoraMasterman. Mr. Klamm, once while | wasin the hospitd | tried to call my gpartment,
and you answered.”

Klamm nodded deepily. "I answered, and you hung up your telephone. Y ou wish to know how
such athing could happen?'

"Yes gar.”

"It isso smple. She thought you might cal. Sometimes one can, from here to there or the other
way. So we arranged that such cals should ring a my desk. A specid instrument, you understand. She
told me of you, and that | wasto assst you, should you ask my assistance. Y ou did not.”

"And another time| got another man.”

"One of my agents,” Klamm explained. "I am very much a my desk, but not dways. When | am
gone, another must answer my calls. Sometimes we must act at once; then he actsfor me, in my name.”

"He wanted to know where | was. Laraknew where | was. She sent flowers."

"But we did not, nor did we know that Lauraknew. She does not know everything, you see,
though she knows so much. Nor does shetdl me atenth what she knows. Perhaps she only sends your
flowers as an experiment; if theflorist had said, Thereis no one there with such aname,’ she would have



known that you were el sawhere. We too often make such experiments. That United was a good guess
shemade, ja? Vidtorsare often brought there.

It was the word Fanny had used. He asked, "Am | adangerous Visitor or aharmless one, Mr.
Klamm?'

Klamm chuckled softly. "Harmless, very much so, exactly like me. But Herr North, heisa
dangerous Visitor, you see? And so we must question al Visitors somewhat. Y ou become the
responsibility of one of my subordinates. She will kegp you from harm, and it might be someday Laura
comesfor you."

"Onemorething, gr. | told you about the other man, who answered the phone in my apartment.”

"Ja."

"l saw himon TV onetime. | just switched on the TV, and there he was, answering the phonein

Klamm nodded. "No one & se was | ooking? Perhaps another would have seen what you saw,
Herr Kay. But perhaps not. More often, not. She was near you then, and she brings such dreams; |
cannot explain why."

That wasthe end of their conversation for atime, and it seemed to him that the limousine should
have pulled up in front of ahospitad when Klamm said, | cannot explain why. In point of fact, it did not,
but followed the black sedan for another mile at least while he considered what had been said and
Klamm sumped in the corner apparently adegp. Even when they reached the hospital -- St. Anchisess,
according to asign illuminated by the headlights -- the limousine did not stop in front but circled to the
emergency entranceintherear.

"Good-bye, Herr Kay," Klamm said, once again extending his hand. "No, at such atime you haff
aright to the correct name. Good-bye, Herr Green, my friend. May good fortune go with you! | only call
you Herr Kay because | remember an old friend, that was mysdlf aso.”

He shook Klamm's hand. "Good-bye, Mr. Klamm. Y ou can cal me anything you want.”

One of the bodyguards opened the door.

"Y ou know how to reach me a my desk, ja? Or another who will act for me."

The dome light had come on when the door was opened, and he saw with astonishment that
thereweretearsin Klanm'seyes. Hesaid, "Yes, | do, ar."

"Take care of him, Ernest. See he has a good doctor.”

The bodyguard replied, "I will, Mr. Secretary,” and he got out; as soon as the door closed, the
limousine glided away.

Tinasad, "What anice old man."

The bodyguard glanced down at her and grinned. "Y ou got one of those? | used to have one
mysdf.”

Tinatold him, ™Y ou should get another one.”

Hefollowed the bodyguard into a brightly lit room, where an Oriental who had been sipping from
abattered chinamug rose to attend to him. "Good to see you again,” the Oriental told him. "But not here.
Haveaseat."

He sat down. "It'sgood to see you again, too, Dr. Pille." After amoment he added, "1 thought
you were at that other place.”

"I am, when they need me. It'sonly ablock away. Y ou had a concussion that time, remember?”

"Sure" hesad. "Ow!"

"Your noseisbroken,” Dr. Rilletold him. "WEIl haveto setit. I'll give you an anesthetic, but it
will dill hurt abit. You get inafight?

A nurse answered for him. "With an assassin, Doctor. It wasal over TV."

Stll examining hisnose, Dr. Rille nodded. "Redly?!

The bodyguard asked, "' Can you keep him overnight, Doc? Somebody will come by to get himin
themorning.”

"Certainly.” Dr. Rille sraightened up and began filling ahypodermic.



36
Decision

A nursewoke him to ask what he wanted for breskfast. "Y ou lost acouple of teeth,” shetold
him. "So no toast or anything like that. Do you think you could manage a coddled egg?’

He nodded and sat up in bed. "I'm hungry. Guess | missed dinner last night.”

Shegrinned. "That would explain it.”

When she was gone, he looked around the room; it was bigger than the one he had occupied a
United, much smdller than the open ward in which he had dept with nine other patientsin the psychiatric
wing of some hospita whose name he could not quite remember. Like hisroom at United, it held a
locker, but thislocker was unlocked. Hisjacket, histrousers, and his overcoat hung inside. His shoes
were on the bottom. He recalled that he had not had his overcoat when he had been in the limousine with
Klamm. Someone had brought it.

He peeked into the breast pocket of hisjacket, and Tinasaid, "Hello -- good morning,” and
stretched.

"Good morning.” He held out his hand, and she climbed into it. "Back in the hospitd,” he said.

"Were you in the hospital before?"

"Y es, but you were adeep. I've been in hospitasalot.”

The nurse camein with histray. "Those are againgt our regulations,” she said.

"I'm sorry,” hetold her. "'l didn't know."

"I redly should take it and lock it up. But you're going to be discharged today anyhow, soit's
redly not worth dl the trouble. Just don't let anybody else seeit.”

"I'll hide," Tinapromised.

"What would you like to drink? Weve got coffee, tea, and milk."

He asked whether he could have both tea.and milk, and she nodded and brought themin,
managing to get acup, alittle hot-water pot, and the glass of milk al on histray.

"Theteasfor you," hetold Tinawhen the nurse had gone. He put the teabag into the pot and
gprinkled salt from an old-fashioned glass sdtcdlar into the cup.

"Goody!"

He held the cup for her while she drank. "Y ou don't need any food? Just this?'

"Thisisdl,” Tinasaid. "And thiswas plenty. Eat your egg so you'll grow up sirong.”

With anapkin to protect hisfingers, he unscrewed the top of the white porcelain dish.

"Don't you have to go to school today?*

"l don't think s0," he said. There was a soft roll on histray aswell. Hetoreit in smal piecesand
mixed the pieces with the egg, adding pepper and the pat of butter. " Somebody's coming for me, but |
don't think it's to take me to school.”

"Where are they going to take you?"

"I don't know," he said. After amoment he added, "I'm not sure I'll even go."

About an hour after the nurse took histray, she returned with awhedlchair. "I'm afraid you've got
torideinthis™” shesad. "Regulations.”

He looked around for Tina.

"It's under the sheet. Y ou'll be back in an hour or s0."

He hesitated, then said, "All right. Where are we going?"

"To seethedentist.”

He stared curioudy as she whedled him to the elevator; the hospital seemed merdly ahospital like
any other, alittle less modern than the ones he recdled seeing on TV. Perhapsthey dl were.

The dentist was alarge woman who gave the impression of didiking him and the nurse equally.
"Open wide," shetold him, and when he complied leaned so close it seemed she wastrying to thrust her



head into his mouth. "One came out clean, and one | eft apiece of root.” She turned to the nurse. "This
will bealocd. You can goif you want."

The nurse shook her head.

The dentist shot something into his gum, after which he and the nurse spent a quarter of an hour in
the outer office waiting for it to take effect. "If I'd gone," the nurse said, "sheld have had you out like a
candle” He nodded, wishing she had; he had never liked having his teeth worked on and saw nothing
wrong with being out like alight.

Therewas a stack of magazines. As he leafed through one, it struck him that he had read almost
nothing here. Tinawould rebuke him if she knew; thinking of it made him fed guilty, and he studied the
magazine with more care. It seemed very smilar to those of his own world up until page forty, which
showed Laragtting with apink drink in atropical garden. Laras hair was gold, her skin bronze.
"MarcellaMagters relaxes at home before beginning work on Atlantis,” read the caption.

Hetore the page out, folded it, and put it in the pocket of his pgama shirt. The nurse seemed
scandalized but did not protest. After that he flipped through magazines energetically until the dentist
summoned him back to her chair, but he found nothing more.

Fanny was waiting for them when they returned to his room. She showed the nurse her badge
and aletter, at which the nurse appeared impressed. "He's al yours, Sergeant, if you want him."

Fanny grinned & him. "'l do."

The nurse opened hislocker and glanced inside. "I'll haveto get hislaundry. It shouldn't take
long."

"Okay," Fanny told her. To him she said, "Y ou look pretty damned awful with al that tape on
your face"

Hetold her hefdt dl right.

Thenurse said, "He'slost acouple of teeth too, Sergeant. In aweek or so he should see adentist
about getting abridge. In two or three days a doctor should check hisnose. Y ou can take himto Dr.
Rillesoffice or bring him here. Dr. Rille sat hisnoselast night.”

Fanny sad, "Okay."

When the nurse had gone, Fanny said, ™Y ou went back to wherever it isyou come from, didn't
you? That timein the restaurant.”

He nodded. "I didn't mean to, but | did, and | couldn't get back. Well, oncel did, but it only
lasted afew minutes. Then | found Laraagain and followed her -- | think shelet me-- and here | am.”

"l hope you stay here," Fanny told him. "I'm responsible for you now, and I'll catch hell if | lose
you. Do you haveto st in that thing?"

"No," he said. He stood to show her, then sat beside her on the bed. That reminded him of Ting;
he reached beneath the sheet and pulled her ouit.

She said, "Hey! They're not supposed to see me here.”

Hetold her, "It doesn't matter. We're leaving.”

Fanny sighed. "Y ou'll throw that thing away when you've been with me for aweek or two."

He wanted to shake hishead, but he did not.

"You don't die, do you?' Fanny whispered. "They don't die where you come from. We can do it
over and over, as often aswe want to."

Her dark eyes made him uncomfortable, so that thistime he did shake his head, thinking of Lara.

The nurse returned with a bundle wrapped in brown paper and tied with string. She handed it to
him, and she and Fanny left his room, shutting the door behind them. He broke the string, unwrapped the
bundle, and unfolded his shirt on the bed. The laundry had bleached out the bloodstains, leaving the shirt
aswhite asit had been when it was new. Hetook Laras picture from the pocket of his pgjamas and put
it into the pocket of the shirt.

Tinaasked, "Arewe going with that lady?"

"For awhile" hetold her.

"l don't like her," Tinasad.

"l do," hetold her. "But not enough.” He pulled off the pgamatop and tossed it onto the bed.



"Now turn around and shut your eyes.”

Shedid, and he untied the cord of his pgama bottoms and let them drop to the floor. When he
had buttoned the clean shirt, he permitted her to look again.

"Y ou should have waited till you had your pantson,” Tinalectured him. "Areyou going to let
those ladies come back in now?"

"I'm wearing jockey shorts," he explained. "Besides, the shirttail coversme." He carried his
trousers to the window, where the light was better; they were dotted with dried blood, rusty and tiff. |
wish they'd sent these to the cleaner,” he said.

Hiswalet wasin the hip pocket, still holding money that would be usdless here. Billsthat could
buy things werein the double pocket of the overcoat, though his gloves seemed to have fdlen out; the
map was in the other pocket. He put the scarlet thread that held Mr. Sheng's charm about his neck and
thrust the charm insde his undershirt, then knotted his blood-smeared tie as negtly asif he were going to
work at the store. When hewas fully dressed and Tina had been stowed in his jacket pocket and
cautioned to keep quiet, he opened the door.

"I'm afraid you havetoridein my chair again,”" the nursetold him. "We can't let you walk until a
doctor saysyou can walk."

He sat down obediently, and she pushed him as before, thistime with Fanny walking beside
them. Fanny signed him out a the main desk. Y ou won't need your coat,” shetold him. "It's beautiful
outsde." Hefolded the coat over hisarm.

Shewasright. A spring breeze stroked his cheek as soon as they had |eft the hospital smells
behind them. Jonquilsin stone tubs waved to them from both sides of the walk leading to the Street.

"Y ou're not too steady on your pins, are you?"

Hewas holding on to the rail as he went down the steps. “I'm fine," he said.

"We can take acab. They gave me expense money."

"I canwak." Hewaslooking up and down the street; it was hauntingly familiar. "And | think well
have to. Do you see any cabs?"

Fanny shook her head.

"You didn't bring your car?'

"No," shesaid. They had started down the Street. "Y ou're thinking of that time | was at the
Grand, but that wasn't really my car.”

"How did you get to the hospital ?*

"Onthetrolley," Fanny sad.

"Then we can ride the trolley back. Isthere astop around here?!

"A gop?'

"Wherethetrolley sopsand you get on.”

Fanny shook her head again, making her tight black curls bounce in the sunshine. "Isthat how
you do it where you come from? Here we just flag them down. What are you staring at?'

It was a shop window, the window of anarrow little store that sold sheet music. The song
displayed there, open upon a gilded music stand, was "Find Y our True Love." It had been in the window
S0 long that its dusty paper had turned yellow.

"Therésacab,” Fanny sad, and caled, "Taxi!"

Helooked down the street for the doll hospitd. Its sign hung there, displaying apicture of adall
dressed likeanurse.

"The cab's topping.” Fanny tugged hisdeeve. "Comeon.”

He nodded and turned to follow, feeling more lost than he ever had since he had run down Mr.
Sheng'sdley. Fanny opened the door for him, and he said, "Thank you,” and got in.

"Whereto, Sr?' Thedriver wasaman, abit younger than he was and surprisingly clean. Fanny
was walking around the rear of the cab. He considered the matter.

"Where are you and the lady going, Sir?"

Casually, he reached across the seat and depressed the lock button. "To the railway station,” he
sad, rolling up the window. "But she's not coming.”



"Likethat, hun?" Thedriver grinned as he put the cab in gear.

"Yes" hesad. "Likethat." Heturned to look a Fanny, left standing in the Street. He felt that she
should have drawn her gun or at least shaken her fist at them. She did neither, and there was something
achingly forlorn about her smdl, dark figure.

"We're out of that hospita, areri t we?" It was Tina, thrusting her head past the lapdl of hisjacket.

"Yes," hetold her.

"Where are we going?"

"To Manea" He spoke softly, so that the driver would not overhear him; the driver might be
guestioned by the police.

"Lovely country, they tell me," the driver remarked. "'Close to Overwood."

"I didn't think that you heard me," he said. "Yes, | know it must be."

They passed afountain, and its splashing recaled Klamm -- the tearsin Klamm's eyes. Klamm
had followed the | etter of the law; but suddenly he knew that no one would question the driver or pursue
them. Fanny might be reprimanded; but there would be no investigation, no al-points bulletin,

Not far away the whistle of asteam locomoative blew, echoing and re-echoing among the
surrounding buildings. He smiled. It blew again, singing of lovers meetingsin distant places.

Tinalooked out from her vantage point beside his necktie. "Whooee!" Tinasaid. "A-whooee,
a-whooee!"
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