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Once agai n, to nmy wife, Bette. | was very lucky when she narried ne.

He had been seven nen.
Now he was one nman

The wonman whose office he visited for an hour every day had told himthat. Until then, he had not
known about it, though she clainmed that he had once known. According to her, he still mght know
and probably did. He had no doubt that she was wong about that. No matter. If he wished to live,
he had to convince her that he knew nothing of it.

That was indeed strange. "I'll tell you what's so. Then you try to nake ne believe that it is so."
If he failed to convince the authorities, he would not be executed, though what woul d be done to
hi m woul d be al nost as bad as being killed. Unless, and it was a very slimunless, sonebody in the
far future decided to make him alive again.

The wonman, the psychicist, was puzzled and intrigued. He suspected that her superiors were equally
mystified. Wiile keeping themso, he might stay alive. Living, he could al ways hope to escape. He
knew, however, or thought he knew, that no one had ever escaped fromthis place.

The man now calling hinself WIlliam St.-George Duncan sat in a chair in the office of the
psychici st, Doctor Patricia Ching

Arszenti. Having just becone conscious, he was still a little confused. Breathing in truth m st
did that to anyone. A few seconds later, his senses, jigsaw pieces, fell into the proper places.
The digits on the wall chrononmeter told himthat, as always, he had been under the m st for thirty
m nutes. Hi s nuscles ached; his back hurt; his mnd quivered like a diving board just after the

di ver had sprung.

What had she learned in that tine?

Arszenti smled, and she said, "How do you feel ?"

He sat up straight and nmassaged the back of his neck

"I had a dream | was a cloud of tiny iron particles swirling around in a wind in a vast room
Sonebody thrust a huge magnet into the room |, the cloud of particles, flewto the magnet.
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becane one solid mass of iron."

"Iron? You're nore like putty. O thernoplastic. You shape yourself into another-or an O her-at
will."

"Not that | know of," he said

"What shape was the solid nmass of iron?"

"A two- edged sword."

"~'mnot here to psychoanal yze you. That inage, however, is significant to ne."

"What does it mean?"

"What it neans to you may not be what it neans to ne."

"Whatever | told you," he said, "has to be the truth. Nobody can Iie when they've breathed in the
mst."

"I''"ve always believed that," she said. She paused, then said, "Until now "

"Until now? Why? You could tell me why you think I'mdifferent fromall others. Rather, you should
tell me. | think you won't because you can't."

He |l eaned forward and glared at her. "You have nothing but irrational suspicion to back your
statenment. O you've got orders from your superiors, who are crazy with suspicion. You know and
they should know that | amnot imrune to truth mist. You have no proof otherw se. Thus, |'m not
the persons arrested for daybreaki ng and bel onging to a subversive organi

zation. I'mnot responsible for their crines because |'mnot them |'mas innocent as a just-born
baby. "

"A baby is a potential crimnal," she said. "However

They were silent for a while. He | eaned back, relaxed, and smled. Arszenti sat as notionless as a
heal thy adult could, her twitches and shiftings al nbst undetectable. She was no | onger | ooking at
him Her stare was at the wi ndow. Though she could not see the big yard and the high wall beyond
it, she could see the right side of the street and the building beyond the wi de sidewal k. At |unch
hour, the junction of Frederick Douglass Boul evard and St. Nichol as Avenue was crowded.
Pedestrians janmed the sidewal ks; bicyclists, the street. One-seventh of Manhattan's popul ation
was out enjoying the early spring sun. They should be outside. O the approximately ninety obdays
of this season, they would know only approximately el even days ofit.

Ti mehoppers, he thought. A grasshopper clinging to a weed bending under its weight flashed through
his mind. Wth it came pain. O nenory of pain? He had no idea why he should envision a
grasshopper and feel grief. Nothing in his nenory connected themto him

Suddenly, a fly tearing herself |oose froma web-a web al so of nenory?-Arszenti jerked her stare
fromthe wi ndow and | eaned forward. She | ooked fiercely at him which only nmade the bi g handsone
bl onde even nore attractive. Her large white teeth |ooked as if they were about to bite him they
shone |i ke sun on prison bars.

W Il liam Duncan grinned. It took nore than that to scare him "I don't know how you did it," she
said. "You integrated seven different personalities. No, that's not right. You dissol ved,
repressed beyond detectability, let's say, the seven personae. You becane an eighth person. You
even have sonme of the nmenories of that eighth person, your present persona, though they have to be
fal se. But you can't change your fingerprints, odorprints, bloodprints, eyeprints,

brai nwaveprints, all that declares that you are still Jefferson Cervantes Caird, the Tuesday cop,
and al |

those others, Tingle, Dunski, Repp, Chm Zurvan, and lIsharashvili. The personae you changed, but
the body. . . you're no Proteus."

"Until you told nme about them showed nme all those tapes,” he said, "I'd never heard of them"™
"That seens to be true,"” she said. "Seens is the operative word here."

"For God's sake! |'ve been under the m st many tinmes, and you' ve also nonitored ne with bl ood
chemi stry and brai nwave tests, or so you said, and you haven't found the slightest indication |'m
lying."

"But there is no Wlliam St.-George Duncan in the records. Therefore, there is no such person. W
know who you are. were, | mean. And.

She | eaned back, her wists on the edge of the desk. Her glare had softened to puzzl enent.
"I"mauthorized to tell you that the official opinion is that you may be uni que. May be. They're
not sure there aren't others who're also able to resist the truth mst."

He sniled, and he said, "That nust really panic them"

"Nonsense. It could, let us say, ripple the fabric of society, make things uncertain for a while.
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But it won't shake our society to the roots of its being. It'Il just take sonme flexibility to
adapt . "

"The bureaucracy, which is the governnent, doesn't have flexibility," Duncan said. "Never did;
never wll."

"Don't be anused. You'll be subjected to a long and i ntense experinentation. It nmay be enotionally
pai nful for you. It'll deternmine if you are resistant to the nmist. And, if you are, why."

"Well, at least that'll put off the tinme to stone ne."

She | eaned forward again. Her el bow was on the desk, and her chin was in her hand.

"Your attitude bothers ne. You' re so cheerful and unafraid. It's as if you expected to escape-
soon. "

Still smling, he said, "O course, you asked ne if | planned to escape?"

"Yes. That bothers nme even nore. You stated that you had no

pl ans, that you knew no one could break out of here. That. . . | can't believe that."

"You have to."

She stood up. "Interviewis over."

He also rose, his long | ean body straightening |ike ajackknife. "You showed ne sonme of the
interrogation tapes. | don't know what this elixir is you asked ne about. But it nust be sonething

apocal yptically inmportant. What is it?"
She paled slightly. "W believe you know full well what it's all about."
She called out, and the door swung open inward. Two big nen, uniformed in green, stood in the

hail, | ooking through the doorway. Duncan wal ked toward them Just as he was goi ng past her, he
spoke out of the side of his nouth.

"Whatever it is, you're in danger just because you know about it. See you next Tuesday. . . if
you're still here.”

There was no point in scaring her, because she was only carrying out her duties and had not been
brutal to him But it gave himsonme satisfaction to threaten her. That was his only way to strike
back. Though it was a small way, it was better than none.

As he wal ked down the corridor, the two guards behind him he wondered where his optimsm cane
from Logically, he should have none. No one had ever, not ever, escaped fromthis place. Yet he

t hought that he could do it.

He passed along the hall on the thick light-green carpet, seeing but not taking in the sea- and
nmount ai nscapes the TV strips showed on Tuesday's walls. Near the end of the silent and enpty
hal | way, he was halted at a conmand from one of the guards. He stood while the other guard punched
the code on the button-panel by the door. The guard nade no effort to keep himfrom seeing the
sequence of nunbers punched. The code was changed once a day, and, sonetines, in the niddle of the
aft ernoon. Moreover, a TV eye was on the wall opposite the door, and the human nonitor downstairs
al so had to punch in a code before the door woul d open

The guard stepped back to allow Duncan to enter. Though

the escorts carried no weapons, they were skilled in martial arts. Even if a prisoner could
overcome two nmen, he still would be |ocked in. Both ends of the hall were closed with doors that
could only be opened through the sanme procedure that opened Duncan's door, and his every step
woul d be nonitored.

"See you tonorrow, " Duncan said, neaning next Tuesday.

They did not reply. Their orders were to utter only commands to himand, if he should try to give
theminformation of any kind, to shut himup. A kidney punch, a blow in the solar plexus, a chop
on the neck, or a kick in the testicles would stop him That such treatnment was illegal would not
bot her them

The door slid out fromwall recesses behind him He was in a roomthirty feet long, twenty wide,
and ten high. Shadow ess |ight had cone on as he entered. The floor was thickly carpeted, and the
wall's were lined with nonitoring and entertai nment strips. At the north end was the door to a
bathroomtoilet, the only unnmonitored room O so he had been told. He suspected that he was

wat ched as closely there as el sewhere. Near that door was the bedroom entrance. That room hel d one
bed suspended by chains fromthe ceiling.

Along the west wall, starting fromthe north wall, was a row of seven tall grayish cylinders. Each
had a plaque on its base and a circul ar wi ndow three-quarters of the way to the top. Behind al

but two wi ndows appeared faces and shoul ders. They were notionless as stone. In a sense, they were
stone. The nol ecular motion in their bodies had been considerably sl owed. Result:
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they were "stoned,” in a state of suspended ani mation.

Tuesday' s cylinder was enpty because that was Duncan's. Wdnesday's was al so vacant. |ts occupant
was gone, probably because he had been taken to a warehouse and stored away or because he had been
rel eased. The nman had been t here when Duncan had cone here. This norning, when Duncan had been
destoned, the man was gone. Next Tuesday, Duncan might find it occupied by another patient. For
patient, read prisoner. The enpty cylinder was one of the things Duncan had been hoping for. It
could not, however, be used as yet, though it must be used tonight. It was now one o0'clock in the
af t er noon.

Duncan pulled a chair up to the huge round window in the mddle of the outer wall. For a while, he
nmore or | ess amused hinself by watching the pedestrians, the cyclists, and the electrically
power ed buses. At two, the sky becane hazy with thin clouds. By three, it was shut out by the dark
gray clouds. The newscaster predicted rain by seven that night and said that it would |last, off
and on, until past midnight. That pleased Duncan

Later, he watched two progranms. One was about the early life of Wang Shen, the Invincible, the
Conpassi onate, the greatest human of all history, the conqueror of the world and founder of nodern
civilization. Another hour was filled with Chapter Ten of the series titled The Swi neherd. This
was The Odyssey of Honmer dramatized fromthe vi ewpoint of Eunmi os, U ysses' chief pig-tender. Its
mai n tension derived fromthe conflict between Eunaios' loyalty to his king and his fierce
resentment of his |owclass station and his poverty. Though it was well done, it was spoiled for
Duncan. He knew that swi neherds in Mycenaean tines had high prestige, and a reading of Honer's

wor ks woul d reveal that Eumai os was anythi ng but poor or w thout authority. Moreover, in that era,
it would not have occurred to anyone to resent his allotted place in society even if he disliked
it. Also, many of the actors |ooked very unlike ancient Greeks. A viewer who did not know the
story or could not understand English mght have m stakenly guessed that it was about the first
contact between Europeans and Chi nese.

Duncan had no idea how he knew that the play was historically inaccurate. It was just part of his
menory and wi thout attachment to any recall of teacher, book, or tape.

After sitting for two hours, Duncan did his exercises. Though he had earlier put in an hour of
running and swiming in the institution's gymmasium as required by law for prisoners, he had been
al one, except for two guards. Though this was definitely illegal, the authorities had rul ed

agai nst his having any chance to talk to other inmates. The reason was obvi ous. He rmust not pass
on know edge of the elixir. Yet the only thing he knew about that had been told to himby his
psychi ci st .

After somersaulting across the roomin many directions, Duncan assuned the |otus position in the
center of the carpet. He closed his eyes and passed into a state of transcendental neditation, or
so the nonitor would be assuming. Actually, he was going over and over his escape plans. After an
hour of that, he wal ked around the roomfor thirty mnutes, then watched a docunentary on the
current restoration of the Amazon basin fromdesert to jungle. That was followed by a half-hour

show depicting the horrors resulting fromthe latest drilling to reach the earth's core. Four such
hol es had been successful, and the heat tapped was being converted into therm onic power. But the
drilling equipnment for the Dallas project had been destroyed in an eruption of nmagma, nolten white-

hot rock. Two hundred workers had been killed, and the magma had spread over fifty square mles
before halting. Fortunately, the conparatively few inhabitants of the county had been safely
evacuated. The city of Abilene in next-door Taylor County was no | onger threatened.

At 5:30, he watched an hour of news, nost of which was devoted to the nmeeting of the All-Days
Wirl d Governnment Council in Zurich, Switzerland, the capital of the world governnent.

After that, he went to a panel in the wall near the southwest corner and pulled out his supper
tray. This had been inserted fromthe hall outside the room He placed the tray in a destoning
cabi net box, turned on the power for a second, opened the door, and withdrew the tray. It went
into the microwave unit, and he took it out and set it on a table by the window Wile he ate, he
| ooked at the street through the window Rain was beating against it; there was not nuch to see
except the boat-shaped bl ockhouse across the way. Mst people, like him were dining, and the rain
woul d have di scouraged shoppers, anyway.

From about m dni ght of today until six in the norning, Duncan had sl ept. The norpheus nachi ne
ensured that four hours of sleep were enough for his body and m nd, but he had set the alarmfor

| ater because he had no need to get up earlier. Now,
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though he did not feel tired, he went to bed anyway. If events went as he hoped, he would require
a lot of energy. He placed the band holding the el ectrode to his forehead around his head, closed
his eyes, and was voyaging into a sea of dreans. Mst of them though pleasant, were about people
whom he did not know yet felt that he had sonmehow known | ong | ong ago.

At eleven-thirty, he was rocketed nmdway froma wet dreaminto lonely and dry reality. He got out
of bed sluggishly, stripped off the covers, sheets, and pillowases, put theminto another wal
panel, and showered. Feeling somewhat better, he left the bathroom By then a wall strip was
flashing and cl anging, notice to himto get ready for stoning. Throughout the city-state of
Manhattan, throughout this time zone, the warning was soundi ng.

Clad only in shorts, very aware of being watched by the electronic eyes, he wal ked to the w ndow.
If the rain had stopped while he slept, it had started again. Two nen and a wonan, blasted by rain
and wi nd, were hurrying bent over along the sidewal ks. The street |ights were flashing bright

or ange.

Now and then, lightning curdled the night. Thunder nust have been keeping it conpany, but the
thick walls and wi ndows shut it out. Wthin his nmnd were also thunder and |ightning, though a
physi ci an woul d have descri bed themas a stormof electrical inpulses, hornones, and adrenaline,
anong many nillion other interactions, excluding that of the brain. Duncan, however, woul d have
told you that he considered hinself to be, not a robot, but a human being. The son of the sum was
nore than the whol e.

Now, he tensed. A fist seenmed to be squeezing down on his heart. Looking calm (at |east, he hoped
he did), he wal ked to the Tuesday cylinder. He opened its door outward, knowi ng that a red |ight
woul d be flashing on the panel before the nonitor stationed on the first floor of the building.
That would notify the nonitor that the prisoner was about to enter the cylinder. However, the
nmoni tor was responsible for twelve roons. Not all of these might be occupi ed. Duncan hoped that

all were. The nore the nonitor had to watch, the greater the chances for Duncan to fool him

He shut the door on the Tuesday cylinder. Now, an orange |ight would be flashing. Al the nonitor
had to do was to | ook at the screens showing the interior of Duncan's roonms. |If Duncan was outside
the cylinder, the nonitor would send guards up to nmake sure that Duncan was put into the cylinder
The next few seconds deci ded whet her Duncan would get away with his plan. He strode to the
Wednesday cylinder, grasped the handle of its door, swung it open, and stepped inside. Then he
shut the door and crouched down.

Several things could be happening down in the nonitor room The nan at the station could be bored
and not paying nuch attention. Hi s eyes could be el sewhere than where they were supposed to be. He
could have turned his head during the brief time that Duncan had strode fromthe Tuesday cylinder
to Wednesday's. He could be talking to other nonitors. Duncan had a di mnenory of having been in
that room nore than once, though he did not renmenber who he was then or when he had been there.
Probably when he had been Caird the policeman, the organic. The psychicist had nmentioned that

namne.

What ever was goi ng on down there, Duncan knew that he would find out very quickly. If-oh, he hoped
not!-the nonitor was carrying out his duties, he would be closely watching the twelve screens. He
woul d notice that Duncan was trying to pull a fast one. Wthin two m nutes, guards woul d open the
door of Wednesday's cylinder. Like it or not, he would be thrust into Tuesday's.

No light would be flashing on the panel for the cylinder Duncan was hiding in. That cylinder was
Wednesday' s business. Wen its personnel took over, a button would be pressed to switch nonitoring
to that day's circuits. Thus, the nonitor now down there would not be notified that soneone had
entered the wong stoner

Duncan thought, the wwong one is the right one for ne.

At |l east two ninutes passed. By then the stoning power had

been automatically applied within Tuesday's cylinder. If he had been in it, he would be
unconsci ous now, every nolecule in his body slowed so that his body was the hardest substance in
the universe. In that state, he could be hurled into the sun and sink to its center, and he woul d
not melt in the slightest.

K, he thought. Now the nonitor has seen the light indicating that I'm stoned. He'll scan the
twel ve screens and make sure that none of his charges are hiding in the bedroom He'll al so press
a button that will activate a nmass detector to make sure |'mnot in the bathroom | hope he
doesn't | ook closely at the windows of the cylinders to be certain there's a face behind
Tuesday's. He might do that. Duncan was counting on the carel essness borne of yawn-naking routine.
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He began counting the m nutes. Wen five had passed, he knew that his deception had worked. For
the next fifteen m nutes, he would be free to do what he wanted to do. The city was stoned, out of
its gourd in one sense. Hi s nonitor and the guards had entered their cylinders, and it would be
twel ve m nutes at | east before Wdnesday's cane out of their stoners and took up their duties.

He had some extra time. The lights for this cylinder woul d not be on. Wednesday's nonitor had no
reason to check out this room

However, Duncan wanted to get out of this place before today's citizens were awake. He had to be

| ong gone, relatively speaking, before people appeared on the streets.

He stood up and pushed the door open. He stepped out. He felt strange because no one woul d be

wat ching him He was free of the ever-watchful eyes, but, at the sane tine, no one cared about
him He was really al one.

"You have to be nuts," he nuttered. "Here you~are, you've gotten what you wanted, and yet you're
feeling panicky."

Condi ti oning, he thought. He'd been conditioned to feel that he was safe as |long as the governnent
was wat chi ng hi m and meking sure he didn't harm hinself or anyone el se.

There was no tinme to ponder the inplications of the irra

tional. He began the hard and heavy work needed to get himout of this roomif indeed he could get
out of it.

The cylinders were paper-thin because they were nade from paper. They, too, had been subjected to
stoni ng power, and their nolecules were also slowed in their notions. Hence, they were heavy. He
uncoupl ed the power connection to the cable com ng up fromthe wall behind Wednesday's cyli nder
and he began wrestling it toward the big round window. He had to reach up and grip the edge of the
top and lean it toward him Not too far because then it would topple, and he would have to junp
out of the way before it crushed him Once it was lying on its side on the floor, he could not
lift it upright again.

He rolled the tilted cylinder a few inches to his right on the edge of its round base. Then he
rolled it a fewinches to the Ieft. Each naneuver got the cylinder about one inch toward his goal
Roll this way. Roll that way. Meanwhile, the wall chrononeter flashed ever-increasing digits.

Ti me, he thought, while he grunted and groaned, sweat coating him Tinme was the greatest of the
inevitables. Also the nost indifferent of the indifferents. Perhaps Tine, capital tine, was the
real God. In which case, it should be worshi ped, even though it would be ignorant of that and
uncaring if it knew

At |ast, panting, eyes stinging with salt, he settled the cylinder on its base. He wal ked away
fromit to the end of the room Now he could see where its end would strike if it were to be
toppl ed eastward. He cursed. Its arc, the curve described by the top of the cylinder, would not
strike the center of the wi ndow. Cursing because he had cursed and so wasted breath he needed, he
ran to the cylinder, got behind it, pushed until it was tilted slightly toward the wall, worked
around it, got his shoul der under, gripped with both arnms and rolled it slightly. H's mnuscles
yelled at himto take it easier. He puffed and panted but got the cylinder a few inches forward.
Another run to the southern wall got himthe perspective he needed. He sniled, though wearily.
Ten mnutes left before the city cane to life.

Actual |y, Manhattan was not entirely asleep.' There were a few civil servants, police personnel
fire fighters, anmbul ance drivers, and others who were authorized to be destoned earlier than the
rest of the city. These, however, would be few and not near, and they would not know that an

out | aw daybreaker was on the | oose.

On the | oose!

Hs smle reflected his know edge that he was not as yet free. And, if he did get out of this

pl ace, he m ght not stay |ong out of

it.

Though he needed to rest, he had no tine for it. After going to the west wall, he set his back to
it, against the area in front of which Wdnesday's cylinder had been. Then he crouched |ike a
runner, his right heel against the base of the wall

The starter's pistol went off in his head, and he was up and running. A few strides and he | eaped
high, his torso falling back. Both his feet struck the back of the cylinder near its top. He
shouted at the same tinme as if his expressed wi sh woul d somehow aid his weight to topple the
cyl i nder.

He fell back, rolled, and landed on all fours.
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He turned around. He groaned. The cylinder m ght have | eaned over fromthe inpact of his feet, but
it had not been. enough. It stood upright, not showing in the slightest that it had been

di st urbed.

He rose slowy. The lower part of his back felt as if it were about to have a spasm |If that
happened, he was done for. Forget the plan. Say good-bye to all hope.

He wal ked swiftly to the bathroomand ran cold water into a glass. Having drunk that, he wal ked
just as swiftly to Thursday's cylinder. Wth a mghty effort that took himfive mnutes, he
rotated the cylinder away fromthe wall and at an angle toward the one by the w ndow. Wen he had
it lined up with that stoner, he rested a mnute. Four mnutes |left before the island cane alive.
Friday's cylinder took another five mnutes to get to the exact place where Wdnesday's had been
Now he had three cylinders

inaline. One near the wall. One halfway across the room One a few feet fromthe w ndow

The | abors of Hercul es were nothing conpared to nine, he thought. And the ancient strong nan had a
ot more nmuscle and a ot nore tine to get his work done.

The pain in his back told himthat he might not have any tine left. It was now one m nute past
time for destoning for Wednesday. He was behind schedul e. This was, however, no tine to push his
body. Like it or not, failing or succeeding, he had to repair the damage. Slowy, he eased down on
hands and knees while the back nuscl es quivered and burned. Wen he was on his back and was
staring at the ceiling, his-legs stretched out, he closed his eyes. Imediately, he went into the
state of mind he called SEARCH He had been training hinmself so long in this procedure, five to
ten mnutes at a time, two hours at others, any spare tine he had (or so his menory told him,

that he had only to think out the code letters. They hung in his mnd |ike curiously shaped conets
in a dark sky. When the last of the nine digits were there, he felt hinmself sliding down, down,
shooting in and out, turning sharp bends in his body. It was like riding down a convol uted and
nmurky tunnel, a safety chute.

Then he was flying through nore darkness, but sonewhere

. bel ow hi m were enornous dully gl owi ng bl ocks. Hi s back nusdes.

No time today to do nore than say hello to the latissinus dorsi, the lunbar fascia, the serratus
posterior inferior, the rhonboideus major, the infraspinatus, and all their close allies and
friends.

Pai n, hot and savage, struck himacross the |ower part of his back. It lasted for a hal f-second
and was gone. Sweating even nore, he rose. Hs nuscles, for the nonment at |east, were in superb
condition, violin strings ready to pour forth the nmusic of Beethoven or his favorite conposer

Tudi Swanson Kai

H's roomwas quiet. In other rooms in this building and in thousands of other roons throughout the
city, there would be noise. People,just destoned, getting ready for Wadnesday, their

seventh part of the week. Many of themwould at once go to bed to sleep under the influence of the
nmor pheus machine before rising to get ready for whatever tinme their work shifts started. In this
building, the first shift would be sitting down to eat. Some of them woul d breakfast in front of
their nonitors, eating and at the sane time watching the prisoners. H s roomwoul d be unnonitored.
It was possible, though, that a prisoner would be brought in and assigned to this room That did
not seemlikely to happen i nmedi ately.

Qutside, it was still dark. Rain struck the wi ndow. There would not be many people out on the
streets as yet.
He went behind Friday's cylinder, put one foot against it, and, his back against the wall, worked

his way upward. When he was opposite the top of the cylinder, he was in a fetal position, his
knees against his chest, the bottons of his feet against the cold gray substance of the stoner
Then he began straightening his legs. His face twisted with the effort; the cylinder started
slowy, very slowy, to | ean outward

Suddenly he was falling. He slid back against the wall, turned, and | anded on his side. That
jarred him though not so nmuch that he could not get back on his feet at once. By then Friday's
cylinder had struck against the back of Thursday's. Advancing in a short but heavily weighted arc,
it struck Thursday's on the upper fourth of its height. And that, as he had hoped, tilted
Thursday's and sent its top crashing into the back of Wednesday's upper quarter area. And that
sent Wednesday's leaning, and it kept on leaning, and its upper front edge slammed into the center
of the great round w ndow.

The pl astic wi ndow shot out of the incised retaining area in the wall like a retina detached in an
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ai rplane crash. It screanmed when it did so, plastic rubbing against stone. The tunble of the three
cylinders was as loud as the fall of the tenple pulled down by Sanson. The floor shook three tines
and vibrated like the earth in a quake. Rain spat through the opening. Now, he could hear the

t hunder .

He wi shed desperately that he had been able to do all this

before destoning tinme. The people in the building might not hear the fall of the cylinders, but
this side of the building woul d have shaken considerably. It would take them sone tine to track
down just where the vibrations had originated. A tine that should be all he needed. Even so, it
woul d have been far better if the opening were not to be found until nuch later in the day.

He picked up the mattress he had taken fromhis bed and shoved it through the round hole. The rain
cool ed his face. Leaning out of the opening, he saw by the streetlights and yardl anps that the
mattress was |yi ng sonewhat canted on the bushes at the base of the building. The bushes woul d
bend beneath the mattress and soften the inpact of his fall. He clinbed into the large 0 of the
opening, gripped its sides,. and leaned out. He felt as if he were in a spaceship's airlock and
about to venture onto a little-known but undoubtedly dangerous planet. Gauging the distance to the
mattress, he | eaped.

He | anded on his back, and the mattress and the springlike bushes absorbed the energy of the

i mpact well enough. Unhurt, he craw ed out of the bushes, stood up, and waited a few seconds. Rain
soaked him and the lightning lit up the yard so that anyone conming up the walk to the building
could have seen him No one was there.

He was the first ever to get free of the building. Now, he would find out if he could be the

pi oneer to escape entirely.

He shoved the nmattress behind the crushed bushes and dropped the plastic w ndow behind them He

pl unged into the bushes as he saw a car stop by the curb. A nan and a wonman got out and, heads
bent under their unbrellas, ran up the sidewalk to the front door. The car pulled away. Duncan

wal ked slowy through the yard to its northeast corner, turned onto West 122nd and wal ked t oward
the Hudson River. He strode along as if he had legitimte business. Any organic patrol car going
by woul d stop, though. Bareheaded, w thout raincoat, he would | ook suspicious.

He got to Riverside Drive West without incident, though a few pedestrians and cyclists did | ook at
him He slanted southward to go around the tip of Grants Park, a long narrow pile of

rocks and dirt covered by trees. Grants Tonb had been destroyed during the first great earthquake
of an obmi |l ennium ago and never rebuilt. He crossed under the high pylons of Riverside Drive Wst
and entered Riverside Park. It took hima few mnutes to get to the bank of the Hudson River
First, he had to clinb a long high flight of stone steps to get to the top of the di ke that kept
the river fromflooding Manhattan. The sea |l evel was now fifty feet above the | owest point of the
i sland, and the polar ice caps were still nelting.

The top of the dike was at its narrowest a hundred feet across. He crossed it and went down a
flight of many steps to the dock area. The larger buildings were store and office areas for the
commrer ci al boat conpani es. Between them were small boat houses for private citizens, nostly
government elite. He went into the closest, found a rowboat, opened one of the doors, and rowed
out onto the river. The rain was as heavy as before, and the current angled himfar down to the
opposi te shore. Wien he reached it, he was tired and col d.

He had to drift along high banks for an hour. Meanwhile, the rain ceased, and the clouds began to
di sappear as if by fiat of Mdther Nature. Begone. You've had your fun

There were al so nore boats out, magnetohydrodynanically powered electrically driven vessels

pul l'ing or pushing long strings of barges, and sone early fishers. They could not see him but he
could see their lights.

When he cane to a conparatively flat place, he beached the boat, got out, and shoved it away with
an oar, after which he threw the oar into the water and plunged into the forest preserve of the
state of New Jersey. The upper third had been set aside as a national park, and there were perhaps
a hundred t housand people in the whole area. Seven hundred thousand counting all seven days'
popul ati ons. These would be nostly forest rangers, zool ogi sts, botanists, genetic engineers,
organi cs, trades- and service-people, and their famlies. There were sonme farnmers, here and there,
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t hough these lived close to the villages.
Now t hat the clouds were gone and the thunder and I|ight-

ning had ceased, the nonitor satellites would have a clear view. Not of him though, as long as he
stayed under the trees. These dripped cold water on him and the bushes and the rising and

| owering of the ground hindered fast wal king. After sone blundering around in the dark and
scratching his face and hands on thorns and bark, he found an overhang of rock. He crawl ed as far
back under it as he could and slept badly, waking often, shivering. Dawn found himalso hungry.

He left the shelter and went southward, or toward what he thought was the south. For the first
time, he thought of the chance that he mght starve. He was a city nan and knew not hi ng of

wi | der ness survival techni ques.

By the time that he could see the m dnorn sun through openings between trees, he was warm That

hel ped him feel better sonewhat, but his hunger and tiredness nore than canceled that. He decided
that he should go eastward toward the coast. That increased the chance that the organics night see
him On the other hand, he night find a village or a farmand be able to steal food.

Ten mnutes later, he flattened against a tree. Sonething green had noved across a gap between two
trees, green against the blue sky and the darker green of the | eaves. Though he had only glinpsed
it out of the corner of his eye, he thought that it had to be an organic aircraft. It nmade no
sound, and the occupants would be listening to very sensitive sound detectors and watching the
nmoni tor screens of their infrared detectors. They woul d al so be using a dogsnose machi ne, a device
that could detect one out of a nmillion nolecules flying off a hunman body.

The craft had been nmoving eastward. It was probably making large circles and was probably in
comruni cation with other nearby organic vessels. This manhunt would be far | arger and nore

determ ned than nost. He did not know why he was so very inportant, but his sessions with the
psychi ci st had convinced hi mthat the governnent considered himto be so.

He slid around the trunk of the tree to keep it between him and the searchers. He did so very
quietly. The directional sound

detectors would have to be zeroed in at the narrow area he occupi ed. And there were nunmerous bird
calls interfering with the sound reception

He junped, slightly startled, when a crashing noise cane frombehind him He turned. Had the
organi cs | anded and were they now coming after hin? H's heart beat hard. Then he forced hinself to
relax a little. They wouldn't be making that nuch noise. Something big and carel ess was noving
through the forest. A nonent later, he saw it, though briefly. It was a huge bl ack bear anbling,
swaggering rather, unafraid of anything. The beast showed on top of a hill a hundred feet from
where Duncan stood. Then it was gone, conceal ed by the heavy vegetation

He hoped that the organics had identified it and were noving on to another area. Anyway, he was
going to follow it. Maybe the hunters would think that he was anot her bear

He had just stepped out frombehind the tree when he saw, again out of the corner of his eye, the
green bul k overhead in the gap. He noved back quickly, clung to the trunk, and peered around it.
The craft had stopped, and he could see its long needlelike shape and the two nen sitting init.
It | ooked much |ike an Eski nb kayak except that the cockpits were | arger and nuch nore open
Seeing the enbl emon the fusel age, he sighed with relief. It bore the brown synbol of the forest
preserve departnent, the ranger's hat, Snokey Bear's, used by all the days. The two were probably
tracking the bear through the transmitter attached to its collar. He had not seen the collar, but
he understood that at |east half the bears in the area had been anesthetized and then fitted with
a collar and transnitter.

That did not nmean that these two were not dangerous to him The organi cs had undoubtedly radioed
the rangers and told themto be on the |Iookout for him It was even possible that they had been
drafted to join the search.

His sigh of relief was followed by a sigh of anxiety.

Then he felt better. The vessel was novi ng away.

He did not nove away fromthe tree at once. It was possible

that their instrunents had shown sonme body heat' even though he was behind the tree. They might be
pretending to go on but actually hoping they could draw out whonever or whatever was behind the
tree.

He counted sixty seconds and wal ked toward the hill. He still was going to track the bear. Bears
were al ways hungry and knew where to go to find food. He was even hungrier than the bear and did
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not mnd sitting down to lunch with it. As long as he did not sit near it.

When he reached the top of the hill, he found a pool of rain water in a depression in the ground
He drank deeply fromit before continuing the trail. That was not hard for even a city dweller to
follow. There were, here and there, pawprints in the nud and bent bushes or pieces of fur caught
on thorns. Duncan envied the bear. It did not care whether or not anyone knew it was here; it did
not worry about being caught. It cut a swath through the woods as if it owned it. Wich, in a
sense, it did.

The bear had gone over the hill and down a rather rugged slope. Duncan kept fromfalling by
hangi ng on to bushes or bracing hinself against trees. Near the bottomwas a w de creek, and
beyond that was a steep bank that gave to a w de neadow sl anti ng upward. Duncan stopped hal fway
down the hill when he saw that the ranger craft was hangi ng about fifty feet above and to one side
of the bear. One of the occupants was photographing the bear with a snmall canera.

Duncan waited behind the tree, drawing his head all the way behind the tree when the canmera swung
toward the hill. The bear was standing al nost body-deep in the water near the shore and was

wat ching the water intently. Suddenly, its right foreleg noved, and a fish, caught by the paw,
rocketed out of the creek and | anded on the shore. Making piglike noises, the bear waded out of
the water and began eating the fish. It was sizable, perhaps a foot |Iong. No fisher, Duncan did
not know what species the fish was, but he was sure that it was very edible. Just now, he felt
that he could eat it raw

Havi ng devoured its prey, the bear went back into the water

Fi ve m nutes passed while the bear and Duncan did not nove. Now and then, the caneraman woul d
sweep the forest. He would stop sonetinmes, perhaps to zoomin on a bird. Two antlerl ess deer cane
down to the stream about fifty yards to the south. After eyeing the bear, they drank daintily and
t hen di sappeared into the greenery.

Veni son woul d be a better meal, Duncan thought. However, he did not have a knife. In any event, he
doubt ed he could ever get close enough to a deer to use even a club

Presently, another fish was scooped out of the creek and was flopping on the shore. After eating
that, the bear anbled across the water, swimm ng at one point for about ten feet. It wal ked slowy
out of the water, its black fur clinging to the skin, shook itself, drops flying |ike pearls in
the sunshine, and then it veered to the left into the bushes. The ranger vessel turned and flew
nort hwar d.

Duncan knew that a nmonitor satellite had its caneras pointed at this area. Anyone in the open
woul d have been phot ographed and the pictures transnmitted to the organi c headquarters in Manhattan
and in the state capital of New Jersey.

Duncan wanted to cross the creek. He had no intention of doing so unless he could find a place
where he could nmake the transit under thick cover. He went back under the large trees and nade his
way slowy through the bushes and branbl es. Foll owi ng al ongsi de the creek, he wal ked uphill and
down for approximately five nmiles. He heard many birds, saw sonme, and also glinpsed a few animal s,
a raccoon, a red fox, sonething gray that disappeared quickly, and a |large rabbit that watched
him its nose wiggling, until he was about thirty feet away, then hopped into the bushes.

He thirsted, yet he could not drink. Nowhere was there enough |leafy overhead for himto get to the
creek without being observed. A satellite straight above himnmi ght not photograph him but the
swar m poi sed above the atnosphere woul d have sone placed so that they would take angle shots. It
woul d nake no difference if he craw ed out and kept his head down. Any-

one unidentified would bring the organics, the "ganks," to the location shown.

H's belly was runbling with hunger, and he felt slightly |ightheaded. He was sweating even in the
conparative cool of the shade. H s nouth was dry, and the pebble he was sucking did not bring
forth saliva after the first few mnutes

Per haps they might find himsoneday, but he would be bones gnawed and scattered by the beasts.
Wien he saw, through a small opening in the branches, that the sun was at its zenith, he sat down
with his back against the trunk of a huge sycampbre. He closed his eyes to think about his
situation, to consider any way of getting to the creek that he mi ght have overl ooked. \When he
awoke with a start, the sun was no | onger shining straight down. He rose, his body and | egs stiff,
and wal ked on. After a while, he saw the sun again. At |east two hours had passed since he had

| eaned against the tree. He did not feel rested, and his body lusted for water.

Just as he was thinking about getting a drink and to hell with the consequences, he heard

sonet hing that nade himstop in mdstride. It was a | ow runbling, no, a deep droning. It sounded
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like a dynanp, a rapidly rotating generator of electricity, in the distance.

What ever was meking the sound, it had to be a machine. No animal, as far as he knew, would utter
such a sound. However, there were some strange beasts in the preserve, products of genetic

engi neer - bi ol ogi sts. In any event, he was not going to ignore it. H's curiosity was too nmuch for
him even though the noise night cone from sonething dangerous to him

He slipped fromtree to tree, noving slowy so that he would not make a | oud noise in the bush.
The hunmi ng or droning canme fromthe northeast and away fromthe creek. Presently, it became so
I oud that he was sure that he was near its source. \When he | ooked around the side of a great
cottonwood, he was surprised. The dynanoli ke sound did not conme froma machi ne but fromthe
rapidly noving lips of a man. He was seated crossl egged under the branches of a trenendous oak

He was naked and rather fat, big-paunched. His skin was a |ight brown; his head, |arge and round
The broad cheekbones were topped by slightly Mngolian eyes. His hair was black and fell behind
his back and over his shoulders. He was staring straight ahead, but if he saw Duncan's head he
gave no sign of awareness.

Duncan stepped back behind the tree and listened. After a few seconds, he recognized the content
of the droning. "Nanmyoho-renge-kyo!" Over and over, so swiftly that only soneone who had heard it
bef ore woul d know what he was saying. The man was uttering the phrase which the Nichirenites, a
Buddhi st sect, chanted to put thenselves into phase with the Buddhahead. The phrase ensured good
karm ¢ cause and got rid of the bad karna.

O so Duncan renenbered, though he did not know where he had gotten this information.

However, though the huge man's hands were held together, palmto palm opposite the chest, a large
cruci fix dangled fromthe string of beads attached to it. He wore neckl aces from which were
suspended a seal of Solonobn, a crescent, a tiny African idol, a four-leaved clover, a four-arned,
fierce-faced figurine, and a synbolic eye on top of a pyram d. Jew sh, Miuslim Voodoo, Irish

Hi ndu and Freenmasoni c.

The droni ng ceased. A few seconds passed. Then the man began chanting in Latin, a |anguage Duncan
recogni zed though he could not read or speak it. Duncan eased down behind the tree and |i stened.
He al so considered the inplications of this nan's presence and his exotic garb, or lack of it, and
hi s behavi or. Whoever or whatever he was, he was not a gank or ranger. Those professions were
barred to the religious. The government did not prohibit the worship of any deity, but it
certainly did not encourage it, and it did make it difficult for those who followed any religion
The man coul d be a worker of sonme sort, perhaps on a nearby farmor ranger or biological station.
He nmi ght have sneaked away to practice his obviously rather eclectic faith.

After a while, the Latin chant was succeeded by a Hebrew chant. And then, while Duncan grew
thirstier, hungrier, and nore inpatient, and al so angered at sone large flies that bit him
savagely, he heard' a different sort of chant. It sounded somewhat |ike the Hebrew but was
throatier and harsher. That nust be Arabic.

"To hell with this!" Duncan nuttered. He rose and wal ked around the tree trunk. There was a slight
pause in the chanting when the man saw him but it picked up again. He kept his gaze on Duncan
"Duncan stopped a few feet in front of the man and | ooked down at him In turn, the chanter fixed
his eyes on the area of Duncan's navel. Duncan inspected the nman, his hugeness, the folds of fat
around his mddle, the sweat filmng the brown skin, the hairless chest, breasts which were |arge
enough to be a woman's, the bulging belly with a glinting jewel stuck in the bellybutton, the
enornous penis, the dirty feet, the pale green eyes, surprising in so dark a man, the slight

epi canthic folds, the long thin nose, slightly bent at the end, the hairy ears, the redness under
the black of hair when a sun ray suddenly struck through the gap overhead.

Suddenly, the man raised his right hand fromthe beads hol ding the crucifix and gestured swiftly
to the base of a cottonwood about forty feet away.

Weirdness in the wilds of New Jersey, Duncan thought. He wal ked to the tree indicated while the
man changed his Arabic to sonme | anguage Duncan did not know but suspected was West African. In
whi ch case, it would be Swahili, the tongue all subequatorial Africans now spoke.

By the side of a hal f-exposed tree root was an area of |oose dirt. Duncan dug the clods aside with
his fingers and reveal ed the side of a canvas bag. He lifted the heavy contai ner, opened the flap
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at the top, put his hand in, and felt a snpboth cold vessel. It was a nmetal canteen, which he did
not hesitate to open. After all, the man had in one gesture told himto be his guest. The only
troubl e was that, when the cap came off, Duncan snell ed whi skey, not the water he had hoped for
He groped around in the bag for another canteen, found none, and drank. He had to have sone kind
of fluid.

G eat Cod!

The liquor burned his dry throat and brought tears that he had thought his dehydrated body could
not give. But it also gave hima sense of not caring and a giddy optimsm And then a desire for
wat er tw ce what he had had a second before

A smal l er bag offered himcheese, onions, and bread. He ate half of all but the onions, hoping
that he was not abusing the nan's hospitality by so doing. The food eased the choke of whiskey and
shrank the hollow in his stomach. Hi s ache for water was even stronger

He turned, and the man, still not |ooking at him took his hand fromthe beads and fi nger-stabbed
at somewhere past the

tree. Duncan, dazed though wondering why he was so obedi ent, wal ked past the tree. After wading
through sone wai st-hi gh bushes and bei ng raked by thorns, he canme close to the edge of the creek
Here was an opportunity that he would not have seen if he had kept to his original course. A great
tree growing close to the bank had been uprooted and was |ying across the stream Here was a

bri dge above which arched other branches, which forned a canopy. Here was the place for which he
had been | ooking all day. He smiled, threw up his hands, croaked, "Ah! Thank God!" and got down on
all fours. Crawling, he went down the sloping bank by the northern side of the many-rooted trunk
and into the water. He drank greedily at first, then forced hinself to stop. After a few nore sips
and subnerging hinmself to the waist in the cold water, he craw ed back into the forest.

Coming into sight of the man-the chant was now i n anot her | anguage-he stopped. A chill not caused
by his recent dip rippled over his skin; an icicle forned on the eaves of his belly. Sitting on
top of the man's head was a male cardinal, a feathered clot of blood. It darted gl ances around,
then flew off. Immediately after that, a male deer wal ked into view, stopped, saw Duncan, but did
not run away. It trotted up to the man, poked its wet black nose into the man's ear, licked his
face once, and then bounded away.

What have we here? Duncan thought. A latter-day Saint Francis of Assisi?

The man, who had been chanting in sone harsh | anguage, suddenly becane silent. He dropped the
cruci fix, which swng slightly back and forth, slipping on the thick sweat over his chest, then
stopped. After crossing hinself, he stood up. Reared, that is, his body seenming to rise and rise
like a creature fromthe black |agoon filnms. Fully erect, he was at | east eight feet tall, making
Duncan's six foot seven inches pygnyish. Wighs 450 or nore pounds, Duncan thought. A nonster. A
lion of a man. The behenoth and bull of the woods.

"Can you hear the nusic of the trees?" the nan said in the deepest voi ce Duncan had ever heard.
"No, can you?" Duncan said. The man was certainly awe-

sonme, but Duncan was sagging-tired and his thirst and hunger were still unslaked, and he al so was
afraid of no man. At |east, that was what he was telling hinself.

"Certainly," the man boonmed. "At this time of day and with the present weather conditions, it's in
D Major. Allegretto.™

Duncan grinned and said, "Are you always this full of shit?"

"Haw Haw! Haw! Hoo! Hoo! Hoo!"

The laughter was like the bellow of an enraged bear, its effect softened by the big snmile. The man
hel d out a hand and enfol ded Duncan's. The grip was strong but not too nuch. No show of dom nation
here.

"Shake, friend. | surmse you're a fugitive fromwhat the government calls justice?"

Duncan said, "Yes, | am And you?"

He felt as if this were unreal. He was on a sta~e with sonme very strange sets and an exotic
character. He was playing a role without a script, inprovising.

What nost surprised himwas that the man seenmed to accept unquestioningly that this stranger was
an outlaw on the run. Wasn't he wondering if he could be an organic pretending to be a fugitive?
It was al so possi ble, Duncan thought, that this nman could be an organic pretending to be an outlaw
so that he could catch the real outlaw

"I"'mWIIliam St.-CGeorge Duncan. Wanted very nmuch by the governnent. |'ma danger to you because
they're | ooking for nme."
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The man was striding toward the bag under the tree. He turned his head and said, "I'm Father
Cobham Wang Cabt ab. Padre Cob, for short, though there's nothing short about ne."
Returning with the bag in one hand and a giant sandwich in the other, Padre Cob spoke with his

mouth full. "Wat's your day?"

"Tuesday. "

"And you escaped. . . ?"

"From t he Takahashi Institution in Manhattan."

The giant's bristling black eyebrows rose. "A fanpbus first. |I'm

interested in howyou did it, but I'll hear that later. Come with ne, Ctizen Duncan. O may |

call you WIIian"

"Bill will do."

"Too conmon. How about Dunc."

"Fine."

Padre Cob lunged toward the north, and Duncan followed him Wen the nan stopped to drink deeply
fromthe canteen, Duncan caught up with him

"Where we goi ng?"

"You'll find out when you get there. Stay by ny side. | don't like to talk with my neck screwed
around like an ow ."

For all he knows, | could have a transnmitter planted under my skin, Duncan thought. But then, for
all I know, he could, too.

As they followed a curving path around bushes, Duncan said, "What's your day?"

"Thursday originally. Nowit's Thursday to Thursday. As God and Nature want it."

"Hurmman beings are part of nature. Anything they do is natural. It's inpossible for anything in
nature to do anything unnatural."
"Well put," Padre Cob runmbled. "No argument. So, |'ll say that daykeeping is bad for hunans. How s

that grab you?"

"Ri ght around the testicles of ny mnd," Duncan said. Padre Cob chuckl ed, or nmade a sound t hat

m ght have been a chuckle. He stopped and held a hand up. Duncan halted. By the priest's attitude,
Duncan could tell that he was also to be silent. He could hear only numerous bird cries, the

| oudest of which were fromcrows or ravens. Perhaps these were disturbed by the sane thing that
had caught Padre Cob's attention

Presently, sonething dark-reddi sh appeared briefly between two trees in the distance. Straining,
Duncan heard a crashing. It sounded |ike a big and heavy body noving carel essly through the bush
"OK," the giant said, softly. "It's a bear. If it conmes this way, get out of its sight.”

"It 1l attack?"

"Not while I"'mwith you. But | don't want it to see us. Sone bears have been fitted not only with
transmitters by the rangers but with tiny TV caneras. Wat the bears see, the rangers see. They
see us, the ganks'll be here pronto."

The sound | essened and died. "Maybe its canera saw us, maybe it didn't," Padre Cob nuttered.
"Maybe it didn't have a canera. We'll proceed as if it didn't. As iJ The bread and butter of hunman
beings. W live by it."

Duncan did not ask himwhat he nmeant by that. Facts, not phil osophy, were the neat, at that
nmonent, anyway, of the present. Bread and butter were for |eisure tines.

"May | ask where we're going?" Duncan said. "And when we'll get there?"

"You may ask, but you'll get no answer."

Padre Cob softened his words with a big snile.

"l realize you' re taking a chance with ne," Duncan said. "BU. . ."

"As ~~ and but. Two of the eternal verities, humanly speaking. |Is there any other way to speak-
unl ess you' re a dol phin?"

Not waiting for a reply, which Duncan did not intend to give, the nan lurched forward. For a
whil e, the undergrowth was so thick that Duncan had to wal k behind the padre, who bent the

veget ati on under him Though he | ooked as inpervious as an ancient wartank, he did bleed fromthe
thorns. And, as if knowi ng what his conpani on was thinking, he said, "There are paths we could
take, but in this area we're better off not taking them Now and then, here and there, trees al ong
the paths conceal caneras. W know where those recently installed are, but-the eternal but-they
keep addi ng them"

Duncan noted the "we" but said nothing.
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At about four o'clock, Padre Cob stopped before a dead oak. He reached into a hol e about six feet
up the trunk and brought out a bag. "A cache." The bag held three canteens, a box that he said
hel d nedi cal supplies, and a bag full of cans of irradiated bread, m |k, cheese, vegetables, and
fruit.

"I could eat all of this and still want nore," Padre Cob sai d.

"But you and I'll take only half of it. O hers may need it sonetine."

Duncan marvel ed at how Padre Cob could find the cache in this, to him bew | dering trackless
woods. He did not ask hi mwhether he had found it by nenory or by sonme sign. Duncan doubted that
Cob was willing to reveal all his secrets.

When they had eaten and drunk and reluctantly put the remaining half back into the tree, Padre
Cob, after a bearlike belch, spoke.

"We' Il push on until dark, then we'll sleep. Up at dawn and onward. Excelsior!"

Duncan groaned softly and said, "Do we wal k all day tonorrow, too?"

"We certainly don't ride," the giant said, and he | aughed deeply but not |oudly.

Then he reached out and grabbed Duncan's wist. He said, very softly, "Don't nove or nmeke a
sound. "

That warning did not keep Duncan fromrolling his eyes upward. Sonmething dark was noving slowy
over the treetops. Though he could see only parts of it, he knewthat it was an organic craft.
Presently, as the patches noved out of sight, Duncan sighed relief. But Padre Cob, |eaning over,
whi spered in his ear

"They m ght be com ng back. If they've detected sonething suspicious, they'll go on. But they'l

be back, this tinme, near the ground. They'll find a place where the plane won't be bl ocked by the
branches, slip through them and cone back close to the surface. They'l|l have the odor-sniffers on
then."

Duncan nodded. Though it was cool in this place, he was sweating. H's stomach gurgled. The food
there, which had been digesting quite peacefully, was now shot with acid, and gas was forning
"Sonetines," Padre Cob said, "they cone back like a rocket, break through the branches, try to
catch us by surprise.”

M nut es passed. Everything seened serene. The birds called or sang. The sound of running water
cane faintly fromthe

creek. Duncan breathed easier; his heart was beating at a nornal pace.

Padre Cob rose. "It might or not be all clear. W're going on anyway. |If they should rmake a crash-
attack, don't run away. Charge them"

Duncan rose. "Charge themw th what ?"

"Bare hands, ny son."

"Are you crazy?"

"More than some and | ess than others. Just do what | do. You up to it?"

"I hope so," Duncan said. "If | were in the city, I'd know what to do. Qut here.
"If they're close, there's no use running. You might get a little distance away, but their
sniffers will pick up your odor, and the nmud is so soft they'll see your footprints. Just do -what

I do. Follow the | eader. Be ny ape. You got it?"

Duncan nodded.

Padre Cob snmiled and said, "I doubt they've detected anything. But, just in case, be prepared."
They wal ked on slowy, noving around bushes, stopping now and then to listen. And then Duncan
heard the expl osions, branches bendi ng and breaki ng. Though he wanted to dive for cover-where?-he
did not. He | ooked at Padre Cob, who was | ooking upward and to Duncan's right. Then he saw the
needl el i ke vessel, painted in green-and-brown canmoufl age bands, headi ng through the branches for
the south. \Where he and the padre had been, not where they were. He glinpsed the two nen sitting,
one behind the other, in open cockpits. They wore light-green uniforns and hel nets. Then they were
gone.

"They' || be back!" the giant said.

He began running along the trail they had taken. Duncan sped after him though he thought that
Padre Cob was not acting rationally. After running, crashing noisily through the bushes, for about
a mnute, the giant stopped. Duncan alnpbst ran into him

"Behind that tree!"

Padre Cob jerked a thunb at a cottonwood to his right. He wheeled and ran to an oak about twenty
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feet fromthe tree behind which Duncan had hi dden. The giant, seeing Duncan's head, nouthed
silently, "Do as | do!" He tapped his chest with an enornous finger

The organic craft had gone to the place where their detectors had first zeroed in on Duncan and
Cabtab. O so Duncan assunmed. Now, it was noving above the trail taken by the outlaws. Its kee
was just a foot above the ground. As soon as Duncan saw t he needl e nose appear, he withdrew his
head. The big tree trunk would, he hoped, shield his body heat. The sniffers mght pick up his
odor by the tree, but they might not be able to distinguish that fromthe traces on the trail

If this craft was |like sone others he had seen, it would be armed with | arge proton-accel erator
guns. The two nmen woul d be carrying stun-sticks and snall proton-accel erators. Mreover, they had
probably radioed in for backup

The nose of the vessel, noving at about five niles an hour, thrust into his line of vision. He
moved back around the tree. A bellow startled him He junped, then ran out fromhis conceal nent.
Cabt ab had shouted, which neant that he was attacking. The bellow, designed to freeze the two
organi cs, was al so Cab-tab's signal to Duncan

By the time that Duncan reached the craft, Padre Cob was on the back of the craft and his arm was
around the pilot's neck.

Duncan | eaped up just as the nman seated in front of the pilot turned. H's hand was pulling out a
proton pistol. It fell when Duncan slammed his fist against the nan's jaw.

The fight was over. The pilot, his face blue, was slunped unconsci ous. The other nman was |ying
agai nst the side of the cockpit, his head lolling. Then the vessel slamred into a tree trunk

Cabtab did not let go of the pilot, but Duncan shot out of the cockpit backward and hit the soft
earth heavily. H's breath knocked out, he gasped for a few seconds, then rose unsteadily. By then
the padre had unbelted the pilot, dropped himonto the earth, and was now doi ng sonmething with the
controls. The craft, its nose only slightly dented, was drifting backward. Duncan stunbled after
it. Before he could get to it, it stopped.

Cabt ab seened to be enjoying hinmself. He was grinning, but he spoke somewhat harshly to Duncan
"Get that man's weapon!"

Duncan turned, chagrined because of his oversight, and rolled the pilot over. The man's face was
still blue, but he was breathing. Despite the pain of his |left hand, Duncan renoved the gun from
the hol ster and shoved it inside his belt. He searched through the pockets of the man's junpsuit
and found two charge-hol ders. These he put in his pockets.

Padre Cob had now taken the other organic fromthe plane and laid himout belowit. "Hell of a
punch you pack," he said. "I think you broke his jaw. "

"1 al nost broke ny hand, too," Duncan sai d.

"Action and reaction. Exchange of energy. Always sone |oss of energy during the procedure. Were
does all the lost energy go? Into sone kind of el ephant's graveyard?"

Duncan ignored that. He said, "Wat's the situation? | nean, what do we do now?"

"I've turned off all transnmitting equipnent," Cabtab said. "I've also erased all the recordings.
But it's safe to bet that these two didn't radio in that they were going to try to take us by
surprise. W nmight've had a receiver and listened in on them But the transmtter has been on

continuously so that HQ can know its location at all tines. |I've turned that off. That neans that
other craft'll be on the way to find out what happened. Too bad we had to do this. No ot her way
out, though."

Duncan gestured at the two bodies. "You're not going to kill thenP"

"You want nme to?"

"' No. ~~

"Good! I'magainst all killing, all violence except as a | ast desperate neans of self-defense.

Although | nust admit that | feel great just now Exhilarated! The old ape is enjoying hinself;
he's been caged up too long."

Duncan said, "It did feel good. Striking back . . . I nean."

By then the pilot's face had al nost regai ned a normal pinkish hue. He groaned, and his armlifted.
"Get in," Cabtab said. "W're going to put sone mles between here and there."

Duncan clinmbed up by nmeans of a folding step into the front cockpit. "Belt up," the padre said.
Duncan, however, was already pulling the retai ner across his chest. "You know how to fly one of

t hese?" Cabtab said.
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"Yes, | do. But | don't renenber being instructed."

"Here we go."

The craft lifted to six feet above the ground and then eased forward. Presently, it was going at
about twenty mles an hour. Cabtab steered it around the trees, coming closer than Duncan |iked
but never touching them After about twenty mnutes, the

craft slowed and sank close to the earth. The two got out. Cab-tab, standing by the vessel, set
the controls. Duncan, watching him realized a second before each setting just what Cabtab was
going to do. Sonewhere, sonetinme, he had | earned all about this kind of organic machine.

Cabtab said, "There! Go, little bird, and decoy the hawks!"

The craft lifted, pivoted, and headed back. Its sensors sent it around tree trunks, forcing a

wi ndi ng course. It was soon out of sight.

Cabtab said, "W've got about three niles of footing it. Follow ne."

He went to the left. The sound of running water becane |ouder. When they came to the creek, which
ran over piles of rocks for sone distance, making a shallow rapids, they were still under the
cover of the branches. These extended hal fway out over the water, on both sides. There was a gap
in the mddle over the creek, which they avoi ded by wal king close to the right bank. Ankle deep in
the water sonetinmes, other tinmes knee deep and, once, waist deep, they waded northward.

"They m ght pick up our traces where we got out of the plane," Cabtab said. "But they won't know
if we went up the creek or down. By the tinme they pick up our trail, if they do, we should, I
hope, be |ong gone."

"If they catch us before then," Duncan said, "what's your policy? You shoot at them or give up?"
"What do we plan to do?" Cabtab called back. He said, "Qops!" as a foot slipped on a rock. He went
down on his knees.

"Shoot, " Duncan said.

The giant, wet all over, got to his feet. "Shoot it is. | escaped once and so did you. Once, |
think, is about all you can expect. God, Allah, Jahweh, Buddha, Thor, et alia have blessed us a
single tine re escaping. But if we're stupid enough to get caught again, they will no longer smle
upon us."

They did not speak until they canme to a small tributary on the right. Cabtab turned up this and
wal ked for a half-mle. Mst of

the way was covered by interlocking branches. Wen it was not, they hugged the nost heavily
screened bank. After sloshing for a mile and a half, Cabtab stopped. He pointed at the bank, which
rose to about three feet above the water. Here the creek swirled as if it were going into a hole
under the surface. This, Cabtab expl ained, was exactly what was happeni ng.

"There's a pipe four feet in diameter below the bank. It catches a ot of silt and nud, and we
have to clean it out every few days. But it's open now. You'll have to hold your breath for about
thirty seconds. You first, Gaston."

Evidently, Cabtab did not trust himnot to make a break for it. That was all right. Duncan, in
Cabt ab' s place, would not have trusted himeither.

He got down on all fours, the water up to his neck, and | aunched hinmself downward. His fingertips
felt the inside of the cold pipe. He pushed hinself forward and dogpaddl ed, entirely subnerged.

H s head kept bunping into the hard pipe, which, it seened to him mnust slant downward. Suddenly,
he was hal f-out of the cold water and in an airy but dark chanber. He stood up slowy, his hand
above himso that he would not bunp his head. He could only straighten up partly until he had

wal ked forward for about ten feet. The pipe sloped upward for three feet, then leveled out. He
still could not stand conpletely upright. Behind him Cabtab gasped, and his voice boonmed and
echoed. "Keep going. I'll be right behind you."

Now t he smooth danp fl oor slanted downward, and suddenly his uprai sed hand had | ost the ceiling.
Foot st eps sl oshed and heavy breathing cane behind him "Keep noving," Cabtab said. A finger

touched Duncan's back and pushed. He wal ked, not briskly, until |ight bloonmed around. He was in a
roomten feet |long and eight feet high, its walls, floor, and ceiling of seam ess material. The
light canme fromthe material, nmaking the shadow ess illum nation he was used to in the city. Ahead

was a door only five feet high and three feet wide. It had neither doorknob nor handl e.
"Stop!" Cabtab said. Duncan obeyed. The padre passed him

hal ted before the door, and nuttered sonet hing Duncan coul d not understand. Doubtless he was not
supposed to.
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The door noved sideways, disappearing into the recess of the wall.

Cabtab turned, snmiling, his back bent, and said, "The materials are rather recent, but they were
placed in an old area. This used to be the hideout of guerrillas during the | ast days of the
conquest of the United States. W had to do a lot of digging and a |ot of stealing to get the
materials."

He went through the door, ducking, and Duncan went after him The hallway ran straight for twenty
feet and then curved to the left. Its floor angled gently downward. After sixty nore feet, they
were in front of another door. This was taller than the first. Cabtab still had to stoop, though
Duncan coul d straighten up, the ceiling two inches above his head.

"These were not nmamde for us noderns," Cabtab said. "Qur ancestors were mghty warriors but little
fellows."

"Why haven't the ganks detected these hollows w th magnetoneters?" Duncan sai d.

"Ch, they have, they have," Cabtab said cheerfully. "But this whole area is honeyconbed with these
under ground dwel Iings and forts. The organics know they're the | egacy of the arm es and the
guerrillas of the old days. They've dug into sone for archaeol ogi cal purposes. Mst of them

t hough, are under two thousand years of accurmulated dirt and forest growmh. Many are partially
filled in where the ceilings collapsed. W' ve done sone redigging and rebuil ding here and there,
now and then. By we, | nmean not just us, the noderns. There have been many generations of outlaws
here. "

He turned and nuttered sonething, and the door slid sideways. Duncan foll owed himinto another
hal | way, which also curved and sl oped downward. The air was fresh, which meant that some kind of
ventilation was provided. He could see no vents in the wall and coul d hear no novi ng machi nery.
"Ah, here we are!" Cabtab said. He stopped before what seened to be a wall, the end of the tunnel
"W are being observed, of course," he said. He spoke a string of nonsense

syl l ables, a code, then said, "They know ne, but' we have to go through the ritual anyway."

He chuckl ed. "Who knows? The ganks might capture ne and then send ny clone to get in here. O |
could be an angel -or a denon-whi ch has assuned ny appearance for good or evil."

Duncan did not know if he was jesting or not. As far as he knew, cloning had been nade illegal a
hundred subyears ago. However, he knew that the governnent was not above breaking one of its own
| aws. But a clone seened like a |lot of trouble and expense to go to just to capture a few
daybreakers. Besides, it would take thirty or nore subyears to grow froma baby to Cabtab's
present age, and by then Cabtab would be an old man or dead. Yes, the padre was ki dding.

The door opened and revealed a brightly lit large room Just beyond the doorway were a man and a
woman. She was short, no taller than five feet eleven, dark, very thin, young, and sonmewhat
pretty. The man was about Duncan's hei ght, m ddl e-aged, fat, big-paunched, bl ack-haired, brown-
eyed, and bi g-nosed. Both held | ong knives, though these were not raised en garde. The nan noved
close to them and Duncan winkled his nose. He was | ong overdue for a bath and cl ean cl ot hes.
Cabtab introduced them "This is a recent jailbreaker and daybreaker whom | fortunately nmet and
rescued. WIlliam St.-George Duncan. Dunc, this is Mka H nmel don Dong and Mel vin Wang Crossant.”
"Pl eased to neet you," Duncan said. The two sniled, though coldly, and nodded.

"Well," the padre said. "Now for the truth mst."

Duncan sai d not hing. He had expected this. He followed the giant down the hallway while Dong and
Crossant trailed him They went into a small and sparsely furnished room Duncan was invited by
Cabtab to sit down on a folding chair.

"I won't say mmke yourself confortable. But you won't be in it for nore than ten mnutes with the
diluted m st we use.”

Ti me enough to find out all they want to know just now,

Duncan thought. He was happy that the outlaws had gotten hold of the mst. That woul d ensure that
their band woul d harbor no traitors or double agents. Unless, like him they could lie after
breathing the nist.

He awoke stiff and unconfortable. The padre, snmiling, gave himhis hand and lifted himup. "Qite
a story, ny son," he boomed. "Puzzling, though. You seemto have been nore than one person at one
tinme. You also seemto have |l ocked up in you a secret that the government very much wants you not
to reveal to the public."”

M ka Dong, standing by the padre, said, "That makes you very dangerous to the governnent." She
paused. "And to us.

I don't think the governnment is going to stop |ooking for you."
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"Am | too dangerous for you to let me stay with you?" Duncan said. He was hoping that she would
say that he was not. If they would not keep him they also would not release him He knew where
they were. That neant that he would be killed or, if they had facilities, perhaps stoned. In any
event, he woul d have to be sil enced.

"That isn't for nme to say," Dong said.

Padre Cob said, "Pah!" indicating disgust, though with whom or about what he did not explain. He
| ed Duncan, the others trailing them into the hallway and down it for thirty feet. Then he went
into a huge roomwith a low ceiling. There were a dozen rough- hewn wooden tabl es and benches in
here, several small food-destoners, water-coolers, and sone bunks. There were al so about a dozen
men and wonen and a boy and a girl about three years old. Duncan was surprised to see the infants.
This was a hell of a place to raise children, he thought. Then, It's also a hell of a place for
adults to live

"Wl cone to the Free Band!" Padre Cob trunpeted. "Such as it is!"

Duncan had assuned that the giant was the | eader. He was so huge and had such a forcefu
personality that he seened the

nost likely to be the chief. Duncan was m staken. The tall nman with the pantherish body and
towering forehead above heavy prognathous ridges was the | eader. He was introduced as Ragnar

St enka Locks. The Deci der

"Put on some clothes, Padre," Locks said in a soft but authoritative voice. "You | ook indecent."
"You're just jealous," Cabtab said. He |aughed, but he wal ked out of the room He was back in a
m nute wearing a rainbowstriped nonk's robe with a cow .

He grinned at Duncan and said, "Behold the band's Friar Tuck! O vice versa, initially speaking!"
Locks made the rest of the introductions. There were so many nanes that Duncan could not recal
themall then. The few he did renmenber were G ovanni Sing Sinn and Al fredo Sing Bedeutung, who
told himthey were brothers; a ravishing blonde, Fiona Van Di ndan, who wore a body-fitting

shi mering blue gown; and Robert Bi smarck Korzninski, a short and slender mulatto with the | ongest
fingers Duncan had ever seen. The band was conposed equally of males and fenal es. However, during
the neal that foll owed shortly afterward, a nan cane into the room and whi spered sonmething in
Locks' ear. He left then, though he slowed his step to | ook at Duncan

The padre, sitting next to Duncan at the table, said, "That's Hono Erectus WIlde. On duty as

| ookout . "

Duncan choked, coughed, drank some water, and said, "You're kidding?"

"Not his natal name, of course," the padre said. "He took it when he canme of age, as is his
citizen's right. He's our resident honbsexual. He's hoping that you'll be of the sane sexua
conpul sion. Nobody's told himdifferent yet. Let himabide in hope and nourish his fantasies for a
while."

Locks rapped a spoon against his glass. When he had silence, he announced, "W/Ide reports that
there is unusual activity by the organics in this area. He's seen twelve craft patrolling around
here so far. One party has landed and is using listening devices. Quite near here."

The silence continued for a while. The two children noved cl oser on the bench to their nothers.
"No need to be alarned!" Padre Cob said loudly. "They're | ooking for our guest, but they nust be
| ooki ng everywhere. They have no occasion to concentrate here. | predict they'll nove on soon."
"The padre is right," Locks said. "Now, Citizen Duncan, you say..."

Duncan answered his questions as best he could. Wen the nmeal was finished, several nmen and wonen
cleared of f the dishes and took theminto the kitchen. A TV set was trundled into the room Wen
the people were finished in the kitchen, the tape of Duncan's interrogation while under the truth
m st was shown. After that, he was questioned again by Locks while the others listened. If they
had any comments to make, they waited until after he was gone. -

Duncan was then given a short tour of the living area and was instructed on what to do if the

al arm sirens sounded. M ka Dong, appointed as his guide, explained things in a singsong voice. She
never smled. After a while, Duncan concluded that she still did not trust him O else she had
taken a dislike to him O perhaps she was just a sourpuss.

Probably, it was that nysterious chenistry that decreed, statistically, that in any group of nore
than seven, one person at |east would not |ike one of the others. Hundreds of tapes had been

i ssued by scholars on this subject, each with its own theory of why this phenonenon occurred.
There were thousands of tapes about the other side of this chem stry, instantaneous attraction
but these were nuch nore in agreenment about the causes. That, Duncan thought, was strange.
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General ly, nmost people could see why it was easier to hate than to | ove.

He shrugged. Perhaps he was wong. M ka Dong was probably just suspicious of strangers.

At seven that evening, he went to the gymmasium a vast roomthat had been used as an arnory
during the war. Here, though nost of the band played basketball, the padre was lift-

ing wei ghts. Duncan joined himfor a while, then,' when he saw fenci ng equi pnent, stopped. He
asked if anyone was interested in the sport and got Locks, the Decider, to test him Locks was a
good fencer, but Duncan scored five out of six points. Locks, panting, finally called it quits.
"You' re dammed good. Who was your instructor?"

"I don't remenber," Duncan said. "The psychicist told ne that I'd been a fencing instructor, but I
remenber nothing of that. In fact, | didn't even think of it until |I saw the foils. Then how do
explain it? Something called ne. ljust had to get a foil in nmy hand.™

Locks | ooked peculiarly at himbut said nothing.

At nine, Duncan showered and then went to bed. He was tired after all his frantic activities and
nervous strain; the adrenaline that had kept himgoing at a high pitch was dried up. He was shown
by Honb Erectus Wlde into a large roomfitted with bunks.

"Alot of space for just us two," Wlde said. He smled. "Ch, don't worry. | won't bother you. |
respect your rights. I was hoping, though, when you first showed up.

After an unconfortabl e pause, unconfortable for Duncan, Duncan said, "You know my story. But why
did you becone an outl aw?"

"My lover talked me into it. He was a wild man, unlike me, no puns, please. He hated the constant
survei |l l ance by the governnent. He had some insane ideas about his right to privacy. | went with
himjust because | didn't want to be parted fromhim Truer |ove had no man. And then

After another |ong pause, Duncan said, "Then?"

"The ganks surprised us. | got away. He got caught. So, | suppose, he's a stoned statue sonmewhere
in a government warehouse. | kept hoping he'd be brought to the one close to here, but..."
"I"'msorry," Duncan said.

"Doesn't help much."

W | de began weepi ng, and, when Duncan tried to say some-

thing, WIlde spoke fiercely. "I don't want to talk about it! Don't want to tal k about anything
just now "

Duncan went to bed. Though exhausted, he could not sleep for a while. He had many questions to ask
about this group. What was their main goal now that they were hunted daybreakers? Did they have
any, other than staying out of the hands of the organics? What kind, of life did they | ead? Were
did they get their food fron? What did they do when they needed a doctor?

Thinking thus, he finally passed into a state in which he had nany ni ght nares.

Duncan's first thought on awakeni ng was depressing. He had escaped fromone prison only to enter
anot her. The organics were | ooking for himand probably would for a long tine. That neant that he
woul d be confined here until they quit searching. If they did so. He seened to be so inportant to
them that they might persist until they found this hideout. Once nore, he would be in their grasp
and he doubted that he could ever get |oose fromit again.

Mor eover, the people who had taken himin knew that he was fiercely wanted by the governnent.
Wuld they finally decide, however reluctantly, to give himto the organics? No. They could not do
so because he knew where they were. A spray of truth mist would make himspill all to the

of ficials.

But what if the organics did find himout in the forest-dead? Then they would call off the search,
and he woul d not have reveal ed anythi ng about them

That seened the only | ogical course for his hosts to take. He could not argue agai nst that.

He thought, | have to escape fromthe outlaws. The son of nan has no place wherein to lay his
head. The foxes in their burrows, the birds in their nests, are indeed better off than | am

By the time he canme out of the bathroomrunning hot water for a shower, sonething he had not
expect ed-he was no | onger depressed. There was al ways a way out of a bad situation, and he woul d
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find it. Smling, whistling softly, he wal ked to the dining room Before he reached it, though, he
was wondering why he felt so jaunty. Logic and its child, probability, were against any optim sm
In that case, so rmuch for them But then he renenbered what the psychicist had told himduring a
sessi on.

"I don't know how you did it, but you created-built yourself, rather-a new personality. You
selected, so it seens to ne, the elenents you wanted for the persona of WIlliam St.-George Duncan
and you put themtogether. You have this buoyant optimismand this belief that you can conquer
anyt hi ng, get out of the nost inpossible janms. That isn't enough. Belief, optimsm they can't
overcone reality."

Duncan had replied, grinning, "But you told ne that | don't have any plans to escape."

The psychicist had frowned. "It's also part of your persona that it can hide your thoughts from
others. And fromyourself when you don't want to know them That nakes you dangerous."

"You just told ne that you weren't worried about ne."

The psychici st had | ooked confused and no doubt was. She had hurriedly changed the subject.

I m sonewhat confused about nyself, Duncan thought. But what difference does that nake as | ong as
my behavior isn't screwed up? Right action indicates right thinking.

Sonewhere in his brain dwelt another person who was not one of the seven personae. O a part of
himself. It was doing the thinking for him the thinking needed for his survival, anyway.

Al'l human bei ngs were unique in sone respects. He doubted that anybody el se had a persona
deliberately put together of different character elenments and sel ected menories so | oosely, yet
vitally, connected to his waking self. O his dream ng self, too, perhaps. But that persona was
not a sel f-progranmed robot.

Breakfast was in the big roomwhere he had 'eaten dinner. Duncan was invited to sit at the great
round table in the center of the roomw th Locks, Cabtab, and other |eaders. The priest, who sat
by Duncan, still stank of the incense his clothes had absorbed during mass and several other
rituals he had perforned early in the norning. He wore a sky-blue robe and yell ow sandal s. Duncan
asked hi m how he could blend all the religions into a harnoni ous whol e and appoint hinmself as its
vi car.

"No trouble of conscience or logic for nme," Padre Cob runbled through a nouthful of toast and
onelet. "I started out as a Roman Catholic priest. Then it occurred to ne that Catholic neant
universal. But was | truly universal? Was | not actually limted, confined by one church, which
was not really universal? Was | not rejecting other religions, all of which and every one of which
God must have founded, put on Earth through the minds of their founders? Wuld they exist if the
Great Spirit regarded themas false? No, they would riot. Therefore, proceeding both on divine

revel ation and | ogi c, which have never before had anything to do with each other, | becane the
first truly universal, therefore catholic, priest.

"But | did not found a new eclectic religion. I have no anbition to conpete with Mses, Jesus,
Mohammed, Buddha, Smith, Hubbard, etcetera. There is no conmpetition. | amthat who is. | was
officially decreed so by God. Wio is higher than any priest, pope, or what have you. | becane the
uni que priest. | amelected and entitled to practice any and all religions and to serve Cod,

hunbly or proudly, as the case requires, in the capacity of Its, or Hs or Her if you prefer
mnister. "

Sonmeone at the tabl e behind Duncan's sniggered.

The padre did not turn around. He put down his fork, placed his hands in prayerful attitude, and
bel | owed, "Oh, God, forgive the doubter his many doubtl ess sins! Show himor her or it the error
of his ways and bring himinto the fold! O, if you don't care to, nmake sure that he doesn't | augh
in ny face. That will keep ne from knocking himflat on his ass for showi ng such

di srespect to a man of the cloth! Save me fromthe sin of wathful violence, however righteous it
may be!"

There was silence for a while thereafter except for the clink of tableware and some | oud chew ng.
Then the padre, having finished his breakfast, said, "Decider, what have you deci ded?"

Locks drank the rest of his mlk, put down the glass, and said, "W'IlIl talk about that.

At that nonent, a nman wal ked swiftly into the room went to Locks, and said sonething softly into
his ear. Locks rose and called for attention.

"Albani tells nme that the organics have started drilling just above us!"

Duncan heard gasps and soneone said, "God help us!"

"There's no need to get overly alarmed," Locks said. "The organics are probably doing it in nany
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pl aces. They've probably started probing into a nunmber of randomly sel ected areas where they know
under ground chanmbers exist. At least, | hope so. You will gather your flight packages and be here
in five mnutes. Make as little noise as possible.™

Duncan stood up with the others at the table. He snelled the stale sweat of the nan WI de had
referred to as "Downwi nd," Mel Crossant. Duncan turned to see himand Mka Dong glaring at him
She spoke in a low but intense voice. "If it wasn't for you, this wouldn't be happening!"

"Knock that off!" Padre Cob said. "Wen we picked you up, you put us in some peril! Don't forget
that! Yet we wel comed you!"

Nei t her Crossant nor Dong replied. They wal ked away, though they were talking to each other. Dong
stopped once to glare again at Duncan

The priest, putting a hand on Duncan's shoul der, spoke gently. "They're terrified, so they're
taking their fright Qut on you. O course, that's no excuse for their despicable behavior."

"I don't think they're the only ones who feel that way," Duncan said. "I regret putting themin
danger, but what else could | do?"

"Don't worry about it. W stay together, free or captured. See you in a few mnutes.”

He strode away, the hem of the robe swaying around his bare nassive cal ves. Duncan sat down. He
had nothing to take with him For a m nute, he contenpl ated deserting by the sane route by which
he had entered. That woul d, however, be a foolish self-sacrifice. Wth the woods swarming with
organi cs, he would be quickly found. That m ght cause themto quit pursuing the others, but how
woul d that help hinP It would not, and he would soon be stoned and forever a statue in sone

gover nrent war ehouse. These people had taken himin with full know edge of what might result from
their hospitality. Besides, why should he feel bad because sonme of his hosts had pani cked? They
woul d get over it, and he would go to. . . to do what? He did not know at this time what he hoped
to do. Whatever it was, it would be nore than just hiding out Iike a rabbit froma fox. These
people mght settle for that. He woul d not.

Brave words. He might have to send them sneaki ng back to where they had come from

Presently, Ragnar Stenka Locks returned with a large plastic sack attached to his back and one
held by hand. This he gave to Duncan to carry. Shortly thereafter, the |ast of the band, Fiona Van
D ndan, straggled in. Her formfitting electric-blue gown had been exchanged for a yellow tee
shirt and Lincoln-green shorts. Locks told the two children that they nust be quiet and do

what ever they were told, though their parents had al ready done this. Wde-eyed and grave-faced,

t hey nodded that they woul d. Locks kissed themon the tops of their heads and said, "I know you
will. You've been through this before."

As he turned away, Duncan, who could read lips, saw himnutter, "Hell of alife for kids."

Wth the brothers, Sinn and Bedeutung, wal ki ng about twenty feet ahead of the band as scouts, they
all went down the hallway. Duncan wondered what the organics would do when they broke through into
t he chanbers. They woul d know at once that they had been recently occupied and would try to

chase the refugees down. Undoubtedly, by then, the outlaws woul d be safely hidden soneplace. At

| east, he hoped they would. He whispered to WIde, who was wal ki ng beside him "Does this happen
of t en?"

"Last time was about seven subnonths ago. W got away OK, but they filled in the chanbers and
halls with dirt for two mles. It only took us two nonths to enpty them again. Gave us sonething
to do."

After a mile of winding tunnels, their way lit by electric torches, the band had to get down on
hands and knees and craw for about a quarter of a mile. This narrow pipe traversed, they were
able to stand up again. The padre, who was the rear guard, rolled a circular door fromthe
recesses across the entrance. He dropped a bar across it but said, "Wn't take themlong to burn
t hrough that."

After going down another hallway, they turned to the left and went down a straight corridor for
about sixty feet. Here it seened to end; dirt had spilled out onto the floor fromthe caved-in
wal | . Bedeutung and several others used shovels to renpve the wet danp earth for several feet and
to reveal a small round section of wood. Bedeutung pried it open with a little crowbar. A narrow
shaft with a wooden | adder | ay under the trap door. Al filed down the | adder, the padre the | ast
to enter. He had piled dirt around and on top of the door, and when he closed it above him dirt,
it was hoped, would cover the door

By the light of the torches, the band went down al ong a down-angling tunnel, their shoes nuddi ed
by earth mixed with water. Here Duncan saw the first of the many human bones and skulls he was to
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note along the route.

"There were a |l ot of bones in the area we went through," WI|de said to Duncan. "W've cleaned them
out, but | think we should have left themthere. They made the areas | ook unoccupied."

Duncan saw, now and then, nasses of rusted netal.

"Arrowheads, swords, spears, proton guns," WIlde said. "The Anericans put up a hell of a fight,

but they lost. The under-

ground forts were seal ed up and nonunments put over them Qutlaws reopened thema long tinme ago.

Most of the monunents above in the preserve have been negl ected; you still cone across them half-
buri ed, surrounded by trees.”

Cccasionally, the wall looked as if it had been hal f-nelted. These areas were darker than the
|ight brown of the other areas.

"Fl amet hrowers did that," WIde said. He shuddered. "It mnust have been awful ."

They came to the end of the netallic-looking material. Fromthere, a tunnel had been dug through
the rock and earth and braced with wooden beans and uprights. This led straight for fifty feet. At
its end was a pile of large rocks. Sinn renoved some to expose a trap door. Mywving air flowed from
the shaft, very welconme to the band, who had begun to suffer fromthe hot, unnoving, oxygen-poor
air. After going down a rusty netal |adder, the band passed through a | ong passageway made up of
some rubbery stuff interspersed with hand-dug tunnels. The air, WIlde said, came froma machi ne
connected to a narrow pipe that ran fromthe tunnel and curved up into a hollow tree. The air-
condi tioner had no noving parts and was run off a wheel driven by falling water in a nearby
natural cave. This did not generate much electricity, but it was enough

Locks ordered a rest. Thankfully, all sat down except the | eader and Bedeut ung. These went back
down the tunnel. Sinn applied a large disc attached by a wire to a snall black box attached to his
belt. He listened through earphones for a while, then took themoff. "Nothing above that | can
hear," he said.

Duncan drank froma canteen he took fromhis pack. He had no sooner put it back than the earth
trenbl ed under him a roaring came fromthe far end of the tunnel, and some dust swirled fromit.
Locks and Bedeutung appeared fromthe cloud. The |leader's teeth shone white in his begrined face
"The shaft's plugged up,” he said. "They won't be able to follow us."

"Yeah, and we can't go back if the organics block us off ahead," WIde nuttered.

Crossant, sitting close enough for Duncan to snell him said, "W shouldn't be in this ness."
"Whi ne, whine, little dog," WIlde snarled. "God, | get tired of your bitching."

"Shut up, you . . . you it!" Crossant snarled back

"Ah, ha!" WIlde cried. "I knew you were prejudiced."

"All of you, quiet!" Locks said.

"Yes," the padre runbled. "There conmes a tine when head-knocking is in order, God forgive ne for
saying so. W have nore weighty issues at hand than your childish bickering. Throttle down or get
throttled."

Wl de got up and went to a place distant from Crossant to sit down. Duncan followed him He said,
"Dong and Crossant, what's their background?"

"Their story, you nean? Wiy're they here?"

W de chuckl ed.

"I't's not because of political principle. They're petty thieves, well, maybe not so petty. They
wer e Wednesday's citizens, and he was a TV producer, game shows, and she was his executive
secretary. Then he got this stupid idea, he's not very bright, to fix it for sonme contestants to
win if they paid himoff. Dong was his live-in, and he talked her into collaborating with him
They did all right for a while. The contestants split their prizes with him O, if the prize was
extra credits, they transferred half of those to him

"The inevitabl e happened. Crossant's superior caught on to what was happeni ng. He confronted him
and said he'd not turn himin if he and Dong split with him He also wasn't very bright. Crossant
got nad, attacked him and knocked himout. He and Dong were caught draggi ng the unconsci ous man
across the roof of their apartment buil ding. They nmust've intended to drop himover the edge, make
it look like an accident. More stupidity. The organics woul d' ve used the truth m st on every
suspect; in fact, on anybody who was involved in the gane show.

"The wonman who caught them was the buil di ng manager

She stopped them and then started downstairs to report them Crossant and Dong conpounded their
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crime by knocking her out. By then it was apparent even to themthat they'd gotten in too deep

So, instead of taking their lunps, a trial, a sentence to a rehabilitation institution with maybe
freedomin a few years, they fled. W found them wandering in the woods starving and just about
ready to turn thenselves in to the ganks."

"Why did you take themin?"

"W take in anybody who's on the run. That's our inflexible rule. If it wasn't, they'd not have
let me in. I'"'mnot a political refugee either."

"But those two are potential nurderers. The only thing that stopped them was bei ng observed in the
act."

W de shrugged. "Everybody's a potential murderer. |'ve thought of killing Dong and Crossant. But,
of course.

"Fant asi zing nmurder isn't the same thing as doing it."

"No. But those two were in a peculiar, a unique, situation. They won't be in it again. And, maybe,
they've learned their | esson. However, it's an axiomthat TV people never |earn by experience."
Locks gave the order to push on. Sinn had reported that he could detect no aboveground noise. H's
detector was not sensitive enough to record the ordinary sounds of the woods, bird calls, people
wal ki ng on the ground. It could register any drilling.

Wil e they were traveling through the tortuous, sonetines dangerous passages, Duncan had to ask
W de sonething that had been bothering himsince their conversation

"Any group, even outlaws, has to have rules and |aws for its own organization. What do you do with
those who create such dissension that you just can't put up with then? Wiat do you do to someone
who's kill ed sonmeone in your group? Wat're the puni shnents for crinme?”

Wl de snorted, and he said, "Ch, we do what we so vigorously protest against the governnent's
doing. W stone them™

Duncan said, "Ah!" and was silent thereafter for a long tine. Were would the band have access to
a big stoner?

After passing slowy through a |abyrinth of caverns, crawling sonetines, wading up to their waists
in swift-nmoving, icy, and nunbing water, they entered another tunnel conplex. Sone sections of
these were separated at their junctions because the two great earthquakes of ancient tinmes had
moved them apart. This band, or perhaps previous outlaws, had dug through and shored up the spaces
between the ends of the great pipes. After wal king for three hours, they went through a pipe that
ended in another natural cave abounding in stalactites and stalagnites. Here they stopped for the
ni ght. They drank froma small stream w nding Styx-like through the darkness, ate cold food, and
then got into sleeping bags. The floor was rough, sloping, and hard, but they slept soundly.
Duncan's turn at watch cane an hour before the others were to get up, so he did not slip back into
his bag. A half-hour after renewing their journey, they were back in another cave conplex and
wading in a corridor with flowing water up to their ankles. WIde explained that the stream had
been deliberately diverted froma cavern creek into the conpl ex.

"The water will renove our tracks and the odor nol ecul es associated with it."

"But they'll figure we used the streamto do this,” Duncan said. "So they'll just followthe
stream'
"Yes, but what streanf? The flow is channeled through all the side exits along this hall. Besides.

He did not finish. Perhaps that was because he knew that Duncan woul d soon see what he had

i ntended to say. Before they got to the end of the hall, Sinn turned into a room and the others
foll owed. Duncan stood with themwhile his feet becanme even nore nunb and blue in the water. Sinn
and Bedeutung opened a wall section, revealing a palely lit closet. Its back section swung out to
give entrance to another cavern. Beyond a stretch of stalagmtes and stalactites, its water

| ooki ng black, was a small river at least fifty feet wide. The band followed along its course
while their feet sloshed and froze and drops of icy water fell on their heads. Duncan's teeth
began to chatter

Presently, they cane to a dam nade of |arge rocks over which the stream boiled and whirled. They
clinmbed up alongside it on rocks formng a very rough staircase. Before they reached its top
twenty feet high, they were drenched with Water that struck the rocks and soared up and over them
"God, if we don't die of shock, we'll die of pneunpnia!" Crossant nuttered.
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"That's all right," WIlde said. "You need a bath."

"How d you like me to shove you into the river?" Crossant snarl ed.

"1"d | oathe even that mnor contact with you," WIlde said, grinning.

When Duncan got to the top, he stopped for a nonent to wait for those behind. "Who built this
dan?" he said to WI de.

The padre, hearing him said, "Wwo knows? Sone of the earlier outlaws. Maybe a thousand obyears
ago, maybe only a hundred. In any event, we owe themthanks and bl essings."

" \Npy 2"

"You'll find out very soon."

Si nn and Bedeutung had gone ahead. By the time the rest caught up with them they were pulling
t oget her on a huge,

heavi ly painted steel |ever projecting froma slot in the cave wall. Locks ordered two men to add
their weight, and the lever slowy traveled down to the bottomof the slot. Wile it was
descendi ng, the rock floor began to trenble. Wen the I ever was all the way down, the floor was
shaking, and a roaring came up frombeneath it or someplace close to it.

Wl de, his teeth clicking, his body shaking, said, "Watch the river."

O hers had their lights directed on it. Duncan saw the water sinking slowy. After a few m nutes,
its level was a foot |ower and the noise and trenbling beneath him had | essened.

"The tunnel conplex is now flooded," WIde said, grinning and shivering. "They won't be able to
followus. In fact, if all goes as we hope, they' |l think the tunnels have been fl ooded for some
ti me. Depends on how cl ose they were behind us."

Duncan thought that the people who had constructed this trap nust have taken a long tine to do it.
They had had enornopus patience, had | abored hard, and probably lost lives while building it.
"When we go back, we'll lower the buried gates and wait until the water runs out of the conplex,"
W de said.

"If we get a chance to go back," M ka Dong sai d.

"You're just brimming over with high norale, aren't you? It's such a pleasure working with you
through thick and thin."

"One of these days. " Crossant said

Locks ordered the band to nove on. The children, who had not conpl ai ned openly but had been

whi nperi ng, were now covered with blankets brought fromtheir parents' waterproof knapsacks.
Duncan envied them After ten mnutes of wet and slippery passage, however, they clinbed down a
shaft made of vertical pipes. Rungs secured with rusty screws were spaced al ong the wall

"Qur forerunners had to carve this tunnel with great care,”" WIlde said. "They couldn't use heavy
equi pnment because of the noise. It nust have taken thema hell of a long tine. How they did it

wi t hout getting caught, we'll never know. "

The tunnel went straight for three hundred feet, ending in a roomjust |arge enough to hold the
band confortably. Part of it was filled with boxes of supplies and a | arge black nmetal box
attached to a cable. The cable ran into the rock wall.

Si nn pushed a button on a thick netal plate on one wall. Light filled the chanber. Several opened
the boxes and brought out smaller containers, long and flat. They put thirty of these into the

| arge netal box and pressed the controls on its panel. A second later, they renoved the boxes to
reveal trays full of food and bottles. These were placed, four at a time, inside the mcrowave
oven on a table nearby. Though there were no tables or chairs for their dinner, no one conplai ned.
The food was hot and good, and the bottles provided wi ne and beer

Duncan, his mouth full, spoke to Wlde. "How did you nanage to tap into a power cable?"

"We didn't. The setup was as you see it. Qur unsung heroes and heroines did it before we cane
al ong. "

"But the power loss? Wn't it be indicated at the control headquarters? It'll be traced

"M ght be," WIlde said cheerfully. "But the power is taken off the systemup there." He waved a
fork at the ceiling. "You'll see why the nonitors don't pay any particular attention to it."

Duncan decided to be content with this partial explanation. The electric heater in one corner was
meki ng himwarm and he was feeling sleepy. After he ate, he put the dirty tray into a large
barrel and went into the narrow toilet unit in a far corner of the room This also used electric
power, stoning the wastes. These woul d be renmoved fromthe |l ower part of the unit and stacked in a
corner for later renoval

He slept soundly in his bag and woke on Thursday. Though he was a Tuesday native, he knew that the
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organi cs of each day woul d be continuing the search. The days had a ni ni mum of conmmuni cation, but
his case would demand t hat Wednesday | eave a nessage for Thursday organics, and they would pass it
on to Friday. And Friday would send it on to Saturday and so

on.

Duncan was not surprised when a | adder was put up alongside a wall and Sinn opened a section of
the ceiling. Sinn, carrying his sound detector, went up the |adder and through the opening. Five
nmnutes later, he was back

"No sign of activity. Looks clear."

The shaft above the ceiling was about forty feet high and so narrow that even if you slipped on
the rungs you could brace your back agai nst one wall and your feet on the other. The entire group
went up, Duncan seventh fromthe |l ead. He came out into an enornous chanber, the ceiling sixty
feet above him Since no one had told himwhat to expect, he was startled. Thousands of silent
figures in hundreds of rows extending as far as he could see stood in the room Men, wonen, and
children, lined as if for dress parade, though all were nude, sonme with open eyes, some wth

cl osed eyes. Around the neck of each was a cord fromwhich hung a pl ague. These bore the nanes of
the stoned and the 1D, biographical, and nedical data in code.

Duncan needed no expl anations. This was an underground governnent warehouse that stored those who
had been stoned for various reasons. Anong them woul d be peopl e who had been dying of incurable
di seases and had opted for stoning. Sonmeday, when nedi cal science could cure them they would be
destoned and given treatnent. At |east, that was the theory.

There woul d al so be peopl e who had di ed but had been i mredi ately stoned. Wen the means for
resurrecting themand curing them were avail abl e, they woul d be brought out of the warehouse. O
so they had been prom sed.

There m ght al so be here crimnals whom nodern science could not rehabilitate. Wenever their
particul ar drives could be elininated and they woul d agai n becone good citizens, they would be
destoned. That was the officially proclained policy.

"This is a conparatively new storage place," Locks said to Duncan. "The ol dest here go back to
about three hundred obyears ago. We're in the ol dest section, which nmeans that nobody cones here."
The air was fresh and noving. No doubt it was electronically

filtered, but that had not kept dust fromcollecting on the bodies or on the floor. The band was
maki ng tracks in the dust. Locks, seeing Duncan |ook at these, said, "W'Ill snoothe it out before
we | eave. Meanwhile

He waved his hand at the nen and woren runni ng up and down the narrow aisles and at the two noisy
children playing hide and seek. "It's not |ike outdoors, but at |east they have roomto exercise,
and they're rid of the stale air."

Duncan did not feel so buoyant and free. These ranks of the dead-well, nost of them were not
really dead-whi ch could be brought back to life in a microsecond, depressed him From somewhere
cane the know edge that, the last he'd heard, there were over forty billion of these stoned in
such places all over the world. Al waiting for a restoration of Iife and health.

Wlde, smling peculiarly, said, "No way will there ever be enough nedical people and facilities
to handl e these. And where woul d they go, where be housed, where get the food, etcetera, if they
were cured? Meanwhile, mllions nore are added every year. It wouldn't matter if we had a

di fferent government, one that tried to bring themback into society. No governnent could handl e
them and Earth isn't big enough to house and feed them They'd all starve to death."

"In that case, forget about it," Duncan said. He turned to Locks. "It's evident that there are no
monitors in this area. What about el sewhere?"

"Only the newest part, where the stones are brought in, is nonitored. They're digging near that,
getting ready to build another storage facility."

Locks grinned. "W're safer here than any place | can think of. They won't be | ooking for us here
because they can't inmagine we'd nove so close to them There's a ranger-agricultural organics

village only three miles fromhere. Cone. |I'll showit to you."
Before they started, Duncan saw a man, who had clinbed a | adder to the ceiling, raise a section of
it and go on through. Locks, follow ng Duncan's gaze, said, "If it's all clear, we can go

out into the woods. W need to get outside, especially the children.™
Duncan, acconpani ed by the padre and Wlde, went with the chief down the central aisle of what he
knew were not statues but could not help thinking of as such. After a mile of walking, they cane
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to a wall. Locks opened a small door inset in one of the enornous closed gates. Beyond it was
another facility. This, Locks said, had three subbasenents below the main floor. It also held six
| evel s, open on the sides, all containing the stoned bodies. After wal king down the central aisle,
Locks turned and went through row after row, stopping when he cane to an open el evator against the
wal | . The four got onto it and went to the top of the level. A tall w ndow here gave Duncan a view
of the surrounding scenery. Apparently, the upper end of the facility projected fromthe ground.
Bel ow him the ground slanted steeply a hundred feet, then |leveled out and becane a plain across
whi ch he could see another range of hills about five niles away. These were heavily forested, and
there were many groves on the plain. But nost of the land was for farmng. In the center of the
valley was a village of a hundred or so houses doninated by a white five-story buil ding, square,
its energy panels shining in the norning sun. Around it was a circular area ringed by white houses
with green roofs. Their architecture, however, varied w dely. The backs of the houses were on

anot her circular street, across which were the fronts of other houses. The whole vill age was
conmposed of streets that were concentric circles. Locks handed Duncan bi noculars so that he could
get a closer view. There were people noving around and in them several snmall children playing in
the yards, and nen and wonen driving out of or into the village.

Sweepi ng across the valley with the gl asses, Duncan saw at closer range the snmall farnhouses, the
| arger barns and silos, and various types of farm machinery noving out over the fields or parked
within enclosures. He knew, though he did not know how, that the snmall houses were not for

resi dency. They contained the conputers by which the farmers renotely controll ed

the robot plowers, seeders, tillers, sprayers, and other machi nes. Wen the farmers were through
for the day, they would drive back into town. There were, however, near the town, gardens that
were the individual property of the farners.

Here and there were cows, kept to provide mlk for the locals and nanure for the fields. There
were al so chi ckens running around inside enclosures. These were kept only for their eggs. Aninals
were no | onger slaughtered for their flesh; beef and chicken flesh was grown in cloning factories.
No doubt there was one here, but it would be underground.

Duncan handed t he binocul ars back to Locks. "Looks pretty quiet and peaceful."”

The Decider sniled and said, "The organics and rangers are all out l|ooking for us."

He pointed at the far hills. "Over on the other side is the intercontinental train line."

Duncan indicated the main road, a shimering gray ribbon that ran strai ght through the woods,
swerved outside the village, and plunged onward through the farms. "Is that used to bring in the
st oned?"

"No. A governnent dirigible hauls themin. There's a nooring tower on top of this building."
"Could | go into the newest buil ding?"

"Why?" Locks said.

"I just want to get the |ayout hereabouts. You never know when it'll cone in handy."

"For escape, you mean?"

"Not fromyou," Duncan said. "I nean in case the organics caught us by surprise.”

"Of course," Locks said. "Sure, why not? The nonitors are set for detecting people trying to break

in. They're not the |least worried about the occupants breaking out. Though they should be."
They went down to the main floor and then through two gigantic buildings, each of which also
contai ned twelve stories, before they got to the newest facility. Again, they took an ele

vator. Locks led theminto an office conplex where they sat around for a while in the nost

| uxurious office. It was sel dom used now but was provided with a stoner and plenty of food and
liquor in stoned form Using one of the stoners-these were everywhere throughout the facilities-
they activated the normal nol ecul ar notion of sone supplies and ate seafood, sal ad, and pot at oes
and drank beer and wi ne.

The only thing that kept Duncan from conplete ease was the trenbling of the far wall and a dul
roaring. Locks told himthat these were vibrations fromthe excavati on operations near this

buil ding. "There's an arnmy of workers out there."

Duncan drank beer and felt nore rel axed. He waved his hand to indicate the conputer wall screens
and the instruction boards on the desks. "Could you use these without setting off alarns?"
"Sure," Locks said. "In fact, that's why | canme here."

He swiveled his chair, set down his bottle of wine, and punched on the control board. "Luckily, no
code is needed to activate this. The officials never dreamed that any unauthorized persons would
be using this. After all, this is a little-populated rural area. Besides, you have to have the
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code to enter the building. O so they think. First, we'll start the nmonitors and see what's goi ng
on outside."

Apparently this also did not need a code. He said, "T3C6. Conmand. Turn on the |local area view
nmonitors. "

I medi ately, the blank walls becane screens, and Duncan saw the areas outside of each of the four
sides of the facility.

Locks straightened up and said, "Ch, oh!"

The western screen displayed a silvery dirigible, its nose down, flying at about a hundred feet
above the ground. It was proceeding slowy, its jet engines shining on the southern side, the

| ocking device in its nose open. Duncan could see the tiny figures of the bridge crew behind the
viewshield in the upper part near the nose.

"They're delivering another |oad of stoned," Locks said. He erased the recording of the recent
activation and turned the power off. He stood up and said, "Get the trays and bottles. W don't
want to | eave any evi dence behind."

The others followed himout of the office. Duncan said, "Wat does this nean?"

Wlde replied, "W have to hide for a while. It doesn't take them|ong, maybe two hours, to unl oad
their cargo. But we'll lie low until tonorrow"

It was then that Duncan decided that he was not going to stay with this group any |onger than he
had to. It had no future. Al they could do was run and hide and steal outdoors for a few hours in
the open or into storage facilities. This was a rabbit's Ilife, and he was no rabbit.

Neverthel ess, for the tine being, he had to be with the band.

Rel uctantly, he went back down the shaft into the roomat its bottom He sat down on his sl eeping
bag, his back against a wall, and sourly regarded the others. This roomwas crowded, and the
children insisted on running around-he couldn't blame themfor that and felt sorry for them and
there was little to do except drink and tal k. Now and then, he got up and went for a wal k down the
tunnel to stretch his legs. The third time, he was doing sitting-up exercises in the dark when a
light blazed in his eyes. Though he did not stop his situps, he said, "Wo's there?"

Locks identified hinmself. He sat down, saying, "Don't let ne stop you."

Panti ng, Duncan rose and did some rope-skipping without a rope. He said, "I noticed you | ooking
rat her thoughtfully at me in the control room"

Locks kept the light on Duncan's face, hal f-blinding and conpl etely annoying him Duncan said,

"You can shine that away fromnme and still see nmy expressions.”
Locks chuckl ed and pointed the beamat the wall. Now Duncan could al so see his face
"You probably think we live a rather useless futile life, right? After all, what do we do except

keep on the run? What use are we? W don't |ike the government, we resent being forced to live
only one day a week, and we hate being observed all the time. But what do we do to break the

status quo? Wuldn't we be nore useful,' and also far nore confortable, if we kept within the
confines of normal |ife and used constitutional and | egal nmeans to protest?"

Duncan quit exercising and sat down. "Yes, |'ve thought that."

"After all," Locks said, "just what are we protesting about? Wiy kick agai nst the pricks when

there's so little to kick against? W are citizens of a society that has never existed before, a
society in which not only does no one starve but every person has all the food he can wi sh for
Good food, good housing, good nedical service, good educational opportunities. Al the luxuries
one coul d reasonably hope for. There is no war and no

prospect of any. We're taxed, yes, but reasonably so. The rate of crinme is the | owest of any
society in history. There's only one | awer to every thirty thousand people. Racismis dead. Wnen
have full equality. Al nost all diseases have been elininated. Child abuse and rape are rare. The
poi sonous seas, land, and air our ancestors bequeathed us have been cl eaned up. The great deserts
are being restocked with trees. W have as near a Utopia as is possible, given the irrationality,
greed, stupidity, and self-centeredness inborn in so nmany people.”

"You make a good case for |oving our governnent," Duncan said.

"It was sone ancient author, don't renenber his nanme, who said that you should hate every
government currently in power. By that, he neant that no governnment is perfect and citizens should
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strive to rid governnent of its flaws and evils. By those, | nmean not just institutionalized
faults but those people in power who take advantage of the faults to advance their own interests
and those who are inconpetent.”

"Sounds correct,"” Duncan said. "But is it necessary that the governnent keep such a cl ose eye on
its citizens, never stop | ooking over their shoulders? Isn't that a quality to hate?"

"Ah, but the governnment says it's absolutely necessary. It prevents crime and accidents, and it
enables the state to ensure peace and prosperity. By knowi ng what every citizen is doing at every
monent of the day-nost of the nonents, anyway-that he is outside his house, the state has the data
to ensure that its citizens are safe and that raw materials and fini shed goods flow in the proper
traffic routes all over the world. It-"

"I don't need exanples or a lecture," Duncan said. "Wat are you getting at?"

"Everyone over twenty-five years of age who can al so pass an exam nation on know edge of history
and political conditions can vote. There are three major political parties and a hundred m nor
ones. The votes are registered fromthe voters' hones-"

"No | ecture,” Duncan said.

"I was just trying to denonstrate that our governnent is the

first really denocratic government. The state is run for the people by the people. O so the
governnent clains. If the people aren't satisfied with the way the state is run, then they demand
and get an election so they can change the adm nistrators or change the laws. So the government

cl ai ns.

"But the people in power control the computers that report the results of the elections. Wy is
it, then, that for the past two hundred obyears, the voters have always voted to naintain the
close monitoring of thenselves? Wiy do so many of the world governnent officials stay in power?
Wiy is there always a definite najority of votes in favor of these candi dates?"

"A lot of people believe that the conputers don't give the correct nunbers,” Duncan sai d.

"Yes, many do believe that. So many that it seenms odd that the majority opinion isn't reflected in
the vote tally."

"The governnent takes polls now and then to investigate just that belief. These al ways show t hat
there aren't that many people who believe that the results are fixed or that there's fraud

i nvol ved. "

Locks sniled and said, "What's to keep the opinion polls frombeing fixed?"

"I"'mnot arguing with you that they are honest. Only. . ."

"Only?"

"What can we do about it?" Duncan said.

"Apparently, nothing. There's not enough desire for reformto cause riots, strikes, a revolution.
Maybe over hal f of the population is convinced that changes shoul d be made and that the present
administrators-rulers better defines themshould be ousted. But they don't have any rea
grievances, not like the ancients did, anyway. Even if they're irked by certain restrictions, why
kick a hole in the boat?"

"Why, indeed?"

Duncan was silent for a nonent while Locks stared at him Then he said, "I'mlike a newborn who
nevert hel ess has nenories of past lives. It seens to ne . "

He wrinkled his brow and chewed on his Iip for a few seconds.

"I wish | could renenber why the government is' so hot to get hold of ne. However, | do renenber
that |1've had doubts about other things than election frauds. One. . . wait a mnute

now it's comng. The state keeps hamrering on the thesis that the earth nmust never becone

over popul ated again. No couple is allowed to have nore than two children. In view of what happened
to the world in former eras, that seens |like a very logical and necessary restriction. But a |ot
of us. "

Duncan | ooked as if he was straining his nmental nuscles. Locks said, "A lot of people.

" are not sure that the popul ation statistics are correct. They may be overhigh. If the truth
were known, the government might have to allow nore than two children, three, at |east, to each
pair of parents.™

"The truth is," Locks said, "at least, ny information is, that the present global population is
two billion. Whereas-"

"The official statistics say eight billion!" Duncan said |oudly.

Locks was not so nuch shocked that he did not wonder how this outlaw, isolated fromthe data bank
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systens, could know this. "Two billion," he said. "Wat was the second thing bothering you?"

"Wth only two billion people, there's no reason to maintain the daykeeping system It should be
abandoned. W can all go back to the ancient systemof living every day of the week. It would have
to phase in gradually, of course. Seven tines as nmany houses would have to be built. Everything
woul d have to be increased by seven, food supplies, transportation facilities, power supplies,
everything. It'd take a long tine to do that. There'd be a hell of a lot of problens but nothing
that couldn't be solved. Then humanity coul d get back to the natural system the way of |iving
meant for people. I.

He wrinkled his brow again, was silent for a nmonent, then said, "It seems to nme that | knew.
sonebody told nme. . . that the daykeepi ng system breaks up the circadi an rhythmfor humans.

Wher eas peopl e used to sleep eight hours or so a night without a break, now they often have to

sl eep four hours or so, then get up and get the other four hours as they can. This has

resulted in far nore neurotics and nental breakdowns than the governnent allows the public to
know. In fact, the crimes of passion, so called, have been increasing for quite a while. But the
public isn't informed about that. It's fed false data, and the news nedia are kept fromreporting
many of these cases.”

"We're guaranteed freedom of the news nedia," Locks said, "whereas, in fact, we don't have it. But
the governnment is very subtle about its repression. The state has the guile of the serpent, the
wi sdom of the dove.

"One thing hasn't changed, though. The mgjority of the popul ation has al ways been conservative.
That seems to have been true fromthe begi nning of the history of governnent. The daykeepi ng
system has been with us so long that nobst people regard it as natural. The way things should be.
Even i f the governnent wanted to go back to the old systemit doesn't, of course-it would have a
hard tinme convincing the mgjority that it should be done."

By now, Duncan knew that Locks was not just talking to pass the tine. He said, "You're far nore
than you appear to be, aren't you?"

Locks grinned. "You mean |I'mnot just the | eader of a bunch of scraggly and pathetic m sfits? Wat
do you think I amin reality?"

"I think you belong to an organi zation that sent you out here as a sort of recruiting agent. And
an agent for an underground railroad. |If sonebody |like nme comes along, you send himon to

I don't know where or what."

"Very good," Locks said. "I'mnot going to tell you any nore about that just now. You won't be
informed until the | ast possible nmonent in case. "

"1 should get caught before you can carry out your plans?"

"Exactly."

Locks rose and stretched. "Yes. See you. Ch, you won't, of course, talk about this to anyone

el se?"

"OF course."
"Meanwhile, if |I can get back to the data bank office, I'll try to
find out why you're wanted so badly. If, that is, |I think | won't trigger off any monitor alarms.”

"I'"d sure like to know, " Duncan sai d.

Stiff fromsitting, Duncan began exercising again. He was bal ancing hinmself on his hands and doi ng
pushups when he saw the bl azing eye of a torch down the tunnel. He was upside-down when the |ight
stopped. Crossant's whine canme from behind the glare.

"For Cod's sake, Duncan, what are you doi ng?"

"Certainly not balancing an eel on nmy nose," he said. He |l owered hinself until his nose al npst
touched the floor, then propelled hinself upward with his arns, bent his | egs, |anded and

strai ghtened up. Wping the sweat off his face with his arm he said, "And what are you doi ng

her e?"

Dong' s hi gh-pitched voice said, "Locks told us to get you to help us. W have to bring in sone
supplies fromthe cavern.”

The Iight nmoved closer. He saw something dark and blurry | ash out frombehind the Ilight, and the
l'ight blinked out along with his mnd

He woke up confused, gasping and choking, whirled around in darkness, and, as his senses cleared,
he realized he was in water. He swam desperately, not knowing if he was going up or down or

hori zontal ly. Sonething hard struck himin the left ribs. The agony nade hi m choke even nore. But
he was able finally to cry outjust before he was dragged or hurled under the water again. So.
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he had awakened on the surface. O what? Watever the kind of stream the icy water nunbed hi mand
made hi m sl uggi sh

Despite this, he strove to make his arns and | egs nove, and he then was above water and gul ping
air. Not for long. Sonething knocked on the back of his head, driving himunder, causing himto
gasp and to take in water. H's flailing hands felt hardness above him Stone. For the first tineg,
he knew that he was in an underground streamand that it was now speedi ng through a narrow tunnel
H s shoul der scraped agai nst rock

sonet hi ng sei zed himand spun himaround, and then, blessed relief, his head rose into air again.
That |asted for a few seconds, perhaps. Violently, he hit stone once nore, this time on the right
ribs, and he was submerged. He tried to swi mupward, hoping that the river would have passed
through the tunnel or borne himinto a chanber with air above the surface of the water. H s hand
felt rough stone just before he was sucked down. This tine, he had run out of air and hope. A bel
clanged in his head; streaks of |ight seemed to shoot before his eyes; his throat had caved in on
itself; he was going to die in a very few seconds.

Abruptly, both air and light were his. He fell out into brightness, burst with the waters froma
hole, tried to straighten out so that he would not strike the foanm ng boiling pool below himin a
belly-flop, but failed. The inpact of water hurt, and his lungs, which he had thought enptied,
whooshed air out. Nevertheless, he rose and swamtoward the high bank that had appeared on his
right. Carried by the current toward a rapids, he nmanaged to seize the root of a tree projecting
fromthe eroded mud bank and clung to it. Pain and cold had made himas weak as a newborn. The
world waiting for him however, was that of the dead.

Wiile he clung to the root, he | ooked at the hole fromwhich he had been | aunched. It was about
twenty feet above the pool and near the base of a seventy-foot-high limestone cliff. Beyond that
rose the slopes of higher hills, though how far away he could not tell. The stream was hemed in
by clay banks; the forest angl ed upward sharply. Many of the trees were growing out at a forty-
five-degree angle. These, he supposed, were the products of the biol abs.

Wher ever he was, he was not near the entrance into which the padre had led him

He | ooked the other way. The current a few yards away had carved out a snall bay in the bank. The
force of the creek was | ess there, and the bank was about two feet high. Perhaps. . He let go of
the root and swam as fast as he could, not fast at all

to the tiny bay. It took himsone tine to drag hinself up the bank. Several tines, the nud

| oosened in his grip, and he slid back. Panting, too tired to nove all the way over the edge of
the bank, his feet in the water, he lay in this bent and perilous position for a | ong while. Wen
his breathing was close to normal, he clawed the rest of the way, pulling his legs up onto the
ground. While he rested again, he thought of Dong and Crossant and why they had done this to him
They were nean-spirited, and they certainly had not |liked him Those were not reasons strong
enough to nmake them nurder him Mirder? Crossant had knocked hi mout and coul d have broken his
skull inwith the club if he had wi shed to do so. Instead, they had dragged himinto the cavern
conpl ex and pushed himinto the underground creek. They nust have known that the streamdid not go
far before it reached the outside. They had counted on his drowning, on the water finishing their
dirty work. His floating corpse would be seen by a satellite or by the organics. The hunt woul d be
called off, and the band would be safe, for a while, anyway.

No. His scenario was not quite faithful to reality. Locks would wonder if Duncan had deserted the
band. He woul d becone suspicious of Dong and Crossant since he would know that they had gone into
the tunnel. He woul d doubt that Duncan, know ng that he was going back to civilization soon, would
have run of f and so abandoned the only hope he had to get away fromthe m serabl e underground

exi stence. Locks would subject the two to the truth mst.

Knowi ng of this possibility, they would not have returned to the band. They had gone back into the
tunnel conplex to hide for a while and wait until enough tine had gone by for Duncan's body to be
found. Then they woul d take refuge in the forest.

O did they intend to come out as soon as possible, let thenselves be captured by the ganks and
ask for amesty after having told their story? They mght get it, even though they would have to
go to a rehabilitation center. After all, they had elim

nat ed Duncan and betrayed the rest of the band. O course, the organics woul d despise them as
traitors, but Dong and Crossant were used to being despi sed and, perhaps, thrived on it. Maybe
they had done this to himbecause they had not done anything despicable for a while and needed
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spiritual nourishment.

He [ aughed weakly at that thought and wondered if he was getting delirious. However, delirium was
usual | y acconpani ed by a fever, and he was very cold. He wi shed he could crawl into a patch of
sunl i ght coming through the branches and warm hinself there. The thought that a satellite m ght
detect himkept himin the shade.

He rol |l ed over, shaking, and hugged hinself. The wet clothes were keeping himcold. He should take
themoff. No, he was too tired. H s body heat would dry themoff. By the tine the sun had gone a
few degrees-it was now hal fway between zenith and set-he would be confortable and woul d have
regai ned sone of his strength.

Then what ?

The woods were quiet except for the far-off cawing of crows and a squirrel angrily chattering at
sonet hi ng, probably the crows. After a minute, a large black fly buzzed close to his head. Duncan
swatted at it; it zoonmed away. A hal f-hour passed. He closed his eyes and wondered if he would be
safe if he slept for a while. H s head ached badly where the club had struck him H's ribs pained
him and the back of his left hand hurt where skin had been scraped off. The cold and the danger
had nunbed himto the injuries. Now that he was beconing dry and warm he was suffering too much
to sl eep. Despite which, he was getting drowsy.

At that realization, he forced hinself to sit up, groaning fromthe pain of his battered ribs.
Maybe he had a concussion. If that was so, he had better get up and wal k. He did not want to die
in his sleep.

He started to get to his feet but stopped in a crouch. The voices of Crossant and Dong were com ng
faintly from somewhere.

From behi nd a bush, Duncan watched the two. They were about sixty feet away, half-obscured by tree
trunks, sitting with their backs against a giant dead oak. By their |l egs were two | arge packs. No
doubt they had picked these up fromsone cache on their way out. That nmeant that they night have
been planning their flight for a long tinme. That they talked loudly m ght indicate that they did
not care if the organics did find them Indeed, they m ght hope they woul d.

Though he could hear the voices, he could not nmake out the words. He crawled to the left, out of
their sight, and circled. Myving slowy, half-bent, he got to a bush close behind the couple. He
could not see them but his ears caught everything.

Dong was talking shrilly. "No, | say we look for him He can't have been carried too far by the
creek. W find him and we stay with the body until we're picked up."

Crossant whined, "That m ght take too |long. For all we know, he's been swept far away. O

well . . . he could' ve been snagged in the cave. H's body m ght not cone out for a long tine, if
ever. | think it's smart to push on until we're seen. W don't have to have the body as evidence
One spray of mist, and they'll know we're not |ying."

"I want to see the son of a bitch dead," Dong said.

"God, you're vicious!"

"Look who's tal king! Who hit himwith a club?"

"Yeah! And who tal ked nme into doing this?"

"Ch, shut up! Anyway, what's the difference who did what? We're both in it."

"Deep as it conmes," Crossant said. "W're in it up to our necks. Wich are going to be wung if
they come after us. | say we get the hell out of here.™

The they, Duncan understood, was not the organics but the outlaws.

The two continued quarreling while Duncan crawl ed on and around until he was in a position to see
themfromthe front. H s eyes wi dened when he saw the huge hole in the tree a few feet above their
heads. That was the entrance through the hollow trunk to a tunnel. The entrance they had used as
an exit.

Al'l he had to do now was to wait until they left. Then he would go to the band and warn it.
However, Dong and Crossant night be picked up soon. That would bring the organics quickly down on
the outl aws. The two shoul d be stopped. How? He was weaponl ess and weak. They had big knives in
sheaths attached to their belts, and they m ght have proton guns in the packs.

A few nonments later, a crashing sound nearby brought both to their feet. Their hands dived into
the packs and canme out clutching the butts of pistols. At the end of a six-inch barrel was a gl obe
of shimering white netal.
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Dong's voice canme faintly to Duncan. "If it's the organics, they' |l shoot if they see the guns."
"There're bears and ot her dangerous animals here," Crossant said, his voice even shakier than
hers.
Presently, the cause of the noise appeared. It was a fourl egged beast about six feet high,
appearing at first sight to be a pygny elephant. Its curving tusks, however, identified it as a
forest mastodon, descended fromthe product of a bioengineering |aboratory. A thousand obyears
ago, using mastodon fossil cells as tenplates, the engineers had grown six hundred of

these and released themin sonme of the forest reserves. It was one of these, soon joined by a
dozen others, that faced the two humans.

"Don't panic," Dong said. "They won't attack unless they feel threatened. Just stand still."

She spoke so quietly that Duncan could barely hear her. Crossant said sonmething out of the side of
his nmouth too | ow for Duncan to understand.

He was by now working his way back toward the oak. The mastodons ni ght have glinpsed himor they
m ght just have been wary of human bei ngs. \Whatever the cause, their |eader trunpeted shrilly,
turned, and went smashing through the bushes toward the south. The others, also trunpeting,
trotted after her. Under cover of the noise, Duncan ran through the vegetation. By the tine that
the last of the hairy gray beasts had di sappeared, he was standi ng behind the oak. In his left
hand was a branch, a thick piece of dead wood.

"Let's get the hell out of here," Crossant said. "Some of themm ght've had inplanted nonitors."
"So what?" Dong shrilled. "W want to be found, don't we?"

"Wll, I"mnot so sure now," the man said. "It's going to be pretty rough for a while. And | was
just thinking that maybe they' Il decide we can't be rehabbed. You want to end up in the

war ehouse?"

"Coward! Snivel brain!" Dong shouted. "Ch, why couldn't | have tied up with a real man?"

"Yeah, and you're a real wonman. Let ne tell you, bitch-"

Duncan cane swiftly around the tree and struck Crossant, who was |eaning over to pick up his pack
on the head. Dong had turned away, apparently in disgust at Crossant. One hand was cl enched; the
other held a gun. She whirled at the sound of the blow and Crossant’'s grunt. She pal ed, her eyes
wi de, and that second of hesitation was | ong enough for Duncan to strike her wist hard with the
club. The gun fell, and she ran, an armdangling, into the woods. Duncan started after her, then
stopped. He was not up to a short chase, let alone a |ong one.

He picked up her weapon, adjusted it to extreme long range by rotating a dial just ahead of the
trigger, waited until Dong appeared between two trees, and squeezed on the trigger. A violet beam
spat. It touched the back of her right thigh, and she crunmpled. At this distance, the charge had
probably not penetrated deeply. She was up and hoppi ng on one foot but stopped when he shot again
This, hitting where he had ai med, burned a piece of bark froma tree trunk close to her. He

shout ed, and she stopped, turned, her face white and twi sted, then sat down on the earth.

Crossant groaned and started to get to his feet. Duncan hit himon the head again, though not as
hard as the first time. After putting Crossant's proton gun and knife in his belt, Duncan wal ked
to Dong. She sat there, silent, her features crunpled with hate and pain. He threw the stick in
front of her.

"Use it for a cane."

When they got back to the tree, Crossant was regai hing consci ousness. His skin, already pale,
becane even whiter when he realized what had happened.

"Back fromthe dead," Duncan said cheerily. He took one of the packs, got sone bread, cheese, and
a can of self-warmng soup out, and a spoon. \Wile he ate, one hand near the gun, he did not
speak. Crossant broke the silence by pleading that Mka had tal ked himinto doing what he had
never wanted to do. Duncan told himto shut up. After finishing the neal and restoring the spoon
and enpty can to the pack, he said, "Now we go back."

He waved the gun. "You two first. Don't try anything. |I'Il shoot both of you if just one nakes a
fal se nove. O a true nove, for that matter."

"They'll kill us," Crossant said.

"Not when there's a stoner handy,"” Duncan said, grinning savagely. "I heard enough to know t hat
Locks doesn't believe in killing except as a last resort. You'll end up stored with the others in
t he war ehouse. Who knows? You m ght get |ucky. Maybe sonebody'll find you two, three hundred years

from now and destone you."
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"That's the same as killing us,"
"Take your choice."
Weepi ng, begging, the two put on the backpacks. Duncan handed the man a torch and told himto | ead
into the hole.
"Il followwith ny torch," Duncan said. "Renenber, |'ll shoot both of you if either one of you
tries something. Now, |ead on. Downw nd."
Crossant wiped his nose with his sleeve and turned to clinb into the entrance. Both he and Dong
screanmed. For a second, Duncan was confused. Then he saw t he bearded face of Padre Cob in the
hol e, looking like a bear just awakened from hi bernation
"Ho, ho, ho!" the padre boonmed. "By Saint Nicholas, what goodies do we have here?"
He clinbed ponderously out. He was still dressed in the nmonk's robe, but he carried a proton gun
with a barrel a foot and a half long and a | arge charge chanber. "I thought you m ght have taken
this route,” he said to Crossant. To Duncan, he said, "You look as if you' d been chased through
the ten hells of Ti-yu. Wat happened?”
Duncan told him The padre said, "You' re a very lucky man, Wlliam | hope your good fortune rubs
off on all of us. Except for these vermn, who are, alas, human, and nust be treated as such.”
"What does that nean?" Duncan said.
"I't neans they won't be shot. They'll get a chance to be rescued soneday."
It took forty-five mnutes to get to the roomat the bottom of the shaft. Duncan was surprised to
find that it was enpty.
"Except for those l|ooking for you, they all went back up there,"” the padre said. "The |atest
shi pmrent has been stored, and the airship has departed. All's clear. For the tinme being, anyway."
Two hours passed before the search parties could be notified that the m ssing were found and al
had returned. There was anot her delay when Crossant and Dong insisted that Duncan

Crossant 'said, and he groaned.

was |lying. The truth was, they said, that Duncan had tried to desert and they had followed him He
had nanaged to sneak up on them and overpower them They only gained a little tinme. Locks told
themthat he would use the nmist on all three. Crossant acknow edged then that Duncan's story was
not a lie.

"You're pathetic," Locks said. He signaled to the nen appointed to carry out the sentence. They
sei zed the two, and forced each, scream ng and struggling, into a cylinder. Duncan was gl ad that
the children had been taken away. Even he, the victim was sick at what had to be done.

The doors were shut, and the padre pushed two buttons on the panel of a console. A second |ater
the doors were opened. Crossant and Dong, harder than rock now, fell outward, their fists raised
before them frozen in the act of striking agai nst the door wi ndows. They were dragged to the
shaft and pushed over the edge. Four nen went down the shaft to drag the two into a tunnel

"W could have put themw th these," Locks said, waving his hand to indicate the silent ranks.
"But they wouldn't bal ance. They'd fall over. Besides, who knows? The governnent m ght decide to
send in auditors. They sonetines do that. We wouldn't want themto find those two. They'd know
this place was being used for purposes other than official. And that m ght lead themto | ook
around until they found the trap door."

Later, when he was able to speak to Duncan with no one el se around, he said, "I'll tell you
tonorrow sone of what we're going to do with you. Provided, of course, you volunteer to do it."
"I''mready for anything."

"Good! But it's not sonmething we can prepare for overnight." \Wen bedtinme cane and the band went
down to the roomto sleep, Locks was absent. Duncan thought that he nmust be in the data bank room
conpl eting the operation that had been interrupted by the appearance of the dirigible.

He slept long and, fromhis stiffness on awakening, hard. He renenbered one terrifying dreamin
whi ch M ka Dong and Mel Crossant, stoned, noving as if on wheels, had cone out of a

fog and pointed accusing fingers at him Their eyes glowed as if |lit by fire. He rose, groaning,
t hough hi s headache was al nost gone, and cursed hinself for the nightmare. Rationally, he should
have no regrets, no knifecut of conscience. But he, like all citizens, had been conditioned from
infancy to | oathe viol ence. Wich did not keep the governnent, he rem nded hinself, from using
violence inits dealings with crimnals. And he, according to what the psychicist had told him
had once been an organic who had kill ed several people.

Feeling much better after exercise and breakfast, he went with Locks and Cabtab to the data bank
of fice. The Decider turned on the conputers and indicated a wall screen. This showed three photos
of Duncan, face-on and the right and left profiles. Beneath the photos was the biographical data.
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"I want you to look closely at this before it's printed as an ID card," Locks said. "If there's
anyt hi ng you object to or if you see any di screpancy, anything that night cause you trouble, we'll
change it before printing."

Ten mnutes later, the nachine tongued forth a ceranmic card.

"I't looks valid," Duncan said.

"It is. The data to validate it is in the bank. But if somebody gets suspicious and starts
tracking it down, you're in trouble. It'Il take tine to invalidate it, though."

"So now |'m David Enber Gim"

"Yes. A citizen of the state of Manhattan and a conputer specialist, second-grade, who's been on
loan to the agricultural conplex of Newark, New Jersey. Your application to migrate to Los Angel es
has been accepted. Tuesday's Los Angeles is just now receiving inmgrants of various ethnic-

nati onal mixes fromselected states in North Anerica and India. These will replace the fifty

t housand being sent to China. You'll be in the twentieth group to go from Manhattan. It's up to
you if you want to go express, stoned, that is, or travel on a passenger train. That's slower, but
you'll be able to see the country.”

"Passenger, for sure," Duncan said. "I've never been out of Manhattan. Until recently, that is."
"You'll have all the docunents needed for that tonmorrow. It takes nmy man in. . . never nind

| onger to arrange that. You have two weeks to nenorize the details. Meanwhile, we have severa
menbers working on the nystery of why you're so badly wanted. It's very slow, delicate, and
dangerous work. If the data bankers think it's too touchy, they'll quit the search. Getting codes
isn't at all easy, and it's usually done by corrupting the code-keepers. That's easier and safer
than trying to hack into them Relatively safer, that is. It's all dangerous. In fact, we wouldn't
be sneaking in where angels fear to tread if we weren't convinced of your inportance. Sonething's
made the government frantic to find you. lronic, isn't it, that you don't know yourself what it
is?"

Duncan nodded, and he said, "Two weeks? Cbweeks?"

" Cbweeks. Fourteen nornmnal -sequence days from now. "

"Meantine, the organics are in a frenzy. One of these days they're going to think of |ooking here
no matter how ridiculous it mght seemto themthat outlaws could be holed up here."

"That's a possibility we're considering. But we have to stay here until the hunt dies down."

"It won't."

Duncan t hought about what woul d happen if Locks was captured after he, as David Enber Gim had

left. Locks would be subjected to truth mst, would reveal all, and the organics would go after
citizen Gim

Locks rose fromthe chair. "Let's take a walk to the new section. |I always like to | ook over the

| at est consignnment. There might be a candidate there, a recruit. |I've not found anyone so far |'ve
wanted to take a chance on. Still, new faces, new hope."

On the way, Duncan said, "Wat do you know of the facilities in that village | saw fromthe w ndow
yest er day?"

"Station NJ3?"

"You didn't say what its nanme was. |Is there a biolab there?" The three were in an ascendi ng

el evator. Locks squinted at Duncan. "Yes, there is. A rather |arge one. Wy?"

"Do you know the |ayout? Have you ever scouted it?"

"You' ve got sonething up your nose, haven't you? A brainbug?"

" Maybe. "

"No, we haven't gone near it. Wy?"

"Could you get its layout through the data bank? Wthout rippling any nonitor?"

The el evator stopped, and they got out. They were in a roomeven |larger than the one they were
living in. This, however, had row on row of open cubes rising to the ceiling, which was at |east a
hundred feet up. There were el evator shafts between the vertical rows of cubes, and each was
occupi ed by about fifty stonees.

"Yes, it could be done. And would, if the returns were worth the risk."

"If we could get a detailed plan of the building and if it could be entered, would you do it?
Provi ded, of course, that the results mght far outweigh the danger?"

Locks nmoved one side of his nmouth. "Well. . . ?"

"I't takes about sixty seconds to scan conpletely a human body and to store the data. That data can
be used to duplicate the body. Under special condilLons, forced growh, etcetera, a duplicate can
be grown in a week. The bi ol ogi sts have never succeeded in making a duplicate that |ives nore than
a day or two. There are always slight flaws in the duplication because the scanner is not perfect.
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Those many little flaws result in a dead body or one that soon dies. It |ooks on the surface,

ski nwi se, you might say, just like the original. It's useful only for scientific experinments. It-"
"By God!" Locks said. "I see what you're driving to, | think! You want us . . ." He put his hand
on Duncan's shoul der and began | aughi ng. Between expl osions, he said, ". . . to nmake a duplicate
of you and then put it soneplace . . . oh, ny!"

"Where the ganks will find it and will think | died. It'll have to be sonewhat deconposed, not
enough for the fingerprints or retinaprints to be lost. Wen they find that, they'll

"It's a great idea, a wild idea, | should say. It'd be splendid. . only.. . how the hell could we
pull it off? How re we going to get into the lab, and if we do, howre we going to set it up so

that the | ab people ignore the body growing in their vat?"

"Let me think about that."

"You're serious, aren't you?" Locks said. "Not until | figure out a workable plan."

"I''l'l chant for that," Padre Cob had runbl ed behind them

By then they had cone to the area where the | atest consignnent had been set up. Fifty of them
stood on the | owest |evel of a chanber, thirty men and twenty wonen. Locks took his tinme | ooking
at the faces and readi ng the plaques hung from chains around their necks. Duncan wal ked sl owy by
them wondering what had brought themto this state and place. He did not bother to read the

pl agues. And then he stopped before one. The woman was short, five feet eight inches high, slim
bodied with snmall perfect breasts. Her short black hair was sleek, rem nding himof a seal's fur,
and her open eyes, large and brown, also recalled a seal's. The face was delicate-boned, high-
cheeked, and triangul ar.

Duncan bent down to see the inscription on the ceram c pl aque.

PANTHEA PAO SNI CK

The lines beneath were in code which seened fam liar but which he could not quite conprehend. They
trenbled |i ke heat waves on the edge of his mind, shinmrerings alnost ready to forminto definite

i mges. And the face. It, too, shaped sonething. Wat?

"Come here, will you?" he called to Locks. "Read this for nme.
"You know her?" Locks said.

"Not quite, but it seens to nme | should."

Locks frowned. "I can read the ID nunber. The rest. . . it's in a code | never saw before."
"I'sn't that peculiar?"

"Dammed peculiar. There's sonething special about her."

Locks renoved the plaque. "Let's take it up to conputer. Maybe we can find what it's all about."
But, after the code had been fed into the nachine, the screen displayed: ACC DEN

"Access denied," Locks said, and he turned the machi ne off.

"I hope that isn't reported. If they get curious because a request issued from an unauthorized
site .

Locks asked Cabtab and Duncan to | eave. "I trust you, but what you don't know you can't tell the
ganks. "
Ten mnutes later, Locks called themback into the office. He was smling. "I put in a request

through a certain channel, and my contact got sone data. Shick was an organic detective-ngjor, a
Sunday citizen, but she had a tenporal visa to operate in other days. A tenporary tenporal. That's
all my informant could find on her aside fromthe usual biodata. He couldn't get what case she was
working on. But-this is significant-she just disappeared fromthe bank. Nothing current on her. My
i nformant didn't pursue the search. He was very careful; he didn't want to warn the nonitors; he
was afraid to push his search too far."

"Why don't we destone her and ask her?" Duncan said. "That's the logical thing to do."

"I don't know she's that inportant,” Locks said.

"How re we going to find out unless she's questioned?"

"Il think about it."

Duncan decided that, if Locks wouldn't do it, he would.

On Thursday, the weather conditions at 11: 00 P.M were just what the band had been waiting for
Havi ng seen the predictions on the TV in the warehouse office, Locks knew that no better situation
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woul d be coming again for at |east two weeks. He and six others, Duncan anong them were huddl ed
under trees near the edge of the road. The sky was dark except when veined by lightning, and rain
fell heavily. From behind the trees, the outlaws could see the pale water-veiled lights of the
village, a mle to the north. No vehicle beans were visible. The inhabitants were inside, sleeping
until close to mdnight when they would rise to enter the stoners or do whatever they w shed to do
before they nust end their activities.

Locks stabbed a finger at the lights and led the others out into the strong wind and heavy rain
Clad in rainproof hats and coats taken fromthe warehouse, they trudged, heads down, behind Locks.
They cut across a neadow, turned | eft when they reached the road, a four-Ilaner which had very
little traffic even in the daytine, and left it after a quarter of a mle. Skirting a copse of
beeches, they approached the two-story stone biolaboratory. The sol ar panels atop the octagona
bui | di ng forned a many-angl ed bonnet.

Locks had obtained all the information about it via his computer informant. The buil ding
aboveground forned the living quarters of the scientists and technicians. The work facilities were
undersurface. There was no security because there was no need for it, or so the officials had
assunmed. In this relatively crine-free society and with the isolation and snmall popul ati on, why

| ock the doors? What was there to steal ? Why woul d anybody dare to thieve when there were so nany
forest rangers and at |east a dozen organi cs nearby? Neverthel ess, Sinn scouted the entrance area.
He | ooked through the door, opened it, entered, and was gone for about a mnute. Wen he cane
outsi de, he said, "Coast seens to be clear."

If the data that Locks had received was correct, Thursday's personnel would go to bed to resune
their interrupted sleep. At 8:00 AM they would descend to begin work. It was possible, however,
that some people m ght cone down to work inmmedi ately after |eaving the stoners instead of

sl eeping. One or nore of them mi ght have an experinment that he could not stay away from

The seven went down the silent hallway to the stairway entrance and wal ked down it. The lights
canme on automatically as they progressed. Wen they entered the first room these sprang into hard
bri ght ness. Bedeutung was stationed just inside the door, a proton gun in his hand. Locks sent
Sinn on ahead to guard the other stairway entrance to this area.

After passing through the large roomw th its equi pment, strange to these |aypersons, they cane
into another twi ce as |large. Locks, a penciled map in one hand, |led themby equally unfaniliar and
of ten exotic-1ooki ng machi nes and vats in which aninals in various stages of fetal devel opnment
floated in a clear liquid. They stopped at a corner occupied by a |long vat holding only fluid.

Near it was a large coffinlike box with a transparent 1|id.

"That's it," Locks said to Duncan. "Take off your clothes and get into it."

Duncan stripped and clinbed into the nachine. He |ay down

on a soft transparent bed and stared upward. The padre, grinning and muttering the last rites in
Latin, closed the lid. Duncan could hear nothing after that. He lay still as Locks had instructed
himthe day before in the warehouse. Though he could not see Locks, he knew that the man was now
adjusting the controls of the scanner near the box. Locks was |ooking at a paper on which were the
operating instructions given to himby his informnt.

Abruptly, two nmachines, one at each end inside the lid, began noving on little wheels toward each
other. They net soundlessly in the mddle of the Iid and backed away from each other. Wen they
reached the ends of the lid, they again rolled out toward each other. Beneath him two sinilar
machi nes woul d be doing the sane thing. After the superior scanners above himhad cone together
thirty-five tines, Locks tapped on the lid. He nmade a whirling nmotion with his hand, and Duncan
rolled over on his side. Afew mnutes later, he turned onto his other side. Presently, Locks
opened the |id.

"OK. CGet out and dress."

While putting on his clothes, Duncan said, "That's it?"

"That's it," Locks said. "Every nolecule of your body in its proper relationship to every other

nmol ecul e has been recorded. The growth process has already started."

He pointed to the vat in the corner. Sonething fuzzy and tiny was now suspended in the mniddle of
the fluid. Wthin an hour, it would be nmuch |arger and with a definite shape.

"Thursday will believe it's Wdnesday's project,"” Locks said. "They'll run off the data concerning
it and find an order from Wdnesday and an officially registered description of the project.
Wednesday will get an order that seens to have originated from Thursday. The ot her days will check
up the order and will find that this is Thursday's order. Only Thursday will think that it's

file:/lIF|/rah/Philip%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,%20Philip%20J0ose%20-%20Dayworld%20Rebel.txt (36 of 129) [1/19/03 7:11:47 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Phili p%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,%20Philip%20Jose%620-%20Dayworl d%20Rebel .txt

Wednesday' s. "

The whol e thing would be bl own if sonebody checked out the validity of the order. Wy should they?
The orders were in proper formand and just one in a sequence of the interdiurnal events. O it
woul d seemto be

"Let's go," Locks said. "The sooner we get out of here, the better."

Duncan tarried for a few seconds. That thing in the fluid-filled vat would be his near-duplicate
in seven days. Sonetine near the end of Wdnesday, it would | ook to the naked eye just like him

If it were to be scanned then, the data register would reveal tiny differences, the sum of which
woul d be a big difference. Big only in that the duplicate could not live | ong because of the many
flaws. But, soneday, so the scientists clainmed, the flaws would be elinm nated, and |ong-Iived
adult duplicates would result. These, however, posed ethical and phil osophi cal problens the
solving of which was for the future-if ever

Padre Cob was grinning like a kid who had just gotten into the cookie jar. He said, "This bucks up
my norale. Now, we're not rabbits. W're rats. Oh, ho, ho, ho! That's quite a pronmotion, isn't it?
Rats, not rabbits. One step up in the band's evolution. But I'd rather be a rat. They have nore
fun!"

"Maybe we'll be wol ves soneday," Duncan sai d.

"Wl ves, like everything else, only exist because the government permts themto exist," the padre
said. He was frowning; his joy had evaporat ed.

"What we've done tonight we can do tonorrow on a big scale,” Duncan said.

Cabtab snmiled again. "Or die like nmen, not rabbits or rats!” Duncan did not reply. It seened to
himthat it was far nore inportant to live like a man. How you di ed did not nmean nmuch unless it
benefited the |iving.

They returned to the warehouse, hung up their rainclothes, and rejoined the group in the ol dest
bui | di ng. Duncan woul d have liked to share his experiences with those who had stayed behi nd. They
woul d have enjoyed it and woul d have wanted to cel ebrate. But Locks had insisted that the fewer
who knew about it, the better. The others had been told that the seven had been in the centra
conputer office during their entire absence. Locks had said that he was just gathering data. If
sone of the others wondered why so many had to be there with Locks, they said nothing.

The Deci der, however, had not entirely lied. Before the party ventured out, Locks had gotten as
nmuch i nformation as possible fromhis informant about the search for Duncan. The news was
unsettling. The ring was closing in, and many outl aw refugees had been found.

"The center of this ring is the storage facility,"” he told Duncan. "Sooner or |ater, probably
sooner, the organics will figure out that we' ve had the chutzpah to hide here. Then

"How soon?"

"I don't know. But | think we'd better try to get away on the surface. If we could sneak through
the ring.

"I'f they could find ne," Duncan said. "I nean, that body.

they'd probably give up the search. You're no priority. But do you have the tine to wait?"

Locks bit his Iip and rolled his eyes. "I don't think so. Under other circunstances, |'d take them
out at night and try to get outside the search area before daylight came. W could nake ten mles
on foot even with the children along. But if any of us got caught, well, they've seen you. And
don't know where we could hide you. If you went with us, you wouldn't be able to get on the train
for L.A It's very inmportant, though not vital, that you do. Al so, we couldn't give them your
duplicate, and so they wouldn't call off the hunt."

Locks grinned with pain. "The Decider reeks of indecision."

"We can have our cake and eat it, too,"” Duncan said. "If you want to take the chance, but anything
we do is chancy."

He told Locks the plan that had forned in his nmind like crystals precipitating while Locks had
been tal king. They argued quietly for a while, not so nuch because Locks was against it as to work
out the problems. Then Locks, satisfied that Duncan's idea had nore possibility for success than
the others, called the band around him He explained what he wanted it to do. There were nore
argunments and sonme strong protests. Eventually, after an hour and a half of wangling, he did what
he seldomdid. He put it to a vote, and the majority were for Duncan's plan, though many were not
ent husi asti c.

"Very well," Locks said. "W won't wait until the organics get
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very close. We'll do it now, take our tine, clean upthe place and do everything that's necessary."
That unsettl ed sone of the band, and there were nore protests. Faced with acting at once, the
realization of their hel pl essness while the schenme was being carried out struck them hard. They
could do as Locks wi shed but surely not right now Wait a while.

"No!" Locks said loudly. "Dam it, no! W might not have the tinme to make you | ook like the
others. We have to nmake us | ook as dusty as them and put dust on the floor, too. That'll take tine
and care. W can't predict just when the organics will get to this place. They ni ght cone
tonmorrow. They might get the bright idea that we have cone here, and they'll |eapfrog, send a unit
here. "

Though sone still grunbled, all obeyed. Duncan went with a crew to haul Dong and Crossant out of
the cave and up the shaft to the facility. Then they had the unpl easant task of destoning the two.
They were rendered unconscious imediately by squirts of the truth m st and taken to the | atest
facility. The wheel ed robots fromthe unl oading area were used to transport their bodies. Dong and
Crossant were laid out on fornms that adjusted them so that they would stand upright when they were
stoned. The forns were slid into a horizontal stoner, and power was applied. The bodies were
renoved by the robots' pincer-tipped arns and carried back to the old facility.

Meanwhi | e, hal f of the band, chosen by drawing |ots, had been stoned by the other half. Robots
then placed the rigid and cold bodies in gaps in the rows. Evidently, at various tines in the
past, sone stones had been renoved, though for what reason was unknown. Sinn and Bedeut ung
returned fromthe ionic roons behind one end of the facility with bags of dust scraped off the
collectors. They proceeded with the delicate job of putting just enough dust on the newy stoned
"Damm, this is conplicated,” Locks said. "I hate conplicated plans. One step goes wong, and the
whol e structure falls down. Sinple is best."

"Agreed," Duncan said. "But sinple is out."

Padre Cob and the beautiful Fiona returned fromthe new facility with the ID plates they had made
in the newfacility. They hung these around the necks of the bodies, and Sinn and Bedeutung bl ew
dust on the pl ates.

"If the organics are fiendishly thorough,” the padre said, "and if they check out every plate

agai nst the records, they'll expose the fraud. W'll be sunk."
"They won't do that," Duncan said. "They'll be looking for living beings. They'll know we've been
here, no way of covering that up, but they'll think we fled."
By then, Locks and two others came back fromthe data bank office. The Decider said, "I erased al

records of the use of the computer, and we cleaned up the place, wi ped off all prints."”

VWhen the tinme cane for Locks to be stoned, he put his hands together in front of his chest and
bowed. "So long, Bill. I'Il be seeing you."

"I'f all goes well," Duncan said. He shut the cylinder door and pressed the POANER button on the box
behind the cylinder. The only living being in the vast and silent building, he got onto the
platformon the robot's rear and pushed the button that initiated the program The |ong arns of
the robot raised as it rolled forward. Its pincers closed on the i mensely heavy body of Locks
inside the cylinder, lifted it, and withdrew it. Turning its wheels, the robot carried the body to
a gap in a row and deposited it standing. Duncan punched the rest of the instructions to the

machi ne. Having already set the timng on the box connected to the cylinder power cable, he
entered the stoner and closed the door. For six seconds, he stared out the round wi ndow. The robot
was waiting. It would open the door, renpve him and place himin the gap in the row designated as
SSF-1- X22-36. There he would stand, the fake ID card around his neck, until the robot, per
instructions, returned six days fromnow. It would open the door of the stoner designated SSSF-
413B, then go to Duncan, lift him carry himto the cylinder, insert him and close the door. That
should be at 6:30 P.M next Wdnesday. At 7:00 P.M the timer on the box would turn

on the destoning power. And he would step out and begin the work of destoning the others.

After the machine had put Duncan in the proper place, it would lift the box, full of dust, from
the platformin front of it and would sprinkle the dust over Duncan and over the tracks it had
made. It would continue to do this until it entered the new facility, where there was no

noti ceabl e dust. Before it rejoined the other robots in their storage place, it would put the dust
box in a shelf in another storage room

Duncan was not even aware that the power had cone on and he had been unconscious for six days.
Eyes still open, he stared out the wi ndow at the robot a few feet fromthe door. Its square green
body with the round many-eyed head and whirling antenna atop it was advancing now. Its armreached
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out, and the door swung open. He stepped out, nuttering, "Either it's OK or the robot is screwed
up. "

"ZY," he said. "What is the date and the tinme of day?"

A digital display on the "belly" of the robot flashed: WED D7-W MO VAR 7 p.

Wednesday, Day- Seven, Wek-One, Month (of) Variety 7:00 P. M

So, either the organics had not gotten here yet, in which case they m ght enter at any nonent, or
they had cone and gone. A glance at the many footprints on the floor showed himthat they had been
here.

I gnoring the dust on hinself-the robot had put on too nmuch-he swiftly checked that the others in
the band had been undi sturbed. He expected that they would, since, if one had been found, all of
them woul d. But he had to make sure. Having ascertained that they were still standing in their
proper places, he wal ked through the warehouse and through two others to the new facility. This he
went into cautiously, because, for all he knew, the organics could be unl oadi ng anot her shi pnent
of stonees. Al was quiet, however, and a swift exploration of the offices showed that these were
al so unoccupi ed.

On his way back to the ol dest facility, he stopped before the

stonee nanmed Snick. Wat in hell bothered himabout her? What nade his curiosity rise |like

undi gested food in his throat? The | ogical answer was that he had known her, and not slightly.
Logi ¢ then demanded that he revitalize her and find out what was scratching at sonme door in his
m nd.

Not now. He had a ot to do in a short tinmne.

10

"They plugged it up all right," Padre Cob said.

He, Duncan, and Locks were standing by the trap door opening onto the shaft. The square hol e was
filled with a whitish solid substance.

"What do we do now?" the giant said. "Qur food supply is gone, and so's our escape route."

"The storeroom has plenty of food," the Decider said. "But if they should nake a recheck sweep,
we've no place to hide. It won't matter for a while, anyway. W're noving out tonight."

"You changed your mi nd?" the padre said.

"Yes. W can't stay cooped up here. It's getting on everybody's nerves."

Locks sent four people to destone the ambunt of food and medi cal supplies needed for ten days.
When they cane back, he explained what he had in mnd for the band. Sone objected because they
wer e exposi ng thensel ves to capture.

"Sure," he said. "But when aren't we? As soon as the organics find Duncan's body-his duplicate's,
I mean-they'l|l go back to normal routine. Meanwhile, we'll be holed up el sewhere, and we'll be
able to get out into the open, breathe the fresh air, roamthe woods, shoot the state's deer
enjoy life day to day as God decreed it."

"Until we get caught," someone muttered.

"That's the dressing on the salad of life," Padre Cob said. "The piquancy of danger. Were el se
can you get it but in the wilds?"

Later, when Duncan and Locks were in the data bank office, the latter said, "I think tine is
runni ng out on us. One of these days, one or nore of us is going to get fed up with this way of
living. We're not as happy as we all pretend, you know, and soneone's going to surrender to the
ganks. Once that's done, the rest of us won't have long. The worst part of it is that the ganks
will know all about you then. The hunt will be on again.”

"I know," Duncan said. "But what el se can we do?"

Locks had turned off the conputer after getting his final instructions fromhis informant. He rose
fromthe chair and said, "The weather is al nbost what we ordered. Let's make sure everything's
ready and we've |eft no evidence of having been here.”

In two hours, the seven who had made the first raid on the biolab would nake the second. Having
some tine to spare, Duncan went to the new facility and stood for a while before Panthea Snick
Her face was stirring up sonething in him a faint pleasure. Behind that, he was sure, was a
stronger feeling. O what? Whatever it was, it could only be deterni ned by awakeni ng her. He was
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still thinking of this when the group left the new facility. The sharp inmediacy of the mssion
cut out all thoughts of her. He wal ked head down through a strong wind. As on the first raid, the
only lights were those fromthe building wi ndows. Follow ng the same route, the seven entered the
bi ol ab and stationed the sane guards as before. Locks erased the data concerning the grow ng of
Product HBD-i OX-TS-7° and entered the orders for its renoval by Wednesday. Thus, when Thursday
awoke, it would find this data in the diurnal-exchange bank. This was linmted to those transfers
of information which were extrenely inportant.

Wednesday woul d get a separate order saying that Thursday had renoved the duplicate. The danger
was that soneone

m ght investigate and expose the double entries, but this was not likely to happen. Wio in one day
cared what the other day did if it seened legitinate and did not interfere with the snooth
operation of one's own day?

By the time that Locks was finished with the conputer, the still-alive but unconscious duplicate
had been lifted fromthe vat by the overhead crane, put into a shower to wash off the fluid,

dried, clothed, and put into a bodybag. This bag had been brought fromthe facility because a

m ssing bag fromthe biolab stores m ght cause an investigation.

When he | ooked upon his own not-quite-dead face, Duncan felt sonewhat renote, as if both he and
the corpse were not a part of reality.

"That's not the face | see in the mirror," he nuttered. "It has nothing to do with nme."
Nevert hel ess, he was relieved when the bag was zi pped up to the duplicate's nose.

After the fluid that had dripped on the floor was nopped up, two nmen carried the body out on a
stretcher that had been brought fromthe warehouse. Duncan was the first through the door to the
out si de because, for sone reason, he felt personally responsible for the duplicate. It was as if
he was conducting his own soul to hell. Just as he swung the door out, he saw through the w ndow a
figure advancing toward him It was a few feet away, lit by the interior light, vague in the
darkness and the rain. Beyond it were sonme flashing red and orange |ights.

The man wore a transparent slicker that was so thin that it could be folded and put easily inside
a shirt pocket. It could be opened very quickly by pulling on both sides to break the weak
magnetic hold. This took only a second, but Duncan had sl amred agai nst the door to open it and had
run out by the tinme the nan had the slicker unlocked. The organic also had to unstrap the hol ster
before he could snatch out the proton gun. He was just bringing it up when Duncan's head sl amed
into his chin. They went over, Duncan on top. He reared up and chopped the man in the neck with
the side of his hand. The

second bl ow had probably not been needed; the man was |inp and silent.

Locks was by then beside the two. He bent over and said, "Wat the hell is he doing here?"

Duncan stood up, his head hurting slightly. "He's an organic."” He pointed at the small canoe-
shaped two-nman aircraft hovering a foot above the ground, its lights flashing. "I don't know what
he was doi ng here, but he nust have been returning late froma patrol. He saw the lights here and
canme down to investigate. But he couldn't have been too suspicious or he'd have had his gun
ready. "

The others had by then arrived. The two nen |owered the stretcher to the ground. Sinn said, "Wat
do we do now? This sure tears it!"

The Deci der stood while the rain beat upon him chewing his lip and staring into the darkness as
if the answer was wal king toward himfrom the night.

Duncan dropped to one knee and felt the man's pul se. Wien he rose, he said, "He's still alive." He
spoke to Locks. "W could put himin a stoner. He won't be able to tell his story before next
Wednesday. By then . . . No, that won't work. He'll tell what he saw, they'll investigate. They'l

find out what we did."

Sinn said, "He has to be shut up. Permanently.
"Kil'l hin®" Duncan sai d.

"Or stone and hide him"

Duncan could see the pitfalls abounding in this idea. He said, slowy, "No. He has to be killed."
There was silence for a nonent.

Duncan was the first to speak. "It has to be done. It also has to look as if he saw ne-ny
duplicate, | nmean-and went after nme and in the struggle we killed each other. And it has to be
sonme niles fromhere."

"Well," Locks said, "I hate it, but, as you say, we have no choice. However, howwll it be
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expl ai ned? What was he doing so far away from here? He surely nust have reported in that he was
done with whatever he was supposed to do and was headi ng for home base."

That was easily checked by running the tape on his radio set. Sinn opened the canopy over the
front seat of the aircraft, reached in, touched the controls, and started the recording. It was as
Locks had said. The organic, Second-C ass Patroller Lu, had reported to HQ that he was now com ng
hone. Hi s night probes had failed to find any signs of the refugee Duncan

By the tine that the recording was finished, the organic's arns and | egs had been bound and his
mout h gagged. Duncan said, "Fortunately, he didn't report the lights in the biolab. Run the

coordi nates again, Sinn, where he last called in from The plane has to be found near there."
Locks, his voice lined with asperity, asked Duncan what he had in nmnd. Evidently, he was troubled
because Duncan seened to be taking over. His inability to see a way out of their predicanent nust
al so have nmade himangry at hinself.

“I'l'l have to fly the plane to that area,"” Duncan said. "I'lIl take the duplicate and Lu al ong. And
I'"l'l have to set it up so that it |ooks as if I-the duplicate-junped him ['Il have to kill both
of them" He paused. "Unl ess sonebody el se volunteers for the job."

As he had known, no one wanted it. After a few seconds, he said, "Is that OK with you, chief?"
"It's the best we can do," Locks said. "In one way, we're |lucky. W won't have to carry the
duplicate for five or so mles in the dark and rain and then walk back. 1t'll take you a few
mnutes to get five nmiles fromhere. | suggest you arrange this . . . matter

near the road. You can follow it back; you know your way fromhere. We'l|l go back to the facility.
The fewer there are of us outside, the better."

The padre had been silent until now He said, "lIs there no way we can avoid nurder? It's agai nst
all ny principles . "

"When you becane an outlaw, you signed up to kill if you had to," Duncan said. "If you don't, you
endanger everybody. Yes, it has to be done."

"Very well," the giant said. "But | insist on giving Lu the last rites before you take hi maway.
The . . . other, too."

"Jesus Christ, man!" Locks said. "Every second we stay here, we increase the danger! Besides, that
thing has no soul!"

"You don't know that," Padre Cob said. "I insist. You nmay go on if you wish." He opened the little
bl ack bag he carried and drew fromit a crucifix and sone objects the nanes and uses of which
Duncan did not know.

Duncan checked out the cockpit instruments while waiting for the priest to finish the ritual. He
was irked, but he would be wasting tinme arguing with Cabtab. He knew how stubborn the man coul d
be. Wiat irritated himnost was that Patroller Lu was not a Catholic or of any religion. Anybody
who practiced a religion was automatically barred from menbership in the police force or in any
government position. No matter. Padre Cob would adnminister the rites to Satan hinself if Satan
wer e unconsci ous. Duncan would not have put it past Cabtab to knock out the devil to prevent his
protests.

Duncan | ooked at the panel chrononeter. Wednesday's people had gone into the cylinders. In ten
nmore m nutes, Thursday's would be stirring.

After what seened a long tinme, the padre's broad serious face appeared by Duncan. "It's done. My
they find enlightenment when they arrive at the Geat There."

Duncan did not ask himwhere There was. He said, "See you, Padre. You'd better get the hell out of
here. ™"

"Be sure to confess your awful sin when you get back!" the priest cried as the plane lifted up. "I
can't give you absolution unless you sincerely repent: But who is going to absolve ne?"

Hi s words reached Duncan faintly. The plane was heading for the woods.

"For Christ's sake!" Duncan muttered, then thought that Cabtab woul d have agreed with the words of
t he phrase though not with the sense in which Duncan neant them

Keeping the craft very close to the treetops but within sight of the road, Duncan flew for six
mles. Near a deserted place, with no lights of town or house or vehicle visible, he |lowered the
pl ane between two |arge trees. Wen it had | anded, he got out

of the craft and dragged the organic out. The flashing lights were bright enough for Duncan to see
that Lu's eyes were open. If he was scared, his face did not showit. That was going to naeke it
harder for Duncan. He did not like killing a brave man. Come to think of it, he did not I|ike
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killing anybody, cowardly or courageous. But, whatever his character, or characters, had been
bef ore he became WIliam St.-CGeorge Duncan, he was now a man who woul d do what ever had to be done.
Wthin certain limts. He could never kill a child.

Using the organic's proton gun, Duncan shot himonce through the mddle of his chest. Lu fell on
his side. Duncan rolled himover and renoved the cloth hand-and-1eg cuffs and the gag. Putting
these into a pocket, he scorched the side of Lu's right leg to sinmulate a near-hit. Then he
clinbed into the cockpit and steered the craft through the forest. After half a nile of slow
going, he lifted it above the trees and sped along the road. Two niles fromwhere he had left Lu's
corpse, he landed the plane. After placing the Iinp body of the duplicate on the grass of the
meadow, he stood above it and ained the proton gun at the Ieft knee. The ball at the end of the
barrel spat a purplish beam the clothing and the flesh expl oded. Despite the heavy downpour, he
snelled briefly the stink of incinerated flesh.

He knelt by the duplicate. Its face was serene. If its nerves felt pain, its brain did not.

He took the organic's long hunting knife fromhis belt and shoved the blade a few inches into the
stonmach. The wound would not be inmediately fatal, but the duplicate would soon bleed to death. He
pull ed the knife out and threw it into the cockpit.

When the organics found the duplicate's corpse early in the norning, or whenever, they would | ook
around for Patroller Lu. It would not take them|ong. Then they would try to figure out what
happened. The scenario that Duncan hoped they would i mage woul d be thus: Inmediately after
reporting that he was com ng home, Lu would have been surprised by the refugee, Duncan. O Lu
woul d have surprised Duncan. In ci-

ther event, the two had struggled. Lu had shot Duncan, but the outlaw had managed to struggle with
him During the fight, Lu's proton gun had been wested from himor knocked out of his hand. Lu
had then used his knife to stab Duncan. But Duncan had gotten to the gun and shot Lu. After which,
Duncan had flown off in the plane. He had pulled the knife fromhis wound, but, feeling hinself

si nki ng, had | anded the plane. Before he had gotten nore than a few steps fromit, he had
col | apsed and di ed.

If the ganks accepted that, the hunt was ended.

Duncan strode through the rain across the neadow. The grass would | eave no footprints, and the nud
fromhis shoes woul d be washed away. If only no governnent vehicle cane along, he would go
unobserved. At this time of nmorning, it was unlikely that there would be any traffic. As he had
hoped, no vehicl es appeared. Wen he was within a mile of the village, he went into the woods. Hi s
progress was slower here, but it was necessary to be concealed. Finally, before dawn, he entered
the new facility. Locks and Cabtab were just inside the door and waiting for him In a nonotone,
Duncan descri bed what he had done. Locks wi nced when told of the killing; Cabtab crossed hinself
and began chanting in Japanese.

"I't's war," Duncan said. "He was a soldier, and he died."

"Wul d you like to confess now?" Cabtab said.

"Don't be ridiculous,"” Duncan said, and he wal ked away.

11

"If nmy feelings were easily hurt, they' d be throbbing with pain now," Duncan sai d.

"Way is that?" Locks said.

The padre answered for him "Because, ny dear |eader, he is being shunned by all except you and ne
and perhaps Wlde. He has killed a man and did not do so in self-defense. Al though, if you
consider all the inplications and ramifications, he did, in a sense, a strong sense, put an end to
the organic in defense not only of hinmself but of all the band. He stated quite clearly that he

m ght have to slay the man, in fact, probably would. Yet not one of us stopped him So we are all
guilty. But they won't consider that. I-lIc alone is the guilty one, the Cain who has nurdered his
brot her, though.

"So they shrink fromne. They don't say what's in their mnd, no open criticism but they regard
me as sonething of a nonster,"” Duncan said. He shrugged.

"If a child had suddenly come upon us as the organic did," Padre Cob said, "would you have killed
hi "

"No," Duncan said. "I wouldn't have been able to."

"And why not? A child could have exposed us. That was why you killed the organic, wasn't it?
Because he could not be a
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lowed to reveal that we were there? If you would spare the child, why not the adult?"

Duncan shifted inpatiently in the chair. "Fortunately, | was not put to that test. In reality-"
"In reality," Locks said savagely, "Duncan could do nothing but what he did. He sacrificed the man
to save the rest of us. You people are pathetic. D sgusting.”

The padre ignored Locks. He said, "Doesn't it bother you any? No little bites of conscience?"
"I'"ve had a few nightnares," Duncan said. "A snall price to pay."

"Let's get away fromthe hypothetical and the phil osophical," Locks said. "W have enough rea
probl enms. "

"The hypot hetical, the philosophical, the ethical, the fantastic, the imaginative are all parts of

reality,” the padre said loudly, and he patted his enornous stonach as if that, to him enbodied
the real. "The sumis made up of the parts. The hypothetical, the philosophical, the ethica

"Let's stick to the point at hand," Locks growl ed. "Now, you want to go with Duncan to L. A That's
going to require a trenmendous change in plans. | have to conmmunicate with the informant, get his

permi ssion, and if | do, set up a new ID for you, get passes and visas, and all that. Are you sure
that you want to | eave us, Padre? You have a | ot of people dependi ng upon you for spiritua
confort."”

"As | told you, Chief, |I had a vision the other night. An angel appeared to ne in a bl aze of

light, and it told ne to get going, to |leave this place and ny flock and go forth. To w pe the nud
of this desert fromny feet and wal k anong the nmen and wonen of the great cities. My mssion-"

"I know, | know," Locks said tiredly. "I heard you at least three tinmes. Very well. If you get
perm ssion, you may go. But you know what your flock will say. You're a rat deserting a sinking
ship."

"They don't have to stay here," Padre Cob said.

Locks swi vel ed around in the chair and began operating the conputer. Duncan stood up. "I'm going

to take a wal k. "

Once nore he was standing before the gray figure of Panthea Snick. Wat was he going to do about
her? Logi c and circunstances required that he | eave her just as he had found her. To destone her

to ease the itch of curiosity and then to stone her again would be cruel. If she had an incurable
di sease, he would have to do just that and she might think that she had been vivified because her
di sease was now curable. She did not, however, look as if she had been in ill health. Probably,

she was here because she had committed sone crime. In which case, she could be recruited into the
band.

On the other hand, one nore nmenber woul d make nore problens for Locks. He had enough as it was.
Duncan doubted that he woul d gi ve perm ssion to destone Snick

"l have to know what it is about her that bugs nme so much,” Duncan mnuttered.

Have to overcanme shoul d not.

He went to the carrier-robot section, activated and programmed a robot and wal ked behind it as it
carried the heavy figure to a stoner and deposited it withinit. It did not take long to close the
door and apply the power, then swing the door open. The woman stepped out of the cylinder, her
face pal e and wondering. Duncan said, softly, "Don't be frightened, Pan-thea Snick. You are anong
friends.”

That was a lie of kindness, of course. There was no guarantee that anyone el se would be friendly
to her. Nor was Duncan sure he could be called a friend.

Her bewi | dered expression vani shed, and she snil ed.

"Jeff Caird!"

That was one of the names the psychicist had said was his basic persona. His feeling that he had
known her was based on fact.

He led her to a table, asked her to sit down, and handed her a glass of water. "I'ma victim of
amesi a," he said. "Maybe you can tell me who Jeff Caird is and who you are and how we happened to
know each ot her?"

Sni ck downed the entire glassful, then said, "First, tell me where this place is and just how you
managed to destone ne?"

She was now in conplete self-control. Gone was the | ook of confusion, and her col or had cone back
Her voice was crisp and authoritative.

He tol d her where the warehouse was | ocated, but he said, "I insist that you answer my questions
first."
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That she wanted to argue with himwas evident. Neverthel ess, she nmust have decided that, for the
time being, he was the master. She gave hima flitting snmile and |launched into a |l ong tale, which
he did not interrupt. Wien she was finished, he was silent for alittle while. Then he said, "So,
you're an organic. An cx, | nean. And you're here because certain governnent officials thought
that you knew too much. They shut you up by accusing you of a crime you didn't conmit and then
framed you with fal se evidence and stoned you."

She | ooked inpatient. "That's what | said."

Jefferson Cervantes Caird had been a citizen of the state of Manhattan, an organic officer
upright and dedi cated, loyal to the governnment, and a distinguished fighter against crine. On the
surface. Secretly, he belonged to an organi zation that was highly unlawful. It had its originin
G | bert Ching | mernman, a biologist who had di scovered a neans for prolonging life far beyond the
nornmal span. Instead of sharing it with all of humanity, he had kept it for himself and sone
menbers of his famly. As the famly had grown through several generations, it had formed a secret
organi zation, the imernmans. Later, it had started to take in nenbers who were not of the famly,
though these were relatively few Wthin two hundred subyears, the famly had gai ned many powerf ul
positions. By the tinme that Caird was born, there were nmenbers in many countries and sone in the
wor | d counci .

Wien Caird had becone an adult, he had al so becone a daybreaker. Instead of going into the stoner
at the end of Tuesday, leaving it the nmorning of the next Tuesday, he becanme a Wednesday citizen
with a different name, 1D, and profession. On each day of the rest of the week, he had a new I D
and profession. H's adoption of these personae had been so suc

cessful that he became each person, on its particular day, retaining only a shadow nenory of the
others. To carry out the deception, he had to retain a certain link to his other selves. After

all, to be effective in performng his courier duties in the organization, he must know sonet hing
of his seven personalities, and what had occurred on each day.

But he had gone overboard. He had kept the separate "soul s" too separated from one anot her

That had resulted finally in each persona trying to gain conplete control of the others so that

t hese coul d be dissol ved.

The struggle had not started until shortly before Caird had been caught after a frantic flight
fromthe organics

Before that, an imerman scientist named Castor had gone nad and had been inprisoned in a
Manhattan rehabilitation institution. The i mernmans, afraid that Castor night reveal the existence
of their organization, nmade sure that he would not do so after being put in the institution. They
had arranged that only nenbers of their organi zati on woul d have cl ose contact with him But Castor
had murdered his chief keeper, escaped, and then killed Caird's Tuesday wi fe. Castor neant to
murder Caird, al so, because Caird had been the arresting officer

In his Wednesday persona, Caird was told by an imernman that he had to find and kill Castor before
t he noni nmer man organi cs caught him Castor nust not be allowed to expose the organization

Rel uctantly, Caird had obeyed the order. Meanwhile, a Sunday organic, Panthea Pao Snhick, had
questioned Caird. She was, in fact, |ooking for nmenbers of another outlaw organization, but Caird
t hought that she was on his trail. Then he found out that his own people now considered himto be
dangerous to them because Snick seened so close to catching him

As Bob Tingle of the Wednesday Wrld, Caird had killed Castor while the madnan was trying to
murder him At |east, that was what the psychicist had told Caird he had told her during a session
under the truth nist. Caird hinself had only a shadow s shadow of a nenory of that event.

Snick was sitting in a chair and drinking another glass of water when Duncan asked her if she knew
anyt hi ng about the rescue.

"Not hi ng. "

She seened to be rising out of her shock and disorientation. Her |arge brown eyes were clear now.
And beautiful. They seened to be appealing to him but that surely was his subjective inpression
What was goi ng on behind those eyes might be sonething different.

Duncan said, "I was told that |I found you in a cylinder, stoned, where Castor had put you
Apparently, he was saving you for torture and nutilation before he killed you."

The wonman shudder ed.

"But the inmermans got you, too. They destoned you, drugged you, and then used the truth m st on
you. When they were done with you, they stoned you again. You were unconscious all that tine.
That's why you don't recall anything that happened during that tine."
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"I was | ooking for a subversive naned Morni ng Rose Doubl eday," she said. "Then | stunbl ed across

the existence of another group, yours. | was inforned about Castor and told to keep an eye out for
him 1 didn't know then that he was an imerman. In fact, | hadn't even known that such a
subversive group existed."

"I thought you suspected ne of sonething when you questioned nme," Duncan said. "I didn't know then

that you wanted to use ne in your pursuit of Doubl eday because | was a data banker."

"An i mrerman naned Gaunt, a cell-section head, conducted the questioning of you. He wanted to kill
and nutilate you to make the organics think Castor did it. That'd divert suspicion fromus.
objected. But | was overruled. Then Castor showed up, and after he was killed, the organics cane.
I had to run. Next day, Thursday, as Charlie Ohm | was summoned to the Tower of Evolution."

He was silent for a few seconds. Then, shaking his head, he

spoke softly. "I don't know what the hell | did in the Tower. The psychicist skipped that part.
She did tell ne about my flight and capture.”

Snick smled and said, "Ch, | can tell you some of what happened there! That's only because ny
interrogators told ne about it, though what they knew was based on speculation. O so they said. |
wi sh, though. . . | wish .

"W sh what ?"

"That they'd not told nme. If they'd kept quiet, | wouldn't have known so nuch, and thus | wouldn't

have been a danger to theml They woul dn't have decided it'd be best to accuse ne of a false crine
so they could stone ne and get nme out of the way."

"What was the charge?"

"They accused nme of being a nenber of the inmrermans!” She rose indignantly fromthe chair, her
eyes even larger, her face twisted. "Me! One of the i mermans!"

"How coul d they do that?" Duncan said. "The mi st would prove that you weren't."

"I know! | demanded that they show me the interrogation recording. They did so, and there | was,
unconsci ous and adnmitting that | did belong to the i nmrernans and had been secretly working for
themfor a long time!"

Duncan was nore than puzzl ed. Sonething was buzzing in his head as if soneone wanted himto open a
door.

"But you said

"Yes, | said | was innocent! | was! | am What they did was to insert a conputer sinmulation into
the recording!"

"A simulation of you confessing while under the mst?"

"OfF course!"”

"But an examination of the recording by specialists would prove that the section. was sinul ated!
D dn't you denand that?"

"Of course | did! And it was denied ne!"

Duncan was not as shocked as he had expected to be. Perhaps, in one of his personae, probably that
of Caird the organic, he had heard of such duplicity. O-he hoped not-had been involved in such

"All right," he said. "What were you told that nmade them decide not to trust you, to put you
away?"

"I was asked, while | wasn't nisted, though they nust've asked when | was nmisted, too, if I'd ever
heard of the longevity factor."

The buzzing in Duncan's head stopped. The door had been opened. But the shadowy inages flitting

t hrough were too thin and mi sshapen for himto know what they neant.

"Longevity factor?"

"l don't knowas yet-what it neans, what it inplies. It nmust have been significant. The woman who
asked nme about it was immediately told to shut up. She got pale. Not red, as if enbarrassed, but
pale, as if terrified. She was told to | eave the room They weren't very snart about it. If they'd
been cool, said nothing, | wouldn't have thought anything of it. | replied that |'d never heard of
such a thing. It was true. They knew | was not |ying. Nevertheless, that's the only thing I can
think of that nmade them decide to stone ne. Somehow, they thought that, just by their nentioning
the longevity factor, |I'd becone dangerous."”

She was | ooki ng around at the stoned figures while talking.

She stopped, rose fromthe chair, and said, "My God! That's the wonan who asked nme about it!"
Duncan | ooked at the stonee she was pointing at.

"And the two by her side! They were in the room too!"
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"I think," Duncan said, "they knew too nmuch. They nust not have been trusted enough. \Watever it
was, let's find out."

He was not eager to destone even one of them however. Bringing Panthea Snick to life would
probably cause enough trouble. Any nore unauthorized destoning was going to upset Locks tw ce as
much. So be it. That was too bad. Let himburn. He, Duncan, was asbestos. |If he was not, he would
certainly find out.

"Whi ch one seermed to be in charge?" Duncan said.

Snick indicated the woman, a tall blonde with a rather hard face.

"Then she ni ght know nore."

Duncan got a robot into operation. A few mnutes later, the wonman stepped out of the cylinder

Sni ck seized her from behind, and Duncan sprayed truth nist in her face. She struggled to free
herself and to hold her breath while doing so. Duncan hel ped Snick restrain her until the woman

sl unped, her head hanging forward. After they had placed her on a table, Duncan swiftly
interrogated her. She readily answered in that soft and slurred voice, seldom enotion-charged,

that those under the influence used. Detective-Captain Sandra Johns Bu, however, could only report
that her superior, Detective-Mjor Theodore Elizabeth Scarlatti, had ordered her to question Snick
about what she knew of the LF, or "longevity factor." Scarlatti did not explain what that phrase
meant. Neverthel ess, Bu had paid heavily for her slip. Shortly after Bu had been conmanded to

| eave the room she was taken in for questioning. Wiwolly bew |l dered, frightened yet angry because
she knew she was innocent, she had deni ed knowi ng anything of the LF. Then truth m st had been
adm ni stered to her. She had awakened suddenly in the cylinder, where she had been seized by Snick
and Duncan.

"And so back she goes into stone,"” Duncan said.

A few mnutes later, Bu was standing once nore in the silent ranks.

"W don't know any nore than we did before," Duncan said.

"Not quite true," Snick said. "W know that you know or at |east knew sonething about prol onging
life. You were not a scientist in any of your seven personae. Therefore, you nust have been given
that know edge. Perhaps you shared it with the other nmenbers of your organi zation. Watever

t he governnent has not nade public the existence of your group or of the LF. It's desperate to
keep it secret. It's also desperate to get hold of you, and that nust be because you know what the
governnent doesn't want the public to know "

"I already figured that out," Duncan said. "Question. How do | find out what | know, yet don't
know?"

12

Duncan had been right. Ragnar Locks was angry.

"You had no right to bring her into the band! Especially when you're just about to-"

He stopped because Snick was within ear range. He did not want her to know that Duncan woul d be
goi ng under another identity to Los Angel es.

"She was ny only means to find out why the governnment wants nme so badly," Duncan said. "That
reason is very inportant. Anyway, she's no danger. She can't go to the organics and tell them
about us. She wouldn't, anyway. She hates them now. "

"I't was for nothing," Locks said. "You still don't have any idea of why they want you."
"I have a clue, and that's nore than | had. Look. She's very well trained, a highly conpetent
organi ¢ who knows the ins and outs of her field. | think she ought to be given a new ID, too. She

could go to Los Angeles with ne."
Locks' face got even redder, but he choked back his retort. He threw his hands up and wal ked away.
Duncan wi nked at Snick. She was pal e but managed to smile slightly. Shortly thereafter, Locks
returned, nuch cal mer.

"I''"ll be glad to get rid of both of you

he said. "OK If it can be done, she can go with you."

Two obdays later, it was done. On Tuesday norning, at eight o'clock, Duncan, Snick, and Cabtab
were in the town of New Ark, New Jersey. This was near the old city of Newark, which had | ong ago
di sappear ed, overwhel ned and buried by accunul ating soil and heavy forest. Even those buil di ngs
that had survived the siege and the burning and had been preserved as nonunments had in two

t housand obyears been covered over. A plaque on the station wall comenorated it as the site of
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the prison canp for New York and New Jersey crimnals after Wang Shen's forces had conquered the
eastern United States of Anerica. It was near here that twenty-three thousand crimnals, including
all known Mafia, had been executed. This had happened, as the plaque noted, before the beginning
of the New Era and its stoning techniques. Capital punishnent had | ong ago been abolished. In
theory, anyway, Cabtab pointed out to his coll eagues.

"Wang Shen can't be accused of racial or national discrimnation. Al felons convicted of nurder,
extortion, rape, and drug dealing were executed throughout the world. The G eat C ean Sweep, Wang

Shen called it. However. . . ho! ho! ho!.. . there were just as many crimnals in the next
generation. That, of course, was just the start of the New Era. In the third generation
gover nment propaganda, you can call it conditioning, if you wish, had reduced the nunber of

detected crimnals by three-quarters. Then the nunber of detected crimnals rose during the

foll owi ng generation because the invention of truth mist made it inpossible for a crinminal to lie.
After that, well, no society that existed previously had been so crinme-free. Not that there aren't
still some. Take us, for exanple. Ho! ho! ho!"

Duncan | ooked around uneasily. Cabtab's |oud |laughter and his three chins and huge belly were
attracting attention. Nobody was staring at them the citizens were too polite to do that.
Nevert hel ess, they were glancing sidewi se at Cabtab and novi ng away. Though the station was
crowded, there was an unoccupied area ten feet in diameter around the three.

"I think," Duncan said, "we should quiet down."

"What ?" Cabtab said. He | ooked around. "Ch, yes, | see."

"It would help if you started to diet, too," Snick said.

"1've done nore than enough by getting rid of ny religious artifacts,” Cabtab said softly, his
face red. "That was a trenendous sacrifice, though no one else seens to appreciate that."

"You're no longer a preacher," Snick said sharply.

"Not according to ny ID. But if you take the preacher fromthe church, you can't renove the church
fromthe preacher. Werever | am there is nmy church.”

"Try to keep quiet about it, then," Snick said.

Cabtab prodded her in the ribs with a huge horny thunmb, and he | aughed |oudly. Snick w nced.

"Now, now, let's not get too organic. You're no |longer invested with great authority. | don't have
to jump at your command."

"I think," Duncan said in a |low voice, "that we should quit any such tal k altogether. Remenber,
we're not who we were. Act accordingly.”

"Quite right," Cabtab runmbled. "I'll strive to be a good little boy from now on."

They were standing near the north entrance of the building. It was a towering structure that

| ooked |li ke a cross between a pagoda and a Gothic tenple. Its white walls, exterior and interior
were inlaid with scarlet twelve-sided alto-reliefs bearing bright-green gl obes. The four nain
entrances were two-story-high arches, open at the noment because the three sectional doors had
been withdrawn into wall recesses. The main room had a doned ceiling two stories high. There were
about a hundred peopl e beneath the ceiling, sitting on benches, wal king around, or standing in
groups. The inevitable giant TV screens were placed here and there on the walls so that the
occupants could keep up with Tuesday's news, the train schedule, or the current hi-pop shows.

The three went to a bench and sat down. Shortly thereafter, another area was cl eared around them
Duncan bit his |lip. Cabtab was not, just now, anyway, an asset to himand Snick. However, he was
not the only unsocially obese person there. And

being fat was not a crinme, though the attitude of nost people and of the government was that it
bordered on illegality. Certainly, the obese were often hounded by agents of the Bureau of Fitness
and Standards. TO LOSE IS TO GAIN was the official slogan. Lose fat and gain health, respect, and
a longer life was what the state neant. FOR THE GREATER GOOD OF THE PEOPLE BECOVE LESSER

Cabtab's new I D was that of Jereni ah Scanderbeg Ward, and the fake data bank file was spotted with
frequent reprinmands and small fines by the Bureau of Fitness and Standards. Wich nust have caused
whonmever had made up the file a ot of work, Duncan thought.

Snick's new | D was Jenny Ko Chandl er. Duncan's had for sone reason been changed from Davi d Enmber
Gimto Andrew Vi shnu Beewol f. He woul d have preferred Smth or WAang or even Grim but the unknown
data banker who had put the IDinto the files nust have had a conpelling reason to choose Beewol f.
"Here comes the train," Cabtab-Ward said

It was actually fifty mles away, as indicated by a wall screen. The TV nonitors along the route,
however, showed the bullet-shaped cars rocketing by. Estimated tine of arrival at New Ark
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2.5 minutes. The porters were already noving out |large robot-carriers, the platforns of which were
janmed with stoned people. These were passengers who preferred to ride safely, invulnerable to the
nmost terrible crashes. Also free of the boredom anxiety, and inconvenience of travel. On the

ot her hand, they would not enjoy the sights of the countryside or of the unfamliar cities the
train would go through

The wal | screens announced that boarding tinme would be in ten minutes. The crowd picked up their
travel cases and noved out into the open area between the station and the "tracks." Duncan stood
behind the safety railing near them The tracks were actually a narrow hi ghway of synthetic netal
on the ground and enornous vertical hoops of nmetal placed at forty-foot intervals above the road
Presently, the train, now noving

slow y, appeared around a hill. It took sonme tine for the end of the mle-long series of fifty-
foot-long cars to show. The lead car, its radar antennae rotating, floated five feet above the
shiny gray roadway. Wen the train stopped, the end car was four thousand feet fromthe station
Then the chain of vehicles sank slowmy to the roadbed.

Whi stles blew Porters' voices rose hoarsely. The screens on poles near the safety railing flashed
i nstructions. Duncan and his conpanions got into line. The doors of their car slid open, and
conductors stepped out. They wore Lincoln-green uniforns, tunics that cane hal fway down to the

thi ghs and caps that had not changed for two thousand obyears. A w de scarlet patch on their
breasts bore two crossed steam | oconotive insignias. Just above the visors of their caps was a

gol d-colored netal circle bearing a green gl obe

The conductor at Duncan's entrance, a tall dark wonman with a big notherly bosom and a w cked
steprmother's face, spoke loudly. "Step right up! Mowve it! W have a schedule to neet! No farting
around! "

Duncan slipped his ID card into the slot and his right thunmb into a hole. The conductor |ooked at
the screen showing vital data and his destination. It flashed a short code indicating that the
data was correct and the thumbprint was Andrew Vi shnu Beewoi f's. Three short whistles issued from
the machine; its screen flashed: |D CERT.

Duncan removed his card and hurried into the car. The information had been transmitted fromthe
scanner to various data banks all over the world, checked with the records, and found not wanting.
Sni ck and Cabtab al so passed the test. The first of nany to cone, Duncan thought, as he sat down
by a wi ndow. Panthea was on his left, Cabtab across fromhim The fourth passenger was a m ddl e-
aged man, only six feet tall, thin, large-eyed, and | ong-faced. He wore a very fashionabl e hat,
sporting two yell ow antennae. Hi s rai nbow colored tunic was al so current, knee-length and with a
scoop that went alnost to his navel. He wore a neck-chain from which depended a | arge

metal inmage of an ant. Before the train started to nove, he introduced hinself in a high-pitched
Voi ce.

"Doctor Herman Trophallaxis Carebara, |ate of the University of Queens. Inmigrant to the State of
Los Angel es, Lower California Division. And you, if you please?"

Duncan introduced hinmself and the others. Carebara churchsteepled his hands together before his
chest and bowed slightly each tinme Duncan said the names. Snick replied in kind. The two nen just
waved a hand to indicate that they acknowl edged the introduction. A subtle expression passed
across Carebara's face. Duncan interpreted it as dislike of their informality.

"I am a professor of entonol ogy, specialty fornicology," Carebara said. "And you, if you pl ease?"
"Ent onol ogy? Formi col ogy?" Cabtab said.

"The study of insects. My specialty is the study of those insects known to the |ayperson as ants.”
"I'"mof theol ogi an genus, of the street preacher species,” Cabtab said, grinning. "My nmundane

prof essi ons are garbage collector, waiter, and bartender. My female sister-in-spirit is a nedica
technol ogist, and nmy brother-in-spirit is a data banker. W are all New Jersey born and have never
been out of this state."

"Very interesting," Carebara said.

By then, the doors had been shut, the PA had told the passengers that the train was |eaving on
schedul e, which they already knew, and a conductor was novi ng his wheel ed machi ne down the aisle
He was requiring the passengers to give himtheir ID cards so he could check themout again in his
machi ne. That, Duncan thought, was unnecessary, redundant, and tinewasting, not to nention
annoyi ng. But the regulations denanded it, and there might be a very very slight chance that
sonmeone unaut hori zed had slipped onto the car

He gl anced out the wi ndow. The train was now five feet above the roadbed and accel erating swiftly.
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The giant rings were flashing by, and the nmeadows, farns, and forest were whipping past. He wi shed
that the car were not noving so fast.

He liked to see the countryside and the little tows in detail. Such hurry was really not
necessary. The train would have to stop when it canme near the border of the Central Standard Tine
Zone. Wy couldn't it just anble along and push ahead, as it were, the next tine zone?

"My nmain studies have been in the comunication codes of ants," Carebara was saying. "That is, in
the forms of recognition and exchange of information, ocular, physical, and chemical. Signs and
scents. My special specialty, if | may call it that, is minmetism That is, those nonants, those

i nsects who pass thensel ves off as ants. Beetles that |ook |like ants, behave Iike ants, and live
off of ants in their very mdst." He smled and said, "Beetles that are freel oaders, buns,
spongers, parasites. They give nothing, and they take all they can get."

Cabtab rolled his eyes and drunmed his fingers on the arnrest. Snick sighed. Duncan, however, was
intrigued. He said, "Just how do they do that?"

Carebara smled, delighted that he had at |east a nono-audi ence.

"The main form of communication in an ant colony is by odor. The nenbers give off pheronones,
scents that identify themas bel onging to~ the colony. The parasites have evolved through mllions
of years of evolution, have adapted their bodies to give off pheronones simlar enough to the
ants' to fool their hosts. They beg food fromthe ants by druming on the hosts' bodies with their
ant ennae and stroking the nouths of the ants with their |egs. Watever it takes to get the ant to
di sgorge its food. The bunms al so eat their hosts' |arvae and eggs. Some do, anyway."

He settled back, closed his eyes for a nonent, and smled. He was pleased with hinmsel f. \Wen he
opened his eyes, he said, "Essentially, the parasites have evolved to the point where they have
broken the ants' codes. The sensory and ol factory codes that ants use to do work, defend

t hensel ves, or cooperate in attacking other ants or intruders. The beetles, fifth columers, in a
sense, infiltrate, settle down anpbng their hosts and live high off the hog, as it were.

"In this, they differ fromtheir human counterparts, the revolutionaries, the subversives, the
mal contents, who want to overthrow the government so that they can rule. No insect wants to

overthrow its government. No ant ever rebelled. And the beetles . . . they don't care about
changi ng the systemin the colony. Wiy should they? They, if you'll excuse the colloquialism have
it nmade."

Cabt ab, who had gotten interested in spite of hinself, |ooked at Duncan and wi nked. "Perhaps
there's a lesson for us in our learned friend s discourse," he said.

Duncan ignored hi mand spoke to Carebara.

"It's basically a matter of breaking the code?”

Car ebara nodded and said, "Yes. Form col ogi sts now know exactly how the body chem stry of the

m netic beetles natches that of the hosts. W formicol ogi sts have been working with biochem sts
for a long tinme on that subject. You nay have seen TV docunentaries or read tapes about our work
i n maki ng synthetic species, nost of which, unfortunately, are short-lived, even for those of the
ent onol ogi cal persuasion. Yes?"

Sni ck and Duncan nodded.

"Two out of three isn't bad. Well, ny colleagues at the University of Lower California, Los

Angel es, have done splendid work on both natural and synthetic minetic beetle parasites. They
invited me to cone to L.A to collaborate in their research. Since emigration also brings with it
more credits, better housing, nore perks, as you well know, no doubt they are your mmin reason in
em grating, otherw se, why tear up your roots? Ah, as | was saying, for these reasons | |eft
Queens for the first tine inny life."

"Yes, we wanted a somewhat better life, too," Duncan said. "Also, our life has al ways been
somewhat rural. W would like to try netropolitan living. Anyway, these synthetic m netics.

"Fire ants, as you |laypersons call them have recently becone a nenace again. My work, nmine and ny
col l eagues', will be to nake minetic beetles that will transcend the aims, if | may use that word,
of the natural parasites. They will be genetically

programed to eat the eggs and | arvae of their hosts. But not openly so that their hosts becone

al armed and eat them Thus, we hope to wi pe out or at l|least greatly reduce the nunbers of the fire
ants. However, the project may take a long tine. Its long-range inplications are that

ent onol ogi sts, in conjunction with biochem sts, may be able to nmake nany species that can contro
all those insects that are harnful to humanki nd. They nay work out far better than the | aboratory-
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made nmutants we've used so far."

The conductor interrupted him and after he was gone, the three outlaws shunted the conversation
onto anot her subject. When Carebara, after futile efforts to rechannel it back to his ants, |eft
for the rest room Duncan spoke softly so that the neighbors couldn't overhear

"Think he's on the up-and-up? O is he an organi c provoker?"

"He can provoke all he wants," Snick said. "We'll have to pretend we're just ordinary citizens,
perfectly satisfied with the

policies of the government, adhering to the official philosophy in every respect."”

"He can't suspect us," Cabtab rumbled. "If he is an organic, | nean. | think he's just a
professor, like he says. If he had any suspicions we were anything el se than our cards say we are,
the ganks'd be all over us."

"I know that," Duncan said. "Actually, the nmain thing I'"'mworried about is his boring us to death.
He's a nonomani ac. "

"Of the deadly persuasion, you nean," Snick said, and she | aughed.

"He has given nme sonething to think about,"” Duncan said. He | eaned back and closed his eyes. After
a few mnutes, he opened themto | ook through the wi ndow. The view was blurred now and woul d be
for along tine. But it was being filnmed, and the passengers could pull down an overhead screen
and run the scenery in slow notion. Thus, they could barely see where they were but could viewin
detail where they had been

13

At an average velocity of two hundred miles an hour, the train arrived in Chicago, State of
I1linois, North American Departnment, at 1:30 P.M, Central Standard Tinme. Here the passengers

di senbarked and registered in roons at the government-run Pilgrims Progress Hotel. Later, they
toured the city on a bus. The taped voice inforned the sightseers that Chicago was now reduced to
a twenty-square-nile horizontal area but extended as nuch as a nile, here and there, vertically.
Lakeshore Drive was now five miles inland fromthe original drive because the | evel of Lake

M chigan had risen fifty feet. The entire city, in fact, was ringed by a seventy-foot-high

| akewal | .

The screen in front of the bus showed a map of the ancient limts of the city, a shocking spraw,
and the present lints. Were there had once been miles and mles of ugly factories and even
ugli er houses and apartnent buildings were farns, forest reserves, artificial |akes, and
recreation | odges.

Duncan and his conpanions went to bed early, rose at 11:30, went into the hotel cylinders, and
came out the follow ng Tuesday at ten mnutes past nidnight. After sleeping again, they rose at
six in the norning, breakfasted, and boarded another express at 7:30 A M

Twel ve hours | ater, having been sidetracked for three hours, the reason not explained, the train
pulled into Amarillo, State of Wst Texas, at 7:30 P.M, Central Standard Tinme, 8:30 P.M,
Mount ai n Standard Ti ne.

"We shoul d have taken the straight-through,” Snick said. "I'mweary of traveling."

"What ? And niss seeing this great country?" Duncan said.

"l also could have mi ssed having a paral yzed ass."

"There's a disadvantage to everything," he replied. "The ad-vantages in this situation nore than
make up for the drawbacks.

At least, they do as far as |I'mconcerned."

They were wal king to the station entrance when she stopped and pointed into darkness at a conpl ex
of winking lights in the air. The reflection of the city lights vaguely outlined a |ong dark
shape.

"Going by airship would have been nore fun."

"Only a privileged few are allowed to travel unstoned in them" he said. "If we'd taken that, we'd
have been just a part of the cargo. Anyway, dirigible travel is even slower."
"Yeah, | know. I'mjust tired, and | want to get to L. A ," Panthea said.

The country around Amarillo was hot and humid and ranpant with farms or |arge groves of jungle.
But the city was domed, and the air within was fresh and confortable. Duncan was delighted with
the citizens' garb. They had preserved the Western tradition; everybody | ooked |ike a cowboy or a
cow ady. He doubted, however, that the original Texans woul d have adm red the enornous brightly
col ored codpi eces of the nen or approved of wonen whose breasts were nore often uncovered than
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covered by the jewel-sequined | eather vests.

The foll owi ng Tuesday, the train arrived in the State of Los Angeles. The last four hours were in
the dark, but the screens showed the | andscape as viewed in the bright sunshine. Because of the
del ays, unexpl ai ned, and an hour's stop so the passengers could stretch their legs along the rim
of the Grand Canyon, the train arrived at the termi nal station, Pasadena, at 7:30 P.M The

three spent an hour in line waiting for their new I D cards because of a conputer breakdown. The
cards were just like the old ones except that they contained data re their status as citizens of
the State of Los Angeles, Lower California Division, North American Departrment. After this, the
passengers were bused to the Inmigration Department Hotel, where, after the procedures for
immgrants were explained to them they were free to wander around until half an hour to nidnight.
Duncan, however, went to bed at nine. Though tired, he could not sleep. The narrow room was t oo
confining, and Cab-tab, on the bunk beneath his, snored |oudly. For sone reason, he rejected the
use of the norpheus. Perhaps he felt he was getting too dependent on it. Visions of the journey
kept flashing on the nonitor of his mnd, especially those of Arizona and New Mexico. At |east a
quarter of the area of these states was covered by enornmous sol ar panels, the power from which
furni shed twelve states with |light and heat. Interspersed anong the gigantic sunflashing
structures were jungles. The Sout hwest had al ways had a hot clinmate, but the rains of twelve

t housand obyears ago were returning. The soil, where not shadowed by panels, had given birth to a
vivid green and tall tangle that |ooked |like | oM ands Central Anerica.

The raincl ouds that made vegetation flourish also made the Sout hwest | ess sunny, but clear skies
were frequent enough to justify the solar panels-so far

Phoeni x had been a collection of great domes connected by transparent passageways. The donmes were
pol ari zed agai nst the sunlight when necessary, and the nountains around it had | ong ago been

| evel ed. The debris had been piled twenty nmiles away to make a new | andnark, Munt Renove.

Duncan finally oozed into a sleep shot with dreans fractured by near-nightnmares. These were not so
much "personal" as "historical." They seened to osnmobse from his ancestral nenories, which, of
course, did not exist. Nevertheless, there was no ot her explanation, which did not mean that there
was none. They m ght have been evoked by the docunentary he had

wat ched while on the train, though sonmething el se could have been their mdw fe. Watever their
cause, and no one knew what thousands of single itens forned a flashing-by conplex to screw the
dreams upward to the conscious of his unconscious, they forned a forward-speed pageant.

Perhaps it was the journey across the continent that pushed the RERUN button

Hi story was a nightmare, and his nightmare was history.

Who coul d have predicted that, in the early part of the twenty-first century, gunpowder and rocket
fuel would be unusable in war? O that in Wrld War |1l internal combustion engi nes could be
rendered i noperable? O that the chief weapons would be, in the early stages of the war, swords,
spears, crossbows, gas-powered guns, |asers, and steam operated machi ne guns? That airplanes coul d
not be used and lighter-than-air craft were too vul nerable? That tanks had to operate by nucl ear
fuel or coal ?

Who coul d have foreseen that the chairman of the Communi st party of China, Wang Shen, would see
the potential in this change of transportati on and weaponry and woul d declare war on the U S.S.R ?
O that, in twelve years, using the arm es of the conquered countries, Wang Shen woul d conquer the
worl d and establish a world government? Or that his son, Sin Tzu, would found the New Era, an age
that renounced the ideol ogies of comuni smand capitalismexcept as they applied to his brave new
world? O that, before he died, he would use the invention of "stoning" to build sonething

conmpl etely unique in history. The seven-day worl d.

Air and water and earth were now cl ean. I mMmense forests had been planted to restore the oxygen-
carbon di oxi de content of the atnosphere, though that had taken a thousand years and the oceans
were still rising. The tropical belts of rain forests were even larger in area than they had been
in the early nineteenth century.

No one was now hungry or badly housed, and education was available for everyone. No one had to go
wi t hout medi ci ne or doctors or hospital care, all of which were of the highest quality

possible. Armies, navies, and air forces were |like dinosaurs, extinct. The |ast war had taken

pl ace two thousand obyears ago. Miurder, assault, rape, and child abuse still existed, but the rate
of occurrence was the lowest in the history of humanki nd.

Al'l of this had, however, been achieved at a price. It had cost the nost for those involved in
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Wrld War 111 and the formation of the New Era. But there were those now living who believed that
they were al so paying a price. None of the great benefits of the New Era could exist wthout the
seven-day system and the snothering surveillance of satellite, sensor, and police, the | ast

euphem stically terned the organics.

O so the governnent clainmed. But nen and wonen |i ke Duncan thought differently. The highly
artificial seven-day world had been around so long that it seemed natural to nost citizens. These
truly believed that it was absolutely necessary for the greatest good of society that every person
be cl osely watched so that no one coul d escape punishrment for crines against society. The heavy
surveill ance was sonetines irksome or inconvenient, but the resulting safety and ease of nind rmade
this nmore than just endurable. And if truth mist nade it inpossible for anyone to get away with
lying, wasn't that the way it should be?

The governnment officials were also required to be m sted before being enployed or if their conduct
was in doubt. But what if those who did the misting |ied about the results?

| mges expl oded fromthe dark, and faces spun out of the blackness that lies at the base of al
thought, out of the dark enptiness that sonehow gives birth to full ness. Faces spun by, the faces
of his forefathers and forenothers who had fought in the great battles of Canada and the United
States of America. All were twisted with the heat and red of fear and bravery and battle, and al
were snoot hed out into pale death. Sone were North Anmerican Caucasi ans; sone, Asiatics, Africans,
Eur opeans, and Sout h Anericans. Duncan was descended fromthose who had shed their bl ood for Wang
Shen and al so for the United States, ancestors who had tried to kill one another

Then the final war to end all wars was ended, and the sur

vivors struggled to live and to have children and to keep their children alive. Children were
crying, their faces drawn and fearful, their hands stretched out for food, when Duncan was snapped
fromthe nightnmares by the wall-screen alarm

"Ch, CGod!" Cabtab noaned in the bunk bel ow Duncan's. "Another day! Before it ends, we'll be in
L. A Wat then? Mre of the sane?"

The padre had al so been havi ng ni ght mares.

14

Los Angel es, however, |ooked that norning |ike a pleasant, and in sone respects erotic, dream -
Duncan and hi s conpani ons had gone through nore adnittance procedures, this tine at the
Immigration Departnent in L.A, and then had taken the elevator to the top floor. This was on a

| evel with the peak of Munt WIson, where | ong ago an observatory had stood. Now the governor of
Los Angeles lived in a mansion there. The three had a splendid view of the Pacific Ccean, which
filled the great basin. The old metropolis had di sappeared under the waves, nost of it buried in
mud or washed away. It was the third city to be built there, the first having been destroyed by
fire in Wrld War 111 and the second tunbled by the Great Earthquake and t hen burned

Now, rising from deep-sunk pylons, many varicolored towers glittered in the clear air and bright
sunshi ne. These were interconnected by bridges at many floors, and a four-level bridge |ed through
a great cut in the Hollywod Hlls to the valley beyond. Pedestrians, bicyclists, tricyclists,

el ectric buses, and a few electric autonobiles filled the bridges.

Westward, the sea and the sea-filled basin flashed with thousands of automated frei ght vessels and
manned craft. Eastward,

the wat er-surrounded towers and the interconnecting bridges gave way finally to the foothills of
the nmountains. Southward, the sea-girded towers extended for fifteen mles. The Baldwin Hills were

a thousand years gone, used for fill in the dikes that had kept the ocean out until the second
great earthquake. To the north, only four towers rose into view frombeyond the Holl ywood Hills.
"Beautiful,"” Snick murrmured. "I think 1'"'mgoing to like it here."

"It's the citizens that make a place beautiful,” Duncan said. "Ugly citizens, ugly city, no matter
how fabul ous the architecture and how clean the streets are. Sone of the locals are going to be
very ugly indeed if they find out who we really are."

"There's where we'll be living," Cabtab said, pointing to the west. "The La Brea Conpl ex Tower,
twentieth floor, west super bl ock nei ghborhood."

At that nmoment, a wonman who had been standi ng near them though not wthin earshot, approached
them She was about thirty subyears of age, of mddle height, pretty, dark-skinned, and with
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bl onde hair and bl ue eyes that had probably been dark before depignmentation. She wore a tight
cerul ean-bl ue bl ouse and skirt, nothing beneath, and yellow, very high-heeled shoes. Her handbag,
canary-yellow with black spots, was shaped |ike a |leopard. A tiny black right-handed swastika,
mar ki ng her as a Buddhi st of the Oiginal Gautama sect, was tattooed on her forehead.

Duncan | ooked at her because it seened obvious that she was going to speak to them |nstead, she
passed them but she slipped sonething into his hand. He pushed back his inpulse to call after
her, turned so that his back was to the pedestrians, and | ooked at the card.

W LL MEET YOU THREE AT 9:00 P.M AT THE SNORTER RUB THI S.

Duncan read it three tinmes, then slid the palmof his hand across its face. The words di sappear ed.
He stuck the blank card into a pocket and whi spered what he had read to his coll eagues.

"Where in hell is the Snorter?" Cabtab said.

They went to a directory booth around the corner, and after Duncan questioned the machine, its
screen gl owed the answer.

"It's a tavern near the west rimin the west bl ock nei ghborhood of the La Brea Conplex."

"W can read," Snick said.

"God save us fromthe snippy," Cabtab npaned.

Pant hea ignored him "WelIl, we have been contacted. Let's go to the conplex and get settled in
Tonorrow we' Il be busy with job-adjustnent."”

The directory told them what buses and transfers to take. They rode over bridges that were
probably swaying in the wind but gave no indication of doing so to those on it. The bridges ran
frombuilding to building, sonmetimes through them sonetimes around them The pageant of street
traffic and the beautiful sailing boats far bel ow them would normally have held their interest.
They, however, were concerned about the nmessage

Cabt ab, who had taken an enpty bench behind them |eaned his head between them He whispered, "I

hope they'll let us in on their main purpose, what they hope to acconplish. | don't |ike working
in the dark."

"Don't get too nosy," Duncan said. "lIt's dangerous."

"Damm it!" Snick said. She was biting her lower lip and frowning. "It's so unjust! | only wanted
to be a very good organic, the best | could be. And | don't want to be an outlaw "

"Those are dangerous feelings, too," Duncan said. "Best to keep themto yourselves. | know nothing

of the people we have to work with, of course. But |'msure they want enthusiasm fanaticism
probably. You show rel uctance, kick against the pricks, and you nmight end up stoned agai n and deep
in the ocean where you'll never be found."

"l know that, but | hate injustice! | just . . . oh, well!"

She was silent during the rest of the trip.

Duncan did not speak much nor did he really appreciate the stinulating views fromthe high
bridges. He was zeroed in on

his feelings for Panthea Snick. This dark and pretty little woman with the sonetinmes abrasive
personality was not somebody he should be so strongly attracted to. Yet he was. So what was he to
do about it?

At this tinme, he did not know how she felt about him Probably, she was not at all attracted to
him But why not ask her if she was?

No. That m ght put her off. He would wait. Let her feelings for him if they were at al

favorabl e, devel op.

The trouble with that attitude was that he was not as patient as he would like to be. Take just
now, for instance. He would like to | ean over, put his arns around her, and kiss her.

He | ooked away from her and said, softly, "Ah!'"

"What ?" Cabt ab sai d.

"Not hi ng. "

The bus halted on the tenth floor of the La Brea Conplex Tower. The three, their bags in hands,
got off. They wal ked al ong the gently curving exterior through the thick flow of people wearing
brightly colored clothes until they cane to a public |obby. Inside this enormus chanber with its
many shops, they took an elevator to the floor. Leaving the cage, they walked to a noving strip
one of nany which ran down the center of the circle formng this level. After half a nile, they
wor ked their way across the noving wal ks to a stationary wal k on the edge of the strips. They

ent ered another huge room one partly devoted to the reception of immgrants. They got into a line
before a desk and eventually were interviewed by an official. Having satisfied her, they took a
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bus to their assigned apartnments. Duncan's was |arge and on the outer wall of the tower, giving
hi m an excellent view. The seven cylinders in his apartment held Saturday's through Mnday's
occupants; the others were enpty. Evidently, the Wednesday, Thursday, and Friday imm grants had
not arrived. The ID plaques of the cylinders indicated that two were from Wal es, one was from

I ndonesi a, and one was from Al bania. This accorded with the little that Duncan knew of the
national makeup of the new tenants of

t he west super block. Mst inmgrants had conme fromthese nations, but the faces were |ike those
he knew in Manhattan and New Jersey. Mbst citizens of Earth had both Chinese and Asiatic |ndian
ancestors, and it was said that the faces of Congol ese citizens |ooked just |ike those of Sweden.
That was somet hi ng of an exaggeration, but it was near enough to the reality to be believed by
everyone.

The gl obal nelting pot begun by Wang Shen was well on its way to boiling. Nationalismand raci sm
were wi ped out, though, sonme thought, at the price of variety. The inm grants brought here, nostly
unmarried or childless, were supposed to marry and have children whose m xture woul d be even nore
conmpl ex than those of their parents. The index of mixture that had al ready occurred was apparent
fromthe | anguages that the najority of newcomers spoke. Wl sh had | ong been extinct; nobst people
in Wal es spoke Bengali, a |language that would itself be dead in two generations or |ess. Al banians
spoke a descendant of Cantonese. Both groups, |ike everybody el se, could also use Loglan, the
synthetic worl dwi de speech, though only when they had to do so, and all had | earned English in
school . The Conqueror, Wang Shen, and his son had had a great |ove and adniration for that tongue.
As a result, one-fourth of the world had been born to it. Unfortunately, |ndonesian English, for
exanpl e, was not always conpletely intelligible to speakers of Norwegi an English, even though the
mass nedia of the world used Standard Engli sh.

VARI ETY WTHI N UNI TY.

That was one of the npbst-displayed government slogans, one that school pupils heard from

ki ndergarten on. The trouble was that the government had been getting fromthe begi nning of the
New Era nore variety than it wanted. And the varieties had not always been desirable-fromthe
state's viewpoint. As Padre Cob Cabtab had once said, "The outlaw slogan is: ORNERI NESS | S NEXT TO
GODLI NESS. He who ki cks against the pricks hurts the bureaucrats. Let himwho denies this fal

into a latrine."

Duncan went out by hinself to shop for clothes at the nearest store. He cane back with twelve
outfits, folded them and placed themon a shelf in his personal closet. They occupied a space six
i nches square and a half-inch high. Afterward, he ate lunch with Snick and Cabtab at the nearest
dining hall, a roomlarge enough to hold two thousand people. It was almst full, not because the
food was so excellent but because the locals liked to gather here for socializing. Duncan, | ooking
around, spotted at |east ten nen and wonmen who he believed were organi cs. Though they were dressed
like civilians, they had the slightly w thdrawn, contenptuous, and weary expression of the

pol i ceperson. Bad actors, he thought. He and Snhick |acked that attitude that soaked upward from
the organic soul and oozed fromtheir flesh

It was not true that once a cop, always a cop. O was he just fooling hinmself? No. After all,

t hough some of his forner personae had been establishnment-|oyal, others had been
antiestablishnment. In his present and, he hoped, |ast incarnation, he certainly was against the
gover nnent .

At one o' clock, he went to the office of the super block |eader, Francisco Tupper Mn After
cooling his heels for an hour, his neck getting hotter with every minute of delay, he was adnitted
into the presence of the august personage. The squat, enornmously overnusci ed, and shaven-headed Mn
rose frombehind his desk and greeted Duncan with an apol ogy. He held out his huge hand, and it

t ook Duncan a few seconds to realize that he wanted to shake hands.

Mm | aughed- hi s voice was very hi gh-pitched-and said, "Qur custons in L.A are different, Citizen
Duncan. W pride oursel ves on being progressive, pioneers, always in the forefront of the new But
we have gone back to sone ancient custons. Wiy worry nowadays about spreadi ng di sease by
handshaki ng when there are none to spread? This bow ng and hol di ng your hands prayerw se is too
formal . Shake hands, touch, feel human warnth!"

Duncan took the hand and felt a powerful pressure. It inti

mat ed that Mm coul d have crushed Duncan's bones if Mn had wanted to. But Mmwas too good a
politician to huniliate any voter.
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Not that, as Mm pointed out, Duncan was one just now. He had to wait six subnonths and pass an
el ector's exam nation before he could send in his vote through a conputer.

"1 always have a tight schedule, but | keep to it," Mnsaid. "Sit down. Have a drink. No? Wl
you' re an understandi ng nan. You perceive how busy | amand don't want to waste ny tine

and yours, too. | thank you for that consideration. As | was saying, in normal tines |'d have
plenty of tine to get acquainted with you, and | plan to do so after all these pressing issues are
di sposed of. | like to know all about my blockers, not just fromthe files, but fromeye-to-eye
meeting. | want themto be nore than just data on a screen.”

Bul i shit, Duncan thought. There's no way you could know two hundred t housand people intinately.
"Anyway, as | was saying, this flood of inmmgrants, the present election for block | eaders, and
there's the big experinment com ng up. The particular itens of the experinent will be voted on two
days from now, subdays, that is. It's-"

"Bi g experinent?" Duncan said

Mn stared at himas if he could not believe his ignorance.

"You nean you haven't heard about it?"

Duncan shook his head.

"I't's been on all the channels, night and day."

"I haven't even | ooked at the news," Duncan said. "There was sonething on the dining hall screens,
but the noise was so bad | couldn't hear it. Anyway, | just got here."

"It's been on all of Tuesday's channels for sone tine now," Mnsaid. "In fact, this is such an

i mportant experinent, if it's voted in, that is, that | don't doubt it's been transvised to al
the other days.™

"What ?"

"The world and national governnments have | ong been concerned by the many conpl ai nts about
oversurveillance of peo

pie. Alot of people all over the world have organi zed protest groups. And the governnent, as you
well know, is very sensitive to civil rights."

Mm Duncan noticed, did not even smle when he said that.

"On the other hand, Citizen Beewoif, the governnent has to keep as its first rule, its upnost and
everpresent, the greater good of the people. It doesn't believe that a relaxation of surveillance
will benefit its citizens."

Taped speech nunber bA, Duncan thought. "However, since there has been so rmuch objection, even

t hough the governnent regards it as ill-founded if not basically trivial, the governnent has
decided to nake a test and find out what will happen if surveillance is |lessened to a certain
extent. This is to be an experinent, so it won't be conducted worldwide. Only a fewcities will be
chosen for the experinment. Los Angeles is one of these."

"Any reason why L.A was picked?"

Mn smiled widely and gestured violently. "Because we're one of the npbst progressive cities in the
wor | d, of course!"

Duncan wondered if that was correct. It seemed to himthat the government should pick out the |ess
i beral netropolises for its experinent.

"However," Mnsaid, "it's not determned that this test will be run. Today's election day, and if
the majority of the voters are against it, the experinent won't be run."

"Ah!" Duncan said.

"What do you nean by that?"

"Just an excl amation. "

"I"msurprised you didn't know about it."

"Way woul d | ?" Duncan said. "I cone from New Jersey. | doubt that any city there is big enough to
be in the experinent."

"That woul dn't nmatter. The news has been on every Tuesday area. You should have seen it on the
train screens, if no place else."

"I didn"t."

Mn had quit smiling. Eyes narrowed, he thrust his ballshaped head forward on his massive neck

"You're not one of those who ignore the TV, are you? Every citizen should keep hinself well

i nforned. "

"I was busy | ooking at the countryside,"” Duncan said. "This is the first time |'ve ever been out
of New Jersey. In fact, anywhere nore than ten mles fromNew Ark."
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If Mnwanted to check that, he could consult the data from Duncan's |ID card. He probably had done
so before Duncan cane into the office

"Wel come to the big world, Beewoif. May | call you Andrew? Last nanmes are so formal. | like to
think I'mthe buddy of every person in ny block. A sort of father, too."

"Andy is fine."

"Since you don't seemto know about the el ection, | suggest, Andy, that you bone up on it. You
can't vote for block | eader yet, but you are entitled to vote on the surveillance issue."

"1'"l'l do that, of course,"’
go to ny job tonorrow. "
"Yes, do that." Mmput out his hand. "Good luck to you, Andy, and nay you be happy here. You have
any problens, ny screen is always open."

Duncan said. "Meanwhile, | have to get .a lot of things done before

15

The Snorter was a half-mle walk fromthe apartnments of Duncan (Beewol f), Cabtab (Ward), and Snick
(Chandl er), though none of the three lived |l ess than a quarter-nile fromeach other. They net in
the courseway, thirty feet wide and thirty feet high, near the entrance of the tavern. It was
eight in the evening, and the election results had been displayed on the news screens. Seven
mllion, three hundred thousand, one hundred and el even had been in favor of decreasing
surveil l ance. Approxinately three mllion had voted agai nst the neasure. Three nmillion, two
hundred t housand and one had neglected to vote. Apparently, the election had pleased everybody in
t he nei ghbor hood; all seenmed drunk with joy. Now they were on the way to the tavern to get really
drunk.

The three noved through the wi de doorways into an i mense room di vided into four compartnents by
wal | s reaching halfway to the ceiling. In the center of each was a huge fourl eaf-cl over-shaped bar
encircled by a dance floor, and outer rings of tables and booths. Here and there were huge pots
hol di ng the beautiful pimalia, a synthetic tree. The walls were filled with screens displaying the
news and various shows. Though their sound could not be heard above the uproar, no one cared.

"They're mad with the foretaste of freedom" Snick said. "A freedomthey didn't even know t hey
didn't have until sone radicals pointed it out to them"

They were threading through the nob toward a tabl e against the wall.

Cabtab apparently did not hear her. Duncan was cl ose enough to catch the words. He said, "You talk
i ke a gank."

"No. I'mjust being rational. Does that nake ne ganki sh?"

They sat down, Cabtab saying, "This looks |like the last table open.”

Duncan | ooked at a wall screen. "Twenty minutes to go."

The padre | eaned forward so his |ips could be close to their ears.

"You think she'll show? This is a hell of a place to talk subversive. You have to shout to nmke
yoursel f heard."

"I't's the best place," Duncan said. "W the hell can overhear us?"

A sweating and tired-1ooking waitress appeared after ten nminutes. "Sorry, folks," she said.

"Toni ght's bedl am and chaos."

Snick ordered a linmewater; Cabtab, a beer; Duncan, a bourbon. The waitress di sappeared into the
yell and the swirl. Wen she showed up twelve mnutes later, spurting out of the crowd Iike a
grapefruit seed, she | ooked even nore harassed. Just as she reached them she was shoved agai nst
the table, and her tray fell. The drinks splashed onto Snick and Cabtab. The waitress, snarling,
pi cked up the tray, turned, and banged the man behind her over the head with the tray. Protesting
that he was innocent, the man punched the waitress in the belly. Cabtab, bellow ng, shot fromhis
chair and hurled hinself against the man. A woman, shrieking, fell over the waitress, who was on
all fours and in agony trying to get her w nd back

Duncan was not able to followclearly the train of events after that. The entire tavern seened to

explode into fist fights, faceclaw ng, screanming, and war cries or shrieks for help. He, |ike any
sensi bl e person, of whomthere seemed to be few there, got down on his hands and knees and craw ed
to the wall. He reached out and pulled the table, which was now on its edge,

toward himas a shield. He expected that Snick would join him But, |ooking around the side of the
tabl e, he was amazed to see her chopping a man in the back of the neck with the edge of her palm
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Then she went down under a woman who had junped on her back. A man staggered backward and sl unped
agai nst the table, janmi ng Duncan against the wall for a nonent. By the tinme he had shoved table
and body out from him and | ooked again, he could find neither of his conpanions. Sonewhere in the
hue and din, though, the padre was thundering threats of mayhem

What would Henry V do in a situation like this? Duncan thought. He would sally forth and get a

bl ack eye, a bl oody nose, a broken jaw, a concussion of the skull, and possibly a wenched back
and injured kidneys.

What woul d Fal staff do? He would stay behind the table and rationalize his cowardice, which he
woul d cal |l discretion

Duncan conpromi sed by | eaving the shield of the table but crawed close to the wall, the exit his
goal. If Snick and Cabtab had any sense, they would get out, too. The organics would very soon be
swarmng into the place with their cattle prods and stun nist. They would arrest everybody and
then, to separate the sheep fromthe goats, would administer truth mst to the suspects. Though
the ganks were required by law to confine their questions to the particulars of the situation in
whi ch the suspects had been arrested, they did not always do so. Anyway, when Snick and Cabtab
were asked to identify thenselves after breathing the mst, they would give their true nanes.
These woul d be checked inside a few seconds agai nst the organic data bank, and their name woul d
not be nmud. It woul d be stone.

Their stories would al so expose Duncan.

"Damed fools!" he muttered. He stopped because a falling woman's head had slamed into his ribs.
Gunting with pain, he scranbled on as fast as he coul d.

"No, you don't!" a man yelled at himand kicked at him Duncan shot forward, grabbed the man's
ankl e, and yanked. The nman went down but was stopped hal fway by inpact agai nst

two struggling nmen. Duncan let go of the ankle and squeezed the nan's testicles. The man's knee
came up hard agai nst Duncan's jaw. For a few seconds, Duncan did not know who he was or where he
was. But he recovered enough then to start crawing again. He could hear whistles shrilling
faintly. The ganks were coning.

He rose, shoved an entw ned and bell owi ng nal e coupl e away and pl unged, head down, through the
fray. Bleeding, panting, he fell out through the door, got up, and ran across the courseway into a
store. The screen over the door advertised it as Ibrahimlzinmoff's Candy and Legal Drugs. He and
the proprietor or clerk were the only ones in the place. The tall pudgy mni ddl e-aged nan, pal e-

ski nned, sporting bushy purpl e-dyed sideburns, said, "Wat in hell is going on over there?"
"A stupid brawl ," Duncan said. "ls there a back exit?"
"Sure. Several. Just a mnute. I'll close up the place and go with you."

Anot her Fal staffian, Duncan thought. He did not want to be anywhere near the place when the ganks
started arresting. He could be pulled in as a w tness.

"You | zi mof f ?" Duncan sai d.

"Yes. You Beewol f?"

"For CGod's sake!" Duncan said. "You the one supposed to nmeet us?"

"Not exactly. | was going to get your orders to you. Cone on!"

"My col |l eagues are still in there," Duncan said. "If they get arrested

He went to the door and | ooked both ways down the courseway. Here canme the nen and wonen in green
runni ng, blowing their whistles. But there were only five. Many nore woul d soon appear

Just before the first one, slow ng down, reached the entrance, Cabtab, pulling Snick along with
one hand, charged out of the doorway. Hi s |eviathan body slamred into a gank and knocked her down.
The second to arrive, a big man, was floored by a

huge fist. Cabtab, roaring like a lion, plunged across the courseway. Snhick, now trailing along by
her arm her toes scraping against the floor, was dragged |ike a bundle of grain. The third gank
to get there, a tall well-built wonan, tried to spray stun nist in Cabtab's face. He quit
bel | owi ng because he was holding his breath. His fist shot out again, tore the can | ocose fromthe
gank's grip, and with it still clenched, hit the point of her chin.

O hers spilled out of the tavern and forned an unpl anned barrier between the padre and the two
remai ning officers. But fromright and | eft down the courseway a horde of green unifornms was
runni ng toward them

I zi rof f had by now turned out all the store |lights. Duncan held the door open until Cabtab and
Snick were inside. He shut it but could not, since it was a nongovernment store, lock it.

"For Cod's sake, let's get out of here!" Izinoff said, and he ran toward the back. There was
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enough light fromthe courseway for Duncan to see Cabtab's and Snick's puffed Iips, swollen eyes,
and bl oodi ed scratches.

"Anot her fine nmess you' ve gotten us into," Duncan said.

"Hell with that! It was fun!" the padre said.

"I"'msorry now," Snick said, panting, "but | worked off a lot of ny anger. | would've preferred to
do it on the ganks, though."

They hurried out through the store behind |zinoff's, causing some stares fromthe few custoners
and clerks, and into 10AB3 Courseway, also known as Wl conewagon Avenue. Sonme of the wall screens
between the stores were already displaying the riot, the newspeople having arrived close on the
heel s of the peace officers.

I zinof f, puffing, sweating as if he were in a sauna, |ed them quickly down the courseway for a
hundred feet. He turned into another store, went to the one behind that, and came out on a
courseway that was part business, part residential. After they had gone a hundred yards, he
stopped before a filigreed and rai nbow col ored door that matched his frilly rai nbow sl ashed

garb. He inserted his ID card into a slot, and the door swung inward. Wen he stepped inside, the
lights went on.

As he | ed them down a hallway, he said, "First, we get rid of your bungs and bruises."

That was qui ckly done with nedicine fromthe conmmunal cabinet in the bathroom In twenty ninutes,
the sorry faces were half-heal ed.

"Modern medical science,” |zinoff said as he took themto the living room He sighed. "Wuld that

we could cure all social ills with stuff froma bottle." He stopped and waved his hand. "Sit down.
Make yourself confortable. I'd offer you a drink, but | doubt you need any nore."

"W may stink |like booze," Snick said sharply, "but we never had a chance to get even a single
sip."

"Well, | don't stock any liquor," Izinoff said with a hint of smugness. "And |'m not about to
break into the personal closets of the other days. Anyway, | don't think you should stay here
long. | hadn't planned to bring you here. | was just going to venture into that den of iniquity

| ong enough to pass on the data |I'd been ordered to give you. And | have to get back to ny store
I'"mnot supposed to close it until ten. | may be fined if the ganks notice it's shut. | can plead

| was worried about the brawl, didn't want the drunks coming into ny place and smashing things up
Al so-"

"That's irrelevant,"” Snick said. "If we have to get out quick, you'd better give us the data."
"Ch, yes, of course,” |zinoff said sonewhat stiffly. "Though, |I don't know. The situation has
changed. There's no telling what consequences this unfortunate brawl may have. Maybe | should wait
until | hear fromny contact. He m ght reconsider the plan, a different approach now that the
franme has changed. Maybe he woul dn't want you to have the data. God knows we're all in danger now
that you' ve attracted the ganks' attention.”

He pulled a piece of tissue paper froma pocket and wi ped his forehead.

"Everyt hi ng happened so fast, | doubt very nuch the ganks

could ID us,"” Duncan said. "For God's sake, man! W've been left in the dark too long as it is.
W're thirsty for at least a little information, and we're eager to do something for the
organi zation. Anyway, if you di sobey orders, you may find yourself in hot water with your

superiors. Conme on. Gve. Then we'll be on our way as soon as the bruises and cuts have heal ed."
"I don't know what it is," |zinmoff said.
"What ?" the three said at the sane tine.
"I mean it's on a card. | was going to give it to a young fellow who works part tinme for me. He

was going to give it to a waitress, pay her for doing it, and she would give you the card when she
served your drinks. You'd read it, and then rub it so the data woul d be destroyed. The brawl broke
out just as | was about to hand the card to the young nan. | told himto di sappear, and-"

"You allowed the card to get into the hands of nonnenbers?" Snick said. "I can't believe it. Wat

if the braw had started after the young man was in the tavern but before he could give it to the

waitress? It'd be floating around in there, and you can bet your fat ass the ganks would soon have
it."

"There's no need to be insulting,” |zinoff said. He nopped his forehead again. "I was ordered to
get the card to you circuitously. Not to deliver it personally. Now that's been shot to hell. You
know ne. That's why |'mreluctant to give it to you now | know |I'mgoing to be blamed for this

even though there was no way | could avoid this frane."
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"What could they do now?" Duncan said. "Kill you?"

I zi rof f wi dened his eyes, rolled them and said nothing.

"What kind of an outfit is this?" Duncan said.

"Ch, no! They wouldn't kill me, do anything like that, for God's sake!" |zinmoff said. "But | m ght

get chewed out, might get punished in sone way. | don't know. Wat do | know about how t hey punish
their nenmbers? |I'misolated, just one cell contacting another cell now and then. | don't even know
the IDs of the cells |I've met. They don't know nine, either, of course. |'ve never ever net

anybody at ny store or apartment. If only that riot hadn't happened!"

"You must've been approached by a recruiter,’
You' ve been indoctri-nated, surely?"
"Yes, but it was in a dimy lit room Everybody was nmasked and our voices were transmtted through

Snick said. "You' ve been to neetings, haven't you?

synt heti c-audi o devices. |'ve been to two neetings so far. Both places were in gymasi uns used

al so for church and synagogue congregati ons. Each neeting |asted half an hour. W swore an oath.
He pull ed out another piece of tissue. "I'mtalking far too much. Stress. | thought 1'd handle it
better. You won't report me, will you?"

"Not unless you don't give us the card,"” Duncan said. His |ook at Snick said, | hope the other

menbers are nmade of better stuff.

I zinof f renmoved a stiff gray rectangle fromhis pocket. "Here you are."

Duncan took it. Snick and Cabtab got up and stood behind himto read it. He rubbed his thumb on
the corner marked by a thin angling black Iine. A sequence of phrases in English sprang into being
on the white surface.

YOU WLL BE NOTI FI ED SOON.

"What is this crap?" Duncan said. "O course we expect to be contacted soon. W know that."

He glared at |zinoff.

"I's this what we risked our lives for?"

"I don't know," Izinoff said, backing away. "I don't want to know what it says. Please rub it
again and give it back to ne."

Duncan did as requested. lzinoff slid his thumb back and forth over the card as if to nake sure
that the nessage was destroyed. He glanced at the wall-screen clock. He groaned softly. It would
be fifteen mnutes before the faces of his unwel come guests heal ed and they coul d | eave.

"This is stupid!'" Snick said. "Your organization is stupid!"

"Don't say that!" lzinoff said, holding out his hand, pal mup, apparently to bounce her words,
tenni s-ball-like, back at her. "They're very cautious, but they wanted to encourage you, to |et
you know that you weren't being ignhored. At least, | think they

do. | didn't read the card, but fromwhat you said it's evident what was witten."

Cabtab gingerly touched the area around his |l eft eye. The swelling and redness were al nost gone.
"That our friend here is overly nervous and the sender of the card is not too bright doesn't mean
that the entire outfit is a bunch of nellies and norons," he said. "Anyway, what else can we do
but stick with the course outlined? W can't very well resign. Watever they are, they wouldn't
allow that."

"You nmay be sure of that!" Izinmoff said.

They did not talk much thereafter except for a few coments while watching the news. They saw t he
organi cs carry the unconscious bodies of the arrested into vans and drive away. Then they saw sone
of the brawmers in the organic precinct house being arrai gned. The questioning by the organi cs was
not shown; that was al ways kept fromthe public. That the news nedia had been allowed to fil m any
of the proceedi ngs was proof that the ganks regarded this as just a mass drunk-and-disorderly
incident. The nedia people were permtted to interview a few of the discharged as they left the
precinct.

Media Interviewer (M): "Just a minute, citizen. May we ask your nanme and what you're charged
wi t h?"

Ctizen: "Screw off!"

M (to another man): "You look |ike a cooperative citizen. Wuld you describe for our watchers
just what happened in the Snorter?"

Citizen, smling with puffed lips: "Garble, garble."

M: "That's perfectly all right, citizen. W understand." (To a third, a tall big-shoul dered wonman
with long black hair in a mess and a danaged cheek): "Citizen, would you say sonething for the
audi ence? They're eager to get the details of the fracas at the Snorter."
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Citizen: "I wasn't there. The ganks pulled ne in because ny husband and | were having a little
di sagreement. |If you'd like to hear all about that bastard

M : "Thank you. Ch, here's a man who | ooks as if he has sonething interesting to say. Citizen
woul d you .

Duncan pointed at another nman slipping past the canera, his head down and his hat pulled I ow
"Hey, isn't that Professor Herman Trophal | axi s Carebara? The ant-nan we net on the train?"
Snick | eaned forward, her eyes large. "Yeah, that's him But what's he doing there? Did you see
himin the Snorter?"

"No, and he shoul dn't have been there. He said he would be living in the University Tower."

Sni ck shook her head. "Do you suppose he's a gank, and he's shadowi ng us?”

"W can't suspect everybody," Duncan said.

16

This neeting with the | eader of the cell was not nuch |ike what |zinoff had said it would be Iike.
Only Duncan and the man who had summoned himwere present. If, he thought, it was a man. The snal
bare roomwas lit by a very feeble light, and the person was wearing a nmask, a w de-brinmmed hat,
and a figure-hiding cloak. Also, the round device strapped over his or her nouth not only
distorted the voice but mght have deepened it considerably. H's own device made himsound as if
he had just breathed in a |lot of helium

Since the room had been swept for nonitoring bugs, the darkness and distorters seened to Duncan to
be unnecessary. Also, why were Cabtab and Snick not here?

He asked why.

"W have our reasons," the voice-at-the-bottomof-the-well said. The cloak swirling, the person
rose fromthe chair swiftly and began paci ng back and forth, its hands | ocked behind its back. The
baggy pants kept Duncan from observing whether the | egs were nale or fenale.

"I don't nean that you can't ask questions," it said. "If you didn't you'd be dull, too dull for
us to want you. But you nust understand that many of your questions won't be answered. If they're
not, don't persist in asking them Understand?"

"Under st ood. "

"When we hold mass neetings-mass? four or five at the nost-we deal with general issues. W never
tal k about the particular projects of the nenmbers in these neetings. Unless, of course, it's a
project in which a nunber have to assist one another and delicate synchronization is needed. That
doesn't happen very often. Just now, we have in nmind a special project for you. But first, this."
The hand that canme out from under the cloak held a blue spray can

"We administer this at all first nmeetings and then at randomfromtine to tine. W can't be too
careful . You understand?"

"Certainly," Duncan said. He could not keep fromwondering if the can contai ned sonethi ng other
than truth mist. Wat if the organization had deci ded that he was a danger? How easy it would be
to spray poison instead of what he expected to breathe. There was nothing he could do to stop
them If he refused, he would be done away w th anyway.

The can hissed. He felt wetness on his |lips, nose, and eyes and sucked in the sweet-snelling
cloud. At least it had the violets odor of the mst. It would do no good to try to hold his breath
until the m st was dissipated. It was working through the skin and into the bl oodstream now. There
was enough to produce a hal f-consci ousness that woul d nake hi m breat he naturally.

He awoke to find the dark figure standing close above him

"So . . . it's true, then."
"What ?" he said. His wits still had not cone back in full force. "That you can |ie when under the
mst. | was told you could, but I didn't believe it. Not really. AIl my probing failed to get from

you anyt hi ng except that you were indeed Andrew Vi shnu Beewol f, and everything you told ne fitted
with your ID card. The itens that aren't on it, personal things that the organics m ght question
you about, these all cane out as if you could be none other than Beewol f."

Agai n, the person strode back and forth, hands behind its back

"I don't understand it, but there it is. It's a unique talent.
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I nconpr ehensi bl e! Genetic? O a skill you taught yourself? Never mind. It doesn't matter. Well,
yes, it does. If others could be instructed in howto do it, what a splendid advantage we'd have!"
The figure wheel ed and pointed a finger at himas if it could shoot a ray that would drill him and

make the truth pour fromthe hole.

"Did you learn howto do it? Or did it just seemto cone naturally?"

"I taught nyself through experinmentation," Duncan said. "But the ability seens to me to cone, as
you put it, naturally. So | really can't answer your question."

"Unfortunately, you can lie, so | don't know whether you're telling the truth. It wouldn't do any
good to subject you to the nm st again and ask you."

Duncan was sure that the person had already put that question to him Wy was he or she |ying? Was
it just because the nenbers of the organization were so accustoned to deceit that they |lied when
they did not have to? O did the person have a good reason for doing so?

|'ve wondered this before, Duncan thought. | must have done it quite often when | was Caird and
si x others.

His singular talent also had its disadvantages fromthe viewpoint of the organization. |If he could
lie to the organics, he could Iie to them Which neant that he could be an infiltrator. He could
not be fully trusted, but they could not refuse to use him He was a tool such as neither organic
or subversive had ever had.

"Does this group have a nane?" Duncan said suddenly. "I"'mtired of thinking of it as just the
organi zation or outfit. It's hard to identify with something namel ess.”

"Ah, yes, Hono sapiens demands | abels, tags, titles. Oherwise, it's at a loss. Do you really have
to have a nanme?"

"I'd feel nore confortable."

"Very well. During this subnonth, it's RAT."

"This month. You change it every twenty-ei ght days?"

"I't could confuse the organics."

That was not so, Duncan thought. Any nmenber caught and questioned would just reveal all the nanes
that had been used.

" RAT?"

"Rebel s Agai nst Tyranny."

"l see."

"I don't like it because it inplies only destruction. W' re that, but we're also builders.
Rebui | ders. Constructive. However, that doesn't matter now. What does is your project. Listen
carefully.”

Thirty mnutes later, the person said good night to Duncan and, taking both voice distorters with
it, went through a door. Duncan, as instructed, tore his nask into strips and put themin his
pocket. He left by another door, stepping into a hallway that led to a noi sy gymasium He turned
left and went out a side door into a courseway. Going by a public trash can, he dropped the strips
intoit. At 10:00 P.M, he boarded a bus. Ten m nutes later, he got off at the corner near his
apartnent. He had tried to detect a shadower but had failed.

The work assigned to himwas, he was sure, a snmall part of a grand plan. He was not supposed to
know how it would nmesh with the work done by many others. He was just a gear in a vast underground
machi nery, which, he hoped, was not a Rube Gol dberg. Well versed in history, though he did not
know why he was, he knew that revolutionaries were nuch better at tearing down than at carpentry.
Not al ways, it was true. But they seened, generally, to have been notivated nore by the lust for
power than the desire to make a better society, though all certainly would have denied this. The
genui ne rebuil ding had al nost al ways been done by those who had pushed aside or |iquidated the
first generation of mlitants.

He was working for a group that had not enlightened himabout how it would achieve its ultinate
goal s. Perhaps, after he had "proved" hinself, he would be told much nore. If he was not, he would
find it hard to keep working with enthusiasm Unfortunately, he could not quit the RAT if he | ost
his zeal. Once joined, forever joined. -

Maybe.

As a data banker, he would have the way open to establish a newidentity if he wished to do so.
The danger was that the RATs would, if they were keen enough, know this. And they woul d have set
up a nonitoring alarmsystemto warn themif he tried to do that. On the other hand, he could
arrange a nonitoring systemto detect their nonitors. But they might have anticipated that and
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inserted a nmonitoring of his nmonitoring system

This could go on indefinitely and result in an electronic hall of mrrors.

He | aughed, though he did not feel as if his funny bone had been tickled nor was he exuberant.
Nevert hel ess, there was a streak of absurdity in the fantasized situation. If there was a CGod, It
must be laughing at those made in Its image. O perhaps It was so disgusted that It had | ong ago
left this universe. O perhaps, being all-powerful, It had canceled Itself and no | onger existed
Never mind the contradiction in that It was also always and forever infinite and eternal. Those
attributes could be erased if It wi shed to do so.

Duncan entered the door, which opened onto a hallway |ined by apartment doors. His ID card,
inserted into the slot in the door, released the lock. The lights cane on as he went fromroomto
room He stood for a while |ooking through the ceiling-high window at the view Los Angel es was
splendid with lights radiating fromevery tower and bridge, fromboats and ships in the water

bel ow, and from ai rships and airplanes. It was a wondrous sight, and one that should not be
stained by worry and pending troubles. The netropolis glowed as if it were a beacon for beauty,
hope, and | ove. These should cone flying in like noths. But. . . flies and buzzards were al so
pulled in by light. The citizens of this nagnificent place had everything to nake them both
contented and happy. That was the theory. The facts were ot herw se.

"I't's always been that way," he nuttered. "Yet, if grief, hunger, hurt, insanity, neurosis,

physi cal sickness, and frustration

could be made quantitative, wouldn't it be true that there is far | ess now than there ever was?
Whul dn't past societies regard ours as a near-U opi a?"

Hono sapi ens was never satisfied. At |east, sonme of its menbers never were.

Loneliness certainly was as endem c as ever-judging fromhis ow experiences and what he knew of
others'. At this nmonent, he was standing in a shower of it, and he had thought hinself
extraordinarily inpervious to such feelings. Lonely..

Which led himto think of Panthea Pao Snick. He would like it very nuch if she were sharing this
apartment with him He desired her and envisioned with delight living for a long time with her. He
was, to put it mldly, inlove with her. Wiy, then, had he not told her so? Easy to answer that.
She had given no sign that she had for himany other enption than that felt for a close coll eague.
He was not even sure that she had that. He should find out just what she did think of and feel for
him Perhaps she was as inhibited as he. After all, she was, had been, an organic, and they tended
to be very careful about revealing their personal attitudes. Besides, there really hadn't been
much time to express any such thing as budding | ove.

"1 must have had sone such feelings for her when | was ny ot her personae," he said aloud. "Wy
would |I feel this way about her now? It's been all too sudden; it nust have sprung from previous
experi ences, which, unfortunately, | don't renenber."

He ni xed hinself a drink, then turned on a wall screen for nessages. That the screen was bl ank
made him also feel blank. Sighing, he nade dinner, then set about cleaning up the place so that

t he Wednesday tenant would find nothing to conplain about. Moving fromroomto room he half-saw
and hal f-heard the news. The details of the issues in the referendumto be put before the people
were shown in print and then repeated by newscasters. The itens were to be voted upon separately,
t hen

the final referendum would be placed before the citizens. Meanwhile, those against and for it
woul d be meking their pitch.

Havi ng fini shed the cl eaning, which did not take | ong because he was sel dom hone | ong enough to
dirty it, Duncan entered the stoner

17

Duncan sat in the center of his own workroomin Boda Lab, the Bureau of Data Assimlation, Los
Angel es Branch. The chanber had a twenty-foot dianeter, and its walls were lined with ten-foot-
square screens. H's workdesk was circular and held twenty snaller conputers and their nonitors.
Hi s powered chair noved on a track along the inner perineter of the big 0. Four hours each workday
he sat there; the rest of the day was his for whatever he wanted to do. Go hone or shopping or
sailing or bowing or |looking for a lover or put in two hours of volunteer work for a bureau
project or for his own research project.
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At this nmoment, he was gathering information on a task assigned by his innredi ate superior. This
was a small part of a very big programthat had been going on for several subyears. Duncan did not
think it was inportant, though his supervisor had stressed that it was very nuch so to the
government. Duncan resented it because it was one nore delving of the governnent into the private
lives of its citizens. He did not know why it should be in any way needed nor what its final goal
was. Hi s supervisor was al so ignorant of the goal, but that, he said, did not natter.

"A perfect state can't be achieved until it has conplete information," Porfirio Samuel s Phyl actery
had said to Duncan. Hi s depignented | eaf-green eyes seened to gl ow as he waved a hand that had
been depignented into light and dark stripes. The "zebra effect” was much in fashion anong those
who had the credits required for the treatnent.

"It's true that nmuch of the data we've accunul ated nay not be used for a long tinme. But when it's
needed, it'll be there. Let nme tell you, Andrew, |'ve seen |ong-stored and never-call ed-up data
suddenly needed for a project. And it's there, waiting to becone alive and vital, sunmoned within
a mcrosecond, springing into being and service, fitting into the program It doesn't have to be

| aboriously and tinme-consum ngly worked on while other parts of the program|ag because the data
isn't ready. It's hidden treasure, and a push of a button or a spoken phrase brings it out |ike
uncorking a genie's bottle. It's sinply fabul ous! So don't ever think you're just on a nakework
job. You're being very useful. |If not for this generation, then for the next. But probably for
this generation!"

That | ast sentence was not very arguable. Since the average |ongevity span in subyears was eighty-
five, nost of this generation would |live approxi mately 595 obyears. The rest of what he had said,
t hough, was 50 percent crap and 25 percent chaff.

And 24 percent doubt ful

"You're right, boss," Duncan said, nodding and smiling. And, he thought, he was lining up at the
head of ten thousand generations of ass-kissers. But he was not doing this to curry favor and
advance hinself for material gain. He was playing a role.

So what el se was new?

Phyl actery left the room his walk very springy, sallying forth to encourage any who were dubi ous,
di scouraged, or misled. Duncan gave the broad striped back the finger, a gesture that had probably
originated in the A d Stone Age, if not before then. Feeling a little ashanmed of hinmself at his
childi sh act, Duncan settled down to work. Currently, this was setting up the computer conplex to
match the PElI (personality elenent in-

dex) of citizens subclassed as having a high ratio of SC (sel fcenteredness) to other character
traits. High SC was defined as i mmturity characterized by the possessor's expecting others to
arrange their schedules and interests according to the wi shes of the POSS (possessor) and for N
PCSS (nonpossessors, that is, those socially involved with the POSS) to do many things for the
PCSS that the POSS was quite capabl e of doing for hinself or herself. There were, of course, many
ot her subsubel enents integral to the H SC PCSS

Al'l but saints, whose existence the state denied, were self-centered to sonme degree. But the H SC
PCSS firmy believed that he or she was the axis around which the entire universe turned.

Duncan's sumary of data already collected re this superclass established that not a single one of
the three billion under study believed that he or she was anything but normally self-centered.
(Normal was not as yet clearly defined in the official psychicist catal og.)

Since the founding of the New Era, the government had been stressing in every way it could think
of the desirability of cooperation and self-sacrifice for its citizens. The results were conming in
now, showing that N.E. (New Era) citizens were much nore cooperative and socially aware than
citizens of previous societies (though there had been no substantially scientific studies of these
traits in pre-N.E. citizens).

However, at |east 20 percent of this generation were still H SC POSS. According to the

proj ecti ons made by the governnent a hundred obyears ago, there should now be only 1 percent of
the "incorrigibles."

The failure to respond to state education and propaganda mnmust, therefore, have its origins in
genetic patterns.

Since the CH COM (chronpbsomal conpl ex) of every citizen was in the data bank, it was conparatively
easy, though not always quickly done, to match the individual's CH COM agai nst the H SC PGCSS

i ndex. Eventually, when enough subjects had been natched to nake the study significant (in a
statistical
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sense), it could be determined (it was hoped) that certain chronosonal patterns would be shown to
be responsible for high self-centeredness.

The next step?

The governnent had not stated this.

It was obvious to Duncan, anong many others, that the present research into the alteration of
chronosonmal patterns before birth would be greatly stepped up. Goal: to change the undesirable
patterns to desirabl e ones.

Just how this could be done in nore than 4 or 5 percent of the unborn Duncan did not know. There
just were not enough doctors and technicians to work on nore than this percentage. Meanwhile, the
studi es had not yet been done and probably would not be for another 20 subyears or 140 obyears.

At the nmonent, the digested results of the study on the ratio of H SC anpng zeal ous bridge

pl ayers, honpbsexual nales, and surgeons were being displayed. The inplications of these could have
been left up to the conmputer, but the human brain was still better in sensing subtleties and

i mplications than the machi ne. Some brains were.

Duncan had the conputer conpress the results even nore, and rotating his chair, read the desk and
wal | screens. Then he had each display produce voice. Wile listening to the verbal scan, he al so
consi dered what he would do after workhours. But he soon concentrated again on the present task.
Anong the eighty million zeal ous bridge players, sixty-five nmillion had a high SCl (self-centered
interest index). The conparison group, eighty mllion citizens chosen at random elimnating
bridge players, showed that only twenty-nine nmillion had an SCl of simlar intensity. The
conmparison group al so excluded mal e honbsexual s, surgeons, politicians, priests, rabbis,

m ni sters, and null ahs. Duncan had no idea why the last four groups were barred. Perhaps the
government ideol ogy prevented any consideration of "holy nen and wonen" as non-sel f-centered. O
per haps they were excluded because they were irrational and thus not fit subjects for this kind of
study. If this was so, then the study was invalid in this respect.

It was possible that the entire project was based on invalid or unscientific prem ses. After all
the concl usions of the bureau interviewers that the individuals interviewed and studi ed were
highly self-centered were grounded on subjective judgnents.

Duncan shrugged. He had ajob to do, and any coments he made about its ineffectiveness would only
cause hi munwel cone attention

He switched the displays to the results of data drawn from 100 nillion mal e honpsexual s. The SCl
was even higher, 820 nmillion being credited with an upper |evel "negative" rating. But the "socia
cooperation" ratio, placed on the screens at his order, showed that only 50 nillion of these were
anywhere in the "antisocial" bracket. O these, only one-eighth were | abel ed as "dangerous." And
of the fraction, only one-third was marked as "superdangerous."” But when Duncan consi dered that
the SUPDAN cl assification could result fromsuch nminor crimes as spitting on the public sidewal k
nore than three times or fisticuffs in a tavern, he was not sure of its validity.

Al so, the cause and origin of honpbsexuality had | ong ago been established as purely genetic in al
but 3 percent of the cases studied-three billion during two subcenturies. The nine chronosonal
conpl exes responsi bl e had been identified, and they could, in nine out of ten cases, be altered
successfully in prebirth individuals. Two factors, however, had kept the government from passing
laws to nake the alteration nmandatory despite the strong insistence by various heterosexua

organi zations that it should. First, the honbsexuals vigorously objected. Despite all evidence to
the contrary, the gay groups insisted that their sexuality was not genetically determ ned but was
arrived at by choice, by the exercise of their free will. Second, the nuch nore powerful

determ nant, the governnent wi shed to keep the popul ation at zero growmh or |less. The nore
honosexual s there were, the | ess the popul ati on increased.

However, the governnent had nade it illegal for honbsexuals to beget children parthogenetically or
t hrough surrogate nothers. The official reason given for this was that, if honosexuals coul d not
have children, honosexuality would die out. The

enraged gay groups had not been able to budge the governnent fromthis position. They pointed out
that nmost of the children born to honosexual s before the ban was i nposed had been heterosexual and
that at |east 10 percent of the children born to heterosexual s were honbsexual

The governnent paid no attention to this reasoning or to the discrepancy in its own |ogic.

There was nothing newin this kind of logic for any governnent, past or present, Duncan thought.
He ran a conparison of the chronmpsomal conpl exes thought by npst geneticists to be responsible for
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the high SCI in honmpbsexuals to corresponding areas in bridge zealots. This had been done by
others, but he wi shed to study the matchings hinself. Perhaps he could detect something that the
others had failed to observe. After a while, he tired of that and took his |lunch hour. This was
spent nostly in the bureau gymmasium twenty mnutes at weights and fifteen at jogging. After
showering and then eating lightly, he went back to work for an hour, then went hone.

That evening, he canme back to his office. The guard noted the tine of his entry. Since his
supervi sor would al so check the roster of overtinme workers, Duncan had to spend sonme tinme in
continui ng the conparison search. That would justify his presence there. But after an hour's work,
whi ch woul d satisfy Phylactery that Duncan had not been just goofing off, Duncan set up the codes
ensuring that his illegal probes would erase thenselves at the first nonitor alarmor probe by
anyone el se. Then, using the codes given himby the dark figure at the neeting, he put in an
inquiry for a nane. MARI A TUAN BOLEBRCKE.

The figure had said, "I'"'min a position to get the access codes, but | can't use themnyself. I'd
be too open to exposure. You use them then do what | told you to do after you get the data. | do
have sone data, however. Here's the little I know on the subject.”

No codes were unbreakabl e, though it was dangerous to attenpt to crack them There were too nmany
saf eguards. How

ever, codes were set up by hunman beings, and sone nen and wonen were, unlike the codes,

accessi bl e. That was the theory, which sonetinmes worked out in practice.

Duncan asked for the file on Maria Tuan Bol ebroke. Challenged by the conputer, Duncan gave the
second code needed to get entry. But he was chal |l enged again. Having spoken the third code, Duncan
was admitted to the file. He studied the information on the screens until he had nenorized al

that he might need. It was agai nst RAT procedure to run off a printout.

After he was sure that the data were | ocked into his nind, he gave the code that woul d erase al
records of the procedure fromthe data bank. This, too, had been given himby the nasked person in
t he gymmasi um Possession of all these codes neant that the nysterious stranger had a high
position in the bureau and was al so probably an upper-level organic, a "traitor." Though Duncan
was curious about the person's identity, he resisted the inpulse to try to track himdown. He
could have asked for the IDs of all the top-security officers of the |local bureau, but, even if he

did not trigger alarns by doing this, he still would not know the face and voice of his superior.
"Forget it," he nuttered.
Still, the figure had gestured vigorously and probably with a definable pattern. If he could get

hol d of videos of the top officials while talking, he mght be able to identify the figure. Which
havi ng done, what woul d he do then?

"I''"ll keep it in mnd, anyway," he said. And he wondered why he often talked to hinself. It was
not a desirable trait. Since he had assenbled the personality of WIlliam St.-George Duncan, he
woul d not have chosen the habit of thinking out Ioud. Was there a | eak way down there, a rupture
in one of the buried personae? Was the tal k bubbling out |like wine froma goatskin | ong ago sunken
in an ancient gallery?

Wher ever those psyches were, they had not been cut off entirely. A good thing, too. Qherw se, he
woul d not have been able to work as a data banker. Beewolf knew nothing of that profession. Wl
yes, he did. The leaks fromthe others were just as nmuch a part of Beewoif as his body even though
these were not in his ID card or the GOV DTA BNK

"I have a | eaky personality, but they're good |eaks in that | need themvery mnuch."

He resumed his concentration on Maria Tuan Bol ebroke. Hi s orders had been to learn all he could
about her. Then he was to get acquainted with her, beconme famliar with her if he could, and, if
possi bl e, be her lover. That m ght not be so difficult since she had had twelve in the |ast two
subyear~, and Duncan was the physical type she preferred. Once he had gai ned her confidence, he
was to try to get her to reveal certain codes. How he did that was up to him

Duncan did not believe that, even if he could be on intimate ternms with her, he could last |ong
enough as her lover to get Qut of her what the RAT wanted to know. Her turnover rate was too high.
Putting in all the time required to get sonething fromher that she woul d probably not give seemed
ridicul ous to Duncan

He asked for and got infornation about her routine and habits. This did not set off a bl ock-access
notice. He read the report, and he smled. Wy not take his own course, a nuch qui cker one?

At lunch hour the foll owi ng Tuesday, he was a few paces behind Maria Bol ebroke, BODA LAB,
Supervi sor Class 3-M as she walked to a restaurant near the bureau offices. Sunlight, piped in
via optic fibers, made the great curving courseway bright. The crowd was clad in many-col ored
clothes except for the nudists, many of whom had striped skin of various loud colors. Al were in
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a hilarious nmood because of the coming surveillance-free period. Wien the vote on the exact itens
of freedom was concluded, their liberation would begin. That, however, was at |east a subweek
avay.

The joyous nood of the people should tell the governnent sonething, Duncan thought. Though there
was little official conplaint fromthe citizens, their attitude now showed that they nust have
resented, even if unconsciously, their peeping-tomoverlords. Just what all these L.A -ers planned
to do when the

wat chers quit | ooking, Duncan did not know. Did they think they could do anything they |iked?
Mari a Bol ebroke was al one, and Duncan hoped that she woul d not be neeting someone in the
restaurant. If she were, she was safe fromhimfor that day. He let out a little sigh of relief
when she took a tiny one-person booth in a corner. He got a table already held by Cabtab across
the room Snick was sitting at a nearby table with five of her coworkers. She gl anced at Duncan
and aft~r that did not |ook his way.

"Expecting cothpany, citizens?" the waiter said.

"No, " Duncan sai d.

The waiter pressed a button at the end of one seat, and the seats slid in on thensel ves. The table
area al so shrank as the outer end dropped down and then noved under the other part. A flunky, at
the waiter's gesture, brought a folding table and chairs and set themup to occupy the space
vacat ed by the reduced booth.

Duncan and Cabtab gave their orders, Duncan's eyebrows rose when the big man requested only a
smal | sal ad and cottage cheese.

"My boss denanded that | |ose sixty pounds in six nonths,"” Cabtab grunmbled. "Qtherwise, |I'Il |ose
sone credits and perks."

"Don't cheat," Duncan sai d.

"I won't. But the other day | saw on TV that a new product is com ng out soon. It's nostly good-
tasting bulk and very few calories. | could stuff nyself on that. The only trouble is that sone
peopl e have side effects when they eat it. Dizziness and diarrhea, the report said. | suppose it'd
be just my luck to be one of the afflicted.”

"Pray to God to give you willpower to stick to the diet."

"Yeah? Wich One?"

"Try all of Them™

"I don't know," Cabtab said somewhat gloomily. "I've been doing a lot of thinking lately. That is,
I have when nmy roomie isn't chattering away. The G eat Ear-Bender, | call her, though she
certainly has enough good qualities to al nbst make up for

her verbosity. Anyway, as | said, |'ve been thinking. Wrshiping all the Gods should reinforce the
quantity of good returns. But Jahweh and Al lah and Buddha-who isn't a God, by the way, but he
likes being prayed to and He is, in a way, an agent for the Universal Equilibriumand Wden and
Thor and Zeus and Ceres and |Ishtar and the Living Mantra and Junal a and Vi shnu and-"

"Spare ne the entire list," Duncan said. "I understand what you're saying."

"Do you? | don't. Anyway, the theory is that praying to all of These multiplies the powers of your
prayers and enforces manyfold the divine interest of the divine capital, the celestial output, you
mght say. But . . . what if a prayer to one deity cancels a prayer to another? Wat if all ny
prayers blend to nake one big null? Then where am|? Maybe |'ve been wong all these years and
wasted my life, not to nention the lives of ny disciples. It mght be-"

He stopped while the waiter put the water and food on the table.

"Anyt hing el se, citizens?"

"No, thank you," Duncan said. Wien the waiter had left, Duncan | eaned across the table and spoke
softly. There was not nmuch chance that they could be overheard in this babble of speech and

| aughter, but the two who had just sat down at the table by them night be carrying narrow channel
audi o-detectors. They | ooked harm ess, and he thought he could spot organics by their expression,

t hat ghost of power shining fromtheir faces. He could be m staken, though. Wy take a chance?

"I didn't know you had a | over."

"l wouldn't exactly call her a lover," Cabtab said. "She's attractive and very interested in ny
theory and practice of theologically covering all bets and touching all bases. But | really think
what attracts her is nmy large apartnent and extra credits, not to nmention ny near-Sansoni an sexua
prowess. "

"What' s happened to you?" Duncan said. "No offense, but |I'd expected that your big ego would avoid
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such deneani ng sel freproach or self-doubts."

"I don't have a big ego!" Cabtab said. "I"'mjust a realist; | see things as they are. But |I'm
human. | depend on ny environnment to keep me physically well. Physically well; nentally well, as
the sl ogan goes. As long as | eat as nmuch as | need, ny soul flourishes. But when |I'mforced by
this picayunish pygnyi sh society to diet, to | ose the sheathing and the arnor as necessary to ne
as a shell to a crab, then | suffer. | also |languish, dw ndle, shrink. The body | oses substance,
and so does ny soul. Food is ny sun. Wthout a sun, how can | have shadow? The shadow is ny soul
and. "

Cabt ab had been tal king too |l oudly despite Duncan's warni ng gestures and expressions. The couple
next to them were undoubtedly listening in. Though Cabtab was not sayi ng anythi ng subversive, he
certainly was expressing sone rather eccentric ideas. That was not against the | aw any nore than
expressing dissatisfaction with the governnent was illegal. But organics reported everything that
m ght indicate a potential for eccentricity or a nalcontent. Cabtab was not in a situation in
whi ch he coul d bear investigation. Nor, for that matter, was he, Duncan

He gripped the giant's wist and said softly, "Eat. W may not have time enough.”

Cabt ab shook his head, blinked, and said, "I nust learn to be nore hunble. Perhaps then the CGods
will be in a better mood to listen to nme."

Jesus! Duncan thought. In this age, a prinitive polytheist!

Through a nout hful of cottage cheese, Cabtab said, "I would apologize if | really thought it was
necessary. But | am above and below all things, a preacher. | find it very hard, you have no idea
how hard, to refrain fromand pour concrete over ny God-given natal desire to tell people the
Truth and attenpt to sway themtoward it."

"Time to go," Duncan said. He had been switching his gaze fromthe adorabl e Pant hea Snick-his
chest ached when he | ooked at her-to Bol ebroke and back agai n.

"She's going into the P and S."

Sni ck had been chattering away wi th her conpani ons, but she had been keeping an eye on Bol ebroke
She got up from her

table at the sane tine that Duncan rose. They wal ked toward the restroomat a |eisurely pace.
Before they could reach the entrance, their quarry's Titian-red hair, arranged in a Tower - of -
Babyl on coi ffure, had vani shed. Duncan went down the curving hallway into the big room Two nen
were standing by the urinal; a quick | ook under the batwi ng doors of the stalls showed that only
one had a pair of female legs in it. The doors that Bol ebroke had entered were still sw nging.
Duncan stood before the urinal and made sone conments about the forthcoming election to distract
the two men. Snick, not hesitating, w thdrawi ng her sprayer can from her handbag, entered

Bol ebroke's stall. |If Bol ebroke objected, Duncan did not hear her. The two nen left, but a third
canme in. Duncan stood resolutely by the urinal, saying sonething about prostate trouble to the
man. He had to have sone excuse to |linger there

Snick did not take I ong. She stepped out of the stall about sixty seconds later. Duncan seal ed up
and fol |l owed her out.

"How d it go?" he said.

"l sprayed her face just as she opened her nouth. She passed out imediately. | asked her about
the codes, and she gave ne the answers as if she was taking an exam"

"You gave her a hypnotic suggestion to forget the whol e incident?"

"OfF course! She won't renmenber it. She'll think she fell asleep, if she notices the passage of
time. | told her not to notice it."

"It was just a rhetorical question,” Duncan said. "You don't have to be so snappish.”
"1I"mnervous. But | feel good, excited."

"Sure. So do |."

They stopped tal ki ng. Snick rejoined her conpani ons. Duncan went to his table. Cabtab said, "It
went wel | ?"

"Li ke castor oil down a goose."

They finished eating, went to the register, slipped their cards into the slot, and left. That
eveni ng, Duncan stopped off at the Snorter, slid onto a stool by Snick, and asked her for the
codes she had gotten from Bol ebroke. After a few m nutes, pretend-

ing that he had failed in his hit on Snick, he left. He would have preferred to spend the evening
with her and sonme tine in bed before stoning tine came. He could not because, other factors aside,
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he was not to appear to have nore than a casual relationship to her

At ten o' clock, shortly before closing time, he went into Izinoff's store. The |ast custoner was
just |eaving. Duncan strode to the counter and asked for the nonprescriptive drug WId Dreans.
When | zi moff, who was sweating even nore than usual, handed the bottle to him Duncan gave himthe
codes. They woul d, Duncan supposed, be recorded by sonme device that |zinoff was wearing as a
decoration. Perhaps it was conceal ed in the Laughi ng Buddha dangling froma chain around his neck

I zi mof f | ooked surprised. "I was told you probably woul dn't have the data until the end of the
month, if then."
"I work fast," Duncan sai d.

"Yeah, | guess you do. Meet your supervisor at the Wetnobre Gymmasium that's in the east block, at
7:00 P.M tonorrow. The supervisor said | was to pass this on as soon as you gave ne the data. The
supervi sor's going to be surprised, though."

"Tell himit went off w thout a hitch. There's nothing to worry about. She-he'll know who she is-
isn't even aware we got the data."

"I wish | knew what was going on!" |zinoff said.

"So do I," Duncan said. He picked up the bottle. "Be seeing you."

"Ch, wait a minute," |zinoff said. "You ever used those before?"

He pointed at the bottle.

"Better read the warning on the label. Sonetines, rarely, but it does happen, you get nightnares

i nstead of pleasant dreans. |If that happens, don't take any nore, and be sure to notify ne. | have
to report such occurrences to the Drug Bureau. They need the data for their statistica

sunmmaries. "

"For God's sake," Duncan said, "I just bought it so |I'd have an excuse to pass the data on.
don't take nonnedi cal drugs."
| zimof f wiped the sweat off his forehead with the back of his hand. "Sure. |'mjust nervous."

"I't's dangerous to be too nervous,
organi cs."

He left while Izinoff stared wi de-eyed at him No doubt Duncan's words had nade hi meven nore

anxi ous. Duncan, however, was only trying to warn him not to upset him He felt sorry for |zinoff
at the sane tinme that he felt that |zinmoff was a msfit.

On the way hone, he jogged at a nopderate pace, passing or being passed by others. The |ast buses
were in the courseways to take people to their apartnents so that they would have plenty of tine
to get ready for stoning. An organic patrol car, a small green three-wheeled electric vehicle with
a topless frame, drove slowmy by him The nan and woman in it gave hima quick |ook. Nothing in
that; organics did that to everybody.

Just as he was nearing the door of his apartment and going by a brightly Iit store, he heard a
worman call out across the street.

"Caird! Jeff Caird!"

For two seconds, he failed to recognize the nanme. Then it drove through himlike a car through a
barricade. That was the name of one of his personae, the nane of the basic person that he had
been.

He ducked his head and strove not to break into a run. He stopped before the door and slipped the
ID card into the slot.

"Caird!" the wonman call ed out even nore |oudly.

Duncan turned. The worman was wal ki ng across the courseway now. She was in civilian clothes, but
her bearing and expression told himthat she was a gank. She was alnost as tall as he, was

sl ender, and had a | ong though rather pretty face. One hand was in the folds of her purplish

sil ver-sequi ned robe.

"Caird!" she said again. "Don't you remenber ne? Manhattan? Patroll er-Corporal Hatshepsut Andrews
Rui z? Hattie?"

Duncan said. "l don't nean that all the danger's fromthe

18

Her face rode by in his mind like a duck in a shooting gallery. It rose, flopped over, rose,

fl opped over. Flashes of her in various places appeared |ike a hol ograph beaned at random Though
he did not recall nuch about her, he remenbered enough to know t hat she knew himwell. What was
she doing here? Visiting? Inmmigrated? It did not matter
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He forced a smile. "I'"'msorry. You're mstaken. |I'm Andrew Vi shnu Beewol f. Do | look like this
Caird?"

Rui z was not so sure now. She stopped a few paces fromhim squinted, and said, "A natural clone

I was shocked when | saw you. | thought for just a mnute. . . you can't be! Caird's dead!"

"I"'msorry to hear that."

Hi s heart was beating hard, and his body seened to be about fifty pounds lighter. If this kept on
he woul d be floating off the sidewal k.

"You needn't be. He was a traitor, a subversive. He-"

She stopped, probably because she was reveal i ng nore than she shoul d.

She quit smling and said, "ID, please."

He | ooked up and down the courseway. No one else in sight.

"Sure." Then, "Are you an organic?"

She nodded and reached with the other hand into an inside pocket. Duncan did not give her time to
pull the card out. He slamred her on the point of her chin with his fist, lunged after her as she
st agger ed back, and chopped the edge of his hand agai nst the side of her neck. She fell heavily,
her head striking the soft and springy courseway.

It took himthree seconds to carry her linp body into his apartnent. After renoving her ID card
and her proton-accel erator handgun, he went to his personal closet. He cane back with the illegal
can of truth mist and spurted a cloud on her face. That would guarantee that she would be
unconscious for fifteen mnutes. But he had little nore than an hour to decide what to do with
her .

"Could ve bluffed it out,” he nmuttered. "Only she woul dn't have been satisfied. She woul d' ve run
my card against Caird's file. And that would be all, brother. Damm it! Why'd | have to run into
her ?"

Actually, if the encounter had to happen, it was best that it take place as it had. If she had
seen hi m anywhere el se, he might not have been able to attack her without causing public
attention.

He considered giving her a posthypnotic suggestion to forget the whole incident. But she would
awake with a sore jaw and achi ng neck that woul d make her nore than just suspicious. She would go
to a psychicist who would run the passage of tine just before, during, and i medi ately after the
unexpl ai ned bl ankness. The psychicist would see to it that she recalled everything, including the
tactile and audi o data she recorded while knocked out and while under the nmist. He could not take
that chance. What was he to do with her?

I f she disappeared, the organics would investigate. Undoubtedly, she had reported in every half
hour, and HQ knew that she was |last seen in this area. This area would swarm |l i ke a hive next
Tuesday. Every citizen here would be questioned. |If the organics suspected anybody because of
"suspi ci ous behavior," they woul d subject that person to the mist. He could lie, but if they
really dug into his ID, followed it back to birth-and the

bastards sonetimes did-they might find sonething snmelly. And there could be only one conclusion to
that even nore deeper search they would conduct.

It was too late to try to get a nessage to his supervisor. Besides, he had gotten into this ness,
and it was up to himto get out of it. First, find out where and when she had known him Also, get
out of her if she knew anything about himthat he did not; that is, about his personae in
Manhat t an.

Rui z, now lying on a sofa, her eyes closed, replied pronptly to his questions. She had served
under hi mwhen he had been Detective-Captain Jefferson Cervantes Caird. She did not know what
under ground organi zati on he had bel onged to, but she had been in on the manhunt before he had been
exposed and i nprisoned. She had al so taken part in the hunt after he had escaped. She knew t hat
his corpse had been found in New Jersey. That data had been transmitted to the Manhattan organics
officials. She had | earned that only because she had been Detective-Mjor Wallenquist's |over for
a while.

Wal | enquist. A broad fat face floated before him Wallenquist had al so been his superior. But that
was all that Duncan coul d renenber about him

What el se had the major told her? After sone very specific questions designed to get the

i nfornati on out step by step-a person under the mist answered with a m ni mum of data and had to be
i nterrogated carefully-Duncan knew all that she knew. Unless he had failed to ask the proper
questions. Wl lenqui st had once said sonmething to her about Caird' s longevity. Wen Ruiz had asked
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hi m what he meant, the major had told her not to pursue the subject. Forget what he had said if
she cared anything for both of them

"Was Wl | enqui st frightened when he told you about Caird' s | ongevity?" Duncan said.

What in hell did his Ilife span have to do with the organics?

"He was upset," she replied tonel essly.

"How upset? Frightened? As if he had said sonething he should not have sai d?"

"Yes."

"Wl | enqui st never referred to Caird's |ongevity agai n?"

"Never."

"What did you think of that comrent and his reaction?"

"Not much. | did not know what he was tal ki ng about."

"Did you ever hear anybody el se say anything about it? Did anybody nake a comment that rem nded
you of what Wallenquist said?"

"Did you ever hear of, see, or read anything that suggested that Caird nmi ght not be dead?"

That was that. Now, what to do with her?

It was fifteen mnutes to nmidnight. The wall screens had been flickering bright orange and
emtting a soft hooting. They were warning Tuesday that it was tine to enter the cylinders. Sone
peopl e woul d al ready have set the controls so that they would be stoned before the tine limt.
Thus, if he activated the power to his own cylinder, it would be indicated in a data bank. But
that woul d not draw attention

He coul d stone her, open a wi ndow, and drop her body out of it. At this |ate hour, probably nobody
woul d notice it. She could lie under the nmud under the waters around the tower for a long tine.
Maybe forever, though he doubted that. The bottom was periodically dredged. Wen? He woul d have to
find out. The way his luck was going, it would be tonorrow.

Wien he had only five minutes to go, he decided that he woul d put off the problemuntil next week.
He dragged Ruiz into the cylinder with him bent her down at his feet, and waited for the power.
After what seened a long tinme, unconsciousness came. He had just closed his eyes, or so it seened,
when he opened them again. He | ooked through the cylinder wi ndow to nake sure that no one el se was
in the room Though there should not have been, he was always careful to nmake sure. Satisfied that
things were as they should be, he pushed the door open. Stepping out over Ruiz, still asleep, he
went to a wall screen. He spoke Snick's nunber after telling the machine to blank out the video.

Sni ck, |ooking very sl eepy, responded inmedi ately.

"A. B.," Duncan said. "You al one?"

"No, I'mnot," she said. "But he's in the bathroom Wat's up?"

For a few seconds, Duncan could not reply. Fury seized himand made hi m speechl ess. Then he

envi sioned a hand coated with ice gripping his brain and heart, and he literally cool ed down.
"I need you at once," he said. "Enmergency. Can you get away W t hout causi ng suspici on?"

The sleep had cleared off her face as if it were a filmof water under intense heat. "Sorry,

can't," she said.

"Then I'Il get . . . Never mnd. See you later."

He cut her off, and, breathing faster than he wanted to, called the padre. Cabtab bell owed, "Wo
the hell is this? Waking up a man fromhis vital sleep?"

Whi ch neant that Cabtab had gone directly fromthe cylinder to his bed.

"Big E," Duncan said. "Can you get over here at once?"

"Certainly, ny man," the padre said, his voice softer. "Can you tell me. . . ?"

"I can't," Duncan said, and he cut off the screen. Ten minutes later, the padre, dripping wet and
angry agai n, showed up.

"Dam aut omati c courseway sprayers,” he thundered. "Wy don't they clean the streets at nidnight
when nobody's abroad instead of waiting until Tuesday has begun? There's no escapi ng the sprayers;
they shoot fromthe sides, the ceiling, and the floor!"

"The sanitary corps has to have some fun," Duncan said. "OK here's the situation. | need your
muscl e, not your brains, to help me."

He had al ready restoned Ruiz, hoping that the surge would not be noted at the city power records
departrment. It would be recorded, of course, but it could be overlooked. O, if seen, the observer
m ght be too lazy or too busy to trace the location of the surge and send sonebody to inquire
about it. It was chancy, but there was nothing el se Duncan coul d do.
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Oh, yes, there was.

He coul d have cut Ruiz up and put her down the garbage di spenser. That, however, he would not do
Toget her, Cabtab and Duncan pul | ed and pushed the very heavy body to Duncan's personal closet.
After they had renoved sone naterials and goods fromthe shel ves and stacked these in a corner
they took out shelves and piled themon top of the stuff. Then, grunting and sweating and swearing
alittle, they got Ruiz into the space they had nade.

"That's just tenporary,” Duncan said. "If they start |ooking for her, and they will, we can't have
her here. W've got to get rid of her very soon.”

Cabt ab wi ped the sweat from his forehead. "How soon?"

"The next ten minutes would be fine."

"W m ght get her out through the wi ndow by then. But

there's too nuch danger sonebody'd see her fall. Anyway, |

think the ganks would drag the bottom around the tower as a

matter of routine.”

"They won't like it,"” Duncan said, "but we have to contact RAT. They'll have the people and the
means to nmake her di sappear.™

"lzinoff's our only contact, and | know by God's little green apples he won't like it."

"Too bad," Duncan said. He activated a wall screen and put in a call to |lzinmoff's apartnment

addr ess.

"How d you know t hat?" Cabtab said. "I thought we were only supposed to get to himat his store."
"I asked the city directory. | thought we m ght have an emergency."

After a m nute, Duncan gave up. "He's either not home or using a sleep machine.”

He hesitated for several seconds, then called |zinoff again. Though he did not like doing it, he
left a nessage for lzinmoff to call himat his apartment. Since he and the padre had to wait for
the return call, he decided to get breakfast for both of them They ate and showered and then sat
around tal ki ng about van-

ous ways to transport Ruiz far fromthis area. None seened to have nuch chance of working.

"The ganks won't bother getting individual warrants for house search,” Duncan said. "They'll get a
bl anket warrant. They'l| apply the override code to all the door locks in a certain area and turn
that inside out. This section may be the first they'll go to."

"W got until nine before they'll know she hasn't checked in at her office," Cabtab said. "W

m ght have another hour or so after that while they're trying to find out why she hasn't reported
in"

"I'd say nore like twenty mnutes. They don't screw around.”

Duncan thought fiercely for a mnute, then said, "I don't like to do it, but we have to rouse
lzinoff. After all, there's no reason for anybody seeing us there to nake a connection between us
and Ruiz. Anyway, we have to do it."

Even at this very early hour, buses were available. They took one to within four blocks of

I zinmof f's and wal ked the nest of the way. Nunber 566, Fong Avenue, was a scarlet-and green-striped
door in a curving row of apartments. Duncan pressed the bell-button and tried to | ook nonchal ant
as sone pedestrians passed. So far, he had seen ten people on the street. One of these was,
statistically, a gank in civilian clothes. One out of ten

Duncan kept his finger on the button. After sixty seconds, he said, "Either he's gone or he's out
like a candle in a windstorm O he sees us but doesn't want to let us in."

Cabt ab gl anced up and down the street to make sure no one was watching him Then, standing where
he woul d be seen by lzinoff's nonitor, he gestured frantically. If the nan was watchi ng, he woul d
know that his visitors were not here to just pass the tinme of day.

"Let's go," Cabtab said. "Maybe he's dead."

They went back to Duncan's apartnment. Over coffee, Duncan said, "It's up to us. There has to be
sone way. "

The doorbell gonged. Duncan put on the nonitor and saw outside the door a woman with a high
coiffure and wearing a

scarl et cloak. Her face was |ong and narrow but good-I| ooking. Her lipstick was bl ack

He said, "Wo is it?"

"It's a big E," she said. "Let ne in."

Duncan told the door to unlock. He net the woman before she had gotten a few paces into the front
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room "Who're you?"

She sniled swiftly and said, "Best you don't know. "

She pulled a card fromthe pocket of her cloak, |ooked at it, and said, "You re Beewolf. And he's
Jerem ah Scander beg Ward, right?"

"How d you know?"

"Never nmind that. | can't stay long. |'ve been sent to say that your nessage to |zinmoff has been
del eted, so don't worry about that. And. "

She wet her 1ips.

"And. . . ?"

"lzimoff is dead."

That startled him Cabtab said, "My God!"

"Died early this nmorning. The authorities don't know that yet. |'ve been sent to informyou of
this because of your nmessage to him Do you have sonething that should be passed on to your
superi or ?"

"1"l'l say!" Cabtab blurted. "Only . . . how d he die?"

"I wasn't told anything about that. What's the nmessage?"

"There'll be hell to pay," Duncan said. "Two peopl e di sappear on the same day. . . the ganks'l| be

frothing at the mouth."

"Two?" the woman said. "Wat do you nean two? And what do you nean di sappear?"

"I"'mnot entirely a dummy," Duncan said. "The RAT killed |zinmoff, didn't they? They distrusted
him he was getting too nervous, and he was too unstable.”

Cabtab said, "You' re junping to conclusions, Andrew. How. . . ?"
"Maybe, " Duncan said. "But |'ve had sonme experience with subversives. |zinoff behaved as if he was
i nsecure and afraid. He was a weak tool, if appearances can be trusted."

"You' re paranoid," the worman said.

Duncan shouted, "Maybe | am But I'Il bet. . . "
"Take it easy," Cabtab said softly, but gripped Duncan's shoul ders from behind with hands Iike a
robot's. "You'll make themthink you can't be trusted either.”

Duncan took in several deep breaths and envisioned sunny green neadows on which fauns and nynphs
ganbol ed. The flush gone fromhis face and his breathing slower, he said, "Yeah. OK Maybe | am
too suspicious. You'll have to admit that with the kind of Ilife we | ead suspicion breeds |ike
bacteria in pus."

"Very poetic, ny friend," Cabtab said. He took his hands away. "What's the nessage, wonman?"
"I"mauthorized to give it only to Beewolf," she said. "You'll have to go into the next room and
you, Beewol f, nust promise you'll not reveal it to him"

"Prom sed," Duncan said, thinking, it depends on what you have to tell me. Also on whether or not
it'll put Cabtab in jeopardy.

The padre, |ooking indignant, his nmouth noving soundl essly, left the apartnment.

"Here's what | was told to tell you," the woman said. She spoke for approximtely a m nute.
Duncan's eyes wi dened while listening. O herwi se, he gave no sign of the effect her words were
havi ng on him

"Repeat that," she said.

He gave it back to her word for word

"Good," she said. "Now, what is the energency?"

Her eyes wi dened, and she becane sonmewhat pal e under her dark skin. Wen he had finished, she

said, "My God! | don't know This is something ny superior'll have to decide! I'mnot authorized
to take any action in this kind of situation. Besides, | don't have the slightest idea what to
do!"

"Then you'd better get your ass in gear," Duncan said. "Can you get in contact with your superior

at once? We can't stand any delay."

"I think I can."

She wheel ed and started for the door, then stopped, and turned again. "Wat tinme do you go to
wor k?"

“I'n two hours and five minutes."

"Wait here. If you don't hear fromus, make sone excuse not to go to work."

19
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Cabtab strode into the roomlike a disheveled and cross lion looking for a fight.

"I's the bitch gone?"

"She's just doing her job," Duncan said, "though | doubt she knows what it really is. But then |
don't either.”

"Perhaps | was too hard on her, unjust," the padre said. "I'll search ny soul and deternmine if |
was. If so, then I'Il have to find some neans for forgiving nyself. And forgiving her for
provoki ng ne."

"There are nore inportant things to consider."

"Nothing is nore inportant than the state of the soul."

"Wth the possible exception of the belly,"” Duncan said, |ooking at Cabtab's huge paunch

"Soul and belly are inextricably twi sted together," Cabtab said. "He who untangles themis free."
"OfF what ?" Duncan said, gesturing inpatiently. "Listen. She said a crew fromthe Transportation-
and- Shi ppi ng Bureau will be here soon. At least, they'|l seemto be T-and-S workers. Mybe they
really are. That doesn't matter. We have to get Ruiz ready for them They don't want to spend any
nmore tinme here than absolutely necessary.”

"What do we have to do?"

Duncan told him and they set to work. After destoning Ruiz, they bent her body so that she was in
a fetal position. After taping her so that she could not straighten out if she suddenly regained
consci ousness, they put her into the cylinder and turned the power on. Then they dragged her out,
wrapped her with a sheet, and put tape around that.

During the time-oozing fifteen mnutes that foll owed, Duncan saw an organic patrol car pass slowy
down the courseway. The TV canera on top of the vertical pole set in the rear of the vehicle

revol ved like the head of a one-eyed owl. The driver and his buddy were tal ki ng ani mat edl y about
sonet hi ng.

Duncan was glad that the law permitted only governnent nonitoring cameras at courseway junctions
and on patrol cars. If, as the governnent desired, every block had a nonitor canera, the incident
with Ruiz and the visit of the RAT agent woul d have been recorded. As it was, the presence of the
T-and-S crew woul d be seen at various intersections and possibly noted by patrol car caneras.
However, he was sure that authorization data for the crew woul d have been put into the gank data
bank. Just how nmuch investigation the authorization could bear he was not sure. He would just have
to trust that it |ooked authentic. O course, it was highly possible that no gank woul d bother to
check it out.

"We're not just wal king a tightrope,’
"What ?" Cabt ab sai d.

Duncan did not have tine to repeat. The doorbell gonged. After |ooking at the door screen, Duncan
spoke the open-sesane that admtted the crew. This was two nen and two wonen in the orange-and-

bl ack coveralls of the Transportation-and-Shippi ng Bureau. They had arrived in an orange-andbl ack
zi gzag-striped van, and two were carrying a | arge wooden box between them They had to stoop to
get the top of the box under the top of the doorway. One of them was operating a four-wheel ed

sem robot carrier. Wen it had passed through, Duncan cl osed the door

he muttered. "We're running on it."

It took a few seconds to |oad the sheet-wapped body into the box. Duncan did not have to say a
word. Apparently, the crew had been given instructions on their task before leaving their HQ

Whet her they had al so been told not to talk or were just surly because of the early hour, Duncan
did not know. Even the crew chief was silent when she held out her hand for Duncan's |ID card. He,
al so wordl ess, handed it to her. She inserted the card into the flat case hung froma |ong chain
around her neck, held it there for less than a second, and handed the card back to him

Duncan wat ched the door screen as the box containing Ruiz was hoisted up on the platformto the

| evel of the van floor. The van had been drawn up far enough to one side so that he had a parti al
view of its interior fromthe rear. He could see half of another object, covered by a sheet, on
the floor. That, he was sure, was lzinoff, also in a fetal position. Wen the van got back to the
T-and-S HQif it was going there-lzinoff would be put into the box with Ruiz. Were the box woul d
go fromthere, he did not want to know. He had enough to worry about. It mght be a few hours
before the ganks | earned that Ruiz and |zi noff had di sappeared. After that, this tower, and
especially this level, would swarmw th organics. Now that he reconsidered it, it seened

i nevitable that they would wonder just what was in the box. And they woul d al so be calling on him
to ask why he had shi pped out sonmething in a big box.
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He inserted his card into a slot in a wall-panel control board. Per his spoken instruction, the
screen di splayed the data recorded during the T-and-S transaction. It showed what he should have
expected and al so reveal ed that his superior had expected himto be intelligent enough to get his
instructions fromthe card itself. Sonmeone in the organi zation had used a card identical to his to
petition for an apartnent closer to his work. According to the card, his petition had been
granted, and he was to nove into his new apartnent before he went to work.

Somebody in a high position in the government had noved very swiftly this nmorning. He nust have
had a duplicate of Duncan's card handy. Probably he had duplicates of everyone's

in the RAT. Predating the data, he had made it appear that Duncan had put in his request the

previ ous Tuesday and that it had been revi ewed and passed the sane day.

So, Citizen Andrew Vishnu Beewolf, like it or not, had to nove. Immediately. H's persona
possessi ons woul d supposedly be in the box furni shed by the T-and-S Bureau. The crew woul d have
taken it to his new apartnent. There, they woul d have waited just |ong enough for the supposed
personal property to have been removed fromthe box and placed on the floor. Then, with |zinoff
and Ruiz still in the box, the crew would have taken the box on out to sone governnent warehouse
He still had a problem His PP, his personal possessions, had to be gotten out.

Cabt ab was about to | eave, but Duncan told himwhat he had to do. They began renoving the stuff
fromhis closet and fromhis PP bat hroom cabi net. Wen these were put into two | arge duffel bags,
they washed the cups and dishes, put themin a kitchen cabinet, and wal ked out. By then the
courseways were beginning to fill up with people on the way to work. The two got onto a bus, rode
to the new apartnment, and went inside it. Duncan's card had the new entry code; the old one woul d
be erased today in the data bank

Cabt ab dropped the duffel bag on the floor

"You should | ook around,"” Duncan said. "It nmight pay you to be faniliar with the | ayout sone day.
You never know. "

Cabtab grunted, but he did walk slowy through the roons. Duncan put the bags into his PP cl oset;
he woul d arrange the stuff therein on the shelves |later. The wainscoting and the funiture were

| emron-yel l ow, the choice of Monday's occupant. Duncan would turn the controls to select the colors
he wi shed. The walls were blank; it was up to himto display whatever he wanted on the screens. He
coul d pick designs or scenes fromtapes or create his own still or noving pictures. The uncarpeted
floors were cloned oak, but a twist of a control could give himthe shade of varnish he preferred.
Decorating was sinple and swift unless the decorator had trouble naking up his nind

The chairs, tables, and sofas could be quickly altered in color or m xtures thereof, though
reshaping all of themwould take at |east half an hour. And they had to be put back into the
conventional form before stoning tine. Duncan sel dom bothered with that. He rather |iked the frai
and del i cate appearance of neo-Al banian furniture.

The living roomhad French wi ndows that opened onto a bal cony. The view from here was as good as
fromhis old apartnent, which in no way except a slightly different angle of sight differed from
the new. That this place was closer to his job was the only advantage. |If he had tried on his own
to get a transfer, he would have had to wait for a subyear or nmore. Getting it so quickly, even if
he had not wanted it, proved that one needed connections in this society to obtain sonething
ordinarily unobtainable. It had al ways been so in every society and age.

"So long," Cabtab said. "My bl essings, son."

"Thank you, Padre. I'll neet you at the Snorter unless | can't nake it because sonething cones
up. "

"Bl essings on your sex life, too," Cabtab said, and he left.

Duncan lingered a nonent to | ook at the faces of those he shared the apartnent with but would
never talk to. Then he hurried to the bureau. The next phase of his task was correlating the seif-
centeredness indices of chess players, TV actors, and el ectronic engi neers. Wile engaged in this,
he gl anced often at the wall screen displaying the news channel. By quitting tine, he had seen
nothing on it about |zinoff and Ruiz. That, he well knew, though he did not know how he knew it,
meant not hi ng. The ganks were probably sitting on the news. Probably. Ever since he had escaped
fromthe Takahashi Institution, his |ife had been an obstacle road of probablys, perhapses, and
~ft, all loom ng up suddenly in the dark. He knew al nbost nothi ng about the organization for which
he was expected to die if it was necessary. It mght kill himif he did not carry out its orders
satisfactorily. Murky and uncertain described his situation as it had been and now was.

He tensed. Here cane another uncertainty, a dangerous one.

file:/l/F|/rah/Philip%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,%20Philip%20Jose%20-%20Dayworld%20Rebel.txt (74 of 129) [1/19/03 7:11:47 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Phili p%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,%20Philip%20Jose%620-%20Dayworl d%20Rebel .txt

The man who had just been talking to a coworker was now headi ng his way. Though Duncan did not
know what the man was thinking or what he intended to do, he was sure that he was an organic.
Though in civilian clothes, he had that cold, hard, and sonewhat w thdrawn ninbus. It was a thin
cloud that only long-tine crimnals and ot her organics could see.

| should be charitable, Duncan thought. That | ook cones partly from sel f-defense. Your typica
gank is always wary, suspicious, cynical, and coiled to respond to attack. Though, statistically,
very few are physically or verbally threatened. Mst citizens are too afraid of them Wth good
cause.

Duncan rose fromhis desk as the man, shorter than Duncan but massively nuscl ed, approached.
Stopping at the rimof the circular desk, the man said in a frogdeep voice, "Citizen Andrew Vi shnu
Beewol f ?"

Duncan nodded and said, "Yes."

The man held up the ID card suspended froma purple chain around his col umar neck. "Oficer
Rhodes Terence Ever-chuck, First-C ass Detective-Sergeant, Donestic-I|nmgration Bureau. Do you
wish to run off the data for verification?"

"No need," Duncan said. He smiled, but Everchuck's broad red face did not crack

"I just have a few questions."

Duncan played the anxious citizen. "Wat's this all about?"

He did not expect an answer and did not get one.

Everchuck pulled a printout froma breast pocket in his purple gold-slashed robe. Looking down at
it, he said, "I have here a copy of a request fromyou, transnitted to the Transportation-and-
Shi ppi ng Bureau, for one box of your personal possessions to be renoved from your cancel ed
apartnment and delivered to your new address. | al so have the request and authorization for your
removal to the new address. | also have the verification records of your transfer to the new
address and of the delivery of the box containing your PP to that address. Did such delivery take
place at the time stipulated or at any other time or was it not delivered?"

was delivered per schedule, and | noved to the new address, which is 421 Everhopeful Courseway,"
Duncan said. "ls there a problem Detective-Sergeant?"

"In that case," Everchuck said, glaring into Duncan's eyes, "what did you and your conpani on
Citizen Jerem ah Scanderbeg Ward, have in the two bags you carried fromyour old address to the
new addr ess?"

Duncan had expected to be questioned about the contents of the box. But he al so knew enough to
know t hat the gank night hurl an unexpected and seenmingly irrelevant question at him He snmled,

and he said, "The box wasn't big enough to hold all the PP. | put the extra stuff into the two

bags. "

"Way didn't you have the T-and-S workers transport those,

t oo?" -

"I made an error. | only requested that one box be transported. | thought | could get all ny PP
into one box. If |I'd asked the T-and-S crewto carry the bags, | would have had to nmake anot her

request. By the tine that had been granted, it would have been next Tuesday. You know how t hese
bureaucraci es work. Al the red tape . "

"Are you criticizing the government?"

"Ch, sure," Duncan said easily. "That's ny right and duty. That's denocracy. Do you deny ne that
right and duty?"

"Of course not," Everchuck said. "That wasn't ny intention. Wy did you feel it necessary to get
the aid of Gitizen Ward to help you carry the bags?"

"Two were too heavy for one man to carry."

"You m sunderstand ne," the organic said. "Wy did you select Ctizen Ward to help you? Wiy himin
particul ar?"

"He's a good friend. It wasn't easy to find sonebody who'd cone over at that ghastly hour and help
me. "

"Do you know that Citizen Ward is a religious?"

Duncan shrugged, and he said, "Sure. But he doesn't work for the government. He has a right to be
a religious."

"Yet you associate with himon an intimate and friendly basis?"

"I"'mnot a religious," Duncan said. "You know that. You've checked out ny ID."
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"You knew himin New Jersey?"

"You know | did."

Now, Duncan thought, nowis the tine for the conpletely unexpected, the disconcerting, the
knocki ng- of f - bal ance. The whamo.

"What happened to Ruiz and | zi noff?"

Duncan rmade hinself | ook startled. He said, "Wo?"

"Det ecti ve- Sergeant Hatshepsut Andrews Ruiz and G tizen Ibrahim Omrar |zinoff!" Everchuck said

har shly.
"l don't know," Duncan said. "You say. . . happened? | don't know what you're tal king about.
never heard of this Ruiz. Izinmoff. . . | do know that an Ibrahimlzinoff is the operator of a

store across the courseway fromthe Snorter."

He paused, then said, "The Snorter's a tavern-restaurant."

As if Everchuck did not know that.

"You deny that you know what happened to then®"

"l told you | don't even know that anything did happen! Come on, Sergeant! Wat is this al
about ?"

"Whul d you agree to a truth test?"

"Of course," Duncan said. He held his palns out and up. "I have nothing to hide. | don't know why
you're dripping all over me, but if you think I'mguilty of sonething, you spray me all you want.
We can do it here, right now | waive any interrogation in the precinct building with | awer and

aut hori zed officials present.”

Everchuck did not ask himto repeat his words into a recorder. The organic was carrying all he
needed to record in a pocket, no doubt.

Now was the critical nmoment, critical for Everchuck, anyway. If the organic thought that he was
bl uffing, he would use the nist. If he was just poking around and had no real well grounded
suspi ci ons of Duncan, Everchuck would not bother with the mst.

"This is just a routine investigation," Everchuck said.

"Sure, but 1'd Iike you to m st me anyway," Duncan said. "I don't want to be even a renote
suspect. I'mthrough for the day, plenty of tine. Let's do it now Wn't take long."
"That's a very commendabl e attitude, G tizen Beewol f," Everchuck said. "But | don't have time to

wast e. "
"What did happen to thenP" Duncan said.
Ever chuck swung around and wal ked away.

20 -

Duncan entered the Snorter at 5:00 P.M He threaded his way anong tiny tables until he saw Cabtab
and Snick in a booth. They | ooked up at him said hello, then went back to their argunment. Duncan
pressed the button on the table to indicate that an unserved custoner was at the booth.

The padre drank deeply froma huge stone mug, put it down, and said, "No, ny dear Jenny,

di sagree strongly, even though | am a devout religionist and thus amin a strange position. But
strange only at first glance. | maintain that the present government policy toward religionists is
not harsh enough. A fierce repression and persecution of the religious popul ati on weeds out the
hypocrites, the |ip servants, the people who profess to believe in certain religions only because
t hey have been raised in themor have a need to belong to a social group. Repression and
persecution separate the wheat fromthe chaff. The only ones left after these are applied, the
wheat, the gold nelting fromthe dross, the truly devout, should be prepared to pay the price for
their belief. They should wel cone a chance to be martyrs and so express their worship of God."

"l don't see you rushing out to be crucified,” Snick said sourly.

"That's because the governnent doesn't really give you a chance to be a true martyr. It's
insidious. It doesn't prohibit the practice of religion. It just brands it as superstition, in a
class with astrology or belief in a flat Earth or in good |uck charns. You may worship, but you
cannot gather in a church to do so. The only churches still standing are nuseunms or have been
converted to profane uses. The nmenbers of the faith, whatever it is, Christian, Jew sh, Mislim
Buddhi st, must gather in gymasiuns or any suitable building not used for secul ar purposes at that
tinme. A street preacher nmay give his sernons outside buildings, but he can't preach except in
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designated public areas and he can't stay in one area for nore than fifteen nminutes. After that,
he must nove his soapbox to another clearly marked area."

"l know that," Snick said. "You're getting away fromthe main thenme. Your insistence that the
government should ban any religious practice whatsoever is absurd. If the governnent did that, it
could no longer claimto be truly denocratic and liberal. So it doesn't forbid worship. It just
frowns on it, and with good reason. It nakes it inconvenient, doesn't encourage it, you mght say.
And, of course, the children learn in school what an absurd and irrational thing religion is."
Cabt ab drank nore beer and burped.

"What do you think, Andrew?"

Duncan had been hal f-listening, his gaze on a display of the referendumresults. The peopl e had
voted overwhelnmingly to elinmnate during the test period all surveillance except that absolutely
necessary to ensure public safety. Duncan was surprised by that. If his theory that the governnent
gave fal se data about the popular vote was right, then the majority should not have been

regi stered as agai nst surveill ance.

"l don't know and don't care," he said. "The present systemseens to ne to be fine. Nobody's hurt,
and the organi zed religion can't get any power in governnent. There's a strict separation of
church and state. Enough of that. | have sonething inportant for you."

Wien he had finished telling them about Everchuck's visit, Panthea Snick said, "It seens routine
But you never know. Anyway, there's nothing we can do about it. Just be even nore careful from now
on."

"Careful we don't screw up because of the ganks?" Duncan said. "O because of RAT? Don't you see
the inplications of what happened to lzinoff? If we becone a danger to RAT, or it thinks we are

dangerous even if we aren't, they'll expunge us as quickly as we'd brush cookie crunbs from our
shirt."
"I't has to be that way," Panthea said. "It's only logical. They're in a very fragile position

They can't take a chance on weak or uncertain personnel."

"Jesus, Thea, doesn't that bother you?"

She sipped at her sherry, then said, "Yes. But | knew what | was getting into when | took the
oath. You did, too."

He drank sone bourbon and said, "Not really you didn't. None of us did. W don't have the
slightest idea what RAT stands for except they're antigovernnent. That's pretty vague. \Wat are
their ultinmate goal s? What kind of governnent do they want to establish? What chance do they have
of over throwi ng the government? How big is their organization? Is it just a small bunch of

pi ssants playing rebel? O is it sonething really big and powerful ?"

He si pped on the bourbon again, put the glass down, and said, "I'mreally tired of blundering
around in the dark and barking ny shins."

Snick did not reply because of the uproar swelling through the tavern. Everybody was on their
feet, cheering, screamnming, clapping their hands. Duncan saw that they were all |ooking at the news
di spl ays. These were rolling the printed data re the new rul es and regul ati ons. The newscasters
heads, inset in the upper righthand corners, were repeating verbally the printed text. At |east,
Duncan assuned they were. Their voices could not be heard because of the custoners' yelling.
Duncan | eaned across the table, his head close to Snick's and Cabtab's. He said, loudly, "I don't
know why in hell they're so

happy! | ne satellites cant nonitor tnem except when they're out of the towers, on the bridges, or
in boats! And it's not like there're nonitors everywhere inside the towers! Wiy don't they drop
the surveillance in cities |like Manhattan? That'd nean somet hing! There the streets are observed
by the satellites!™

"Maybe the government's just cautious, and, if this experinment works out all right, the open
cities will also be tested," Snick said.

Duncan scow ed. "They don't want it to work out."

She threw her hands up. "Wat coul d happen? The citizens aren't about to go ape."

"They won't have far to go if they do," Cabtab grow ed. That was a strange thing for the tol erant
padre to say. Perhaps he was nonentarily irritated by the nonkeyli ke shrieks and hoppi ngsaround of
the custoners. Duncan | ooked at the display again. Al citizens were to run off a printout of the
"new order" and to study it so that they could behave thensel ves accordingly. He nade a nenta
note to do that when he got hone. There would, of course, be about 13 percent of citizens who
woul d not obey. The two-thousand-obyear governmental canpaign to condition all adults to becomne
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politically conscious and enthusiastic participants had never succeeded. It would continue to fai
because of the statistically determ nable nunbers of the born nonpolitical. A small part of these
were the philosophically apolitical; the rest, the genetically indifferent. Secretly, the
government nust be pleased with this, though overtly it encouraged and harangued the electorate to
be active. That nany PVHs (political voidheads) nmade it just that nuch easier for the state to
push its prograns.

"I shouldn't have said or even thought of such an unkind and derogatory category," Cabtab said. He
drank deeply, then continued. "One should never generalize, not even one born to generalize, which
| am It was unworthy of ne, although what | said had nore than a germof truth to it.

Neverthel ess, even if it were wholly true, | should not say it. Instead, | should pray for

the m sbhegotten masses, the churlish comon people, the asses who pretend to be Honpo sapi ens.

After all, aml in any respect better than they? | do not throw stones. | throw nud, yes, but mnud
can't hurt and it's easily washed off. [|-"

"Think 1'll go home," Snick said. She rose. "This kind of talk is getting us nowhere. It bores ne.
I have a headache, and I'mtired. You speak of nud, Padre. | feel like I"'mstuck in it. Wrse,
sinking init up to ny neck."

"Too bad," Duncan said. "I was hoping to neet your new | over."

He regretted saying that, but it was too |ate.

Pant hea Snick | ooked surprised~ "I don't have a lover, old or new Not that it's any of your

busi ness. "

"But you said. "

"l said? Oh, | see what you're referring to. | said that | had soneone in the apartnment. He wasn't

a lover, just a visitor."

She smled and said, "Are you jeal ous?"

Duncan opened his nouth but shoved back down his throat the inpulse to deny her accusation. Now
was not the tine to conceal how he felt for her. Now was the time to get it over with, confess.
"Yes, | am" he said.

"You're not in love with ne?" she said.

She did not look as if she were surprised but as if the thought might have scuttled across her
m nd before she helped it on into oblivion with a nental kick

"Yes, | am"

She swal | owed before saying, "I didn't know . . . you never showed anything. . . any sign of.

"Now you know. "

"For God's sake!" Cabtab said loudly. "Wat kind of courtship is this? This place . . . the noise
the cromd . . . is this a romantic scene, the place to declare one's |ove?"

"Don't be enbarrassed, Padre,
when we were al one."
"Way is that?" Duncan sai d.

Snick said. "It just happened. Anyway, |'mglad it was here, not

She | eaned forward, her hands on the the table, her face close to Duncan's.

"Because it's easier to say what | have to say. I'msorry, Andrew, but. . . | like you, in fact, I
admre you. In sone ways, you're ny hero. You did rescue ne fromthe warehouse; you brought ne
back to life. But.

"You don't love ne."

"I have a certain affection for you."

She straightened. "That's all. | don't love you. | don't desire you, | don't lust for you. | don't
want to hurt your feelings, either, though there seenms no way not to. There it is. An honest
answer . "

"Thank you," he said. H's voice sounded firmto him Thank God, it did not betray the trenbling
i nside him

"Does this nake a difference?" she said. "I nmean in the way we work together, in. . . You don't
hate ne, do you?"

"I'ma little nunmb," he said. "I don't know what | feel. It's a shock, though it shouldn't be.
had no right to expect you to feel the sane about nme. | certainly never saw you do anything, say
anything, or act in any way to make ne think you mght feel like | do. No, | don't hate you. And
I"msorry, you don't know how sorry, that | told you. | should ve waited for a better tine."
"There woul dn't have been any. |'msorry."

She patted his hand, turned, and wal ked away. He did not watch her; his gaze was fixed on the
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tabl e.

Cabtab said, softly, "lIs there anything | can do to help you?"

"Yes," Duncan said even nore softly. "Leave ne al one.™

"You're not going to get drunk and possibly get into trouble? Renenber, you can't afford to
attract the ganks' attention."

Duncan stood up. "No. I'mgoing hone. What |'Il do there, | don't know But nobody's going to see
me whatever | do."
The padre | ooked al armed. "You're not thinking of killing yourself?"

Duncan | aughed, and then he ranmed back a sob
"No. Jesus! This is stupid! Whoever woul d' ve thought of it going this way?"

"It's the dark night of the soul. Believe ne, |'ve been there before. If only I could help you .
"See you tonorrow," Duncan said, and he stood up and wal ked away. The padre was wong. H s sou
was in no dark night. Everything shone brightly but crooked, as if the light rays were bendi ng at
many di fferent angles around him The |ight was not only searingly bright; it was cold, very cold.

21

Early next Tuesday norning, Duncan sat in the kitchen. He was nursing a big cup of steaning coffee
and an even |l arger and warnmer enotional wound. Hi s breast ached. Tears welled. |Images of the

m ghty bull el ephant trunpeting with agony and fury at the spear sticking out of his ribs, of the
lion Iicking the blood froma paw shattered by a bullet, of the spermwhale bristling with

har poons rising under the whal eboat and tossing it into the air fast-forwarded on his nmind screen
Then, when drinking his third cup of coffee, two tinmes too nmany accordipg to the Bureau of
Medi ci ne and Health, he laughed. It was a | ow laughter grinding with pain. But it was al so shot
with the pleasure of self-nockery. The inages were all of noble and inpressive beasts suffering
fromwounds. Wiy not envision a cockroach |inmping along, its pasty guts hanging out, after being
hal f - squashed by a hunman foot? Wiy not a fly buzzing desperately in its struggles to free itself
froma web? Why not a stinkbeetle the tail end of which had been snipped off by a closing door? O
a rat that had eaten poi soned cheese?

He | aughed again. Events and feelings were being reclassified and hence falling into their proper
slots. He wasn't by any neans the only hunman ever to have been rejected, nor was this the first
tinme it had happened to him

Hi s phil osophi cal satisfaction was great, and his historical perspective-he being the subject of
the history-was correctly aligned. Despite which, a few seconds |later, he was hurting just as
badl y.

Ah, well. He would ride it out. Tine did not heal all wounds, but time did nake them not so

pai nful and usually managed to bury them deep. He busied hinself, after eating lightly, in

cl eaning up the apartnent. When he left it, he found hinself in a crom of el ated pedestri ans.
Though this was not a holiday, it seened to be. Everybody, except hinself, was chattering and
smiling, happy because today was one of freedomfromthe nonitors. The satellite eyes were turned
of f, and the ganks were sulking in the precinct stations. A heavy burden of which the citizens had
not been aware was lifted. Or so, Duncan thought, they thought. Did they really believe they had
complete license to behave |like children?

Per haps they did. Wen he got to the bureau, he saw that no one was working and that the
supervisors did not seemto care. In fact, these were just as nmanic as their underlings. They
stood around outside their offices talking, though with other supervisors, not the workers, and
they drank cof fee and | aughed and j oked. Shaking his head, Duncan went into his enclosure and sat
down. Though no one el se had even turned on the power to the conputers, he activated his

equi prent. Now, what was he supposed to do?

That made himfrown. H's duties were hazy, somewhere in his mnd but apparently skipping about,
not ready to settle down and put their shoulders, as it were, to the wheel. He swore. Sonehow, he
had becone infected with the over-buoyancy and gi ddi ness of the others. He decided that he woul d
ignore it. But, though he stared at the screens, he could not sunmon any concentration. And, when
several colleagues suggested that they go out and have a drink, he said, "Sure! Sounds like a
great idea!"

VWhat the hell am | doi ng? he thought as he wal ked with the group past a gaggle of supervisors.
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These did not even seemto

noti ce that the data bankers had deserted their posts and that nmany were | eaving the office.
Duncan, l|ike his cronies, wal ked past the machine in which he was supposed to insert his ID card
when he left the prem ses during working hours.

Qutside, the group stood for a nmonent tal ki ng about where the best place to celebrate would be.
They had troubl e maki ng thensel ves heard above the cries and | aughs of the pedestrians and the
passengers on the buses and the cyclists in the courseway. By the tine that his coll eagues had
agreed that the Snorter was the nearest tavern and therefore the best, Duncan knew why the
courseway was so jamed. The stores were enpty; the clerks and customers who should have filled
themwere all outside. At the nonent, that did not seemstrange to him O course, these people
did not want to work any nore than he did. And, since the overseers were out in the crowd, why
shoul dn't they be?

Getting to the Snorter was not easy. They had to push through the jam Taking a bus would not help
them These were by now halted in the press. Even if the vehicles could have noved, the drivers
had also left their posts.

"What's goi ng on?" Duncan shouted to Wark Zoong Cobl edence, a woman who worked at the encl osure
next to his.

"What do you nean?" she yell ed.

"Ah, forget it!" he screamed. Which he did at once.

By the tine .that the group had reached the Snorter, it had only five left out of the origina
ten. They dived into the tavern, giggling and chortling, then | ost some of their zest. The place
was jamred with customers, but the waiters had not shown up or had | eft shortly after doing so.
For the nonment, the crowd was stymed. They mlled around chattering or shouting as if their

voi ces woul d sunmmon the waiters. Then a wonan wal ked behi nd the nearest bar, grabbed a glass from
under the bar, and filled it with whiskey froma wall spigot. She downed the threeounce drink
choked, and, eyes tearing, said loudly, "Drinks are on nme!"

O hers joined her to act as bartenders who were also their

own best custoners. Some people made an effort to pay for the drinks by inserting their cards into
the proper slots, but they were pushed away and jeered at.

"Today's Freedom Day!" Padre Cabtab bell owed. "Let everything be free! O, if you insist, on ne!
But don't ask ne ny nane!"

The crowd in the roomthinned sonewhat as others went to the remaining roons, where the sanme thing
happened. Presently, everybody was nore or |ess drunk, nmostly nore, and having a very good tine.
Duncan and Cabt ab, huge brandy gobl ets sloshing over the brims with Wrld Joy bourbon, the second-
best in the world, found a booth. Two nore patrons, uninvited, sat down by them One was a very
dark and good-1| ooki ng woman wearing only a purple-and-rose dressing gow. She said that she |ived
down the street, had not eaten breakfast, and had stuck her head out of the door to see what was
going on. On inmpul se, she had decided to go into the street and get in on the nerrymaking.

"So, here | am ready for everything and anything!"

Her fingers tightened gently on Duncan's crotch

This, for sone reason, neither surprised nor disturbed him

However, the man who had sat down with her did surprise Duncan. He was the thin nman with the big
eyes and the green hat with antennae whom Duncan had nmet on the train from New Jersey. Professor
Carebara. Who, Duncan renenbered with a jolt, he had seen briefly on TV after the big braw at the
Snorter. Carebara's face seened even |onger and narrower and his huge eyes al npbst insectine. He
wore yel l ow cal f-hi gh boots, red kneebreeches, a blue swallowail coat, a ruffled white shirt with
a cataract of light-green lace at the ends of the sleeves, and a green hat shaped |ike an anci ent
Puritan's. It sported two foot-|ong purple antennae.

Padre Cabtab said, |loudly, "Wat are you doing here, Professor? Sl umm ng?"

Carebara sipped his wine, then said, "OF course not. | cone here sonetines to check on the ant
popul ation."

"Ants?" Cabtab said. "What ants?"

"You haven't seen any? |'msurprised. The bureau's had a | ot of conplaints. They' re everywhere,
they live in the spaces between the walls, in warehouses, any place where they are not likely to
be disturbed. They're a recent nutation of a species the scientific name of which would nean
nothing to you. Suffice it that they're what |aypersons call garden ants. They seemto have
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adapted wonderfully to what should be a hostile environnent. They eat anything that can sustain
human |ife, and they al so eat other insects, including cockroaches. They-"

"Cockroaches?" the padre said. "What cockroaches?"

"There are plenty in L. A, though they tend to thrive in the residences of the m nimumcredit

bl ocks. The dropouts are very carel ess about cleaning up, despite all the governnment has done to
educate themin the extrene need and urgency of sanitary living. In fact, | suspect the mninins
deliberately act like slobs just to defy the governnent. Anyway and however, | amnot interested
so much in the ants thensel ves, though they do present certain bizarre and fascinating features,
as | amin the nminetic parasites that have noved in with them These, too, are recent nutations,
and t hey.

Duncan quit listening. The woman who had sat down with Carebara had slid under the table and was
now doi ng sonething that ereded the professor's ants far above Duncan's nmental view Cabtab |eaned
over the table, ignoring Carebara's lecture, and said, "What's she doi ng down there?"

"I don't want to talk," Duncan said. Hs face tw sted; he gasped; it was over. Then it was the
padre's turn to grab the edge of the table, roll his eyes, groan, and gasp. A few seconds |ater
the professor stopped talking, and his face, usually deadpan, bent |ike a bow, twitched like the
skin of an aninmal dislodging flies, and he uttered a | ong aah! After which his eyes becane |ess
huge, and he resuned his | ecture, though not fromwhere he had left off.

"Who is she?" Duncan said.

Carebara did not reply. Duncan squeezed the professor's thin shoulder. "W is she?"

"I don't know," Carebara said, |ooking angry. "Wy don't you ask her?"

The woman crawl ed out fromunder the table, reached up, took the padre's goblet, drank, and went
on all fours to the next booth. Duncan hal f-rose and watched the expressions on the face of the
wonman seated on the outer edge. Her conpanions, a wonan and two nen, seened to be aware of what
was goi ng on. They laughed shrilly and nade remarks that the worman paid no attention to.
Presently, hands clenching the table edge, her head thrown back, eyes closed, she npaned. Duncan
sat down and turned his head away.

"No one objects,” he said.

"Way shoul d they?" Cabtab said.

Duncan had no answer to that.

"A very generous and denocratic woman," the padre said. "I toast her." He lifted his goblet, saw
it was enpty, and banged it down. "Viter! Waiter!"

"You forget there aren't any," Duncan said. "I'Il get the drinks."

He got up fromthe booth but could not resist |ooking under the booth next to his. The nanel ess
wonman was now occupied with the man next to the woman she had first attended. Duncan shook his
head, whether in adnmiration or disgust he did not hinself know, and pushed through the crowd
around the bar. They gave way w t hout protest until he tried to squeeze between a nman and a woman.
"Who do you think you're shoving?" the man said. He wore a dark orange hat shaped like a castle
and had a | ong beard separated into many strands tied by buttercup-yellow ribbons.

"Just trying to get a drink," Duncan said mldly. Mich of the tension, irritation, and uneasi ness
that had been swelling up these |last three days had left him And the whiskey al so hel ped nake him
feel nellow

"Don't take any crap fromhim MIlo!" the woman shrill ed.

She lifted her arm above the nob and poured her vodka over Duncan's head.

"That's a waste of good booze!" the man grow ed, and he hit, not Duncan, who had thought he was
going to get the fist, but the woman.

Duncan brought his fist up close to his chest-he had no roomto straighten the arm out-and caught
the man under the chin with it. Then he half-turned and jerked the back of his elbowinto the
worman' s sol ar pl exus. She quit | aughing, doubled up, then fell to the floor. The nan Duncan had
hit staggered back but not far because of the press of bodies. Bellow ng, he lurched toward
Duncan, who ducked. The man fell over the wonman, who was just trying to get back up, and Duncan

sl ammed hi s knuckl es agai nst the man's cheekbone. Al his nell owness was gone.

The room expl oded. The fighting did not spread out from where Duncan, the wonman, and the nman were.
It seemed as if it was not the contact of fists that started the braw but the idea of a braw.
That flashed through the big roons with the speed of thought, and the phil osophi cal concept becane
realization. Inside a second, all the patrons were either trying to strike, scratch, or kick
soneone or else attenpting to fight their way out of a fight. Duncan did not have long to
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contenpl ate the speed with which the tavern becane a gl adiator's delight. Sonething very hard,
probably the bottom of a thick nmug, slamed into the back of his head. Hal f-senseless, he fell to
hi s knees. Descent seened like a good idea then. It was certainly an irresistible one. He went
down on his face, groaning, the inpact softened by a wonan's leg. A man fell heavily on Duncan's
back, rolled off, but did not get up. Duncan stared at the bloodi ed face near his and deci ded that
it made sense to stay on the floor. H's vision began to clear, but the pain in the back of his
head got worse. Meanwhile, feet banged into him though not very hard. No one was trying to hurt
him the blows were accidental. Neverthel ess, unintentional kicks can cause pain.

He made anot her decision. He would get out of the place and

to home, where he could treat his injuries. That woul d not be done w thout nore bruises and

bl oodshed. But if he stayed, he was going to get hurt nore, anyway.

And where were the organics? Wiy hadn't they cone charging into the place, spraying everybody with
unconsci ous- maki ng aerosol, quieting the hullabaloo to a whisper? The age-old conplaint that the
ganks were never there when you needed themwas certainly true just now.

No sooner had he gotten on hands and knees than a wonan fell backward over himon his right and a
man fell onto the back of his |l egs. These, however, did not stay on top of him Cursing,
scream ng, and hitting-including two bl ows on Duncan's back-and all in all having a very good
time, the two left. Only to return and to fall on himagain. He struggled up. A knee banged his
nose. Bl ood gushed out onto the hardwood fl oor below him He got back down, rolled over, pulled
out a piece of tissue paper, and held it to his nose.

"To hell with it! I'lIl just stay here until this blows over!"

He coul d not resist kicking a nman who was struggling with another just in front of him H s hee
drove into the nman's crotch. Scream ng, bent over, holding his testicles, the man was hit on top
of his head with his antagonist's interlocked hands. Then the antagoni st stunbl ed over Duncan and
shot into the snmall and ever-changi ng space between the | egs of two grappling men. The knees of
both rammed himin the ears and rendered himnmomentarily unaware of the fickl eness of geonetry or
hi s pain. Duncan, despite what he had decided a few seconds before, got on all fours again. By
then the space above six inches fromthe floor had increased sonmewhat. A |ot of people were |ying
down, by choice or not. Even the noise |level had | owered, though soneone entering the Snorter just
then woul d have thought that the place sounded |like the halls of hell

H gh above the rest rose the bellow of Padre Cabtab. Duncan glinpsed himlifting a kicking worman
hi gh above his head. The armnms bent and the worman shot forward and felled three men with her body.
Duncan rose again, plowed through the crowd

toward the priest, had to defend hinself against a man and then a woman, got by themw th sone
brui ses and scratches, and suddenly was in a conparatively open area near Cabtab. The padre had
just nade sonme nore space by hurling a man against two others and flooring all three.

"dory to the gods of battles, Jahweh and Wden!" the padre yelled. H's face was a blaze of joy
smeared with blood. "This is wonderful spiritual and physical therapy!"

"Let's get out of here, let them be happy," Duncan said.

Then he saw Pant hea Sni ck, whom he had not known was still in the Snorter. Her robe had been torn
of f, leaving her wearing panties and hi gh-heel ed shoes. One shoe, anyway. She was beating a woman
over the head with the heel of the left shoe. Both were bl eeding here and there, and she had a big
bl ue mark over one eye.

"Fol | ow nme!" Duncan shouted hoarsely. He staggered up to the two femal es and pulled Snick away.
The ot her wonman fl ed, hol ding her head with both hands.

"It's me, Dunc," he said while Snick withed in his two arnms. H's nose was buried in the back of
her hair, which snelled of perfume, whiskey, and blood. "Let's go!"

The wonman who had run off cane back with two nen. They advanced, spreading out to take Duncan and
Snick fromthree sides. But Cabtab barrel ed across the floor, |eaping over bodies, and sl anmed
into one man, who was bowl ed over against the next. Al three went down. Only Cabtab got up. The
woman, shrieking, fled again.

"Qut we go," Duncan said. He turned and bore Snick, scream ng, her arnms and | egs wavi ng, through
the door. Cabtab foll owed him

Qut si de was even worse, and Duncan wondered briefly if he should go back into the tavern. There
were dozens of battlers slugging it out in the courseway and scores of bodies, sone noving, sone
not, on the spongy bl ack-and-scarlet-striped floor of the way. The nonconbatants were either
maki ng | ove in various ways or feverishly betting on the battlers.
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Sni ck suddenly went |inp. She said, "Put me down. I'Il be all right when | get sone clothes on."
He rel eased her.

"I think we should get out of the ways," he said. "My apartnent is the closest place."

He | ooked around. Were were the ganks? Were were the anbul ances and the doctors? Probably busy
el sewhere. They just did not have the nunbers needed to handl e what nust be a citywide riot. Plus
brawl . Plus orgy.

He notioned to the padre, who was standing near the door to the Snorter. Cabtab did not seemto
noti ce the gesture; he was | ooking upward at the ceiling courseway, which was a display of a deep
bl ue sky and some wi spy wi nd-driven clouds. Duncan called the padre's name, but Cabtab did not
acknowl edge it. His eyes were wide, and his face had the npbst joyous expression Duncan had ever
seen. It made Duncan uneasy. No. Scared.

Cabt ab suddenly | owered his gaze, his nouth working angrily but his face keeping the sane "caught"
expression. He lifted his hands and tore off the neckchains hol ding the dozen or so religious
synbol s. The crucifix, star of David, crescent, Thor's hanmer, voodoo idol, and other figures flew
up and out, falling into and on the cromd. Next to fall was the padre hinself. He toppled stiff
and straight as a tree sawed through at the base of the trunk and hit the slightly yielding
sidewal k hard. Duncan ran toward him pushing sone spectators out of the way and junpi ng over
bodies. By the tine he reached Cabtab, the nman had lost his rigidity and was vibrating every which
way. He was not having an epileptic seizure; his eyes were wi de open and bright, and he was

tal ki ng rapidly. However, the |anguage was one Duncan had never heard, and he was fanmiliar with
the sounds of the twenty still spoken on Earth.

A nonent |ater, Snick, sealing up a robe she must have taken from one of the unconsci ous wonen,
was by his side. "What's the matter with hin?" she said, breathing hard. "He | ooks |like he's had a
vi sion."

"I think you're not far off the track."

Duncan junped to avoi d being knocked over by Cabtab's explosive rising fromthe sidewal k. The
padre had | ost much of the rapt | ook, but enough remained to shine forth. The nol ecul es of his
face seened to have rearranged thenselves into new features. |If Duncan had not known that the nan
had to be the padre, he m ght not have recognized him

"No nore the ancient gods!" Cabtab how ed. "They have gone and will not return! If indeed they

were ever here! No! Yes! People, gather around ne! | bring good news, perhaps the first you' ve
ever heard! Honey for the ears! Meat for the soul! Gather around, and listen to ne! | speak to you
not as Padre Cabtab but as the |oudspeaker of the Just-Born God! | amthe display screen of the

Di vi ne!"

"Padre! Padre!" Duncan said. "Don't you know me?"

He pulled on the man's robe, but the giant pushed Duncan's hand away as if it were an irritating
fly.

"I know all nen and wonen and children!" he bellowed. "Listen to nme, you whom| know and whomt he
Just-Born God knows beyond knowi ng! Listen to me! Hear! Drink in the truth! Then act! Do what the
Just-Born bids you do through ne!"

"He's crazy!" Snick said.

A few peopl e, Duncan saw, had wal ked over to listen to Cab-tab. The rest had not heard or were
ignoring him |If he was doi ng what nost of them were doing, he would not want to stop it to listen
to a preacher.

"Crazy or not," Duncan said to Snick, "the ganks'l| take himin when they cone. You know what that
means. They'll spray him and they' |l find out about us."

Duncan woul d rather have taken |less violent and public action. There seened at the nonent nothing
el se to do. He stepped toward Cabtab, his armraised, his hand fornmed to chop with the edge

agai nst the padre's lionlike neck. But Cabtab, as if warned by a voice heard only by him wheel ed.
He was still babbling nonsense, but his eyes showed that he was conpletely aware of Duncan. H's
fist shot out against Duncan's

chin. Duncan reeled, flailed his hands for support that was not there, and glinpsed a vast
darkness in the mddle of which a tiny but slowy ballooning sun flamed. The next he knew, he was
face down on the pavenent, and Snick, kneeling by him was asking himif he was all right.

Hel ped by Snick, Duncan got to his feet. He shook his head as if trying to clear it, though his
nm nd was not clouded, and he said, "There's nothing we can do except get out of here.”

file:/lIF|/rah/Philip%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,%20Philip%20Jose%20-%20Dayworld%20Rebel.txt (83 of 129) [1/19/03 7:11:48 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Phili p%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,%20Philip%20Jose%620-%20Dayworl d%20Rebel .txt

Sni ck, pal e under her dark skin, said, "Wat do you nmean we can't do anythi ng?"

"I wish | knew what | nmean. Take my word for it. There's nothing we can do unless you want to kil
him"

Sni ck was too astonished to say anything. She was still wordl ess while Duncan pulled her al ong by
her hand through the crowd.

22

After they had showered in Duncan's apartment, they went to the living roomand drank sone wi ne.
He had put on fresh clothes; she had cl eaned the robe she had taken from the unconsci ous woman.
They sat silent for a while. Panthea watched the screen covering the wall opposite her, a scene
fromthe great Chinese novel Al Men Are Brothers. It depicted a marketplace in ancient China;
soldiers with spears and swords were noving through the crowd | ooking for the hero, Ling Ch'ung,
who was~ di sgui sed as an ol d peasant. From Snick's expression, she was not really seeing the
scene.

At last, after swallow ng sone wi ne, she said, "Wat do you think happened out there?"

She waved her hand at the door

"The ganks rel eased sonme kind of nental -enotional deinhibiting gas in the tower's air-conditioning
system" he said. "I don't knowif that's true, but it's the only explanation |I can think of."
"How coul d they get away with it?" she said. CObviously, she did not believe him

"They will be conducting the investigation. Qther departments will also be in on it. What

di fference does that make? The

government's behind the mess-up. It caused it, and it'll issue the results of the investigation
There won't be any mention of a gas or whatever it was that drugged all those people, including
us. The governnment will blanme the whole thing on the |license caused by the absence of
surveillance. It'll conclude that too nmuch freedomis dangerous, and it'll back up its conclusions
with statistics on the damage and the injuries and deaths in L. A Not to mention the other cities
where the experiment took place. The government will fill the news stations with the reports for a
long tinme. It won't let the citizens forget about it. | don't doubt that it will also press for
even nore surveillance.”
"Maybe," she said slowy, "you re wong. Maybe the people should be nonitored closely for their
own good. It's possible that the idea of so nuch freedomwent to their heads, and they reverted .
no, reverted isn't the right word, they expl oded. They becane |like the pre-New Era citizens.
You know how nuch crime there was in the old days."
"For God's sake!" Duncan said. "You were a gank. So was |I. We're both very disciplined. Do you
think that just the idea of being unobserved would affect us like that? W did things we woul dn't
normal |y do; so did nost of those people. W had to be drugged. There's no ot her explanation. Wy
do you think all the experiments were run in closed cities like L.A ? Because they're the only
ones where the gas could be used effectively! The gas would be ineffectual in open cities |ike
Manhattan. It woul d dissipate too quickly in the outside air, and the buildings there have their
own air-conditioning."
Sni ck began weepi ng. Duncan understood why her tears were flow ng. Despite what the governnent had
done to her, she had believed that it was a m stake made by the officials. They had m sjudged her
they had not condemmed her because of secret policy. She had been a faithful servant and had not
done anything wong. They had been wong in thinking that she was a danger to the state, and
surely, sone day they would find out that they had nade a ni stake and would right the wong. She
had joi ned the outl aws because it was her only way

to stay destoned and do sonething to make the officials see the light. Just how she was going to
do that, she did not know. But as |long as she was living, acting, not a frozen statue, she had
hope.

He waited until she had quit sobbing before telling her what he thought. She said nothing in
reply; she just nodded several tines.

"You realize what woul d happen to you if RAT found out what you really believe?" he said. "You'd
be stoned or killed."

She | ooked wi de-eyed at him and said, "You

He shook his head. "I won't betray you. Besides
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She waited a few seconds, then said, "Besides . . . what?"

"Surely you don't believe that anynore. You have to be convinced now that the governnent doesn't
reflect the will of the people. Except where the governnent's brai nwashed the people so that the
people's will reflects what the governnent wants themto believe."

She wi ped the tears and the nakeup from her face, blew her nose, and said, "No. But.

" But ?"

"RAT wants an absol ute m ni mum of surveillance. It also wants to ensure that all information, all
data, all statistics, everything, is free to the public. It wants to make certain that there is no
distortion in the data, that all is given out, that there are no excisions, no half-truths, that

the results of votes are truly given, that-"

"Who told you that?" Duncan said. "Nobody told nme that."

"I't wasn't anything specific | was told. Ijust got the idea fromwhat he or she said when | was
being interviewed. It was inplied. Didn't you get the sanme idea that that's what the organization
want s?"

"l had to surnmise it. But so far, there's been very little definite said about the ains of RAT.
We're swinming around in the dark with no idea of where the shore is or how deep the waters are.
think it's a hell of a bad situation we're in. The need for secrecy is so great, the organization
is so vulnerable and fragile,

and the systemof cells is carried to such |udicrous extremes, you and | don't even know if we're
inatruly revolutionary body. W' re detached organs in the body, you might say. Unanchored livers
floating around; uprooted kidneys trying blindly to find our proper place in a body we're not sure
even exists. Maybe it's a mass of protoplasmtrying to find a structure. | don't know. It's very
frustrating!"

He | ooked at the screen over the front door

"They're here."

Sni ck turned her head and said, "Ch!"

The front end of a green patrol car showed on the right side of the screen. In front of it three
ganks wearing gas masks were spraying the faces of four citizens. These crunpled slowy to the
floor of the courseway. Then a nan and a wonman junped on the backs of two ganks and bore themto
the floor. The other two officers shot spray fromtheir cans at the struggling couples. The
citizens becane notionl ess.

Duncan | aughed and said, "The gas must have residual effects. Otherw se, they woul d' ve subnitted
meekly. The ganks want to be resisted.”

"Ch, God, what a mess!" Snick said.

Duncan told a wall screen to switch on the local news. He and Snick, sipping nore wine, |istened
to the announcer and watched the scenes transmitted in fromall over the city. Now and then
scenes fromother cities where the experinents had taken place were shown. The sane thing had
happened there. Organics from San Francisco and cities in Oregon and Washi ngton were being fl own
into assist the L. A forces.

"They' Il have a hell of a time cleaning up just the litter before mdnight," Duncan said.
"Wednesday is really going to be pissed off. Ch, the reverberations of this will never cease."
"And the governnent will have its way," Snick said. "Still . . ."

"Yes?"

"I"'mstill not sure that we need a revolution. Just reform that's all we really need, don't you
think? If there was only sonme way to guarantee that voting was on the up-and-up and that the

officials the people want were el ected, what else really needs changi ng?"

Duncan shook his head again. "You d better keep those ideas to yourself. And you'd better hope,
devoutly, that your RAT superior doesn't ask you what you truly believe about its ideals the next
time you're given truth spray.”

"If there is a next tine."

He did not have to ask her what she neant by that. The organics woul d take advantage of this
opportunity to question everyone arrested. Stock Question Three would be: Do you belong to any
subversive organi zation? |If any nmenber of RAT was picked up, and there were bound to be somne- Padre
Cab-tab, for instance-Duncan and Snick woul d be exposed. They would not be able to tell the ganks
much about the RATs next higher up in the organi zation. These woul d be safe-for a while, anyway.
But three would be certain to be caught.

"Unl ess, " he nurnured.
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"What ?"

He tol d her what he had been thinking, then said, "Qur only chance, and it's slight, is that RAT
has someone high up in the governnent and that person will|l sonehow suppress the infornation. The
RAT woul d have to be present during the interrogation, wuld have to do the questioning, in fact.
I f sonebody el se does it, it'll be reported, and ny hypothetical RAT wouldn't be able to block it.
Those odds are too high against us. No, we have to ~1o sonething now. What? | wish to hell |
knew "

It was then that the newsperson announced that nartial |aw had been declared in Los Angel es. Al
citizens were to stay in their apartnments if they were already there. Al not at hone were to go
there at once. The only ones exenpt were public servants whose positions were vital. Wile a part
of the screen rolled these positions, the newsperson read them During the next hour, except for
some news about the process of the cleanup, the channel repeated only the sane information. Duncan
turned on other channels and found that all had been usurped for the same broadcast.

"Looks like you'll have to stay here until next Tuesday," he told Snick

"Don't get any ideas."

"You nean about going to bed with you?"

She nodded, got up fromthe chair, and went toward the kitchen. He called after her, "I've got
nmore inmportant things to think about."

That was true, but if she had invited himto nake |Iove to her, he would not have hesitated to
sidetrack the "inportant."

Trapped, he thought. Ensnared by |ove and by the government. The difference between the two is

that my passion for her won't kill me. | don't feel just nowthat I'l|l ever get over |oving her
but I know from ny own experiences and those of others that | will. | may carry the pain in ne, as
I would an encysted tubercul osis bacteria, but I'll be able to function fully and healthily. Mre

or less, anyway. But there is nothing now and probably never will be that | can do about her. She
is only one person, but I'mincapable of solving ny problemw th her. On the other hand, the
government is an entity, and it's arrayed thousands against me just in this area. But | may be
able to do sonething about it.

He watched the news screen while he nentally scanned all the possibilities for escape. He could
not go into the courseways today nor did he entertain long the fantastic idea of letting hinself
down a rope fromthe w ndow or gliding-sonehow down to the harbor waters. He had to stay in the
apartment until midnight, no w tching hour but certainly stoning tine. He did have the choice of
going into his cylinder then or of staying out of it.

If he selected the latter, then what?

What ever he did, he would have to talk Snick into doing it with him If she got picked up and
questi oned, she woul d betray hi mbecause she could not help herself. That reasoning was | ogic-
tight. But he knew that nost people followed, not classical or synmbolic |ogic, but that

unanal yzabl e and invalid systemof logic deriving fromtheir enotions. First, the feelings; then
t he

rationalization. He rose to go to the kitchen; it |ooked as if Snick was going to stay in it. Just
as he did, he saw the scene on the screen change. Now the canmera was in front of the Level 20,
Third Organic Precinct. The ganks were working hard and swiftly to unpile and carry the never-
ceasing influx of bodies into the station. These were people who had been sprayed and brought in
for | ater questioning, probably next Tuesday. The newscaster was sayi ng that the nunber of
"det ai nees" was far too large to be handl ed speedily. Mst of themwould be stoned in the precinct
facility, their 1 Ds would be recorded, and they would be transported to a warehouse. However

since there were too many for the precincts to handle, the enmergency stoning stations scattered

t hroughout the city were being used. The hospitals had already been filled, so all injured and
dead, whether they were arrestees or unaccused, would be put into "suspension" until their turn
came to be destoned. That, the newscaster said, mght take until Tuesday after next. O perhaps
the tinme might extend until the third Tuesday.

"This metropolis has never experienced such a catastrophe,’
| ast great earthquake."”

"Ch, hell!"™ Duncan said. There, anong the bodies, was that of Padre Cabtab. A lift-robot had
shoved its broad arns under the padre, ~vho was |lying face-up on the flatbed of a | ong many-
wheel ed trailer with many other unconscious people. Now it was raising the linp figure, whose arns
dangl ed over the sides of the robot arms, was turning on its wheels and noving toward the twenty-

the newscaster said. "Not since the
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foot-wi de entrance. The canmera zooned in on Cab-tab's profile, showing in detail the gaping nouth
and the w de-open eyes.

"As | was saying," the newscaster, Henry Kung Horrig, said, "we've been unable to get many

speci fics about any of those brought in for questioning. | was lucky to get sonme data about the
det ai nee you are now viewi ng. According to a high organic official, the detainee, whose |ID has not
been checked yet, but whose robustness is apparent, gave the arresting officers a very hard tine.
He knocked two of ficers unconsci ous, broke the arm

of a third, and battered two nore about the face and body before bei ng subdued. The det ai nee was
apparently preaching in the courseway, which is in itself a second-degree m sdeneanor if the first
offense and a third-degree felony if a second offense. He was exhaling a very |iquorous breath,
and, since he was apprehended outside the Snorter, a tavern, he may be one of those who looted its
i quor supply. In which case

Duncan did not wait to hear nore. Calling, "Panthea! Pan-thea!" he strode to the kitchen. She was
sitting at the table by a big wi ndow and staring down at the harbor. Hearing him she | ooked up
al arned. "What's the matter?"

He told her, then said, "Unless we're very lucky, we're done for. W have to do sonething, do it
fast."

He noticed then that she had quit drinking wine. A large nmug of steamng coffee was on the table
before her. That was a good idea. This was not the tinme to scranble ones wits with al cohol

"Let's not do anything foolish," she said. He sat down on the other side of the table, glancing
out of the wi ndow while he did so. There were large freighters down there and many sail boats,
their canvases flashing in the |late afternoon sun. They seenmed to be keeping to the prescribed
traffic patterns. Apparently, the explosive sense of freedomthat the organics clainmed had
afflicted those within the city had not affected those outside it. How woul d the ganks expl ain

t hat ?

Easy. The sailors were few and far between. They had not been touched by the mass hysteria in the
towers.

"I"'mnot acting rashly. |'ve been thinking this out. The only course open for us, the only one
with any chance at all, is to break day."

"And get caught on Wednesday," she said.

"I''"'m an experienced daybreaker. | doubt if anyone knows better than | do howto do it."

Vell, not ne, really, he thought. But those other men down there, those who keep feeding nme bits

of their menories-they know.

Pant hea Snick was no | onger |ooking at him Her gaze was again outward, toward the ocean beyond
the harbor. Her face was cast in a very thoughtful expression. It seemed to himthat it formed an
aching longing for freedomunderlaid with hopel essness. He ached with the longing to kiss her and
to tell her that he would give her hope. Anything she wanted.

There was a silence that he did not know how to break w thout causing pain. Yet it was as tedious
as waiting for sap to ooze froma tree; it nade himfidget and burn slowy with inpatience. He
want ed desperately to speak, but he knew that if he did so now his words would slide off her mnd
Finally, she turned her head toward him sighed, and spoke.

"There's no use. W might as well turn ourselves in now and get the agony over wth."

"How the hell could | have ever |loved a pathetic creature |ike you?" he said. "You' ve got the
spi ne of a sponge, the spirit of an enpty whi skey bottle! Even if you know you can't win, you
don't surrender!”

"Bull shit," she said tonel essly.

"It snells better than the dogshit you put out! You can't give up! | didn't, and I won't! If |
had, where'd | be! Long ago stoned in a warehouse!"”

"So you put off the inevitable? Wiat's a few nore days of living? Wi~it's the gain? Once you're
stoned you won't renmenber that extra time you fought for. Was it really worth it?"

They were silent again, though, if Duncan's anger could have been expressed in radiation, he would
have gl owed white-hot, would have scorched her bl ack

After another silence, she said, "I don't know The trouble is | really think I'"'min the wong! |
deserve stoning! There's nothing essentially bad about our society. If the governnent lies or does
a few things it shouldn't because they're illegal, it's for the good of the people."

"You're a born gank," Duncan said. "And |'mwasting nmy tinme arguing when | shoul d be worki ng out
ny plan."
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"What pl an?"

"I should tell you so you can tell the ganks when you turn yourself in?"
"Do you really have sonmething in mnd that has a ghost of a chance?"

Her face was still doleful, but her voice had brightened a little.

"Yes, but you have to promise you'll stay with nme and do your best to help ne."

"What if | can't?"

Then, Duncan thought, | stone you and get on with Iife, whatever kind it is, bad or good.
23

By ten that evening, Duncan and Shick were alnmost ready to start the first stage of their plan

If, that is, a hope that they could think of the correct action to take when situations changed
could be called a plan. These situations could not be foreseen, and it was very probable that they
woul d fall headlong into one fromwhich they could not unmire thensel ves.

The initial steps would be easy. Wdnesday's tenants, a nan and a wonman, woul d stay stoned. Though
t he destoning power was applied automatically, the cylinders had manual controls. These woul d be
set at OFF, and Sebertink and Makasuma woul d not cone alive. Duncan would then use their ID cards
to get all the information he could about them from Wdnesday' s data bank. He and Snick

pretending to be these two, would have to call into Wdnesday' s pl aces of work and nmake excuses
for staying at hone. Fortunately, Sebertink and Makasunma were not enployed in the same busi ness
and location. |f they had been, their superiors m ght have thought it peculiar that both had
called in sick.

Duncan had al ready set up video-audio simulations of the man and the worman so that the persons who
took the nessages woul d see what they thought were Sebertink and Makasuma

Al so, fortunately, Duncan had nuch experience at siming. At |least, he had the know edge swelling
in his nenory. Rather, it was in the nenory of one of his fornmer personae. During what woul d be,
they hoped, a brief exchange of conmunication, they would have to control the postures,
expressions, and voices of the sinulations. Duncan woul d coach Snick in the techniques.

"We'd better practice it for a while," Duncan said. "You be the person at work first. 1"l

mani pul ate the sinms while you ask the kind of questions that might be expected. Then I'll be the
wor k- person while you operate Makasuma's sim This is just to learn how to work the controls.
Tonorrow, we'll sharpen up the sinms' inmages and go through several sessions before we call in.

W'l | have to get up early, though."

Toni ght, by just inserting the cards into the wall-slots and asking for a display of the three-

di nensi onal inmages of Wednesday's tenants, they woul d see on the screens all Duncan required to
start "building up" the sinulations. The first stages would be Sebertink and Makasuma greeting
their bosses. After that, Duncan and Snick would have to inprovise and do so swiftly and snoothly.
"I wish we had sinmsuits,"” he said. "That'd nake it easy. W put on the face and body transponders,
set the interface to register our body novenents, expressions and voices, and these are transl ated
into real-life outputs by the sinms. The viewer at the other end of the transm ssions sees the sins
as if they were the genui ne person. There's nothing hesitant or jerky or awkward about the sins."
Snick indicated the controls of the machine set on a table in the hallway. "This isn't supposed to
be used for simulations. It's not built for that kind of operation. Can we really fool the

Vi ewer s?"

"Yes, if the transnission is short enough, and the viewer is still dull fromsleep. O naturally
dull and uninterested. If the viewer starts asking questions about Sebertink's or Makasuma's
duties, sone particular problem we're sunk."

"We'll just have to make it short, pretend to be really sick."

"Yeah. And then we only have an hour or so to get out of here before a paranedic's here to check
up on us."

"I still think we should avoid all this and | eave shortly after mdnight," Panthea said. "As you
said, there are very few out then and the ganks m ght notice us. But the chances they'll stop and
question us aren't high. They'll probably just think we're first-shift workers on our way to work.

It can't take us nore than ten minutes to get to the bottomof the tower, steal a boat, and be
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gone. "

Duncan did not reply. She had already heard his argunent that this Wednesday was not going to be
like those in the past. Tuesday's governnment woul d have | eft a nessage inform ng Wdnesday's of

t he unusual events today. Not that Wednesday woul d need that to know that it had inherited a hel
of a nmess. Tuesday had just barely been able, according to the newspeople, to stone all the
injured and the arrested. The street mai ntenance crews had been pressed into assisting the
organi cs and the hospital personnel in that task. The courseways were littered and stained, and
consi der abl e danage had been done in stores and taverns. To clean up, Wdnesday woul d be calling
for volunteers. If the conmputers reported that not enough had responded, all citizens in nonvital
j obs woul d be drafted. Sebertink was a clerk in a sporting goods store, and Makasuma was a
hospital pathol ogist. Both would probably be recruited for the cleanup. That mi ght be after they
reported for work, but Duncan and Shick could not report in as these two. If they went out soon
after Wednesday was destoned, they night be picked up by ganks and told to join the work gangs.
The ganks would not wait until the quota for volunteers had been filled. Anyone out that early
woul d be questioned about their jobs, and, if these were nonvital, would be assigned tenporarily
to the sanitary and nai ntenance departnent. Before that happened, however, their |IDs would be
checked.

The only reasonably safe course for themwas to go out when the streets would be filled with the S
and M crews. Then they m ght be able to wal k casually, or, perhaps, hurry as if they had

an order to obey, and thus get through the ganks. But a gank might halt them and ask them what

t hey were doing.

Duncan was not |ooking forward to the run, but it would take about ten mnutes if all went well.
He woul d have preferred going down the staircases fromlevel to level to reach the bottom of the
tower. These were sel dom used since nost people preferred the escalators or the el evators.
However, the staircases were WS, under video surveillance. The ganks had installed these under
the pretext that people nmight accidentally fall down them and if this happened, the nmedics could
be notified at once. That made sense to the public, which had voted in favor of having them

| ocated there. Duncan was sure that, this time, the voting results had been reported correctly.

If he and Snick went down the stairs, they mght get by unchallenged. It was highly probabl e,

t hough, that they woul d be halted and asked to insert their IDs in one of the slots |ocated every
twenty feet along the staircase walls. The ganks would think that he and Snick were trying to duck
out of the cleanup

He | ooked at the wall screen that showed the courseway outside. The bright lights revealed a
street littered with trash but enpty of people. Shortly after mdnight, the sprayer nozzles in the
recesses in the ceiling, sides, and floor of the courseways would spurt out water for two m nutes.
The water and the | oose and |ight objects on the street and sidewal ks woul d be carried to the
drains. Then hot air would blow fromthe nozzles by the sides of the sprayer nozzles, and two
mnutes later, only a thin filmof water, which would quickly dry, would be left.

On that section of the courseway whi ch Duncan coul d see, the spraying would take away everything
except the handbag in front of the apartnment door across the street and a dark stain on the
sidewal k. It was then that he got the idea for getting to the bottomof the tower when he and

Sni ck woul d be | east observabl e.

"Thea!" he said.

Fati gued by lack of sleep and the hard hours of sinulcasting, she nust have nodded off. She sat
upright in the chair, w dened her brown eyes, and said, "Wat?"

We'll go down the steps during the spraying period. the cameras will be covered with water, and
the ganks won't even be careful to nonitor them They won't expect people on the stairs then."
"We'l | get soaked."

"So we don't have to take a shower."

"W can't get to the bottomof the tower in tw mnutes.”

"We' Il run like hell. W' re going down, not up."

"There's still not near enough time."

"We'll put grease on our asses and slide down the banisters. They don't have posts bl ocking the
ends at each landing. W can zip nonstop down them Al the way."

She | aughed so hard that she slid down off the chair. He was sonewhat angered or perhaps
enbarrassed, but he was glad at the same tine that she was | aughing. At |east she was no | onger

gl oony.
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She remmined sitting on the floor, her back against the chair, though she was no | onger how ing.
After wiping the tears away with the back of her hand, she said, "You re crazy! Sliding down the
bani sters for twenty stories! That's what? At | east three hundred feet strai ght down? Four
hundred? Maybe five hundred feet on the banisters if you figure in the angle of the banisters to
the vertical ?"

"Four mnutes. Four mnutes before the water dries off the lens of the cameras. The first two
nmnutes, the water protects us against the friction. Mre, considering the tine it takes for the
bani sters to dry off. Three minutes. And we'll still have greased pants to provide |ubrication.
The grease won't burn off fast while there's water on the banisters. W could nake it to the
bottomin four mnutes. Maybe |ess."

"And what if we |ose our grip? Qur hands'l| have to be greased, too, and the water pressure is
very strong. If we fall

She shudder ed.

"Dam it! I'mgoing to do it with or without you!"

She got to her feet and | ooked up at him She was hal fsniling. Smrking?

"You certainly don't lack invention or imagination. Its awfully dangerous though."
"We're not in worse danger right now?"

She nodded and said, "I'll doit."

He grabbed her, pulled her close, and hugged. "Geat!"

He rel eased her quickly and said, "I"'msorry. | didn't mean to enbrace you. | was just so happy."
"For CGod's sake!" she said. "I may not be in love with you, but | don't think you' re repulsive,
and | do think you' re admrable. | |iked the hug.”

He turned away quickly, not wanting her to know that the brief closeness had given himan
erection. He went to the wall screen, gave it verbal instructions, and watched the display of the
area map. The closest stairway entrance was three hundred feet to the |eft of the apartnent door.
The screen showed a man standing in front of the door. He reached out, and the doorbell gonged.
Duncan felt a trenor. Skinquake.

"Carebara! What in hell is he doing here, now? Any tine?"

He frisbied off his mnd the first thought that canme, that Carebara was a gank. If he were, at

| east two others would have been with him and a patrol car would have been parked in full view of
the door-nonitor. Organics always tried to overpower visually the potential arrestee before nmaking
t he physical clanp.

Carebara | ooked as if he had not gone unscathed through today. Sonebody had tied the antennae on
his hat into a knot so tight that he had not been able to get it loose. Hs left eye was bl ack and
bl ue and shone with healing ointnent. He did, however, |ook alert. Mre than that. Apprehensive.
He kept turning his head to ook right and left along the courseway.

Duncan told the screen to open the door and strode toward the door. It swung in with Carebara so
close to it that his long thin nose alnost touched it. H's hat came off to reveal short spiky
hair, dark brown and as hard-1ooking as a beetle's shell.

"No doubt you're wondering what |'m doing here?" he said.

He stopped wal king, his nouth open. Pointing at Snick with the hat, he squawked, "Wat's she doing
her e?"

Then, "I tried to get you first. You weren't hone."

"Two birds with one stone," Snick said. "Wat're you doi ng here?" Duncan said.
"Your friend Ward has been arrested and stoned!"

"Cabt ab,"” Duncan murmured. Mre loudly, he said, "Yes, we know. "

"Then | don't have to tell you the inplications, possibilities, and repercussions,
sai d. He | ooked around.

"May | sit down? It's been a hard day, and it's not over by any nmeans." He gl anced at the wal
screen.

"Forty-five minutes before midnight. W have a lot to do." H s pronunciation sounded peculiar. It
was as if he had acquired a speech inpedi ment since they had | ast seen him

Duncan waved at a chair. Carebara took it but stood up again alnost at once. "No tinme to take it
easy. In fact, it's inperative and vitally necessary, life or death, we |leave at once. ']l
explain on the way."

Duncan did not nove. He said, "W don't go until we get sone explanation. For one thing, are you a
RAT?"

the professor
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Carebara's big green eyes becane even bigger. "OF course, what else? Though | nust admre your

caution; it's the best policy not to take anything for granted. Only. . . as of today, it's not
RAT. It's Pooper."
" Pooper ?"

The professor's face squeezed out annoyance.

"No. It's ny Georgian accent."

He spelled it. "P-UP-A Pooper."

"Pupa. The form of the devel oping insect before it becomes a mature adult."”

"Yes. "

Duncan did not have tine to ask himwhat the initials stood for and was not sure that he cared.
"Let's go as you are," Carebara said. "Just bring along whatever's in your bags. Your |Ds too, of
course. "

"No," Duncan said firmy. "W don't stir unless we have sonme idea of what you have in nind."
Carebara gl anced again at the digital time display.

"All | can tell you is that Ward has been arrested and that it's not likely that the situation can
be rectified. Therefore, you two have to take refuge. 1'Il take you to a place where you'll be
safe. | can't tell you nore because that's all | know. Cone on!"

"You know nore than that," Duncan said. "For instance, it's obvious you're rather highly placed in
RAT. | mean, PUPA. Were you assigned to watch us fromthe tine we got on the train to L. A ? R de
herd on us?"

“I'"ll tell you about that on the way. If we waste tinme here, we may not be able to get to.

where I'mtaking you."

As if it was an afterthought, he reached into his shoul derbag, saying, "Ch, yes. One for each of
you. | already have nine in place."

H s hand cane out of the bag and opened. In the palmlay two cone-ended and shiny black cylinders.
Each was a quarter of an inch |l ong and one-sixteenth of an inch wide. Wth his other hand, he

pi cked up one and held it out. Duncan | eaned close to look at it. Now he could see that the
cylinder had two flattened-out sides.

"Press a flat side against the skin just above the gumridge," the professor said. "It'Il stick
there, won't cone |oose until you push it off with your finger. The flat side will tear |oose
then, and you'll swallow the powder that'll spill out of the container. It doesn't natter whether
you have time to swallow all of it or, for that matter, any of it. Alittle bit will do the job
even if it gets no further than the surface of your tongue. Here. Take one, but be sure to use
your thunb and finger on the cone-ends only. Don't touch the main body."

Duncan took one of the capsules and held it up a fewinches fromhis left eye.

Snick said, "Job? You nmean by job it'll kill us."

"I have one in ny nouth, too. Here. Stick your finger in my mouth if you don't believe ne."

"Ch, | believe you have a capsule there," she said. "But how do |I know that yours is filled with
poi son?"

"For CGod's sake!" Carebara said. "You re insanely suspicious! Wiy would | try to trick you?"
"That is sonething we can't know," Duncan said. "You can't blanme us if we don't trust anybody.
W' ve no reason to do so, not with all that's happened to us. Tell ne, just how do we get the

capsul e out of our nmouth without breaking it open when we're safe fromarrest? I'll be damed if
I"1l keep it there for the rest of ny lifel"

"You fill your nouth with a liquid that'll be given you. It |oosens the adhesive on the flat part.
Hold the liquid in your mouth for a minute. The pill'll cone free then."

"Why should we conmit suicide if the ganks catch us before we get to your safe place?" Duncan
said. "They've got Ward. If they do find out he's a RA-PUPA, | nean.. ." H s voice trailed off.
Then he said, "I see what you're getting at. Ward doesn't know you're a PUPA. He'll expose us but
not you. And if all three of us are dead, then the ganks can't trace beyond us and Ward. But they
will investigate all your known associates. One of them at |east, maybe nore, is bound to be a
PUPA. "

"That one will die, too,
me or not?"

The professor nust have orders to kill themhere and now if Snick and he refused to obey orders.
That was why Duncan had stayed very close to Carebara since he had entered the apartment. |f
Carebara put his hand inside his robe or his shoul der-bag, he would not get the pistol out very

Carebara said. "Look! W cannot waste any nore tine! Are you conming with
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far. O, perhaps, the professor had orders to get rid of them and he did not intend to | eave the
apartment with them Snick could be right. The capsul es coul d dissolve i mediately, and so woul d
the Iives of Duncan and Sni ck.

Sni ck wal ked over to Carebara and renpved the other capsule fromhis open palm She dropped it
into her shoul derbag. Duncan put his capsule into his shirt pocket.

"We'll go with you," he said. "But-"

"You're ordered to affix themin your nmouth!" Carebara said |loudly and shrilly.

"I don't even know what position you hold in the organization," Duncan said. "You may be ny
inferior in rank. W go wi thout the poison in our nmouths, or we don't go at all."

Face red, eyelids blinking as if they were the wings of a heavy beetle trying to fly, Carebara
st epped back. Duncan stepped forward. The professor took another step away from Duncan, who kept
the sane di stance between them Carebara stopped when he felt the door behind him

"Cet away fromne!" he squeaked.

"Which is it?" Duncan said.

Carebara's right hand shot into his open shoul derbag.

24

Carebara did not have tinme to wi thdraw whatever he was reaching for. Duncan drove his knee into
the man's crotch, seized his wist, and twisted it. He stepped back and yanked Carebara forward
with the arm The professor fell forward hard on the floor. H's hand was enpty, and he was too
busy yelling and withing with pain to attenpt to draw t he weapon out fromthe bag. However, when
Duncan pulled the bag from Carebara's shoul der an~d | ooked into it, he did not find the expected
proton pistol. There was a small unnmarked can, which he supposed was what Carebara had neant to
use. He pointed it at the man's face, pushed the button, and a violet-colored m st sprayed over
Carebara's face. He gasped once, his eyes closed, and he quit yelling and jerking.

Duncan had stepped back as he shot the nist, but he caught a whiff of it.

"Truth mist!" he said.

Carebara m ght not have intended to use it for its primary purpose. After all, he had no time to
interrogate them He had just wanted to subdue Duncan. O, perhaps, he had meant to knock both of
them out when he found out that they would not put the capsules into their nouths.

Duncan | ooked at the wall tinme display. Forty-two minutes until mdnight. In twelve mnutes, the
first flashings of the streetlights and the wall lights in the residences would notify the
citizens that it would soon be tinme to enter their cylinders. The sirens in the courseways and the
buzzer alarms in the residences woul d add their warnings.

"CGet his feet," Duncan told Snick

She hastened to help him and Carebara was quickly laid out on a sofa. The sofa was told just
where to swell so that the professor's head was propped high. Snick placed Carebara's right arm
across his chest so that it would not dangle and be filled with bl ood.

Duncan pulled up a chair close to the sofa and sat down. He | eaned forward and spoke in a nmedi um
| oud and authoritative tone. "You, Doctor Herman Trophal | axis Carebara, will answer all ny
questions fully and truthfully. Do you understand ne?"

Carebara's lips barely noved. His "Yes" was very weak.

"Speak nore loudly and enunciate clearly,” Duncan said. "Do you understand ne?"

The professor's reply was cl ear

"I's Hernman Trophal | axi s Carebara your natal name?"

"What is your natal nanme?

"Al bin Senple Shamr."

Sni ck bent down close to Duncan's right ear and whispered. "Is all this prelimnary stuff
necessary? We don't have much tinme. Wiy not ask himfor the essential data?"

Duncan frowned, then said softly, "You're right. But | have a couple of questions about his
background in the organization."

Duncan asked them and | earned that Carebara had been recruited ten obyears ago. He had gone from
Atlanta, State of Georgia, to the State of New Jersey. Though he had taught entonol ogy ever since
he had gotten his Ph.D., he had al so been a secret agent for the organics. That position had
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enabled himto protect the subversive organization and to aid its plans.

Duncan asked himagain if he was |oyal to the organization

"Yes."

"Who is your immedi ate superior?"

"I don't know. "

More questioning reveal ed that the person who gave himhis orders was nmasked and spoke with a
voi ce distorter.

"What were you supposed to do with us?" Duncan said. "I nean, where were you ordered to conduct
Duncan and Sni ck?"

"\Where?"

"To what place?"

"l wasn't."

Duncan | eaned back and | ooked up at Snick
"Now we' re getting sonewhere!"

But he was not.

"Were you ordered to kill Duncan and Snick?"

"Were you ordered to knock themout with truth mst?"

"You were not told to take Duncan and Snick to another place? To neet your superior?"
"No. "

"You were not told to kill Duncan and Snick or to nake them unconsci ous?"

"No. ~~

Pant hea Snick said softly in Duncan's ear. "Remenber, the subject replies rather literally.
I nstead of asking about both of us, ask himabout just one of us. Yourself first."
"To what address were you to conduct Beewol f from his apartnent?"

"I was to take himto 173A Pushkin Pl aza, Level 25."

"To what address were you to conduct Chandl er?”

"I was not ordered to conduct her to any address."

"What were you ordered to tell her when you went to her apartnent?"

"I was ordered to order her to go to 173A Pushkin Plaza, Level 25."
"She, that is, Chandler, was to go on alone to 173A Pushkin Pl aza?"
"Yes."

"Then you were to come to Beewol f's address and to conduct himto 173A Pushkin Pl aza?"
"Yes. "

"What were you to do when you and Beewol f got to the plaza?"

"Hand Beewol f over to sonebody."

"Who was the sonebody?"

"l don't know. "

"How was this sonmebody going to identify hinself to you?"

"The sonebody woul d know ne."

"But you woul d not know hi nf"

"After you nmet the sonebody and that person took Beewolf into custody, what were you to do?"

"l was ordered to go hone."

"What is your honme address?"

"I't is 358 Orange Courseway, Level 17, University Tower."

"Was Chandler to wait at 173A Pushkin Plaza until you and Beewol f canme there?"

"I do not know. "

Duncan | ooked at Snick, raised his eyebrows, and shrugged. It seenmed strange to himthat Snick
woul d be sent by herself to the plaza. If she were picked up by the ganks on the way, she would
have no excuse for being out. She should have gone with Carebara to Duncan's place. As a secret
organi ¢ officer, Carebara would only have to flash his ID to any curious ganks, and they would
have | et himand his conpani ons go w thout further questioning.

A col d thought made hi m shiver

VWhat if some PUPAs had been waiting for Snick to | eave her apartnent after Carebara had told her
where to go? They m ght have had orders that Carebara did not know, orders to
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take her to sone place and di spose of her. She was a danger to the organizati on now t hat Cabtab
woul d probably expose her true identity. So am |, Duncan thought. But |'mvaluable to PUPA | have
the ability to lie under the mst, and I mght be able to teach the techni ques to PUPA. Al so,
there is that other reason why the government regards ne as such a peril to it.

He rose and strode toward the front door. Snick said, "Wat is it?"

He did not reply. He opened the door and stuck his head out. At first, |ooking along both sides of
t he courseway, he saw no one. Then a second sweep reveal ed several vague figures under the
canopi ed entrance of a store far to the left. He stepped back in, rel eased the door, and wal ked
back to Snick. Looking anxi ous, she said, "What now?"

"Two PUPAs-1 think." He told her of his suspicions.

"Get rid of ne?" she said. "Why? |'mnot a novice, an amateur. |'mvaluable, too."
"Maybe not fromtheir viewoint," he said. "Anyway, | don't intend to stay with them They're just
too call ous and casual about knocking off their own nmenbers. That policy is, | suppose,

responsi ble for their having escaped detection so far. PUPA is Iike an ant colony, as our friend
Carebara m ght say. The good of the whole | eaves no roomfor consideration of the individuals.

They' Il be sacrificed to ensure that the group as an entity doesn't suffer. But we're not ants.
Still . .
"Still what?"

He held up his hand for silence. Facing the nearest wall screen, he asked for a display of the
entry code to the apartnent door. Then he ordered that a new code be inserted.

"It's just tenporary,"” he said to Snick. "I suspect that those two ganks have the entry code to
this apartnent. Yours, too. Now they can't get in."

He | ooked at the tine display.

"They should be trying to enter soon. They don't have nuch tinme, and they're probably wondering
why the hell Carebara hasn't cone out with us."

"Way woul d they know that |'m here?"

"They must know we're friends. When they didn't find you in your apartnent, they figured you cane
here. O maybe they don't know. In any event, they're worried about me and the professor.”

He wal ked to the sofa.

"Let's get himinto a cylinder. Mght as well use mine."

Wiile she lifted Carebara's | egs, she said, "The ganks'll find him and he'll spill everything."
"I don't care! | have no loyalty now. PUPA deserves whatever it gets. W won't be around."

She said nothing while they placed Carebara in a nore-or-less fetal position in the cylinder

cl osed the door, and turned on the power.

The walls flashed on-off with orange, and the phone buzzer rang. Both Snick and Duncan were

startl ed. Before Duncan could ask who was calling, the wall screens displayed |arge black letters:
C. YOU HAVE FI VE M NUTES. These | asted for perhaps five seconds, then the screens resuned their
nor mal appear ances.

"They're waiting for him for himand nme," Duncan said.

"Way don't they ask to speak to hinP"

"Too cautious, | suppose.”

Though they were in a very tight and dangerous situation, Duncan grinned. Even if he had wanted to
go to 1 73A Pushkin Plaza, Level 25, he could not do so. The two down the Street nust have orders
to get Snick, and if she cane out, they would follow their orders. Wich neant that he woul d have
to defend her. But, since he had no weapons to do that, he was staying inside the apartnment.

"All we can do is wait themout," he said. "They'll have to | eave soon. Even if they're ganks,
they won't have an excuse to stay unstoned."”

Looking at the wall screen that showed the courseway, he said, "Get sone grease, if you can. If
there isn't any, butter will have to do. And get sone cloths, anything we can hold in our hands to
protect against the friction."

"You're really serious about sliding down the banisters?" "I'd rather fly down. You know how we
could do that?" "Don't be a snart-ass."”
"Smart or not, I'mtrying to save our asses."

Then he said, "Ch, oh! They're not waiting anynore! They're here!"
Clearly visible in the bright Iight, the two nmen were standi ng before the door. They were of
medi um hei ght but well-nuscl ed, both wearing cone-shaped hats with wide floppy brins, |oose
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sl eevel ess robes that fell to the ankles, no socks, and nobccasins. One was dark and had a broad
and hi gh- cheek-boned face with dark eyes with slight epicanthic folds. H's black hair was spiked
and greasy-|ooking. The other had a | ong nose, |obeless ears, thick lips, and round eyes. Hi s skin
was striped a |a zebra node. Though his eyes were blue, Duncan suspected that they had been

depi gnent ed.

The unstriped one reached out and pressed the doorbell.

"W won't answer," Duncan sai d.

After the doorbell gonged seven tines, the unstriped nan said sonething in a low voice to his
conpani on. Both reached into their shoul derbags, and each pulled out a proton gun

"They're going to blast the |l ock nechanisnm " Duncan said.

Sni ck grabbed her shoul derbag, spun, and ran toward the back of the apartnent. Duncan did not
think that she was deserting him He knew her better than that. Watever her doubts about the

ri ght ness of the revolutionaries' cause or her indecision about how to escape, she would react
properly to an inmedi ately dangerous situation. She would be going to the kitchen to get knives
and what ever else she could for their defense. He was as sure of that as if he had read her m nd
Duncan could not see the bright spot of the | aser beamused for aimng, but he knew that it was
now on the slot into which his ID card had to be inserted to activate the | ock. There would be no
time for Snick to return with the knives, which he doubted they could use advantageously at the
door. He told the sofa to extend its wheels. It raised up, and he got behind it and

drove it forward, his hands on one end. It slamred into the door just as smoke curled fromthe

m dsection and the netal melted.

"Wheel s down!" Duncan said, loudly. He turned, snatching up his bag fromthe sofa, and ran toward
the kitchen. Having to push the sofa out of the way would at |east nonentarily delay the two. Now,
he had to get to Snick before they could see himwell enough for a shot. Near the entrance to the
ki tchen he dived because it seened to himthat they should be inside by now or at |east have
opened the door wi de enough for one of themto have a good view of him Just as he began sliding
forward on the floor, the Iights went out. Snick nmust have told the conputer to turn them off.

He rose swiftly. There was illum nation, not very strong, fromthe lights of the nearby towers and
fromthe | evels above and below this apartnent. There was also the bright light fromthe
courseway. The invaders had |eft the door open

Sni ck, a shadowy figure, handed hima long thin knife. She whispered, "I told the electrical power
not to go on unless | say so.,

She giggled. "If they kill ne, you' re going to have a hell of a tinme getting the lights back on or
phoni ng out. Nobody can call in, either."

The soft illumnation fromthe courseway was suddenly cut off. The nen nust have realized that it
sil houetted themand made it difficult for themto see into the kitchen

"They don't know if we have a gun or not," Duncan said softly. "They won't charge on in."

He told the large table to extend its wheels. It rose swiftly, the mechanismsilently turning over
the wheels in the grooves in the legs. It dropped themonto the floor and then raised the ends of
the l egs. He pushed the table to one side of the kitchen door, turned the table onto one side, and
shoved it across the doorway. The invaders would be able to see that the entrance was bl ocked
because of the twilight glow fromthe wi ndow They would know they had to push it ahead to get
into the kitchen-unless they tried to | eap over it. He doubted that they

would try that or that they would stick their heads around the side of the door first.

"They won't take their time," he said. "Tinme's as inportant to themas to us. Mre inportant, in
fact."

He got down on all fours and crawl ed behind the shield of the table to the other side of the
entrance. He rose to his full height.

One of the nen called, "Beewolf! Chandler! Were's Carebara!"

Duncan raised a finger to his lips. Dark as it was, it was still light enough for Snick to see the
gesture.

"Come on, Beewolf! We know you three are in this apartnent! No one's come out! Carebara woul dn't
be hiding fromus. Wat did you do with hinf Were is he?"

The silence was as thick as the darkness.

"We just want Carebara and Chandler," the same man called. "W have no orders about you. G ve them
up nowt Now O we cone in after you! W'll shoot if we have to!"

These two would be in a PUPA cell, and they woul d probably have been kept as ignorant as he and
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Snick. But their cell mnust be bigger, their information base wider. O herwi se, how would they know
about Carebara?

He wondered if they knew how i nportant he was to PUPA. Wuld that data, if they knewit, keep them
fromharmng himexcept as a | ast resort?

He got down on his hands and knees and, pushing his shoul derbag ahead, noved a few feet backward.
It would not do for themto nmake an accurate guess about just where his voice was conming from Not
if they neant to shoot himif forced to do so.

"Carebara is unavail able!" he said, and he crabbed sidewi se and then lay flat on the floor. H's
bag was wi thin reach.

One of the nen cursed softly. There was another nutter, two voices this tine.

"W don't have time for that crap!" the second nman said harshly. "G ve up Carebara and Chandl er
now O we conme in shooting! |I mean it!"

"And kill Carebara, too!" Duncan said.

Hol di ng the bag, he rolled away toward the center of the kitchen

"And also kill ne!" he said. "Your superiors wouldn't like that at all, you norons! You know what
they do to people who screw up!"”

The first man cursed quietly again

"Besides," Duncan said, "we have guns, too! W don't want to use them but we will! You charge on
in, we kill you!"

Duncan roll ed away toward his right, half-rose, and noved his hand to indicate that Snick should
back away. She nodded, and she noved away fromthe wall a few feet. Duncan gestured that she
should Iie down. Instead, she got down on her hands and knees. H's violent signs told her to go
all the way; she lay flat, her head turned toward the entrance. Her knife was still in her hand.
"Sure, you got guns!" the first nman said loudly. "Wiy didn't you blast us when we cane through the
door ?"

"Because you're PUPA," Duncan said. "W wanted a chance to reason with you."

"No time, and we got orders!" the first nman said. "I give you three seconds, you and Chandler, to
come out! Keep your hands high! W can see your outlines!"

"Toss your guns in first so we'll know you can't shoot us!" Duncan said.

"Sure, we'll do just that!" the second man said, and both | aughed.

Duncan crawl ed over to Snick. His nouth close to her ear, he said, "Wen | give the signal, |ike
this-" He raised his hand, fingers straight out, then chopped up and down, "-you say sonething

loudly, then roll to hell fast toward the other end of the room That way. If they fire, scream as
if you'd been hit."

She nodded.

"Wait. | have to get back to the other side of the door."

Havi ng resunmed his forner position and |ocation, he brought his hand up and down several tines.

She spoke loudly, "Go to hell, you bastards!"

As Duncan had expected, the two men guessed her location fromher voice, though they could not
know its exact area of origin, of course. The air crackled, and two hol es appeared in the wall and
made snoking holes in the floor. Screamng |i ke a wounded purma, she had spun away as soon as she
had fini shed speaking, but the closest beamwas only a few inches away from her. Her scream
stopped as if blood had choked her throat. Then the violet lights cane again, this time spaced

wi der and hi gher. But she had kept on rolling.

"Wednesday' || have a hell of a nmess to clean up!" Duncan said. He rolled away, too, but the nmen
did not fire. Evidently, they were not sure that he was |ying when he had said that he was
extrenely inportant to PUPA.

"Chandl er!" Duncan called softly, but not so softly, he hoped, that the two nen woul d not hear
him "You all right?"

Then, shrilly, "You goddammed nurderers, 1'Il kill you!"

There was sonme nore nmuttering fromthe hallway. The first nman called out then, "Cut out the crap
Beewol f! We're not somne thick-headed civilians you can fool!"

"You killed her!" Duncan shouted, and he rolled toward the wall until he was against it. Face
close to the floor, he inched along to die center of the doorway behind the table. He turned over
and reached into his shoul derbag. Hi s groping fingers found the can of truth mst, and he took it
out and placed it on the floor by his right hand. He did not intend to speak any nore. The two
woul d nake a rush very soon. They coul d not
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afford any nore tinme. -

Neverthel ess, they did not come. O, if they were creeping up, their noccasins were maki ng no

noi se. Perhaps they were very uncertain about his status in PUPA, and they were not so sure that
they had not hit the wonan they knew as Chandl er

A beam of violet shot over Duncan, causing himto junp inside his skin. It cane, however, not from
a proton pistol but froma small flashlight. It played over the darkness past the table on its
side and onto the w ndow beyond. Then it was

withdrawn. But it could be that it was being used to search for Carebara. They should be able to
figure out that Carebara m ght not be in the kitchen and had been put inside a cylinder or a PP

cl oset.

Whi |l e one was searching, the other would be waiting, his gun pointed toward the kitchen door

Sni ck was busy, though noving slowly enough not to nake noise. She carried a small table to the
side of the door and placed it so that it could not be seen fromthe hallway. He wondered what she
was up to but said nothing and nade no signs to her. She put another, but snaller, table on top of
the first. Now, she was putting a chair by the stacked tables. Now, she was stepping up onto the
chair. Now, she was placing a foot on the edge of the |lower table. Duncan could see the gl eam of
flesh; her bare feet |ooked Iike white nice.

He sweated heavily, and he brushed the acid liquid fromthe corners of his eyes. Wen Snick had
stopped the power, she had also cut off the air-conditioning, but even if it had been icy cold, he
woul d be sweati ng.

Duncan bit his lip, hoping that she would not slip or make any noise that m ght cause the man to
shoot at its area of origin. At the sane tine, he was straining his ears to catch the sound of
advanci ng footsteps. Since the floor was tiled and the nen wore noccasins, he was trying to hear
steps only because his instinct nade him However, if they were as tense as he, they m ght be
breat hi ng heavily enough to be detected.

Snick had roomto stand up, but not nuch. She was facing toward the wall, her thighs against the
edge of the table top, her toes on the edge of the lower table. She raised one leg, bent it, and
rolled over very slowy. The table rocked beneath her. Not enough to go on over. She was on her
knees. Then she was standi ng, poised, the knife glean ng much less brightly than her feet.

She nust be planning to | eap fromabove on the first to venture through the doorway, but her

| aunch platformwas very unstable.

He heard, very faintly, one of the men say sonmething to the other. It sounded as if the speaker
was sone di stance away. Duncan abandoned the idea of noving the table to one side and craw i ng out
into the hallway. The chances were far too high of his being caught by their flashlight beam

They woul d be getting desperate now. They had orders to kill Snick but none on how to deal with
him For all they knew, Duncan and Snick, Beewolf and Chandler to them did have guns. Carebara
was going to stay in the cylinder, and when his body was di scovered by the Wdnesday peopl e or

per haps by Thursday's, he was going to be in a very bad situation. He would be arrested no matter
what story he told or how high he was in Tuesday's organic force. One whiff of truth nmist would
make himtell all

M dni ght was coming fast. Conditioned to be in the cylinders before then, the two nen nust be

pani cked. Also, if they were found unstoned by Wednesday, they would be in as sticky a plight as
Car ebar a.

In the next few seconds, they would either try to nake sonme sort of deal with their quarry or
charge on in.

He crawl ed back to the other side of the doorway, noved the table back, and extended his arm
through the opening. Hs hand held ~the can of truth mst. He expected themto hear the slight
hiss as it expelled the cloud but hoped that they would not identify the noise. Wen they gall oped
on in, they would run headlong into the nist. Breathing it in, they would be instantly nunbed and
be sl owed down, though he doubted that they woul d i nhal e enough to nmake them conpletely
unconscious. |If he had niscalculated, if they were far enough away and did not attack inmediately,
the m st would dissipate and be harml ess.

Having squirted out at |least half the can, he withdrew his arm and noved the table back. It was
then that he heard the soft hissing. He cursed. They were doing the same thing he had done!

The table slid backward as a man col | apsed over it. Duncan

bel | owed, "Hold your breath, Thea!" though he knew that he was too | ate and, by breathing, would
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becone unconsci ous, too.

As his senses di med, he saw another dark figure sail, shouting, over the man lying folded like a
tabl ecl oth on the edge of the barrier. He also saw Snick | eap, the knife dully gl eam ng, heard the
top table fall onto the floor, and then

25

He awoke startled, stiff and sore, though a few seconds passed before he was aware of his physica
condition. He was lying on a soft bed. On the ceiling was a huge screen displaying a scene from
the movie Peer Gynt, though he did not remenber when he had seen it or who he was then. Gynt had
been running through the mst-filled night on a noor studded with many firs charred .to the trunk
by a forest fire. He had been pursued relentlessly by balls of thread, thoughts made physical and
ani mat ed. Then he had come upon a sinister old man, the Button-Mol der, who carried a box of tools
and a big casting ladle. The nolder had told Gynt that he had been | ooking for himand that he was
going to nelt down Gynt in his ladle. Gynt was a flawed button, a casting mssing a | oop. Gynt was
argui ng that he was not a bad fellow at heart. Though he had been many selves, few of them
admrable, the real Gynt was at the core, and he was worth saving from destruction

The Button Mol der: "But, my dear Gynt, why all this fuss/Over a technical point |ike this?/ Your
self is just what you've never been./So, what's the difference to you if you get nelted down?"
What, indeed? Duncan thought. And he forgot the scene and

felt pain and bew | dernment because he did not know where he was.

He hal f-rose, groaning because of his dull headache, and sat on the edge of the bed. He was in a
long curving roomwi th a single continuous wi ndow fromwall to wall on the west. Bright daylight
came through it though the sun was not in sight. The splendid furniture shone, furniture that told
himthat he was in the apartnment of a high official. In one of his rooms, anyway.

At the other end of the large roomwas another large bed, and in it lay Snick, eyes closed, on her
side and covered to the waist with an electric-blue blanket. The screen above her was displ aying
sonme novie that he could not identify at this angle and distance. Soft voices issued fromit.

He rose and staggered to the wi ndow. A canoe-shaped organic aircraft floated by about a hundred
feet away. Beyond it were the peaks of some towers and the upper parts of bridges. A freight
dirigible noved majestically within his view. He wal ked cl ose to the w ndow, which becane bl ack
When he stepped back, the wi ndow |ightened, though not enough for himto see very far. Another two
st eps back, and the wi ndow was so clear it did not seemto be there. Evidently, its naterial

pol ari zed when a body of a certain size got within a certain distance of it.

That confirnmed that he was inprisoned, and the wi ndow woul d keep any aerial passengers from seeing
himor he them Not, he thought, that there was any chance that anybody flying by would respond to
his signa