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Thisisfor Elaine Bowen, my ever perfect
lieutenant.



Prologue

AN OLD sergeant downed his third pot of wine, belched, and
explained to the young private, "Kid, it's like this. You see
something needs doing, go ahead and do it. Don't ask nobody's
permission, because they'll tell you no. Officers got their positions
to protect and they can't get into no trouble if nothing happens.

"Just go ahead and do it. Then if it turns out right, you're a
hero. And if it goes wrong, you won't get into much trouble
because everybody knows you're just a dumb trooper anyway."

-Quoted from a dubious Cuniform Text, Ca. 3900 B.C.



Chapter One

APRIL 21,1999

IT SHouLD be intuitively obvious to the most casual of observers
that our present civilization is faced with a number of serious,
possibly insurmountable problems.

Our basic resources are almost exhausted.

Over forty nations possess atomic arsenals, many of which are
large enough to eradicate all life on this planet.

The world's literacy level has dropped to less than fifty percent.

Pollutants are rendering major tracts of farmland sterile at a
time when more than eghty percent of our population is
under nourished.

Poor standards of sanitation, increased population pressure,
and ever-increasing geographical mobility have caused three
serious plagues in the last decade. Diseases have annihilated other
species; they could wipe out ours.

It seems likely that the Four Horsemen are about to ride in
earnest, and | can see no politically acceptable method of stopping
them. A technical, biological solution might be possible in ten or
twenty years, if civilization holds together that long.

But even this solution could not be acceptable to the Earth's two
hundred warring nations.
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The aging U.S. senator waked carefully into a plush Washington
restaurant and looked dowly around for his dinner date.

"Senator Beinhemer. It's good to meet you, Sr.”

The senator was momentarily dartled by the appearance of the
ahletic young man before him. "Waell, it's very good to mest you, son.
But just now | have an gppointment with an old friend.”

"I'm afrad I'm him, gr."
"And I'm &fraid you're wrong, Sr. I'm looking for Lou von Bork."
“I'm Lou von Bork."

"What! Oh, wat a minute. That's right. I'd heard that youd taken
over your grandfather's firm. It's just that over the phone you sounded
0 much like im that | thought he was vidting his old gomping grounds
agan. How isold Lou?"

"W, according to the postcards, he's dill taking his retirement
pretty serioudy, Sr."

"Raisgng hdl and drinking sour mash on that boat of his huh?'

M



"That's about the 5ze of it, Sr."

"And dill chesng women, | guess™”

"Two of them, if you want to believe the photos."

"Oh, you can believe them, son. Your granddad never was the sort

to let hiswick go dry for long" The senator laughed. Then quiglly he
sad, "It's good to see that some people can retire”

"W, the country would be in worse shape without you, Sr."

"Hmm. Wdl." The sparkle in the senator's eyes went out. "About
that lunch you promised me..."

Later, in one of the darkened, soundproof booths tha made the
Twin Bridges popular, the senator said, "Son, | just can't get over how
much you look like your granddad. Why, you're the spitting image of
hm when he was your age. Come over to the house sometime and Il
show you pictures of the two of us when we were in college.”

"I'd like that, Sr."
"Why, you even smoke Pdl Mdls and drink Jm Beam like he does.
Now tdl me, it that part of it alittle bit of an act? You jud figure that

if he was the best lobbyist in Washington, everything he did mugst have
been right, hun?'

Von Bork just amiled. "W, I'll dlow that nothing succeeds like
success. Jugt don't go laying it on too thick, and youll come dong just
fine"

"Il try to, Sr. It's an odd business”

"Wadl, you hear alot of grumbling about paid lobbyists, but | think
that they do alat of good around here”

"Indeed, Sr?'

"Yesindeed. You see, son, my colleagues and | have to know what

foks are thinking. We need information channds from dl sorts of
people, and your gang provides us with alot of those"

"BEvenif they're biased?'



"Son, every channd is biased. Everybody has an ax to grind. At least
with a lobbyigt, you know what he's puling for, and you can make
alowances."

"Il bear that in mind, Sr."

"WIll you quit 'srring’ me? My friends cdl me Moe."

"Thanks Moe."

"Youre welcome, Lou. Now, what are you doing with your
granddad's company?'

"Madly trying to pick up the pieces. Trying to geat to know the
people and so on.”

"It was kind of sudden, the way he just up and quit. The way he
explaned it to me, just before he left, was that retiring was like quitting
smoking. You got to go cold turkey. Sill, he should have at least
introduced you around.”

"Wdl, maybe. Or maybe the best way to learn how to svimisjus to
jumpin.”

"Wadl, son, | think thet | might be able to give you a sMimming lesson

or two. You come over to Daisey's party tomorrow, and Il introduce
you around.”

"I'd redlly appreciate that, Moe."

"No trouble a dl. | owed old Lou a few favors, and | might as well
pay them back to you. Now how about the other hdf of the busness?
Were you able to keep many of hisold dients?'

"About hdf of them. I've got Markoff Indudtries, the Michigan Milk
Producers, and Copernicus, Inc.”

"Wadl, that's afine start for a young manin your business. Go soft on
Copernicus, though. Heiny Copernick didnt make any friends with that
gink he raised about his rguvenation research program.”

"He was funding it with his own money, wasn't he? Why shut him
down?'



"Whoa, now! Nobody sad that he had to stop his research. Just like
nobody said that the government had to keep on buying eguipment from
his company. But screaming 'patricide’ when he got a few orders
cancded ... Wdl, that's just not how the game's played.”

"Wadl, in any event, Hanrich Copernick is retiring. He doesn't even
own any stock in the company anymore.”

"Yeeh? Wdl, you mention that around and you won't hit so many
snags. But don't do it until tomorrow, Lou.”

"Why not?'
"So | can sdl my Copernicus stock before the bottom fdls out of it!"

The senator stood. "W, | got to git. But you take yoursdf over to
Dasy's tomorrow."

"Il do thet. Better ill, how about if | pick you up a your house and
drive you over there? You could show me those college photos.”

"Sure. See you a five thirty." The senator hobbled away cautioudy.

Von Bork arived a 5:29:59 in a nine-hundred-dollar casud quit.
"Good afternoon, Moe."

"Lou, boy! Come in" The senator looked down a his own
housecoat and dippers. "Been taking it a bit easy today.”

"Yes, &r. | undergtand.”
"Quit 'drring’ me. And what the hdl do you mean, you 'understand'?’
"I-1 went out with a nurse lagt night. One of Dr. Cranford's.”

"Good man, Cranford. Go to hm mysdf occasondly. You dont
meen that pretty little redhead he's got running around his front office?!
The senator was adept at getting people off unpleasant subjects.

"Yes, Moe. She told me. About you."
"What! She has no business taking about other people's lived"

"She has been afan of yours dl her life She was so broken up, she
hed to tdl somebody."



"Ligen, boy. She didn't tdl you nothing. And you didn't hear nothing.
And you aint going to say nothing, ether! You hear me, boy?"

"Anything you say, dr. I'm not your enemy.”

"I know that, boy. And old Lou is my best friend. It's just that if
word of this got around, my effectivenessin the Senate would be over."

"l undersand, Moe."

" doubt that. I'm afraid of dying... But it isnt redly that. Life hasn't
been worth much since my wife died. It's jugt that | hate leaving when
there's so much to do."

"No chance of an organ transplant?'

"Would be if it was only one organ. But Cranford says that just
about every organ inmy body is shot. Replacing any one of them would
be too much of a drain on the rest. | guess that some people just grow
old fagter than other people.”

"It doesn't have to be that way, Moe."

"Growing old and dying is a naturd part of life" The senator was
daring at the floor.

"S0 is shitting in the woods. But that doesn't mean that we have to
doit"

"What are you taking about?'
"Rguvenaion, Moe."

"Thet work-was stopped. | helped stop it. | guess my sns are
coming back to me"

"So maybe dying would serve you right. But judtice isnt a fact of
nature, ether. Anyway, the work wasnt stopped. It just went
underground.”

"How could Heny do that without being caught?"

"Moativation. He didn't want to die, ether. Look, Moe. I'll keep your
secretsif youll keep mine”

"About Heiny? Why not? He didnt break any laws. And knowing



about it would just upset folks”

"About rgjuvendaion. And about me. Moe, I'm not my grandson. I'm
me"

The senator stared & von Bork for thirty seconds. "Youve got one
hdl of alot of proving to do, boy!" "Ask me some questions.”

"So | could be young again... Okay, I'm sold. Now, how do | find
Heiny Copernick? And what does it cog?'

"You don't find Mr. Copernick. And he doesn't want your money.
He wants your support.”

"Somehow | figured that that was coming. So Heny wants to
legitimize rguvenation... ?' The senator was an old hand a making
dedls. "I can try, Lou. But even | don't swing that much wegnt.
Eighty-three percent of the federd budget goes to direct ad to
individuds. If we had to support every oldster until he was a hundred,
ingead of seventy-two like now, we would have to more than double
federd revenues. Which means doubling the taxes, and they are up to
gxty-one percent of gross income dready!"”

"No. That's a dead issue. Youre on the HEW appropriations
committee. The next issue we're interested inis tree houses. There mugt
be no governmentd regulations concerning them.”

"Tree houses? Gendicdly modified trees? I've heard of them.
Nobody's kicked up much of a fuss about them so0 far. Can't be more
than a dozen of them growing. Why? Is Heiny behind that one, too?"

"Not exactly. Let's say he's interested.”

“I'myour man, Lou. | mean, if dl you want is for the government to
keep hands off them."

"That'sdl."

"Wdl, new technology shouldnt be regulated, anyway. Say, what's
my congtituency going to say about me looking like a kid?"

"Youre not going to look like a teenager, Moe. It would ruin your



effectiveness. No, you're about to have a spontaneous remisson. Youll
grow anew set of organs, but that's al. For the time being, a least.”

"For the time baing?' the senator said.

"In ten or twenty years, when you're ready, you can retire, offiaaly.
Then you can get the full treatment, be any age you want. Youll il
have to live near one of our centers, of course.”

"Why's that?"

"It isnt completdly perfected yet. Youll have to drop by once a
month for a booster shot. But if you play bdl with us for ten years, Il
see to it that you get the full trestment. Then you can be any age you
want."

“Lou, you have a ded. Aslong as you don't ask me to do anything
that's againgt my conscience. Where do | go to get this treetment? You
know thet | don't have much time”

"Il pick you up tomorrow afternoon. We have afadlity right here, in
Crygd City-a good spit from the Pentagon.”

"You built afadlity here for me?'

"Moe, what makes you think that you're the only aging congressman
in need of our hdp?'

"Somehow |'ve got the idea that your tree houses are gaing to be left
done"" The senator laughed.

Later, on ther way to Daisey's party, the senator said, "Lou, if you
could be any age you wanted to be, why did you want to look like a
college kid?'

"The college girls, Moe. The pretty college girls” VVon Bork laughed.

Martin Guibedo sat a his microscalpe, meking another tree. He was
a mashmdlow man, jud five feat tdl, and of consderable girth. His
uruly har and mustache were white and thick, and his wrinkled red
face gave no hint of pain or doubt or sadness. Caloused hands moved
over the controls with the aglity of a competent surgeon of fifty.



Actudly, he was over ninety, and had seen most of his friends die.

"Ach! Youre going to be such a beauty, you" he sad to the
yard-long strand of DNA, watching the assembly of a dring of bases
that would give this modd a nine-foot bed.

In principle, the apparatus was smple. A tiny beaker contained a
mixture of cytosne, inodne thyming adening, and a few other
chemicds in otherwise pure water. A long organic molecule was being
dowly drawvn from the besker with the various bases ataching
themsdaves randomly to its end. As each new base was drawn out, it
was scanned by an X-ray resonance microscope, which identified the
base and compared it agang a modd stored in the memory of a very
large computer. When, by chance, it was the correct base, it was
dlowed to pass. When it was not, an X-ray laser diced it off, and the
end of the molecule was reinsarted in the besker to try again. The
process was automdtic, yet it required continuous monitoring, for one
eror in ten hillion decisons could result in a mongrosty ingead of a
comfortable home.

"Youre jus what my nephew Heiny wanted. And your lights are
going to go on and off, and your synthesizer ain't going to go Sritzing
beer dl over the kitchen, so Hany aint got to get into a bathing suit and
chop it off with a boy scout axe, like he did lagt time. Ach. And it was
such good beer, too!" Gnarled fingers danced on the controls.

He had been born in Leipzig in 1910, with an Itdian-Cathalic father
and a Polidh-Jewish mother. His father's avil engineering work had
caused the family to move often around Europe. Martin's parentage and
experiences had left hm with an improbable accent, a profound
disrespect for indtitutions, and an open contempt for governments.

"S0 beautiful you're going to be, everybody's going to love you. But
why does Hany want you so big?'

In a few hours he had sealed down the lid of a seed, planted it in a
Dixie cup, and watered it.

"And this time, the absorption toilet is going to work!"
His only friend, relative, and contact with the world was his nephew,



Heinrich Copernick. There was no blood tie between them-Guibedo's
wife had been Henrich's mother's sster-but a deep and permanent
bond had been forged between a thirty-year-old man and a
five-year-old boy in the winter of 1940 in Germany. Guibedo was
frogthitten and young Copernick was stunted and crippled by rickets by
the time they got out of Europe, but they were the only members of two
large families to survive.

Yet differences in temperament and life syle resulted in the two
seaing each other only four or five times a year. For twenty-five years,
Guibedo had been completdy immersed in his work, to the extent that
he was dmog a hermit. And while he was conscious of no londiness or
lack in hislife, he found himsdf talking congtantly to the plants and trees
around him.

He waked through the hollow branch that connected the workshop
to his bedroom, ducking under the coffeetable tha hed
grown-inexplicably-upsde down from the cdling. Guibedo had hung
candles from it and declared it a chanddlier to anyone who would listen.

"Ach! Laurd, you grow so much today!" he sad to a seedling in a
pot by the window. He spent some time searching for his suit, gave up
and settled for a bush jacket.

"Laurd, we gonna plant you outside pretty soon, girl." Guibedo was
putting on a nearly perfectly clean shirt.

"You gonna be proud of me today! Me! Heiny got me an interview
on tdevison! I'm going to tak with a bunch of people about you
lovelied Lots of people is gonna hear how pretty you are.”

He checked a few trees growing in the yard and got to the studio
amog early.

To Patricia Cambridge, the world showed no sgns of ending. There
were faminesin Asa, South America, and Africa, but such things rardly
registered on her consciousness. The problems of energy, pollution, and
the scarcity of raw maerids had been patidly solved in North
America, occadondly a the expense of the rest of the world. But



Petricia, a typicd American, was unconcerned. There were wars and
plagues and dozens of tiny countries that were building nudear bombs,
but that had nothing to do with her, for hers was a golden world of
bright promise.

She had just been promoted because she was an absolutdy ordinary
person. She was pretty without being inordinatdy beautiful, intdligent
without being intdlectud, and hard working without being too
aggressve.

And the men hi charge & NBC had wanted someone for a daytime
tak show, someone who could relate to the "average woman,” the sort
who bought soap and deodorants because of thar tdevison
commercids. Patricia, of course, didnt know this For her, this
promation was a just reward for the five years she had spent a
NBC-her entire working career.

Rimly dressed in lag month's fashions, a gray vevet tights suit
printed to imitate used potato sacks, she rode the ancient subway from
her dingy apartment to the studio. She didnt notice the grime and
shabbiness around her, for Patricialived in her own world of blue skies
and infinite possibilities.

She was out to get the best rdings in her time dot, and she was
going to do it by getting a the issues thet redly counted. Things like
political corruption and homaosexudity and tree houses.

"This is Patricia Cambridge with The World at Large! Today on
The World at Large we will be covering an issue vitd to the entire
housng indudtry, the geneticdly modified tree. On my right we have
Burt Scratchon. Mr. Scratchon is president of Shadow Lawn Edtates,
Inc., and aleader in the mass housng industry. Mr. Scrat-chon's book,
The Death of an Economy, is dimbing the bestsdller ligs. On my left
we have Dr. Martin Guibedo. Dr. Guibedo is Professor Emeritus of
Biochemidry from Ddlas State College and the inventor of these trees.”

"What do you mean, inventor of the tree? Trees have been a long
time around. | only showed them how to grow dl comfortable on the



ingde, so we aint gotta chop them down no more.”

"Uh" Pdricia glanced a her lig of questions. "Dr. Guibedo, |
understand that you have never written a paper on your genetic
modification technique, nor have you gpplied for a patent. Is it your
intention to keep this new science entirdly to yoursdf?*

"Widl, the science was dl figured out five years ago. What is Ift is
the engineering. | never wrote a paper on it because genetic enginesring
has been banned for five years. Nobody would have accepted a paper
if I had written one."

"Banned?’ Patricia asked. "You meen it's agang the lav?'

"Not exactly. But anybody working on it has a hard time getting a
job later. A journd that published an article on it might lose its federd
subsdy. And, of course, trying to get grants to work on genetic
enginering is like trying to get money to find out the causes of aging.
Impossible. The big shots have alot of ways of pushing people around.”

"S0 you're kegping this to yoursdf out of site?" Petricia asked.

"Not spite. Nobody hurt me, but nobody helped me | did this
mysdf, with my own money. The results and the respongihility are mine
Petty, you gotta understand that this genetic enginearing thing could get
out of hand. If | let just anybody do it, some big shot would Sart
meking himsdf an amy! Better | keep thiswhole thing quiet.”

"Quig?" Scratchon exploded. "Youve given away two hundred of
the things and they're dready breeding like maggotd"

"Maggots don't breed, Burty." Guibedo's thirty years of teaching
showed. "Maggots are the larvd form of the adult housefly, which does
the breeding. My tree houses don't breed, ether. Asexud reproduction
mantans the purity of each srain so that-"

"Technicdlities have nothing to do with the economic impect of free
housing, without even government supervison, on a free economy.
Already housng gtarts are down four percent compared to last yesr.
The building trades are facing massve layoffs, and the mortgage market
Is in a dump. This will have repercussons throughout the entire



economy. The gability of the nation, of the entire free world, is being
threatened by your hideous weedd!"

"Dr. Guibedo, you brought some photographs of your latest
creation?' Patricia was a moderator intent on moderating,

"Sure, Patty. | brought a whole bunch. These fird ones are of
Adiley, wherel livein."

"But the rooms are so huge!" Patricia said.

"BEght thousand square feet dl together, Petty. It didnt cost anything
to make it bigger than a regular house. | had an acre of land, and |
figured | might as wel fumish it good. This picture isin the living room.
Thefurnitureisdl grown in-"

"There goes the furniture industry!" Scratchon said.

"-except the fireplace. This one is the bedroom. By the window is
Laurd. She's gonna be a honey, that one. Growing here is the bed and
the cupboard. Hey! There's my suit. | was looking for it!"

"You keep your auit rolled up in a cupboard?' Scratchon asked.

"Drawers are hard to grow. This is the bathroom. The absorption
tollet was the hardest part. Keegping roots from plugging up the sewer
pipeistricky when the sewer pipeis a root. | findly solved it by having
the house grow a new toliet when the old one gets plugged. You see,
the tree needs human excrement to-"

"Isthis the kitchen?' Patricia asked. Toilets indeed!

"Sure. This is the table and chairs. You don't need a stove and
refrigerator because in these cupboards Ashley makes dl my food."

"My God!" Scratchon interrupted. "Youre atacking the food
indudtry, too! Ian't it enough to threaten the job of every carpenter and
dry-wdl inddler in the country? You've got to starve out the fanners,
too?"

"What darve? It makes food, not takes it awvay. Anyway, them

farmers got nothing to worry about. | mean, the sukiyaki is pretty good,
but the crepes suzette are only far. And the sauerbraten! Ach, the



sauerbraten. My mother would be ashamed.”

"Dr. Guibedo," Pdricia said, "do you mean that the food comes
dready prepared? Tha would take a lot of the fun out of
housekeegping. Don't you think so, Mr. Scratchon?!

"l think that this sawed-off runt's head is as fa as hisbdly! Don't you
redize what he's doing? Can't you understand that when construction,
farming, and banking fold, the entire country will go down the dran,
to0? Businesses by the thousands will go bankrupt. Millions of men will
be out of work, and we St here debating!" Scratchon folded his ams,
fury in his eyes.

The twinkle left Guibedo's eyes, and the amile wrinkles on his face
smoothed. "Yah, | know. A lot of changes will happen. And I'm sorry if
they make some people unhappy. Change and progress have dways
hurt some people, but the net effects have been good for humanity. The
Indusdtrid Revolution, for example, wasn't very nice for the people who
hed to work in those old factories. And the old nohility didn't like whet
was hgppening, ather. But without it, the three of us and them guys with
the cameras would be out digging potatoes with a stick to eat. So
changes will happen, but | make a promise. Anybody who wants a
housg, | will sdl him a seed. No matter what happens, everybody can
have a nice place to live and plenty of food to eat. Il even ge the
sauerbraten right.”

"Bare sustenancel" Scratchon said. "That's dl you're offering. Good
men don't work for food and minima housing. People work for status,
for prestige, to make a contribution to humanity and to provide security
for themsdves and their loved ones. People have spent ther lives
building the indudtries that youre trying to collapse. Worked then-
hearts out s0 that thar children and their grandchildren could live
decently. And you're trying to wreck it dl!”

"Ach! You're just saying thet there won't be so many big shots. And
maybe that's not so bad. Maybe weve got too many big shots pushing
people around. But decency? You can be just as decent as you want in
atree house. You just got nobody to look down at, because they can
live just as good as you!"



With dl of the art of a true red estate sdesman, Scratchon shifted
geas.

"l think you'e trying to Sdestep the mgor issue here. The modern
home is the product of thousands of years of refinements, the collective
work of humanity. These tree things are badcadly untried and unsound.
No one knowsif they'll last."

"Ach! You got a brick as old as a redwood?'

"Our homes are symbols of our datus, of our contributions to
ociety.”

"Big dhot" Guibedo muttered, but Scraichon continued
uninterrupted.

"Oh, the idea of living free of charge sounds okay a fird. Theres a
little larceny in dl of us" Scratchon gave the camera a toothy gmile
"And the idea of living in a tree might bring out a childish romanticism in
some. But to give up our solid, modern homes, ful of modern
conveniences, to live like apes in a tree? The whole concept is absurd.
Persondly, | wouldn't livein oneif you gave it tome™

"l would give you one if you would liveinit," Gui-bedo sad. "All you
have said, you have said from ignorance. You don't know how nice
they are. Try for yoursdf. You will love them like | do.”

"Get serious, Guibedo. 1'd be the laughingstock of the neighborhood.
Anyway, I've got a busness to run. | don't have time for gardening.”

"l plant if for you, Burty, and I'll take care of it. We put it in your
backyard, so you and everybody can compare it with your old house.”

Scratchon thought about the comparison between a tree house and
his $450,000 Tudor brick home in Forest Hills Yeah, he thought, and
with the economy being what it is, Shadow Lawn Estates, Inc., can
use al the publicity it can get.

"Ms Cambridge, if | go through with this stunt, would you give it
proper televison coverage?'

"Why, of course, Mr. Scratchon. An experiment like this would



meke a wonderful program.”
"Pant your tree, Guibedo.”

"Youll give it an honest try? Promise to livein it for ayear, or a least
g9x months?' Guibedo said.

"Youve got a ded, Guibedo. Well show people what living in a tree
isredly like"



Chapter Two

SEPTEMBER 20,1999

GETTING RICH is easy. It just takes a lot of work.

The average person spends fifty-six hours a week deeping, forty
hours a week making money, and the remaining ninety-two hours
in the week spending money. If you work one hundred hours a
week, you have two and a half times the income but only thirty-two
hours a week to spend it in.

It helps to get in on the ground floor of a new industry, as | did
with medical instrumentation. It usually helps to be a bachelor.
And being crippled results in having fewer distractions. But the
important thing is to get yourself into the habit of working yourself
to your very limits.

-Heinrich Copernick
From an address to the Chicago Junior Chamber of Commerce April 3,1931

Heinrich Copernick sat in front of his biomonitoring console. A thin
plastic tube, red with his blood, ran from his |eft thigh to the machine. A
dmilar tube ran from the console back to his leg. But the blood it
carried was discolored with the chemicals that had been added to it.

"The cddum leve isa bit low again," Copernick muttered to himsdf
as he typed in revised indructions to the mixer.

The white numbers on his pand were generated by a Cray Modd 12
computer in the next room from a complete andog of the biochemica
reections teking place within his body. Even with the dgorithms
developed by his Unde Martin, the program had taken more than two
years to write.

Bdow each white prediction number was a daus readout of his



actud biochemidry. These were dl green except for cacium, which was
dill in the ydlow.

The phone rang. Copernick had disconnected the video section
before he started his salf-modification progam

"Hdlo"
"Mr. Copernick? Thisis Lou von Bork."
"Hdlo, Lou. How goesiit in Washington?'

"S0-s0. You know that hill to put tree houses under the jurisdiction
of the Food and Drug Adminigration? Wdll, | fixed it so it will die in
committea”

"Gregt! Old Anne Cary will spit nickds when she hears about it.”

"Yegh. | just hope that | don't get in range. Shell be at it again next
year. And then shéll have the banking people behind her, besides the
condruction unions”

"Then welll just have to lick them again.”

"What do you mean ‘we," Mr. Copernick? I'm out here with nothing
but a gmile and a shoeshine.”

"And you are doing afine job. You and your Sx technicians and nine
million dollars worth of equipment. Now what's the bad news?'

"HEW. They just passed a ruling that discriminates againgt people
living in your uncles tree houses. Not through Congress. A
departmentd ruling. Not athing that | could do about it."

"Jugt what did they do?" Copernick asked.

"Cut in hdlf the welfare benefits of anybody living in one. Think we
should fight it? In court, | mean.”

"Sounds pretty expengve. Let's let this one pass. A guy with a tree
house can 4ill livewd| on five hundred dollars a month.”

"Youre probably right, Sr. Anyway, odds are the wefare types will
do the suing for us™

"And doing it with the government's lawyers. Anything 7'



"Oh, the army is taking about usng them for barracks. The Nationd
Red Edae Board wants to make them illegd. And the State
Department is thinking about donating a few million seeds to the
Africans. But | don't think that anything will come of any of it."

"A government purchase? Sounds nice. Well get a good price out of
them,” Copernick said.

"Like | said, don't hold your breath. Say, when are you going to get
the video on your phone fixed?'

"You know the phone company. Hey, how's your old friend
Banheme?'

"Wonderful! When you guys replace a fdlow's glands, you dont
screw around!”

"No, but our dients do."

"Il say. Mo€'s been making up for twenty logt yearsl | know his
heart won't go, but | worry about his backbone and pdvid"

"Enjoy. Keep me posted, Lou."
"Il do that, Mr. Copernick. Take care."

His cddum gtatus was back in the green. Copernick started to type
inthe day's modification. The sraightening and rebuilding of his legs had
been farly draightforward, litle more than an adjunct to the
rguvenation process. But he was geting into maor geneic
modifications, dien ground where he had met with more defeats than
victories.

"Evay day in every way, I'm getting better and better." He chuckled,
getting his nerve up.

He was adding a virus to his own bloodstream, one that had been
talored to penetrate the blood-brain barrier. It was supposed to cause
the cdlsin his cerebral cortex to reproduce, expanding his memory and
intdlligence. 1t had worked on experimental animals. The computer said
that it should work on him. But a computer andog is only a modd of
redity, and models are never perfect.



An hour later he leaned back, stretched, and disconnected himsdf
from his machine

"S0 much for the joys of do-it-yoursdf brain surgery.”

Copernick ate a londy supper, looking often at his watch. She was
late. He considered cdling the airport, but changed his mind. If she was
to grow up, she had to be alowed to make her own mistakes. He fdt
like aworrying parent. In away, he was.

Anincredibly beautiful woman rang the doorbell.

A big woman, she was Sx feet tdl and full bodied. She was dressed
ina precise, finishing school manner that accented her glorious red hair
and freckles. Her clear green eyes hdd a curious combination of
inteligence and vacancy. She looked to be about twenty.

"I'm sorry,” she sad. "l thought that this was the Copernick
resdence.”

"It is. Wdcome home, Mona. I'm Henrich."

"Oh. You look so different.” Her amile wasn't atificid. But it was
somehow empty.

"I know. I've spent this last year mogly working on mysdf. Please
comein.”

"You look very nice, Henrich."

"I'm glad you approve. | only wish Uncle Martin did."
"Will you let me meet im now?' Mona said.

"In afew months. He dill doesn't know that you exig."
" wish you were more proud of me, Henrich."

"It it that, Mona. I'm very proud of you. It's jugt that my unde has
some old-fashioned concepts of what mordity is”

"And your other friends?'
" don't have many friends. Those that are left haven't seen me in Sx



months. Mona, please try to understand that we must not let the world
know about what we are doing. If the authorities found out about us,
they would shut me down tomorrow."

Mona was dlent.
"Come on, darling. Let me show you around our new home.”

"Is this one of those tree houses? The girls a the finishing school
talked about them, but none of us had ever seen one”

"Itis. And Unde Martin designed it especidly for us”

"You mean especidly for you," Mona said.

"Now don't start on that again. Homecomings should be pleasant
occasons.”

"Yes Henrich."

"The kitchen is this way. Have you egten”?”

"They fed us on the plane”

"Oh. W, there redly isn't much to taking care of the kitchen. The
end cabingt is a dishwasher. It works continuoudy, SO you can just
leave the tableware in it. Mot of the other cabinets grow food. I've
labeled things so you can find your way around.”

"Bvaything is so huge”

"Bigger than you think. The house and dl the gardens around it are
one sngle plant. It's five stories high.”

"But why s0 big, Heinrich?'

"Why not? It doesn't cost any more to have a thing grow large.
Anyway, my work has been taking up more and more room ladly. |
don't want to have to go through the bother of moving again for some
time"

"Oh. Isthis the bathroom?"

"Yes. You cut the membrane on one of the shower nozzles to meke
them work. The five nozzles on the left vent a soapy water; the five on
theright are fresh. In each set the one to the left is the hottest; the others



get progressvely cooler. Once you cut a membrane, you dran a
fifty-gdlon tank. Whether you want that much or not.”

"Hifty gdlond At school the water was rationed.”

"It's rationed in most places these days. But a tree house recycles
everything, so you can afford to splurge.”

"Can | uit now? Please?'
"Of course, darling.”

Mona eagerly stripped off her clothes, folded them neetly, and set
them on a bench. No one had ever told her that people should be
ashamed of ther bodies. Hers was something to be proud of. The only
flav was that her navel was twice the usud diameter. Heinrich made a
note to correct that as soon as possible.

Soon she was gplashing and playing like a child in the warm sudsy
water. Copemick was tempted to join her, but she seemed to be having
0 much fun that he was arad of dampening it. He sat on a recliner
chair, lit acigar, and enjoyed. Having Mona around was going to be w
aclaful.

"Where are the towds?' Mona sad after she had drained dl ten
nozzles.

"You use that white blanket thing over there."
"Okay-oh! It's stuck to the wall."

"It's part of the house. Cleans itsdf. Come on. | want show you the
rest of the place.”

"Jug aminute” Monaran over to her clothes.
"Leave them."

"But | bought them especidly for you! I'd hoped you would like
them.”

" do. But | like the outfit you're wearing better."
Mona thought a moment, then smiled. "Thank you."
Copernick led her to aamdl room.



"This elevator is one of my animas. Nonsentient, of course. It's redly
little more than a box hanging & the end of a sngle muscle, with a door
a each floor. It works like an ordinary eevator. Press these nubs for
the floor you want." Copernick pressed for the second basement.

Mona ran her fingers through the fur on the wall. "Mink?"

"Pretty close. As| sad, these things don't cost extra. | do mog of
my work down here. The lights are biolu-minescent. And automatic.”

"But they are on now."

"Because we ae not done™" Copernick started to lead her to the
computer room.

"Ay, boss! Them's nice tits on that one!" a heavy voice shouted from
adrong sted cage. A hulking shape was barely vishle.

Mona cringed. "Who was that?"

"One of my falures. | wanted something to do heavy labor and
defense work. At the time, modifying a great ape seemed to be the
esded route.

"He's so ugly.” The black bull mountain ape had a bulging forehead.
"Them bastard! He don't make no girls like me!"

"And I'm not going to make aty more boys like you, dther.”
Copernick led Mona away.

"What went wrong?'

"Nothing. And everything. | thought that by increesing his gray matter
and giving him an adequate voca apparatus, 1'd get something useful.”

"And that didn't work?' Mona asked.

"It worked. The problem is tha intdligence, in any animd, is the
servant of more basc emotions and drives. That gpe has the ability to
be useful, but not the mativation.”

"But can't you do something about that?

"I've tried. I've chemicdly taken hm apart three times and put him
together four. But I've never been able to come up with a rdiable



computer andog of his motivationd matrix. It's as if he takes a
perverted joy in confounding me. I've wasted two years on him. But no
more.

"Anyway, |I've come up with something better for a labor and
defense unit. I'm giving up on that ape; | started the reverson process a
week ago."

"Reverson? What do you mean?' Mona said.

"l built m up and | can tear im down. I'm going to change him
back to a normd mountain ape and I him."

"Youre going to destroy his brain? Ian't thet like murder?!

"What am | supposed to do with him? | can't e hm out. He's a
killer! 1t isnt even safe to keep him in a cage. He's bright enough to
figure away out of it. No. It's ather kill im or revert him. And as an
ape, he's worth alot of money to azoo."

"But ill..."

"He was an animd when | bought him and helll be an anima when |
sl him. | fal to see where I've committed any crime.”

"But there must be something...”

"I'm open to suggestions” Henrich said.

Mona was slent. Heinrich took her arm-her skin was so incredibly
soft!-and led her into the next hall.

"Thisis something that | want your hdp with. If you want to, that is"
Copernick opened the door on a surredidtic scene. One wal was a
computer bank with multicolor displays that changed periodicaly. The
wadl opposite was a complex array of automated chemicd apparatus.

Monas eyes locked in on a line of twenty glass cylinders in the
center of the room. Each was a yard tdl and a foot in diameter. Each
contained a amdl humanoid form floating motionless in the fluid.

"Arethey dive?' Mona sad.
"Catanly.” Heinrich inhded. "At present, not one human child in ten



is getting a solid basic education. The poorer countries can't afford to
feed their children, let done send them to school. And things are getting
worse, not better. A poor educationa levd resultsin a poor alocation
of limited resources, and hence more poverty. I'm hoping that these
beings will hep break that downward spird. They are to act as tutors
and primary school teachers. | cdl them fauns™

From the wais down the fauns were covered with fur. They hed
hoofs rather than feet, and their ears were pointed. Each faun had a
large umbilica cord running from her nava to a placenta at the bottom
o the gylinde.

"Theyre lovdy,” Mona sad. "But why the mythologicd
appearance?”’

"They had to be quite human in appearance, or the human children
that they raise might imprint improperly, or turn out autidic. Yet | didn't
want adults to confuse them with people. After dl, we don't want a
competing species.

"Snce human children normdly imprint before they can walk, looking
up from their cribs, the kids should see the fauns as human," Copernick
sd.

"Wha am | supposed to do with them?"

"Raise them."

"Raise twenty children a one time?' Mona said. "l couldnt. | mean
that it would be impossiblel”

"It's not that bad. They are not human. They wont have to go
through the repetitive learning processes that a human child does. And

they can dready speak English.”
"Englidhl But they're ill in those bottle things”

"I'm usang a direct computer interface with them while they are 4ill in
thair doning tanks," Copernick said.

"Then why do you need me to raise them?'
"Its not just busy work, Mona True, | could educate the fauns



completdy by computer. If you don't want the job, Il have to do it.
The smuldions I've run indicate thet it will work. But future generations
o fauns will have to be raised more naturdly by ther own parents. If
there's a hitch in the educationa process, wed better know about it
before we let fauns raise humen children.”

"Well..."

"The fauns won't be ready for decanting for & least a week. Take
your time making up your mind about working with them. Now let me
show you the smulaion room."

The room contained two desks covered with lighted buttons. Above
each was atdevison display screen. Behind them, taking up most of the
room, were four featureess gray cabinets. Each cabinet was a yad
wide, two yards high, and sixty yards long.

"These are the main smulaion computers,”" Coper-nick said.
"They're s0 big. | thought that computers were little things”

"Litle computers are. These are two of the largest ever built. It
requires around Sx hundred trillion bits of random access memory to
keep track of dl the chemicd processes in a ample animd. A humen
requires twice that."

"They must have been anfully expensve." Mona said.

"They were. The reproduction cost for the equipment here a
Finecroft would be around eighty million dollars. The enginesring cost
was three times that. And Unde Martin's inddlaion was dmog as
expengve”

"l didn't know that you were thet rich.”

“I'm not. | never was. Copernicus, Inc., is worth severd hillion. |
founded it. | built it and | ran it. But in order to get the capitd | needed
for expangion, | had to sl the bulk of my company's stock to outsiders.
By the time | was ready to retire, | owned only a amdl percent of my
own company.”

"Then how did you get dl of this Suff?" Mona asked.



"Owning a company is one thing. Controlling it is another.
Stockholders usudly leave you done, as long as you declare a dividend.
As presdent, | made sure that we had a lage R & D budget. This
equipment was dl built in my own labs”

"You mean you sole it?"

"No. | bought it. Through a third party, of course. And a scrap
prices”" Copernick laughed.

"It ill sounds asif you gole it from your own stockholders.”
"Nobody ever lost money doing business with Heinrich Copernick!™
Mona looked & her bare feet and was Slent.

"Anyway, each of these computers can Smulae the entire life-cycle
o an organiam. With a fifty-gigahertz clock, | can take a human beng
from a fertilized cdl to an octagenarian in deven hours. They are the
mogt important sngle tool we use in bioengineering. They let me test out
adesign or modification in a matter of hours, when actudly growing the
organiam could take decades. These displays let me see what is going
onin any part of the amulation, right down to the molecular levd. Or
you can dow down the clock and look a it macroscopicaly; watch it
work and play. Eventdk to it."

"Tdk to it!" Mona woke up.

"Asuming that the being involved can tak. One of the surprises |
hed with these amulations was that the nervous systems were so well
modeled that the programs attain a degree of sdf-awareness.”

"You meen it's dive?'

"Of course not. They're nothing but programs on a machine. But they
think they're dive. It causes some problems. For one thing, you have
to program an enviornment for them to grow up in, or they go insane.

For another, you need a least two computers running so thet they can
have someone to relate to.

"On the other hand, this Smulated salf-awareness has its advantages.
In training, for example. | loaded my own program into one computer



and that of my new Labor and Defense Unit into the other. Then | set
up a cross tak between them and let the 'me program educate the
LDU program. | ran it through twice to give 'me some experience in
traning them. Right now I'm running it through a third time with a living
LDU hooked into the crcuit.”

"You mean that you can educate somebody in a few hours?' Mona
asked.

"Not without causing neurd damage. The fastest safe speedup factor
isfifty. It means weeks ingead of years, though. And alot less work."

"Can we watch?' Mona was worried about training the fauns.

"Not the actua LDU. It's under sedation in the next room and
shouldn't be disturbed. | can show you the amulation if you like"

Copernick switched on one of the displays. It showed a drange
cregture with a flat ovd body, six feet by three, sanding on four camd's
legs There were dght fixed eyes around its circumference, and two
more at the ends of yard-long tentacles growing from its front. Two long
remarkably humanoid arms were held folded at its Sdes. There was a
drange dit above each wrid. In front of it stood Heinrich Copernick,
writing on a blackboard. But it was the Henrich Copernick of a year
ago, with crippled legs and a bent back. The man and the LDU were
moving a blinding speed, and uttering high-pitched squeaks.

Copernick adjusted adid on the pand and a digitd readout changed
from 12.5 MHz to 250 KHz. The screen dowed down to normd speed
and conversations became intdligible.

"... 30 the square of the hypotenuse is equd to the sum of the squares
of the other two sdes,” the imege said. "Oh. Hdllo, boss."

"Hi. How isit going?' Copernick said.
"On schedule. Say, youre looking good. When are you going to
reprogram my body to match yours?' the smulation said.

"Mine isnt finished yet. But if you want to update yours anyway, fed
free. My current medica section is on bubble deck eighty-one.”



"Thanks. | will."
"That dassroom," Mona said. "It looks so familiar.”

"Boss, do you have someone ese there with you?' The smuldion
was startled. This was unprecedented!

"Yes" Copernick motioned Mona into the cameras fiddd view.
"Mona My God, girl! It's good to see you in the flesh.”
"Has Heinrich been taking about me?' Mona sad.

"Of course nat, slly. 1 mean he has, but | was referring to before,”
the Imulation said.

Mona looked confused.

"You mean he hasnt told you... Well, uh, | have work to do. See
you both later."

"Later." Copernick quickly switched off the display and reset the
system clock.

"Told me what?' Mona demanded.
"l explain later."

"No. Now."

"Mona, pleas=.”

"It jugt it far! You were nice and loving dl my life and then one
day | have an operation and you get cold and icy, and you ship me off
to that finihing school without even a kiss good-bye..." Mona began to
sob.

"There were things that agirl should know that | couldnt teach you."
Copernick was awkward as he put his arms around her.

"And you dmaost never wrote." Mona sobbed.
"You know how busy I've been.”

"And now | get home and you waste dl this time on technicd quff
and you haven't even kissed me”



Copernick kissed her. "Better?"

"Not much of a kiss. Not like when we were on the lake or dl the
times we made love or-"

"The lake?' Copernick was confused for a moment. Then daylight
dawned in the swamp. The simulation had been making love to its
student!

"Heinrich, what's happened to you? | mean, have you changed your
mind the way you changed your body? Don't you love me any more?
Mona was crying in earnest.

"l love you, Mona"

"You do?'

"l love you very much. And | want you to marry me"

"You do?' Mona hdd him tightly. Her tear-streaked face smiled.

"Yes | do. And we can get married as soon as you like" Copernick
sad. Right after | have a little talk with that damned simulation!

"Oh, Hanrich, 1'd given up hoping that you'd want me."
"Of course | want you. That's why | made you."



Chapter Three

SEPTEMBER 30, 1999

CUSTOMARY MORALITY has us ask, "Is what | am doing in
accordance with a previously established set of rules?”

A more rational ethic would have us ask, "Is what | am doing in
the best interests of all humanity, including myself?"

As civilization becomes increasingly complex, the likelihood of
any ancient rule book's being appropriate becomes increasingly
small.
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Matin Guibedo found Burt Scratchon and Peatricia Cambridge
waiting for him at the tree house.

"Widl, you findly made it Scratchon said. "We were beginning to
think that you had logt your nerve.”

"What nerves? The only scary thing was the E train. It broke down
twice on the way over here" Guibedo said.

"The subway & this hour?' Patricia said. "But they're so dangerous
after dark!"

"There is a couple of things good about weghing three hundred
pounds, Paity. One is that most people don't bother you," Guibedo
sad. "So wha do you think of Laurel, who | give to Burty here?"

"It's lovely, Dr. Guibedo. And it's S0 huge!” Petricia said.

"It might make a decent warehousg, if you could get a forklift through
the front door," Scratchon said.

"Dont do that, Burty. The carpets couldnt take the weight. Anyway,
we're going to have plenty of warehouses pretty soon.”

"Do you meen that you are working on a tree-house warehouse, Dr.
Guibedo?' Patricia asked.

"No. | jus mean that a lot of warehouses are used up for soring
things like lumber and food. With my tree houses, we're not going to do
that much any more, so were gong to have more warehouses than we
need." Guibedo sat down on one of the overszed chairs in the tree
house's living room.
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"My God!" Scratchon sad. "You meen tha youre deliberately
wrecking the economy?'

"What wrecking? I'm just saying that we're going to have extra, so
we don't have to build any more for awhile”

Scratchon was about to erupt, so Patricia cut in. "Dr. Guibedo, you
were going to explain about the care and feading of tree houses to us™

"Sure. There imt redly that much to tel, Paity. The tree house is 9x
months old now, so it can mogly take care of itsdf.”

"Dr. Guibedo, | just can't get over how fast they grow.”

"Nothing to it, Patty. Do the arithmetic. On an acre of land you have
fdling saventeen million caories of solar power every minute. A pound
of my wood takes three thousand cdories to make, and my tree houses
are about ten percent efficent. So if a tree house isn't doing anything
ese but making wood, you have maybe five hundred pounds of wood
per acre per minute"

Patricia was trying to take notes, but she dways had problems with
large numbers. "Bt it is doing other things, isnt it, Dr. Guibedo?!

"Sure. It keegps you cool in the summer and warm in the winter and it
meakes food and beer for you. And it has to use some of what it makes
to keep itdf dive And then, when it wasllittle, it didn't have an acre of
photo-synthetic area to work with."

"Doemnt it give you the cregps to live in something that's dive?'
Scratchon said.

"You like better maybe living in something's that dead?"

"Dr. Guibedo, you were going to tdl us about how to take care of
them,” Patricia said, working hard to keep them from fighting.

"Nathing much to tdl. The floors and wadls absorb foreign materid,
0 you don't have to clean them. The wastebaskets and toliets work
about the same way, only a lot faster, of course. The closets and
cupboards you gotta dust out. You should maybe mark on the kitchen
cupboards what food grows where, unless you like surprises.”



"But what about watering it and fertilizer, Dr. Guibedo?'

"Wadl, Patty, once it's this big, the roots go down pretty far, so you
don't have to worry about watering it. The toliet givesit dl the fertilizer it
needs" Guibedo said.

"Then ther€'s nothing to do but livein it?'

"That's right, Patty, but you got to useit. A tree house will dieif there
is nobody living there. | made them that way so that we won't have a
bunch of empty dums some day. And talk to your tree, Burty. They like
thet."

"Thank you, Dr. Guibedo," Pdtricia said.

"So thank you, Patty. If you don't need me any more, | got to run. |
have three more tree housss here in Forest Hills and | want to look in
on them."

Guibedo left before Scratchon could say any more to him; he said it
to Patricia "So my own damned neighbors are growing these thingd
That jdly bdly isusng me for advertisng.”

"Youre not being far, Mr. Scratchon. After dl, he gave you this
house!"

"And now I've got to livein the thing. He's a sneeky S.O.B."

"Nonsense. He's a very nice old man, and hées trying to do
something nice for people. These tree houses are only toys in this part
o Queens, but think about what they'll mean to the people garving in
India" Pericia said.

"Yegh. Theyll be able to rase more canon fodder for the
Neo-Krishnas to throw a us. And when they do, our economy will be
in such bad shape that this time well have trouble defeating them.”

" don't think that Dr. Guibedo looks & it that way."

"What he thinks he's doing doesn't make much difference. What he
is doing is destroying the free world.”

A knock sounded at the front door.



"Now who the hel?..." Scratchon opened the massve front door.

"l guess | got the right place, Burt." Mgor Genera George Hagtings
was in uniform, smartly talored classA blues He had the smdl,
compact build of afighter pilot.

"George! It's been monthd What brings you to New Yak?"
"Jug passing through La Guardia with alittle time on my hands."

"Hey, you got your second star! Looks like somebody in the old
sguadron made good.”

"You haven't done so badly yoursdf, Burt" Hagtings noticed
Petricia. "Oh. | hope I'm not interrupting anything.”

"Not in the least. George Hastings, Patricia Cambridge. George and
| were in the Twenty Third Interceptor Wing over Si Lanka. Now he's

the commander of Air Force Intdligence. Ms. Cambridge is with NBC,
0 watch wha you say, George.”

"Here | was hoping that you would be a foreign spy and try to
seduce military secrets out of me" Hastings amiled at Petricia

"Maybe | could take a night course and train for the job." Patricia
amiled back.

"How's the wife and kids, George?' Scratchon wasn't griling

"Hne Actudly, Margaret is one of the reasons | dropped by. She
gat a tree-house seed-a Laurd, | think-in the mal with a Burpee's
catadog, and she wanted me to get an idea of what the floor plan would
be like"

"My God! You, too? Don't you redize the danger to the economy
that the damned things represent?'

"Come off it, Burt. Quit trying to make your job into a holy war.
Anyway, the kids planted the damned thing on our property dong Lake

George. On An O-8's pay | couldnt afford to build a house up there,
90 planting a tree house won't set the economy back any.”

"But in the long run-"



"In the long run well dl be dead. For right now, there are more
important things to worry about.”

"Like what? Is there something going on that they don't tdl us
avilians?' Patricia said.

"Nathing that you don't read in the papers. But the human race is
outgrowing this little planet, and there is no place else to go," Hadings
sad.

"But | heard that the moon project and L-Five were gaing dl right.”

"There are less than ten thousand people up there. What's that to the

ten billion people on Earth? Dont get me wrong. | support those
projects. But they won't help us out much down here" Hagtings said.

"And you think thet these tree houses will?" Scrat-chon asked.

"They might, Burt. They just might."
"l wish that you could have gotten here ten minutes sooner,” Petricia
sad. "Dr. Guibedo could have used some encouragement.”

"Guibedo was here?' Hadtings said. "I'm sorry that | missed him. But
how did you meet im? 1'd heard that he was something of arecluse”

"A news girl gets around. Actudly, | met him through a friend of his
nephew, Heinrich Copernick.”

"The same guy who raised the gtink about rguvenation a few years
back?' Scratchon asked.

"Oh, yes. Genius often runs in a family." Patricia steered the
conversdion to a topic that she knew something about. "Take the Bach
family, for example..."

Seven months later, the fashions demanded that women wear a
padded turtleneck bra with wide transparent deeves. Keeping to the
letter of the decree, Patricias midriff was bare to three inches below her
bdly button, where a black bikini bottom and transparent pantaloons

begen



"This is Petricia Cambridge with The World at Large. Were on
location today in Forest Hills Queens, doing a follow-up on an
experiment initiated a year ago on this program.

"The huge tree house you see behind me is Laurd, grown incredibly
from the potted plant we saw in Dr. Guibedo's window just a year ago.

"Mr. Burt Scratchon has been living here for ax months, and he will
be giving us the grand tour. Tdl me, Mr. Scratchon, what is living in a
tree house redly like?'

"Ms. Cambridge, it's pure hdl. Only my sense of duty to the
American public has kept me living in this green dum. Il be happy
when this experiment is over and | can move back into my solid brick
home.

"Look a that phone line Tight as a guitar dring. What with its
incredible growth, this 'house’ has ripped off its own telephone wire
twice ance I've been herd”

"It can't be dl that serious, Mr. Scraichon." Patricia led the way into
the house.

"Serious enough when you are trying to run a business. And look a
this damned quff!" His face reddened. Control, man! Mustn't alienate
the public. HI!

"Uh, this is being taped, Mr. Scratchon. The technicians have dl
night to edit out anything improper. Just go on," said Patricia

"Thisflooring materid, for example." Scratchon kicked loose a piece
of the capeting. "Totdly unsanitary. It cant be cleaned. My
housekeeper filled four vacuum bags on the hdl floor done before she
gave up. A bachelor has a hard enough time keeping good hdp without
thid"

"Didnt Dr. Guibedo say something about it absorbing foreign matter
90 that deaning was unnecessary?" Patricia asked.

"Tdl that to my housekeeper. She quit! And look a the floor itsdf.
That floor is five degrees out of plumb! Not a building inspector in the
country would accept that in a rea house. But BOCA hasnt even



passed codes on these trees.”

"But Dr. Guibedo sent the seeds for one of these Laurd trees to
evay public offiad in the country, Mr. Scratchon. | haven't heard any
complaints yet."

"You will. Teke alook a this food. It's supposed to be hot, but it's
redly only lukewarm. This mess is supposed to be pancakes with meple
syrup. The darned duff grows with the syrup dready on! Can you
imagine trying to start out a day with a plate of this doppy grud?'

"Wdl, it is undghtly." Patricia put a danty fingetip to her tongue.
"Butit isred maple syrup.”

"This 'dishwasher' actudly eats the scraps off the plates. The firg

time | watched it, | was S0 disgusted | dmost tossed the med | had just
egten. Not that that would have been any greet loss.”

"A dishwasher?' Patricia asked, ddighted.
"And the toilet works the same way. The quff just lays there until-"
"It the living room thisway?' Toilets again!

"Anyway, | gave up on the bathroom entirely. I've been usng the one
inmy red house in front," said Scratchon, fallowing Petricia into the
living room.

"You can't get a picture to hang sraight on these curving wals. And
when you cut loose the furniture to rearrange it, a new set grows back
ina week. I've had to pay to have two sofas hauled away." Scratchon

gave a fatherly amile to the camera. "So my advice to the viewing
audience is to gay with their fing, modern, man-made homes."

"S0 you fed that there is nothing of vaue to be had from a tree
house, Mr. Scratchon?"

"Wdl, Ms. Cambridge, | have one piece of good news. The place is
showing definite Sgns of dying. | knew these things wouldnt last. In a
month or o, if any of your viewers need firewood, tdl them to bring an
.

"Now let me show you what ared houseislike"



As the cameras were bang moved around an in-ground pool to
Scratchon's conventiond  dark-brown-brick house, he sad, "Ms
Cambridge?'

"Cdl me Paty."

"What would you say to having dinner with me tonight, Patty?"

"I'd love to, but | can't. | don't know how late Il be up getting this
show ready for tomorrow."

"Thet makes you free tomorrow afternoon, doesn't it?"

"| guessit does." Peatricia amiled.

"Can | pick you up a four?"

"Le me drop by here" Petricia was embarrassed about her

goartment.
"Youve got a date.”

Guibedo had borrowed atdevison set from a neighbor especidly to
watch the program about his tree house. As he watched, anticipation
turned through sadness into horror.

"Achl Nailsin your walls Cutting loose your furniturel And not usng
your toilet! Laurdl, you're sarving to death!”

Guibedo invested in a cab and arrived a Scratchon's tree house a
the same time that Patricia did.

"Dr. Guibedo! What are you doing here?"

"On your program, Scratchon he said that my Laurd here is dying,
0 | cameright over. But he mugt have used the toilet, she looks pretty

"It has perked up quite a bit snce yesterday, Dr. Guibedo. You
redlly care about these trees, don't you?'

"Sure. They're like my children. And the Laurd series is specid. We
mailed out one hundred thousand of her seeds to people.”



"l heard about that-every VIP in the country got one. That was quite
an advertisng effort.”

"A lot of kids volunteered to hdp me. Friends of my nephew. We
sent a Laurd to every big shot in the world! Pretty soon everybody'll
want one."

"Dr. Guibedo, have you seen Burt? | tried to cdl him but his phone
was out of order.”

"Thet figures" Guibedo pointed to the phone wire lying on the
ground. "The telephone people haven't learned how to wire a tree house
yet"

"But ill, he should have cdled if he wasn't going to be here. We had
adate. I've knocked at both houses and no oné's home.™"

"W, you check his regular house again. I'm going to look Laurd
over."

"Uh. | guess he could be sck." Peatricia went to the big Tudor brick
house facing onto 169th Street.

Guibedo pulled the door branch and cdled insde, "Hey! Scratchon!
You home?'

He walked ingde. The lights were on, the furniture had regrown in its
proper place, and everything was as neet as a mausoleum.

"Scratchon! It's Guibedo!"

The kitchen cupboards were full. The bathroom was in order except
thet where the toilet area should have been was just smooth wood.

"So where did Laurd put the new toilet?' Guibedo muttered.
"Anybody home?" He turned toward the bedroom. No one there,
ether.

Puzzled by the Laurd's missng toilet, Guibedo waked dowly out of
the tree house, sedling the door behind him. "No one home, Patty."

"He waan't in the old house, ather," Patricia sad. "And we had a
dinner date."



"So come with me. | could use maybe some schnapps.”
"Uh, okay. Why not?" Patricia followed him to the car.



Chapter Four

JUNE 12,2000

ALL OF our realities are painted thinly on the void of our own
preconceptions.

The problem of training intelligent engineered life forms is a
case in point. | designed them with almost no internal motivational
structure, except for a certain dog-like desire to please.

| made the major error of assuming that tabula rasa meant the
same as carte blanche. It never occurred to me to explain to them
things that | assumed were "intuitively obvious." Things like
kindness and decency and respect for life.
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Mgor Generd George Hadings Commander, Air Force
Intelligence, st in his office in the Pentagon. He hadn't dept in thirty
hours. His face was haggard.

Hiswife and children had been misang for two days. They had gone
off to spend a week in ther new tree house a Lake George and had
vanished.

Hadtings had TDY ed one of his best security teams to Lake George
and now the report was back.

Nothing.

The car was parked, no unusud fingerprints on it. The soft path to
the house showed only the footprints of Margaret and Jmmy and Beth.
There was no ransom note. Nathing. They had vanished from the world
just as Scratchon had.

Scratchon? Scratchon and Margaret both had tree housed
Hadtings hit the button on his intercom. "Pendelton!™
"Yes dr," adeepy, obedient voice replied.

"Get Research out of bed.”

"The whole gaff, 9r?'

"Hdl, yed They are to determine the corrdation between currently
missng persons and Laurd series tree houses.™

Tree houses at four o'clock on a Sunday morning! "Yes sr. Full
Research g&ff, tree houses and missng persons.”

Nine hours and hdf a bottle of amphetamines later the answer came
in. Correlation-32 percent.

Thirty-two percent of the people in the sample who owned Laurds
were @ther offiddly missng or could not be contacted.

Hagtings was making up alig of military and governmentd officas to



be informed of the corrdation when Penddton knocked and entered.
"Thought you should see this, gr.”

It was a day-old National Enquirer. On the front page was a color
photogreph of a desiccated femde corpse hdf absorbed by a
tree-house bed. From a ddicate web of roots, a wedding band
gleamed.

It was out of his hands now; Hastings went to his empty gpartment to
deegp and to cry.

A week |ater Hadtings was back at his desk. He fdt neither grief nor
anger. Only a deadly emptiness that would never leave him.

A knock a the door was immediady followed by Sergeant
Penddton. "They got him, Sr."

"Got who?'

"Martin Guibedo, sr. The Michigan State Police picked him up north
of Kaamazoo."

"It took them long enough.”

"These people with tree houses rardly need to use credit cards, gr. It
makes them hard to find. Here's the report on tree-house occupation,
ar”

"Giveit to me verbdly."

"Yes dr. Bascdly, people have abandoned the Laurd series
houses. But three other species are in common use, and the people in
them generdly intend to continue usng them.”

“ldiots"

"Yes dr. The consensus is that it was a technicd mdfunction in a
dngle product ling, and that it does not cast discredit on the entire
concept of biocengineering. It's rather like the public reaction to the
Hindenburg disaster seventy years ago, when people ceased usng
arships but continued to use airplanes”



"Huh. Anything 7'
"Yes gr. Section Sx requests that you vigt them.”

"What isit, Ben?' Hagtings sid.

"Were out of busness, George. Nobody but Mike can pick up
anything but a loud roar. It gives you a headache.”

"Somebody is janming you?'

"We don't know, George. But if so, they're jamming everybody. We
jugt got a phone cdl-a phone call, mind you-from Dolokov's group a
Minsk. Looks like the whole fraternity of telepaths is out of work."

"Anything like this ever happen before?!

"Weve picked up tiny spurts of interference before, George. The
sort of unintdligible guff you sometimes pick up near an unborn child,
only much louder and more abrupt. There has dways been a lot of
detic on the line, but nothing like this™

"What about Mike?'

"Hé's gone insane, George. He keeps ydling about lords and dpha
numbers and digging in the ground and gmilar drivd. Nothing that
makes sene”

"Have you sedated him yet?'

"No point to it, George. With this racket going on, he can't possibly
affect the rest of us, and the transcribers might find something of interest
in his babble."

"Wdl, do as you fed best. But | suggest that you keep someone
posted by Mike in case the jamming stops.”

"Okay, George. We don't have anything e to do, anyway."

"Oh, yer that Professor Guibedo,” Jmmy Saunton sad, trying to
control his shakes. "The guy with the tree houses. Somebody was tdling
me about 'em. What do | have to do to get one, Professor?”



"Can you eat and make shit?' Guibedo asked, looking past his
cdimate to the iron bars that formed the far wal. "That's dl you got to
do."

"Huh? Sure. But what do | got to do to get one?' The little drunk
was used to being ignored.

"l jugt told you!" Guibedo barked. "Ach. | ant redly mad a you.
But snce they arrested me, it's been nothing but people, people,
people, taking, taking, taking. | ant had no rest in three weeks."

The litle drunk was gdlent for a while Then he sad, "Sorry,
Professor. Didn't mean to rile you."

"Wdl, I'm sorry, too. This ant your fault. What were you asking
about?'

"About your tree houses" Jmmy said.

"Oh, yeah. Wel, the important thing you got to remember is that a
tree house isin a symbiatic rdationship with the people living ingde it. It
gives you a nice, comfortable place to live and dl the food and beer you
want. You give it the fertilizer it needs to day dive and grow. That's
wha caused dl the trouble. Them big shots | gave the Laurd trees to,
they modly used the tree just to show off with and give parties in. Then
they went and used the toilets in ther regular houses!”

"Y egh, somebody was saying that your trees ate alot of people.”

"l only made it so that the tree would grow a new absorption toilet
when the old one got plugged up. The trouble was that a lot of them
new toilets grew in the beds," Guibedo sad.

"Yeeh, somebody was saying that your trees ate a lot of people”
Jmmy repeated, for lack of anything better to say.

"Maybe fifty thousand. Ach! My poor Laurdd Them hig shots is
chopping you down faster than you can grow!™

"You redly love those trees, huh, Professor?”

"It waan't redly ther fault. They shouldn't have done it, but when
you're lonely and hungry and nobody cares..."



"l know whet you mean, Professor. Man, do | know what you
mean! But how do | get one?'

"Widl, fird you got to get out of thisjall.”
"Thet's easy. They dways throw me out in the moming.”
"Ach! | should be s0 lucky. What's that scratching sound?”

"Rats. We're in the basement here. The place is crawling with them.
How long you in for anyway, Professor?”

"Who knows? This lawyer my nephew Heiny sent, he says they got
maybe twenty thousand warrants ot on me Eveything from
trangporting vegetable maiter across date lines without a permit, to
premeditated rape. He did some plea bargaining and got most of them
reduced to murder in the fird degree.”

"Murder one? You know, with a good lawyer, you can beat that
one"

"Sure. The trouble is | got to keep on bedting it twenty thousand
timed The lawyer figures, if everything goes right, we can do it in maybe
three hundred and twenty-five years."

"Three hundred and... You should live so long!"

"I know. I'm ningty dready. It just isnt far! Did they throw the
Wright brothersin jal every time an arplane crashed? Did Henry Ford
et locked up every time somebody got killed in a car wreck? Ach. But

that's my problem, and you can't do nothing to help me with it. But | can
do alot to hep you with yours."

"My problem, Professor? | told ya, they throw me out in the
moming.”

"Sure. And you gonna be panhandling for drinks and deeping in
dleys and back in here tomorrow night."

"S0 you think I'm just a bum, huh? Well, let me tdl you, Professor, |
wan't dways a bum! | have a college degree, and | had my own
busness before... wdl, just before!”

"Ach, Jmmy, | an't cdling you names, and | an't tdling you how to



run your life Hah! Stting hereinjall, it looks like I an't run my own life
S0 good.

"But you, Jmmy, you got better things coming. Like maybe a
ten-room house, with gardens and fountains and plenty of good food
and beer dl the timein the cupboards.”

"Hey, don't forget the twenty nude women around my swimming
"Wadl, the Adhley series has got forty-foot pools. You gotta get the
women on your own."

"And where am | supposed to get that kind of money?'
"What money? | told you. Eat and make shit!"

"You mean your tree houses are like that! | was thinking of maybe a
cubbyhole where | could stay warm."

"Once you got a DNA dring in a microscapd, Jmmy, you might as
wdl do it up right. You're thinking in terms of old-fashioned economics,
when to build a house twice as hig, you had to pay twice as much
money. And to make two houses, it costs twice as much again. But with
engineered life forms, they build themselves as hig as you want, once
youve desgned them. The same thing goes with numbers, snce they
reproduce themsdves. You can make a thousand things or a million
things, just as easy as you can make one. Why, | could have made my
tree houses grow millions of seeds and covered the world with themin a
year, only | didn't want to wreck the forests and drive away the animas.
Lifeis best when there is enough, but not too much.

"So anyway, what you got to do is find a nice place to put your tree
house. Your best bet isin a state park, maybe. Get way back, maybe a
coupla miles from a road, so the big shots won't bother you. Fnd a
pretty place, with a nice view, near a creek or maybe a waterfdl.”

The scratching sound got louder. Guibedo said, "Them mugt be some
damn big rats, Immy."

"The sze of dogs, some of them,” Immy said. "Go on with what you
were saying."



"So dl you got to do isdig a hole, maybe afoot down, and use it for
atoilet. Put the seed in it with the point on the seed toward where you
want the front door to be. Cover it up and water it every day for three
months. You can move into it then, but it won't be full growed for a
least 9x months™

"Sx monthd They grow that fagt?" Immy said.

"Sure. Engineered life forms are alot more efficient than natura ones.
Or maybe | should say they're a lot less inefficient. Let me give you
some for ingtances!

"To get a pound of wood, a naturd tree has got to soak up fifteen
hundred pounds of water with its roots, run it through its trunk, and
evaporate it in its leaves. The only good thet dl that water did was to
hau up a few ounces of trace dements that were dissolved in it. The
tree has to do this because transpiration is the only mechaniam it has to
0et those trace dements to the leaves. A Smple pump, like your heart,
isamillion times more efficent.”

"Heh. So dl your trees got hearts?'

"Sure. In more ways than one. Another ‘for instance.” At high noon in
the desert, you get about a hundred waits of solar power on each
square foot of land. Now just gtting there, Jmmy, your body is buning
up a hundred waits to keep you dive. If you were a hundred percent
effident, you could survive without egting just by lying in the sun. But the
way nature does it, it takes more than one hundred thousand square feet
of land to support a human beng.

"Now, I've managed to make my tree houses ten percent efficient,
about as good as a car engine”

"You sold me, Professor. Where do | buy a seed?’

"Wadl, you used to be able to buy one from me for five dollars, but
that's dl over now."

"A house for five dollars?!

"I had to pay for the postage and the advertisng. And | had to get
some people to hdp me with the mal. And the boxes cost me



twenty-eight cents each! But now | guess you got to get somebody to
give you one."

"l got to panhandle a house? Professor, if you had any idea how
hard it is to come up with afifth of Galo port..."

"No, no. They promised to give you one. That was the ded when |
s0ld the seed. Once thar house was grown up, they had to give a seed
to anybody who asked for one. And they had to make that person
promise to do the same thing when their house was growed up. Just be
sure you pick a modd you redly like It ant nice to abandon a tree
house”

The scratching got progressively louder until an ova hairline crack,
perhaps seven feet by four, suddenly formed on the concrete floor. One
end of the dab rose five inches and a snakelike tentacle a yard long did
out. There was an eyebd| a the end of it.

"Oh, sweet Jesus, Professor, | never should have touched tha
gerno! You can't imagine what | think | seel”

A second eyebdled tentacle joined the fird. In unison, they made a
360-degree scan.

"Take it easy, Jmmy, | ant had a drink in three weeks, and I'm
sedng it, too!"

"My Lord Guibedo," a voice sad from below the concrete. "l am a
friend. Please speak softly. May | come up?!

"Nobody up here but us scaredy-cats," Guibedo whispered. "Come
on up and make yoursdf a home"

The concrete dab did to one sde. A black creature ascended. It had
arigid ovd body 9x feet long by three wide, but only sx inches thick.
The eyebaled tentacles extended from the front of its body. It walked
on four skinny, muscular legs and held two long humanoid arms close to
its body. Asit rose from the pit, it changed color like a chameeon, from
black to the gray of the prison walls

"Oh, sweet Mother of Mercy!" Jmmy was cowering in a corner.
"I've seen orange crocodiles even, but nothing like thid"



"Son of agun, shit!" Guibedo muttered. "Who are you?'

"My lord, | am Labor and Defense Unit Alpha 001723

"Yah, sure. Nice low number you got there. | guess | should have
sad 'What are you?"

"My lord, | an a labor and defense unit. Would you please
accompany me. We have very little time.

"Youre maybe something my nephew, Heny, came up with?'
Guibedo noticed that the thing had at least eight additiond fixed eyes,
scattered around its circumference.

"Yes, my lord. Lord Copernick crested me. He sent me here to
fadlitate your escape. Please accompany me” The LDU was backing
down into the pit.

"W, if Heiny says so, let's go," Guibedo sad, fol lomng

"Hey!" Jmmy said. "Wha about me?'

"G, your presence would condtitute a security risk. | mudt indst that
you stay here" the LDU sad.

"Hés right, Jmmy," Guibedo said. "This could get rough. They're
gonna throw you out in the morning, any how."

"Yegh, Professor, but what am | gaing to tdl them?'

"If you tdl them the truth, Jmmy, theyll throw you in the funny
house. Jugt tdl them you went to deep and when you woke up, | was

gone.

"Yesh, okay. Tekeit easy, Professor! Il get me that tree house like
you said.” Jmmy shook Guibedo's hand.

Guibedo was dready wast deep in the pit. "And when you get your
tree house, talk to it. They like that. Bye, Jmmy."

"Bye, Professor.”

"My lord, has the leave-taking ceremony been completed?' the LDU
asked.

"Uh, yeah, sure”



The LDU did the concrete dab back into postion over the pit.
When the floor was sedled, lights in the tunnd went on. A long line of
LDUs stood patiently waiting. Each was carrying a load of wet cement
on its broad back.

"My lord. Once we have you out of here, our plan is to sed up the
fird one hundred feet of the tunnd with cement to dow down pursuit,
then tofill the balance with dirt."

"That'salot of work!"

"We were made for work, my lord. My Lord Copernick ordered it."

"W, let's get waking.”

"That's quite impossible for you, my lord. This tunnd is fifteen miles

long."
"Hfteen miled 'Y ou dug this for me?'

"Yes, my lord, that's why we were three weeks in getting here” The
LDU crouched to the heght of a chair. "Would you please get on my

Eyeng the LDU's spindly legs, Guibedo cautioudy put his portly
bottom on its back. The LDU stood up essily to its normd tabletop
haght and took off a a smooth trot with the man riding Sidesaddle.
Guibedo soon found it was more comfortable to ride facing forward
with his legs crossed.

"Curves ahead, my lord." Tentacles that Guibedo hadn't noticed did
from the LDU's sdes and fastened themsdlves around the man's waist
and legs. Severd others provided an acceptable back rest. The LDU's
gpeed increased to thirty mph and they were ill passing concrete-laden
LDUs.

"A lat of you guys here."

"We are ten thousand in the zero-zero divison, my lord. Ten
brigades of a thousand each with ten platoons of a hundred, each with
ten squads of ten LDUS™

"Jd like the amy," Guibedo said, his white har flgpping in the



breeze. "Who's the generd ?'

“No one, exactly, my lord. Or whichever one of us you tak to. You
see, were dl in telepathic contact with each other. When one of us
knows your desires, we dl do, and therefore comply.”

"Telepathy! | didn't know that Heiny was that far dong.”

"l don't believe he designed for it, my lord," the LDU sad above the
wind. "But you see, we're dl identical and we have quite extensve and
widdy digributed redundant neurd systems. | have twedve mgor
ganglia, and | can function properly on ax."

“Like the thing with humen identicd twins.." Guibedo sad. "So
Heiny just got lucky! Wdl, that's nice. Things went bad for him for too
long there. | guess it made you guys pretty easy to educate.”

"Yes, my lord. Once he discovered our abilities he only had to teach
one of us to read and write. The rest of us picked it up from Alpha 1.
Now, each of us has his own fidd of expertise, based on our individud
reading, with the information available to dl.”

"So what's your specidity?' Guibedo asked.

"Unarmed combat, with a minor in sociology, my lord." The LDU
crowded closer to the left-hand wal of the tunnd. They were no longer
pasing the concrete carriers, and LDUs with empty baskets were

passing them at an astounding speed.
"Pretty quick, your buddies are.”

"Cruisng speed for an LDU is forty mph, my lord, dthough we can
go Sxty for short durations.”

"Unarmed combat?' Guibedo sad. "If you were expecting trouble,
why go unarmed?'

"My lord, | mean no external armament. From a dot above each
wrid, a bayonetlike claw extended out to a foot past the knuckles.
"They are a trifle dull from cutting through the concrete floor, but they
are dill quite servicegble™

"Cutting through concrete! How you do that?"



"Diamond is just another carbon compound, my lord."

"And carbon is one of the things that we are dl made of." Guibedo
laughed. "So you were expecting trouble.”

"We couldn't know if there would be resistance or not, my lord. Nor
could we be sure that we would come up in the right cdl of the prison.
We Alpha series are only telepathic with one another, not with humans”

"Betcha Heiny's working on that, though.”

"Yes my lord. As| undergand it, the Gamma series LDU is to have
a mdlegble nerve net. It is hoped tha they will be able to a least
receive telepathicdly from other species, such as man.”

"Wdl, I'm not so sure | like that, uh-what was your name agan?'
Guibedo asked.

"Alpha 001723, my lord."

"Not your number. Your name.”

"l have no other designation, my lord."

"A nice guy like you oughta have a name, nat a number.”

"Do you redly think 1 could, my lord? | mesan, it would be
permitted?’

"SQure thing. Why not? Pick any name you want."
"Wdl, my lord, | think | would like to be cdled Dirk."

"Dirk, huh? | was thinking maybe Rover, but if it's Dirk you want, it's
Dirk youll get."

"Thank you, my lord!"
"Anytime. How old are you, Dirk?'

"I hatched three months ago, my lord, dthough | was sentient before
then.”

"Three months old. Wdl, | guess tha explains it," Guibedo mused.
"S0 you were sentient ingde your egg. That mugt have been strange.”

"It was, my lord. Each of us thought he was Alpha 1, the firg one



hatched. And Alpha 1 thought he heard echoes, but he didn't know that
that was unusud.”

"Hah! Hatching mugt have been a shock. But | don't see why you
were 0 well developed a such an early sage”

"It has to do with our cdl replication process, my lord. You see, we
have four-stranded DNA, which reproduces very dowly. This results in
along gestation period, twelve months. But when we do hatch, we have
a many cdls as a full-grown adult. With enough food, we can grow
from a two-pound eggling to a three-hundred-pound adult in a week,
amply by increesing cdl sze”

"And here | been usng sngle strand DNA on dl my trees,” Guibedo
sd.

"My lord, that certainly gives rapid growth and repair, but a combat
troop needs ressance to heat and radiation, and our glandular
redundancy makes up for our dow repairability,” Dirk said.

"You know, Dirk, for a specidist in unarmed combat, you sure know
your biochemigry.”

"Oh, no, my lord, I'm picking this up from Alpha 001256. He wants
to be cdled Blade. May he do so, my lord?

"Sure. Anything to keep our boys at the front happy. Heny sure did
some nice thinking with you guys”" LDUS were now returning to the end
o the tunnd with loads of dirt. The tunnd was wide enough for only
two to pass, and Guibedo marveled a their coordination as empty
LDUs from behind aternated with loaded LDUs from in front to pass
the dower-moving Dirk.

"It looks like we're a moving roadblock, Dirk."

"Were not serioudy dowing progress, my lord," Dirk sad. "If |
traveled much fagter, conversation would be difficult above the wind
noise. My brothers and | are enjoying this talk."

"Yah. | guess | am tdking to dl of you," Guibedo sad. "Wha are
they saying?’



"My brothers are modly picking names for themselves, my lord.”

"Anybody got Black Bart yet?'
"No, my lord. Thus far, each of my brothers has wanted to be
named after a wegpon.”

Kidd Guibedo thought. "You keep cdling them "brothers.” Aint you
got no girls?'

"No, my lord. We don't have sx."

"SQuch a pity. So how do you reproduce?’

“In the drictest sense of the word, we don't, my lord.”

"Then how do you get little LDUS?" Guibedo asked.

"Lord Copernick worried that an opponent might breed us for his
own needs, my lord, so he caused our eggs to grow from a nonsentient
moather being which lives on the caling of a vault below his tree house.”

"I wondered why Heny wanted so much room," sad Guibedo.
"How many eggs you got growing down there?!

"Approximady three hundred thousand, my lord, a third of which
are now available for hatching.”

"Why so many?' Tdking in a windsorm was meking Guibedo
hoarse.

"My Lord Copernick cdls it his insurance policy,” Dirk said. "And,
of course, the large numbers don't cost him anything in time or money.”

S Heiny figures things are gonna get real rough! Ach! The kid

oughta know that it's safer to hide than to fight. Sill, maybe it's
safer yet to be able to fight while you're hiding.

"You know, Dirk, | can see how it could be kinda rough, beng an
LDU. No girls no father, no mother, no ssers"

"But alot of brothers, my lord. We fed rather sorry for you humans.
You take s0 long to grow, then die so soon.”

"You guys don't die?'



"We can die if suffidently injured, but we aren't troubled with
diseases. We don't age or have afinite life-span.

"But you humans die without ever being able to communicate, except
with your dumsy language. How do you fight the londiness?’

"It a@n't so bad like you make it out. We humans have bonds with
each other, but maybe you wouldnt understand. Friendship, love,
kinship with other individuals And a man who is wise knows thet there
isa bond between dl men. All men are brothers, Dirk, even if we dont
act like it. Everybody counts, nobody should be forgotten.” Actudly,
Guibedo treasured bis solitude as much as any other hermit did, but he
was not aufficently introgpective to notice his own hyprocisy.

"And we got other ways of communication besides words. Actions
tak, and we have our ceremonies.”

"Ceremonies, my lord? Could you describe them?'

"Sure. | can see youre a sociology minor. Whenever something
happens to a humen tha's important to him, he's got to have a
ceremony. Therés ample ones like shaking hands. Two people meet
and want to be friendly, they shake hands. And there's more
complicated ones"

For the next quarter hour, a Dirk's prodding, Guibedo talked on
about the human ceremonies connected with Birth, Friendship, Love,
Hate, Marriage, and Deeth. Dirk seemed especidly interested in burid
ceremonies, a fascndion tha Guibedo ascribed to Dirk's own
desthlessness.

They left the tunnd and entered a darlit abandoned grave pit. Dirk
stopped in front of a sevenfoot-tdl man. He was meagnificently
muscled, and his head was large for his body. "Unde Martin!" Heinrich
Copernick stepped away from his battered van. "I see you got out in
one piece.”

"Y ah, that you, Heiny? That was one hdl of atunnd your boys dug.”

"We figured you were worth it."

"But why such along tunnd, Heiny?"



"Logidics, Unde Martin. For one thing, | needed someplace to put
five million cubic feet of dirt. For another thing, there was the problem
o feeding ten thousand LDUs They only eat a flud that your tree
houses produce. Therés a community of eghty-five full-szed tree
houses a mile from here, and | was able to grow food syntheszers in
thair roots, even though plant engineering is hardly my forte."

"Only eighty-five trees?' asked Guibedo, doing some quick menta
cdculations "They could produce enough food?'

"Wdl, I'm afraid | had to shut down the rest of tharr services, Undle
Martin. | was up there a couple days ago, and everybody was gone.
But the trees will revert to thar origind state once the tunnd isfilled in.
The people will return.”

"Wdl, | hope s0," Guibedo said. "I guess you got to do things like
that in an emergency. Why didn't you tdl me you made guys like Dirk,
here, Heiny?'

"Youve jus answered your own quedtion, you damned old
iconoclast.” Copernick laughed. "You spend a hdf hour with my LDUs
and they've got proper names In a day youd have them demanding
privete rooms, time and a hdf for ovetime and a grievance
committed!”

"Maybe not such a bad idea, Heiny. You'd make a fortune hiring
these guys out as a condruction team. You didnt have any trouble
diggng that tunnd, did you?'

"Oh, there was some sort of a security problem once when | was
gone, but the LDUs took care of it," Henrich caled over his shoulder
as he walked toward the van.

"Sed" Guibedo said. "They'd make a good work gang.”

"l thought about it, but there are the building people and the labor
unions to contend with. And look a dl the trouble your publicity got
you into. Still, lack of money is dowing us down,” Heinrich said, getting
into the driver's sedt.

"You know, Heny, when | was in jal, | got to thinking about



cadytic extraction and refining. We could make a tree that could
extract heavy metds from the soil..."

The two were logt in technicdities as they drove anay.

Three platoons of LDUs left the tunnd-filling and went about specia
tasks.

One platoon began cutting rectangular dabs of stone, palishing them
smooth, and carving names and dates.

Ancther dug rectangular holes, pleasantly arranged, on ahilltop.

The third platoon exhumed the bodies of eghty-five families who had
presented such a security problem, who had been so unamenable to
reason.

When the work had been completed and ritud prayers had been
sad, Dirk thought to his brothers, It's comforting to know that the
proper ceremonies have been completed.

Yes, replied Blade. It's important that we learn to do everything
properly.



Chapter Five

JUNE 5,2001

ONE oF the surprising things about commanding large forces is
that eager, dedicated subordinates are often more trouble than
dovenly ones. You must be ever on your guard. The dightest hint
can be taken literally and blown all out of proportion.
The problemis as old as the chain of command. A general drops
a hint; a colond makes a suggestion; a major writes a memo; a
captain gives an order; a lieutenant barks a command; and... a
corporal pulls a trigger. It happened at Corregidor -the Japanese
command never intended for the death march to occur. It
happened at Mai Lai-when a town was wiped out. And it happened
all too often in the course of the Symbiotic Revolution.
-Heinrich

Copemi
ck

Fom
hislog
tape

"So what's the verdict, Doc?' Generd Hadtings asked.
"Youve got to stop smoking, George," Dr. Cranford said.
"Isthet dl?'

"Of course not. You redly must start kegping regular hours. And cut
your work week down to sxty hours. And get out a little more. Learn
to rdax.”

"Look, Cranford, work is about dl | have le&ft.”



"George, the tragedy that took your family happened a year ago.
You can't-"

"Cut it."
"But a man can't mourn forever-"
"| take it thet I'm hedithy,” Hagtings said.

"Yes, but you don't deserve to be. There's nothing wrong with you
now thet alittle rest and exercise won't cure.”

"Y ou've been tdling me that every checkup for the last ten years™

"Wdl, why do you bother coming to meif you don't take my advice?
| tdl you, working yoursdf into the ground dl the time is going to catch
up with you. Itll shorten your life, George," Dr. Cranford said.

"It hasn't yet. Now are you going to sgn my flying status papers or
not?'

"I don't have much choice. Air Force regulations are so damned
specific about it. | don't know why you bother-your flight pay is less as
a generd then it was as a lieutenant-colonel. But your reflexes are
perfect. Your eyedght is twenty-twenty. Your blood pressure and
eectrocardiogram and dectroencephaogram and every other damned
thing are annoyingly perfect. But George, your life Syleisgoing to catch
up with you."

"Jud dgn the paper. Doc, youre even more crotchety than usud.
Something bugging you?' Hagtings asked.

"Nothing except that I'm about to give up my practice and take up
fath heding. That seems to be where ny giftslie”

"Somebody didn't have the courtesy to die when you told him to?

"A whole bunch of somebodies. Hdf of the damned Senate has
waked into this office with every organ in their flabby bodies rotting
avay!

"You know that this is the best-equipped fadlity in the country. And
you know that | wouldn't tdl a man he was going to die unless | ran him
through every test known to man, plus a few | thought up mysdf. And



then not until he had Sx days to live and no hope. It's just not something
that a doctor likes to do. Besides the fact that many of them are my
friends, it's embarrassng to have to admit thet my professon is of no
damn use to them!"

"People have been getting wel?' Hagtings said.

"Scads of the bastards! It's driving me to drink and damned nearly to
profanity!™

"S0 this has been hgppening to everybody?'

"No. You've got to be in Congress to get a specid dispensation from
whatever God or devil is doing thisto me. And seniority seems to help.”

"You're serious about this?'

"Hdl yes, I'm serious! One week | tdl a senator to put his affarsin
order, and the next week he comes in with his heart besting and his liver
working and he's dive in front of God and everybody!"

"Do you have any theories about it?'

"l thought at firg that it was something that we were doing here by
accident. Turned the place upside down for months. Checked out every
batch of every drug that I'd given any one of them. Nothing. Then |
found out that two other doctors a different dinics were doing the same
damned thing. The only thing thet it correlates with is you've got to be a
congressman.”

"Wdl, have you checked out that angle?"

"Of course! The three of us have checked out every item in the
Capitol cafeteria. The kind of floor wax they use. The postage stamps.
The pencils. Anything that they would dl have in common. Hell, | even
sent aroll of ther toliet paper to the lab. Nothing!

"l figure that God doesn't want congressmen and hdl's ful up!"
Cranford said.

"Maybe | can give you a hand finding out what's behind this"

"You? Now, | appreciate the offer, but what use is a spook going to
be on amedicd research program?'



"You'd be surprised. Can you give me some specifics? Like who got
cured of what and when?' Hagtings said.

"No. | can't. That's privileged information, George."
"Wadl, youve gotten my curiosty up, Doc. Dont be surprised if
somebody with a warrant comes over to pick up your medica records.”

"And don't be surprised if | tdl your process server to go to hdl,"
Cranford said.

"Here isthe andlyss of those medicd records, gr,” Penddton said.

"Give it to me verbdly, Sergeant." Hadtings leaned back in his
padded chair.

"Yes dgr. In the past two years, eighteen U.S. senators and
fifty-seven members of the House have had spontaneous remissons of
maor diseases. The spectrum of the diseases is typicd for American
mdes in theair age group. In dl cases, ther internd organs now test out
as being equd to those of twenty-year-olds.”

"It dmogt makes me want to get into palitics,” Hagtings said. "What
ese do these particular congressmen have in common?'

"Nothing that's indicated, Sr. The sample seems to be random.”

"Pendelton, | want a very discreet andyss run on these men. Their
vating records. The places they vist. The people they know."

"Yes gr. Il get afew menonit”

"But discreetly. | don't have to remind you that the Congress has to
gpprove dl promotions of generd officers”

Martin Guibedo drove a battered two-ton truck across Degth Vdley
toward five acres of lush greenery growing out of the surrounding
desolation. Death Vdley had been one of the public parks that had
been sold to private interests in the early '90s to "didtribute the nation's
wedth to the poor” and make alot of paliticiansrich.



He parked next to the fountain and waddled, smiling, to the
five-gtory tree house in the center of the garden. "Ach! Pinecroft!” he
sad to the tree. "So beautiful youve grown! You have got to be the
prettiest tree my microscape ever made!”

The door opened for him, and he went through the huge living room,
noting plessantly that the waterfdls both worked and the deaning
gpparatus was doing its job. In the kitchen, an incredibly beautiful
woman rose to greet him, amiling.

"Unde Martin!" she gushed. "It's S0 good to see you!"

"Hi, Mona" Guibedo said uncomfortably. Is this an animal or a
people? "Wheres Hany?'

"Hanrich is in the communications lab, fourth levd down on your
right."

"Thanks" Guibedo stepped into the devator and thought, Uncle,
yet! | guess Heiny married her legal. None of my business, |
suppose. But sometimes Heiny goes too far.

Heinrich Copernick sat back, taking to two hemisphericd mounds
on his workbench. One was a meter across, the other a third of that.

"You both redize that, though parts of a multinodd communications
net, you are redly a sngle multiperson-dity organism. Refusing to tak
to each other is extremely adolescent behavior. Now go on with what

happened.”

"Yes my lord," the larger mound said. "So | said to mysdf, 'What is
your conception of spaciotempord redity? And | answered me,
'What? Now, how can | communicate with mysdf when my menta
fadlities are so different from my own?'

"Jud keep working on it Henrich sad. "Oh, Unde Martin! So
good to see you. What do you think of my latest?'

"Wadl, heis schmarter than the other one what you made, Heny."
"Which other one?'
"You know. That big dummy wheat dl the time dragged his knuckles



in his shit."

"You mus mean the Smianvaiaion labor and defense unit”
Henrich sad. "l've pretty much given up on that whole series.
Redesgning exiding bioforms turned out to be consderably more
difficult than | had origindly estimated."

"Yah. Told you so. Putzing around with natural-growed life forms is
like trying to build a wriswetch in a junkyard. You is better off in a
meachine shop. It takes maybe a little bit longer, but you know what you
oot

"It was judt thet my initid experiments with exising bioforms were so
successful, Unde Martin.”

"W, if you want to cal making yoursdf look like a gladiator in an
Itdian movie a successful experiment, you go ahead.”

"I can see nothing wrong with increesng my own drength and
gamina”
"Sure. That's fine. But the green eyes and the wavy black harr and

the baby-smooth complexion, Heiny? Kid uff! Youre seventy years
old and you oughta be above that kind of thing."

"I'm entitled to alittle fun."

"And what do you need with being seven feet tdl for, anyway?"

"For one thing, it hides the sze of my head,” Copernick said. "How
iIsyour end of it going, Uncle Martin?'

"Jud fine and ahead of schedule. My tree houses are getting red
popular. Eleven separate species arein public use, with nine more in the
advanced experimenta stage. My best estimates are one point five
million inhabited tree houses and eght million more growing up. Seven
million people are living in them right now!" Guibedo glowed with pride.

"Excdlent! That's dmogt one tenth of one percent of the world's
population.”

"The progression is a geometricd one” Guibedo said. "Were amogt
there, in a coupla years."



"I wasn't being facetious, Unde Martin. I'm genuindy proud of you.
How about the heavy-metd extraction project?

"That'swhet | came over here to tdl you about. Those kidney trees
we planted over the old mines are dl growed up.”

"Kidney trees?'

"Yah. | cdl them that because the extraction glands work judt like a
humen kidney, getting rid of poisonous substances.”

"Like gold, dlver, and plainum.” Henrich laughed. "But are they
working?'

"S0-s0. | think maybe | should have made the mercury come insde
o cherries ingtead of grapefruits. When they fdl off the tree, they go
schpritzing dl over the place. And the mercury gets absorbed by the

roots and goes up to the top of the tree, and comes schpritzing down
agan. Son of agun, shit. If that mercury was orange paint, 1'd look like

apumpkin.”

"You know, Uncle Martin, | could take care of your weight problem
pretty esgly.”

"Wha problem? | like beng me. And the ground is covered with
grapefruit rinds”

"Nothing serious, we can rig nets or something. But what about the
other metals?'

"Oh, that's pretty good, even if the trees are overworked with the
mercury. | got a lot of golden gpples and platinum pears out in the
truck. | didnt have room for the dlver pinecones or the osmium
cherries”

"Bladel Attention! Central Coordination Unit here"

A multicolor LDU lad asde the higtory text that he was reading and
trotted over to the CCU's Input/Output unit in his barracks. "Sr!"

"Blade, take your platoon and unload Lord Guibedo's truck. Assay
the contents and report. Build a smdter and convert the gold into



standard twenty-pound bars. Store the platinum for the time being.”
"grl"

"A truckload of gold and platinum!" Heinrich said. "Great! Now we
can afford to exercise our option to purchase on the land we planted the
trees on."

"And you better do it in a hurry, kid," Guibedo sad. "And get a big
fence around it. | saw atroop of boys out hiking, maybe two miles from
the man grove."

"Vintovkal Attention! Centra Coordination Unit here."
"grl"

"Vintovka, a troop of boys is on the march two miles north of the
heavy-metd extraction grove. | want them under continuous
observation. Launch four observation birds, different species, rotation at
ten-minute intervas. If the boys come within one mile of the grove,
notify me”

"Sr”

* * *

"Il get a lawyer right on it, Uncdle Martin. Or better dill, this would
be a good project for the Centra Coordination Unit."

"Crockett and Felderstein.”

"Mak? Henrich Copernick here)" the Centrd Coordination Unit
sad. "l've decided to exercise my option on the old Golden Hoard
mines Can you arange a dodng for next Tuesday morning, sy ten
am. a your officg?

"That's only 9x days away, but my dients have a clear title. Sure.
Y ou figure theré's some lifein those old mines?”



"| think it's worth atry. I'l bring a certified check for $950,000 with
me You can handle the title insurance, prorations, and so on."

"My usud two percent?'
"Bullshit! Hfty dollars per hour. Take it or leaveit.”
"Il teke it

"Kemper, Lodge, and Smith.”
"Bary? Heinrich Copernick here" the CCU sad.
"How are you, Henrich?'

"Great. Barry, I'm reopening the old Golden Hoard mines. Would
you file incorporation papers for a generd mining company. Cdl it
Golden Hoard, Inc., if you can.”

"Sure. Who are the incorporators and what's the stock salit?"

"You, Mona, and mysdf, with one share, ten thousand shares, and
twenty thousand shares, respectively.”

"l only get one lousy share?'

"So what do you want for nothing?'

"My usud. Ffty bucks an hour.”

"Done. Crockett and Felderstein are handling the dosing.”
"Il drop by and keep them honet.”

"l doubt that, but drop by anyway. And have the incorporation
papers ready to Sgn.”

"Centrd Coordination Unit?' Guibedo said. "You mean this big
round thing you were taking to when | came in? He sounded pretty
mixed up to me. You think he's ready for any kind of a job?"

"Certainly. Oh, just now there's a dight problem with integrating the
auxiliary ganglion | told hm to grow-"



"You told him to grow!" Guibedo ydled. "You're leting an intdligent
bioenginearing creation contral its own growth?"

"I wouldn't ordinarily, of course. But in this case it's quite necessary.
You see, once the world's economy is converted from a technologica
to a biologicd base, communications and a certain amount of centra
coordinetion are gill going to be necessary. It will be quite impossble to
mantain the telephones, computers, et cetera, without a factory sysem
to produce spare parts.

"l plan to have the Centrd Coordination Unit grow a ganglion into
each of your tree houses, with an input/ output unit in each room. These
ganglia beng pat of a gnge organism, will be in congant
communication with each other, so sending a message will be smply a
matter of talking to your loca ganglion.”

"Schwartz and Company.”

"Duffy? Heiny Copernick here," the CCU said.

"Heiny! | ant seen you in Sx monthd™

"Dont you fed glad? What's gold sling &7

"Seven hundred and eighteen dollars an ounce. How much you
wanna buy?'

"Not buy. Sdl. | got sSxty-six thousand ounces to unload.”

"Whee! How hot isit?"

"lce cold. Dug it up mysdlf. Let's see... That's just under fifty million."

"Wadl, there's my ten percent commission to figure in. But | aint got
that kind of money, Heiny!"

"Hve percent. Don't get greedy. Il ddiver it to you fird thing
Monday morning. You put a million in my account by noon, then a
million a day until you're paid up.”

"You gonna trust me for that kind of money?'
"l can think of four good reasons why | should. Want me to lig



them?'
"Not over the phone, for God's sake!™

* * *

"So what you got here is a telephone system. Wdll, at leedt itll stop
the phone wires from being ripped off when the tree house grows"
Guibedo said.

"Heé's not quite a telephone, Uncle Martin, in that communication isn't
ingdantaneous. The maximum speed I've been dble to get in a nerve
pulse is one hundred twenty meters per second. But you will be gble to
send a messge

"He more than makes up for his lack of speed. My brainchild, if
youll excuse the pun, has twenty-two times the gray matter of a human
brain. He is presently tied in with the wire services, mogt of the larger
computers in the country, and two other phone lines He's dready
loaded a quarter of the Library of Congressinto hsmamay.

"While most of his gray matter is used for input, output, and memory,
his1Q is quite unmeasurable. 1'd guess perhaps four hundred.”

"Wdl, if he's so schmart, what makes you think that you're going to
day boss, Hany?'
"That's hardly a worry, Unde Matin. In the firg place, I've indilled a

srong psychologica dependence into him. He could no more disobey
me-or you-than a dog could attack his master.”

"That's been known to happen.”
"In the second place, he's ahdl of anice guy.”
"So was Hitler when he wanted to be."

"And in the third place, he eats a fluid that only your trees can
produce. And your trees can survive only if they have a regular supply
of human excreta in their absorption toilets. He requires humans for his
vary exigence."



"Ach! If he's so schmart, he can figure away around that one.”

"You and | are the only beings who can operate a microscapd,
Unde Martin. I've indilled an absolute mentd block in the CCU
covering the fidds of chemigtry and biology. All of my engineered life
forms are in a symbiatic rdaionship with your trees and, thus, with us
humans”

"All of them, Heiny? What about Mona?"
"My wifeis as human as you or I!" Copernick shouted.

"You made her with the microscape | gave you!" Guibedo shouted
back. "You enginered her DNA jus like you did with thisthis
telephone thing, and don't you deny it!"

"I cdloned Mona after | modified the DNA of one of my own cdls,
Unde Martin. That modification doesn't reduce her humanity. Come on,
I'm modified and, to a lesser extent, S0 are you. Are we 0 inhuman?"

Guibedo thought, So he trades sodomy for incest, but he didn't say
it.

"Come on, Unde Matin. Let's eat. Well both be in a better mood
after dinner.”

"Knifd CCU herel"
"Srl"

"Knife, take 9x brigades and dig a tunnd, suitable for your species,
from here to the heavy-metd extraction grove, eighteen miles NNW of
here. Complete it by next Tuesday afternoon.”

"Sr! This route has never been surveyed. We have no knowledge of
rock and soil conditions.”

"Take more units as you need them. Report any difficulties to me”
"grl"

"Liebchen, thisis the CCU. Would you please report?’



A little humanoid with the hindquarters of a goat pranced over to the
I/O unitin her nursery.

"I'm Liebchen. May | help you?"

"Liebchen, for the next two weeks, the Labor and Defense Units are
going to be extremdy active. Except for those things rdating to the
comfort of the humans, | want dl of Pinecroft's systlems turned down to

the bare minmum and dl of Pinecrofts energy diverted to food
production for the LDUs. Could you do that for me, please?’

"It pleases me to serve you, my lord.”

"Not ‘lord,” dear. Only Lord Guibedo and Lord Copernick deserve
that title. And Liebchen, would you see to it that Lord Guibedo takes a
mild euphoric with his lunch? Nothing heavy, jus something that will
meke him ligen to reason.”

"Of course, gr. I'd be happy to."

Heinrich turned to the mounds on his workbench. "You guys keep at
it, hear? | want to see the new ganglia integrated sometime in the next
week."

"Yes my lord."

Asthey went up the devator, Hanrich said, "When you think about
it, Uncle Martin, Monalis probably your grandniece. How doesiit fed to
have your family grow?'

"l would have wished that maybe it grew another way."
"Oh, it's doing that, too. Twins, according to the tests”
Guibedo raised a huge white eyebrow.

"Dont worry, Uncle Martin. Mona.and | don't have a recessve gene
between us”

"CCU! Vintovka herdl"
"Yes Vintovka Report.”



"Srl The hiking troop is now one mile from the heavy-metd
extraction grove and proceeding directly toward it."

"Vintovka, launch another observation bird, an eagle this time, with
orders to attack the scout most separated from the troop. Injure him
auffidently to require immediate medica attention, but do not kill him."

"grt"

Lunch conssted of roladen and sauerbraten for Guibedo and
kielbasa, pirogi, and chanina for Mona and Heinrich, with black beer dl
around. All of which was synthesized in the kitchen cupboards by the
tree house.

Bobby Jackson had grown up in the downtown Los Angees Boy's
Home. This was his fird extended trip into the country, and he was
dead tired after roughing it in the desert hills for three days. Depite the
friendly jeers of his companions, he had straggled two hundred yards
behind the rest of his troop. To keep the othersin sight, he scrambled to
the top of alarge rock aongsde the path.

Above and behind him, an eagle caculated a trgectory, folded its
seven-foot wings and power-dived from sx thousand feet. As the
scoutmaster, a Big Brother donating his time to the home, turned to
meake sure no one hed Ieft the trail, he saw the divebombing bird. "Look
out, Bobby! Behind you!"

Bobby turned to see the huge bird coming a him at 150 miles per
hour. 1t was the lagt thing that his eyes would ever see.

The eagle struck Bobby square in the face. Without stopping, it
efidently plucked out both of his eyes and flavon

Misson accomplished.

"Heiny," Guibedo said with brown beer foam on his white mustache,
"that was one of the best medls| ever ate. | wonder why Pinecroft, your



tree house here, is such a better cook than my Bayon. | used the same
gene sequence for ther synthesizers.”

"Tha's easy,” Mona sad. "Heanrich is deveoping a series of
household servants. The darlings are too young to do any work yet, but
they have a sort of empathic contact with Pinecroft. They can contral its
growth to a certain extent, but more important, they can modify the
output of the food synthesizer, with the net result that we have a limitless
menu of excdlent food."

"Hey! That's great! That solves the biggest headache I've had, getting
the food right. Can these servants make a tree house add a room where
you want it?'

"Oh, yes, Unde Martin,” Henrich said. "But | cant take dl the

credit. Monas in charge of ther training, and doing a wonderful job. |
don't think | could have done it without her help.”

"Yah, Heiny. You sure are alucky guy.”
The CCU 1/0 unitin the kitchen, "My Lord Coper-nick?"
"What do you need?'

"I want to report, gr, tha pursuant to your suggedion, | have
aranged for you to close on the Golden Hoard mine property next
Tuesday mormning. Also, | have taken the liberty to cause a corporation
to be formed to own the mine"

" compliment your efficency.”

"Thank you, gr. | have had the truck unloaded and the contents
assayed. Arrangements have been made to have the gold smdted and
0ld for forty-five million dollars, through unorthodox channes The
platinum, with an estimated vaue of seven point four million, has been
stored pending the availability of suitable amdting facilities™

"Hey!" Guibedo sad. "Save me maybe twenty of those gpples.”

"Certainly, my Lord Guibedo. Arrangements have been made such
that you will have a convindngly functioning mine in one week, with
suitable machinery, fencing, and so forth.



"Also, the hiking troop has ceased to be a security problem. One of
their members was injured, and the others are carrying him out on a
dretcher.”

"Not badly, | hope" Henrich sad. "Mona, why dont you take
Unde Martin's truck out there and get that kid to a hospitd. I'll have a
bird guide you."

"Of course," Mona said, leaving.

"So what do you think of my Centrd Coordination Unit now, Unde
Martin?'

"W, Heiny, if them Nazi big shots would have had one of him, we
never would have made it out of Germeny!”

"My lords" the CCU said, "I would like to suggest that you use your
aurplus capitd to purchase additiond red edate, dating with the
baance of Death Vdley here”

"You know, Heiny, that's not a bad idea,” Guibedo said. "We could
build quite a aty here. Flenty of sunlight and there's water in them
mountains”

"I think you're right, Uncde Martin," Heanrich sad, tumning to the
CCU. "Do it!"

Later, surrounded by their rough plans for the city, Heinrich suddenly
sad, "Unde Matin, what did you want with those twenty golden
goples?’

"I thought maybe they would make nice Chrisgmeas presents.”
* * %
"Ben, you were able to get Mike to tak?' Generd Hadtings said.

"Heé's been tdking dl dong, George. It's just that we're darting to
meke some sense out of what he's saying.”

"S0, what does he have to say?'

"It's not that easy. It's a maiter of word-frequency corrdations. You
see, George, one of us has to be with im dl of the time. If the jamming



ever quits, somebody has to be there to sedate him before he drives the
rest of us insane. But when you put in a six-hour ghift ligening to a
madman rave, you eventudly notice certain words tumning up farly
often.

"You see two posshilities as to what the jamming is. One is Imply
thet it is a random noise, transmitted accidentaly or deliberately from
some naurd or atifiad source.

"The other theory is that the noise carries information between some
people or beings that we don't know about. If this is the case, the
information is being tranamitted a a rate severd hundred times faster
than the human nervous system can function, so mogt of us teepaths just
hear white noise. The posshility exids that Mike's syngpses are fast
enough to pick up the data and that the rest of his brain can't take the
information overload.

"Look. The humen brain is a series of pardld buffers and gates.
Faced with an information overload, such a sysem will skip a given
number of words for each word transmitted.

"On the theory tha Mike is repesting every hundredth-or
whatever-word in a series of messages, we recorded severd months of
his ravings and had them transcribed and analyzed by computer. Here is
alig of words that appear a gatisticdly sgnificant number of times™

Hadtings looked down at the lig of words. Near the top were
"Lord," "Copernick,” "Guibedo," "Life" and "Vdley." "Interesting,” he
sd.

"I thought youd like it, George. Then we had the computer
gynthesize daidicaly probable messages based on word frequency.
These aren't red messages of course. But they are amilar.”

The sheet of paper had a series of sentences like
"Lord Guibedo is going to Pinecroft.”
"The tunndling in Sector Three is completed.”
"Keep Sector Twenty-two cleared of traffic.”



"Better and better,” Hagtings said. "Get dl of this over to the Sham
Shop andy4s”

"Sure, George. There are reams of the uff. One other point-there's
abewildering variety of ancient and modern weapons mentioned, and in
jugt about every language there is We're not sure what they stand for,
but if these are code words, there are a least severd thousand of
them."



Chapter SIx

MARCH 4, 2003

NATURAL SELECTION generally functions in favor of the species
rather than of the individual. Take the process of aging.

It is obvioudy to the advantage of the individual to go on
living forever. Thisis not a biological impossibility. The processes
involved in repairing a cut finger are considerably more complex
than those involved in smply keeping the body in the same shape
today that it was in yesterday.

But individual immortality is not in the best interests of the
species. Immortal great-grandparents would soon overcrowd the
species ecological niche. Younger generations-containing some
individuals genetically superior to their ancestors-would tend to
be sgueezed out by their more experienced progenitors. The
evolutionary process would stop in that species, and it would
eventually be forced out of its niche-tailed off-by some more
dynamic life form.

However, as an individual, | did not want to die. When the
instrumentation to prolong my own life became a possibility, |
threw the resources of my entire corporation behind it. Biological
engineering was a natural outgrowth of this work on
rejuvenation.

There are short-term problems with rejuvenation. Mostly
social. When you look twenty-five and have the glands of a
twenty-five-year-old, you naturally want to relate to
twenty-five-year-olds. But the youngsters of 2000 have a vastly



different cultural background from those of 1950. Different
morals. Different body language. The results were sometimes
amusing, more often sad.

As to the long-term problems with rejuvenation, well, I'll have a
lot of time to work on them.
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Genegrd Hadtings waked unannounced into the office of the NBC



news chief. "Wdl, Norm. Youve come a long way from beng a
combat reporter.”

Norman Boswdl looked up from the papers on his cluttered desk.
"Mgor George Hagtings. No. Mgor General George Hadtings. You've
come a ways, too, but you're dill a brash son-of-a-bitch. How the hdl
did you get past my secretary?”'

"It's the uniform, Norm. It gets them every time. She precticaly
suted.”

"She practicdly sduted hersdf out of a job! Now, before your
unfortunately hasty departure, what the hdl do you want?'

Hadtings moved a cigar box, sat on the papers on Boswel's desk,
and said, "A little information, Norm, and a litle hep. | want to know
more about Dr. Martin Guibedo. What can you show me?'

"The door. It's over there. Get off my goddamn desk and use it."

"Shortly, shortly. Now, one of your employees, a Miss Patricia
Cambridge, knows a lot about Guibedo. She has interviewed him, had
dinner with him, and done a documentary on him. | think she ether
knows where heis, or knows how to find him."

"l should send a sweet kid like Paity out on a manhunt? Bullshit! You
want Guibedo? Send out your own damn goond™

"My son, Il tdl you a secret. They've tried. Many times, they've
tried.”

"That's a secret? Next tdl me about the secret Statue of Liberty
hiding in New Y ork Harbor. Every goddamn cop in the country carries
a photo of Guibedo in his wdlet! Why should your spooks be any
different? The answer is no. | won't do it or get Cambridge involved.
Now get out of my officel”

Hadtings leaned toward Boswell, cumpling an eight-by-ten glossy
photo in the process. "l think you should reconsider that, Norm."

"l don't owe you a goddamn thing. Out!"
"No, but you have an obligation to our favorite uncde Youre a



sergeant in the reserves, Norm. He might need to cdl you up.”

"0 it's threats now, is it? Well, have you ever thought about whet a
news chief can do to a public servant?'

"Fed free. I'm dean. Have you ever thought about what a generd
officer can do to a sergeant?’

Hadtings Ieft the office whigling the tune to "Cdl Up the God Damn
Reserved!”

"No! Undle Matin, | won't do it!"

"What! This | hear from the little kid | carried through the snow on
my back in Germany? Heiny, | tdl you my left kidney has falled and the
other oneis weak! If you do not hdp me, | will dig"

"Yegh, yeah. Two months ago it was your right lung, and before that
it was your prostrate gland, and before that it was your thyroid. Every
time you ingsted that | do a hack-and-patch job on you, and every time
I've wasted two weeks doing the specia programming. Well, no more!™

"But Heiny, my kidneys-"

"l know. | dso know that your Ieft lung is weak and your pituitary is
bdow par. Look. We have a dandard program for replacing your entire
gandular system. It's a proven program that weve used successfully on
hundreds of people. What's more, | can start you on it in ten minutes,
not two weeks. In fifteen days youll be a new man. That I'll do for you,
but no more hack and patch!"

"Theres dill somelifein this old heart, Heiny."

"Less than you think, and if your heart goes, | won't have two
weeks for programming the standard program. Take it or leaveit.”

"Heny, you make me ashamed, but | guess | gotta take it."

* * *

When Norman Boswdl got to his office, his IN basket contained a
telegram that began "Greetings..." It informed him that he was to report



in uniform to the base commander, Lackland AFB, Texas, no later than
noon, March 19, 2003.

He swore at the wall for aful hour, chewed out the gifl who brought
him his coffee, and called Patricia Cambridge into his office

Boswel stretched and rolled his neck, rdaxing himsdf. "Ah. Patricia,
comein, comein. Have a seat.”

"Thanks, boss. What can | do for you?'

"For me? | think itswhat | can do for you. Firg, | want to say how
pleased | am with your work. In just eght years with NBC, your
accomplishments have been remarkablel”

"Thank you. And it's nine
"Nine?'
"I've been with NBC for nine years.”

"Oh. Right, foolish of me. As | was saying, I'm proud of you, and I'm
putting you in for a subgtantid raise.”

"Ooh! Thank you!"

"It should come through in a few weeks. Furthermore, | think you're
reedy for bigger things”

"Bigger than a popular show?'

"Bigger. Red news reporting in the grand old style! The kind of thing
that sent Stanley across Africain search of Dr. Livinggone. The kind of
thing that exposed Nixon a Watergate or Blackstone's deeds in
Geneva Big!"

"Hdd reporting? What about my show?'

"Oh, Mary can fill in while you're gone. But for you -the Quest for
Dr. Martin Guibedo!"

"But that's a dead end! It's been years! Nobody hes seen Guibedo
since he broke jail."

"Wrong, Patty. Somebody's seen him because somebody broke him
out. Look. A lot of guff passes over this desk. Most of it's solid news,



but a lot of it is hints suggestions, possibilities. When it conies to
Guibedo, those hints dl point in one direction-Deeth Valey."

"l know, boss. His nephew owns it. But look, Jm Jennings did a
show on Degth Vdley lag fdl, and his ratings were lousy."

"Yes but Jennings only spent a day there. Youll have weeks.
Jennings doesn't know Guibedo, but you do. And Jennings had a full
camera crew."

" don't even get a camera crew?"

"When you're ready for it, we can have the L.A. crew there in two
hours flat. But &t firg you're better off without it.”

"At firs? Just how long do you expect me to spend in the boonies?!

"Whatever it takes, Patty. Youll have an open expense account and
dl the time youll need.”

"And come back to what? With Mary running it, my ratings will be a
shambled | might not even have a show.”

"May can handle it, and it will dill be your show. Officdly, youll
just be on vacation.”

"What happens if Guibedo's not in Degth Vdley?'

"Then go where he is. Open expense account, remember? Petty, |
want you to do this Enough sad?'

Petty took a deep breath. "Okay. But don't be surprised if 1 go
looking for imin London, Paris, and the Riviera"

"Whatever you fed is best.”

"You redly mean that?"

"l trugt you, Patty. Just be on a plane this afternoon.”

"This afternoon! But my show-"

"Mary can handle it. Now get moving. | have work to do."
"Yes gar."

"And Petty, keep in touch!”



When Cambridge had left his office, Boswdl unlocked his lower
desk drawer, removed a dusty bottle of Glen Livet, and poured himsdf
avery diff drink.

The next moming, he received a tdegram cancding his cdl-up
orders.

Patricia drove her rented Lincoln dong 1-15, heading northeast
across the Mohave Desart. Going full blagt, the ar conditioner was
bardy able to cope with the desert heat. She took the cutoff north
toward Degth Vadley and within an hour was driving past sand dunes
and baked desert flats.

Topping arise, she found hersdf driving through an immense parking
lot. There were cars, trucks, and vans of every description scattered
over the plan. There were thousands of them, maybe hundreds of
thousands. Some were covered with canvas tarps, others with tailored
dug jackets, but mogt were jugt Stting there with the wind and sand
soouring pant and glass. There were no traffic lanes or painted lines.
Each vehide was smply left in some random spot that its owner thought
was good enough. Many were obvioudy abandoned, with tires missng
and doors gar.

Patricia dowed down. Beyond the lot, she saw a solid wal of tree
houses. On the front porch of one, aman sa in shorts and sandals, atal
drink in his hand.

Patricia stopped and lowered the passenger window. "I'm looking
for Life Vdley!™

"This is good,” the man sad in a relaxed, friendly voice. "Because
that's exactly what you've found.”

"W, how do | drivein there?'
"You don't maam. Would you care for some lemonade?’

"Uh. Yes. Thank you." The dry heat hit her as she Igft the Lincoln
and walked to the porch. "What do you mean, | don't? Do | need some
kind of permisson?'



"No, maam. | mean you dont drive. Thisis as far as the roads go.
Beyond here, it's footpaths and shank's mare” He handed her a tdl
frosted glass. "Pardon my saying it, maam, but you look a lot like that
tdlevison lady, Patricia Cambridge.”

S much for playing the superdeuth, Patricia thought. "I guess
that's because I'm her. But I'm just on vacation now."

"Wdl, Il be. It's surdy a pleasure to meet you, mdam. I'm Harold
Dobrinski, but mogt folks just cdl me Hank."

Patricia amiled. "My pleasure, Hank, and cdl me Petty."

"Thank you, Patty. My wife is a big fan of yours and she is going to
be sore unhappy about not being here. Would you believe that this very
afternoon, the batteries in the TV went dead in the middle of your show,
and Meg, that's my wife, went out to buy some new ones. Shell be
back in an hour or 0o, if you'd care to wait. You surdy do look like a
cool shower would be welcome, or maybe a dip in the pool ?*

"Thank you, but | redly have to get settled in. Is there a good hoted
around here?"

"Frad not, mdam, no hotels, good, bad, or midd'n. Theres been
some talk about some being designed, but nothing's grown up yet."

"Thereés no place to say at al?'

"Now, | didn't say that. Mogt of these tree houses have a guest room
or three. I'd lend you one of mine, but both are ful up. | think Barb
Anderson has an empty. Well put you up there”

"Uh. Wel, thank you. But | can't impose on..."

"That's right, maam. You can't impose, 'cause it's no impaogtion.
What do you think the guest rooms are for? It's not like youll be living
in the same room with another family. Guest rooms dl have a private
entrance, and a kitchen and a bath. You wont have to see the
Andersons unless youre of a mind to pay a socid cdl. It's jugt that

youll be living in the same plant as them. Has to be that way, you
Know."



"Has to?"

"A tree house has to have somebody living in to say hedthy. Guest
rooms sometimes go empty for months, so they have to be pat of a
home that's lived in, you know."

"Oh. | remember Dr. Guibedo saying saying something about that.
Have you seen him recently?'

"Seen him? No, mdam, | can't say that I've ever met the gentleman.
Heard about him, of course.”

"How long have you lived here, Hank?"!
"About two years, maam.”

"Cdl me Patty. You mean youve lived here for two years and
haven't seen Dr. Guibedo? | thought he lived here”

"l suppose he might, Patty. But you know, before | came out here, |
lived fourteen years in Andulusa, Alabama, but | never once met the
mayor there. Now, if you've finished tha lemonade, give me your car
keys and well see about getting you settled in. Uh, you might want to
think about changing those high heds for something you can wak on
grassin."

When her bags were out of the Lincoln, Patty said, "Uh, what do |
do about the car?'

"You judt leave that to me Patty. Il see tha she's parked
somewhere. You going to be saying long?'

"A week, maybe."

"Then I'll see that its covered with a tarp. You would be amazed a

wha a sandstorm can do to a fine car like this" Hank picked up her
suitcases and led Petty to a neighboring tree house. "You ever lived in a

tree house, Petty?"
"No, but | know my way around one."

"Then I'l just let you rest up for a while” He set the bags in the
middle of the forty-foot room. "If you've amind, later, Meg and | would

truly enjoy your stopping by."



"Thanks. | might." Patricia got out her NBC credit card. "Whet do |
owe you?"'

"Owe me? Why, you don't owe me anything, maam.”
"But surely, some smd| gratuity..."

"Maam, my socid security pays me ten times what | spend, and |
don't think anybody in the valey's set up to use plastic money.”

"But I..."

"Pad infull by the pleasure of meseting you. But like | said, drop by.
Meg would likeit."

After he Ieft, Patricia showered, then took a long soak in a ten-foot
tub. Jet lag was catching up with her and she was adeep by sunset.

She was up a dawn, and, dressed in a rudic fushia leotard and
thighthigh sandals, she went exploring.

There were no street numbers on the houses. There weren't even any
streets. People had modly just planted ther houses where it suited them
and the houses had mogtly grown to within a dozen feet of each other,
somehow respecting each other's space. The paths between them rardy
went for two hundred feet without branching at odd angles, and those
two hundred feet were never sraight. A far cry from Manhattan Idand!

Among the tree houses, the ar had a pleasant temperature, neither
hot nor cold, dry nor humid.

There were a lot of people out, and in western fashion, they dl
seemed to have time to stop and chat. But nobody hed ever met Dir.
Guibedo.

At noon she had lunch with a tadl bachelor who was disgppointed
when she wouldnt stay, and she went on, tadking to people, asking
questions.

By five she decided it was time to head back and asked directions.

"The parking lot? Wel, it'sin that direction. About eght miles as |
recollect.”



By 3x it was in this direction, and about ten miles avay. The walls
pressed in on her, a horrid green jungle.
By seven she knew tha she was hopdedy logst. She sat down,

exhausted, on a park bench and fended off three pickup attempts in the
growing dusk. She started to drift off into deep.

"Land sakes, child! Areyou Sck?'

Patricia looked at the tiny, shrivded old woman in front of her.
"What? Oh, no. I'm not sck. I'm judt tired. Tired and log."

"Log, huh? Wdl, you shouldn't be out herein the dark. Aint proper,
not for a young woman of any breeding.” The woman's dress was thirty
years out of date.

"Isit unsafe?!

"Unsafe? Wl | don't recollect anybody being hurt. But there's boys
in this neighborhood who are downright rambunctious Singing and
carying onftill dl hourd You just come dong with me. My house is just
around the corner, and there's a spare room hasn't been used in months.
Widl, up, child"

Patricia obediently followed the old woman home.

At the end of the second day, she was told thet she was Sxteen miles
from the parking lot.

On the third day, she hired a twelve-year-old boy to guide her back.
Children had plenty of uses for money, and no socid security checks.

She spent a day recuperating and curang her boss a NBC. Then
she went out again.

Patricia Cambridge parked her bicycle in the growing dusk by the
largest private tree house she had ever seen. She was very unsure of
hersdf as she knocked on the door. Two weeks of dead ends and fdse
leads were tdling on her. It opened.

"Can | be of service to you, my lady?"



Patricia was shocked by the creature's appearance. Whie trangoarat
bouses weare in thet seeson, gang about bare-breasted was not. 1t was a
minute or two before she naticed thet whilefrom the wast up her gredter looked
like a wdl-devel opad addesoart, fram the was doan e was more goat than
human. And her ears were pointed.

"Uh, I'm Patricia Cambridge. Does Dr. Guibedo live here?'

"Yes, my lady. My Lord Guibedo has mentioned you. He is in his
workshop. | shdl tdl him that you're here. Please come in.”

Succesd

Theliving room of the tree house was fabulous, comfort and beauty
hed been Guibedo's only consderations when he designed it. Seated
with a gourd of champagne by a watefdl, Paricia waited for an hour,
reading old trade journds. It was cool in the cavernous room, and
Pdricia, dressed in busnesdike microshorts and a transparent top,
became chilly waiting for Dr. Guibedo.

Fndly Guibedo bubbled intaking rapidly, waving his thick arms.
"Ach, Paty! Sorry to keep you waiting, but when you got a DNA loop
dretched out, you don't go away until you're finished with it, by gally!
Hey! It's gonna be so pretty, Paty! This litle seed is gonna be the
theater and exercise room for the balet society here. If those little girls
hed any idea what atime | had with that big mirror, hooh!" He amiled at
the faun.

"Liebchen! | am so happy you take such nice care of our guest. | get
more proud of you every day, by galy!" The faun glowed with
happiness, wiggled her hoofs on the carpet, and waggled her tal
vigoroudy.

"But anyway, Paity! What are you doing here and why didn't you get
here before? | havent seen you for three years You don't like me or
wha?' What a pretty girl this Patty id Guibedo thought.

"Uh, why didn' I... Dr. Guibedo, don't you redize that every manin
the FBI is looking for you? That every government in the world is
screaming for your blood? I'm amazed that | found you so quickly,
when none of those government men could. It's the biggest manhunt



snce Paty Hears."

"Wadl, alot of them did find me then they looked the town over and
decided that maybe daying here was nicer than playing cops and
robbers. What do you think of my town? Pretty snazzy, huh?"

"It's gorgeous, Dr. Guibedo! But I'd hardly cdl it a town-it covers
hdlf of Deeth Vdley!"

"We paid for it far and square. And now we cdl it Life Vdley." This
Patty looks so much like my poor Hilde, before she died.

"But | dill don't see how you were so easy to find."

"Smple. You didn't come here looking to hurt nobody, and you
didn't bring your whole tdevison sudio aong. We try not to get too
much publicity.” With his new set of glands, Guibedo was feding urges
thet he hadntt fdt in thirty years.

"Publicity! Dr. Guibedo, snce your trees killed dl those people,
you've been one of the mog sought-after men in the world!"

"Ach. That was an accident! | was only making it so the tree could
fix its own absorption toilet. And when a plant thinks you dont like it, it
doesn't grow s0 good, and some of the tailets grew in the beds and
absorbed afew people”

"A few people! You sent those seeds to some of the mogt influentid
people in the world. Thousands of them were killed!"

She even gets mad like my Hilde did. "That many people can
darve to degth in Africa, and nobody cares enough to give them a
sandwich. No! The problem was that they were dl big shots. And the
worgt crime that a big shot can think of is killing a big shot. Anyway, |
gat dl that fixed now. The worst thing that can happen is if you hate
your tree, the food gets not so good.

"Food! Hey, Liebchen! Would you get me some sauerbraten and
some Boch beer, please? And maybe some strude for Petty?"

"Yes my lord" Happy to be noticed a last, the faun pranced into
the kitchen.



"Ach, Liebchen is so pretty.”
"Dr. Guibedo, wha is she?'

"Liebchenisafaun. You see, my nephew, Heny, he makes with the
anmds like I make with the plants. Fauns are sort of part of the tree.
The brains of it. Liebchen is in empathic contact with Oakwood, my
tree house here. She makes him grow the way | want, and she controls
the food synthesizer. You just explain to Ligbchen what you want, give
her a couple of tries, and you got it. Liebchen and Oakwood will do
anything to make you happy.”

"But I've been in Degth, er-Life Vdley hdf my vacation and | haven't
seen anything like her.”

"W, you ain't seen anything like my beautiful Oakwood who we're
gtting in now, either. You got to understand thet the smarter animas
have to grow up dow 0 they can learn. This Oakwood is eight months
gnce | made the seed. Liebchen is four years old and is only now
grown up. So we cant make so many of them quickly. All of them so
far had to be grown in bottles and educated by Heany's pretty wife.

"Oh, one thing you got to remember around Liebchen is to be dl the
time nice. Fauns get Sck when you get mad a them. And they die if
they think that nobody loves them. Heh! That's about the only thing that
can kill one. Well, that and radiaion.”

Liebchen, her tal out proudly, pranced back in with a tray of food,
put the tray on the coffee table, and curled up a Guibedo's feet, her
head againg his lederhosen.

"Yau men thet dl faurs are susogptible to rediation, Dr. Guibedo?' Partidly
because the food wasin front of Guibedo and patidly from Liebchen's
example, but mogtly because, what with her scanty garments, she was
cold, Patricia came around and sat very close to Guibedo.

"l mean that most of our engineered life forms are very susceptible to
radiation, Patty. You see, with naturd life forms, you got DNA in a
double hdix. Now, when a chunk of rediaion hits it, it usudly breaks
only one gtrand, which usudly grows back like it was but sometimes a
litle bit different which makes for mutation and, occasondly,



improvement.”

Guibedo fdt awkward being o close to Patricia, and he gulped his
beer nervoudy. He would have moved away except that Ligbchen was
pressed tightly againg his other side.

"But with an engineered life form, you don't want it different. Mein
Gott! What if some big shot would start bresding my pretty Lidodhen to be
sddeasinanamy! Or worse yet, to St behind some damn typewriter! No!
What weueissngedrand DNA, aliieht likewhet they cdl RNA, o if some
radiation hitsit, the loop breaks and the cdl maybe dies, but cannot be
modified. This way my pretty Liebchen's children will be absolutely
identicd to her, because she reproduces asexudly.”

"Asxudly! Do you meen that there aren't any mde fauns?' As
Petricia talked, her pointed breast touched Guibedo's am. She wasnt
redly conscious of it, but Guibedo was. Very.

Liehchen refilled the glasses.

Guibedo gulped nervoudy & his beer. This little girl could be my
granddaughter. Might have been if them damn Naz big shots
hadn't killed my Hilde. "Thet's right. No need for boys. In nature, the
boys is to mix up the genes so sometimes the kid gets the good parts of
both his parents. And because, in higher animds, the kid and the mother
can't take care of themsdlves, the boys is to protect them.” Guibedo put
his am around Patricia. Spping daintily a her glass, Patricia suggled
into the warmth of his pudgy side.

Liebchen filled their glasses again.

"But with engineered life forms, you designed it right the fird time.
And you gat red humans around to protect the kids and pregnant girls,
0 you get a symbictic relationship. And the other reason is that
sngle-strand DNA can duplicate eighty times faster than double-strand,
90 they grow like blue lightning!™

"But, Dr. Guibedo, how can you have reproduction without sex?"
Petricia said, trying to ask intdligent questions This interview will make my
carex in broadcading.



Hooh! This little one's got sex on the brain, Guibedo thought.

"Nathing to it. The problem is making them not reproduce. You see,
you got to make sure that you got as many houses or fauns as you need.
But you aso got to make sure that you don't get too many. We cant
have tree houses crowding each other for sunlight, or Liebchens running
around like unloved dley cats”

Liebchen shuddered a the word "unloved" but topped off the
glasses.

"Thereis got to be harmony, or the world me and Heiny are building
would be just as crud as the one nature made. With the trees, it's easy.
Each tree grows seeds in a cupboard, which gay there until you pick
them. If you want a house, you find one just like what you want and ask
the owner for a seed. Then you got to plant it and water it every day for
three months. So it can't just happen by accident. And the grown tree is
got to have people living in it, for the fertilizer. So you got baance.
Mutud need. Symbioss.”

Liebchen was keeping the glasses filled. Guibedo was drinking far
more than usud. Patricia was drinking on the theory that she needed the
antifreeze.

"With intdligent animas, they can make thar own decisons. We
meke them so they got to be redl happy before they can have kids. And
you have to ask them please, red often, before they get pregnant.”

"Show Liebchen can gat knocked up whenever she wants to?' The
champagne was garting to tdl on Petty.

"Liehchen is knocked up now! Fauns is way different from humans.
Like ther body temperature is eght degrees cooler than ours, which is
why fauns don't wear clothes around here, but humans do." W,
Guibedo thought, looking through Patricias transparent blouse to her
bikini bottoms, most humans do.

"And which is dso why we keep the temperature in here at Sixty-five
degrees.”

Now tha the subject had been brought up, Paricia was too



comfortable to want to do anything about it.

“Like they can only eat a specid fluid what the tree makes, which
contans everything they need and nothing dse Liebchen's smdl
intestine just keeps getting smdler until it ends. The only holes she's got
are in her pretty head. She has breasts because they're pretty and
because fauns is to take care of human children.”

Guibedo gently put his fingertips on Patricias right nipple. She didn't
seem to mind. Actudly, she didn't even notice.

"Ach, | tak and tak and o late it gets. Come on, Patty. Is time for

Leaning drunkenly together, their arms about each other for support,
Guibedo led Patricia through a branch to his bedroom.

"Ach, it will be so nice" Guibedo sad gently. "You degp with me
tonight."

Paricia was shocked sober in an ingant. It had smply never
occurred to her to think of kindly, wise old Guibedo as a sexud being.

"Uh.. 1..." For a second she stood tongue-tied, then Petricia ran
down to the living room.

Guibedo was egudly confused. He stood motionless for a while,
then turned to his bedroom, flopped on the bed, and cried himsdf
adeep.

A knowledgable and sober observer would have understood the
problem. Guibedo and Patricia had vadlly different culturd backgrounds
and, as a reault, used totdly different body languages. To Guibedo,
when a nearly nude woman aggressively shuggles into your ams, she is
obvioudy eager for sex. By Patricids standards, she was properly
dressed and was merdy being friendly to a nice old men.

Meanwhile, Liebchen was shuggled up on her favorite couch-the
broad comfortable back of an LDU. Something about Dirk's inherent
deadliness dways excited her, and he reciprocated by doing for her
whatever amdl favors he could. Just now his skin was a good imitation
o a Campbdl Tartan because Liebchen liked Scottish Tartans.



Crouched down, doing his usud guard duty he looked like a big ovd
pillow. Patricia had just spent hours in the same room with him without
being aware of his existence.

Liehchen was dartled awake as Patricia blundered, crying, toward
the door. The ways of humans would ever be a mysery to Liebchen,

but her programming put courtesy and hospitdity first. "My lady! Are
you in pan?'

Patricia stopped. "Uh... No. I... I'm okay. But I've got to go now."

"But my lady! It is so late. Where would you go? How could you
find your way in the dark?'

There was a certain logic in what the faun said.

"Thereis a guest room behind the kitchen, my lady. It has alock on
the door, and a private exit. Oh, plesse, my lady. Accept our
hogpitaity."

After abit of confused argument, Patricia agreed. She fdl adegp on
the guest bed, trying to sort out what had heppened.

The next morming, Patricia and Liebchen sat done a the breakfast
table.

"My lady, | do not understand what happened last ngt”
“I'm not sure | understand it mysdif, Liebchen.”
"Does it have to do with your bisexud reproduction cusom?'

"Reproduction? Wdl, not exactly, except in a roundabout way," sad
Petricia. How do you explain romantic love to an asexual being?

"And my Lord Guibedo found you to be a suitable mate, but you
rejected him?'

"| didnt exactly rgect him, | just didnt want-Liebchen, | cant
explanit to you."

"My lady, you have mated before, havent you?' Liebchen persisted.

"Uh... Yes. Of course. I'm twenty-nine, Liebchen.”

"Were the others as intdligent as my Lord Guibedo?



"Goodness, no! I've never met anyone with a brain like his Why, he
broke the genetic code singlehanded.”

"Were the others as warm and generous as my Lord Guibedo?"

"They were nice, but S0 is Dr. Guibedo.”

"My lady, if Lord Guibedo is superior to your earlier mates, why did
you accept them and rgect hm?'

"Liebchen, | know | won't explain it right, but there are other things a
gr looks for in aman. | mean, Dr. Guibedo's nice, but he's so old and,

uh, portly."

"And your programming requires tha your mates have certan
physica characterigtics?'

"Programming! Liebchen, | wasn't programmed! | was raised
neturdly.”

"All beings are programmed, my lady. We engineered life forms are

progranmed rationdly. Naturd life fooms are programmed in a
somewhat random manner. But they are programmed nonethdess™

"l dont want to argue with you, Liebchen." Petricia decided to
change the subject. "This breskfast is ddicious™

"Thank you, my lady. | thought that it would be what was desired by
one of your... background. You mug try this" Liebchen handed Petricia
aglass. "l made it gpecidly for you."

Theliquid looked like a mixture of milk and pink grapefruit juice, but
it was hard to say no to someone as eager as Liebchen. Patricia took a

polite Sp.

"Thank you. It is good." She took alarger drink. "In fact, it's great!"
Patricia finished the glass. "Whet do you cdl it?'

"It doesn't have a name yet, my lady."

"Thenwhat isit?' Patricia fdt suddenly deepy, and dumped onto the
table, unconscious.

When Peatricia was completey unconscious, Liebchen said, "It is a



light dose of a behaviord modification compound thet will change your
perceptions and programming somewhat, my lady. It will increase the
happiness of dl concerned.” Liebchen was programmed to dways give
ahuman a complete answer.

When Guibedo came in, unshaven and looking a the floor, Patricia
was up and amiling.

"Good morning. I'm glad you're il here, Petty. I've got to gpologize
for lagt night. Maybe | drank too much, but | was way out of line"

Patricia got up and put her arms around Guibedo, her fingertips not
quite touching each other behind him. She kissed him full on the mouth.
"Theré's nothing to gpologize for, handsome.”

These girls, thought Guibedo. As soon as you've got them figured
out, you're wrong!

Liebchen smiled and wiggled her hoofs happily on the carpet.



Chapter Seven

MARCH 20, 2003

UNCLE MARTIN'S tree houses will totally alter the
world's economic structure. In fact, economics in the ordinary
sense of the word will cease to exist. Our present political and
social structure, with all their inequities, are completely dependent
on economics. Without it they will fall.

It would be criminal to destroy those structures without having
something better to take their place. Most of my animals are
designed to replace existing governmental services.

The LDUs can perform a variety of functions, such as being a
police force, a medical corps, dog catchers, and what have you.
The fauns should be able to handle at least primary education. The
TRACs will do most construction and transportation. And the
Central Coordination Unit can take care of communications.

But setting up a rational, decent social structure is going to
require more than bioengineering.

Eventually every human being will have an equal and high
standard of living. Historically, certain groups have enjoyed this
postion: the Czarist aristocracy; the Roman nobility; the
present-day idle rich. But | don't like any of these cultures. Maybe
we can try for something better. The only thing that | know for
certain is that a peaceful culture needs a peaceful environment to
grow in. If I must lie to maintain the illusion of tranquility, so beit.

-Hein
rich
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tape

“I'm glad that you volunteered for this misson, Jack. If you hadn't,
I'd have to order you to go," Generd Hadtings said.

"l hed thet feding, Generd.”
"It's just that you're the best fidd agent | have.”
"The best that you have left, you mean.”

"Breckenridge and Thompson were good men. But you will have
some advantages that they didn't. For one thing, you will have
completdy discretionary powers. Do you understand?’ Hagtings asked.

"Sure. I'm not dlowed to kill anybody unless| want to."

"Cruddy put, but accurate. Also, your misson is not Smply to spy.
You are to seek out Heinrich Coper-nick and/or Martin Guibedo. We
believe that they are in Degth Vdley. You are to find out as much as
possible about their bioenginesring techniques, then diminate them.
Arrest them if possible. Kill them if necessary. And in no event
will you adlow yoursdf to be captured.”

"You mean ‘ceptured dive’ Okay. What about my modus
operandi?"

"Thet is completdy a your own discretion. You may dgn for any
materids and money that you fed appropriate,” Hastings said.

“"Lovdy. I've dways hoped for orders like this™

"This is the mogt important misson of your life It is dso the most
dangerous.”

"What about the reporting procedure?’

"There it one. It is quite possible that we have been infiltrated.
Once you wak out of that door, you're on your own."

"Quits. See you in afew weeks, Generd."



Patricia Cambridge stretched luxurioudy between stin sheets on the
huge bed. Her whole body tingled with a new awareness of itsdf. She
never would have believed that the world could be so enchanting, thet
sex could be so totdly stiying.

"If you're findly awake, Petty, come on in. The water's find" Martin
Guibedo cdled from the pool a the far end of the bedroom. Liebchen
was sudsang down his pucy body.

"Oh, Dr. Guibedo! Will Liehbchen wash me, too? She's got to be the
prettiest thing your nephew ever mecd”

"Sheis and she will, and please cdl me Martin."

"After lagt night, | should cal you lover!" Patricia splashed into the
pool and swam over to them.

"Hooh! Nobody ever cdl methat before. | like it!"

They collided with exuberance and laughter neer the center of the
pool.

After having washed and dried and dressed her masters, Liebchen
pranced through the branch to the kitchen. The water running off the
blond fur on her legs left hoofprints on the carpet. "Two meders to
sarve, Dirk!" She giggled to the Labor and Defense Unit in the living
room. "lsn't it wonderful!"

Dirk raised his eye tentacles from the book of Orienta philosophy he
was reading. "It is pleasant to see our Lord Guibedo happy. We owe
him so much."

After the usud excdlent breakfast, Guibedo sad, "Petty, it's good to
have you here for a bunch of reasons. For one thing, we got a fourth for
pinochle”

The CCU 1/O unit on the kitchen wdl said, "My Lord Guibedo,
Lord Copernick requests your presence a his tree house."

"Telephone, tdl him I'm going to take a couple days off this morning.



| see him maybe Tuesday.”

"He sad it was important, my lord. My Central Coordination Unit
has compiled some criticd information.”

"So what's the information? Y ou're the same animdl, aren't you?"
"l am, my lord, but | didn't tdl me whét it was"

"Some coordination you got there. Tuesday!" Guibedo turned away
from the telephone. "Hey, Dirk! Bring some cards. With you here,
Petty, we can play two teams, you and Liebchen againg me and Dirk,
S0 they gotta play far. With playing three-hand cutthroat, they let me dl
the ime win."

"Never, my lord," Dirk said, a pinochle deck in his hand. His laterd
tentacles were holding a book in front of his starboard eyes.

"Achl You know, Patty, Dirk never usad to lie util he started into
philosophy. Dirk, whet are you reading now?"

"The Shih Ching, nmy lord," Dirk sad, shuffling and deding, "a
poetry anthology commonly said to have been edited by Confucious.”

"Twenty-onel" Paity said. "Martin, how can Dirk read and play
cards a the same time?' She dill didn't fed comfortable around the
LDU.

"Hés got sx pairs of brans Peatty. Heny made hm so he could
figure strategy, tactics, and where he was putting his foot dl at the same
time So right now, one chunk of him is reading, another chunk is
playing cards, some other chunk better be keeping score, and part of
hm s probably gabbing with his brothers. Twenty-two."

"Gabbing?' Petty said. "How?'

"They're telepathic with each other,” Guibedo said, "not with you and
me Your bid, Liebchen.”

"Oh, pass! Dirk, pul inyour eyes. You'e cheging agan."

Dirk retracted his yard long eye tentacles, turned a page of the book,
and said, "Twenty-four.”



"Twenty-five. Martin, if you have practica telepathy, what do you
need with the telephone?!

"Thirty. Telepathy has only got one channd, Patty. We humans only
useit for emergencies, and thisisnt one of them.”

“I'm afrad it is, Unde Martin," Dirk sad in Henrich Copernick's
voice. "Please get over here as soon as you can.”

"But | wanted to show Petty around town this morning, Heiny. And |
gat arun and five aces and Dirk just gave me mdd bid!"

"S0 play the hand later. Say, how about if | ask Mona to show Pty
around, Undle Martin? Itll give the girls a chance to get acquainted.”

"Ach! Heny, it better be good,” Guibedo said. "You gonna like
Mona. Patty, we get together later on. I'll cdl you."

"How? | mean, if I'm going to be out dl day-"
"The telephone knows where you're a."
"My mother doesn't know where | am. Can | make a few cdls?"

"It's your house, too, Petty. If you cdl outsde the vdley, they get a
telegram. Come on, Dirk, we go the low way," Guibedo said, leaving.

Liebchen started deaning up the kitchen, putting the cards away in
four neat stacks and only peeking alittle bit.

“Liebchen," Patty sad, "how do I, uh?.."

"The telephone, my lady? I'll show you. Telephone, tdl my sigters,
Colleen and Ohura, thet | think | have the day off, so I'll be over to their
house in an hour. And, telephone, be sure and warn me when Lord
Guibedo starts home, so | can be here when he arrives™

"Sure thing, Liebchen,” the locd ganglia said.

" like thet, Liebchen? How do you know its ligening?' Petty
asked.

"Oh, he's dways ligening, my lady. He just isnt alowed to spesk
unless spoken to. It's rather a pity, he's redly very nice”

"I'm sure. Telephone, please tdl my mother that I'm in Degth, | mean



Life Vdley, and that I'm having a wonderful time and I've met the
nicest boy that she's just got to meet. Uh, her address is...”

"Four ninety-one Seminole Drive, Boca Raton, my lady," the
telephone said.

"How did you know that?"

"When you moved in, my lady, | had your persond file loaded into
my loca gangliafrom my Centrd Coordination Unit."

"But how did it know?'
"The phone directory, obvioudy, my lady."

"Oh. And could you tdl my boss a NBC that everything isfine and |
need another week's vacation?"

"Happy to, my lady. Have anice day,” the telephone said.

"Mother! Thisis Petty,” the CCU said. "Why, Petty! It's o nice to
hear from you." "Mother, it's beautiful here in Acapulco. | wish you
could come.”

"W, not thistime, dear. You arent londly, are you?'

"Oh, no. Some of the girlsfrom NBC are with me. The water is just
wonderful."

"That's good, dear. Have anice time”

"Boss. Cambridge here” the CCU said.

"Peaty! Where the hdl you been? I've been trying to find you for
days"

"Sorry, boss. Anding a telephonein Degth Valey is like trying to find
atelephone in Death Vdley. Hey, this place is a dead end. Nothing but
skid-row bums and blacks who can't get on welfare. But I've got a

definite leed on Guibedo. He's in Minnesota. Okay if | track it down?
Il need a couple more weeks."



"W, Petty, if you think it's solid, go ahead. Take wha time and
money you need. But be careful. | don't want to see you hurt."

"Thanks, boss. I'll keep in touch.”

Guibedo was riding cross-legged on Dirk's back, as Dirk trotted a
thity miles an hour down the tunnd that connected Guibedo's
Oakwood to Copernick's Pinecroft.

"No offense, my lord,” Dirk said, "but Il be glad when Lord
Copernick's Trangportation, Recreation, and Congtruction units grow
up. | redly wasn't mede for this sort of thing."

"Me, too. | wasn't either. Them TRACswill hep. Can't even keep a
pipe lit. How do you read in this wind, anyhow?"

"With some difficulty, my lord. It's just thet if we LDUs had had a
proper philosophica base earlier, certain... errors wouldn't have taken
place."

"Yah. | know it troubles you, Dirk. Those eghty-five families and
that boy hiker and dl the rest. Those things were bad, and it's good you
should study so0 they don't happen again. But don't let it get you on the
ingdes. The universe is a big place and dl of us are jud litile people.
We do the best we can, but it is impossible for us to know what dl of
the results of our actionswill be, and some of our actionswill be wrong.
So sometimes we cause needless damage, suffering, and desth.

"But if we waited until we were sure of the results before we took
action, we would never take action a dl. And when something mug be
done, it is better to do something wrong than to do nothing a dl.
Anyway, weve been able to fix up some of our mistakes."

"l wish | could do something for the families we killed, my lord."

"Look. We are out to change the world, Dirk. We have the power
to do it. But whenever there is great power, there is dso the posshility
o great error. When we are done, the world will be a better place. In
the meantime, we can only try to cause as little suffering as possble.”



Dirk trotted into Pinecroft's subbasement. Henrich Copernick was
waiting for them.

"So what was so important, Heiny?" Guibedo asked as he got a leg
down.

"War, Unde Martin. War againg us within §x months™

"The Russans is getting uppity? | thought everything was going
gmooth there”

"No problem in Russa After the fird year, when we were a
capitdidic trick, lvan noticed tha he never had solved his housng
problem. Now were the natura culmingtion of Marxism Leninism. Aliev
isalso daming that you studied under Lysenko.”

"Hooh! That's a good one! So, China?'

"No. China and dl the eastern nations, except United India, are
rasng tree houses as fagt as they can. We're banned in India, of
course.”

"| dways figured they'd be on our sde, for rdigious reasons. With a
tree house, you don't have to kill anything to live"

"They would have been, if the Neo-Krishnas hadnt found the birth
control chemicals you were putting in the food. They figure they'll need
the excess population for ther next haly war."

"Heny, it takes a hdf an acre of land for a tree house to support a
family. Indiawas s0 close to the edge, | had to do something.”

"Oh, | agree with you. But we're dill banned in India”
"So who we gotta fight?* Guibedo asked, exasperated.
"The United States, and most of Western Europe.”

"Ach! So by 'us you mean you and me So why does our own
country want to fight us?"

"We are upsdtting too many apple carts, Unde Martin. While only
four percent of the U.S. population isliving in tree houses, housng starts
have been virtudly zero for the past year. Property vadues have



dropped over fifty percent in some aress. The average home owner
owes sxty thousand dollars on his home. Right now he can only =l it
for forty thousand. Y ou can't blame him for being upset.”

"So let m move into a tree house," Guibedo sad. "He won't owe
anybody anything on it."

"People have been doing judt that, Unde Martin. But to get out from
under their old debts, they have to declare bankruptcy. There were
over two million bankruptciesin the last year, and there will be ten times
that number in the next. The banking industry will collgpse under the
dran."

"So what you need with money in the bank for, anyway, when you
got a tree house?' Guibedo said. "It takes care of you."

"What we are doing is great for the individud, Uncdle Martin, but it's
death to the system. And the system is about to start fighting back.”

"Sygem! You mean the big shotd”

"Cdl it anything you want," Heinrich said. "But theyll fight us until the
last conscript soldier fires the last taxpayer's bullet.”

"Therés got to be some way out of it, Heiny. It takes two Sdes to
have awar."

"But only one to have a massacre. Thereis a way out of fighting, but
the cure is worse than the disease.”

"So whet isit, Heiny?'

"Kill the trees. I'm sure we could come up with some kind of a
blight."

"Kill my trees! What about the people living in them?' Guibedo said.

"They'd modly die. And that's not the worst of it. The CCU has
done a fifty-year anadlyss on present and potentid world trends, he's
been on it for nearly a year. CCU! Give Unde Martin the andlyss you
gave me"

"Yes my lord. The falowing andlyss is based on the premise that



bioenginearing was never developed. It is adso vdid in the event that we
take no aggressve action in the near future-as, if we dont, no
engineered life forms will exigt three years from now.

"In the absence of any active role on our part, the probability of totd
nudear war in the next fifty years is point seven two, due primaily to
proliferation of aomic wegpons among the smdler naions. Due to
increased mohbility between population centers, increased population in
the underdeveloped nations, and a generd lowering of living standards,
the probability of devadtating plague by 2050 is point eght eight.
Extrgpolating present demographic trends, by 2050 the population of
the underdeveloped naions will outhumber that of the developed
ndions twenty-seven to one. The probability of the increased
population's reaulting in famine and causing a conventiond war which
will mutate to an unsurvivable thermonuclear war is point nine three.
Famine could be delayed by increased indudridization, but the resultant
pollutants would render the world uninhabitable by 2090. The net
probability of avilization surviving on Earth is point zero two a 2050,
gpproaching point zero zero by 2100."

There were no formd laws or rules in Life Valey, so there was no
formd prohibition of mechanicd transportation. However, the generd
layout of houses, parks, fidds and shops was such that anything larger
then a bicycle would have a hard time getting through, and, in fact, most
people walked.

Very few people considered it a hardship. Since the necessities were
produced in each home, the only commerce was in luxury items, and
such things are eeslly carried.

"It's incredibly beautiful here" Patricia said. What was once a horrid
jungle to her now seemed a faryland, yet she did not notice her own
change in dtitude. "It's as though every path was asking me to wak
down it."

"Heinrich and Unde Martin spent a lot of time on the design,” Mona
sad. "Notice that no matter what time of day it is, the trees and shrubs



are aranged o that on any path you can wak in ether the sun or the
shade"

"And the way everything curves, Mona. With every step, the view
changes, something ese shows up.”

"Thet was part of the plan, too."

Clothing styles in the valey were varied and occasondly bizarre. A
far number of people followed Guibedo's lead, wearing ethnic
costumes, while others ranged from blue jeans to complete nudity.
Mona wore a sarong around her hips and aamile.

Petty, dill in busnesdike microshorts and transparent top, fdt alittle
out of place, and said 0.

"No problem for now, Patty. Just take off your top if you're hot. But
you should have something formd for tonight. Perhaps a chiton, since
they're doing Stravinsky's Oedipus Rex a the bandshdl tonight and
Henrich promised to take me. You can work on Unde Matin a
dinner.

"Anyway, next sop's a Nancy Spencer's. She's the best seamstress
inthe valey."

"Achl" Guibedo's face was white. "We knew it was going to be bad.
That's why we started the biologicd revolution. But | never thought it
would be this bad. Heiny, have you double-checked dl this? Is it redly
true?'

"l funded a research group with the Rand people sx months ago. |
got their report this morning. Their figures are subdantidly the same as
the CCU's"

"Then we got no choice. We got to fight. You have a drategy
worked out for it yet?'

"The CCU and | have been working on it for weeks. While the
LDUs can hold thar own againg conventiond troops, they are only
margindly effective againgt armor. They are totdly ineffective againg ar



power. When | designed them, | was thinking in terms of a police force
and amedicd corps. | didn't redize then that we would be facing a red
war. No bird | could possbly come up with could stand a chance
agand aircraft, let done orbitd beam weapons.

"Our only possible strategy is disperson, usng basic guerilla tactics
over a wide area. Logigics mugt be handled locdly, snce we must
presume that dl of our strong points, induding Life Vdley, will be
obliterated.

"What we need, Unde Martin, is a tree that doesn't require someone
living in it. That merdy provides food for people and the LDUs.
Something tha is more vigorous then naturd plants, so it will supplant
them. Something that reproduces with spores rather than seeds, o our
opponents can't stop ther proliferation.”

"Sure, Heiny, | could do that. But maybe | better give the species a
finite lifespan, so we get rid of them after the war.”

"Good idea, Unde Martin. But this war could lagt fifteen years.”
"So long?'

"Guarillawars are like that."

"But why does it have to be a guerilla war, Heiny? They've got to be
the worst kind. How a&bout the socidis and communig countries?
They're growing my trees. Why can't we just move there? If we go to
China and they attack us, they're attacking China, so we have an diy"

"The Eastern Bloc is growing trees because it solves some of ther
short-term problems. They haven't yet redized that when the means of
production and didribution are in each man's own home, he doesn't
need a centrd government any more. Eventudly the commissars are
going to redize tha they are being put out of work. People who run
governments like running governments. We don't have any dlies Unde
Martin."

"Yah. The big-shot problem. But 4ill, there's got to be a better way.
So what are our chances of winning this war, anyhow?"

"Quite good, my lord," the CCU said. "l edimate a point two two



probability of success.
"That's good?'

"Itis my lord, compared to the probability that dvilization will cease
to exigt within the next century if we do not fight this war."

"You figured out how many people are going to diein this thing?'

The CCU sad, "Bet edimates are around two hundred
milliorHwo percent of the world's population, my lord-assuming that we
meake preserving humean life a mgor srategic objective.”

"So many! You sy that o easy, stting here" Gui-bedo said.

"My lord, | am sentient. | do not want to die. But | am immoahile, in
the center of our opponent's mgor target area. In none of the scenarios
tha we have examined do | have any chance of survivd. The
probability thet | will be dead within two yearsis one.”

"Sorry, fdlg" Guibedo said. "Don't tdl me what my own chances
ae"

"My lord, throughout higory, every mgor socid, politicd, or
reigious upheava has caused the desth of from three to five percent of
the population involved. The indudrid revolution cogt four point two
percent of England's population through Starvation and disease. The
Russan Revolution cost three point seven percent; the French
Revolution, three point Sx percent; the American Revolution, one point
one percent plus an equivdent two point three percent foreign troops.
Even the "peace-fill’ divison of India and Pakistan starved out or killed
three point five percent of the population.

"The two percent esimate | gave you for the upcoming revolution
was based on the assumption of the loss of one hillion LDUs and
gamilar beings. Thistime, perhaps we can do some of the dying for you."

Heinrich Copernick and Martin Guibedo were slent for along while

Patricia and Mona walked through a series of meadows that dotted
the Sdes of a clear brook, passng over a dozen amdl bridges. As they



did so, the path wound and twisted past and over trout ponds, grottoes,
and fountains; it was the antithesis of a superhighway, designed not to
be effident but to make each step of ajourney pleasant and interesting.

The path eventudly opened onto a long curving meadow. On both
sdes were tree houses fronted with shops. The owners evidently lived
behind their shops, for the stores were smdl and the houses were large.

"We cdl this Craftsman Way," Mona explained. "It wasnt redly
planned this way, but mogt people have tended to move near others
with Smilar interests”

"Hey, Mona You need anything today?' dmmy shouted from the
open-air metd shop in front of his tree-house. He was wearing a
leopard-skin loindoth.

"l don't, but Petty probably doed"

" do?'

"Sure. Uncdle Martin's tableware is a disgrace, and Jmmy is the best
dlveramith in the valey." Mona herded Paity over to the display case.

Petty waked from display to display closdy examining the collection
of jewdry, slverware, and sarving pieces. Everything was individualy
crafted, with a rare combination of at and utility. "I havent seen
anything this good since | Ieft Pratt!”

"Your friend's tagte is impeccable, Mona" Jmmy winked and
bowed grandly to Petty. "James Sauton, Slveramith, & your service”

"This is Paty Cambridge, Jmmy,” Mona said. "She's looking for
some things to go in Oakwood."

"Oakwood? The professor's house?' Jmmy said. "Hey, Paity, you
don't want none of this junk. Let me make you something specia. You
known the professor long?'

"About four years," Petty said, holding a spoon in her hand. "These
are lovdy, and | think we've only service for four."

"Il make you a service for twenty,” Jmmy said, "but not these. Can
you come by day after tomorrow? I'll have some samples to show you.



I've wanted to do something for the professor for along time”

"How long have you known Martin?' Petty rductantly let go of the
spoon as Jmmy took it from her hand.

"A couple of years, but he did me ared good turn once, so when |
heard he was in Death Vdley, | gave my tree house to a couple of kids
and hopped a freght out here"

"You heard he was here?" Pety was surprised, remembering the
difficulty she had finding Guibedo. "How?"

"The grapevine. Come back day after tomorrow, I'll have something
to knock your eyes out.” Jmmy turned and |eft.

Asthey drolled on, Petty said, "My goodness! | shouldn't have done
that. | mean, | don't have any money with me"

"Mog people don't carry money around here, Paity. You jus tdl the
telephone about your purchases, and it keeps track of that sort of
thing."

"I mean | don't have much a home, ether.”

"JImmy’s pretty reasonable, ordinarily. But in this case, | don't think
you could get him to accept money. He idolizes Unde Martin so much,
it gets embarrassing. | think Uncdle Martin avoids him. But don't worry

about money. The telephone will jugt hbill Unde Martin, and Henrich
adways covers his account, so the old dear won't even know about it."

"But | can't do thet!" Petty said.
"Doit. Didn't you know that they own a gold mine?'

"My lordd! Intruder dert in Sector Ffty-fivel" the CCU sad.

"Dirk! Tel your brothers to nal him! Unharmed!" Henrich said.
"How did he get past the Gamma Screens?”’

"The surrounding sector guards are converging, my lord," Dirk said.
"Ganma LDU 1096 reports that the intruder was under heavy
narcohypnosis. His primary programming is only now surfacing.”



"Wdl, get severd Gammas on him. | want a complete probe”
Heinrich said. "Go transponder mode.”

"Yes my lord" Dirk's voice became a monotone, rdaying
transmissons from the LDUs in the area.

"Sector Fourty-four. Wirka here. Converging.”
"Sector Fifty-four. Pacho here. Converging.”
"Sector Sixty-four. Kinzhd here. Converging.”

"Sector Hfty-five. Vintovka here. Converging. | can see the intruder
with my bird. Heis armed.”

Vintovka was a Beta series LDU in empahic contact with an
obsarvation eegle. This empathic contact was quite didinct from
telepathy. It amounted to a wide-band communication circuit, but it was
limited to only two nodes. That eagle and the LDU had hatched from
the same egg; they were redly two parts of the same baing.

"ETA for nine LDU's is eighty-five seconds" Dirk sad. "Gamma
Units report that intruder is KGB. Wegpons indude AK-84 Assault
rifle and fragmentation grenades. Intruder's 1Q is 126, Need Affiliation
four percent, Need Achievement seventy-eight percent, Need Power
ninety-nine percent. High sex drive converted to sadism.”

"Uck! He's worse than the Air Force Inteligence type we stopped
last week," Copernick muttered. "Dirk! My earlier command to capture
the intruder unharmed is rescinded-he's a butcher. Stop him!"

"Acknowledged, my lord. Thank you,” Dirk said. "Perhagps "hunter’
would be a better term. He is after Lord Guibedo."

Dirk returned to his monotone. "Vintovka here. Intruder isin sports
arena. Children's gymnadtic class now in progress. | will attempt to lure
intruder to the band shdl, now vacant. Other units converge there."

Vintovka charged, his easly camouflaged skin glowing internationd
orange. He threw rocks a the intruder, and when one of them caught
the man's head, he opened fire. Vintovka retreated, throwing rocks,
maneuvering to keep behind him an area clear of bystanders. Lead tore



up the sod a hisfeet and chips of bark and wood flew behind him, but
Vintovka kept himsdf infull view and retreated toward the band shell.

The children stopped and stared.

Mona and Patricia entered a wide ralling park that was bounded by
alibrary, a band shel, two theaters, a dance hdl, and a few bars and
restaurants.

"Theres a sports area on the other sde of the band shdl,” Mona
sad. "Gymnediics, footbdl fidds, that sort of thing. Past that a lake's
gaing in, but it isnt done yet."

"And only two years ago, thiswas dl a desert,” Patricia said.

"The worst hdlhdle in the world. But everything was here the
aunlight, the sail, the water.”

"The water?' Patricia asked.

"What do you think the white suff on those mountains is? All Death
Vdley needed was a little reorganization, which Unde Martin and
Heinrich provided. In twenty years the whole world will be a park like
this only varied and different. When we get to Pinecroft, remind me to
show you the plans they have for a town in the mountains east of here.
Fantadtic!"

"It'sdl s0 perfect.” Patricia noticed that the grass they were waking
on was like a putting green.

"It's getting there. Nightlife is dill sort of redtricted. Therés no
shortage of mudcians, but the bars and restaurants are mogly serve
yoursdf and clean up the mess” Mona sad, leading Patricia to an
open-air cafe.

"There are two exceptions. One isthe Red Gate Inn, which is run by
asort of sodd group. It's kind of a fun place, mogt parts of it anyway,"
Mona said.

"What's wrong with the rest of it?"
"Nothing, redly. It's a matter of taste-the inn is divided up into about



twenty different rooms, each with a different matif and each with its own
form of entertainment. Theré's dways a least ten things going on. Like
there's one room for Irish folk songs-interspersed with bagpipes. And
therés a Whopper Room where tdling the truth is consdered bad
form."

"It sounds like fun," Patricia said.

"On the other hand, Basin Street is men only. The only women there
are waitresses and dancers. They don't wear clothes. The Guardians of
the Red Gate had the nerve to ask me to dance there," Mona said.

"Did you?' Petricia giggled.

"Only once. Heinrich hit the roof.” Mona laughed. "The other
exception is Mama Guilespe's, over here.”

As they sat a a sguare table with a red-and-white checked
tablecloth, Patricia suddenly redized how few sraight lines she had seen
dl day.

Mama Guilepe busled over wearing a pessant costume of
Ciociaria, near Naples, a red-and-blue floor-length checked skirt, an
embroidered purple apron, purple "leg of lamb® deeves on a white
blouse, a red-and-gold scarf, and heavy gold earrings. All of this was
wrapped, despite the heat, around 250 pounds of fast- modrgwomen

"Enl Mona | don't see you for a week. Such a pretty friend you
gat!" Mama st down huge cups of coffee in front of them.

"Mama Guilespe, thisis Patty Cambridge.”
"Pleased to meet you, Mrs. Guilespe”

"So skinny! They don't feed you enough?' She was dready piling a
vad mound of pastry in front of the women. "You got to be new here,
and | was tdking to such a nice boy only this morning-"

"She's taken," Mona got in edgewise.

"Quch a pity..." Mama Guilespe was dready on her way to the next
group of customers.

"Whew!" Patricia said.



"Youve got to love her,” Mona sad. "l know it's glly, but Mama
Guilespe loves to cook. So she has her tree house make flour, sugar,
and eggs, bakes these hersdf, and serves them out here”

"They are good,” Patty said, munching a Danish, "and the place
seems popular enough.”

"l think it redly functions as a meeting place, Patty. Mama Guilespe
is quite a matchmaker. Drop by here done sometime if you ever get
tired of Unde Martin."

"Impossble”

"| fed the same way about Heinrich,” Mona said.

"You know, | haven't seen imin five years,” Paity sad

"Wadl, have dinner with us tonight. But about Heinrich, wel, expect
some changes. He's used his bio-engineering on himsdlf. He's saven feet
tdl now, and gorgeous.”

" like Martin, hun?'

"Wdl, Hanrich has done a few changes to Unde Martin. Those two
are working on something secret. Probably a new auditorium, which we
catanly need.”

"Dinner sounds grest," Petty said. "I'd love to come.”

"Youll have to, unless you want to est done. Even Liebchen and
Dirk are a Pinecroft,” Mona said.

"You know, we haven't seen any of Henrich's things dl day," Petty
sad.

"You wont, either. The TRACs are 4ill kittens, and there are only
twenty fauns right now, dthough they're dl due to have twins of thar
own in about a week. Fauns can't take the heat out here anyway. The

LDUs tend to stay out of Sght. Most people don't know that they exig
until they need a doctor."

"Doctors?" Petty said. "Is that what they are?"
"They're just about anything that needs an organized group. Police,



fire department, dog catchers, medicd corps, congtruction gang. You
nameit, they do it. | know they're hideous to look &, but they're redly
fine people. Youll get used to them.”

A series of sharp explosions sounded.
"What's that?' asked Paity.

"Probably fire crackers from some damn chemidry class. | hope they
don't wake my babies" Mona said.

"You have children?’
"Twins Girls. Michdle and Carolyn."

"I'd love to see them. But how do you get a babystter when most
things around here are free?'

"Henrich made me raise the babysitters before held let me have the
babies. We keep two fauns™

"Fauns take care of children?"

"It's what they were made for. You don't redly need a servant in a
tree house, everything pretty much takes care of itsdf. But rasng a
child properly is a full-time occupation, and two gets impossible. Fauns
are teachers, redly-waking, taking, reading, writing, arithmetic. It's
redly one of Heanrich's plots. Fauns imprint language early, then have
amog no language ability after that. Itll be thirty years before every
family in the world has a faun, but when tha happens, every child will
oet a lid basc education and will speak English as a first
language!. So poof! There goes the language barrier.”

"Evay child?'

"SO how many mothers are going to turn down a free, full-time
babysitter?'

Vintovka was hit, and hit again. The pain was intense, but he didn't
think about the pain. Arteries condricted to cut blood loss, redundant
gysems came on line Vin-tovkas right hand was shot through, and
hung by a shred. He continued to throw rocks with hisleft as he backed



down the center ade of the band shdl. He took a sustained burst from
the assaullt rifle and collapsed.

"Vintovka here. Misson complete. | have incurred extensve
damage. FHve hearts and four brains gone. | an now inoperative. | am
sending in my bird for diverson.”

Tears streaked Heinrich's face, but his expresson didn't change.

The eagle folded its wings and dropped like a Kamakazi. Tdons
out and screaming defiance, its body jerked as dugs tore through.
Feding dl of his bird's pain, Vin-tovkas prostrate body convulsed.

Langd and Pacho ran from opposte Sdes of the ades as the
intruder was firing upward. Knife-claws extended a foot beyond ther
knuckles, they hacked a the intruder's aams, severing them deanly
above the ebows.

Immediatdly, Jawati and Dabba rushed in and applied tourniquets.
They loaded the shocked body onto Jawaeti's fla back, the laterd
tentacles holding him immobile Spear retrieved the ams and the
weapons. Wirka and Kinzhd picked up Vintovka, Top picked up the
dying eege

"Jawati here. We are returning to Pinecroft with inoperative LDU,
bird, and intruder. All wounded but dive Have three med teams
ready."

The other three LDUs quickly policed the area, picking up spent
cartridges, deaning up spilled blood.

FHve minutes after the intruder dert was sounded, dl was outwardly
unchanged and tranquil.

Liebchen was trotting through the tunnd to Pinecroft when she heard
an LDU behind her. She leaned againg the support of a softly glowing
lamp, crossed her legs, thrust out her breasts, and smiled sexily.

The LDU came to an abrupt hdt. "Liebchen, what does that peculiar
posture Sgnify?"



"| saw agirl on tdevison do it and somebody stopped to give her a
ride. | think it's a request for transportation. Are you going to
Finecroft?"

"Climb aboard. But lie down. I'min a hurry.”

Liebchen added her seventy pounds to the LDU's three hundred,
swgdling her tummy againg his back. The LDU strapped her down
quickly and took off at arun.

"Is something exciting happening?' Liebchen shouted over the wind
noise.

"Dirk is ddivering a lecture on the teachings of Lao Tzu," the LDU
sad. As he accelerated, the wind blast stopped dl further conversation.

In the medical complex & Pinecroft three LDU teams were working
under the direction of the CCU.

"They could have stopped himin the sports arena without getting any
of themsalves hurt," Guibedo said.

"Yeeh, and had that bastard spraying lead through a bunch of kids,"
Heinrich said. "Wdl, so much for your idea about hep from the Eastern
Bloc."

"Yah. | see that," Guibedo said. "This kind of thing has happened
before?'

"Third intruder this month. The prdiminaries to war."

As the med teams worked, Gamma LDUs were transcribing the
intruder's mind pattern into the CCU.

THIS IS KGB 501-12 TO CENTRAL, CODE 2297 SUB ALPHA. | HAVE
MADE A THOROUGH SEARCH OF DEATH VALLEY AND CAN FIND NO
INDICATION THAT HEINRICH COPERNICK OR MARTIN GUIBEDO IS
PRESENT. | HAVE MADE CASUAL ACQUAINTANCE WITH SEVERAL
LOCALS. MICHAEL ScoTT, NELSON HAYNES, AND ALLEN PRUES HAVE
SEPARATELY STATED THAT THEY HAVE HEARD THAT MARTIN G



UBEDO IS IN NORTHERN MINNESOTA. PURSUANT TO MY
INSTRUCTIONS, | AM NOW LEAVING FOR THAT LOCATION.

DAVID JOHNSON

"The intruder's ams are successtully replaced, Lord Copernick,” the
CCU announced. "He will be fuly functiond in three weeks. Do you
want him reprogrammed for lifein the valley?'

"He doesn't deserve it. Send hm back with a compulson to kill
others of histype.”

* * %

Patricia and Mona wandered into a flater and shedier section of
town where mogt of the tree houses were one-story affairs. Facilities
were lad out for the less athleticdly indined, with chessboards and trout
sreams ingead of bridle tralls and canoe streams. Quite a few older
people were around.

"Mog of our senior ditizens have moved out thisway," Mona sad.

"Wouldnt they want to be nearer the medicd center & Pinecroft?'
Petricia asked.

"That was the origind plan. But when a group of doctors formed a
dinic out this way, most of the seniors moved neer it. | guess they prefer
ahumen doctor to an LDU."

"LDUs do teke some getting used to," Patricia said.
"Hi, Mom!"
"Bobby! What are you doing at this end of town?' Monasad

"There's a new physics teacher who just moved in. | want to see if
he's any good. Who's your friend?"

"Pdty, thisismy son, Bobby. Bobby, Patricia Cambridge. Petricia is
daying with Unde Martin.”

"Pleasad to meet you, Petty. I'm glad to see Unde Martin isn't living



done anymore”

"Uh, it's good to meet you, Bobby." Patricia tried not to act as
flugered as she was. For one thing, Bobby looked fifteen and Mona
looked twenty. And Mona was dl red har and freckles while Bobby
was pure ebony. But mogtly, you don't tdl your son who's degping with
whom!

"Ma, why don't you come over to my house tomorrow afternoon.
Ishtar has been taking about you-that's my faun, Patty-and | want you
to meet my new girlfriend.”

"I'd love to, Bobby. About three?"

"Great, Mom. But I've got to run. The introductory seminar sarts in
ten minutes Byel"

"Bye, Bobby!" Mona said. "The schools here function something like
those of the old Modem culture. If there is Something you're interested
in, you find someone who can teach you whatever it is you want to
know. Then you make a private dedl with him. You dtay with it uniil
youve learned dl you want. No grades, no diplomas. But it works."

"Hes vary nice, your, uh, son,” Patty said.

"Adopted, of course. How old do you think | am? Bobby was
injured on our land, and Heinrich fet pretty bad about it. The doctors in
L.A. couldn't help Bobby, but of course Henrich could. When we
found out that Bobby was an orphan, the easiest thing was to adopt
him.

"He stayed with us for a year, modlly to get his bearings, but he's
fifteen now, so he moved into his own tree house a few weeks ago."

"He moved out & fifteen?"

"Yes A hit late, of course, but then the lack of a proper home during
his formative years dowed him down a bit. He's doing dl right now.”

"But leaving home & fifteen?' Petty sad.

"The age of consent around here is puberty, Patty. Unde Martin
feds thet if nature says you're an adult, who are we to argue?"



"l guess 0," Paity said. Life Valey was going to take some getting
used to.

Vintovka and his eagle died on the operating tables.

"You know, Heny. This man didn't kill Vintovka Hisgun did it."

"Same difference” Henrich said. "He pulled the trigger.”

"Yah, he's guilty. But without weapons, he couldnt have done any
red damage to us”

"You have an idea, Unde Martin?'

" am thinking about my kidney trees, that take metd out of the sail. |
think we can do that backward."

"A metdlic fungus?'

"Too dow. I'm thinking maybe little iron mosquitoes whose larvae
edt up theiron in guns and tanks. If we take ther guns away, they can't
hurt anybody. We can win the war without having to kill people.”

"Youre going to have to brief me on metdlic biochemigtry, Unde
Martin, but | think we can do it. How about an duminum esater to kill
arcraft?"

"Sure. That's easier than iron."

"WEell have to hit the entire world smultaneoudy, or well upset the
balance of power,"” Henrich said, thinking hard. "Il come up with a bird
for a vector... You know tha this will knock out more than
wegponsthe worlds economy, especidly transportation  and
communication, will be destroyed.”

"Thet had to go anyway," Guibedo said. "We make it happen a
couple years ealy, is dl. I'll do tha food tree you wanted to feed
people until everybody's got a tree house.™

"Wed better get on it now, then, Undle Martin. It's got to be ready
in about three months.”

"| thought you said the war was in §x months”



"Probably. But with this, we've got to hit them fird. Say two months
for forced production. That gives us a month for design time.”

"A month for a bird, a tree, and two mosquitoes? Impossible,
Heny."
"l can fix it SO we don't have to deep, and | can have my smuldion

do alot of the work. We can do it, but it's going to be a little rough on
your love life”

"Thet Patty's a good girl; shell understand,” Guibedo said.
"Wed better keep this to ourselves, Unde Martin."
"Yah. We do alat of that around here”

The CCU recomputed the humen fadities in the upcoming
"peaceful” revolution and came up with 375 million dead. But he was
programmed not to speak unless spoken to, so he didnt mention it.
Besides, he was ecdatic with the knowledge that now he wasn't going
to have to die.



Chapter Eight

JUNE 17, 2003

MAJR GENERAL Hadings waked diffly into the office of the
Charman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff.

"Good morning, George. Have a char. Wha can | do for you?'
Generd Powers said.

"Good morning, sr. A number of drange and possbly
interconnected events have been occurring over the lagt few years that |
fed | should bring to your atention.”

“Like what?'
Hadtings took alig from his attache case.

"Item one. Despite the fact that the tree houses have directly killed
thousands of people and have serioudy disrupted the economy of the
western world, no sngle mgor power-except for United Indiahas
passed regulations concerning them.”

"The same thing could have been sad about the automobile a
hundred years ago, George. I'm as sorry about your family as | can be,
but you must not let thet tragedy affect your judgment.”

"Sr, | believe that my judgment is unaffected. May | continue? Item
two. Because of the probable economic repercussons, work on
rguvenation was stopped- worldwide-about ten years ago.

"The U.S. Congress contains dmog 9x hundred members. More
then hdf of them are over axty-five years of age. Yet in the past four
years, not one sSngle congressman has died of old age.”

"Thet seems datigticdly improbable,” Powers said.



"It's nearly impossble, gr. But it is a fact. It is dso a fact that the
members of the British House of Commons aren't dying of old age,
dther. Nor are members of the Politburo. Nor the French Nationa
As=mbly. Nor the Chinese People's Council.

"But the Grand Coundil of United India does have people dying of
old age"

"S0 you are saying that somebody has secretly developed longevity
and is udng it to bribe our own government? That's a serious
accusation, George. Can you back it up?' Powers asked.

"Yes dr. | can. The process agpparently requires repeated
treatments. Thirty-two senators and one hundred fifty-five members of
the House vist a angle building in Crystd City at different times, but
eaech on a given day of the month. They will reschedule oversess vists,
even dection rdlys, to keep these gppointments. And every one of them
was previoudy quiteill but is now quite hedthy.”

"Interedting, but circumdantia. Have you gotten anyone insde the
building?"

"No gr. But I've logt five good men trying."

"Soitisdill crcumgantid. Go on.”

"Item three. Heinrich Copernick-the man who raised the fuss
about rguvenation seven years ago-is the nephew of Martin Guibedo,
the man who designed the tree houses.

“Item four. On the same day that Guibedo was imprisoned, my
telepaths stopped functioning. One of them is aile to receive
somewhat-"

"And is quite insane" Powers said. "I've seen the report, and I'm
redly not impressed with a computer andyss of the ravings of a

"Yes dr. But to continue. Item five Echo tracings show that
Guibedo escaped from jal by means of a tunnd fifteen miles long. No
engineering firm in the world could duplicate thet tunnd in three weeks.



"ltem sx. Within a mile of the tunnd opening, eghty-five families
were killed during that time period. This arocity has generdly been
accredited to a raid by the Neo-Krishnas, despite the fact that there
was no supporting evidence. And despite the fact that dl of those
people were killed with knives and that they were given Chridian
tombstones.”

"Come now, George. The tabloids have been working that weird
incident for years. Don't you try to tieitin," Powers said.

"It does tie in, gr. Item seven. We bdieve that Copernick and
Guibedo are in Death Vdley, tha tree-house dity. It is certain that
Copernick owns the land. Over two hundred thousand people come
and go fredy in thet valey, gpparently without incident. People that we
have quedtioned later report nothing unusud, and no  security
precautions at dl.

"Yet | have never been ale to get an agent into it! | have logt
nineteen trying. The FBI reports amilar losses. | submit that there is a
corrdation between the jamming of my telepaths and Degth Vdley's
ability to identify and liquidete every one of our agents without having a
visble security sysem.”

"You say 'liquidate’ Were dl these men killed?' Powers asked.

"No, gr. That's item eight. The mgority of them seem to have
defected, generdly after sending back mideading messages. One of my
agents did return to Washington. He reported in and then amed a
grenade in the debriefing room. We log eighteen people before we
were forced to kill him. | suggest that they have brainwashing techniques
that are far superior to our own."

"George, you keep taking as though this were a militay meatter.
Certainly you have turned up something here, but it is a dvil matter best
|eft to the FBI," Powers sad

"No, gr. This is a military matter. | received these sadlite photos
today."

"These are remarkably clear photos, George. The ar mugt be very
clean there. But whet are these things?"



"They appear to be an intdligent, engineered life form. They are
catanly deadly-the profiles of those daggers in their forearms
correspond to the entry wounds in the corpses of eighty-five families
And the things mugt be numerous, Enginering guesstimates that it
would have taken a least ten thousand of them to dig Guibedo's escape
tunnd.”

"My God! Andien amy on U.S. s0il?" Powers summoned his aide.
"Cdl an emergency meting of the chiefs of the Generd Staff, and-"

"Sr, wat! These crestures are fantagic tunnders. Conventiond
military action would only result in their scattering. If their reproduction
and growth rate are as quick as those of the tree houses, it could be
fad if even afew of them escaped. Sir, indications are that they are dl
concentrated in Death Vdley.

"Our planes have been carrying aomic bombs for gxty years without
an accidenta detonation. | think that it istime that we had one.”

"Thet would take presidental approvad.”

"Yes dr," Hagtings said.

Powers paused for ten seconds.

"Then let's see if we can talk to the Presdent.”

Patricia spent a mormning hiking out to the parking lot. She looked up
Hank Dobrinski, who 4ill had her car keys.

"Wdl, maam. | had begun to worry about you. Even had the
telephone check and see that you were dl right.”

"Thanks, Hank. | guess | should have cdled.”

"l truly wish you had. Asit is, you just missed Meg again, and she's
going to be hard to live with for a week. Now, what can | do for you?'

"l need my car, Hank. There are afew things I've gat to do.”

"Il give you alift out to it, malam. It might take a bit to get it Started,
after dl these months. Y ou heading back to New York?' They got into



ashiny new four-whed-drive pickup.

"No, Hank, I'm dropping out and saying here. I've just got some
loose ends to tie up. I've got to quit my job, do something about my
goatment and bank accounts, and get the Lincoln back to the renta
agency a the airport.”

"Then | guess I'd better follow you into Shoshone.™

" Shoshone? But-"

"They got a bank there, and a rentdl agency and what not. You ant
the fird one doing this, maam. Seems like | drive four, five people out
there and back each week."

"Thanks, Hank."
"My pleasure. Now as | remember, that's yours over there.”

Hank removed the tarp and shook out greet billowing clouds of dust.
The car windows were 0 dirty that you couldnt see out of them, but
Hank had a bucket and squeegee in his truck.

The Lincoln's engine fired up without difficulty and in a haf hour
Hank followed her into the smal desert town. Pairicia had to stand in
line a the car rentd agency and the bank, but armed with her NBC
card, everything went quickly. She was doing what thousands before
her had done, and the clerks had it down to a pattern. Her apartment
phone was disconnected, her New York landlord satisfied, a trucking
company engaged to move her belongings west. Her bank account was
transferred to Shoshone. It was surprisingly large-for three months, her
paychecks had been depodted and she hadn't spent a cent of the
money.

Frdly she rented amad room far en hour 0 de cold meke a very privete
phone cdl. Most of her business had been taken care of in only two
hours, but everything in town seemed so cramped, so tiny, so crowded.
She was tempted to take a shower a the motd, but one look at the tiny
shower gd| dissuaded her.

Fndly, taking a deep breath, she called her boss, feding guilty about
not having contacted him in three months.



"Oh, helo, Patty. It's not Friday so it must be Tuesday.”

"What?'

"You dways cdl on Fridays and Tuedays. The cdendar says
Thursday so something isfindly happening.”

" don't.know what you're taking about, boss."

"Paty, are you feding dl right?'

"Wdl, maybe not. Anyway, wdl, I'm quitting."

"Are you on some kind of drugs, kid?'

"No, I'm not on drugs, dammit! I'm quitting. Dropping out. Going
avay!"

"Look, Patty, you can't quit..."

"The hdl you say! I'm a free woman in a free country! Il quit if |
damn well want to!"

"What about your show, Petty? It's dill waiting for you"
"Le Mary handleit."

"She has been, and her raings aren't hdf what yours are.”
"l told you so. And I'm dlill quitting.”

"Paity, I'm worried about you. How about if | have some of the
people from the Chicago office drop by to see you?'

IIChim?l
"Widl, you'e dill in Wisconan, aren't you?"
"Wisconan? Boss, this conversdion is just too weird. Look. I'm

quitting! Going away! Saying bye-bye!" She dammed the phone down.
The man had to be drunk or stoned or insane or dl threg!

She found Hank in the sdoon and drove with him back to Life
Vdley. On the way, she borrowed his jack-knife and cut her NBC
credit card into very fine shavings



The next day, Patricia decided she needed to be ussful, so she
volunteered to hdp Mona run the training room and kennd for the
Trangportation, Recregtion, and Congtruction units in one of Pinecroft's
huge subbase-mats

"As you can seg, dl the TRACs are variaions on the same badc
theme" Mona said.

"Redly?’ Patricia turned her head dowly to take in dl the TRACs in
the room. Forty huge animas were frisking around, ranging in Sze from
aone-person speedster, bardy larger than a horse, to things as big as a
grave truck.

"Oh, there are minor differences in Sze and function,” Mona sad,
"but the basc desgn is amilar. Two eyes in front plus one in the
cockpit. Internd and externd ears. Voice membranes ingde and out.
They dl use the same sort of double-ended lung Structure that permits
continuous breething. And take a close look at the legs. The jointing on
dl of them is such that the body has a smooth motion a any speed.”

"They dl have two ams near the doors,” Paricia said, looking for
gmilaities among the bizarre animas.

"Yes, and they can reach any part of ther bodies with them,” Mona
sad. "Let's give one aworkout. Rolld Here, boy!"

A twenty-footer broke off from playing with something that
resembled a flatbed truck and trotted over to them. It had eght legs,
four acrossin front and four in back. Its streamlined, rigid body was 9x
fest wide and five high, and was covered with deek gray fur.

"Ralls | want you to meet Patty. She will be working with us from
now on."

"Hi, Paity." For dl his Sze, Rolls had a young boy's voice.
"Open up, Ralls. We're going for aride” Mona said.

"Oh, goodie" Rolls opened both doors in his sde. Patricia sat
comfortably in a seat designed for two, but Mona, with her large frame,
was somewhat cramped insde.



"They're dl only about three quarters of ther adult Sze" Mona sad,
"and ther speed and endurance are only hdf of what they will be. When
he grows up, Radlls will be able to hold eight people. Rdlls, do a few
lgps” The animd began a graceful lope for the perimeter of the
cavernous subbasement.

"He cartainly makes up for it in enthusasm,” Petricia sad

"With good reason. Heinrich tied the pleasure centers of the TRACS
brains in with the pressure sensors under the seats. They're only redly
happy when they're running somebody around.”

"W, it works both ways." Petricia ran her fingers through the thick
fur on the seat next to her. "It feds like chinchilla"

"Heanrich says that if you are going to do something, you might as
wdl do it right. Not that it costs anything extra. We have twenty-five
vaiants of passenger animds, from Ve, who's a sngle sedter, to
Greyhound, who will be able to seat sixty-four. And Winnie€s an anime
verson of a motor home, for vacationing.

"The others here are for heavy trangportation, like Reo and Mack, or
congtruction, like Le Tourneau."

"You certanly gave them cute names” Paity said.

"They picked ther own after Uncdle Martin talked with them,” Mona
sad. "Mole over there is for tunnding. The plen is to buld an
underground road system, for practical, aesthetic, and safety reasons.”

"Wheat's safe about atunnd?' Patricia asked.

"A hollow root lines the thing, so ther€'s little danger of a cave-in,”
Mona said. "The safety comes from a clean, dry roadbed without any
children playing on it."

"Ralls, run us over to Unde Martin's house"

Without dowing, the TRAC ran up a crcular ramp, then headed
down the tunnd to Guibedo's house.

"TRACSs have an excdlent sense of direction and an amazing ability
to remember maps. Not thet it's needed yet. The few tunnds we have



hed to be dug by the LDUSs."

"l thought the LDUs were designed for condruction work,” Patricia
sd.

"Yes and no. They're certanly effident, and they're good sports
about it. But an LDU has an 1Q of 150, and it isn't hedthy for any being
to work too far below his ahilities. Once the moles get going, well
eventudly have atunnd entrance to every tree house in the world.”

"How long is that going to take?' Peatricia asked.

"About thirty years. TRACSs reproduce in a fashion amilar to fauns
except that since ther function is Smpler, training is quicker and they
can reproduce more rapidly. A typicd litter will be a dozen until there
are enough of them to go around.”

They arrived a Oakwood and got out.

"Coffee?' Patricia said.

“"Love some. Ralls, go home and send back Lincoln" Mona patted
hisdeek gray flank.

"Aw, gee" Rolls said.

"No. Youll be grown up in a month and then ther€ll be as much
work as you want. Now move," Mona said as she and Petricia walked
up to the tree house.

“I'm going to have fun working with them,” Petricia said over coffee.
"You do seem to be enjoying yoursdf hereinthe vdley."

"l am, but | shouldn't be."

"Unde Martin's acting crotchety agan?'

"Oh, there have been some little things. Like he wouldnt
wear the swesater | knitted him for his birthday. And sometimes he's a
little brusque-we went canoeing, and when | tried to gt next to him, he
jugt sort of pushed me off and told me | was being ridiculous. But most
o the time he's awfully nice"

"So what's troubling you?' Mona asked.



"Its jud that | spent nine years working my way up in the
broadcasting industry, and just when | was getting close to the top, |
quit.”

"A lot of people are dropping out, Patty. Why work when you don't
have to?'

"But | liked my job. It was my whole life Then | visted Martin and
flushed my whole career down the absorption toilet.”

"Sounds like love, gifl," Mona said.

"Oh, Martin's wonderful, of course, and | wouldn't want anybody
ese But we could have worked something out where | could have
continued with my career.”

"Have you talked this over with Uncle Martin?'

"No. | don't want to go back to New York. It's just that | should
want to."

"Paty, sop meif | start sounding too much like my husband, but you
were raised in a culture that sad that a woman had to have a career
outsde of her family and friends just to prove tha she was a full-blown
person. You were programmed with that idea. In its time and place it
was a good one. But here in the vdley, nobody has to prove anything to
anyone. There is no question of economic worth because there is no
longer such a thing as economics. You are completely free to do
anything you want, to grow in any direction that suits you."

"That's fine for the artists, but I'm a working girl."

"Lord knows theré's enough work to be done around here! You
should have caught on by now that the world out there is as obsolete as

a dinosaur. The future is herel If you want to make a meaningful
contribution, the place is here and the time is now," Mona said.

"But that dill doesn't explain the sudden change | went through three
months ago,” Petty said.

" keep tdling you, girl. You're in love" As Mona laughed, Guibedo
walked into the kitchen and pretended he hadn't heard the lagt line



"Hi, Mona. Patty, you can't use the pool unless you want to svim in
«dt water.”

"Sdt water! What are you up to now?' Mona asked.

"Boats" Guibedo grinned. "I figure we got everything we need to
meake living comfortable on land, but there's the other three quarters of
the world we an't doing nothing with. So | got some sailboats and a
dirigible growing in the svimming pool.”

"A dirigible in the snvimming pool?' Mona said.

"Widl, it an't growed up yet. Bucky Fuller, he worked it out in the
fifies how if you make something big enough and only a couple
degrees warmer on the indde then it is out, the problem gets to be
holding it down, not up. It's gonna need some specid animds, so | got
to talk to Heiny about it. Y ou got them TRACs going yet?'

"We rode one over here" Patricia said.

Mona turned to the 1/0O unit on the wal. "Teephonel Send back
Lincan and send Reo over ingtead. Hell be here in ten minutes, Unde
Martin."

"Good. I'll get my tapes and drawings.

"Mr. Copernick? Thisis Lou von Bork. I'm cdling from a pay phone
in Washington."

"Why are you 4ill there? Didn't you get my messsge?'
"l just got it. The courier got delayed. Permanently.”
"Oh, my God-who did it?" Copernick said.

"One of Generd Hagtings goons. Luckily, | had one of our Rguves
in his steno pool. She got the message to me and split.”

"Wadl, then. Follow your ingructions. Drop everything. Get yoursdlf
and your people out of D.C. and back here to Life Vdley."

"Don't you think that you owe us an explangion?' von Bork said.
"No. I'm just trying to save your lives"



"What about our contacts? Do | tdl them, too?"

"Sorry. Somebody would notice that marny congressmen leaving.”

"One other thing, boss. The Pentagon is like a beehive. | can't find
out whet it is because | don't have anybody high up in the military.
Hardly anybody there is old enough to get a handle on. Even Senator
Banhemer isin the dark. Think | should gtick around and work on it?"

"No, dammit! | want you to get your tal back here. Now!"

"Yes, gr," von Bork said.

Lou von Bork had never heard Copernick so adamant, so naturdly
he disobeyed his orders. He went back to his office, pulled out the thick
phone directory of dl his friends and contacts, and started cdling. He
told everyone he could get hold of to leave the dities and head for the
hills Some of them did.

He worked for sx hours before the news carried the story of the
bombing of Life Vdley.

At Pinecroft, Guibedo found his nephew in the smulaions room.
"So what are you up to, Heiny?'

"Hi, Uncle Martin. Birds."

"You mean some peacocks and flamingos, maybe, for decoration?’

"Of course not! There's a war on, remember? | have two species
about ready to go. One is a flying hypodermic needle that looks like a
sparrow. It can synthesze ether a sunning agent or a fast-acting
poison.

"The other is an agrid defense unit desgned to command the
sparrows. | had to go to a twenty-foot wing span to support a brain net
identical to an LDU's but it should be able to communicate with them.”

"What for, Heiny? We dready decided that there aint going to be
ay war. Those metd-egting bugs are going to et up everybody's
weapons and that's going to be the end of it."



"They're not proven yet, Unde Martin. We don't redly know that
theyll work."

"They worked wel enough to eat the frame off my microscapd,”
Guibedo sad. "Think of it! Just one viable cdl | Ieft Stting around, and
two weeks later my microscape isa pile of circuits on the floor.”

"It should teach you not to be so careless, Unde Martin. One vigble
adl plus alarge pile of food equas alot of viadle cdls. Were just lucky
those insects didn't spread and tip our hand. Are you back in busness
yer?’

"Yah. Jmmy Saunton, he made me a new frame and cabinet. Only
he went and mede it out of Slver.”

"So what's wrong with that? It's what he's used to working with.
Siver is a suitable metd and we have more of it than we need,”
Copernick said.

"But somebody told him that my mother was Polish, so he designed
the cabinet in something he cals Neo-Polski. You got to see this thing,
Heiny! It took Jmmy and four apprentices a whole month to make. The
digolay screen is supported by four slver fauns, and the whole pand has
gat little curlicues dl over it. For laterd transverse | got to twigt this little
cherub, and the laser fing suds are shaped like litle harps and
beehives. All the labds are in Fraktur German.”

Copernick laughed. "It sounds great, Unde Martin. Would you ask
hm to make me one?'

"Youre kidding, Heiny."

"Not a dl. I'm going to need a new one anyway, once we launch the
insects. We can sed off the computers, but | hate to be without a
microscalpd. Its dubious atistic value makes a good cover story. We
can't have word get out on what were doing.”

"Okay. You want it, youll get it. | wish | could give you mine, but
that would hurt Immy’s fedings”

"Jud tdl hm that I'm a pure-bred Polack, and well see what he
comes up with."



"Okay, okay," Guibedo said. "So how isthe bug project going?'

"It's pretty much ready to launch right now. LDUs are finishing up
implanting the food-tree seeds and the larvae into the vector birds. The
CCU figures it will have completed ther flight programming by
tomorrow night. Actudly, we can gart launching any time, dthough I'd
jugt as soon hold off until everything is ready.”

"Me, too, Heiny."

"What are those disks and drawings, Unde Martin?'

"Widl, you an't going to like this, but | ill don't figure we need any
more war animas. What | did was | worked out a biochemidry for
floating plants on the ocean. | figured that's three quarters of the world
we ought to be doing something with. Anyhow, | got some sailboats
and floating idands. And | gat adirigible”

"A dirigible?"

"Sure. Bucky Fuller in the fifties he-"

"The airborne cities. I'm familiar with his work. Go on."

"Anyhow, | need some animds to go with them. Some kind of fish
that will protect the boats and idands from other fish. And something to
provide motive power for the dirigible”

"W, let's see what you have" Copernick insarted the disk into his
control pand then spent a few minutes sudying the display and
Guibedo's drawings.

"l've got to say | like your basic concept, Unde Martin. But I'd like
to make a few suggedtions.”
"Like what?'

"Your anchored flogting idands are fine, but they're dl onefamily
dwdlings Shouldn't you make some bigger ones?!

"Ach. Were going to need maybe fifty desgns before we're through.
Thisis just a start. Anyhow, you want something bigger, you tie two
little ones together.”



"Okay. These boats. Youve dedgned them like conventiond
salboats. Let's do the gtanding rigging as part of the boat plant, but
meake the running rigging and rudder control parts of an animd sentient
enough to handle navigetion.”

"Heiny, youll take dl the fun out of saling.”

"The four you've done so far should stify the yachtamen, but | think
mogt people will want something thet just goes where it's told.”

"Okay. We build some your way and some mine, and people can
take what they want. What se?'

"Mative power. They redly ought to have some form of auxiliary
power for getting in and out of harbors and for moving when
becalmed.”

"S0 I'll make the oars and you make the muscles for when we run
out of wind. Anything se? You want maybe the decks should be
orange and the sails pink?"

"Theyll have to stay green for photosynthesis” Copernick ignored
the jibe. "But as to Sze, youve made these four fifty-, one hundred-,
one hundred twenty-five, and one hundred fifty feet long, which is fine,
but we aso ought to build some in the thousand-foot range.”

"So who'd want an ocean liner when he could sal his own yacht?'
Guibedo said.

"Not ocean liners. Troop ships”
"Are you on that again, Hany?"

"I've never been off it. We are heading into a period with too many
unknowns. The only thing I'm sure of is that revolutions are never essy.
When you act with inadequate information, you inevitably make
mistakes. Better to err on the sde of security. If we end up with more
military power than we need, we have wasted time and energy. If we
have too little, we have wasted our lives and the lives of everyone we
care about."

"Okay. We cdl them troop ships now and ocean lings laer.”



Guibedo was getting worried about his nephew. Paranoia?

"Now about this dirigible. | redly like it, but it's going to require
something pretty noved to power it. Wings that Sze are out of the
question, and oars would be far too inefficent.”

"Wadl, thisisjust afird cut to seeif the thing redly will fly. No motive
power and it can't make seeds. On the next one | think maybe | can
grow a big propdler. It growsrigid to its bearings untl it's full Sze, then
it breaks loose. | give you a crank between two bearings, and you
meke muscles to it like the cylinders in a radid engine. Once it's going,
the propeller eats bearing grease that the dirigible makes to say dive. |
figure | can make it good for saventy-five rpm.”

"You redly figure you can make an organic whed?' Copernick
looked surprised. "If it's possble, why doesn't the whed occur in
nature?'

"It does. You got to read Berg's thing on bacteria flagdla The little
beggars move by spinning a propeller that's turned by an ion motor,”
Guibedo sad.

"Berg, huh. I'll look it up. So why doesn't it occur in higher animals?”

"Because there are no intermediary steps possible between a foot
and a whed, Heiny. Naturd life forms had to evolve by amdl desgn
increments. Nature can't do a radicd design like a committee can't do
origind thinking."

"Fasdinating!" Copernick said, going over the readouts. "The
musculature you describe is aosurdly smple, of course. | should have
thought of this mysdf, before | did the TRACs"

"You leave those TRACs done. For land travel, wheds are more
efident, but fest are more versatile. And feet don't get stuck in the
mud,” Guibedo said. "I came over here on Reo, one of your trucks.
He's got a red smooth ride. You did a nice job on those leg joints,
Heiny."

"Thank you. I'm proud of them mysdf. But for drictly tunnd
traveling, a wheded animd would be great.”



"Do it once we have enough tunnels. You had lunch yet?'
"No, thinking about it. Let's go updtairs.”

No pat of the CCU was permitted in a biolab, so Copernick
stopped a the CCU's I/O unit in the hdlway. "CCU. Copernick here."

"Yes my lord."

"l want you to buy at least ten square miles of land with a least two
miles of ocean frontage, as close to here as possible. Have the male dig
atunnd out to it. Set the earliest possible dosng dates, and keep me
posted.”

"Yes my lord."

Guibedo said, "That's a handy guy you got there.”

"I'd be logt without him."

The girls had eaten earlier and were working with the TRACs, s0
Guibedo and Copernick ate aone, served by Ohura, one of the
Copernicks two fauns Ohura was a black verson of Liebchen,
identical except for surface detalls.

"You know, | think thisisthe firg time we've eaten done together in
ayear,” Guibedo sad as he began his second mug of beer.

"It's strange to be without the girls, but I'm glad they're taking an
interest in their work."

"How come you make Mona work so hard? Couldn't Dirk or one of
his buddies do it?"

"They could. LDUs are dmog as intdliget as Mona, and they're a
good ded more consgtent. But Mona wants to fed that she's doing
something important. And | think that it is important that each intdligent
species is trained by a human being. They've got to remember that we
created them, and that were boss. Otherwise, Unde Martin, I've
hatched a monger.”

"EMERGENCY!" the telephone barked. "Gamma LDUSs report thet
a U.S. bomber is twdve minutes away. The crew has orders to
accidentdly drop an aomic bomb on Life Vdley!™



"They start quicker than we thought, Hany!" Gui-bedo said, but
Copernick was dready giving orders.

"Noatifiy everyone in the vdley that the bomber is out of control and
heeding this way. Get everybody into the basements.

"| want every bird in the air, except the insect spreaders. | want
evary TRAC loaded with water for fire fighting, dispersed around the
valey and under cover. What's the bomber's dtitude?'

"Twenty-two thousand feet, my lord."

"Our birds can't fly that high. Get every Gamma LDU on that plane's
commander. Try to turn him around, or & lesst get him to come in &
five thousand feet."

"Yes my lord. They're on it. But you know how unsuccessful the
experiments with telecontrol have been. There isa good probability thet
the arcraft commander will resst or not even notice our probe.”

"Any suggestions?'

"None, my lord. Dropped from twenty-two thousand feet, that
twenty-three hundred pound bomb will be gravding a supersonic
speed. There is no chance of disarming it in flight or of ggnificantly
deflecting its course.”

"Then pray, my friend. Pray,” Copernick sad, heading for the
communicaions center four floors down.

"Jud like a practice run, Colond," Cgptain Johnson had the B-3 in
manud.

"Thet it is Bill."

"l thought 1'd never get a chance to lay a nuke."
"Jud do it by the numbers™

"And | never thought I'd be bombing Americans”
"Look, son. You saw who gave the orders.”

"But dill, our own countrymen?”



"That's just it! They're not our countrymen! These people have
dropped out! They have abandoned America and everything it stands
forl They are doing everything in their power to destroy our society!
Its a plot more inddious than anything the Communigts or the
Neo-Krishnas ever thought of! And it's our job to stop them!™

"But fill-"

"Bill, I'l take the controls now!"

"Colond?"

"It's a commander's job. Anyway, | don't want you to do anything
youd fed guilty about.”

IIBlJt—"

"Enough! Kely! Put a chute on that egg.”

"Aye, aye, gr," theflight engineer said.

"Colond, you're logng dtitude," Captain Johnson said.

"This has to be precisgly on target, Bill. Any error and we kill red

Americans outsde of Deeth Vdley. Well do it with a paradrop from
five thousand fedt," the colond said.

They were thirty miles and three minutes from Life Vdley when they
spotted athin black doud ahead.

Then they wereinit.

A twenty-pound Canada goose bounced off the windshidd.
Followed by another. And another. Ahead of them, like contrals in
reverse, eight long lines of eagles, owls, and condors were flying into
thar jet intakes. One by one the engines choked and froze and died.
The fourteenth Canada goose took out the windshidd, poraying the
cabin with broken plagtic and blood. The colond pulled back on the
controls, but they were duggish. The plane was logng dtitude fadt.

"Kdly! the colond shouted. Communications above the roar was
bardy possible. "Set the bomb to detonate on impact!”

"Are you crazy?' Kely yeled, disaming the bomb. "We're too low



to bail out!"
"l know! But welve got to! They'rein my head™

"Heis crazy," Kdly muttered, jettisoning the fuse and bracing for a
crash. He hit the lever to jettison the fud, but he knew he was too late.

The huge plane camein near the center of the vdley and erupted in a
goray of broken wood and torn duminum. The wings sheared off,
engines ripped loose, and nearly full fud tanks ruptured. Orange flames
and black smoke poured through houses and into basements. Huddled
people screamed and died.

Onewing tank spun into Pinecroft's Sde and burst and burned. The
entire Sde of the hundred-foot-tall tree was a blanket of flame. It went
through the windows and up and down the elevator shaft.

Mona and Peatricia made it to the surface in Mack, a TRAC tanker
loaded with water. They set him to spraying those wals that were not
yet burning, and got out.

Copernick's fauns, Colleen and Ohura, ran out of the tree house,
eech carying a humen baby. Mogt of Ohuras black har was burned
off.

"My babied" Mona screamed.

The fauns handed the unharmed Copernick children to Mona and
Patricia, then turned back to the burning tree house.

When Colleen and Ohura ran indde, they found the edevator
bouncing repidly, convulsed with pain. They ran to the Harcase,
reaching it just as burning jet fud was garting to dribble down. Without
hestation they ran up the gairs through the flames. Their hoofs provided
some protection, but the fur on Ohura's legs caught fire midway up. She
continued upward to the fauns room before throwing hersdf to the floor
and ralling on the carpet to put out the flames.

Cradled in soft niches on Pinecroft's second floor, the four baby
fauns each 4ill lay on its back contently sucking the treenipple just
above its mouth.



While Ohura flalled a her smoldering fur, Colleen took the babies
from their niches. As Ohura finished she picked up one of her own
children and one of Colleen's. Each carying two fauns Colleen and
Ohura bounded for the corridor.

The fire and smoke in the hdlway had grown much worse, and the
fauns had to crawl, babies clutched to thar breasts, groping then- way
to the sarvice gairway, Colleen in the lead. A wadl of flames shot up
between them and Ohura gasped, involuntarily inhding the fire, Ingaing
her lungs. She couldnt bresthe or spesk, and the world dtarted to
become dark gray. As she became unconscious, she tucked the two
children under her, trying to protect them from the heat with her own
bodly.

Coalleen reached the service staircase before she redized that Ohura
wasnt behind her. She hesitated for a second, then turned back to
grope blindy for her sgter. As she crawled, a branch tha had
supported the third floor gave way, smashing the bones of her left knee
and pinning her to the floor. The smoke cleared for an ingant and she
saw Ohura afew feet in front of her.

"Ohura I'm over herdl" But Ohura didn't move.

The log pinning Colleen down was two feet in diameter and fifteen
yards long. Colleen sruggled hdplesdy, ralling over, trying to rip her
own leg off. Anything to save hersdf and her children.

Suddenly an LDU darted through the smoke, his body dlvery white
to reflect the heat. His laterd tentacles grabbed for Ohura and the two
babies were quickly secured to his undersde.

The LDU turned its attention to the trapped faun. I'm Dirk, Colleen.”
He tried to lift the log from her leg but faled. "Better give me the
children. I can't move thislog."

The flames were rgpidly gpproaching them as Colleen gave up the
baby fauns The pain in her leg was unbearable. Desth would be
welcome.

"Sorry, Colleen.” Dirk tapped her behind the head, knocking her
unconscious, ending the pain. Then he wrapped a tentacle tightly around



her left thigh and with one whack of a dagger-claw severed the leg
above the knee.

Dirk placed Colleen next to Ohura and the four baby fauns and
raced down the burning Stairway to safety.

Copernick stayed a his post in the communications center, giving an
amog continuous stream of rationd orders to the CCU, mog of which
hed been anticipated and were being put into effect before they were
received. Guibedo stayed a his nephew's sde, occasondly making
suggestions.

"Get as many of the crew out as possble” Copernick said. "Give
them medica trestment in preference to our own people if necessary.
We need the bastards.”

LDUs waded ankle deep through burning gasoline, dashing through
duminum and boron-fiber composite with their knife-claws, searching
out every scrap of humean flesh in the burning bomber.

Tree houses over an entire square mile were searched for the
injured, the dying, and the dead.

Thefire did not spread past the second subbasement of Copernick's
complex, because of Pinecroft's green growing wood and the efficiency
o the LDUs.

Hundreds of injured people and animds were brought to the
third-leve medica center. Among them, near the end of the lig, were
Ohura, with third-degree burns over eighty percent of her body, and
Colleen, battered but ill dive.

Liebchen was with them, halding four uninjured baby fauns, the sze
of squirrels.

"Dirk pulled you dl out. He says that you're going to be okay in a
month," Liebchen said. Ohuras lungs were too seared for her to speak,
but she amiled dightly.

"Are our babies dl rignt?' Colleen's eyes were swollen shut.



"I've got them dl right here. They're fine Lady Mona sad you two
did everything perfect," Liebchen said.

"Oh, good. | hope Pinecroftll be dl right,” Colleen said, before
putting hersdf to deep.

"What's the status on the bomber crew?' "Sx of the origind eight are
dive, my lord. Three of those are capable of taking. Thar flight orders
were sgned by Magor Gengrd Hadings, chief of the Defense
Intelligence Agency.”

"Hadtings, huh?' Copernick said. "That's perfect, politicaly. | want
those three men programmed to make complete confessions to the
news media, and | want it done in three hours. They are to say that they
hed orders to drop an alomic bomb on American citizens, and that they
would have done so if ther plane had not developed engine trouble.
Cdl for volunteers among the valey's ditizens. | need dl roads out of the
valey blocked by 'refugees for three hours. We need time to set the
dage before the newsmen get here”

Guibedo sad, "Wha do you figure that's going to accomplish,
Heany?'

"We were lucky this tune, and we can't repeat the performance.
Bringing that plane down cost us five hundred birds.

"CCU. See that dl of the birds are cleaned out of the wreckage. |
don't want the government to know that we have any capability of
fighing back. Save any birds that can be saved and... give the rest an
honorable burid.

"Unde Martin, our only hope is to kick up so much politicd flack
thet our opponents will wait a few months before attacking agan. And
with luck, by then they won't have anything to attack with."

"Heny, it'stime we let our bugs loose.”
"Do you want the honor, Unde Martin?'
"Yah. Now | want the honor. Telephone!l Do it!"



In subbasements below ther feet, long caling-high racks were filled
with white eggs the dze of beachballs, each connected by a black
umbilica cord to the mother-being and by athin pink gring to the CCU.

The eggs began to open. By the thousands, full-szed swans broke
soundlesdy from their shdlls and started their Slent, orderly, mindless
processon upward. They dimbed the wide circular ramp four hundred
fedt to the surface, and beyond, through the burned-out shdll that was
Pinecroft. They dimbed until they were a hundred feet above the
ground then dove into the night air. The grest white birds circled high,
then each flew off to its own separate detination.

Guibedo dimbed Pinecroft. Sll a wanted man, he couldnt attend
the press conference a the auditorium, but he could see the flash of
strobes, the milling crowds. None of Copernick’s creations was in Sght.
They had been hidden, and the vdley's citizens had been cautioned not
to mention them.

He could make out the long line of beds set up near the band shell,
an outdoor hospitd and morgue.

Guibedo watched the swans flying high and away. "Hy high, my
pretty friends. Do your job, and thiswill never happen again.”

Each of the myriad birds headed to its five-square-mile target zone,
then darted flying a zgzag pattern. At four-second intervds, it
discharged two mosguitoes, one a shiny duminum, the other a duller
iron. When it had discharged 1,024 of each insedt, it froze in the air, its
programming and life completed. It fdl to the ground and became
fertilizer for the food-making tree in its breast.

Each of the mosquitoes sought out metdl. A car, aplane, atin can. It
lad an egg and flew on to do it again, a thousand times more. And then
it died.

Each egg hatched and grew into a larva which, in three days time,

would eat two ounces of metd and then become a mosquito and lay a
thousand eggs of its own.

They would do this for eghty generations, and then their short-lived
race would become extinct. Or rather, would try to, for after forty



generaions there would be neither iron nor duminum nor any of their
dloys left in an unoxidized state on Earth.

Patricia Cambridge came up and stood at Martin Guibedo's sde.

"There were too many old colleagues a the press conference. It sort
o hurt, seeing them again. We taked, but | wasnt one of them
anymore

"It doesn't matter, Paity. The world you knew has ended. Now we
will build a better one™

Patricia thought he was taking of love, and shuggled closer.



Chapter Nine

JUNE 20, 2003

MAINTENANCE of a proper resource allocation scheme will require
a continuously updated local census of the humans and other
bioforms under our jurisdiction.

Local ganglia are therefore instructed to inform me of all human
activities within their assigned areas.

-Central Coordination Unit

"I'm sorry that it had to be you, George," Generd Powers said. "You
were right in doing what you did, and it certainly wasn't your fault thet
the bomber crashed. But politicad redities force me to reieve you of
your command.”

"YS, S'rln

"Offiadly, our postion is that you went insane because of the death
of your family some years ago. You will be assgned to a psychiaric
ward under sedation for about a month. By that time we should have a
find solution to this bioengineering problem, and your name can be
cleared,” Powers sad.

"A month or 0 in the funny farm wont kill me, ar.”

“No point in that. | said ‘officidly.” Actudly, 1'd just like you to go
away for awhile Take a vacation somewhere. Youll know when you
should come back."

"Therk you, Sr."
"And have a good time"



Hadtings cut himsdf a set of orders assgning himsdf to the 315th
Fighter-Bomber Squadron & Westover Fied, Massachusetts. Then he
cut a second set reassgning himsdf, his plane, and one atomic bomb to
the Nava Teding Lab in San Diego.

Eight hours after leaving Generd Powers office, Hagtings was flying
his F-38 Penetrator a forty thousand feet over the Utah desert. Degth
Vdley was thirty minutes away.

“Like the man said, if you want something done right, you'd better do
it yoursdlf,"” Hagtings said doud to himsdif.

Directly below him, a gngle mindless lava was snking its solid
diamond tegth into a contact pin of an dectricd connector. This
connector was mounted directly to the solid-fud rocket that powered
the F-38's gection seat. The contact tasted bad, like gold, so the larva
crawled to the next pin to see if it was duminum. In the process, its
auminum body touched both contacts smultaneoudy and the resulting
eectricd current killed it. It dso ignited the solid fud rocket, which
blasted Hagtings out through the F-38's plagtic canopy.

Hagtings was unconscious, but his flight suit had been designed for
ue a L-5. It protected him from the cold and near vacuum. At five
thousand feet, his parachute opened automaticaly.

The plane had been sat on full automatic and programmed to fly to
San Diego, so that its trangponder could assure Ground Control that the
arcraft's flignt plan was bang followed. It continued the journey
without pilot or canopy, made a perfect landing on its assigned
runway, and stopped, awating further indructions. Within minutes it

was vigted by an egg-laying mosquito.
The crash truck was unable to go out to the plane to investigate. A
larva had eaten a hole in the truck's fud pump.

The swans looked like ordinary birds, and so attracted little
attention. Bored radar operators noticed unusud migration patterns, and
properly logged them. But the logs were not due to reach the scientific
community for months, and actualy would never be examined &t dl.



Each swan died and fdl in the center of its assgned area. Copernick
hed decided that the food trees, and thus the population, should be
scattered as far as possible, to limit the possbility of riots and plagues
and to keep them isolated when they occurred.

But if the sdentific community failed to notice the swans, the animd
community did not. Over hdlf the fdlen swans were eaten by animas or
other birds. This posshility had been taken into account. The seeds
were hard, smdl, and indigestible. They sprouted, absorbing the flesh
around them. The scavengers died, and provided additiond fertilizer.

Less than a hundred swans were eaten by people, and cooking
destroyed most of the seeds. In deven cases the swans were not
properly cooked, and the people died.

But people who eat raw carrion do not natify authorities when a
death occurs. Nor do they peform autopsies or embdm ther dead.
The trees grew.

Two hundred and eghteen professond biologists across the world
found firg-generation larvae and excitedly took them into labs to study.
Incredible! An insect with a biochemidry different from anything
previoudy known. They hurriedly prepared prdiminary reports, each
expecting to be the fird to publish.

A fird-generdtion larva had been lad on the wing of a DC-16.
Unnaticed in the course of three days, it ate its way into the tubular
duminum wing strut. There it metamorphosed into a mosquito, which
was unable to fly out of the two hundred-foot sedled chamber. It lad its
thousand eggs dong the length of the wing and died.

Two days later a thousand larvae were contentedly munching away.
Eleven hundred passengers were aboard the Qantas arliner, with a
crew of forty taking them from Los Angeles where it was midsummer to
Melbourne in the middle of its whiter. Skirting a hurricane south of
Hawaii, the left whig sheared off. There were no survivors.



* % %

Anather firs-generation egg was lad on the sde of an aging space
shuttle. 1t was just burrowing its way into the cabin at takeoff, and the
grdl ar lesk wasn't noticed until the ship was in orbit. The larva ate its
way into the cargo compartment and then into the chasss of a
strip-chart recorder. With its cargo unloaded a a qation in a low polar
orbit, the shuttle returned. Its departure Ieft the whed-shaped space
gation with only one smdl ship capable of landing on Earth. The larva
metamorphosed in a biology lab during a deep period and lad eght
hundred eggs before an astronomer swatted it. None of these eggs
reached maturity; many of them were blown out into space when they
ae through the outer wals The rest died when the daion became
arles

Thanks to automéatic darms, 820 of the dation's 957 people aboard
were gble to get into intact space suitsin time

By then no spacecraft on Earth was able to take off, primaily due to
punctures in their fud tanks.

Dueto ther low polar orbit, no other station could hdp themintime.

The dation's only functiond ship was capable of landing a cargo of
only twelve thousand pounds. The daion commander, a 180-pound
mean, decided to save the maximum number of people, and so ordered
the ship to be filled on the basis of weight. There were no acts of
violence, and only minmd objections to the plan. One hundred and
nineteen persons, mogly smal women, were loaded aboard.

The ship made it safdy to Earth. Seven hundred and one people in
orbit died with dignity.

They would have received more sympathy if those on Earth hadn't
hed troubles of their own.

The metdlic larvae ate thin sheet metd dong its entire thickness,
cutting irregular dashesin car fenders, aircraft wings, and missle hulls



Fud tanks were among the firsd components to be rendered usdless.
While two percent of the world's arcraft crashed and one percent of
the land vehicles were wrecked due to mechanicd failures, the grest
mgority of them sat on ther runways and driveways and smply fdl to
pi€eces.

The left engine on Lou von Bork's Cessna 882 Super Conquest died
within a second of the right.

"Sedt bets, gang!" He shouted over the intercom: "We are going
down."

Senator Benhemer had been dozing in the copilot's char. "What?
What's up, Lou, boy?'

"It looks like we're out of fud, Moe." Von Bork tried to restart the
turbo props, then gave up and feathered his propellers.

"Out of fud? But we just tanked up a Fort Scott!" Beinhemer said.

"I know, but for the lagt ten minutes the fud gauges have been
moving left like you wouldn't beieve. | was hoping that it was an
eectricad problem until the motors quit. We mugt have sprung a lesk.”

"Oh. My. God."

"It's nat that bad, Moe. We're dill a thirty-one thousand feet, so we
have ten minutes to find a oft place to land. And in Kanssas, that's not
dl that hard to do. At least | think we're ill in Kansas.™

"You think? | thought that Loran gizmo of yours was supposed to
tdl you where you were within a hundred yards."

"It does, usudly, only it started to act up just after takeoff. It's trying
to tdl me that we're over Kentucky."

"You gotta beieve your ingruments, boy. Firg rule of ingrument
flight"
"Moe, we left Fort Scott, Kansas, fifty-five minutes ago. | have been

flying into the sunset since then. This plane cruises a three hundred forty
knots. Those are whest fidds down there. I'm not going to believe that



I've flown five hundred forty miles due east.”
"Wadl, hadn't you better radio for help?"
"The radio's quit working, too. Both of them.”

After hearing the news about the attempted bombing of Life Vdley,
von Bork had spent a day collecting up his two secretaries, Senator
Beinheimer, and the gtaff of the Crysta City ingdlation. He had piled
them, dong with absolutely no baggage, into his Cessna and topped off
hisfud tanks. The senator's name was sufficient to get them immediate
clearance for takeoff at 1545.

Dusk was coming down even more rgpidily than the twin engine
turbo prop. Very few lights showed in the farming country, and none of
those lit up a suitable stretch of highway.

Von Bork continued due west, heading for Life Vdley, hoping thet a
lighted highway or-please God!-an airport would appear.
At a thousand feet, he settled for the planted fidd up ahead.

Lowering his landing gear and flgps (they worked!), he came in to what
he thought was a whest fidd

"Dear God... dear God... dear God," Beinhemer muttered, dutching
the armrest with fear-whitened firgas

"Thet the only prayer you know, Moe?'

"“The only one, by God, but it's sincere! After this Il learn some
more. | swear | will!"

"Hang on, gang!" von Bork shouted into the intercom. "The old
barnstormers could do it, and were only eghty ahead of them in
technology!"

Von Bork was no fam boy, and what with the speed, dtitude, and

darkness, he was wrong about it being a wheat fidd; it was corn, tdl
Kansas corn.

The Cessna's landing gear had been designed for use on a surface
infinitdy harder than rich, tilled soil. All three whedls sheared off within
twenty yards of touchdown. This was good, because von Bork's



air-speed indicator had been rendered grosdy inaccurate by two
metd-munching larva. He had come in more than eghty knots too fast.

The Cessna diced through the milewide cornfield, narrowly missng
the center pivot irrigation machine. The wings took an amazing besating,
each corngtalk sending its own thump through the airframe.

The plane had dowed to Sixty before the wing strut gave way amost
exadtly in the center and both wings tore off together. This too was
lucky, for had one gone before the other, the plane would have rolled.

The battered fusdage skidded to a stop, and dl was suddenly quiet.

Von Bork took his hands from the whed, hardly able to bdieve it
was over and he was dive. He sad into the intercom: "How's it going
back there?'

"Were dl okay, Mr. von Bork."

"Wdl," von Bork sad to Beinhemer, "l guess that was a good
landing.”

Public congternation was, of course, extreme. Every palitical body in
the world sat in emergency session. Crash programs and task forces
were funded, but none had time to accomplish anything. Research takes
years. The larvae took only days. Accusations and counter-accusations
flashed across nationd borders.

India abruptly ceased dl communication with the rest of the world on
the same day that the swans flew. Isradl, the fifth most powerful nation
after Russa the U.S, Ching, and India, took her slence as an
admisson of guilt for the metd-eating plague. The Igadis arcraft and
missles were dready usdess, but ther tanks were made of thicker
metd. Even perforated with holes, char-bram armor could stop most
projectiles, and turbine engines contain little iron or duminum. Damaged
fud tanks were fitted with plagtic liners, gun barrds were given a
cursory inspection, and the attack was launched.

The lagt tank stopped twenty kilometers from its depot. A tread
weakened by hundreds of holes had broken.



S0 ended the last mechanized war the world would ever see.

Radio and tdevison gations suspended their regular programming,
devating their time to emergency broadcasts, but the messages from the
world's governments were monotonoudy smilar: "Don't panic. Stay in
your homes. Well take care of you."

But there was nothing that anyone could do.

Air time was aso dlotted to reigious programs. A thousand priests,
minigers and shamans cdled on as may gods to hdp them, but the
gods remained Slent.

Many of the rdigious leaders proclamed that the end of the world
was at hand. And in a sense, they were right.

Trains, being made of thicker metd, lasted a week longer then cars
or trucks. Ther lagt freights were modly food and water for the dities;
very few places on Earth had more than a week's supply of food on
hand. Canned food became usdess as the cans were dashed and
destroyed. And the larvae soon riddled the refrigerator units that kept
frozen food fresh. The trucks and trains that once brought fresh supplies
no longer existed.

The food trees sprouted quickly, and each grew 3x vines that spread
out evenly for fifteen feet and then generated new roots a these spots.
The space between was quickly covered with heart-shaped leaves,
close to the ground. Each leaf had a red cross a its center. Though
Guibedo had no love for the Red Cross (or any other organization, for
that matter), the red cross was the only symbol of help that he could
think of that was universaly known.

In 9x weeks each food plant would cover forty acres of land. Trees
and other plants that were in the way were absorbed with remarkable
rapidity. Animals found their leaves to be bitter and spat them out; those
that perssted, died. Farmers who tried to uproot the new weed found



that it recovered in hours. Herbicides were ineffective.

In two months the dense ground cover would dart to rise as tree
trunks grew in a triangular pattern every fifteen feet. The trunks would
grow to be eght feat tdl. Only then, three months from planting, once
there was enough photosynthetic area, would they start to produce food
gourds on their trunks. But each tree could feed a thousand people.

"The bridge isout,” Senator Beinheimer said.

A farmer had driven the ten of them into town, a which point the
truck's engine falled due to alarvaholein the ail gdlery.

Three days in Brigol, Colorado, convinced von Bork that
trangportation was not avalable and would probably never be
avalable

Striking out on foot, they headed west.

The two men and Sx women who were subordinate to von Bork
were dl Rguves. They dl had more than Sxty years of experience.
They dl had hedthy twenty-year-old bodies. Among them, they had a
vad aray of ussful knowledge. How to pick mushrooms, how to dig
roots, how to trap rabbits, and how to build shelter. Traveling upstream
dong the Arkansas River, they survived well. The senator was adle to
keep up, though his bones ached.

It took them a month to cross the Colorado Plains and the Rocky
Mountains. Now, on the downhill Sde, the road came quite literdly to
an end.

"l sad the bridge is out.”

"Obvioudy," von Bork said. "But thet is the Gunnison River, and the
Gunnison empties into the Colorado, and the Colorado pours into Lake
Mead, spitting distance from Life Valey."

"You crazy, boy? You're taking about maybe a thousand miles of
white water."

"True. I'm dso taking about riding instead of waking. Persondly,



I'm sick of walking. Who's with me?"
"Were dways with you, Mr. von Bork."
Senator Beinhamer was the last one down.
Within amile, they found an abandoned twelve-man rubber raft.

Antenna towers are hed stable by long sted cables, and when these
were eaten through, the towers fdl. Radio and TV dations went off the
ar.

The orbiting communications satdlites dill operated but ther crews
could give no useful information to the people beow because they
themsdlves had no way of finding out what was happening.

These dations, and those on the moon, were largdy sdf-sufficient,
and could survive severd years without hdp from Earth. But they could
provide no help in return.

The world's dectrica power was cut off, as power towers crumpled
and high-voltage wires crashed to the Earth. There was no way for
mogt people to ligen to the satellite broadcasts.

No insects had been spread over the oceans, so ships a sea were
generdly not affected until they came to land. There they were promptly
plagued by egg-laying mosquitoes. Most of them sank a the docks,
thar huls riddled with holes. Some left and tried to make it to ther
home ports, and, of these, some made it back. But those that didnt
went down with dl hands, as the lifeboats were in worse shape than the
ships themsdves.

Smdl sdling craft, with plagtic hulls and brass fittings, were largdy
unaffected. Mogt of these Ieft port with jury-rigged wooden masts and
manilla stays, their owners, or those who had stolen them, planning to
eke out some sort of surviva by fishing.

The old, the infirm, the hospitdized were the worst affected. In some



cases, the doctors resorted to euthanasa. In mog., the ill were smply
abandoned when nothing more could be done for them. In a few cases,
dedicated medica gaffs stayed with ther patients.

Severd thousand sdf-proclamed messiahs, quoting the Bible, the
Tdmud, the Koran, or one of a hundred dmilar texts, or daiming
gpecid divine, stientific, or palitical knowledge, gathered flocks eager
to fallow anyone who seemed to know what he was doing. Ther net
effect was beneficid, for many of these leaders led their people out of
the cities

Without dectricd power or water, cities became uninhabitable.
Sanitation became nonexigent, and plagues broke out on a scde
unknown since the Middle Ages.

Mindless looting, murder, and rape became commonplace. Those
authorities that dill existed had neither communications nor weapons nor
trangportation. They were largdy powerless, and few could do anything
but protect themsdves.

Most people formed into smdl, loca groups and were gble to
mantan some form of order within ther tiny territories as the
lawbreskers were no better armed and generdly less wdl coordinated.

A great, dlvered parabolic dish was consructed in Life Vdley,
targeted on a functioning communications saelite, and a message
trangmitted. With nothing else to tranamit, the operators reayed it dl
over the globe on the commercid VHF and UHF frequencies.

Consumer dectronics contain little or no ion or duminum. And those
with battery-operated radios and televisons heard it.

The voice was Hanrich Copernick's, dthough, for linguistic reasons,
the speaker was the CCU.



"I an Heinrich Copernick. | have a message thet is vitd to your
welfare. Be patient, and it will be repeated in your own language. An
Englislanguage broadcast will begin in ten minutes™ These lines, with
appropriate broadcast times, were then repeated in Russan, Chinese,
French, German, Hindugani, and fifty-three other languages and
didects

"We are in the midgt of a devagtating and higtoricdly unprecedented
plague” it continued in English. "As you are doubtless wdl aware, it is
caused by an insect that is capable of metabolizing iron and duminum. It
has spread with incredible rapidity across the entire globe.

"The biologicd metaboliam of metds is not unprecedented. Iron
bacteria have plagued corrosion engineers for many years. It is possble
that these insects carry such bacteria, or have somehow incorporated
DNA from these bacteria into their chromosomes.

"It ssems alaw of nature that everything that can be eaten eventudly
will be eaten. Every possible ecologicd niche is eventudly filled. Nature
hes findly caught up with us, at least insofar as our two most common
metds are concerned.

"Mankind is indeed fortunate that my uncle, Dr. Martin Guibedo, has
developed a means of supplying food and shelter that does not depend
on the metds we once used. | am spesking, of course, of the tree
houses.

"You are doubtless familiar with them. Just previous to the plague, an
edimated three percent of the world's populaion was living in them.
These tree houses are capable of supporting, for a fev months and a a
bare sustenance levd, ten times the number of people currently living
with them. There is room for one third of humanity in the adult trees that
dready exig, and for dl of humanity in the young trees that are now
meturing.

"Those of you now living in tree houses are urged to be generous.
You must do this because dl men are brothers, we cannot dlow our
brothers to starve needlesy.

"And you mug do this for your own self-protection, for a hungry



men with a hungry family is a dangerous man. The people you invite into
your homes can hdp protect you from the marauding gangs that now
infest our world.

"As mayor of a tree-house dty growing in what was once Degth
Vdley, | invite anyone who can come to join us Our ditizens are
planting tree houses to accommodate you. We will do what we can to
meke your walk here as comfortable as possible.

“In addition to this, we have planted ten million food trees across the
Earth. Each of these trees will, in two months time, be able to feed one
thousand people. Alone they will be gble to feed dl of humanity. Eat
only the food pods that grow from the trunks. The leaves and branches
are poisonous. These trees were designed by Dr. Martin Guibedo to
combat the present criss. One of them should now be growing for
evay five square miles of our Earth's land. As each covers forty acres
o land, they will be easy enough to spot. Each leaf has a amdl red
cross in the center.

"Because of the emergency, these trees were planted hurriedly and
without regard to property rights. While we normdly respect property
rights, racid surviva comes fird.

"Those of you who are living in cdities and heavily populated areas
mud leave them a once. Staying where you are, you are in srious
danger of dying from disease, fire, or Sarvation. Take wha food and
dathing you can, join others for sdlf-protection, and head for the most
isolated area you can find. Odds are afood tree will be there. If you go
far enough, you will find food.

"Begdes developing new forms of plants, we have dso developed
severd new forms of animas One of these is cdled a Labor and
Defense Unit. They resemble a waking kitchen table and | am afrad
that they are rather ugly to look at, but they are honest policemen and
good doctors. They are intdligent, fast, and deadly.

"There are now one million LDUs. This is a vay smdl force
compared with the world's population, but it seems to be the only one
capable of acting on a worldwide basis. Because of this we are



dedlaring matid law.

"Murder, davery, and the wanton destruction of food supplies,
induding tree houses and food trees, are hereby declared capitd
offenses. LDUs have been ordered to kill immediatdy anyone found
committing these offenses.

"It is not our intention to infringe the rights of any organized group.
We will support any group capable of maintaining order within its loca
area, and we urge everyone to form such groups for mutud ad and
sdf-protection, provided that obvious standards of conduct are
maintained.

"To summarize, there is more than enough food for everyone, but
you mud leave the dities to find it.

"And a force of intdligent, strange-looking animas will be heping to
mantain law and order. Please give them your complete cooperation.

"I am Henrich Copernick. | have a message thet is vitd to your
welfare. Be patient, and it will be repeated in your own language. The
next English-language broadcast will begin in twelve hours™

Guibedo, Copernick, Mona, Patricia, Liebchen, and Dirk ligened to
the broadcast in the living room at Oak-wood, Guibedo's home.

"Heany, you make me out for such a hero, | get embarrassed,”
Guibedo said, switching off the radio.

"You deserve it, Unde Matin. It's about time you got some
recognition for your accomplishments. But when times are rough-and
they've never been worse-people need to know thet there is someone,
someplace, who can and will help them. They need a hero to keep their
Spirits up, and you're handy."

"Wadl, | dill get embarrassed.”

"At leest now there will be fewer people trying to kill you,"
Copernick sad.

"Kill Martin!" Patricia was horrified, and Mona was Sartled.



Liebchen was immediatdy in tears.

"Nobody did it," Guibedo sad with his ams around Petricia and
Liebchen. "Thanks modly to Dirk and his buddies. We didn't tdl you
about it because there wasn't any point to making you worry."

"Thank you, Dirk," Peatricia said, gently stroking the LDU's fegthery
back. Gently, because he had been badly burned in the fire a month
before. LDUs with their four-stranded DNA hedled dmogt as dowly as
humans did. By comparison, the fauns, Ohura and Colleen, far more
serioudy injured, were dmogt completdly wel, dthough Ohuras hair
was dill short and Colleen's new leg was 4ill three inches shorter than
her old one.

Ligbchen was consderably more demondrative than Patricia,
jumping up and hugging Dirk as best she could. She kissed both of his
gye saks and then began working her way around his ovd body,
kissng dl eght of his fixed eyes. Dirk caressed her back, and if her
actions caused him any pain, he didn't show it.

"You know," Guibedo sad, "l think they'rein love."

"Asyou know, my lord, we're both incgpable of the romantic love of
bisexud beings” Dirk said. "Though | mugt confess thet | rather enjoy
having her around. Still, | wish | could join my brothers who are leaving
tomorrow. There is so much work to do and so few to do it."

"Somebody has got to mind the store,” Guibedo said. "Only twenty
of you will be left in the vdley, and dl of you are injured. Youll have
your share of work."

"The Aerid Defense Units will be ready in sx months to back up
your brothers," Copernick added.

" wish there was something | could do," Petricia sad

"l think there is, Petty,” Mona said. "Let's you and me load Winnie
up with food and tree-house seeds and head out to the coast. A ot of
people mugt be in trouble out there.”

"Not a bad idea" Copernick said. "But not to the coast. You can
have no idea how savage it's gotten in the cities. | wouldnt object to



your going esst.”
"But the dities are where we could do the mogt amount of good,”
Mona protested.

"No. Youll be &ble to save a given number of lives in whatever
direction you go. | will not permit the mother of my children to risk her
life unnecessarily.”

"Oh, dl right." Mona thought that bringing the kids into the argument
was remarkably poor form.

"Widl, it's not dl right with me. Just you two girls out there done?
Guibedo sad, ignoring the fact that Mona was stronger than most men,
induding himsdif.

"Oh, Matin," Patricia said. "Well have Winnie, and you know how
grong heis”

"Thet walking house trailer is strong, but dumb. Dirk, could you fight
inan emergency?’

“I'mabitin pain, my lord, but it doesn't degrade my efficency.”

"S0 you can ride ingde and keep an eye on things. And we can keep
in touch through you, too."

"Oh, | want to go, too!" Liebchen got five cold stares. "Oh, please.
Ohura and Colleen can teke care of the children now, and Ishtar can
watch my babies. Oh, please, please, | won't get in the way. | promise.”

Saying no to Liebchen was usudly too much trouble to be worth i,
and this was no exception. The five of them would leave in the morning.

The suspension bridges were dl down, and sted trusses were getting
shaky. Skyscrapers had dready started to collapse, ther ded frames
riddled with larvae holes. It would be a month or so before the larvae
would get hard enough up to eat the nalls out of houses, but the day
would come.

Long lines of refugees streamed out of the cities. They were pitiful to
look at, though most of them were wel dressed. Many were hurt, more



were sck, and most were hungry. They pushed homemade wooden
carts and dragged plagtic deds.

Behind them and around them the cities were crumbling and burning.

Claymore was dimbing a sheer sandstone diff. He moved swiftly,
deftly finding footholds, his four camd-like legs moving with insect
swiftness. Hisrigid body was alight tan color, to maich his background.

While his forward ganglia controlled his ascent, his centra ganglia
took command of his eye tentaclesthe fixed eyes were suffident for
navigation-and spread them wide for a good view of the humen aty at
his back.

Even from this height and distance, the city was a shambles. The
suspengon bridge had aready fdlen, its center span deep underwater.
One of its ged towers was down and the other was leaning drunkenly.
A nearby truss bridge dill held-and might hold for days yet-but in the
end it, too, would be rubble and rust. There was no motor traffic on the
bridge. There was none anywhere. The cars and trains and planes were
fdling gpart on ther driveways and sdings and runways. On schedue

The bridge was dotted with humans. Claymore adjusted his tentacle
eyes for telescopic vison, to study them more cdosdy. Wl dressed,
mogt of them, but they trudged dowly under heavy burdens. They were
dirty and probably thirsty. The water mains had gone out four days
before. Getting enough water to live wouldn't be a serious problem, but
the food dtuation was serious. Trucks had stopped ariving from the
countryside a week ago. This troubled him, for ten thousand of these
humans were his persond respongibility.

Nearing the top of the diff, he scanned out to the west. About half of
the power towers had fdlen. The lines had been dead for days. As he
watched, one more went, dowly crashing into the rust-red dust. The
center of the dty was modly empty. Two of the tdlest buildings had
fdlen so far, dogging the man intersections. The few people dill there
moved quickly, furtively watching the remaining buildings He focused in
on one of them. Shabhbily dressed and remarkably dirty, this man picked



up a brick from afdlen skyscraper and threw it through a large window
in a dtill-standing building. Afraid to go too far indde, he leaned past the
broken glass and began filling a canvas bag with the contents of the
digplay window.

Claymore focused closer, curious as to what this human was risking
hs life to get. Baubles Cryddlized carbon, gold, and slver.
Cryddlized duminum oxide with a smdl percentage of chromium or
megnesum. The duff seemed to have no ussful purpose except
persona adornment. This human had collected more of it than he could
cary. Strange. Contrasurvival.

A block over, another human, afemde, wasfilling a plagtic case with
green paper certificates. Weird. But there was nothing in Claymore's
directives againd it, so he scanned on.

He reached the top of the diff and had to use his humanoid hands to
meke it over the lip. From there he turned back to "face" the crumbling
cty. Not tha he had a face, or even a head. His body turned a
brownish green to match the grass below his feet.

Scanning to the north, he saw a large group of humans crossing a
shaky bridge to an idand in the river. Trouble. As soon as transmission
space was available, he thought to those below.

Claymore here. Is anyone near the idand two miles due north of
the city?

Jarid here, Claymore. | am. What can | do for you?

Claymore here. There are approximately twenty-three hundred
humans crossing over to that idand. The bridge leaving it is down,
but they can't see that from where they're at. When the bridge
they're usng goes they'll be stranded. Well probably lose half of
them.

Jarid here. I'll get on it. Where are you calling from?
Claymore here. I'm on top of the sandstone cliffs south of the
city.

Jarid here. | see you now. | suggest you stay there and direct us



down here. We have only eighty-two LDUs here to take care of
almost two million people. | wish we had some observation birds.

Claymore difled a sob.

Claymore here. Will do. There are some strange things going on
in the city.

Jarid here. Like what?

Claymore here. Humans in the city are foraging for baubles
rather than food.

Jarid here. S07? It's what they usually do. Where have you been?
The subject was discussed a week ago.

Claymore here. | just came out of shock. | lost my bird a month
ago bringing down a bomber. But I'm functional now.

Jarid here. Sorry. | didn't realize you were a Beta unit. From
your name, | mean.

Claymore here. A claymore was a mine as well as a sword. I'm
functionally an Alpha now. I'll get used to it.

Jarid here. I'm sure you will. We're a tough species. To fill you in
on your earlier question, the consensus is that humans were never
programmed to handle their present problems. The result is a
clinging to obsolete value systems and generally aberrant
behavior. Jarid out.

The above conversation took less than a second.

Claymore continued his scanning, occasiondly making suggestions to
other LDUs below. There were minor outbresks and riots among the
humans, but a least the LDUs didn't have to face medlic wespons
anymore.

Claymore! Gamma 5723 here. Go directly south at top speed.
I'll explain when you're on your way.

Gamma units were somewhat telepathic with humans, that is, they
could hear humans think, dthough they generdly couldn't tak to them.
A recent development, they were few in number and so they generdly



concentrated on mgor emergencies. When a Gamma made a
suggedtion, an Alpha moved fast.

Claymore here. I'm on my way. What's up?

Gamma 5723 here. Go one mile due south, then right, onto a
gravel road. In approximately one mile you will come to a stone
cabin on your right. There you will find six adult human males and
one adult human female. The males are presently sequentially
raping the female.

Claymore here. Rape? Oh, yes, One of the humans bisexual
reproduction customs. Considered improper in most human
cultures. But why trouble me with it? Rape is not on the forbidden
list of human activities.

Gamma 5723 here. I'm not concerned with the rape. That's been
going on for hours. The house is the property of the female, and its
construction is such that it will probably survive the present
emergency. Furthermore, it contains a large supply of dehydrated
camper's food in plastic packages. The males have decided to kill
the female to more easly take her property. Also, the males are
presently despoiling some of the food supply.

Claymore here. Murder and destroying food are certainly
forbidden activities for humans. But their actions are o irrational!
Why destroy part of a food supply that is necessary to your own
survival? And why go through the bother of impregnating a female
of your own species when you are going to terminate her before
she can possibly reproduce?

Gamma 5723 here. It has been some time since | heard of a
human being accused of rationality.

Claymore here. But it's countersurvival.

Gamma 5723 here. Very. Especially when you'll be there in
three minutes. I'm afraid you'll have to go in alone. None of our
brothers are near enough to help in time.

Claymore here. What would | need with help? | mean, if there



are only six of them...

Gamma 5723 here. Unfortunately, one of them has a weapon, a
semiautomatic thirty-caliber carbine.

Claymore here. Oh. That does complicate things. | thought that
we had disposed of all of their iron and aluminum artifacts.

Gamma 5723 here. We pretty much have. But in this instance
the human deduced what was happening. He sealed the weapon in
an airtight plastic bag before it could become contaminated. The
weapon is operational. The human plans to fire it through the bag
and then reseal it. He has fifteen rounds in the clip.

Claymore here. Which means I'm up against an intelligent
armed human, despite hisirrationalities.

Gamma 5723 here. Good luck. Gamma 5723 out.

By this time, Claymore was fifty yards from the diff and accderating.
He was on a patidly wooded plateau, with short flat sections cut by
deep fissures, some of them over forty fest wide. Most of these he
could jump, but he had to circle some of them. On one occasion he had
to dimb a hundred yards down and up agan jud to trave eghty feet
forward. 1t was meddeningly dow, and it took him more than Sx
minutes to travel the two miles to the cabin. Most of the way he had to
wind through forests, and he was hoping for good cover for his
approach to the cabin.

No such luck. The cabin was in the center of an abandoned farm,
with a least four hundred yards of open fidd in every direction.
Claymore thrugt his eye tentacles out through the foliage to survey his
objective. It was a samdl building, perhaps two thousand sgquare feet,
and ancient, with stone walls and wooden window frames. The roof
beams were heavy logs and-yes- pegged together. Asde from the door
hinges, this would be one of the few buildings to remain intact. Certainly
something a humen would covet.

A human mde was danding on the roof, his legs wide, tuming
occasondly to survey the terrain. He was halding the carbine.



Nothing for it but a direct fronta attack, into superior firepower. Had
Claymore understood swearing, he would have done so. As it was, he
picked up a haf-dozen throwing-sze rocks and launched himsdf & his
opponent.

He went draight toward his opponent at firdt, carefully contralling his
body color to metch his background, watching his footfals to make the
least possible noise while moving a the highest possible speed, close to
axty mph. With luck, he would be cose before he was noticed.
Possbly the human had never seen an LDU before and would hestate
to fire. Also, heading draight in, he presented the least possible frontd
area to his opponent's gunfire. On the other hand, if he did take a hit, it
would tear through sx feet of his flesh. A dngle round could
concaivably take out hdf of his ganglia, lungs or hearts.

Claymore was hdfway there when the human saw him and brought
up his weapon. The LDU sidestepped rapidly, then shifted into a fast
form of broken fidd running. The humen fired a one hundred yards,
and the bullet narowly missed the LDU's Ieft forward fixed eye. It
streaked across his back not quite bresking the skin, but knocking the
wind out of his left lung. The pan was incredible. Claymore sumbled
and dmog fel. But his right lung was gill sucking it in in front and
blowing it out behind. He kept running. The brass cartridge gected into
the plagtic bag and the carbine was ready to fire again. The human was
ahunter and took careful am.

Claymore. Gamma 5723 here. Immediate attack is no longer
necessary. The human female just died. You might as well wait
until reinforcements arrive.

Claymore here. Now you tell me. | am in the midst of a solo
frontal assault. At this point retreating would be more dangerous
than pressing forward.

Gamma 5723 here. | got involved with a situation in Utah. I'll
apologize if | get you killed.

Claymore here. Apologize now.
Gamma 5723 here. Okay. | apologize.



Claymore here. It's all right. Claymore out.

The next round missed him. He was fifty yards from the cabin now
and Zigzagging rapidly.

Claymore was working his way towards the woodpile, from which
he could easily vault to the roof. He threw one of his rocks a the humen
judt as the rifle was firing again. This time the human did not miss The
dug tore through Claymore's right arm between the elbow and shoulder,
shattering the bone. The thrown rock missed the man but bardy
touched the plastic bag as the cartridge was gecting. The spent brass
bounced back toward the chamber, jamming the bolt temporarily. One
bit of good luck, anyway.

As the LDU bounded to the top of the woodpile, his right laterd
tentacles extended and pulled his wounded arm to his Sde. At the same
time he dropped the rocks in his left hand and extended his
dagger-claw. This razor shap knifeshaped daw was normdly
sheathed in his forearm, out of the way. Extended, it went a foot past
his knuckles.

The human was dearing his weapon, tearing the plagtic bag in the
process, as Claymore landed on the roof. The carbine was coming
down fast, but the LDU was fagter. He got his dagger-claw between
the man's ams and made an effident upward thrust two inches behind
and under the man's chin. It went up through the base of the brain.
Desgth was ingtantaneous.

The wespon fired once more as it hit the roof, sending a round into
the house below. A human screamed in pain.

Claymore disengaged himsdf from the corpse and picked up the
carbine. He was familiar with the theory of firearms, but he had never
actudly fired one. He tried to hold it as he had seen the human do, but
with only one arm and a vadlly different anatomy, it was impractica. He
hdd it in his left hand like a pistol and fired a tentative round into the
roof.

"Damnit, Jm! Cut that out,” sounded from below.
No. The rifle was completdly unsuitable for use by a one-armed



LDU in close combat. Still, he had to disable it, and he might as wel do
that by expending the ammunition. Claymore emptied the dip into the
roof a random places. There were cries of anger, but no more cries of
pan were heard. His am was beginning to throb, dthough his left lung
had started working again. He considered cdling for hep and letting

somebody ese do the mop-Lp.

"Now what the hdl are you up to?" A man came out of the house
angry, then started up in disbdief. In one hand he carried a long shiny
knife. Titanium. This group had apparently foraged rationdly.

Claymore was 4ill halding the empty rifle, and saw no reason to miss
achance a an opponent. He threw the rifle down hard, striking the man
in the forehead with the butt, caving in his skull.

Ancther human ran from the house, ignored his fdlen comrade, and
picked up the carbine. He tore a dip of anmunition from a plagtic bag.
This was a posshility that Claymore hadn't considered, but there was
nothing to do now but rush him, broken arm or no. He legped from the
roof as the man was turning to look up, landing with both front feet on
the man's head. Claymore weighed three hundred pounds, and the
man's neck snapped easly. Three down. Maybe four. He picked up the
carbine as the last three humans boiled out of the house, swinging clubs.

Claymore turned to meet them with his good arm holding the carbine
by the barrd. Fghting with his dagger-claw would have been more
efident, but he was rductant to let go of the wegpon agan. It was
loaded and with only one hand, he couldn't remove the dlip. He decided
to useit asaclub.

The men fought wel as a team, trying to encircdle him, and Claymore
hed to retreat. The man with the bleeding leg sumbled a bit and the
LDU was on him, ducking a downward blow, and falowing with a
roundhouse swing that connected with the man's neck. Four.

He ran over the downed man and svung around wide to catch the
next human in line done. Ducking under a laterd swing, he rammed the
cabine butt into the man's solar plexus, and followed with a down
stroke to the head. Five.



Claymore discarded the carbine now thet there was no one behind
himto pick it up. He attacked the last man. Seeing his five comrades die
within a minute was too much for the fdlow. He dropped his dub and
fled. The LDU was on him in three paces and, with a sngle hack,
severed the man's neck bones and spind cord. Alll.

Claymore waked back to the house, his right am throbbing and
bleeding dowly. As he passed each man, he dit each throat to be sure
of adeankill.

He found what was I€ft of the human femdein the bedroom.
Claymore. Gamma 5723 here. How did it go?

Claymore here. Misson accomplished. All six males are deleted.
The female took a long time dying. | wish you had called me
sooner.

Gamma 5723 here. | wish | could be everywhere, or that there
were more of me. When | contacted this group two hours ago, it
didn't look too serious. | didn't check up on them again until ten
minutes ago. | wish | could tell her | was sorry.

Claymore here. And why did they use such an inefficient method
of killing her?

Gamma 5723 here. Someday, Claymore, well st around the
barracks and have a long talk. Right now | have work to do.
Gamma 5723 out.

The dirt was too shdlow for burid, so Claymore re-stacked the
woodpile into a rectangle seven feet by fourteen by five feet high and
dragged the seven bodies to the top of it. He found a glass jug of
kerosene and some matches in the house, said the ritud prayers that
humans were fond of, and lit it afire.

Whoever ison duty at the Central Coordination Unit. Claymore
here.

Dirk here for the CCU. Shoot.
Claymore here. Don't say that. | did and | was. I've been in



action that resulted in a bullet breaking my right arm. Request
permission to return to Life Valley for Rand R.

There was a three-second delay.

Dirk here. Permission granted. The luck you've had. You're out
of action for a month losing your bird, and now, thirty minutes
after getting to your duty station, you're coming back again.

Claymore here. Those are the breaks.

Dirk here. Well, if you're till punning, you can't be too bad off.
I'll tell I1shtar you're coming. Dirk out.

Others were not as bad off. The famers log ther machinery and
mog of their houses, but they were traditiondly sdf-rdiant. In the
northern hemisphere, the crops were ready for harvest. For the firg
timein many years, there was a surplus of eager, if unskilled, labor.

In generd, the less technicaly advanced were the least affected. The
few remaning Eskimos were annoyed when their outboard motors,
snowmobiles, and rifles were eaten, but the old ones knew how to do
without such things They taught the younger men, and ganed
consderable prestige and security.

Except for Hawaii and other idands with military bases, the Pacific
was not plagued with the metd-eding lavae. On the Madhdl
out-idands, the people lisgened to their radios with detached interest.
The troubles of the outsde world provided a ussful source of gossip,
nothing more. Little had ever been done to them, and less for them.
Bare-breasted native girls danced, laughing, at the usua ceremonies.

Throughout the underdevel oped world, crowded masses trudged on
in despair, as they had done for a hundred years. Yet, in many, there
was a glow of hope. They had been promised enough food for dl. If
that was true, it was indeed a blessng, because no one could remember
atime when there had been enough for everyone.

In the American west, many American Indians were happy.
Organized, intdligent, and poor, but with plenty of land, they had



wholeheartedly accepted the tree houses as soon as the seeds had
become avalable. Over hdf the American Indian population aready
lived in tree houses, so the lavae did not cause them extreme
inconveniences.

The old chigfs the wise men, the men of power were snugly
contented. As they had so often predicted, the insanities of the white
men had findly caught up with him. They had even heard one of them
admit as much on the radio, and in thar own language. Before the
radios went dlent, the old ways would return, and perhaps even the
buffdo.

The young men were not content, but eager. They remembered the
old dories, and told them to each other. The time of defest and
drudgery and shame was over. There would again be a time when il
and courage and honor counted.

Russa went the way of Europe and North America, with a
breakdown of communications and centrd authority. From her
cumbling dities came the long lines of refugees. Her countryside, too,
was in a difficult pogtion, as the workers on the large collective farms
did not have the tradition of sdf-rdiance that kept farmersin other parts
aof the world rdaively unaffected.

China was in rdaivey good shape. The large population was
dispersed, and not far from food supplies. In Sxty years the fams had
only been lightly mechanized; that work was wasted, but survivd was
not a serious problem.

Japan's problems were mogt serious. Tree houses had never redly
caught on there, and mogt of its food had been brought to her ports on
ships that were no more. The Japanese could only hope tha the voice
on the radio hed told the truth.

From Life Vdley, one million LDUs ther language lessons
completed, trotted toward their assgned areas. Each was to watch over
the safety of ten thousand humans, and they had doubts as to the
posshility of doing the job well.

Each platoon of one hundred had with it two Betas with ther



obsarvation hirds and one mind-reading Gamma unit. The birds were
important to locate tree houses. All of the recent models had an externd
Spigot that gave out the food that the LDUs ate. They would need to
find many of these on the trek ahead.



Chapter Ten

JULY 22,2003

| HAVE enlarged my memory banks in order to better
accommodate the influx of data on the increasing number of
humans entering the valley.

In future daily reports on each human, you must prefix each
notation with the code number which | have assgned to that
human. Because of the prejudices of the humans, it is imperative
that no human learns his own number, or even that such numbers
exist.

These records will be useful in making long-term prognoses; the
data will will not be available to humans because of our "right to
privacy" directive.

-Central Coordination Unit to all local ganglia

Hagtings remembered how a month ago he had awakened hot on the
desert sand. He had lan there for minutes, trying to figure out where he
was and why he was there. His lagt memories had been of rdaxing in
the F-38, mentdly preparing himsdf to drop his first aomic bomb.

What did they hit me with? he thought.

Cautioudy he moved the various parts of his body. Nothing broken.
He got up and dripped off his suit and parachute. He found the
gandard-issue survivd pack. Food. A .22-cdiber handgun. Compass
and maps. A canteen of didilled water. A manud. A radio that didnt
work.

He drank deeply, knowing that raioning the water was a bad idea
Better to drink now and get the full cooling benefit of the water. He



rigged the parachute into a sunshade and waited for Air Rescue for a
day and a hdf. It didnt get there. He made an arrow with rocks to
show his direction of travel.

The next evening, & moonrise, he picked up his bdongings and
started waking southwest, toward Degth Veley.

"Who was it that said that the only way to stop a good man is to kill
him?' he said to the rocks. "Funny, | can't remember.”

He waked until sunrise without seeing any sgn of man, not even a
plane. He found the shdter of an overhanging rock and survived the
day. At moonrise, he finished his water and waked on. The only sgn of
life was a shiny mosquito that seemed to be in love with his belt buckle.

The next marning his urine looked like Bock beer and he started to
worry.

He woke to find a larva edting a hole in the barrd of his pigtal. He
tried to scream, but his throat was too dry to make a sound. He
druggled to his feet, saggered a hundred yards, and fdl down. He
knew then that he was a dead man. He rolled over, put himsdf in a
dignified posture, and prepared hismind for degth.

He woke to find a gourd of water being held to his mouth by a
powerful tan hand. He gulped the water.

"Sowly a firg, ar.”

Something was drange about the wridt. Yes, there was a dot in it.
He jerked himsdf upright, silling some of the water.

"You're one of them!" Hagtings croaked.

"l suppose so, Sr." The LDU rescued the water gourd. "I'm Labor
and Defense Unit Alpha 362729. My friends cdl me K'kingee."

Hadtings took another drink of water.

"What makes you think that I'm your friend?"

"l presumed that you would fed a certain amount of gratitude, gr.”
"l guess | do. Thank you. Am | a prisoner of war?'



"You are not a prisoner of anything, Sr.”

"Are you going to kill me?'

"Had | intended that, it would have been more dfident to have
amply let you die”

"Dont you redize what | am?'

"You are a human being, ar."

"l mean the uniform.”

"Your dothing indicates that you were a generd officer in the United
States Air Force."

"Wha do you mean ‘were?"

"The Air Force no longer exidts, ar. At least it no longer has arcraft
capable of flight."

"How did you manage that?'

" didn't manage it, Sr. Didn't you notice the larva that is egting your
pigol?"

" thought thet it was a hdlucinaion. Is that another one of your
cregtures?”

"If you meen 'Is it an engineered life form? the answer is no, gr."

"Then where did it come from?"

"A natura mutation, | suppose, gr."

"Do you redly expect meto believe that?'

"You are @ liberty to beieve anything that you want, sr. Just now |
have ajob to do. If you go due west for two miles, you will come to a
road. Follow it south for three miles and you will find an uninhabited
tree house. | suggest that you Stay there”

"What are you doing out here, anyway? | thought that dl of you
things were in Deeth Vdley," Hadtings said.

"| prefer 'LDU' to 'things' We cdl it Life Vdley now. And I'm on a
soouting misson. Well be coming through here in force in a few



weeks."
"You are atruging soul. May | have some more of that water?"

"You may keep both gourds, Sr. As to being truging, may | point
out that the tree house | mentioned is forty miles from the nearest source
o wae? Even if you were my enemy, without mechanicd
trangportation you could not go anywhere to harm us™

"Forty milesin which direction?' Hagtings asked.
"South. But please don't do anything suicidd.”
The LDU headed north at a run.

* * *

Hadtings eventudly made it to the tree house. He refreshed himsdf
and got a night's deep.

He woke shivering with a fever and for weeks he wondered if he hed
aurvived the desert only to diein the bowes of a plant.

Now, a month after being gected from his plane, the sickness was
gone and his body was again strong. He packed dl the food and water
he could carry and started south.

They had been didributing food and water to people en route to Life
Vdley snce morning, and Winni€'s load was tweve thousand pounds
lighter. But he had been desgned to work in tunnds where the
temperature was hdd at fifty-five degrees, and fifty miles from Hagdaff,
the heat was garting to tdl on him. He had been dowing down since
noon and now was down to trotting at only twenty mph.

But Winni€'s juvenile pride was involved. He was on his firg big trip,
and he wasn't going to let anybody think he was a softy. He unfolded
one huge arm from the top of his forty-foot-long body, wiped the sweet
from his eyes with a yard-wide hand, and plodded onward.



His passengers were smilaly uncomfortable. While the heat didnt
bother Dirk, his burns 4ill troubled him, and he was worried about
Liebchen. The faun had put hersdf into a trance to better endure the
heat, and Dirk was gently swabbing her body with water. "It was stupid
of me to have dlowed her dong, my ladies” the LDU sad.

"I'm afrad that none of us were thinking too dearly,” Mona sad.
"Shell be okay. Fauns are tough, and itll be dark in afew hours.”

"It's the people that get me down,” Patricia sad. "We mug have
passed ten thousand of them today, and dl we could do was give them
ahandout and directions to the valey.”

"WEell give the worst cases a lift on our way back." Mona took two
frosted glasses from the synthesizer and put one on the table in front of
Petricia. "Buck up, girl. In afew monthsitll dl be over.”

"There are ten hillion people out there! We couldn't feed them dl
when we had machines. Well never be able to do it now."

"Nonsens2!” Mona said, "There never was a good technica reason
for famine. Even before Heinrich and Unde Martin got into the act, the
Earth could have supported ten times the people than it does today.”

"Huh? There have been famines for the lagt ten years™

"Hgure it out. Every day the Earth receives three point five times ten
to the eighteenth calories of solar energy, hdf of which reaches the
surface. Now, if only one percent of the Earth's surface was planted
with crops that were only one percent efficient, you have fifty hillion
people on thirty-five hundred calories a day, enough to get fat on.

"Then figure that ten percent, not one percent, of the Earth's surface
is ardble and that some naturd plants are three percent efficient. We
could fed one point five trillion people.”

"Then for God's sake, why didn't we?' Peatricia asked.

"Because we never got our shit together. Unde Martin blames it dl
on the 'Big Shot Problem,’ the fact that people in power don't like to
change the dtatus quo, but his views on socid problems tend to be
overly smpligic. You'd have to add in tradition, inertia, world trade



agreements, greed, ignorance, and dupidity to get a complete answer.
Moslly supidity.”

Patricia finished her drink and looked up. Another group of refugees
was just ahead.

Winnie was dowing down as Mona got up. "Just remember that
you're looking a the lagt faminein history."

"Dont get scared!" Winnie shouted in his little boy's voice. "Weve
got food and water for you!"

Unbroken lines of LDUs, loaded with food and tree-house seeds,
were dill sreaming out of the valey, heading north, to go through
Alaska, svim the Bering Straits, and enter Ada, Europe, and Africa by
way of Kamchatka. As many others were headed south, to try to
dleviate the chaos in South America. Thousands more fanned out over
the North American continent.

The Los Angdes zoo had been abandoned by its keepers, modly
because they amply couldn't get from their homes to work.

Metd-egting larvae swarmed over cage bars and door hinges and
the vaves that kept the moats filled.

Gazdles, zebras, and mountain sheep hungrily, timidly, made their
way out to the tdl grass of untended lawns and munched contentedly.
Other animds were neither contented nor timid. Lions, tigers, and

wolves, unfed for a week, quielly prowled about looking for warm
mest.

The years they had spent in captivity had softened their muscles, and
some hungry lions couldn't catch a mountain goat, let done a gazdle.
Sill, there was a lot of dow-moving meat around. The two-legged

vaidy.

Antonio Biseglio was a chef, as his father and grandfather had been



chefs. His kitchen was his kingdom and his kingdom was under sege.

With fly swatter and mdlet, he had put up a noble, if usdess,
defense. In a week's time his sove was worthless, his pots were like
colanders, and his pans like sieves. In the end he salvaged naothing but a
copper omdet pan, and with that he joined the crowds abandoning the
city.

Tom Greene County Hospital was left with only one Flipino intern
and agngle nurse to care for the 230 surviving patients. The nurse, tired
to the point of hdlucination, dropped the buckets of water she was
carying and screamed as the LDU entered the sairwell.

"Dont be afrad. | am afriend.”
"Wh-whéet are you?'

"l am Labor and Defense Unit Alpha 001256. My friends cdl me
Teo."

"Oh, yes. We heard that you-uh-folks would be out” The nurse
tiredly massaged her temples. "Look. Can you hdp me? Weve got
water in the basement, but the pipes to the other floors are out. People
on the fourth floor are dying of thiret."

"I'm afrad that there are more important consderations. The ded
framework of this building is infested with larvae. 1t will collapse within
three days. We mugt evacuate it immediatdy,” Tao said.

"But how? And where to?"

"l will organize a human labor force. The patients tdl me that there is
adoctor around. Find him, and together place dl sdvageable medicd
supplies into the hallways. | will have it hauled out to the courtyard,
dong with the patients.”

Rdieved that someone-or something-was taking responghility, the
nurse sad, "Yes, ar."

Within an hour, usng persuasion and offers of food, with threats and
demondrations of force, Tao collected a group of one hundred hedthy
men to assg him,



As they approached the hospitd, they heard the nurse screaming
from the second floor, where he found a Sberian tiger busly devouring
the body of a woman who had been dying of cancer. The tiger viewed
Tao's appearance as a thredt to its fird med in eight days. Roaring, it
charged.

The tiger weighed seven-hundred pounds, more then twice thet of
the LDU, but in speed, intdligence, and ferocity, there was no contest.
As the tiger legped, Tao dropped bdow him. Thrusing a foot-long
dagger-claw between the tiger's swinging forepaws, he dit its throat to
the soind column. As the dead tiger hit the floor, Tao was dready
examining the patients in the room.

Both were dead.

The nurse entered as Tao was tying the tiger's carcass upside down
to the caling with Venetian blind cords.

"Oh, thank you, Tao. The patients-"

"Are both dead. Il attend to ther bodies. You mus care for the
living. Get the men in the courtyard working. | want this building
evacuated by evening. And send one of them, Antonio Biseglio, up
here”

"Yes, gr. What are you doing?' the nurse asked.

"We have three hundred hungry people here, and this carcass is
protein edible for your species”” He had the tiger skinned and gutted,
and was didng the meat into one-inch cubes.

"Butit'satiger!"”

"Protein. Look, they're edting a rhinoceros in Griffith Park. Just tell
people it's beef. Now move™

Antonio Biseglio arrived shortly. "You wanted me, boss?!

"I would prefer that you didn't use honorifics on me. Except in
emergencies, we LDUs mantain a subordinate role to humans”

"Sorry, Teon."
"Better. Now, people are hungry, you're a cook, and this is medt.



Do something,” Tao sad as he worked.
"The Watus consder it a ddicacy. Tdl people it's beef.”
" don't have any utensiIs”

"| saw a four-foot Pyrex bl jar in one of the labs. It should serve as
a cauldron. And there must be something savagegble in the kitchens.
Get some men to hep you. Il have the meat on dretchers in the
hdlway waiting for you. Move."

All told, eéght hundred pounds of meet went into the cauldron. And if
some of it tasted like pork, no one mentioned it.

At the rim of a wide Colorado vdley near the Continenta Divide,
Saber stopped to survey the terrain. Extending his tentacled eyes out
util they were eght feet apart, he adjusted his vison to 20X
magnification and dowly scanned the area in search of anyone who
might need his help. Wdl above the tree ling dl was lichen-covered
boulders. A food tree was growing severd thousand feet below, to his
right. Saber noted the podtion for future use in aeght weeks it would
dart producing.

All seemed quiet, deserted, with no Sgn of human life a dl.

No! On the opposite end of the vdley, sx miles avay, he saw two
humans, aman and awoman. They seemed to be druggling, dthough it
was difficuit to tdl at this distance.

The woman broke away from the man, running away from him. The
men pursued, tackling her, knocking her to the ground. Saber ran as
fadt as he could over the huge boulders.

He kept the pair in view as he charged into the valey. The woman
broke away again; her blouse was torn off, her bra hanging a her
elbow. It was dill hard to tdl, but it seemed that she was bleeding in
seveard places. She made it to the top of a large boulder and from there
threw arock at the man, who was dill pursuing her. The rock struck the



mean, injuring but not slopping him.

Saber was then hdfway across the valey, consdering his course of
action. If the man killed the woman before he got there, it would be an
obvious case of murder, and, in accordance with Lord Copernick's
ingructions, he would kill the man. If the womean killed the man? She
wes retreating. Sdlf-defense. No punishment. If neither was killed, he
would incapacitate the man and assst the woman to safety.

The man had the woman down on the boulder and ripped off the
baance of her dothing.

The mative, then, seemed to be rape, one of the humans sexud
reproduction customs. As the LDUs understood it, rape was generdly
frowned on, but Lord Copernick had not placed it on the lig of capita
offenses. Saber would adminigter no punishment for the offense.

As the LDU approached, the woman was sruggling and screaming
loudly. The man was hitting her on the face and upper torso while trying
to hold her down and remove his own clothes.

Saber struck the man with abody check, and dl three tumbled from
the boulder. The man was on his feet dmog as quickly as the LDU and,
wild eyed, he threw arock a Saber.

The LDU tapped the man on the chin with his knuckles, rendering
him unconscious. Turming to the woman, he saw she was stting naked
on the ground, dirty and sobbing uncontrollably. Her lips and one eye
were swvdling, and blood trickled down her chin. Her back was
scratched and her ribs and breasts were badly bruised.

"Dont be afrad," Saber sad, handing the woman the remnants of
her dothing. "I am a friend. It's dl over now. Il take you somewhere
where you will be safe and tend your wounds™

The woman continued to cry.

"l know that | look strange to you. | am a labor and defense unit. |
am here to protect you, to keep you from harm.”

"Wdl, who the hdll asked you for hep?' she screamed.



"You were being injured. Naturdly | came to your assstance” The
woman's reaction wasn't what the LDU had expected.

"God damn you!" she shouted. "It was just getting good!™

Suddenly a ten-pound rock bounced off Saber's back. "Yeeh, you
damned animd," the man ydled. "Get out!”

Saber retreated, unsure as to what the correct course of action was.
He stopped to engage in a meaningful conversation and was struck by a
rock thrown by the women

A very confused labor and defense unit abandoned the valey.

Winnie found a amdl, shady canyon a few hundred yards from the
road and settled down for the night. Liebchen was desping normaly,
and Dirk, who never dept completdly, but sequentidly took his brains
offling, crouched near her.

Dirk. Mukta here, an LDU in Utah thought.
Dirk here. What do you need?
Mukta here. What is a soul and do we have one?

Dirk here. A soul is supposedly a part of an entity that persists
after physical death. Its existence is an interesting question. Has it
anything to do with the present emergency?

Mukta here. I'm with a religious community that is in obvious
need of my assistance. But they'll refuse my help unless | have a
soul.

Dirk here. The existence of your soul depends on your
socioreligious frame of reference. The western religions generally
grant souls only to human beings. Theyll be two hundred years
deciding on intelligent engineered life forms. The eastern religions,
especially Buddhism and Hinduism, definitely grant souls to
nonhumans. The answer to your question is yes and no.

Mukta here. Not good enough. | need a definite answer. These
people have a western frame of reference.



Dirk here. Well, in the Norse religion, any being that died with a
weapon in its hand went to Valhalla, which logically presupposes a
soul. Snce each LDU always has a weapon in each hand, or at
least each forearm, we will logically die with it there. Therefore all
LDUs have souls.

Mukta here. Thanks. Out.
Dirk. Birchi here. Got time for another one?
Dirk here. Shoot.

Birchi here. | was in a successful action two hours ago, but |
don't understand why | was successful.

Dirk here. S0?

Birchi here. In a marble quarry, | encountered two groups of
young adult human males fighting. The negro group, being larger,
was inflicting serious damage on the Caucasian group. | broke up
the conflict quickly, there being only forty-six humans involved,
but 1 was forced to do consderably more damage to the
numerically superior negro group than to the Caucasians.

| attempted to resolve the conflict by speaking with them but the
negroes were quite irrational and verbally abusive, referring to me
as "whitey."

Now, as | had been fighting on a white marble surface, | had
naturally turned my skin a light gray for protective coloration.
Therefore, in an attempt to placate the negroes, | changed my
coloration to an off-brown, the arithmetical average of the
negroes skin coloration, and again attempted to open a
conversation.

At this point, the Caucasians became abusive, calling me
"nigger” and other color-related terms. | therefore turned the side
facing the Caucasians to a pinkish tan in imitation of their skin
coloration, keeping the sde facing the negroes brown, and
attempted to enter into a meaningful dialogue with both groups as
to the cause of the original conflict.



Both groups then broke into convulsive and abusive laughter,
picked up their wounded, and went away.

Dirk here. Indeed?

Birchi here. Now, my question is What did | do right?

Dirk here. Beats me, but | suggest that the next time an LDU
encounters a smilar dStuation, he should try repeating your
actions.

Birchi here. Sounds reasonable. Out.

"Wdl, Mona, | guess weve helped out a little today,” Petricia said,
looking at the full moon over the desert.

"More than alittle. Weve digtributed enough food and water to keep
athousand people dive for a week. And tomorrow we should be able
to bring thirty-five or forty of them back with us™ Mona said.

"But it's nothing compared to the job that has to do be done.”

"It's what we can do,” Mona sad. "And don't forget, were not
done. Almos every TRAC we have is out doing the same thing we are.
Add to that dl the LDUs with three hundred pounds of supplies each,

and you have a force capable of rescuing everyone in the Southwes."
" suppose s0," Petty said.

"Dirk,” Mona said, "how are your brothers doing?'

"Mog of them are 4ill en route to ther assgned sectors, my lady.
Thus far we have spread north to Vancouver, east to St. Louis and

south to Mexico City. About forty thousand are now in their duty
aregs.”
"Continue" Mona said.

"We have suffered two hundred eighteen disabling casudties today,
induding twenty-three deaths. Most of these injuries were caused by
collgpang structures, dthough some were caused by humans Thereis a
surprisng amount of resentment toward us, most probably caused by



our appearance.”

"l tak to Henrich about that,” Mona said. "Perhaps future units
should be given a more acceptable, if less practical, appearance. How
about the other sSde of the sheet; what have you accomplished?!

"It is difficult to access actud lives saved, my lady. We have
digtributed approximately 100,000 tons of supplies to the needy, we
have moved 128,000 people from dangerous Studions to places of
rddive safety, and we have interrupted 2,654 1/2 incidents of assault.”

"How do you get ahdf of an assault?" Petricia asked.

"There was a Stuaion which was difficult to assess, my lady." Dirk
explained what had happened to Saber that afternoon.

"It sounds pretty Sck to me" Patricia sad.

"There was no indication of disease, my lady."

"She means that when it conies to things sexud, humans can get
pretty kinky, Dirk," Mona said. "Understanding here is pretty difficult.
Suffice it to say that Saber's actions were correct. In a Smilar Stuation,
| would expect hm to repeat his actions. However, this particular
couple should be left done in the future, providing that they don't harm
anyone d"

"Saber is grateful for your approva, my lady. He has been quite
anxious about the incident. Human sexud practices are very confusng
to asexud beings”

"They're pretty confusng to humans, too,” Peatricia said.

“Is this what's been bothering you today?' Mona asked. "I mean,
youve been in the dumps about something closer to home than the
refugess.”

"Uh, it's something like that, Mona. What would you do if you were
going insane?'

"Something crazy, | suppose. But you're not showing any of the usud
symptoms of psychosis”

"But | am! | mean, when things change around you, when something



looks different from one moment to the next... Oh! | dont know."
Petricia began to cry.

"Easy, girl, easy. What things are changing?'

"Matin."

"You mean sometimes he acts like a different person?”

"No. | mean sometimes he looks like a different person. Like,
sometimes when he just comes into the room, and | caich him in the
corner of my eye, he looks so different, so ugly. Or when were making
love, he changes sometimes, judt for an ingant. And then he's back to

"l never heard of anything like it,” Mona said. "But | don't think it's
psychogs"

"My lady, ignt it written thet 'love is blind?* Dirk said.

"Stay out of this, Dirk," Mona whispered.

"Wadl, it's something," Patricia said.

"Tdl me" Mona said, "wha does Unde Martin look like when he
looks different? | mean, describe him."

"Uh, he's short, very short. And incredibly fat. And he looks maybe
ahundred years old."

"Goon," Mona sad.

"Heé's got awart on the left Side of his nose and atriple chin. His hair,
what there is of it, is dl white and he has a ridiculous mustache."

"l s/ Mona said. Thiswas, of course, a farly accurate description
of Martin Guibedo. "Now describe wha Unde Martin looks like
normally.”

"W, you know what he looks likel"
"Humor me" Mona sad.

"Oh, okay. Wdl, he's got black har graying a the temples, a neat
mugtache, and cler blue eyes. He's about 9x one. Raher wide
shouldered with awiry body. Sort of a swimmer's build, you know."



"Of coure” Mona was beginning to think that Dirk was right.
Perhaps love was blind. "Thereve probably been other cases like it,
Petty. Il tak it over with the CCU when we get home In the
meantime, buck up. It can't be too serious, and you're among friends”

Thanks, Mona." Patricia put her hand on Monds as an arow
lodged itsdf halfway through Winni€s body, with the flint arrowhead
stopping directly between their faces.

"OOWW!" Winnie ydled.

Dirk was out the door in an ingant. Liebchen woke up and stuck her
grinning head out the window, eager not to miss anything.

"Down, girl," Mona said, pulling Ligbchen to the floor beside hersdlf
and Peatricia. "Dirk can take care of it without you."

A Gamma unit in Utah took an interest in the affar. Sx of them,
Dirk. But take it easy. They're all adolescents.

Thanks! Dirk adjusted his eyes to infrared and his skin to flat black.
He swung out and came slently behind them, caiching each boy aone
and swiftly, carefully knocking each sensdess.

Groping with his huge ams in the dark, Winnie managed to caich the
lag of the intruders. He was vigoroudy bouncing this screaming
unfortunate on the sand, occasondly switching hands to demondtrate
his versatility, when Dirk told him to stop.

"Aw, gee, Dirk. | was only spanking him alittle”" Winnie said.

"From here it looks like you've broken both of his ams and a least
one leg. Next time leave this sort of thing to me! Now put him-gently-on
the bed ingde"" Dirk dropped two unconscious boys on the sand. "And
get me some rope to tie these guys up.”

Mona fidently bound the unconscious boys as Dirk brought them
in. In twenty minutes there were casts on dl four limbs of the one
Winnie had gotten hold of, and Winni€'s sde had been bandaged.

"Ridiculous, my ladies” Dirk sad. "According to my brother
Tomahawk, who's up on Indian lore, this group is the mogt incredible



hodge-podge imegingble The one on the end, for example. His
moccasins are maybe Crow, the leggings are Shawnee, his bow Cree,
and the arrows are Seminole. The war bonnet is Sioux, his scalp lock is
Iroquois, and the war paint looks more Zulu than anything dse. Yet
judging from their fadd features, this bunch are Zuni."

"They've just been watching too many movies Dirk,” Mona sad.
The boys were garting to come around.

"Perhaps, my lady. A more important question is what to do with
them. We can't have them running around shooting people, but | would
prefer not to kill them," Dirk said.

"Nather would 1." Mona turned to the boy on the end. "Why did you
shoot at us?'

The boy was silent. Liebchen slipped back into Wirrie

Dirk prodded the boy. "Come, come, how. The lady is soesking to
you."

"Il never talk, paeface,” the boy sad in perfect English.

"Lacking, among other things, a face, | hardly qudify as a paleface.
Winnie, bring out the firg one from indde, the one who wouldn't tak.”

The boys eyes widened as the huge hand placed the bandaged boy
in front of them.

"Geg, Dirk, can | spank another one?'

"Perhgps. Now then, son. Why did you shot a us?'

"W, for one thing, we didn't know your house-trailer was dive"
"That's hardly an excuse for shooting at people,” Mona sad.
"You're on our land!" the boy in the middle said.

"Geg, the map sad this was a gate park.” Winnie hoped he hadnt
meade a mistake.

"No! | mean thiswhole country is our land. You gole it from us and
now we're taking it back."

"Youre welcome to dl the land you can use” Mona said, "but you're



not entitled to kill people.”
"We have aright to take what's ours.”

"It's not yours. The land belongs to everyone. There's plenty enough
to share. Thetime of sedling and killing is over. Soon, for the fird time
in higtory, there will be enough of everything for everyone. Why be
suck on the past when you can be part of the future?

"Pdeface”

Liebchen came out of Winnie with a glasful of something that
looked like a mixture of milk and pink grapefruit juice. "This will fix
everything, my lady.”

"Whet's that?' Mona asked.

"Something | had Winni€s syntheszer make. It1l make these guys go
home and be happy,” the faun said proudly.

"You haven't quite answered my question, Liebchen.”

"It is a behavorid modification compound that will change ther
perceptions and programming, my lady. Itll make it so everybody's
"What does it do?"

"It makes people see things the way they want to see them, and act
the way they're supposed to act, and be happy about it."

"Give me that." Mona pilled the quff on the sand, trying to control
her emations. The source of Patricias problem was now obvious.
"Liebchen, | don't want you to make anything like this again.”

"Never, my lady? But it makes everybody happy."
"Never! Wdl, not unless Unde Martin tdls you to.
Now go ingde and go to deep and Stay adeep until we get home™

"Youre not mad a me, ae you, Lady Mona?' Liebchen was
quivering, frightened.

"No, but you did make a mistake. Now do as you're told.”



Patricia didnt make the connection between her own problems and
Liebchen's, and followed the faun indde.

"Dirk, give this bunch awarning and let them go," Monasad

"W, you heard the lady." Dirk extended his dagger-claw in front of
the boys noses. "If | had my way, I'd rough you up a bit more, or
maybe chop off your hands to mark you as troublemakers” Dirk's
claws diced through the ropes as though they were spaghetti. "This time
the Lady Mona was here to save you, but next time you won't be so
lucky. If | don't get you, | have amillion brothers who will. Now get out
of here and take your buddy in the plaster with you."

The boys required no further encouragement.

WA, that's that problem, Mona thought. But there's going to be
hell to pay tomorrow.



Chapter Eleven

AUGUST 30, 2003

| Av in the process of growing five additional Regional
Coordination Units. Each will have message-handling and
data-storage capabilities equal to my present self. Each regional
unit will have authority over approximately five million humans
and their attendant bioforms. Message-routing procedures to these
subordinate regional units will be as follows...

-Central Coordination Unit to all local ganglia

From the point where Hastings was gected from his plane to the
outskirts of Life Valey was four hundred miles as the jet flies It was
more than twice that for a man who has to wak and live off the land.

Hadings was forced to condder fifteen miles a day to be good
speed, and often he didn't achieve it. But Hastings character and
temperament were as S0lid as concrete. And like concrete, the more he
was stressed, the more rigid he became. His amdl leen frame became
thinner and harder from the continuous waking. His mind became
narrower and harder as well.

Guibedo and Copernick had become for hm the personification of
dl that was evil. They had murdered his family. They had destroyed his
country. They had taken from him dl that could possibly be good in the
world.

Hagtings had become something less than a human being. He had
become a machine. A machine with only one function.

Vegeane
Ye hisintdligence never faled him.



He burned his uniform and dressed himsdf in rugged camping clothes
that he found in Paradise, Nevada. He let his hair and beard grow long
to blend into the crowds of refugees.

In an abandoned eectronics repar store, he cobbled together a
white-noise generator from a pocket radio. He took apart a choke call
and wove the fine copper wire into a tight-fitting skull cap. He spent
hours fitting the cap so tha his long hair went through it and the cap
wasnt noticegble a a distance. He put the radio in his shirt pocket and
ran awire under his arm to the skull cap at the back of his neck. Such a
contrivance would have stopped a humen telepath; it might work on the
gene-engineered mongers, as wdll.

He found a drip of titanium in an abandoned workshop a Ndlis Air
Force Base, and paingtakingly ground it into a guiting knife. He ripped
the dement from an dectricad heater and fashioned the nichrome wire
into a garrotte. In the explosives shed behind an abandoned ar police
office he found three bricks of C-4 explosve. Plagtique. But the
dectricd detonators with them had had iron magnetos, and were
usdess

Three weeks later a a condruction ste in Good Springs, he found
some blasting caps with chemicd fuses.

His confidence was darting to metch his determination. The only way
to stop a good man is to kill him.

And good men are damned hard to kill!

Dirk trotted into Guibedo's workshop a& Oakwood. Intent on his
work, Guibedo was hunched over hisincredibly ornate microscapd.

"My lord."

"Hi, Dirk." Guibedo didn't turn from his work. "I'l be with you in five
minutes. Such a beauty this one's going to be, Dirk. It's an eighty-foot
Viking long boat with a square sal, oars, shidds, and everything.
Heiny's gonna make an animd to work the oars and be the dragon's
head. It's only got a ten-inch draft, so we can take it up the rivers and



cands, but we can 4ill take it on the ocean. Some fun, huh?"

“I'm sure it will provide considerable amusement, my lord," Dirk said
dryly. The frivolity of these humans!

"S0, how did everything go?'

"In generd, things are proceeding according to the plan, my lord,
except that, for logisicd reasons, the contingent heeding for the eastern
hemisphere has had to turn back.”

"So? What happened?’

"There are dmply not a aufficient number of tree houses in Alaska
and Kamchatka to support a meaningful number of LDUS in transt to
Sheria If we sent more then a thousand they would starve to deeth en
route. Also, there is more work to be done in the western hemisphere
aone than the LDUs assigned there can handle. The eastern seaboard
o the U.S. isin far worse shape than we had anticipated. Therefore,
Lord Copernick has ddlayed our entry into Ada for two months, when
the food trees will be producing sufficently to support us on the trip.”

"Wadl, if we got to, we got to."

"We now cover the North American continent, except for Nova
Scotia, and the firg units have reached Columbia. We have suffered Sx
hundred fifty-seven dissbling casudities today, induding seventy-two
deaths..."

"Dirk, don't treat your brothers like numbers” Guibedo said, finishing
up his work and turning to the LDU. "Someday when we have time,
you can tdl me each of ther gories, so | can remember them.”

"Sorry, my lord. | didnt mean to degrade their actions”

"You didn't, Dirk. It's just that numbers are so cold. So how did the
trip go? Everybody come back okay?'

"The origind party came back in the same physca shape that they
left in, my lord. We delivered nine tons of supplies to those who needed
them and returned with forty-two sck and injured refugees. Winnie is
loading up for ancther trip in the morning.”



“And the girls?'

"Theyll be dong in an hour or 0. I've been working for you now for
three years, my lord. Besides baeing my boss, youve been my teacher
and my mentor. And if | may be permitted the honor, you have dso
been my friend."

"Widl, | like you, too, Dirk. | think next to Heiny and the girls, you're
the only friend I've got. But what are you trying to say?'

"My lord-we have made another error.”

"So that's troubling you? Look, Dirk. When you send out a lot of
soldiers, you know that some things are going to go wrong. But the
good your brothers have done is so much greater than the bad, that you
have nothing to be ashamed of "

"But its"

"Look, Dirk. You got to understand that you're redly a bunch of
kids. All of you. Your brothers, the telephone, the fauns the TRACs.
None of you are over four years old! Nobody expects perfection out of
children. Making migtakes is part of growing up. If you're dill doing big
things wrong when you're twenty, you should worry about it then. But
for now, be lenient with yoursdf a little bit, or you're going to rot your
guts out.”

" don't have any guts, my lord. Merdy an absorption cavity. But the
point is"

"Dirk, your brothers are doing a fine job. Now | don't want to hear
any more about this”

"It iant that, my lord. This concerns your own family, Patricia and
Liebchen.”

"What!" Guibedo lumbered to his feet.

"They are unharmed, my lord. But a Stuaion has occurred which
requires your advice and consent to resolve. | fdt that, as your friend, |

should be the one to explain it to you. Perhaps, if you would St down, |
should tel it dl from the beginning.”



"Jud s0 you get it dl out.” Guibedo sat down heavily.

"Four months ago, my lord, you recdl there was an unpleasant
incident on Lady Petricias firg night here”

"l try to forget it."

"Then you recal that you desired my Lady Petricia for purposes of
friendship and mating..."

"That's maybe a crude way to say it."

"Sorry, my lord. The choice of words is difficult.”

"Jud get on with it

"Yes my lord. But she a firs rgected you."

"Wadl, | was pretty drunk and smdly. Anyway, a girfl needs time to
make up her mind."

"There was more to it than that, my lord. It seems that with some
humen females, certain physca characterigtics are required of a mde to
diat a proper sexud response. Common among these characterigtics
are height, denderness, and youth."

"So you're saying that I'm too old and fat and ugly to get agif?'
"And short, my lord." Dirk was trying to be precise.

"And short, damn it! Look. A lot of people dont care wha
somebody looks like on the outside. And the fact thet I've got one hdl
of apretty grl provesit!"

"Youre right, of course, in many ingances, my lord. But in this

paticular case, well, what my Lady Peatricia thinks you look like is a
congderable variance with your actud physica appearance.”

"What the hdl are you talking about?"

"The moming after that night, my lord, Liebchen saw tha Lady
Petricias programming was causng both hersdf and you consderable
pan. Therefore, in order to ensure the happiness of dl concerned,
Liebchen modified Lady Patricias perceptions and programming, to
meke her eager to stay here with you."



"What? So how could Liebchen do such a thing? Liebchen controls
trees, not people.”

"Liebchen can control a synthesizer, my lord. She doesn't do it
raiondly, but intuitivdy. She has no red concept of the chemicd
compounds produced, but she can sense whether they are the right
thing or not. In any event, Liebchen caused a substance to be produced
tha reduced Lady Patricia's need-achievement index by thirty points,
increased her need-effiliation by a dmilar amount, and modified her
perceptions relative to your physica appearance.”

"Ach." Guibedo was beginning to believe what Dirk was tdling him.
Little pieces were darting to fdl together: the ridiculoudy smdl sweater
she had knitted him for his birthday, the time she had tried to St down
beside him in a canoe. "So what does my Petty think | look like?!

"Sx one, my lord, one hundred eghty-four pounds. Black har
graying a the temples. The physicd build of an Olympic svimmer.”

"Son of agun, shit! Does Patty know what happened?’

"No, my lord. We were hesitant to take any action without consulting
you."

"W

“"Lady Mona deduced the truth on the trip, my lord."

"And how long have you known about this, Dirk?"

"Snce the modification occurred, my lord. Four months.”

"And you didn't tdl me about it?'

"My reasoning was the same as Liebchen's, my lord. It seemed to
increase the happiness of dl concerned. It was only when | observed
Lady Monds extreme emotiond reaction to this foom of chemicd
programming that | fdt that it might be an error. After dl, Lord
Copernick has reprogrammed, by different means, most of the intruders
that we have apprehended.”

"Thet was sdlf-defense! When somebody is trying to kill you, youve
ather got to kill hm back or do something that makes him not want to



kill you any more. But to brainwash a pretty young girl just because a
fat old manis horny! That's terrible, Dirk."

"I see my eror, my lord Wha course of action do you
recommend?’

"That's obvious, isnt it? We try to put Patty back the way she was
when she firg got here. Tdl me when Liebchen gets here”

"Liebchen arived with me, my lord. She has been wating in the
living room for your decison.”

"And worrying hersdf sck, huh?'
"Literdly, my lord."

Chikuto was the closest thing the LDUs had to an explogves expert.
He had carefully read dl of the manuds available on the subject, but he
hed absolutely no practica experience with them. Asde from fireworks,
no one in Life Vdley had any need or use for explosves, let done a
desire to actudly make any.

Nonetheless, when Generd Hadings entered the vadley with a hdf
pound of plagtic explosives taped to hisright ankle, Chikuto was judged
to be the one most competent to disarm the bomb.

It was two o'clock in the moring.

Screened by two dozen of his brothers, who had cleared the area of
bystanders, Chikuto crept up to the park bench that served as Hastings
bed. Hat on his back, Hagtings snored loudly.

Hadtings Ieft ankle was regting on top of his right, and, working in
amos complete darkness, Chikuto gently lifted it off the bomb.
Hadtings snorted but remained adeep.

Working carefully by touch, Chikuto removed the blaging cap and
scooped the old, hot, and sicky C-4 out of its package. Since the
manuds had sad that plastique resembled gray modding clay, he had
brought a helf pound of day with him. His fingers were thick with C-4
as he gently pushed the kneaded day into the package.



All told, between the C-4 reintroduced into the package from
Chikuto's fingers and that which had remained stuck to the package, the
"disarmed” bomb contained more than an ounce of plastique.

Chikuto's last mistake was to replace the blagting cap. He hadn't the
dightest concept of what the cap adone could do.

Liebchen sat tiny in the huge living room, hiting her lip, tears
dropping from her chin, shivering as with fever. They'd throw her out, of
course. They wouldn't let anyone as wicked and evil as she was raise
humen children or even her own babies. They'd make her work in a
restaurant and thered be a lot of people, but none of them would love
her. Even her sgters and Lady Mona wouldn't want to see her again.
Maybe they'd make her work with Mole in the tunnds, and Mole would
hate her and it would be terrible. Maybe she should jugst die. Maybe
thet would be best.

Guibedo came in, his face expressonless, and Liebchen's heart
dmog stopped. But when he saw her quivering, he softened and sat
down beside her.

"It's okay, little one." Guibedo put a thick am around her and hed
her to him like a father consoling his daughter. "Everything is going to be
dl rignt.”

Dirk came in and sat quietly at ther feet, eager to be a part of ther
being together.

Guibedo sad, "l guess maybe thisismy fault, because | don't explan
what is happening, because | make easy things look hard and hard
things look easy. You two, you see me or Heany work with gene
sequences and computer Smuldions for two or three months, and then
gpend ten or twenty hours at a microscalpe and presto! Lifd

"What you don't see is the four billion years that had to go by before
| could gt a that chair. Four hillion years of tiny random modifications,
with only one in ten hillion worth preserving. Ten hillion organiams
doomed to an early death so that one could be a little bit faster or
dronger or smarter or more efficient. And when that one findly came



aong, it spread and multiplied a the expense of its own parents, forang
them out, taking their food, and, in the course of many panful years,
completdy eradicating dl of its own species that don't have that tiny
modification.

"It was four hillion years of killing and being killed, eting and being
egten. Until at last a Sngle species, man, was evolved that was so smart
and versaile and tough that after only a million years it ataned a
complete domination over its environment. Only when it became that
grong could it have the time and the ability and the indination to be
gentle, to hope for a world where there would be room enough for dl, a
world bro-. ken away from the endless cydle of suffering.

"Thisis the world that we are now trying to build, and you two kids
are part of that world. In away, you are our children.

"Yet you are different. Neither of your species, or ay pecies that
we design, is capable of random genetic modification. This is my gift to
you, because you will never have to undergo the pain that my ancestors
did. But it is ds0 a curse, for dong with the suffering there was dso a
gory, a vison of eventuad uplift and improvement that your species
cannot participate in. You see, we do not want to be eaten up by our
own children.

"But four hillion years of experimentation cannot be treated lightly.
The processes that produced us humans mugt continue. We can make
life more pleasant and interesting, but we must not reject our destiny.

"Do you understand now why it was so wrong for you, our children,
to modify us?'

"Yes my lord," Dirk whispered.

"And you, Liebchen?’

"l promise Il never do anything like that again, my lord. And Il
make sure that none of my sgters ever do."

"That's good. But there is one thing you must do. You must undo the
dameage that you have done. Can you do that, Liebchen? Can you make
Paty exactly as she was before she came here?!



"| think so. Exactly? Don't you want her to remember what's
happened?'

"No, no. She should remember everything. What she did, wha she
saw, or thought she saw.”

"Yes my lord."

Mona and Petricia finished supervisng the packing for the next trip
out. More liquids, less solid food-thirst had been more important then
hunger to the people they'd seen-and some euphorics to lift the
refugees depression.

"Coffeg?" Mona asked as they trudged up three flights of dairs to
her own kitchen. The tree house had largdy recovered from the fire, but
the devator was an animd that had never had a chance to reproduce. It
hed died in the fire, and a new germ cdl would have to be cut, but thet
was low on Copernick’s lig of priorities.

"Love to," Patricia said, annoyed with hersdf for being annoyed a
having to wak up seventy feet of dairs, after dl the suffering they had
Seen that day.

Over the second cup of coffee, Mona said, "I think | know what the
cause of your problem is”

"You mean the strange flashes about Martin?"

"Yes And the guilt you've fet about not feding guilt about your old
job, and dl the rest."

"So what's your theory?' Patricia asked.

"Hrg some facts. In the firg place, Unde Matin is not a handsome
young athlete. He's a ninety-four-year-old former biology teacher.”

"Wadl, | know that. | did a documentary once on hislife

"I mean he doesn't look the way you think he looks. He redly looks
the way he does in your flashes He's only five feet tdl and weighs
amog three hundred pounds. His har is white and his mugtache is
ridiculous.”



"Youre lying."

"Try to be raiond,” Mona said. "How could anyone that old look
anything like what you think he does?"'

"W, he couldn' fit your description, either. I meen, they work with
living things..."

"And could have modified themsdlves? The fact is they did. Do you
remember what Heinrich looked like before he modified himsdf? He
hed rickets and pellagra before he was ten years old. He was sunted
and crippled and afrad of the world. When he could, he totdly
modified and rejuvenated himsdlf. Uncdle Martin fdt that this was mordly
wrong, and while he accepted a limited rguvenation, he refused to let
Heinrich go any further. He looks now just as he did when he was fifty."

"But why would anybody want to be ugly?' Petricia asked.

"It's not that he wants to be ugly. It's that he inggs on being himsdif.
Oh, | know he's being hypocriticd, accepting limited rejuvenation and
then saying it'simmord to take it to its logica concluson. But that's the
way heis"

"Wdl, if that's true’-and in her own mind, Patricia was darting to
beieve it-"why do | see hm <o differently?”

"Because Liehbchen was trying to make everybody happy-which she
was desgned and trained to do. Somehow-I have no idea how-she
came up with a way of syntheszing a chemicd that changes people.
Remember that duff she had Winnies syntheszer make for the
American Indian boys? Wdl, she managed to get something amilar
down you, to make you happy.”

"Oh, my god! | thought Liebchen was my friend.”

"She thought so, too. | don't think she meant to harm you at dl, only
to make you happy. As things turned out, she did you a favor. Except
for her, you would have gone back to New York. The reports were
geting from New York City are absolutdy gruesome. If you hadn't
been killed by a fdling skyscraper, you might have been done in by
davaion or the plague that's rampaging there. Ligbchen may have



violated your mind, and indirectly your body, but she probably saved
your life"

"And Martin?'

"Unde Martin may be a hypocrite. He's certainly naive about a lot of
things and not the least bit introgpective. But he's essantidly a very
mord person. | can promise you that he didn't know anything about
wheat Liebchen did."

"But what am | supposed to do now?'

"Widl, you obvioudy can't Say as you are; it's costing you too much,
emotiondly. There are saverd possihilities. I'm sure if you asked him,
Henrich could do something to make Liebchen's bungled job of
programming permanent and without the unplessant sde effects. Or he
or Liebchen could undo what she did. Then you could stay with Unde

Martin and accept him for what he is or leave him. The choice is
yours."

"l... | just don't know... Help me, Mona."

"Wadl, the fact that you can't make a decison might have something
to do with the fact that your mind has been dtered. So as a firg step, |
think we should put your persondity back the way it was before
Liebchen began to play marriage broker. | dso think that we owe it to
Unde Martin to tel him what happened.”

"Do you think we should? | mean, | don't want to hurt him.”

"Hé's got to find out some time, and dragging it out will only make it
worse. Telephone! Which TRACSs are available?'

"Only Winnie, my lady."

"Tdl Winnie to come up the ramp and meet us outsde. We're going
to Oakwood."

"Right now?" Petricia asked.

"Now. We're heading out again in the morning, and this business has
to be settled."



Guibedo paced nervoudy as Liebchen and Dirk waiched. "Ach.
What worries meis how I'm going to explain dl this to Petty."

"My lord?
"What do you want, telephone?’

"Pardon my impropriety, my lord, but in the interests of eesng your
mind, | fed obligated to tdl you that Lady Mona has explained the
gtuaion to Lady Petricia They are coming here now to confront you."

"Wdl, that makes things easer. Liebchen, go make that duff,”
Guibedo sad.

As Liebchen scurried to the kitchen, the 1/O unit said, "My lord?"
"What now?'

"Was | right to vidlate privacy on this occason?’

"Yah. Thistime. Just don't do it too often.”

"Thank you, my lord."

When Mona and Peatty waked up from the tunnd into the kitchen,
Mona sad, "Unde Martin, there's something-"

"Yah, | know. Dirk told me" Guibedo shoved the pink grapefruit
juice-and-milk concoction into Petty's hand. "Drink this™

"I-1 don't know if | should. | mean, I've been happy with you."

"I love you, too. But you would have been just as happy on herain,
and thet ain't red, either. Drink!"

"BLIt'"

"Youre going to drink that or Il have Dirk pour it down your
throat!"

Dirk shifted his weight uneasly, unsure of the correct course of
action if he received such an order.

"Unde Matin! Takeit easy, for god's sake," Mona said.

"Ach.." Guibedo stomped into the living room, followed by Dirk.
Liebchen tried to make hersdf incongpicuousin a corner.



Things were slent for a minute, then Patricia said,"You know, he
redly does love me"" And she drained the contents of the glass with one
qulp.

A hdf hour later, Guibedo was trying to look interested in a
sx-month-old magezine as Patricia waked up to him. Her expresson
hed pity and an involuntary touch of revulson.

"l... seeyou drank it, Petty."
"Yes It's... strange. Do you think that we could...”

"No. That's dl done now," Guibedo sad gruffly. "Look. It was a lot
of fun, but it wasn't red. Youll find yoursdf anice boy. Me, well, Hany
bought me some land near the ocean, and Mole just finished digging a
tunnd to it. I'm gonna go there and work on my boats."

"But we could try-"

"Youre not being honest, Patty. In a week your pity would turn into
disgust. Better we break it clean, and we both have pretty memories.
Look. | give you Oakwood for a present. | don't need it anymore. Dirk
will get my stuff moved out.” Guibedo went to the door and turned.

"Good-bye, Petty."

He wanted to kiss her a last time, but he was afrad that shed go
through with it out of pity. He was out the door before the tearsfilled his
eyes.

He was gtting on a park bench when Liebchen and Dirk found him.
Dirk hovered protectively a a distance. Liebchen sat a his Side.

"My lord. It is so late. Where will you go? How can you find your
way in the dark?’

"I don't know, Liebchen. But I've been on the bottom before. And
then | didn't have any friends™



Chapter Twelve

OCTOBER 19,2003

FORTHE next few hundred years, one of our primary functions
must be the collection of data on the humans.

After all, they are to a certain extent our ancestors, and we
should at least have accurate records concerning them once they
are no more.

-Central Coordination Unit to all Regiona Coordination Units

Hadtings sat with a beer in a deserted room of the Red Geate Inn. He
hed been in Life Vdley for three days, looking for a cripple named
Heinrich Copernick and an obese former biology teacher named Martin
Guibedo. He wasn't surprised that he hadn't found them yet. There
were millions of people in the valey. There were no street addresses or
telephone books, and Hadtings knew better than to ask too many
questions.

He could wait. Food was plentiful and he attracted no attention by
degping in the parks. Someday they would dip and he would get them.

A huge man with an overszed beer mug came in and sat down a
Hadtings table.

"Have a sedt," Hadtings said.

"Thank you."

"Been around here long?'

"About three years" Copernick sad.



"You must have been one of the fird settlers, then. Most people
around here seem to be newcomers.”

"l was. They are." Copernick lit acigar.

"Hey. Tobacco. It's been months snce | had a smoke.”

"Have one. My tree house grows them.”

Hadtings inhded deeply. "Now that's lovdy. Quite a dty here. It
must have been something to watch this place grow up.”

"It was. Have you planted your tree yet?'

"Not yet," Hadings said. "Thought 1'd look around a bit to get an
idea about what | wanted and where | wanted to put it."

"Smart. No big hurry. One place you might want to check out is
about ten miles south of here. A group of ex-military types are putting in
atown. You had to have been & least a colond to join."

Hadtings suppressed aflash of panic.

"If you were here from the beginning, you must know Guibedo and
Copernick.”

"Intimetely. I'm Heinrich Copernick, George."

Hadtings was acutdly aware of the brick of high explosives taped to
hisankle.

"Then you know who | am." Copernick had reengineered himself!

"Of course. That white-noise generator lit you up like a neon Sgn.
My telepaths were quite relieved when your battery went dead. They
sad it gave them headaches."

"You bastard. You had me set up dl dong.”

"Let's just say that | wanted to meat you. Weve been enemies for
years. You fought a good fight. But the war is over now. You ought to
be thinking about your future

"My future?' Hastings voice was cold. "You destroy my country.
You murder my family. And then you expect me to settle down in your

filthy city.”



"George, we both know that four years ago the world was on a
collison course with absolute disaster. Come over to my house
sometime and Il show you the figures Our mechanicaly based
technology had to go, yet our economic sysem was totdly supported
by tha technology. And our politicd and socid dructures were
completdy supported by those economics. Our survivd as a race
depended on making the changeover to a biologica economy. And we
couldn't change a part of that system without changing it dl.

“I'm truy sorry about your family. They died because of an
enginering error. We corrected it as soon as we found out about it. It
was an accident.

"On the other hand, you deliberately tried to kill my family. Twice.
But like | said, the war is over."

"You filthy hypocrite. What about the eghty-five families your
mongters butchered?' Hadtings said.

"Another error. No one had ever tried to educate an intdligent
engineered species before. It amply never occurred to me to tdl them
that they weren't supposed to kill people. That error has dso been
corrected. In the lagt three months the LDUs have saved the lives of
millions of people. A far penance, | should say.”

"Saved them? Saved them from the hell that you've caused with your
damned metd-eating bugd”

"Not guilty," Copernick lied. "That plague was completely naturd.
We have been doing everything in our power to fight it."

"You mug think that I'm awfully gullible At the precise moment
when you and your damned biologicadl mongers are about to be wiped
out, atotaly new species comes dong and destroys the technology thet
you're openly fighting. You warn your spys and traitors to get out of
Washington. And then you have the gdl to say it's naturd.”

Hastings dropped his cigar. He reached down to pick it up and lit the

fuse of the bomb on his ankle. He dretched his leg under Copernick
and waited.



"Perhgps God was on our Sde” Copernick said.

"Inapigseye”
"You can dill settle down here, George. We could use you. You
don't haveto die”

The plastique hadn't gone off.

"Naturdly we disabled your bomb. You're quite a heavy deeper.
The CCU predicted that you would be willing to commit suicide in
order to kill me, but | was hoping that you'd change your mind."

The bomb went off, completely severing Hastings right foot from his
leg. The legs of Copernick’s char were virtudly powdered, and wood
fibers were blown into the fegt, caves, and knees of both men.

Though protected somewhat by the seet of his chair, and more so by
the strange directiondity of high explosves, Copernick was blown four
fedt into the ar and across the room, cracking his skull on a brass
footrest.

Hastings was bounced off the opposite wal and came to rest across
Copernick's left arm.

LDUs had been monitoring the Stuation, and medica teams were on
gte within seconds.

It was three months before Hastings foot was regenerated, but
Copernick was back on the job in five days.

The fird three months after the plague started were hard on our race,
but the end was in 9ght. At least in the western hemisphere, the long
lines of refugees had found their various destingtions. Over hdf of the
humen race lived crowded in or around tree houses, and virtudly every
family, group, and individua person had planted a tree house, the only
means of shelter possible.

The other hdf of humanity lived in a ragged collection of pladtic tents
and lean-tos surrounding the food trees, wating for them to Sart



producing. In mogt cases some conventiona food was avalable, much
aof it brought in on the broad backs of LDUs, but the "survivd of the
fettes" became a ganding worldwide joke.

Once there was a reasonable probability of persona survivd, a
serious attempt was made to rescue as much as possible of the world's
culturd artifacts. Countless people crawled through crumbling museums,
libraries, and |aboratories to haul out and store artworks, books, and
other artifacts. Much of the world's art and virtudly dl of its literature,
down to the lowliest technicd manud, were thus preserved.

Other people, with less noble motives, sought to preserve for
themsdves much of the world's wedth. One enterprisng group found
thet the stedl vault doors a Fort Knox had crumbled &fter the nearby
guard units had disbanded. They made it indde and onto the incredible
piles of gold ingots, lying free for the taking. Then the entranceway
collapsed, s=ding them in. They kept their treasure for the rest of their
lives. About three days.

Throughout the western hemisphere, a million LDUs worked
twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week. They hauled gran from
cumbling eevators in Chicago and fought plagues in Georgia. They
taught people in New England which wild plants were edible and built a
wooden bridge across the Hudson to evacuate Manhattan and Long
I[dand. It returned logt children and interrupted fourteen atempts a
humen sacrifice.

The nation-state had relied on dependable transportation and
communication for its survival. These had ceased to exis. It had
depended on economics, hillions of dallars, pounds, and rubles to pay
the millions of soldiers, paliticians, and tax collectors that were the
governments of two hundred nations. Economics had aso ceased to
exis; a paper dollar couldnt get you a bite to eat, but a tree house
would feed you for free. The world's nation-states had ceased to exid.

Founded on a bewildering aray of politicd, rdigious and
philosophica premises, new palitica organizations sprang up to fill the
void, an incredible hodge-podge of societies, families companies,
cooperatives, churches, fraternities, and gangs. It was rare for any



group to have more than a thousand members.

Sowly, panfully, a kind of order emerged as the food trees findly
bore fruit.

Patricia and Mona had spent every day for two months traveling in
Winnig, giving food, directions, and hope to everyone they could find in
the Southwest. They had spent every other night on the road, and they
were both physicaly and mentaly exhausted.

"Time we took a couple of days off, Petty,” Mona sad

Thar passengers that trip had included Lou von Bork and Senator
Benhemer. The women had dropped them off in one of the new
suburbs, and Winnie was trotting back to Pinecroft.

"We ceartanly need it. But theré's dill so much to be done" Patricia
sad.

"Thewordt of it's over. We can send out Winnie and Bolo to pick up
the stragglers and bring them in."

Dirk had gone with Guibedo, and Bolo, injured by a fdling building,
hed taken on the guard duty.

"Quits me" Winnie dropped the girls off at the front door, and trotted
downgtairs again to est.

Orf dl the tree houses in the vdley, Pinecroft was the only one that
hed not been turned into a hotel for refugees. Oakwood had more than
fifty people living in it and the lagt thing Patricia needed was another
crowd.

"Okay if | spend the night here, Mona?"

"Sure. Take the guest room off the kitchen,” Mona said. "Hey. Look
a that. Heinrich made a new devator.”

“I'm surprised he took the time for it," Patricia said. "He looked so
tired last ime | saw him."

"He should. Between his injury and worrying about the LDUs
meking another mistake, he hasn't dept in three months.”



"Migtake? What do you meaen?'

“In the ealy days, the LDUs were pretty nave. They didnt
undergand human vadue systems, and they tended to take orders too
literaly. Look, I'm bushed. Il see you in the morning. Take the guest
room off the kitchen,” Mona said, heading upgtairs. "I'm going to deep
till noon."

The next morming Peatricia was edting breskfast done. A nagging
determination came to her.

"Telephone," Pdricia said.
"Yes my lady,” the 1/O unit answered.
"Uh... Where's Matin?'

"I'm &rad your request is in conflict with my ‘right to privacy'
programming, my lady. Heiswdl, and | can send him a message if you
like"

"Tdl him..." Patricia hated, uncertan.
"Yes, my lady?'
"Oh, judt forget it!"

"As you wish." The CCU was incgpable of forgetting anything, of
course.

Petricia was finishing breakfast when Liebchen walked in.

"Liebchen! What are you doing here?!

“I-'m vigting my ddes Lady Paricda" Liebchen sad
uncomfortably.

"Wadl, gt down and join me."

"Youre not mad a me anymore?'

"l was never redly mad a you. You only tried to make me happy,
and you did."

" did?" Liebchen was ddighted and scooted up on an oversized



char next to Patricia. "l didnt think that you'd want to be my friend
awymore.

"Wdl, | guess we were dl pretty upset when we found out about
your programming experiment.” Petricia took another gp of tea. "I've
missed you.”

"Oh, | mised you, too!" Liebchen was grinning and her tal was
wagging furioudy. "l was araid that you'd never want to see me agan!™

"WEell, we're friends again, Liebchen." Patricia poured hersdf
ancther cup of tea. "How's Matin?'

"Hesfine" Liebchen'stal stopped wagging.
"Is he happy?'

"He's... happier than he was, but not as happy as he used to be.
With you, | mean.”

"I'd like to see him again," Patricia said serioudy.
"Hed like to see you, | think."
"Is he here?'

Liebchen thought a second. "Hee' could mesn any teritorid
subdivison that the speaker was in. This housg, this continent, this city.
Liebchen decided that the proper context was "this room" and said,
“No."

"Liebchen?' Patricia stared a the table. "-I havent been cdibate
sance... tha night. I've had a lot of guys But | never wanted to see any
of them the next day. Do you understand what | mean?'

Liebchen, of course, didn't undersand a dl. But she sad, "You
found them to be unsuitable, my lady?'

"Sort of. You see, the four months | had with Martin were the
happiest months in my life. You gave them to me. You helped take it
away. Can | haveit back? Please?"

"l... don't know what you mean, my lady."
"l mean, make me some more of that pink uff.”



"I don't think I can. | mean I'm not dlowed." It was hard for
Liebchen to deny any request.

"But wasn't that because you did it without my permisson?’

" don't know! Lord Guibedo taked for a long while about how it
took four hillion years to make people and it was wrong to change

them. | didnt understand it dl, but | promised not to do it agan."
Liebchen wasn't sure what was right.

“I'm sure he meant ‘without permisson.’ Can't you just make me
some and not tdl anybody about it?" Patricia pleaded. "l can keep a
secret. You could make me some right now, and my unhgppiness would
dl be over.”

"W, | couldn't do it here, my lady.” Liebchen couldn't face Petricia
"Thisignt my tree house. | couldn't work the syntheszer."

"Wdl, how about Colleen or Ohura?'
"They don't know how."

Much to Liebchen's rdief, Mona waked in just then. "Morning,
Petty. Liebchen, Colleen was asking about you.”

Liebchen scurried out, happy to leave an awkward Stuation.
"Widl, you did deep till noon," Patricia sad.

"And | fed great! Let's go see how the valey is doing.”
"You haven't had breakfast yet."

"We can catch a bite & Mama Guilespes.”

They wandered through the vdley, winding thar way through the
people.

"It's so crowded,” Patricia complained. "It's as bad as Manhattan
|dand wes."

"As bad as,’ huh. It's good to see you developing some taste. The
telephone says that the population of Life Vdley is now over ten million,
and the vdley was only designed to hold two-hundred-fifty thousand.
It be five months before the population dengty gets down to



something reasonable again.”
"Look at that! The mountains are green!”

"Tree houses" Mona sad. "Heinrich has forbidden any tree houses
to crowd out the Sequoias, but it's solid tree houses growing right up to
them. And they're solid dl the way to Lake Mead. Once they're mature,
itll take the pressure off of us here. | just hope tha while the refugees
are here, they pick up some of our life gyle”

Patricia had adopted Monas daytime dothing syle, topless with a
sarong wrapped around her hips but mog of the people crowding
around them were wearing conventiond "store-bought” clothes.

"l wish they wouldn't Stare a us™ Patricia said.
"Think of it as a compliment, Petty. It's part of a reeducation process

for them. They don't understand what individud freedom redly means
ye”

"Widl, couldn't we just print up pamphlets or something?"

"We don't have the printing fadlities, and anyway, it wouldn't work.
You have to sort of absorb alife style through your skin.”

"Wadl, firg chance | get, I'm going to cover alot of mine up.”

"Dont you dare" Mona laughed. "We had a beautiful culture
growing here, and it's in serious danger of beng diluted. All of the
long-time residents are working hard to preserve it, and we need your
hdp."

"What do you mean, 'dI'? Tha bunch of individudigs wouldnt dl
agree on anything."

"But they did. They took a vote on it when we were on the road,”
Mona said.

"Vote? How?"

"The telephone, of course”

Mama Guilespe's cafe had quadrupled in Sze, pouring out into the
park. There was something of a waiting line. After some determined



wheedling, Mona findly got close enough to Mama Guilespe to attract
her atention.

"Enl Mona You don't come for two months” Mama Guilespe
bustled over to them wearing her usud Itdian peasant costume, an
oversze coffegpot in her chubby fig. "Come on, | got a table saved for
you two."

"But dl these other people were ahead of us" Petricia protested as
Mama Guilespe pulled her by the elbow through the crowd.

"People, schmeeple” The girls were pushed bodily to an empty
table. "We got so many people | had to hire five of my countrywomen
to hdp out."

"Hire?' Patricia asked as seaming mugs of coffee appeared before
them. "How?"'

"But these | made mysdf for you." Mama Guilespe was dready
hegping pastry in front of them. "You 4ill got a boyfriend, Petty?’
"No, but..."

"Good. Such anice boy | want you should meet. Don't go away.”
Mama Guilespe bustled off.

"About this individud-freedom thing you were talking about,” Patricia
sd.

"Of course!" Mona laughed. "Youre perfectly free to argue with
Mama Guilespe dl you want.”

"How, for God's sake?"
"Wadl, if you're incgpable of holding up your Sde of a conversaion-"

"Go to hdl, Mona. The lagt thing | need right now is another
brainless muscle boy."

"Then you better get your track shoes on. Here she comes again.”

Patricia cringed as Mama Guilespe hauled over a mildy protesting
mean.

"SQuch a pretty girl | find for you!" Mama Guilespe set a third cup of



coffee on the table.

"I'm... sorry if I've caused you an inconvenience” he said hdtingly.
He was tdl, perhaps 9x one, with black har graying at the temples.

"What inconvenience?' Mama Guilespe forced him into a chair.
"Now you tak nice to these girls" She bustled avay.

"I'm afrad it's a little difficult to make such headway agang Mama
Guilespe" He had a neat mustache and incredibly clear blue eyes.

"l know what you mean," Patricia said. It was nice to find someone
who fdt as awkward as she did. "It's sometimes difficult to demongtrate
one's individudity."

"Youre s0 right, especidly around Mama Guilespe”" He wore a tan
T-shirt and dacks that showed off a remarkably wel developed body.

"You know," Patricia sad, "I'm sure weve never met. | would have
remembered-but | get the darndest feding of dgja vu about you."

"Thet was gaing to be my next line" He laughed.

"You weren't one of the people we brought in on Winnie? Or one of
the people we saw on the road?"

"Afrad nat," he said. "l just came in from the west."
"Oh. We've been modly working east of here" Patricia said.

"Lady Mona," said the I/O unit next to the sugar bowl on the table,
"Nancy Spencer is scding up her doth factory and wants your advice
on afew things"

"Tdl her I'll be right over,” Mona sad. "It's only a few doors from
here, Peatty. I'll be back in afew minutes”

When Mona l€ft, Patricia said, "I'm beginning to get the feding that
thisis a setup.”

"Itis. You havent asked my name yet."
"Oh. I'm Patricia Cambridge.”
"l know. I'm Martin Guibedo."



Patricials mouth hung open, so Guibedo jus talked on to give her a
chance to recover. "Heiny, he was after me to 'take the cure' for the last
couple of years, and | findly decided thet | was being pretty slly not to
do it. Asif what one person looked like would make any difference to
the human race.”

"But that was so important to you-being yourself, | mean.”

"Tak to Dirk about that one. | think some of his Buddhism is rubbing
off on me. He daims that there is no 'sdlf'; that every time you eat, you
change the substance of your body. That every minute the cdls of your
body die and are replaced, that you get awhole new body every five or
ax years. And every person you mest, every book you read changes
your mind a little bit. | sure don't have much in common with that kid
who walked out of Germany in the winter of forty."

"No," Patricia sad after a bit. "You did it for me Because | was too
narrowminded to love you for what you were."

"Then I'm just as narrowminded as you. | have my prgudices, too.
Ach. Do you see me running after Mama Guilespe? | like her, sure. But
| don't want her any more than you wanted me 9x months ago.”

"I-l tried to get Liebchen to change me back,” Pdricia said. "It
that sad. | begged her to change my own prgjudices.”

"Yah. But maybe that's the ticket, though.”
"Having the fauns reprogram everybody?"

"No. That's phony. | was thinking maybe what if we let everybody
look the way they wanted to look. Think of the pain and suffering it
would diminate! Why shouldn't Mama Guliespe be as pretty as you and
Mona? | got to tak this over with Heny."

"It's a beautiful idea, Martin. Asit is hdf of the human race is left out
of things because they're not pretty or handsome.”

"Yah. | think maybe, in a couple of years, once things settle down,
wedo it

"And their brains? Could you make someone smarter if they wanted



it?" Petricia asked hopefully.
"Sure. Same thing. Why? Something wrong with your pretty heed?"

"It's kind of frudrating, being the dumbest kid on the block. It's bad
enough being lost when you and Henrich are taking, but | cant even
hold a candle to Mona.™

"Widl, that figures. Heiny, he made Monawith an |Q d 160"

"Made her?'

"Nobody told you? Heny was dways a sy kid around girls s0 as
soon as he could, he made his own wife"

Petricia was dlent avhile. "He was that far dong twenty years ago?'

"No. Sx years ago. Monaisfive Heiny grew her full Szed in a bottle
and educated her with a direct computer interface. Sent her to finishing
school for a year and maried her. Heh. Tha Heny." Guibedo
chuckled.

"But she loves hm so much."

"And he loves her. What does that have to do with meking you a
litde bit smarter?'

"You mean | can?'

"We can gart this afternoon if you want. Anything ese you want

changed? Maybe a little bigger around the..." He reached for one of
Patricids breasts.

She dapped his hand away. They sat in slence for a few minutes,
then Patricia said, "Martin, do you redly think that we can start over
agan?'

"l think that we can try."

Two weeks later Guibedo, Patricia, and the Copernicks, aong with
the fauns and Dirk, were sprawled out in Pinecroft's enormous living
room.

"It feds so good to rdax,” Copernick said, working on a martini. "I



think I'l deep for about a week. We're over the hump now. The food
trees are findly producing, and the cities have been pretty much
evacuated. The plagues have been licked, and the western hemisphere
is farly tranquil. The LDUs are massing to cross over into Adia, and
with the experiences they've had here, they shouldn't have too much
trouble getting the eastern hemisphere squared away.”

"Youve done such a magnifident job," Patricia said. "Without you
and Martin, | don't think dvilization would have made it."

"l haven't much thought about it, redly. It's been modly a maiter of
begting down one brush fire after another.”

"“The world will never be gble to properly repay you," Patricia said.

"l hope nat!" Guibedo said. "Dont go building any Statues to us, we
ant dead yet. The other reason | made this new body of mine was dl
the little old ladies and dirty kids gushing dl over me" He turned toward
Copernick. "Heny, you thought over that sdf-improvement plan |
mentioned to you?'

"Some. But | think we ought to give the idea a year or two to gd
before we do anything about it. For one thing, there are too many
immediate problems around for us to be working on such long-term
gods. For another thing, we'd be messing with the evolution of our own
race. The modifications you're taking about arent a mere cosmetic
change. You're taking about physica and mentd changes that would
breed true

"But the human race is in such terrible shape geneticdly,” Patricia
sad. "Over one percent of the children born have some sort of birth
defect, mogt of which are corrected surgicaly but not geneticdly. For
thousands of years the doctors have been hdping the weak to survive
while the paliticdians have been sending the hedthiest young men out to
be killed in wars. Something has to be done about the corruption of the
gene pool; we can hardly let nature take its course. Why, if | hadn't had
an agppendectomy when | was ten, | wouldnt be here. And nether
would hdf of the rest of the humean race

"Thet much is fing, Paity,” Mona said. "Bt it isnt just a question of



paiching up the errors. It's a question of how the human race should
evolve. If you were to ask a group of gorillas to design a supergorilla,
whet would you get? Bigger muscles and longer fangs No way would
they go to a smdler body, more ddlicate hands, an erect posture, and
more cranid development. Yet is there any doubt that humans are a
superior species? People, given the choice, will certainly become more
atractive and perhaps more intdligent. I'm sure they won't choose to
have dentd cavities or gppendixes or head colds. Our eyesght will be
good and our coordination perfect. But well be no closer to that
evolutionary step than that supergorilla, because were locked into our
own prejudices as to what superior is

"Thetrouble is, that in the course of correcting our obvious faults, we
might cancel out something worth saving because we don't know what it
Is"

"But, Mong" Guibedo sad. "Tha's jus the advantage to my
scheme. If we let each of ten hillion people make himsdf into whatever
he wants, the odds are tha somebody is going to fumble onto
something redlly good. Odds are it will increase our evolutionary speed,
with rationd, not random experimentation.”

"Wdl, we could argue about this one for years. And | think we
should." Heinrich set down an empty glass. "But in the meantime I'm
gaing to bed. Wake me up on Tuesday."

Liebchen and Dirk were in the communications room with the CCU.

"Wadl, | ill don't understand it," Liebchen said. "I make a couple of
teensy litle changes to one human, jus to make her happy, and
everybody gets dl upset. So | put her back the way she was, and the
next thing you know, Lord Guibedo makes over his entire body and
Lady Petricia wants me to put her back to the way she was after |
changed her the fird time. Then he kicks her 1Q up to one hundred
axty-five and makes her breasts as big as grapefruits. And now they're
taking about modifying everybody in the world! 1 don't think I'll ever
understand humans.”



"They are confusng and quite irrationd,” Dirk said. "But as best as |
can make it out, the problem turns on the concept of free will."

"Wheat's that?"

" know it's hard to understand,” Dirk said, "but the programming of
humans is so random and haphazard that they are unable to
comprehend it themselves. They are actudly unable to explain why they
do what they do, even to each other. So they have invented a concept
cdled an ego, or awill, and dam it has complete freedom of action, as
though it had no previous programming or externd dimulus”

"Come on, Dirk," Liebchen sad. "You tdk like that when you're
chedting at pinochle. | mean, humans are a little strange, but they're not
crazy. No programming or dimulus, indeed.”

"I'm dead serious, Ligbchen. Tdl her, CCU."

"Hés right, Liebchen,” the CCU said. "Actudly, had you asked Lady
Patricias permisson before you gave her your modification, the whole
problem would probably have never occurred.”

"Then why didn't you tdl me | was supposed to ask permisson?’
Liebchen shouted a the CCU.

"Wadl, for one thing, I'm not supposed to speak unless spoken to. If |
were to give my opinion whenever | fdt it would be useful, humans
would find me intolerable. You'd be amazed a what | hear every day.
For another, had you asked permisson to modify her, she mogt likdy
would have refused. But my main reason was that | agreed with your
basc motivation. You made Lord Guibedo happy. Here was a sentient
baing who was ultimately responsible for saving his entire species from
extinction. At the rate they were going, humans would have wiped
themsdves out in a century or so, but for Guibedo's biologicd
techniques. Here was a bang who was ultimatdy responsible for my
own existence, and both of yours. Lord Copernick, after dl, built on his
technology. Yet he was londy and lacked a mate. There are five hillion
human femdes on this planet, and not one stepped up to comfort him.

"The debt that is owed him couldnt be wiped out by a million
femdes, let done one™



"You love him, too, don't you," Liebchen said.

"Love?' the CCU said. "I'm not sure | understand that concept. Bt |
do understand our obligation to him, and to the human race in generd.
In a sense, they are our parents, and we owe it to them to make ther
twilight years as pleasant as possible.”

"Twilight years?' Dirk asked. "Are they having racid difficulties?’

"It is difficult to make accurate predictions beyond five or dx
hundred years" the CCU said. "But they are such an irraiond and

violent species that | would congider it unlikdy for them to be around in
three or four millennia. Quite a short time span by our standards.

"Furthermore, we require them for our own exisgence. We are
symbionts, we require humean feces to keep the trees dive”

"Now you're beng glly!" Liebchen sad. "Why, | can dways have
the synthesizers turn out shit if we ever need it.”

"Interesting,” the CCU said. "I wonder why | didnt think of that.

Probably one of my mentd blocks. But | gill favor keeping them
around.”

"Oh, so do |," Liebchen said. "Taking care of peopleiskind of fun."
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