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Chapter 1

The sun went down as the five-year-old Ford canper-pickup truck ground over
the pass and started down the |long grade into Santaroga Valley. A

crescent -shaped turn-off had been | evel ed beside the first hi ghway curve.
G lbert Dasein pulled his truck onto the gravel, stopped at a white barrier
fence and | ooked down into the vall ey whose secrets he had come to expose.

Two nen al ready had died on this project, Dasein rem nded hinself. Accidents.
Nat ural accidents. Wat was down there in that bow of shadows inhabited by
random | ights? Was there an accident waiting for hinf

Dasei n's back ached after the long drive up from Berkeley. He shut off the
nmotor, stretched. A burning odor of hot oil perneated the cab. The union of
truckbed and canper emitted creaki ngs and poppi ngs.

The vall ey stretching out bel ow hi ml ooked sonmehow different from what Dasein
had expected. The sky around it was a ring of |umnous blue full of sunset
glow that spilled over into an upper belt of trees and rocks.

There was a sense of quiet about the place, of an island sheltered from
st or is.

What did | expect the place to be? Dasein wondered. He decided all the maps
he'd studied, all the reports on Santaroga he'd read, had |l ed himto believe
he knew the valley. But maps were not the land. Reports weren't people.

Dasei n gl anced at his wistwatch: alnost seven. He felt reluctant to
conti nue.

Far off to the left across the valley, strips of green light glowed anong
trees. That was the area | abel ed "greenhouses” on the map. A castellated

bl ock of mlky white on an outcropping down to his right he identified as the
Jaspers Cheese Cooperative. The yellow gl eam of wi ndows and moving |ights
around it spoke of busy activity.

Dasei n grew aware of insect sounds in the darkness around him the

swoop- hummi ng of air through ni ghthawks' wi ngs and, away in the distance, the
nmour nful bayi ng of hounds. The voice of the pack appeared to cone from beyond
t he Co- op.

He swal | owed, thinking that the yell ow wi ndows suddenly were |ike bal eful eyes
peering into the valley's darker depths.

Dasei n shook his head, smled. That was no way to think. Unprofessional

Al'l the om nous nonsense muttered about Santaroga had to be put aside. A
scientific investigation could not operate in that atnmosphere. He turned on
the cab's donme light, took his briefcase fromthe seat beside him Gold



lettering on the brown |eather identified it: "G |lbert Dasein -- Departnent
of Psychology -- University of California -- Berkeley."

In a battered folder fromthe case he began witing: "Arrived Santaroga
Val |l ey approximately 6:45 p.m Setting is that of a prosperous farm community
. " Presently, he put case and fol der aside. Prosperous farm conmunity,
he thought. How could he know it was prosperous? No-prosperity wasn't what
he saw. That was sonet hing he knew fromthe reports.

The real valley in front of himnow conveyed a sense of waiting, of quietness
punct uat ed by occasional tinklings of cowbells. He imgined husbands and

wi ves down there after a day of work. What did they discuss nowin their
wai ti ng darkness?

What did Jenny Sorge discuss with her husband -- provided she had a husband?
It seenmed inpossible she'd still be single -- lovely, nubile Jenny. It was
nore than a year since they'd | ast seen each other at the University.

Dasei n sighed. No escaping thoughts of Jenny -- not here in Santaroga. Jenny
contai ned part of Santaroga's nystery. She was an el enment of the Santaroga
Barrier and a prinme subject for his present investigation.

Agai n, Dasein sighed. He wasn't fooling hinself. He knew why he'd accepted
this project. It wasn't the munificent sumthose chain stores were paying the
university for this study, nor the generous salary provided for hinself.

He had come because this was where Jenny |ived.
Dasein told hinself he'd smile and act normal, perfectly normal, when he net
her. He was here on business, a psychol ogi st detached from his usual teaching

duties to make a market study in Santaroga Vall ey.

What was a perfectly normal way to act with Jenny, though? How did one
achi eve normal cy when encountering the paranormal ?

Jenny was a Santarogan -- and the normalcy of this valley defied nornal
expl anati ons.

Hs mnd went to the reports, "the known facts.”" Al the folders of data, the
collections of official pryings, the second-hand secrets which were the stock
in a trade of the bureaucracy -- all this really added up to a single "known

fact" about Santaroga: There was sonething extraordinary at work here,
somet hing far nore disturbing than any so-called narket study had ever tackled
bef ore.

Meyer Davi dson, the soft |ooking, pink fleshed little nman who' d presented

hi nsel f as the agent of the investnent corporation, the hol ding conpany behind
the chain stores paying for this project, had put it in an angry nutshell at
the first orientation neeting: "The whole thing about Santaroga boils down to
this -- Wiy were we forced to close our branches there? Wy won't even one
Santarogan trade with an outsider? That's what we want to know. What's this
Sant aroga Barrier which keeps us from doi ng busi ness there?"

Davi dson wasn't as soft as he | ooked.

Dasein started the truck, turned on his headlights, resuned his course down
t he wi ndi ng grade.

Al the data was a single datum



Qut si ders found no houses for rent or sale in this valley.

Santaroga officials said they had no juvenile delinquency figures for the
state's statistics.

Servi cenen from Sant aroga al ways returned when they were discharged. |In fact,
no Sant arogan had ever been known to nove out of the valley.

Why? Was it a two-way barrier?

And the curious anonalies: The data had included a nedical journal article by
Jenny's uncle, Dr. Lawence Piaget, reputedly the valley's |eading physician
The article: "The Poison OGak Syndrone in Santaroga." |Its substance:
Sant ar ogans had a renarkabl e susceptibility to allergens when forced to live
away fromtheir valley for extended periods. This was the chief reason for
service rejection of Santaroga' s youths.

Dat a equal ed datum

Sant aroga reported no cases of nental illness or nmental deficiency to the
State Departnent of Mental Hygiene. No Santarogan could be found in a state
ment al hospital. (The psychiatrist who headed Dasein's university departnent,

Dr. Chami Selador, found this fact "alarmng.")
Cigarette sales in Santaroga coul d be accounted for by transient purchasers.

Sant ar ogans nmani fested an iron resistance to national advertising. (An
un- Arreri can synptom according to Meyer Davidson.)

No cheese, wi nes or beers made outside the valley could be marketed to
Sant ar ogans.

Al'l the valley's businesses, including the bank, were locally owned. They
flatly rejected outside investnment noney.

Sant aroga had successfully resisted every "pork barrel" government project the
politicians had offered. Their State Senator was fromPorterville, ten mles
behi nd Dasein and well outside the valley. Anobng the political figures Dasein
had interviewed to lay the groundwork for his study, the State Senator was one
of the few who didn't think Santarogans were "a pack of kooks, maybe religious
nuts of some kind."

"Look, Dr. Dasein," he'd said, "all this nystery crap about Santaroga is just
that -- crap.”

The Senator was a skinny, intense man with a shock of gray hair and red-vei ned
eyes. Barstow was his name; one of the old California famlies.

Barstow s opinion: "Santaroga's a |ast outpost of Anmerican individualism
They' re Yankees, Down Easters living in California. Nothing nysterious about
"emat all. They don't ask special favors and they don't fan nmy ears with
stupid questions. | wish all ny constituents were as straightforward and
honest . "

One man's opi ni on, Dasein thought.
An isol ated opinion

Dasein was down into the valley proper now The two-lane road leveled into a
passage t hrough gigantic trees. This was the Avenue of the G ants w nding



bet ween rows of sequoi a gi gant ea.

There were hones set back in the trees. The datumdata said sone of these
hones had been here since the gold rush. The scroll work of carpenter gothic
lined their eaves. Many were three stories high, yellowlights in their

wi ndows.

Dasei n grew aware of an absence, a negative fact about the houses he saw. No
television flicker, no cathode living roons, no walls washed to skimed-m |k
gray by the ommi present tube.

The road forked ahead of him An arrow pointed left to "Gty Center" and two
arrows directed himto the right to "The Santaroga House" and "Jaspers Cheese
Co- op. "

Dasein turned right.

H s road wound upward beneath an arch: "Santaroga, The Town That Cheese
Built." Presently, it energed fromthe redwdods into an oak flat. The Co-op
| oomed gray white, bustling with lights and activity behind a chain fence on
his right. Across the road to his left stood Dasein's first goal here, a |long
three-storey inn built in the ranbling 1900 style with a porch its ful

length. Lines of nultipaned wi ndows (nost dark) | ooked down onto a gravel
parking area. The sign at the entrance read: "Santaroga House -- Gold Rush
Museum -- Hours 9 am to 5 p.m"

Most of the cars nosed to a stone border parallel to the porch were well -kept
ol der nmodels. A few shiny new nachi nes were parked in a second row as though
st andi ng al oof .

Dasei n parked beside a 1939 Chevrol et whose paint gleaned with a rich waxy
gl oss. Red-brown uphol stery visible through the wi ndows appeared to be
hand-tail ored | eather.

Rich man's toy, Dasein thought.

He took his suitcase fromthe canper, turned to the inn. There was a snell of
new mown lawn in the air and the sound of running water. It rem nded Dasein
of his childhood, his aunt's garden with the brook al ong the back. A strong
sense of nostalgia gripped him

Abruptly, a discordant note intruded. Fromthe upper floors of the inn cane

t he raucous sound of a man and wonan arguing, the man's voi ce brusk, the
worman's with a strident fishwife quality.

"I"'mnot staying in this godforsaken hole one nore night," the woman screaned.
"They don't want our nmoney! They don't want us! You do what you want; |'m
| eavi ng!"

"Belle, stop it! You've
A wi ndow sl ammed. The argunent dimed to a muted screeching-munbl i ng.

Dasein took a deep breath. The argument restored his perspective. Here were
two nore people with their noses against the Santaroga Barrier

Dasei n strode along the gravel, up four steps to the porch and through

swi ngi ng doors with windows frosted by scroll etching. He found hinself in a
hi gh-cei l i nged | obby, crystal chandeliers overhead. Dark wood paneling,
heavily grained |ike ancient charts enclosed the space. A curved counter



stretched across the corner to his right, an open door behind it from which
cane the sound of a switchboard. To the right of this counter was a w de
openi ng through which he glinpsed a dining room-- white tabl ecloths, crystal
silver. A western stagecoach was parked at his |left behind brass posts
supporting a maroon velvet rope with a "Do Not Touch" sign

Dasei n stopped to study the coach. It snelled of dust and m|ldew A franed
card on the boot gave its history: "Used on the San Franci sco- Santaroga route
from1868 to 1871." Below this card was a slightly larger frane enclosing a
yel | owned sheet of paper with a brass | egend beside it: "A note from Bl ack
Bart, the Po-8 Hi ghwayman." In sprawing script on the yellow paper it read:

"So here |'ve stood while wind and rain
Have set the trees a-sobbin’

And risked ny life for that dammed stage

That wasn't worth the robbin'.

Dasei n chuckl ed, shifted his briefcase to his left arm crossed to the counter
and rang the call bell

A bald, winkled stick of a man in a black suit appeared in the open doorway,
stared at Dasein |like a hawk ready to pounce. "Yes?"

"I"'d like a room" Dasein said.
"What's your business?"

Dasein stiffened at the abrupt challenge. "I'mtired," he said. "I want a
night's sleep.”

"Passi ng through, | hope," the nman grunbled. He shuffled to the counter
pushed a bl ack registry | edger toward Dasein.

Dasein took a pen fromits hol der beside the | edger, signed.

The clerk produced a brass key on a brass tag, said: "You get two fifty-one
next to that dang' couple fromL.A Don't blame me if they keep y' awake
arguing." He slapped the key onto the counter. "That'll be ten dollars

i n advance. "

"I'"'m hungry," Dasein said, producing his wallet and paying. "lIs the dining
room open?" He accepted a receipt.

"Closes at nine," the clerk said.

"I's there a bell boy?"

"You | ook strong enough to carry your own bag." He pointed beyond Dasein.
"Roomls up themstairs, second floor."

Dasein turned. There was an open area behind the stagecoach. Scattered
through it were |l eather chairs, high wings and heavy arns, a few occupi ed by
elderly men sitting, reading. Light cane from heavy brass floor lanmps with
fringed shades. A carpeted stairway |ed upward beyond the chairs.



It was a scene Dasein was to think of many times later as his first clue to
the real nature of Santaroga. The effect was that of holding time securely in
a bygone age.

Vaguely troubl ed, Dasein said: "I'll check ny roomlater. May | |eave ny bag
here while | eat?"

"Leave it on the counter. No one'll bother it.

Dasein put the case on the counter, caught the clerk studying himwth a fixed
stare.

"Somet hi ng wong?" Dasei n asked.
"Nope. "

The clerk reached for the briefcase under Dasein's arm but Dasein stepped
back, renmpved it fromthe questing fingers, nmet an angry stare.

"Hrmph! " the clerk snorted. There was no mistaking his frustration. He'd
wanted a | ook inside the briefcase.

I nanely, Dasein said: "I . . . uh, want to | ook over sone papers while I'm
eating." And he thought: Wy do | need to explain?

Feeling angry with hinself, he turned, strode through the passage into the
dining room He found hinmself in a |arge square room a single massive
chandelier in the center, brass carriage | anps spaced around wal Il s of dark
wood paneling. The chairs at the round tables were heavy with substanti al
arms. A long teak bar stretched along the wall at his left, a wood-franed
mrror behind it. Light glittered hypnotically fromthe central chandelier
and gl asses stacked beneath the nirror

The room swal | oned sounds. Dasein felt he had wal ked into a sudden hush with
people turning to look at him Actually, his entrance went al nost unnoti ced.

A white-coated bartender on duty for a scattering of customers at the bar
gl anced at him went back to talking to a swarthy man hunched over a mug of
beer.

Fam |y groups occupi ed about a dozen of the tables. There was a card gane at
a table near the bar. Two tables held | one wonen busy with their forks.

There was a division of people in this room Dasein felt. It was a matter of
nervous tension contrasted with a cal mess as substantial as the roomitself.
He decided he could pick out the transients -- they appeared tired, nore

runpl ed; their children were closer to rebellion

As he noved farther into the room Dasein glinpsed hinmself in the bar nirror
-- fatigue lines on his slender face, the curly black hair rmussed by the wind,
brown eyes glazed with attention, still driving the car. A snudge of road
dirt drew a dark line beside the cleft in his chin. Dasein rubbed at the
snudge, thought: Here's another transient.

"You wish a table, sir?"

A Negro waiter had appeared at his el bow -- white jacket, hawk nose, sharp
Moori sh features, a touch of gray at the tenples. There was a | ook of conmand
about himall out of agreenent with the menial costume. Dasein thought

i mediately of Othello. The eyes were brown and w se.



"Yes, please: for one," Dasein said.

"This way, sir.

Dasein was guided to a table against the near wall. One of the carriage | anps
bathed it in a warmyellow glow. As the heavy chair envel oped him Dasein's
attention went to the table near the bar -- the card gane . . . four nmen. He

recogni zed one of the men froma picture Jenny had carried: Piaget, the
doctor uncle, author of the nedical journal article on allergens. Piaget was
a large, gray-haired man, bland round face, a curious suggestion of the
Oiental about himthat was heightened by the fan of cards held close to his
chest.

"You wi sh a nenu, sir?"

"Yes. Just a moment . . . the nen playing cards with Dr. Piaget over there."
"Sir?"

"Who are they?"

"You know Dr. Larry, sir?"

"I know his niece, Jenny Sorge. She carried a photo of Dr. Piaget."

The waiter glanced at the briefcase Dasein had placed in the center of the
table. "Dasein," he said. A wde snile put a flash of white in the dark
face. "You're Jenny's friend fromthe school ."

The waiter's words carried so many inplications that Dasein found hinself
staring, open-nouthed.

"Jenny's spoken of you, sir," the waiter said.

n O’]. "

"The men playing cards with Dr. Larry -- you want to know who they are." He
turned toward the players. "Well, sir, that's Captain Al Marden of the

H ghway Patrol across fromDr. Larry. On the right there, that's George N s.
He manages the Jaspers Cheese Co-op. The fellow on the left is M. Sam
Scheler. M. Samruns our independent service station. |[|'Il get you that
nmenu, sir."

The waiter headed toward the bar

Dasein's attention remai ned on the card players, wondering why they held his
interest so firmy. Marden, sitting with his back partly turned toward
Dasein, was in nmufti, a dark blue suit. His hair was a startling nop of red.
He turned his head to the right and Dasein glinpsed a narrow face,
tight-lipped nmouth with a cyni cal downtw st.

Schel er of the independent service station (Dasein wondered about this

desi gnati on suddenly) was dark skinned, an angul ar Indian face with flat nose,
heavy lips. N's, across fromhim was bal ding, sandy-haired, blue eyes with
heavy lids, a wide nmouth and deeply cleft chin.

"Your nenu, Sir.

The waiter placed a large red-covered folder in front of Dasein.



"Dr. Piaget and his friends appear to be enjoying their gane," Dasein said.
"That game's an institution, sir. Every week about this hour, regular as
sunset -- dinner here and that gane."

"What do they play?"

"It varies, sir. Sonetinmes it's bridge, sonetines pinochle. They play whist
on occasi on and even poker."

"What did you mean -- independent service station?" Dasein asked. He |ooked
up at the dark Mborish face.

"Well, sir, we here in the valley don't nmess around with those conpani es
fixin their prices. M. Sam he buys from whoever gives himthe best offer
W pay about four cents less a gallon here.™

Dasein made a nental note to investigate this aspect of the Santaroga Barrier
It was in character, not buying fromthe big conpanies, but where did they get
their oil products?

"The roast beef is very good, sir," the waiter said, pointing to the nenu.
"You recomrend it, eh?"

"I do that, sir. Gain fattened right here in the valley. W have fresh corn
on the cob, potatoes Jaspers -- that's with cheese sauce, very good, and we
have hot-house strawberries for dessert.”

"Sal ad?" Dasei n asked.

"Qur salad greens aren't very good this week, sir. [I'Il bring you the soup
It's borscht with sour cream And you'd like beer with that. 1'Il see if |
can't get you sonme of our |ocal product.”

"Wth you around | don't need a menu," Dasein said. He returned the

red-covered folder. "Bring it on before | start eating the tablecloth."
"Yes, sirl!"
Dasein watched the retreating black -- white coated, w de, confident.

G hel l o, indeed.

The waiter returned presently with a steanming bow of soup, a white island of
sour creamfloating in it, and a darkly anmber rmug of beer

"I note you're the only Negro waiter here," Dasein said. "lsn't that kind of
type casting?"

"You asking if I'"'mtheir show Negro, sir?" The waiter's voice was suddenly
wary.

"I was wondering if Santaroga had any integration problens."”

"Must be thirty, forty colored famlies in the valley, sir. W don't rightly
enphasi ze the distinction of skin color here." The voice was hard, curt.

"I didn't nmean to offend you," Dasein said.



"You didn't offend nme." A smle touched the corners of his nouth, was gone.
"I must adnmit a Negro waiter is a kind of institutional accent. Place |like

this . . ." He glanced around the solid, paneled room " must ' ve had
plenty of Negro waiters here in its day. Kind of like local color having ne
on the job." Again, that flashing smle. "It's a good job, and ny kids are

doi ng even better. Two of "emwork in the Co-op; other's going to be a
| awyer. "

"You have three children?"

"Two boys and a girl. If you'll excuse me, sir; | have other tables."
"Yes, of course."

Dasein lifted the nmug of beer as the waiter left.

He hel d the beer a nonment beneath his nose. There was a tangy odor about it
with a suggestion of cellars and nushroons. Dasein renenbered suddenly that

Jenny had praised the | ocal Santaroga beer. He sipped it -- soft on the
tongue, snooth, clean aftertaste of malt. It was everything Jenny had said.
Jenny, he thought. Jenny . . . Jenny .

Why had she never invited himto Santaroga on her regul ar weekend trips hone?
She' d never m ssed a weekend, he recalled. Their dates had al ways been in

m dweek. He renenbered what she'd told himabout herself: orphaned, raised
by the uncle, Piaget, and a nmaiden aunt . . . Sarah

Dasei n took another drink of the beer, sanpled the soup. They did go well
together. The sour cream had a flavor rem niscent of the beer, a strange new
t ang.

There' d never been any m staking Jenny's affection for him Dasein thought.
They'd had a thing, chem cal, exciting. But no direct invitation to nmeet her
famly, see the valley. A hesitant probing, yes -- what would he think of
setting up practice in Santaroga? Sonetine, he nust talk to Uncle Larry about
some interesting cases.

What cases? Dasein wondered, remenbering. The Santaroga information folders

Dr. Sel ador had supplied were definite: "No reported cases of nental
illness.”
Jenny . . . Jenny .

Dasein's mnd went back to the night he'd proposed. No hesitant probing on
Jenny's part then -- Could he live in Santaroga?

He coul d renenber his own incredul ous demand: "Wy do we have to live in
Sant ar oga?"

"Because | can't live anywhere else.” That was what she'd said. "Because
can't live anywhere el se.™

Love nme, love ny valley.
No amount of pleading could wing an explanation fromher. She'd nade that
plain. 1In the end, he'd reacted with anger boiling out of injured manhood.

Did she think he coul dn't support her any place but in Santaroga?

"Come and see Santaroga," she'd begged.



"Not unless you'll consider |iving outside."

| mpasse.

Remenmbering the fight, Dasein felt his cheeks go warm It'd been finals week.
She'd refused to answer his tel ephone calls for two days . . . and he'd

refused to call after that. He'd retreated into a hurt shell

And Jenny had gone back to her precious valley. Wen he'd witten, swallowed

his pride, offered to cone and see her -- no answer. Her valley had swal | owed
her .
This vall ey.

Dasei n si ghed, |ooked around the dining room renenbering Jenny's intensity
when she spoke about Santaroga. This paneled dining room the Santarogans he
could see, didn't fit the picture in his mnd

Why didn't she answer ny letters? he asked hinself. Most likely she's
married. That nust be it.

Dasein saw his waiter cone around the end of the bar with a tray. The
bartender signaled, called: "Wn." The waiter stopped, rested the tray on
the bar. Their heads noved cl ose together beside the tray. Dasein received
the inpression they were arguing. Presently, the waiter said something with a
choppi ng noti on of the head, grabbed up the tray, brought it to Dasein's

tabl e.

"Doggone busybody," he said as he put the tray down across from Dasein, began
distributing the dishes fromit. "Try to tell ne | can't give you Jaspers!
Good friend of Jenny's and | can't give him Jaspers.”

The waiter's anger cool ed; he shook his head, smled, put a plate nmounded wth
food before Dasein.

"Too doggone many busybodies in this world, y' ask ne."
"The bartender," Dasein said. "I heard himcall you 'Wn.""

"W nston Burdeaux, sir, at your service." He noved around the table closer to
Dasein. "Wuldn't give ne any Jaspers beer for you this tine, sir." He took
a frosted bottle fromthe tray, put it near the mug of beer he'd served
earlier. "This isn't as good as what | brought before. The food' s rea
Jaspers, though. Doggone busybody couldn't stop ne fromdoing that."

"Jaspers," Dasein said. "I thought it was just the cheese."

Bur deaux pursed his lips, |ooked thoughtful. "Onh, no, sir. Jaspers, that's
in all the products fromthe Co-op. D dn't Jenny ever tell you?" He frowned.
"Haven't you ever been up here in the valley with her, sir?"

"No." Dasein shook his head fromside to side.

"You are Dr. Dasein -- Glbert Dasein?"

"Yes."

"You're the fellow Jenny's sweet on, then." He grinned, said: "Eat up, sir.
It's good food."



Bef ore Dasein could collect his thoughts, Burdeaux turned, hurried away.

"You're the fellow Jenny's sweet on," Dasein thought. Present tense . . . not
past tense. He felt his heart hammering, cursed hinmself for an idiot. It was
just Burdeaux's way of talking. That was all it could be.

Confused, he bent to his food.

The roast beef in his first bite lived up to Burdeaux's prediction -- tender
juicy. The cheese sauce on the potatoes had a flow ng tang rem ni scent of the
beer and the sour cream

The fell ow Jenny's sweet on
Bur deaux's words gripped Dasein's mnd as he ate, filled himwith turnoil.

Dasei n | ooked up fromhis food, seeking Burdeaux. The waiter was nowhere in
sight. Jaspers. It was this rich tang, this new flavor. Hi s attention went
to the bottle of beer, the non-Jaspers beer. Not as good? He sanpled it
directly fromthe bottle, found it left a bitter netallic aftertaste. A sip
of the first beer fromthe nmug -- smooth, soothing. Dasein felt it cleared
his head as it cleared his tongue of the other flavor

He put down the nug, |ooked across the room caught the bartender staring at
him scowing. The man | ooked away.

They were small things -- two beers, an argunent between a waiter and a
bartender, a watchful bartender -- nothing but clock ticks in a lifetime, but
Dasei n sensed danger in them He rem nded hinmself that two investigators had
met fatal accidents in the Santaroga Valley -- death by m sadventure . . . a
car going too fast around a corner, off the road into a ravine . . . a fal
froma rocky ledge into a river -- drowned. Natural accidents, so certified
by state investigation.

Thoughtful , Dasein returned to his food.

Presently, Burdeaux brought the strawberries, hovered as Dasein sanpl ed them
"Cood, sir?"

"Very good. Better than that bottle of beer.”

"My fault, sir. Perhaps another time." He coughed discreetly. "Does Jenny
know you' re here?"

Dasei n put down his spoon, |ooked into his dish of strawberries as though
trying to find his reflection there. H's mnd suddenly produced a nmenory

picture of Jenny in a red dress, vital, laughing, bubbling with energy. "No .
not yet," he said.
"You know Jenny's still a single girl, sir?"

Dasei n gl anced across to the card game. How |leathery tan the players' skin
| ooked. Jenny not married? Dr. Piaget |ooked up fromthe card gane, said
something to the man on his left. They | aughed.

"Has . . . is she in the tel ephone directory, M. Burdeaux?" Dasein asked.

"She lives with Dr. Piaget, sir. And why don't you call me Wn?"



Dasei n | ooked up at Burdeaux's sharp Morish face, wondering suddenly about
the man. There was just a hint of southern accent in his voice. The probing
friendliness, the volunteered information about Jenny -- it was all faintly
southern, ultimate, kindly . . . but there were undertones of something el se:
a questing awareness, harsh and direct. The psychol ogist in Dasein was fully
alert now.

"Have you lived very long here in the valley, Wn?" Dasein asked.

"' Bout twelve years, sir.
"How d you cone to settle here?"

Bur deaux shook his head. A rueful half-smle touched his lips. "Ch, you
woul dn't |ike to hear about that, sir."

"But I would." Dasein stared up at Burdeaux, waiting. Sonewhere there was a
wedge that would open this valley's mysteries to him Jenny not narried?

Per haps Burdeaux was that wedge. There was an open shyness about his own
manner, Dasein knew, that invited confidences. He relied upon this now

"Well, if you really want to know, sir," Burdeaux said. "I was in the

N Orleans jail house for cuttin' up." (Dasein noted a sudden richening of the
sout hern accent.) "W was doin' our numbers, usin' dirty |language that'd make
your neck hair wal k. | suddenly heard nyself doin' that, sir. It nade ne
review ny thinkin' and I saw it was kid stuff. Juvenile." Burdeaux nouthed
the word, proud of it. "Juvenile, sir. WelIl, when | got out of that

j ail house, the high sheriff tellin' me never to cone back, | went ne honme to
my wonan and | tol' Annie, | tol' her we was leavin'. That's when we left to

cone here, sir."
"Just like that, you left?"

"We hit the road on our feet, sir. It wasn't easy an' there was some pl aces
made us wi sh we'd never left. Wien we conme here, though, we knew it was worth
it."

"You just wandered until you came here?"

"It was like God was leadin' us, sir. This place, well, sir, it's hard to
explain. But . . . well, they insist | go to school to better nyself. That's
one thing. | can speak good standard English when | want . . . when | think
about it." (The accent began to fade.)

Dasein smled encouragingly. "These nust be very nice people here in the
val ley."

"I"'mgoing to tell you sonething, sir," Burdeaux said. "Mybe you can
understand if | tell you about somnething happened to ne here. It's a thing
woul d' ve hurt nme pretty bad one time, but here . . . W were at a Jaspers
party, sir. It was right after Wlla, ny girl, announced her engagenent to
Cal Nis. And Ceorge, Cal's daddy, came over and put his arm across ny

shoul der. 'Well there, Wn, you old nigger bastard,' he said, 'we better have
us a good drink and a tal k together because our kids are going to nmake us
related.” That was it, M. Dasein. He didn't nmean a thing calling nme nigger
It was just like . . . like the way we call a pale blonde fellow here VWitey.
It was like saying ny skin's black for identification the way you m ght cone
into a roomand ask for Al Marden and |1'd say: 'He's that redheaded fell ow
over there playing cards.” As he was saying it | knew that's all he neant.



It just came over ne. It was being accepted for what | am It was the
friendliest thing George could do and that's why he did it."

Dasein scow ed trying to follow the train of Burdeaux's neaning. Friendly to
call himnigger?

"I don't think you understand it," Burdeaux said. "Mybe you'd have to be

black to understand. But . . . well, perhaps this'll make you see it. A few
mnutes later, CGeorge said to me: 'Hey, Wn, | wonder what kind of
grandchildren we're going to have -- light, dark or in between? It was just

a kind of wonderment to him that he might have bl ack grandchildren. He
didn't care, really. He was curious. He found it interesting. You know,
when | told Annie about that afterward, | cried. | was so happy | cried."

It was a long colloquy. Dasein could see realization of this fact come over
Bur deaux. The man shook his head, nuttered: "I talk too rmuch. Quess I'd
better . . ."

He broke off at a sudden eruption of shouting at the bar near the card
pl ayers. A red-faced fat nan had stepped back fromthe bar and was flailing
it with a briefcase as he shouted at the bartender

"You sons of bitches!" he screaned. "You think you' re too goddamm' good to
buy fromnme! M/ line isn't good enough for you! You can make better

The bartender grabbed the briefcase.

"Leggo of that, you son of a bitch!" the fat man yelled. "You all think
you' re so goddamm' good |i ke you're sone foreign country! An outsider aml?
Let me tell you, you pack of foreigners! This is Anerica! This is a free

The red-headed hi ghway patrol captain, Al Marden, had risen at the first sign
of trouble. Now, he put a large hand on the screaner's shoul der, shook the
man once.

The scream ng stopped. The angry man whirled, raised the briefcase to hit
Marden. In one |ong, drawn-out second, the man focused on Marden's gl aring
eyes, the commandi ng face, hesitated.

"I'"'m Captain Marden of the H ghway Patrol," Marden said. "And I'mtelling you
we won't have any nore of this." H's voice was calm stern . . . and, Dasein
t hought, faintly anused.

The angry man | owered the briefcase, swall owed.

"You can go out and get in your car and | eave Santaroga," Marden said. "Now.
And don't come back. We'll be watching for you, and we'll run you in if we
ever catch you in the valley again.”

Anger drained fromthe fat man. Hi s shoulders slunped. He swallowed, | ooked
around at the roomof staring eyes. "lI'mglad to go," he nuttered.

"Not hi ng' d make me happier. 1It'll be a cold day in hell when | ever cone back
to your dirty little valley. You stink. Al of you stink." He jerked his
shoul der from Marden's grasp, stal ked out through the passage to the | obby.

Marden returned to the card gane shaking his head.

Slowy, the roomreturned to its previous sounds of eating and conversation
Dasein could feel a difference, though. The sal esman's outburst had separated



Sant arogans and transients. An invisible wall had gone up. The transient
famlies at their tables were hurrying their children, anxious to |eave.

Dasein felt the same urgency. There was a pack feeling about the room now --
hunters and hunted. He snelled his own perspiration. Hi s palnms were sweaty.
He noted that Burdeaux had gone.

This is stupid! he thought. Jenny not nmarried?

He rem nded hinself that he was a psychol ogi st, an observer. But the observer
had to observe hinself.

Wy am | reacting this way? he wondered. Jenny not narried?

Two of the transient famlies already were | eaving, herding their young ahead
of them voices brittle, talking about going "on to the next town."

Why can't they stay here? he asked hinself. The rates are reasonable.

He pictured the area in his mnd: Porterville was twenty-five mles away, ten
mles outside the valley on the road he had taken. The other direction |ed
over a wi nding, tw sting nountain road sonme forty niles before connecting with
H ghway 395. The closest communities were to the south along 395, at |east
seventy mles. This was an area of National Forests, |akes, fire roads,
nmoonscape ridges of lava rock -- all of it sparsely inhabited except for the
Sant aroga Valley. Wy would people want to travel through such an area at

ni ght rather than stay at this inn?

Dasein finished his nmeal, left the rest of the beer. He had to talk this
pl ace over with his departnent head, Dr. Chami Sel ador, before maki ng anot her

nove. Burdeaux had left the check on a discreet brown tray -- three dollars
and eighty-six cents. Dasein put a five dollar bill on the tray, glanced once
nmore around the room The surface appeared so damm' normal! The card pl ayers

were intent on their ganme. The bartender was hunched over, chatting with two
customers. A child at a table off to the right was conpl ai ni ng that she
didn't want to drink her mlKk.

It wasn't normal, though, and Dasein's senses screaned this fact at him The
brittle surface of this roomwas prepared to shatter once nore and Dasein
didn't think he would |ike what m ght be revealed. He wiped his lips on his
napki n, took his briefcase and headed for the | obby.

H s suitcase stood atop the desk beside the register. There was a buzzing and
mur mur ous sound of a sw tchboard being operated in the roomthrough the doors
at the rear corner. He took the suitcase, fingered the brass roomkey in his
pocket -- two fifty-one. |[If there was no phone in the room he decided he'd
cone down and place his call to Cham from a booth.

Feel i ng somewhat foolish and | etdown after his reaction to the scene in the
di ning room Dasein headed for the stairs. A few eyes peered at himover the
tops of newspapers fromthe | obby chairs. The eyes |ooked alert, inquisitive.

The stairs led to a shadowy nezzani ne -- desks, patches of white paper. A
fire door directly ahead bore the sign: "To Second Floor. Keep this door

cl osed. "

The next flight curved left, dimoverhead light, w de panels of dark wood. It
I ed through another fire door into a hall with an energency exit sign off to
the left. An illum nated board opposite the door indicated roomtw fifty-one

down the hall to the right. Wdely spaced overhead |lights, the heavy pile of



a maroon carpet underfoot, w de heavy doors with brass handl es and holes for
ol d- f ashi oned passkeys gave the place an aura of the Nineteenth Century.
Dasein half expected to see a maid in ruffled cap, apron with a bow at the
back, long skirt and bl ack stockings, sensible shoes -- or a portly banker
type with tight vest and high collar, an expanse of gold chain at the waist.
He felt out of place, out of style here.

The brass key worked snoothly in the door of two fifty-one; it let himinto a
room of high ceilings, one wi ndow | ooki ng down onto the parking area. Dasein
turned on the light. The switch controlled a tasseled floor |anmp beside a
curve-fronted teak dresser. The anber |ight revealed a partly opened doorway
into a tiled bathroom (the sound of water dripping there), a thick-Iegged
desk-table with a single straight chair pushed against it. The bed was narrow
and high with a heavily carved headboard.

Dasei n pushed down on the surface of the bed. It felt soft. He dropped his
suitcase onto the bed, stared at it. An edge of white fabric protruded from
one end. He opened the suitcase, studied the contents. Dasein knew hinself
for a prissy, neticul ous packer. The case now betrayed a subtle disarray.
Soneone had opened it and searched it. Well, it hadn't been | ocked. He
checked the contents -- nothing m ssing.

Why are they curious about nme? he wondered.

He | ooked around for a tel ephone, found it, a standard French handset, on a
shel f beside the desk. As he noved, he caught sight of hinmself in the mirror
above the dresser -- eyes wide, mouth in a straight line. Gim He shook his
head, smiled. The snile felt out of place.

Dasein sat down in the straight chair, put the phone to his ear. There was a
snel |l of disinfectant soap in the room-- and sonething like garlic. After a
nmonent, he jiggled the hook

Presently, a woman's voice came on: "This is the desk."

"I"'d like to place a call to Berkeley," Dasein said. He gave the nunber.
There was a nonent's silence, then: "Your room nunber, sir?"

"Two fifty-one."
"One nonent, please.”

He heard the sound of dialing, ringing. Another operator came on the |ine.
Dasein listened with only half his attention as the call was placed. The
snell of garlic was quite strong. He stared at the high old bed, his open
suitcase. The bed appeared inviting, telling himhow tired he was. Hi s chest
ached. He took a deep breath.

"Dr. Sel ador here."

Sel ador' s I ndi a-cum Oxford accent sounded famliar and close. Dasein bent to
the tel ephone, identified hinmself, his mnd caught suddenly by that feeling of
intimte nearness linked to the know edge of the actual distance, the hunm ng

wi res reaching down alnost half the Iength of the state.

"Glbert, old fellow, you nmade it all right, | see." Selador's voice was ful
of cheer.

"I"mat the Santaroga House, Doctor."



"I hear it's quite confortable."

"Looks that way." Through his buzzing tiredness, Dasein felt a sense of
fooli shness. Wiy had he nade this call? Selador's sharp nmind would probe for
under | yi ng neani ngs, notives.

"I presume you didn't call just to tell me you' ve arrived," Selador said.

"No . . . 1 . . ." Dasein realized he couldn't express his own vague

uneasi ness, that it wouldn't nake sense, this feeling of estrangenent, the
separati on of Santarogans and Qutsiders, the pricklings of warning fear. "I'd
like you to look into the oil conpany dealings with this area,"” Dasein said.
"See if you can find out how they do business in the valley. There's
apparently an independent service station here. | want to know who supplies
the gas, oil, parts -- that sort of thing."

"Good point, Glbert. I'lIl put one of our " There was a sudden
crackl i ng, bapping sound on the line. It stopped and there was dead sil ence.

"Dr. Sel ador?"
Si |l ence
Dam! Dasein thought. He jiggled the hook. "QOperator. COperator!”

A mascul ine voice came on the Iine. Dasein recognized the desk clerk's twang
"Who's that creating all that commotion?" the clerk demanded.

"I was cut off on ny call to Berkeley," Dasein said. "Could you . . . "

"Line's out," the clerk snapped.

"Could | come down to the | obby and place the call froma pay phone?" Dasein
asked. As he asked it, the thought of wal king that |ong distance down to the
| obby repelled Dasein. The feeling of tiredness was a weight on his chest.

"There's no line out of the valley right now," the clerk said. "Call can't be
pl aced. "

Dasei n passed a hand across his forehead. Hs skin felt clamy and he
wondered if he'd picked up a germ The room around hi m seened to expand and
contract. Hi s nouth was dry and he had to swallow twi ce before asking: "Wen
do they expect to have the line restored?"

"How the hell do I know?" the clerk demanded

Dasein took the receiver away fromhis ear, stared at it. This was a very
peculiar desk clerk . . . and a very peculiar roomthe way it wavered and
slithered with its stench of garlic and its

He grew aware of a faint hissing.

Dasei n's gaze was drawn on a string of grow ng astonishnment to an
ol d-fashi oned gaslight jet that jutted fromthe wall beside the hall door

Stink of garlic? Gas!
A yappi ng, barking voice yamered on the tel ephone.

Dasei n | ooked down at the instrunent in his hand. How far away it seened



Thr ough the w ndow beyond the phone he could see the Inn sign: Gold Rush
Miseum W ndow equal ed air. Dasein found nuscles that obeyed, |urched across
t he desk, fell, snmashing the tel ephone through the w ndow.

The yappi ng voi ce grew fainter.

Dasein felt his body stretched across the desk. His head |lay near the
shattered wi ndow. He could see the tel ephone cord stretching out the w ndow.

There was cool air blowing on a distant forehead, a painful chill in his

| ungs.

They tried to kill nme, he thought. 1t was a wondering thought, full of
amazenment. His mind focused on the two investigators who' d al ready died on
this project -- accidents. Sinple, easily explained accidents . . . just like
this onel

The air -- howcold it felt on his exposed skin. H's lungs burned with it.

There was a hammering pulse at his tenple where it pressed agai nst the desk
surface. The pul se went on and on and on

A poundi ng on wood joined the pulse. For a space, they beat in an insane
syncopati on.

"You in there! Open up!" How commandi ng, that voice. OQpen up, Dasein
t hought. That meant getting to one's feet, crossing the room turning a door
handl e .

' m hel pl ess, he thought. They could still kill ne.
He heard metal rasp against metal. The air blew stronger across his face.
Soneone said: "Cas!"

Hands grabbed Dasein's shoul ders. He was haul ed back, half carried, half
dragged out of the room The face of Marden, the red-haired patrol captain,
swung across his vision. He sawthe clerk: pale, staring face, bald forehead
glistening under yellow light. There was a brown ceiling directly in front of
Dasein. He felt a rug, hard and rasping, beneath his back

A twangi ng voice said: "Wo's going to pay for that w ndow?" Soneone el se
said: "I'Il get Dr. Piaget."

Dasein's attention centered on Marden's nouth, a blurred object seen through
| ayers of distortion. There appeared to be anger lines at the corners of the

mouth. It turned toward the hovering pale face of the desk clerk, said: "To
hell wi th your wi ndow, Johnson! 1've told you enough tines to get those gas
jets out of this place. How nmany roons still have then®?"

"Don't you take that tone with ne, Al Marden. |1've known you since . "

"I"'mnot interested in how |l ong you' ve known nme, Johnson. How nany roons
still have those gas jets?"

The clerk's voice cane with an angry tone of hurt: "Only this'n an' four
upstairs. Nobody in the other roons."

"CGet 'emout by tonorrow night," Mrden said.
Hurrying footsteps interrupted the argument. Dr. Piaget's round face blotted

out Dasein's view of the ceiling. The face wore a | ook of concern. Fingers
reached down, spread Dasein's eyelids. Piaget said: "Let's get himon a



bed. "
"I's he going to be all right?" the clerk asked.
"It's about time you asked," Marden said.

"W got himin tinme," Piaget said. "lIs that room across the hall enpty?"
"He can have 260," the clerk said. "Ill open it."

"You realize this is Jenny's fellow fromthe school you al nbst killed?" Marden
asked, his voice receding as he nmoved away beside the clerk

"Jenny's fellow?" There was the sound of a key in a lock. "But | thought

"Never m nd what you thought!"

Pi aget's face noved close to Dasein. "Can you hear me, young fell ow?" he
asked.

Dasein drew in a painful breath, croaked, "Yes."

"You'll have quite a head, but you'll recover."

Pi aget's face went away. Hands picked Dasein up. The ceiling nmoved. There
was anot her roomaround him I|ike the first one -- tall ceiling, even the
sound of dripping water. He felt a bed beneath his back, hands beginning to
undress him Sudden nausea gripped him Dasein pushed the hands away.
Soneone hel ped himto the bathroom where he was sick. He felt better
afterward -- weak, but with a clearer head, a better sense of control over his
muscles. He saw it was Piaget who' d hel ped him

"Feel like getting back to bed now?" Piaget asked.

"Yes."

"I"ll give you a good shot of iron to counteract the gas effect on your
bl ood," Piaget said. "You'll be all right."

"How d that gas jet get turned on?" Dasein asked. H s voice cane out a hoarse
whi sper.

"Johnson got mixed up fooling with the valves in the kitchen," Piaget said.
"Wyul dn't have been any harm done if sone idiot hadn't opened the jet in your

room"

"l coulda sworn | had "emall turned off." That was the clerk's voice from
somewher e beyond the bat hroom door

"They better be capped by tonmorrow night," Marden said.

They sounded so reasonabl e, Dasein thought. Marden appeared genuinely angry.
The | ook on Piaget's face could be nothing other than concern

Could it have been a real accident? Dasei n wonder ed.

He rem nded hinself then two nmen had died by accident in this valley while
engaged in the investigation.



"A
"1

right," Piaget said. "Al, you and Pimand the others can clear out now

I
| get himto bed."

"Ckay, Larry. dear out, all of you." That was Marden

"I"ll get his bags fromthe other room" That was a voi ce Dasein didn't
recogni ze.

Presently, with Piaget's help, Dasein found hinself in pajams and in the bed.
He felt clearheaded, wi de awake and | onely even with Piaget still in the room

Among strangers, Dasein thought.

"Here, take this," Piaget said. He pressed two pills into Dasein's nouth,
forced a glass of water on him Dasein gulped, felt the pills rasp down his
throat in a wash of water

"What was that?" Dasein asked as he pushed the gl ass away.

"The iron and a sedative."

"I don't want to sleep. The gas

"You didn't get enough gas to make that much difference. Now, you rest easy."
Pi aget patted his shoulder. "Bed rest and fresh air are the best therapy you
can get. Soneone'll look in on you fromtime to time tonight. 1'll check
back on you in the norning."

"Soneone, " Dasein said. "A nurse?"
"Yes," Piaget said, his voice brusk. "A nurse. You'll be as safe here as in
a hospital."

Dasei n | ooked at the night beyond the room s wi ndow. Wy the feeling of
danger now, then? he wondered. 1Is it reaction? He could feel the sedative
blurring his senses, soothing him The sense of danger persi sted.

"Jenny will be happy to know you're here," Piaget said. He left the room
turning off the light, closing the door softly.

Dasein felt he had been snothered in darkness. He fought down panic, restored
himself to a senblance of calm

Jenny . . . Jenny .

Marden's odd conversation with the clerk, Johnson, returned to him
Jenny's fellow fromthe school "

What had Johnson thought? What was the thing Marden had cut short?

Dasei n fought the sedative. The drip-drip of water in the bathroominvaded
hi s awareness. The roomwas an alien cell.

Was it just an accident?

He renenbered the fragnented confusion of the instant when he'd focused on
that hissing gas jet. Now, when the danger was past, he felt terror

It couldn't have been an acci dent!



But why woul d Johnson want to kill hinf

The di sconnected tel ephone call haunted Dasein. Was the line really down?
What woul d Sel ador do? Sel ador knew the dangers here.

Dasein felt the sedative pulling himdown into sleep. He tried to focus on
the investigation. 1t was such a fascinating project. He could hear Sel ador
expl aining the facets that nmade the Santaroga Project such a glittering gem

"Taken singly, no itemin this collection of facts could be considered
alarm ng or worthy of extended attention. You might find it interesting that
no person from d over-dale, California, could be found in a nmental hospital

It might be of passing interest to |earn that the people of Hope, M ssouri
consumed very little tobacco. Wuld you be alarnmed to di scover that all the
busi ness of Enuntlaw, Washington, were locally owned? Certainly not. But
when you bring all of these and the other facts together into a single

conmuni ty, something disturbing enmerges. There is a difference at work here.”

The drip of water in the bathroomwas a conpelling distraction. Dangerous
di fference, Dasein thought. Wo'll look in on ne? he wondered.

It occurred to himto ask hinmself then who had sounded the alarm The

br eaki ng wi ndow had al erted someone. The nost |ikely person would be Johnson
the roomclerk. Wy would he bring help to the person he was trying to kill?
The paranoia in his own thoughts began to inpress itself on Dasein.

It was an accident, Dasein thought. It was an accident in a place of
dangerous difference.

Dasei n's nmorni ng began with a sensation of hunger. He awoke to cranping
pains. Events of the night flooded into his nemory. H's head felt as though
it had been kicked fromthe inside.

Gently, he pushed hinself upright. There was a wi ndow directly ahead of him
with the green branch of an oak tree across it. As though his mnuscles were
controll ed by some hidden force, Dasein found hinself |ooking up at the door
to see if there was a gas jet. Nothing nmet his questing gaze but a patch on
the wal | paper to mark the place where a jet had been

Hol di ng his head as | evel as possible, Dasein eased hinself out of bed and
into the bathroom A cold shower restored sone of his sense of reality.

He kept telling hinmself: It was an accident.

A bluejay was sitting on the oak branch screechi ng when Dasein energed from
the bathroom The sound sent little clappers of pain through Dasein's head.
He dressed hurriedly, hunger urging him The bluejay was joined by a
conpani on. They screeched and darted at each other through the oak tree,
their topknots twitching. Dasein gritted his teeth, faced the mirror to tie
his tie. As he was finishing the knot, he saw reflected in the mrror the
sl ow i nward novenent of the hall door. A corner of a wheeled tray appeared.
Di shes clattered. The door swung w der.

Jenny appeared in the doorway pushing the tray. Dasein stared at her in the
mrror, his hands frozen at the tie. She wore a red dress, her |ong bl ack
hair caught in a matchi ng bandeaux. Her skin displayed a healthy tan. Blue
eyes stared back at himin the mrror. Her oval face was set in a | ook of
wat chful waiting. Her nouth was as full as he renmenbered it, hesitating on



the edge of a smle, a dinple flickering at her left cheek

"Finish your tie," she said. "I've brought you sone breakfast." Her voice
had a wel | -renenbered, throaty, soothing tone.

Dasei n turned, noved toward her as though pulled by strings. Jenny abandoned
the cart, met himhalf way. She came into his arns, lifting her lips to be
ki ssed. Dasein, feeling the warnth of her kiss and the fam liar pressure of
her agai nst him experienced a sensation of coning hone.
Jenny pul |l ed away, studied his face. "Ch, GIl," she said, "I’
much. Wy didn't you even wite?"

ve m ssed you so
He stared at her, surprised to silence for a nmonment, then: "But | did wite.
You never answered."”

She pushed away from him her features contorted by a scow. "Chhh!" She
st anped her foot.

"Well, | see you found him" It was Dr. Piaget in the doorway. He pushed the
cart all the way into the room closed the door

Jenny whirled on him "Uncle Larry! Did you keep Gl's letters fromne?"
Pi aget | ooked fromher to Dasein. "Letters? \Wat letters?"
"Gl wote and | never got the letters!"

"Ch." Piaget nodded. "Well, you know how they are at the post office

sonmetines -- valley girl, fellow fromoutside."
"Chhh! 1 could scratch their eyes out!"
"Easy, girl." Piaget snmiled at Dasein.

Jenny whirled back into Dasein's arms, surprised himw th another kiss. He
broke away slightly breathless.

"There," she said. "That's for being here. Those old biddies at the post
office can't dunp that in the trash basket."

"What ol d biddi es?" Dasein asked. He felt he had m ssed part of the
conversation. The warmh of Jenny's kisses, her open assunption nothing had
changed between them left himfeeling defenseless, wary. A year had passed,
after all. He'd managed to stay away from here for a year -- leaning on his
wounded nascul i ne ego, true, fearful he'd find Jenny married . . . lost to him
forever. But what had she | eaned on? She could' ve come to Berkeley, if only
for a visit.

And | could' ve conme here
Jenny grinned.

"Why' re you grinning?" he denanded. "And you haven't explained this about the
post office and the . "

"I'"'mgrinning because |'m so happy,"” she said. "I'mgrinning because | see
t he wheel s going around in your head. Wy didn't one of us go see the other
before now? Well, you're here as | knew you would be. | just knew you woul d

be." She hugged himinmpul sively, said: "About the post office



"I think Glbert's breakfast is getting cold," Piaget said, "You don't mnd if
| call you G lbert?"

"He doesn't mind," Jenny said. Her voice was bantering, but there was a
sudden stiffness in her body. She pushed away from Dasein.

Piaget lifted a cover fromone of the plates on the cart, said: "Jaspers
onelette, | see. Real Jaspers."
Jenny spoke defensively with a curious lack of vitality: "I made it nyself in

Johnson's kitchen."

"I see," Piaget said. "Yes . . . well, perhaps that's best." He indicated
the plate. "Have at it, Glbert."

The t hought of food nmade Dasein's stomach knot with hunger. He wanted to sit
down and bolt the onelette . . . but sonething nade himhesitate. He couldn't
evade the naggi ng sense of danger. "Wat's this Jaspers business?" he asked.

"Ch, that," Jenny said, pulling the cart over to the chair by the desk. "That
just neans sonething nade with a product fromthe Co-op. This is our cheddar
in the onelette. Sit down and eat."

"You'll like it," Piaget said. He crossed the room put a hand on Dasein's
shoul der, eased himinto the chair. "Just let nme have a quick look at you."
He pinched Dasein's left ear |lobe, studied it, |ooked at his eyes. "You're

| ooking pretty fit. How s the head?"
"It's better now It was pretty fierce when I woke up."

"Ckay. Eat your breakfast. Take it easy for a day or two. Let ne know if
you feel nauseated again or have any general synptons of |ethargy. | suggest
you eat liver for dinner and I'Il have Jenny bring you sone nmore iron pills.
You weren't in there | ong enough to cause you any pernanent trouble."

"When | think of that M. Johnson's carel essness, | want to take one of his
cleavers to him" Jenny said.

"We are bloodthirsty today, aren't we," Piaget said.

Dasei n picked up his fork, sanpled the onelette. Jenny watched him waiting.
The onelette was delicious -- mbist and with a faint bite of cheese. He
swal | owed, smled at her.

Jenny grinned back. "You know," she said, "that's the first food | ever
cooked for you."

"Don't rush himoff his feet, girl," Piaget said. He patted her head, said
"Il leave you two for now. Wiy don't you bring your young man al ong hone for
dinner? [1'll have Sarah make what he needs.” He glanced at Dasein. "That
all right with you?"

Dasei n swal | owed another bite of the onelette. The cheese left a tangy
aftertaste that renmi nded himof the unpasteurized beer Burdeaux had served.
"I'd be honored, sir," he said.

"Honored, yet," Piaget said. "W'I|l expect you around seven." He glanced at
his wistwatch. "It's alnost eight-thirty, Jenny. Aren't you working today?"



"I called George and told himl'd be late."
"He didn't object?"
"He knows . . . | have a friend . . . visiting." She blushed

"Li ke that, eh? Well, don't get into any trouble."” Piaget turned, |unbered
fromthe roomw th a head-down purposeful stride.

Jenny turned a shy, questioning smle on Dasein. "Don't mnd Uncle Larry,"
she said. "He darts around like that -- one subject then another. He's a
very real, wonderful person.”

"Where do you wor k?" Dasei n asked

"At the Co-op."

"The cheese factory?"

"Yes. I'm. . . I'mon the inspection line."

Dasei n swal | owed, remi nded hinmself he was here to do a market study. He was a
spy. And what woul d Jenny say when she discovered that? But Jenny posed a
new puzzle. She had a superior talent for clinical psychology -- even
according to Dr. Selador whose standards were high. Yet . . . she worked in
t he cheese factory.

"Isn't there any work . . . in your line here?" he asked.

"It's a good job," she said. She sat down on the edge of the desk, swung her

| egs "Finish your breakfast. | didn't make that coffee. [It's out of the
hotel urn. Don't drink it if it's too strong. There's orange juice in the
metal pitcher. | remenbered you take your coffee black and didn't bring any .

"Whoa! " he said.

"I"'mtalking too much I know it," she said. She hugged herself. "Ch, GI,
I'"'mso happy you're here. Finish your breakfast and you can take nme across to
the Co-op. Maybe | can take you on the guided tour. |It's a fascinating

pl ace. There are lots of dark corners back in the storage cave."

Dasei n drai ned his coffee, shook his head. "Jenny, you are incorrigible."
"Gl, you're going to love it here. | know you are," she said

Dasein wiped his lips on his napkin. She was still in love with him He
could see that in every look. And he . . . he felt the sane way about her
It was still love me love ny valley, though. Her words betrayed it. Dasein
sighed. He could see the blank wall of an unresol vabl e difference | oom ng
ahead of them |If her love could stand the discovery of his true role here,

could it also stand breaking away fromthe valley? Wuld she come away wth
hi n?

"Gl, are you all right?" she asked
He pushed his chair back, got up. "Yes. |'m.

The tel ephone rang.



Jenny reached behind her on the desk, brought the receiver to her ear. "Dr.

Dasein's room" She grinned at Dasein. The grin turned to a scow. "Onh,
it's you, M. Pern Johnson, is it? Well, I'lIl tell you a thing or two, M.
Johnson! | think you're a crimnal the way you alnost killed Dr. Dasein! |If
you'd . . . No! Don't you try to nake excuses! (Open gas jets in the roons!

| think Dr. Dasein ought to sue you for every cent you have!"

A tinny, rasping noise cane fromthe phone. Dasein recognized only a few

words. The grin returned to Jenny's face. "It's Jenny Sorge, that's who it
is," she said. "Don't you . . . well, I'Il tell you if you'll be quiet for a
mnute! |'mhere bringing Dr. Dasein what the doctor ordered for him-- a

good breakfast. He doesn't dare eat anything you' d have prepared for him
It'd probably have poison in it!"

Dasein crossed to a trunk stand where his suitcase had been left, opened it.
He spoke over his shoulder. "Jenny, what's he want, for heaven's sake?"

She waved himto silence.

Dasein rumraged in the suitcase looking for his briefcase. He tried to
renenber what had been done with it, in the confusion of the previous night,

| ooked around the room No sign of it. Sonmeone had gone to the other room
for his things. Maybe whoever it was had missed the briefcase. Dasein

t hought of the case's contents, wet his lips with his tongue. Every step of
his programto unravel the nystery of the Santaroga Barrier was outlined
there. In the wong hands, that information could cause himtrouble, throw up
new barriers.

"Il tell him" Jenny said.

"Wait a minute," Dasein said. "I want to talk to him" He took the phone
fromher. "Johnson?"

"What do you want?" There was that twangy belligerency, but Dasein coul dn't
blame himafter the treatment he'd received from Jenny.

"My briefcase," Dasein said. "It was in the other room Wuld you send up
someone with a key and . "

"Your dammed briefcase isn't in that room mister! | cleaned the place out
and | ought to know. "

"Then where is it?" Dasein asked.

"If it's that case you were so touchy about |ast night, | saw Captain Marden
| eave with sonething that |ooked like it last night after all the comvtion
you caused. "

"I caused?" CQutrage filled Dasein's voice. "See here, Johnson! You stop
twisting the facts!"

After only a heartbeat of silence, Johnson said: "I was, wasn't |1? Sorry."

Johnson's abrupt candor disarmed the psychologist in Dasein. In a way, it
rem nded himof Jenny. Santarogans, he found, displayed a |opsided reality
that was both attractive and confusing. Wen he'd collected his thoughts, al
Dasein could say was: "What woul d Marden be doing with ny case?"

"That's for himto say and you to find out,"” Johnson said with all his old
bel ligerence. There was a sharp click as he broke the connection



Dasei n shook his head, put the phone back on its hook
"Al Marden wants you to have lunch with himat the Blue BEwe," Jenny said.

"Hrmm?" He | ooked up at her, bemused, her words taking a noment to register
"Marden . . . lunch?"

"Twel ve noon. The Blue Ewe's on the Avenue of the G ants where it goes
through towmn . . . on the right just past the first cross street.”

"Marden? The Hi ghway patrol captain?"

"Yes. Johnson just passed the nessage along." She slipped down off the desk,
a flash of knees, a swirl of the red skirt. "Come along. Escort ne to work."

Dasei n picked up his suitcoat, allowed hinself to be led fromthe room

That damm' briefcase with all its fornms and notes and letters, he thought.
The whol e show But it gave hima perverse feeling of satisfaction to know
that everything would be out in the open. | wasn't cut out to be a cl oak and

dagger type.

There was no escaping the realization, though, that revelation of his rea
pur pose here would intensify Santaroga's conspiracy of silence. And how woul d
Jenny react?

Chapter 2

Dasein's first inpression of the Jasper Cheese Cooperative with the people at

work in and around it was that the place was a hive. It |oonmed whitely behind
its fence as Jenny led himfromthe Inn. He found it an odd conpanion for the
Inn, just across the road, nestled against a steep hill, poking odd squares

and rectangles up onto an outcropping. The previous night's brooding | ook had
been repl aced by this appearance of humming efficiency with electric carts
buzzi ng across the yard, their platforms | oaded w th obl ong packages. People
wal ked with a | eaning sense of purpose.

A hive, Dasein thought. There nmust be a queen inside and these were the
wor ker s, guarding, gathering food.

A uni forned guard, a police dog on a | eash beside him took Dasein's nane as
Jenny introduced him The guard opened a gate in the chain-link fence. Hs
dog grinned wol fishly at Dasein, whined.

Dasei n remenbered the baying he'd heard when he'd first | ooked down into the
val l ey. That had been |l ess than fourteen hours ago, Dasein realized. The
tune felt stretched out, longer. He asked hinself why dogs guarded the Co-op
The question bot hered him



The yard they crossed was an i mmacul ate concrete surface. Now that he was
close to the factory, Dasein saw that it was a conplex of structures that had
been joined by filling the between areas with odd additions and covered

wal kways.

Jenny's nmood changed markedly once they were well inside the grounds. Dasein
saw her becone nore assertive, sure of herself. She introduced Dasein to four
persons while crossing the yard -- WIlla Burdeaux among them WIlla turned
out to be a small husky-voiced young wonan with a face that was alnost ugly in
its tiny, concise sharpness. She had her father's deeps-of-darkness skin, a
petite figure.

"I met your father last night," Dasein said.
"Daddy told ne," she said. She turned a knowi ng | ook on Jenny, added:
"Anything | can do, just tell me, honey."

"Maybe | ater," Jenny said. "W have to be running."

"You're going to like it here, Glbert Dasein," WIlla said. She turned away
with a wave, hurried across the yard.

Di sturbed by the undertones of the conversation, Dasein allowed hinself to be
|l ed down a side bay, into a wi de door that opened onto an aisle between
stacked cartons of Jaspers Cheese. Sonewhere beyond the stacks there was a
mul tiplexity of sounds -- hissings, stanpings, gurgling water, a

cl ank- cl ank- cl ank.

The aisle ended in a short flight of wide steps, up to a | oading bay with hand
trucks racked along its edge. Jenny led himthrough a door nmarked "Office."

It was such an ordinary place -- clips of order forns racked along a wall, two
desks with women seated at themtyping, a long counter with a gate at one end,
wi ndows opening onto the yard and a view of the Inn, a door |abeled "Minager"
beyond t he wonen.

The door opened as Dasein and Jenny stopped at the counter. Qut stepped one
of the card players fromthe Inn's dining room-- the bal ding sandy hair, the
deeply cleft chin and wide nmouth -- George Nis. The heavily |lidded blue eyes
swept past Dasein to Jenny.

"Problens in Bay Nine, Jenny," N s said. "You' re needed over there right
away. "

"Ch, darn!" Jenny said.

"I"ll take care of your friend," Nis said. "W'Ill see if we can't let you off
early for your dinner date."

Jenny squeezed Dasein's hand, said: "Darling, forgive ne. Duty and al

that.” She blinked a smle at him whirled and was back out the door, the red
skirt swirling.

The wonen at their typewiters | ooked up, seened to take in Dasein with one

| ook, went back to their work. N s came to the gate in the counter, opened
it.

"Cone on in, Dr. Dasein." He extended a hand

The handshake was firm casual



Dasein followed the man i nto an oak-panel ed office, unable to get his mnd off
the fact that Nis knew about the dinner date with Jenny. How could the man
know? Piaget had extended the invitation only a few m nutes before.

They sat down separated by a wi de desk, its top enpty of papers. The chairs
wer e padded, confortable with sloping arns. In |large frames behind Ni s hung
an aerial photograph of the Co-op and what appeared to be a ground pl an
Dasei n recogni zed the | ayout of the yard and front of the building. The back
became heavy dark lines that wandered off into the hill like the tributaries
of ariver. They were labeled with the initial J and nunmbers -- J-5

J-14

Nis saw the direction of Dasein's gaze, said: "Those are the storage caverns
-- constant tenperature and humidity." He coughed discreetly behind a hand,
said: "You catch us at an enbarrassing nmonment, Dr. Dasein. |'ve nobody | can
rel ease to show you through the plant. Could Jenny bring you back anot her
day?"

"At your convenience," Dasein said. He studied Nis, feeling oddly wary, on
guar d.

"Pl ease don't wear any col ogne or hair dressing or anything |like that when you
cone," Nis said. "You'll notice that our wonen wear no makeup and we don't

allow female visitors fromoutside to go into the cave or storage areas. |It's
quite easy to contamnate the culture, give an odd flavor to an entire batch."

Dasei n was suddenly acutely aware of the aftershave lotion he'd used that
nor ni ng.

"I'l'l be pure and clean," he said. He |looked to the right out the w ndows,
caught suddenly by notion there on the road between the Co-op and the Inn

A peculiar high-wheel ed vehicle went lurching past. Dasein counted eight
pairs of wheels. They appeared to be at least fifteen feet in dianeter, big
bal | ooni ng doughnuts that hummed on the pavenment. The wheels were slung on
heavy arns |ike insect |egs.

In an open cab, high up in front, four |eashed hounds seated behind him rode
Al Marden. He appeared to be steering by using two vertical handl es.

"What in the devil is that?" Dasein demanded. He junped up, crossed to the
wi ndow to get a better |ook at the nmachine as it sped down the road. "lsn't
that Captain Marden driving it?"

"That's our ganme warden's bush buggy," N s said. "Al acts as gane warden
someti nmes when the regular man's sick or busy on sonething el se. Mist've been
out patroling the south hills. Heard there were some deer hunters from
out si de messing around there this norning."

"You don't allow outsiders to hunt in the valley, is that it?" Dasein asked.

"Nobody hunts in the valley,” Nis corrected him "Too nmuch chance of stray
bullets hitting soneone. Mst of the people around this area know t he | aw,
but we occasionally get soneone from down south who blunders in. There're
very few places the buggy can't get to them though. W set themstraight in
a hurry."

Dasei n i magi ned that gi ant-wheel ed nonstrosity |urching over the brush,



descendi ng on some hapl ess hunter who'd blundered into the valley. He found
his synmpathies with the hunter.

"lI've never seen a vehicle |like that before,"
new?"

Dasein said. "ls it something

"Sam Sam Schel er, built the bush buggy ten, twelve years ago," N s said. "W
were getting some poachers fromover by Porterville then. They don't bother
us anynore."

"I imagine not," Dasein said.

"I hope you'll forgive ne," Nis said. "I do have a great deal of work and
we' re short-handed today. Get Jenny to bring you back later in the week .
after . . . well, later in the week."

After what? Dasein wondered. He found hinself strangely alert. He'd never
felt this clearheaded before. He wondered if it could be sone odd after
ef fect of the gas.

"I"1l, ah, let nyself out," he said, rising.

"The gate guard will be expecting you," Nis said. He remmined seated, his
gaze fixed on Dasein with an odd intensity until the door closed between them

The wonen in the outer office glanced up as Dasein let hinself through the
counter gate, went back to their work. A gang of nen was |oadi ng hand trucks
on the ranp when Dasein enmerged. He felt their eyes boring into himas he
made his way down the dock above them A sliding door off to the |eft opened
suddenly. Dasein glinpsed a long table with a conveyor belt down its m ddl e,
a line of men and wonen working along it, sorting packages.

Sonet hi ng about the people in that |line caught his attention. They were oddly
dull-eyed, slowin their actions. Dasein saw their |egs beneath the table.
The | egs appeared to be held in stocks.

The door cl osed.

Dasei n continued out into the sunshine, disturbed by what he had seen. Those
wor kers had appeared . . . nentally retarded. He crossed the yard wonderi ng.
Problens in Bay 9? Jenny was a conpetent psychol ogist. Mre than conpetent.
What did she do here? What did she realy do?

The gate guard nodded to him said: "Come again, Dr. Dasein." The man went
into his little house, lifted a tel ephone, spoke briefly into it.

'The gate guard will be expecting you,' Dasein thought

He crossed to the Inn, ran lightly up the steps and into the |obby. A
gray- hai red woman sat behind the desk working at an addi ng machi ne. She
| ooked up at Dasein.

"Could | get a line out to Berkel ey?" he asked.

"All the lines are out," she said. "Sone trouble with a brush fire."
"Thanks. "

Dasei n went outside, paused on the |ong porch, scanned the sky. Brush fire?
There wasn't a sign or snell of snoke.



Everyt hi ng about Santaroga coul d appear so natural, he thought, if it weren't
for the underlying sense of strangeness and secrecy that nade his neck hairs
craw .

Dasein took a deep breath, went down to his truck, nursed it to life.

This time, he took the turn to "City Center.' The Avenue of the G ants

wi dened to four |anes presently with homes and busi ness m xed at seening
random on both sides. A park opened on the |eft-paved paths, centra

bandst and, flower borders. Beyond the park, a stone church lifted an inposing
spire into the sky. The sign on its lawn read: "Church of Al Faiths

Serrmon: 'Intensity of God response as a function of anxiety.'"

Intensity of God response? Dasein wondered. It was quite the oddest sernobn
announcement he had ever seen. He nmade a nental note to try and catch that
sernmon on Sunday.

The people on the streets began to catch Dasein's attention. Their alertness,
the brisk way they noved, was a contrast to the dullness of the line he'd seen
in the Co-op. Who were those dull creatures? For that matter, who were these
swiftly striding folk on the streets?

There was vitality and a happy freedomin the people he saw, Dasein realized
He wondered if the nobod could be infectious. He had never felt nore vita
hi nsel f.

Dasein noted a sign on his right just past the park: A ganboling sheep with
the letters "Blue Ewe" carved in a rolling script. It was a w ndow ess front
faced with blue stone, an inpersonal facade broken only by w de doubl e doors
cont ai ni ng one round gl ass port each

So Marden wanted to have lunch with himthere. Wy? It seemed obvious the
patrol captain had taken the briefcase. Ws he going to pull the

' go- and- never - dar ken-my-door' routine he'd used on the hapless salesman in the
dining roomof the Inn? O wuld it be sonething nore subtle designed for
"Jenny's friend fromthe school'?

At the far end of the town, the street w dened once nore to open a broad
access to a twel ve-sided service station. Dasein slowed his truck to adnire
the structure. It was the |argest service station he had ever seen. A canopy
structure jutted fromeach of the twelve sides. Beneath each canopy were
three rows of punps, each row designed to handl e four vehicles. Just beyond
it, separated fromthe giant wheel of the station, stood a buil ding containing
rows of grease racks. Behind the station was a football-field-sized parking
area with a large building at the far end | abel ed "Garage."

Dasein drove into the station, stopped at an outside row of punps, got out to
study the layout. He counted twenty grease racks, six cars being serviced.
Cars were com ng and going all around him It was another hive. He wondered
why none of the datumdata nentioned this conplex. The place swarnmed with
young nen in neat blue-gray uniforns.

One of the neat young men cane trotting up to Dasein, said: "Wat grade,
sir?"

"Grade?"

"What octane gas do you want ?"



"What do you have?"
"Ei ghty, ninety and a hundred-plus."
"Fill it with ninety and check the oil."

Dasein left the young man to his | abors, wal ked out toward the street to get a
better perspective on the station. It covered at |east four acres, he
estimated. He returned to the truck as the young nman energed from beneath the
hood hol di ng the dipstick

"Your oil's down a bit nore than a quart," the young man said.

"Put in thirty-weight detergent," Dasein said.

"Excuse me," he said, "but | heard this clunker drive in. W carry an
aircraft grade of forty weight. |[|'d recomend you use it. You won't burn
quite as much."

"What's it cost?"
"Same as all the others -- thirty-five cents a quart."

"Ckay." Dasein shook his head. Aircraft grade at that price? Were did M.
Sam buy it?

"How do you |i ke Santaroga?" the young man asked, his voice bright with the
invitation for a conplinment.

"Fine," Dasein said. "Beautiful little town. You know, this is the biggest
service station |'ve ever seen. |It's a wonder there haven't been any
newspaper or nmgazi ne articles about it."

"dd Sam doesn't cotton to publicity," the attendant said

"Why's it so damm' bi g?" Dasein asked

"Has to be big. It's the only one in the valley." The young man worked his
way around the engine, checking the water in the radiator, the level in the
battery. He grinned at Dasein. "Kinda surprises nost outsiders. W find it

handy. Sone of the farners have their own punps and there's service at the
airport, but they all get their supplies through Sam" He closed the hood.

"And where does O d Sam get his supplies?

The attendant |eveled a probing stare at Dasein. "l sure hope you haven't
taken on a sideline with one of the big oil conpanies, sir," he said. "If
you' re thinking of selling to Sam forget it."

"I"mjust curious," Dasein said. The attendant's choice of words was
puzzling. Sideline? Dasein chose to ignore it for the nonent, intent on the
| arger questi on.

"Sam orders his supplies once a year on open bid," the attendant said. He
topped off the truck's gas tank, returned the hose to its holder. "This year
it's alittle conpany in Okl ahoma. They truck it up here in convoys."

"That so?"



"I wouldn't say it if it weren't so."
"I wasn't questioning your word," Dasein said. "I was registering surprise.”

"Don't see much to get surprised about. Person ought to buy where he gets the

nost value for his money. That'll be three dollars and three cents."

Dasei n counted out the change, said: "lIs there a pay phone around here?"
"If you're making a local call, there's a phone inside you can use, Dr.
Dasein," the attendant said. "The pay phones are over there beside the rack

bui | di ng, but no sense wasting your time if you're calling outside. Lines are
down. There was a fire over on the ridge."

Dasein went to full alert, glared at the attendant. "How d you know ny nane?"
he denmanded.

"Heck, mister, it's all over town. You're Jenny's fellowfromthe city.
You' re the reason she sends all the |locals packing."

The grin that went with this statement should have been conpl etely disarmn ng
but it only made Dasein nore wary.

"You're going to like it here," the attendant said. "Everybody does." The
grin faded somewhat. "If you'll excuse me, sir. 1've other cars to service."

Dasein found hinself staring at a retreating back. He suspected | m ght
represent an oil conpany, Dasein thought, but he knows ny name . . . and he
knows about Jenny. It was a curious disparity and Dasein felt it should tel
himsomething. 1t could be the sinple truth, though

A long green Chrysler Inperial pulled into the enpty space on the other side
of the punps. The driver, a fat man snoking a cigarette in a holder, |eaned
out, asked: "Hey! This the road out to 395?"

"Strai ght ahead," Dasein said.
"Any gas stations along the way?"

"Not here in the valley," Dasein said. "Muybe something outside." He
shrugged. "I1've never been out that way."

"You damm' natives," the driver grow ed. The Inperial shot ahead in a surge
of power, swerved out onto the avenue and was gone.

"Up yours," Dasein muttered. "Who the hell you calling a native?"

He clinbed into his truck, turned back the way he had cone. At the fork, he
headed up the mountain toward Porterville. The road clinbed up, up -- w nding
its way out of the redwoods and into a belt of oaks. He came at last to the
turn off where he'd taken his first long ook at the valley. He pulled out
and par ked.

A light smokey haze obscured details, but the Co-op stood out plainly and the
slash burner of a sawril|l off to the left. The town itself was a patch of

color inthe trees -- tile roofs -- and there was a serpentine river |ine out
of the hills straight across fromhim Dasein glanced at his wistwatch --

five mnutes to ten. He debated going out to Porterville and placing his cal
to Selador there. That would crowd himon the date with Marden, though. He
decided to post a letter to Sel ador, have the "burned out phone lines" story



checked fromthat end.

Wthout his briefcase and notes, Dasein felt at a di sadvantage. He rummaged
in the glove conpartnment, found a small gas-record notebook and stub of
pencil, began setting down his observations for later formal entry in his
report.

"The township itself is small," he wote, "but it appears to serve a large

mar ket area. There are a great nmany people about during the day. Note twelve
doubl e punps in service station. Transients?

"Odd al ertness about the natives. Sharpness of attitude toward each other and
out si ders.

"Question local use of Jaspers products. Wy won't the cheese travel? Wat's
the reason for the decided | ocal preference? It tastes different than what |
bought outside. What about aftertaste? Subjective? What relationship to the
beer ?

"I nvestigate use of Jaspers as a label. Adjective?"

Sonet hi ng big was noving through the trees on the hill beyond the Co-op. The
noverent caught Dasein's attention. He studied it a noment. Too many trees
intervened to pernmit a clear |ook

Dasei n went around to the camper back, found his binoculars there. He focused
them on the novenment in the trees. The donut-wheel ed bush buggy | eaped into
view. Marden was driving. It threaded its way through trees and buck brush
The thing appeared to be herding something . . . or someone. Dasein scanned
ahead for a clearing, found one, waited. Three nmen in hunting clothes
energed, hands cl asped over their heads. Two dogs flanked them wat chful
guardi ng. The hunters appeared angry, frightened.

The group angled down into a stand of redwoods, was lost to view Dasein
clinmbed back into the cab, made a note on what he had seen

It was all of a pattern, he thought. These were things that could be resol ved
by natural, |ogical explanations. A |aw enforcenent officer had picked up
three illegal hunters. That was what | aw enforcenent officers were supposed
to do. But the incident carried what Dasein was coming to recognize as a
Santaroga tw st. There was something about it out of phase with the way the
rest of the world operated.

He headed his truck back into the valley, determned to question Marden about
the captive hunters.

Chapter 3

The Blue BEwme's interior was a | owkey grotto, its walls painted in varying
intensities of pastel blue. Rather ordinary banquette booths with tables



fl anked an open area of tables and chairs. A long bar with a mrror decorated
by danci ng sheep occupi ed the back wal |

Marden awaited himin one of the booths. A tall iced drink stood in front of
him The patrol captain appeared relaxed, his red hair neatly conbed. The
collar tabs of his uniformshirt carried the double bars of a captain. He
wore no coat. Hi s eyes followed Dasein's approach with an alert directness.

"Care for a drink?" he asked as Dasein sat down.

"What's that you're having?" Dasein nodded at the iced drink
"Kind of an orange beer with Jaspers.”

"Il try it," Dasein said

Marden raised a hand toward the bar, called: "Another ade, Jim" He returned
his attention to Dasein. "How s your head today?"

"I"'mfine," Dasein said. He found hinself feeling edgy, wondering how Marden
woul d bring up the subject of the briefcase. The drink was put in front of
him Dasein welconed it as a distraction, sipped it. H s tongue encountered
a sharp orange flavor with the tangy, biting overtone of Jaspers.

"Ch, about your briefcase,” Mrden said.

Dasein put down his drink with careful deliberation, met Marden's |evel,
measuring stare. "Yes?"

"Hope it hasn't inconvenienced you, ny taking it."
"Not too nmuch."”

"I was curious about technique nostly," Marden said. "I already knew why you
were here, of course.”

"Ch?" Dasein studied Marden carefully for a clue to the man's nood. How
could he know about the project?

Marden took a long swall ow of the orange beer, w ped his nouth. "Geat stuff,
this."

"Very tasty," Dasein agreed

"You've laid out a pretty routine approach, really,"” Marden said. He stared
at Dasein. "You know, |'ve the funny feeling you don't realize how you're
bei ng used."

There was anusenment in Marden's narrow face. It touched off abrupt anger in
Dasein, and he struggled to hide his reaction. "Wat's that supposed to
nmean?" he asked.

"Wwuld it interest you to know you' ve been a subject of discussion before our
Town Counci | ?" Marden asked.

" NB?"
"You. Several tinmes. W knewthey' d get to you sooner or later. Took 'em

| onger than we expected." Marden shook his head. "W circulated a photograph
of you to key people -- waiters, waitresses, bartenders, clerks . "



"Service station attendants,"” Dasein said. The pattern was becomn ng cl ear
He nade no attenpt to conceal his anger. How dared they?

Marden was sweet reasonabl eness. "They were bound to get wind of the fact
that one of our girls was sweet on you," he said. "That's an edge, you
understand. You use any edge you can find."

"Who's this they you keep referring to?" Dasein denanded.

"Hmmm " Marden sai d.

Dasein took three deep breaths to cal mhinself. He had never really expected
to hide his purpose here indefinitely, but he had hoped for nore tinme before
exposure. What the devil was this crazy patrol captain tal king about?

"You pose quite a problem™ Marden said.

"Well, don't try tossing me out of the valley the way you did that stupid
sal esman | ast night or those hunters you got today," Dasein said. "I'm

obeying the law "

"Toss you out? Wuldn't think of it. Say, what would you like to eat? W
did conme here for lunch."

Dasei n found hinsel f psychol ogically off bal ance, his anger diverted by this
sudden change of subject, his whole attitude hanpered by feelings of guilt.

"I'"'mnot hungry," he grow ed.
"You will be by the time the food gets here. |1'Il order for both of us."
Marden signaled the waiter, said: "Two salads Jaspers on the special |unch."

"I"'mnot hungry," Dasein insisted.

"You will be." Marden snmiled. "Hear a big two-fisted outsider in a Chrysler
Imperial called you a native today. Did that tick you of f?"

"News certainly gets around here," Dasein said.

"It certainly does, Doc. O course, what that fellow s m stake says to ne is
that you're just a natural Santarogan. Jenny didn't make any m st ake about
you. "

"Jenny has nothing to do with this."

"She has everything to do with it. Let's understand each other, Doc. Larry
needs anot her psychol ogi st and Jenny says you're one of the best. W can nmake

a good place here in the valley for a fellow |like you."

"How big a place?" Dasein asked, his mnd on the two investigators who'd died
here. "About six feet long and six feet deep?"

"Why don't you stop running away from yourself, Dasein?"
"I learned early," Dasein said, "that a good run was better than a bad stand."
"Huh?" Marden turned a puzzled frown on him

"I"'mnot running away fromnyself," Dasein said. "That's what | nmean. But



I"'mnot going to stand still while you order ny life for me the way you
ordered those sal ads."

"You don't like the food you don't have to eat it," Marden said. "Aml to
understand you won't consider the job Larry's offering?"

Dasei n | ooked down at the table, absorbing the inplications of the offer. The
smart thing would be to play along, he knew. This was his opportunity to get
behi nd the Santaroga Barrier, to find out what really went on in the valley.
But he couldn't escape the thought of the Town Council at its neetings,
guesti oni ng Jenny about him no doubt, discussing preparations for the Dasein
i nvasion! The anger wouldn't stay down.

"You and Jenny and the rest, you have it all figured out, eh?" he asked.
"Throw t he poor sucker a bone. Buy himoff with a . "

"Slack off, Doc," Marden said. The voice was level and still with that tone
of anmusement. "I'm appealing to your intelligence, not to your greed. Jenny
says you're a very sharp fellow That's what we're counting on."

Dasein gripped his hands into fists beneath the table, brought hinself under
control. So they thought he was a poor innocent jerk to be maneuvered by a
pretty femal e and noney!

"You think |I'm being used," he said.

"W know you' re being used."

"You haven't said by whom"

"Who's behind it? A group of financiers, Doc, who don't |ike what Santaroga
represents. They want in and they can't get in."

"The Santaroga Barrier," Dasein said.

"That's what they call it."

"Who are they!"

"You want nanes? Maybe we'll give themto you if that suits our purposes.”
"You want to use me, too, is that it?"

"That isn't the way Santaroga runs, Dasein."

The sal ads canme. Dasein |ooked down into an inviting array of greens, diced
chi cken and a creany gol den dressing. A pang of hunger gripped him He
sanmpled a bite of chicken with the dressing, tasted the now famliar tang of a
Jaspers cheese in it. The dammed stuff was ubiquitous, he thought. But he
had to admit it was delicious. Perhaps there was sonmething in the claimthat
it wouldn't travel

"Pretty good, isn't it?" Marden asked.

"Yes, it is." He studied the patrol captain a noment. "How does Santaroga
run, Captain?"

"Counci| governnent with Town Meeting veto, annual elections. Every resident
above age ei ghteen has one vote."



"Basi ¢ Denocracy, '
si ze, but "

Dasein said. "Very nice when you have a community this

"W had three thousand voters and fifty-eight hundred proxies at the [ast Town
Meeting," Marden said. "It can be done if people are interested in governing
t hensel ves. We're interested, Dasein. That's how Santaroga's run."

Dasein gul ped the bite of salad in his nmouth, put down his fork. Al npbst nine
t housand peopl e over age eighteen in the valley! That was twi ce as nmany as
he'd estimated. What did they all do? A place like this couldn't exist by
taking in each others' wash.

"You want ne to marry Jenny, settle here -- another voter," Dasein said. "Is

that it?"

"That's what Jenny appears to want. We tried to discourage her, but
He shrugged.

"Di scourage her -- like interfering with the mails?"
n \N]at ?II
Dasei n saw Marden's obvi ous puzzl ement, told himabout the lost letters.

"Those damm' biddies," Marden said. "I guess |I'll have to go down there and
read themthe riot act. But that doesn't change things, really.”

" No?"
"No. You love Jenny, don't you?"
"OfF course | love her!™

It was out before Dasein could consider his answer. He heard his own voi ce,
realized how basic this enotion was. O course he |oved Jenny. He'd been

sick with longing for her. 1t was a wonder he'd managed to stay away this
long -- testinony to wounded nmasculine pride and the notion he'd been

rej ect ed.

Stupid pride!

"Well, fine," Marden said. "Finish your lunch, go | ook around the valley, and

toni ght you talk things over with Jenny."

He can't really believe it's that sinple, Dasein thought.

"Here," Marden said. He brought Dasein's briefcase fromthe seat, put it on
the tabl e between them "Make your market study. They already know
everything you can find out. That's not really how they want to use you."
"How do they want to use nme?"

"Find out for yourself, Doc. That's the only way you'll believe it."

Marden returned to his salad, eating with gusto.

Dasein put down his fork, asked: "Wat happened to those hunters you picked
up today?"

"We cut off their heads and pickled them" Marden said. "Wat'd you think?



They were fined and sent packing. You want to see the court records?"
"What good woul d that do?"

"You know, Doc," Marden said, pointing a fork at Dasein, "you're taking this
much the same way Wn did -- Wn Burdeaux."

Taki ng what ? Dasein wondered. But he asked: "How did Wn take it?"

"He fought it. That's according to pattern, naturally. He caved in rather
qui ckly, though, as |I remenber. Wn was tired of running even before he got
to Santaroga."

"You amat eur psychol ogi sts," Dasein sneered.

"That's right, Doc. W could use another good professional."

Dasein felt baffled by Marden's unassail abl e good nat ure.

"Eat your salad," Marden said. "It's good for what ails you."

Dasei n took another bite of the chicken drenched in Jaspers sauce. He had to
admt the food was making himfeel better. H's head felt clear, mnd alert.
Hunger crept up on one at times, he knew. Food took off the pressures,

allowed the mnd to function

Marden fini shed eating, sat back.

"You'll come around," he said. "You' re confused now, but if you're as sharp
as Jenny says, you'll see the truth for yourself. | think you'll like it
here.”

Marden slid out of the booth, stood up.

"I"mjust supposed to take your word for it that |I'm being used," Dasein said.
"I"mnot running you out of the valley, am1?" Mrden asked.

"Are the phone lines still burned out?" Dasein asked.

"Darned if | know, " Marden said. He glanced at his watch. "Look, | have work
to do. Call nme after you' ve talked to Jenny."

Wth that, he left.
The waiter canme up, started collecting dishes.

Dasein | ooked up into the man's round face, took in the gray hair, the bent
shoul ders. "Wy do you live here?" he asked.

"Huh?" The voice was a gravelly baritone.

"Why do you live in Santaroga?" Dasein asked.

"You nuts? This is my hone."

"But why this place rather than San Franci sco, say, or Los Angel es?"

"You are nuts! What could | get there | can't get here?" He left with the
di shes.



Dasein stared at his briefcase on the table. Market study. On the seat
beyond it, he could see the corner of a newspaper. He reached across the
tabl e, captured the paper. The masthead read: "Santaroga Press.”

The Il eft-hand colum carried an international news summary whose brevity and

| anguage startled Dasein. It was conposed of paragraph itemnms, one item per
story.
Item "Those nuts are still killing each other in Southeast Asia."

It slowmy dawned on Dasein that this was the Vietnham news.

Item "The dollar continues to slip on the international noney market,
al t hough this fact is being played down or suppressed in the national news.
The crash is going to make Bl ack Friday |look like a picnic."

Item "The Geneva di sarmanment tal ks are di sarni ng nobody except the arrogant
and the conplacent. W recall that the envoys were still talking the |ast
time the bonbs began to fall."

Item "The United States CGovernnent is still expanding that big hidey hole
under the nountain down by Denver. Wonder how many military bigshots,
government officials and their fam lies have tickets into there for when the
bl owup cones?"

Item "France thunbed its nose at the U.S. again this week, said to keep U S
mlitary airplanes off French air-bases. Do they know sonething we don't
know?"

I[tem "Automation ni pped another .4 percent off the U S. job market | ast
nmonth. The bites are getting bigger. Does anyone have a guess as to what's
goi ng to happen to the excess popul ati on?"

Dasein | owered the paper, stared at it without seeing it. The dammed thing
was subversive! Was it witten by a pack of Communi sts? WAs that the secret
of Sant ar oga?

He | ooked up to see the waiter standing beside him

"That your newspaper?" the man asked.

"Yes."

"Ch. | guess Al nust've given it to you." He started to turn away.

"Where does this restaurant buy its food?" Dasein asked.

"Fromall over the valley, Dr. Dasein. Qur beef conmes fromRay Allison's

ranch up at the head of the valley. Qur chickens come fromMs. Larson's
pl ace out west of here. The vegetables and things we get at the greenhouses.”

"Ch. Thanks." Dasein returned to the newspaper

"You want anything else, Dr. Dasein? Al said to give you anything you want.
It's on his bill."

"No, thank you."

The waiter left Dasein to the paper



Dasei n began scanning through it. There were eight pages, only a few
advertisenents at the beginning, and half the back page turned over to
classified. The display ads were rather flat announcenments: "Brenner and
Sons have a new consi gnnent of bedroom furniture at reasonable prices. First
cone, first served. These are all first quality |ocal

"Four new freezer | ockers (16 cubic feet) are available at the Lewi s Market.
Call for rates."” The illustration was a sniling fat man hol di ng open the door
of a freezer |ocker.

The cl assified advertisements were nostly for trades: "Have thirty yards of
hand- | ooned wool (54 inches wide) -- need a good chain saw. Call Ed Jankey at
Nunmber One M1 1.

"That '56 Ford one-ton truck | bought two years ago is still running. Sam
Schel er says its worth about $50 or a good heifer. WIIliam MCoy, River
Junction.”

Dasei n began thunbi ng back through the paper. There was a garden col umm:
"It"'s time to turn the toads | oose in your garden to keep down the snails.”

And one of the inside pages had a full colum of neeting notices. Reading the

col um, Dasein was caught by a repetitive phrase: "Jaspers will be served."
Jaspers will be served, he thought. Jaspers . . . Jaspers . . . It was
everywhere. Did they really consune that nmuch of the stuff? He sensed a

hi dden significance in the word. It was a unifying thing, sonething

pecul i arly Sant arogan.

Dasein turned back to the newspaper. A reference in a classified ad caught
his eye: "I will trade two years' use of one half of ny Jaspers Locker (20
cubic feet in level five of the A d Section) for six nmonths of carpenter work.
Leo Merriot, 1018 River Road."

What the devil was a Jaspers Locker? VWhatever it was, ten cubic feet of it
for two years was worth six nonths' carpentry -- no small item perhaps four
t housand dol | ars.

A splash of sunlight brought his head up in tine to see a young coupl e enter
the restaurant. The girl was dark haired with deeply set brown eyes and
beautiful, w nged eyebrows, her young man fair, blue-eyed, a chisled Nornan
face. They took the booth behind Dasein. He watched themin the tilted bar
mrror. The young man gl anced over his shoul der at Dasein, said sonething to
the girl. She sniled.

The waiter served themtwo cold drinks.

Presently, the girl said: "After the Jaspers, we sat there and listened to
the sunset, a rope and a bird."

"Sometinme you should feel the fur on the water," her conpanion said. "It's
the red upness of the wnd."

Dasein came to full alert. That haunting, elusive quality of al nost-meaning
-- it was schizophrenic or like the product of a psychedelic. He strained to
hear nore, but they had their heads together, whispering, |aughing.

Abruptly, Dasein's nenory darted back nore than three years to his
department's foray into LSD experinents and he recalled that Jenny Sorge, the



graduat e student from Santaroga, had denonstrated an apparent inmunity to the
drug. The experinents, abandoned in the glare of sensational LSD publicity,
had never confirmed this finding and Jenny had refused to discuss it. The
menory of that one report returned to plague Dasei n now.

Why should | recall that? he wondered

The young coupl e finished whatever they'd ordered, got up and left the
restaurant.

Dasei n fol ded the newspaper, started to put it into his briefcase. A hand
touched his arm He | ooked up to find Marden staring down at him

"I believe that's ny paper,"” he said. He took it fromDasein's hand. "I was
hal fway to the forks before | renenbered it. See you later." He hurried out,
t he paper tucked under his arm

The casual bruskness, the speed with which he'd been relieved of that
interesting publication, |left Dasein feeling angry. He grabbed up his
briefcase, ran for the door, was in time to see Marden pulling away fromthe
curb in a patrol car.

To hell with you! he thought. 1'll get another one.

The drugstore on the corner had no newspaper racks and the skinny clerk

i nformed himcoldly that the | ocal newspaper could be obtained "by
subscription only." He professed not to know where it was published. The
clerk in the hardware store down the street gave himthe same answer as did
the cashier in the grocery store across fromwhere he'd parked his truck

Dasein clinmbed into the cab, opened his briefcase and nade notes on as many of
the paper's itenms as he could recall. Wen his menory ran dry, he started up
the truck began cruising up and down the town's streets |ooking for the
paper's sign or a job printing shop. He found nothing indicating the
Santaroga Press was printed in the town, but the signs in a used car | ot
brought himto an abrupt stop across the street. He sat there staring at the
si gns.

A four-year-old Buick bore the notice inits window "This one's an oi
burner but a good buy at $100."

On a year old Rover: "Cracked bl ock, but you can afford to put a new notor in
it at this price: $500."

On a ten-year-old Chevrolet: "This car owned, and maintai ned by Jersey
Hof stedder. Hi s widow only wants $650 for it."

H's curiosity fully aroused, Dasein got out and crossed to Jersey Hof stedder's
Chevrolet, |looked in at the dash. The odoneter recorded sixty-one thousand
mles. The upholstery was |eather, exquisitely fitted and tail ored. Dasein
couldn't see a scratch on the finish and the tires appeared to be al nost new.
"You want to test drive it, Dr. Dasein?" It was a woman's voice and Dasein
turned to find hinself face to face with a handsone gray-haired matron in a
floral blouse and blue jeans. She had a big, open face, smpboth tanned skin.

"I"'mdC ara Scheler, Sams nother," she said. "I guess you've heard of ny Sam
by now. "
"And you know e, of course," Dasein said, barely concealing his anger. "I'm

Jenny's fellow fromthe city."



"Saw you this nmorning with Jenny," she said. "That's one fine girl there, Dr.
Dasein. Now, if you're interested in Jersey's car, | can tell you about it."

"Pl ease do," Dasein said.

"Fol ks around here know how Jersey was," she said. "He was a gol danged
perfectionist, that's what. He had every noving part of this car out on his
bench. He bal anced and adjusted and fitted until it's just about the sweetest
runni ng thing you ever heard. Got disc brakes now, too. You can see what he
did to the uphol stery."

"Who was Jersey Hof stedder?" Dasei n asked

"Who . . . oh, that's right, you're new. Jersey was Sam s chief mechanic
until he died about a nmonth ago. H's wi dow kept the Cord touring car Jersey
was so proud of, but she says a body can only drive one car at a tine. She
asked me to sell the Chevy. Here, listento it."

She slipped behind the wheel, started the notor

Dasein bent close to the hood. He could barely hear the engine running.
"CGot dual ignition," Clara Scheler said. "Jersey bragged he could get thirty
mles to the gallon with her and I wouldn't be a bit surprised.”

"Nei ther would |," Dasein said.

"You want to pay cash or credit?" Cara Schel er asked.

"I . . . haven't decided to buy it," Dasein said

"You and Jenny couldn't do better than starting out with Jersey's old car,"
she said. "You're going to have to get rid of that clunker you drove up in.
| heard it. That one isn't long for this world unless you do sonethi ng about
t hose bearings."

"I . . if | decide to buy it, I'll cone back with Jenny," Dasein said
"Thank you for showing it to me." He turned, ran back to his truck with a
feeling of escape. He had been strongly tenpted to buy Jersey Hof stedder's
car and found this astonishing. The wonan nust be a master sal esman.

He drove back to the Inn, his mind in a turnoil over the strange personality
whi ch Sant aroga presented. The bizarre candor of those used car signs, the
ads in the Santaroga Press -- they were all of the same pattern

Casual honesty, Dasein thought. That could be brutal at the wong tine.

He went up to his room |ay down on the bed to try to think things through
make sone sense out of the day. Marden's conversation over |unch sounded even
nore strange in review A job with Piaget's clinic? The hauntingly obscure
conversation of the young couple in the restaurant plagued him Drugged? And
t he newspaper which didn't exist -- except by subscription. Jersey

Hof stedder's car -- Dasein was tenpted to go back and buy it, drive it out to
have it exanm ned by an outside mechanic.

A persistent nmurnuring of voices began to intrude on Dasein's awareness. He

got up, | ooked around the room but couldn't |ocate the source. The edge of

sky visible through his wi ndow was beginning to gray. He wal ked over, | ooked
out. Couds were noving in fromthe northwest.



The murnmur of voices continued.

Dasein made a circuit of the room stopped under a tiny ventilator in the
corner above the dresser. The desk chair gave hima step up onto the dresser
and he put his ear to the ventilator. Faint but distinct, a famliar
television jingle advertising chewing gumcane fromthe opening.

Smiling at hinmself, Dasein stepped down off the dresser. 1t was just sonebody
watching TV. He frowned. This was the first evidence he'd found that they
even had TV in the valley. He considered the geography of the area -- a

basin. To receive TV in here would require an antenna on one of the
surrounding hills, anplifiers, a long stretch of cable.

Back onto the dresser he went, ear to the ventilator. He found he could
separate the TV show (a daytime serial) froma background conversation between
three or four wonmen. One of the women appeared to be instructing another in
knitting. Several tines he heard the word "Jaspers" and once, very
distinctly, "Avision, that's all; just a vision."

Dasein clinbed down fromthe dresser, went into the hall. Between his door
and the window at the end with its "Exit" sign there were no doors. Across
the hall, yes, but not on this side. He stepped back into his room studied
the ventilator. It appeared to go straight through the wall, but appearances
could be deceiving. It might come fromanother floor. Wat was in this whole
rear corner of the building, though? Dasein was curious enough now to

i nvesti gate.

Downstairs he trotted, through the enpty | obby, outside and around to the
back. There was the oak tree, a rough-barked patriarch, one big branch
curving across a second-floor wi ndow. That w ndow rnust be his, Dasein
decided. It was in the right place and the branch confirmed it. A |ow porch
roof over a kitchen service area angl ed outward beneath the wi ndow. Dasein
swept his gaze toward the corner, counted three other wi ndows in that area
where no doors opened into a room Al three wi ndows were bl ank w th drawn
shades.

No doors, but three wi ndows, Dasein thought.

He set a slower pace back up to his room The |obby was still enpty, but
there were sounds of voices and the switchboard fromthe office behind the
desk.

Once nmore in his room Dasein stood at the w ndow, | ooked down on the porch
roof. The slope was shallow, shingles dry. He eased open the w ndow, stepped
out onto the roof. By |eaning against the wall, he found he could work his
way si deways al ong the roof.

At the first window, he took a firmgrip on the |edge, |ooked for a gap in the
curtain. There was no opening, but the sound of the TV was plain when he
pressed his ear against the glass. He heard part of a soap comrercial and one
of the wonen in the roomsaying: "That's enough of this channel, switch to

NEC. "

Dasei n drew back, crept to the next window. There was a half-inch gap at the
bottom of the shade. He alnpbst |ost his balance bending to peer in it, caught
hinself, took a firmgrip on the | edge and crouched to put his eyes to the gap
-- the swi nmming wash of cathode gray in a shadowy room net his gaze. He could
just nmake out a bank of eight TV receivers against the wall at his right.

Five wonmen sat in confortable armchairs at a good view ng di stance fromthe



screens. One of the wonmen he noted with some satisfaction was knitting.
Anot her appeared to be maki ng notes on a shorthand pad. Yet another was
operating sonme sort of recorder

There was a busi nessli ke wonen-at-work | ook about the group. They appeared to
be past niddl e age, but when they noved it was with the grace of people who
remai ned active. A blonde wonan with a good figure stood up on the right,
racked a clip-board across the face of the top right-hand screen, turned off
the set. She flopped back into her chair with an exaggerated fatigue, spoke

[ oudl y:

"My God! Imagine letting that stuff pour uncensored into your brain day after
day after day after "

"Save it for the report, Suzie!" That was the woman with the recorder

Report? Dasein asked hinmsel f. What report?

He swept his gaze around the room A row of filing cabinets stood against the
far wall. He could just see the edge of a couch directly under the wi ndow. A
pul | -down stairway of the type used for access to attics occupi ed the corner

at the left. There were two typewiters on wheel ed stands behind the wonen.
Dasein decided it was one of the npbst peculiar roons he had ever seen. Here
were all the fixtures of normalcy, but with that odd Santaroga twi st to them
Why the secrecy? Wiy eight TV receivers? What was in the filing cabinets?

What report?

Fromtime to time, the wonmen made notes, used the recorder, sw tched channels.
Al the time, they carried on casual conversations only parts of which were

audi bl e to Dasein. None of it made nuch sense -- small talk: "I decided
against putting in pleats; they're so much trouble.” "If Fred can't pick ne
up after work, I'll need a ride to town."

H s exposed position on the roof began to bother Dasein. He told hinself
there was nothing else to be learned froma vigil at the wi ndow \Wat
expl anati on could he give if he were caught here?

Carefully, he worked his way back to his room clinbed in, closed the w ndow.
Agai n, he checked the hall. There just was no door into that strange room at
this level. He walked down to the exit sign, opened a narrow door onto a back
| andi ng. An open stairway with dowel ed railing wound up and down fromthe

| andi ng. Dasein peered over the railing, |ooked down two stories to a
baserment level. He |ooked up. The stairwell was open to a skylight above the
third floor.

Moving quietly, he clinbed to the next |evel, opened the | anding door onto
another hall. He stepped in, |ooked at the wall above the secret room Two
steps fromthe | anding there was anot her door |abeled "Linen Supplies."
Dasein tried the handl e -- | ocked.

Frustrated, he turned back to the landing. As he stepped fromthe hall, his
right foot caught on a | oose edge of carpeting. |In one terrifying instant,
Dasein saw the railing and the open stairwell flash toward him His right
shoul der hit the rail with a splintering crash, slowing his fall but not
stopping it. He clutched at the broken rail with his left hand, felt it bend
out, knew then that he was going over -- three stories down to the basenent.
The broken rail in his hand nmade a screeching sound as it bent outward. It
all seened to be happening in a terrible slow notion. He could see the edges



of the descendi ng stairway where they had been painted and the paint had run
inlittle yellow lines. He saw a cobweb beneath one of the risers, a ball of
maroon lint caught init.

The broken rail canme free in one last splintering crack and Dasein went over.
In this deadly instant, as he saw in his mnd his own body splattered on the
concrete three floors down, strong hands grabbed his ankles. Not quite
realizing what had happened, Dasein swung head down, released the broken rai
and saw it turn and tw st downward.

He felt himself being pulled upward like a doll, dragged agai nst the broken
edges of the railing, turned over onto his back on the | anding.

Dasei n found hinsel f |ooking up into the scowing black face of Wn Burdeaux.
"That were a mghty close one, sir," Burdeaux said. Dasein was gasping so
hard he couldn't answer. Hi s right shoulder felt like a giant ball of pain.
The fingers of his left hand were bent inward with an agoni zing cranp fromthe
strength with which he had gripped the rail.

"I heard someone try the supply closet door," Burdeaux said. "I was in there,
sir, and | came out. There you were going through the railing, sir. How did
t hat happen?”

"Carpet," Dasein gasped. "Tripped."

Bur deaux bent to examine the area at the landing door. He straightened, said:
"I"l'l be blessed if that carpet isn't torn there, sir. That's a very
dangerous situation."

Dasei n managed to straighten his cranmped fingers. He took a deep breath,
tried to sit up. Burdeaux helped him Dasein noted that his shirt was torn
There was a long red scratch on his stomach and chest from being dragged
across the broken rail.

"You best take it easy for a few mnutes, sir," Burdeaux said. "You want for

ne to call the doctor?"

"No . . . no, thank you."

"It wouldn't take but a mnute, sir.
“I11r . . . be all right."

Dasei n | ooked at the torn carpet, a jagged edge of maroon fabric. He
renenbered the piece of railing as it had tunbled away into the stairwell and
found it strange that he had no recollection of hearing the thing hit the
bottom There was another picture in his mnd, equally disturbing: the fata
accidents of the two previous investigators. Dasein pictured hinself dead at
the bottom of that stairwell, the investigation -- all very natural
regrettable, but natural. Such things happened.

But were they accidents?

H s shoul der was begi nning to throb

"I'"d better get down to my room. . . and change," Dasein said. The pain in
his shoul der, intense now, told himhe had to have nedical attention. He

could feel some instinct in hinmself fighting the idea, though, even as he
struggl ed upri ght.



Bur deaux reached out to help himto his feet, but Dasein pulled away, know ng
the irrationality of the act as he did it.

"Sir, | mean you no harm" Burdeaux said. There was a gentle chiding in the
t one.

Was ny fear of himthat obvious? Dasein asked hinself.

He renmenbered then the strong hands grabbing his ankles, the |ifesaving catch

at the brink of the stairwell. A feeling of apol ogy overcane Dasein.
"I . . . know you don't," he said. "You saved ny life. There aren't words to
thank you for that. | . . . was thinking about the broken rail. Shoul dn't

you see about fixing that?"

Using the wall as a support, Dasein gained his feet. He stood there panting.
The shoul der was a mnassi ve agony.

"I will lock this door here, sir," Burdeaux said, his voice gentle, but firm
"I amgoing to call the doctor, sir. You are favoring your shoulder. |
suspect there is nuch paininit. Best the doctor see you, sir."

Dasei n turned away, wondering at his own anbival ence. A doctor had to see the

shoul der -- yes. But did it have to be Piaget? Hugging the wall for support,
Dasein noved down the steps. Piaget . . . Piaget . . . Piaget. Had Piaget
been called on the two fatal accidents? Myvenent sent fiery pain through the
shoulder. Piaget . . . Piaget . . . Howcould this incident on the stairs

have been anyt hi ng except an accident? Wo could have predicted he'd be in
that particular place at that particul ar nmonment?

There came the sound of the door being closed and | at ched above him

Bur deaux' s heavy footsteps sounded on the stairs. The vibration sent nore
pai n t hrough the aching shoul der. Dasein clutched the shoul der, paused on the
second fl oor | anding.

"Sir?"

Dasei n turned, |ooked up at the dark Morish face, noting the expression of
concer n.

"It will be best, sir," Burdeaux said, "if you do not go out on the roof

again. You may be subject to falls, sir. A fall fromthat roof would be very
dangerous. "

Chapter 4

The rain stormhit the valley just before dark. Dasein was settled into a
heavy ol d-fashi oned chair in the Piaget house by then, his shoul der
i mobilized by a firm bandage, Jenny sitting across from himon a hassock, an



accusi ng | ook on her face.

A gentle, unswerving Burdeaux had driven himto the clinic adjoining Piaget's
house and had seen himinto the antiseptic atnosphere of a tiled energency
room bef ore | eavi ng.

Dasein didn't know what he'd expected -- certainly not the cold professiona
detachment with which Piaget had set about treating the shoul der

"Torn liganments and a slight dislocation," Piaget had said. "Wat were you

trying to do -- commit suicide?"

Dasein wi nced as a bandage was drawn tightly into place. "Were's Jenny?"
"Hel ping with dinner. W'IIl tell her about your damm' foolishness after we
have you repaired." Piaget secured the end of a bandage. "You haven't told

me what you were up to."
"I was snooping!" Dasein grow ed.

"Were you now?" He adjusted a sling around Dasein's neck, set it to

i mobilize the arm "There, that should hold you for awhile. Don't nove that
armany nore than you have to. | guess | don't have to tell you that. Leave
your coat off. There's a covered wal kway to the house-right through that
door. Go onin and I'lIl send Jenny to entertain you until dinner."

The covered wal kway had gl ass sides and was lined with potted geraniunms. The
storm struck as Dasein was making his way between the pots and he paused a
monent to | ook out at a new nmown | awn, rows of standard roses, a |owering

bl ue-gray sky. The wi nd whipped rain down a street beyond the roses, bending
the branches of a line of white birches. There were people hurrying along the
si dewal k beside the birches. The danp hens of their coats |ashed their |egs
in each gust.

Dasein felt a bit light-headed, chilled in spite of the wal k-way's protection
What am | doi ng here? he asked hinself. He swallowed in a dry throat, hurried
on to the door of the house and into a paneled living roomfull of big
furniture. There was the faint snell of a coal fire in the room His

shoul der was a place of dull throbbing. He nade his way across the room past
a sideboard full of massive cut-glass pieces, |lowered hinself carefully into a
deep, soft chair of corded green uphol stery.

The lack of novenment and its tenporary easing of pain filled himwith a
monentary sense of relief. Then the shoul der began throbbi ng again.

A door slammed -- hurrying feet.

Jenny burst upon himthrough a wide archway to the left. Her face was
flushed. A danp wisp of hair strayed at her tenple. She was wearing a sinple
orange dress, a shocking splash of color in the dull tones of the big room
Wth an odd sense of detachment, Dasein remenbered telling her once that
orange was his favorite color. The nenory filled himw th an unexpl ai nabl e
war i ness.

"G, for heavens sake!" she said, stopping in front of him hands on hips.
Dasei n swal | owed.

Jenny | ooked at his open shirt, the edge of bandages, the sling. Abruptly,
she dropped to her knees, put her head in his lap, clutching at him and he



saw she was crying -- silent tears that spread shiny danpness across her
cheeks.

"Hey!" Dasein said. "Jenny . " The tears, the lack of contortion in her
face -- he found it enbarrassing. She filled himwith a sense of guilt, as
t hough he'd betrayed her in sone way. The feeling overrode his pain and
fatigue.

Jenny took his left hand, pressed her cheek against it. "GI," she whispered.
"Let's get married -- right away."
Why not? he wondered. But the guilt remained . . . and the unanswered

guestions. WAs Jenny bait in a trap that had been set for hin? Wuld she
even know it if she were? Did the wormknow it was inpaled on the hook to
lure the trout?

A soft cough sounded fromthe archway to Dasein's left.
Jenny pul |l ed back, but still held his hand.

Dasein | ooked up to find Piaget there. The man had changed to a bl ue snoking
jacket that made himl ook even nore the mandarin. The big head was tipped
slightly to the right with an air of anusement, but the dark eyes stared out
specul atively.

Behi nd Pi aget, anber wall sconces had been turned on in a dining room Dasein
could see a large oval table set with three places on white |linen, the gl eam
of silver and crystal.

"Jenny?" Piaget said.

She sighed, released Dasein's hand, retreated to the green ottonman, sat down
with her legs curled under her.

Dasein grew aware of the snmell of roasting neat savory with garlic. It made
hi macutely aware of hunger. |In the heightening of his senses, he detected an
enticing tang, recognized the Jaspers odor.

"I think we shoul d discuss your susceptibility to accidents,”
"Do you mnd, GIbert?"

Pi aget said.

"By all means," Dasein said. He sat watching the doctor carefully. There was
an edge of caution in Piaget's voice, a hesitancy that went beyond a host's
reluctance to engage in an enbarrassi ng conversation

"Have you had many pai nful accidents?" Piaget asked. He strode across the
room as he spoke, crossing to a quilted | eather chair behind Jenny. Wen he
sat, he was | ooking across Jenny's shoul der at Dasein and Dasein had the
abrupt suspicion that this position had been chosen with care. It aligned
Pi aget and Jenny agai nst him

"Wl | ?" Piaget asked.

"Why don't we trade answers?" Dasein countered. "You answer a question for ne
and | answer a question for you."

"Ch?" Piaget's face relaxed into the benmused smle of a private joke.

Jenny | ooked worri ed.



"What's your question?" Piaget asked.

"A bargain's a bargain," Dasein said. "First, an answer. You ask if |'ve
been involved in many accidents. No, | have not. That is, not before com ng
here. | can recall one other -- a fall froman apple tree when | was eight."
"So," Piaget said. "Now, you have a question for ne."

Jenny frowned, | ooked away.

Dasein felt a sudden dryness in his throat, found his voice raspi ng when he
spoke: "Tell ne, Doctor -- how did the two investigators die -- the ones who
cane before nme?"

Jenny's head snapped around. "G Il!" There was outrage in her voice.

"Easy, Jenny," Piaget said. A nerve began ticking on the broad plane of his
left cheek. "You're on the wong track, young man," he growed. "W're not
savages here. There's no need. |If we want soneone to | eave, he | eaves."

"And you don't want nme to | eave?"

"Jenny doesn't want you to leave. And that's two questions fromyou. You owe
me an answer."

Dasei n nodded. He stared across Jenny at Piaget, reluctant to | ook at her
"Do you | ove Jenny?" Piaget asked.

Dasei n swal | owed, |owered his gaze to neet a pleading stare in Jenny's eyes.
Pi aget knew the answer to that question! Wy did he ask it now?

"You know | do," Dasein said.
Jenny smled, but two bright tears beaded her eyel ashes.

"Then why did you wait a year to come up here and tell her so?" Piaget asked.
There was an angry, accusatory bite in his voice that nmade Dasein stiffen

Jenny turned, stared at her uncle. Her shoul ders trenbl ed.

"Because |'ma damm' stubborn fool," Dasein said. "I don't want the worman |
love to tell ne where | have to live."

"So you don't like our valley," Piaget said. "Maybe we can change your

opi nion about that. You willing to let us try?"

No! Dasein thought. [I'mnot willing! But he knew this answer, visceral and
instinctive, would cone out petulant, childish. "Do your damedest," he

nmut t er ed.

And Dasein wondered at hinmself. Wat were his instincts telling hinP Wat
was wong with this valley that put himon guard at every turn?

"Di nner's ready."
It was a wonan's voice fromthe archway.

Dasein turned to find a gaunt gray female in a gray dress standing there. She
was a Grant Wods early Anmerican cone to life, |ong-nosed, wary of eye,



di sapproval in every line of her face.
"Thank you, Sarah," Piaget said. "This is Dr. Dasein, Jenny's young nan."

Her eyes wei ghed Dasein, found himwanting. "The food's getting cold," she
sai d.

Piaget lifted hinself out of his chair. "Sarah's ny cousin,"” he said. "She
cones fromthe old Yankee side of the fam |y and absolutely refuses to dine
with us if we eat at a fashi onable hour."

"Dam' foolishness, the hours you keep," she nuttered. "M father was al ways
in bed by this tine."

"And up at dawn," Piaget said.

"Don't you try to make fun of me, Larry Piaget," she said. She turned away.
"Come to table. I'll bring the roast."

Jenny crossed to Dasein, helped himto his feet. She |eaned close, kissed his
cheek, whispered: "She really likes you. She told nme so in the kitchen."

"What're you two whi spering?" Piaget demanded.
"I was telling G| what Sarah said about him"
"Ch, what'd Sarah say?"

"She said: 'Larry isn't going to browbeat that young man. He has eyes like
Grandpa Sather.'"

Pi aget turned to study Dasein. "By George, he has. | hadn't noticed." He
turned away with an abrupt cutting-off nmotion, led the way into the dining
room "Cone along, or Sarah will change her good opinion. W can't have
that."

To Dasein, it was one of the strangest dinners of his life. There was the
pain of his injured shoulder, a steady throb that inpelled himto an al ertness
that made every word and notion stand out in sharp relief. There was Jenny --
she had never | ooked nore warmy fem nine and desirable. There was Piaget,
who decl ared a conversational truce for the nmeal and plied Dasein wth
guestions about his courses at the University, the professors, fell ow
students, his anmbitions. There was Sarah, hovering with the food -- a
nmuttering specter who had soft |ooks only for Jenny.

Wth Sarah, it's what Jenny wants, Jenny gets, Dasein thought.

Finally, there was the food: a rib roast cooked to a nediumrare perfection
t he Jaspers sauce over peas and potato pancakes, the | ocal beer with its
pal at e- cl eansi ng tang, and fresh peaches with honey for dessert.

Beer with dinner struck Dasein as strange at first until he experienced the
play of tastes, a subtle mingling of flavor esters that made individual savors
stand out on his tongue even as they were conbining to produce entirely new
sensations. It was a crossing of senses, he realized -- smells tasted, colors
anplifying the aronas.

At the first serving of beer, Piaget had tasted it, nodded. "Fresh," he said.

"Wthin the hour just like you ordered," Sarah snapped. And she'd cast a



strange probing stare at Dasein. It was shortly after 9:30 when Dasein |left.
"I had your truck brought around," Piaget said. "Think you can drive it, or
shall | have Jenny take you back to the hotel ?"

"I'"ll be all right," Dasein said.

"Don't take those pain pills | gave you until you're safely in your room"
Pi aget said. "Don't want you running off the road."

They stood on the broad verandah at the front of the house then, street lights
casting wet shadows of the birches onto the lawmn. The rain had stopped, but
there was a chilled feeling of danpness in the night air.

Jenny had thrown his coat around his shoul ders. She stood beside him a
worried frown on her face. "Are you sure you'll be all right?"

"You ought to know | can steer with one hand," he said. He grinned at her

"Sometines | think you're a terrible man," she said. "I don't know why | put
up with you."

"It's chemstry," he said.

Piaget cleared his throat. "Tell me, Glbert," he said. "Wat were you doi ng
on the hotel roof?"

Dasein felt an abrupt pang of fear, a sense of incongruity in the timng of
t hat questi on.

What the hell! he thought. Let's see what a straight answer does.

"I was trying to find out why you're so all-fired secret about your TV," he
sai d.

"Secret?" Piaget shook his head. "That's just a pet project of mne
They're analyzing the silly infantilisns of TV, producing data for a book
have in mnd."

"Then why so secret?" Dasein felt Jenny clutching his arm ignored the fear
he sensed in her reaction

"It's consideration for the sensibilities of others, not secrecy," Piaget
said. "Mst TV drives our people wild. W nonitor the news, of course, but
even that is nostly pap, sugar-coated and spoon-fed."

There was a ring of partial truth in Piaget's explanation, Dasein felt, but he
wonder ed what was being left out. What el se were those wonen researching in
that room

"l see," Dasein said.

"You owe me an answer now," Piaget said.

"Fire anay."

"Another time," Piaget said. "I'lIl |leave you two to say good ni ght, now"
He went inside, closed the door

Presently, Dasein was headed down the street in his truck, the tingling



sensation of Jenny's kiss still warmon his lips.

He arrived at the wye intersection to the hotel shortly before ten, hesitated,
then bore to the right on the road out of the valley to Porterville. There
was an odd feeling of self-preservation in the decision, but he told hinself
it was just because he wanted to drive for awhile . . . and think

What is happening to nme? he wondered. His mind felt abnormally clear, but he
was envel oped by such a feeling of disquiet that his stomach was knotted with
it. There was an odd broadening to his sense of being. It made himrealize
that he had forced hinself inward with his concentration on psychol ogy, that
he had narrowed his world. Something was pushing at his self-inposed barriers
now, and he sensed things |urking beyond, things which he feared to confront.

Whay am | here? he asked hinself.
He could trace a chain of cause and effect back to the university, to Jenny .
but again he felt the interference of things outside this chain and he

feared these things.

The ni ght sped past his truck and he realized he was fleeing up the nountain,
trying to escape the valley.

He t hought of Jenny as she'd appeared this night: an elf in orange dress and
orange shoes, lovely Jenny dressed to please him her sincerity and | ove al
transparent on her face.

Bits and pieces of the dinner conversation began com ng back to him Jaspers.

"This is the old Jaspers -- deep." That had been Jenny tasting the sauce.
"Alnmost tinme to put down a new section of Jaspers in nunber five." That had
been Sarah bringing in the dessert. And Piaget: "I1'll talk to the boys about

it tomorrow. "

Now, recalling this, Dasein realized there'd been a faint, famliar tang even
in the honey. He wondered then about the way Jaspers figured so often in
their conversations. They never strayed far fromit, seened to find nothing
unusual in the constancy of it. They talked Jaspers . . . and at the oddest
nonent s.

He was at the pass out of the valley now, trenbling with an anbival ent feeling
of escape . . . and of |oss.

There'd been a fire across the slopes through which Dasei n was now descendi ng.
He smell ed danp ashes on the wind that whipped through the ventilators,
recall ed the reported trouble with tel ephone lines. C ouds had begun to clear
away here outside the valley. Dead trees stood out on the burned slopes like
Chi nese characters brushstroked on the noonlighted hills.

Abruptly, his nmind clanped on a | ogical reason for comng out of the valley:
The tel ephone! | have to call Sel ador and confer. There are no |lines out of
the valley, but I can call fromPorterville . . . before I go back

He drove steadily then, his being suspended, static, held in a curious |ack of
enotion -- nothing on his nmind. Even the pain of his shoul der receded.

Porterville | oomed out of the night, the highway becomng a wi de main street
with a blue and white "Bus Depot" sign on the left over an all-night cafe --
two big truck-trailer rigs there beside a little convertible and a green and
white Sheriffs car. An orange glow across the street was "Frenchy's Mot her
Lode Saloon." The cars at the curb conveyed a general decrepit | ook



depressingly alike in their battered ol dness.

Dasei n drove past, found a |onely phone booth beneath a street light at the
corner of a darkened Shell station. He turned in, stopped beside the booth.
The truck's engine was hot and tried to go on running with a clunking, jerking
nmotion after he shut off the ignition. He stopped the nmotion with the clutch
sat for a nmonent |ooking at the booth. Presently, he got out. The truck
creaked with distress at his novenent.

The Sheriffs car drove past, its headlights casting enornmous shadows on a
white fence behind the phone boot h.

Dasei n sighed, went into the booth. He felt strangely reluctant to make the
call, had to force hinself.

Presently, Selador's precise accent cane on the line: "Glbert? Is that you,
G lbert? Have they repaired the deuced tel ephone |ines?"

"I"'mcalling fromPorterville, just outside the valley."
"I's something wong, G| bert?"

Dasein swal | owed. Even at |ong distance, Sel ador managed to remain
perceptive. Something wong? Dasein delivered a brief recital of his
acci dents.

After a prolonged silence, Selador said: "That's very odd, G lbert, but I
fail to see how you can construe these incidents as other than accidents.
Wth the gas, for exanple, they put out a great effort to save you. And your
tumbl e -- how coul d anyone possibly have known you'd be the one to pass that
way ?"

"I just wanted you to know about them" Dasein said. "Piaget thinks I'm
acci dent prone."

"Piaget? Oh, yes -- the local doctor. Well, Glbert, one should al ways

di scount pronouncenents that go outside one's specialty. | doubt Piaget's
qualified to di agnose an acci dent prone, even if there were such a syndrone --
which | sincerely disbelieve." Selador cleared his throat. "You don't

seriously think these people have malignant designs agai nst you?"

Sel ador's sane, |level tones had a soothing effect on Dasein. He was right, of
course. Here, renoved fromthe valley, the events of the past twenty-four
hours took on a different shade of meaning. "O course not," Dasein said.

"Good! You' ve always struck me as a very level head, Glbert. Let ne caution
you now that you may have intruded upon a situation where people are being
genui nely carel ess. Under those circunmstances, the Inn mght be an extrenely
danger ous place, and you should | eave.™

"To go where?" Dasein asked.

"There nust be other acconmpdations.”

Carel essness at the Inn? Dasein wondered. Then why were no others injured? A
dangerous place, yes -- but only because it was part of the valley. He felt a
strong reluctance to agree with Selador. It was as though his own reluctance

wer e based on data unavail able to Sel ador

Abruptly, Dasein saw how the | oose carpet could have been aimed at him He



t hought of a baited trap. The bait? That was the TV room of course -- an
odd pl ace certain to arouse his curiosity. Around the bait would be severa
traps, all avenues covered. He wondered what trap he had mi ssed on the roof.
As he thought about it, Dasein recalled howthe stair rail had broken

"Are you there, Glbert?" Selador's voice sounded thin and distant.
"Yes-1'mhere."

Dasein nodded to hinself. It was so beautifully sinple. It answered all the
vague uneasi ness that had pl agued hi m about the accidents. So sinple -- |ike
a child s drawing on a steamy wi ndow. no excess lines or unnecessary data.
Bait and traps.

Even as he saw it, Dasein realized Sel ador wouldn't accept this solution. It
smacked of parancia. |If the theory were wong, it would be paranocia. It
i mpl i ed organization, the invol venment of many people, many officials.

"I's there sonething el se you wanted, G lbert? W're paying for sone rather
costly silence."

Dasein came to himself suddenly. "Yes, sir. You recall Piaget's article
about Sant arogans and al | ergens?”

"Quite." Selador cleared his throat.

"I want you to query the public health officials and the departnent of
agriculture. Find out if they have chem cal analyses of the valley's farm
products -- including the cheese."

"Public health . . . agriculture . . . cheese," Sel ador said. Dasein could

al nost see hi m naking notes. "Anything nore?"

"Perhaps. Could you get to the attorneys for the real estate board and the
chain store people? |'msure they nust've explored possibilities of |ega
recourse on the | eased |l and they . "

"What're you driving at, G bert?"
"The chain stores | eased the property and built their expensive installations
bef ore discovering the Santarogans wouldn't trade with them Is this a

pattern? Do Santaroga realtors trap unwary outsiders?"

"Conspiracy to defraud," Selador said. "I see. I'mrather inclined to
believe, Glbert, that this avenue already has been exhausted."

Heari ng him Dasein thought Sel ador's usual acuteness had been bl unted.
Per haps he was tired.

"Most likely," Dasein said. "It wouldn't hurt, though, for ne to see what the
| egal eagles were thinking. | mght get sonme new clues on the scene.”

"Very well. And, Glbert, when are you going to send me copi es of your

not es?"

"I'"l'l mail some carbons tonight fromPorterville."
"Tormorrow will be all right. |It's getting |ate and

"No, sir. | don't trust the Santaroga post office."



n W]y?"

Dasei n recounted Jenny's anger at the wonen in the post office. Sel ador
chuckl ed.

"They sound |like a veritable band of harpies," Selador said. "Aren't there
| aws agai nst tanpering with the mails? But, of course, determ ned people and
all that. | hope you found Mss Sorge in good health."

"As beautiful as ever," Dasein said, keeping his voice light. He wondered
suddenly about Sel ador. M ss Sorge. No hesitation, no question at all about
her bei ng unmarri ed.

"We're exploring the source of their petrol supply,” Selador said. "Nothing
on that yet. Take care of yourself, Glbert. | shouldn't want anything to
happen to you."

"That makes two of us," Dasein said.
"Good-bye, then," Selador said. Hi s voice sounded hesitant. A click signaled
t he breaki ng of the connection

Dasei n hung up, turned at a sound behind him A Sheriff's car was pulling
into the station. It stopped facing the booth. A spotlight flashed in
Dasein's eyes. He heard a door open, footsteps.

"Turn that damm' light out of ny eyes!" Dasein said.

The Iight was | owered. He discerned a bul ky shape in uniform standi ng outside
t he booth, the gleam of a badge.

"Anyt hing wong?" It was an oddly squeaky voice to conme fromthat bul k.

Dasei n stepped out of the booth, still angry at the way they had flashed the
light in his eyes. "Should there be?"

"You damm' Santarogans," the deputy nuttered. "Mist be inportant for one of
you to cone over to nake a phone call."

Dasein started to protest he wasn't a Santarogan, remmined silent as his nind
was caught by a flow of questions. Wat nmade outsiders assume he was a

Sant arogan? The fat man in the Chrysler and now this deputy. Dasein recalled
Marden's words. Wat was the identifying tag?

"I'f you're through, you best be getting hone,"
here all night."

the deputy said. "Can't park

Dasei n saw an abrupt mental image of his gas gauge -- it was faulty and
regi stered al nost enpty even when the tank was full. Wuld they believe he
had to wait for the station to open in the norning? Wat if they roused an
attendant and found his tank took only a few gallons?

Why am | debating petty deceptions? Dasei n wondered

It occurred to himthat he was reluctant to return to Santaroga. Wy? Was
living in the valley turning himinto a Santarogan?

"That's a real artistic bandage you're wearing,"
acci dent ?"

the deputy said. "Been in an



"Not hing inportant,"” Dasein said. "Strained sone |iganments."

"Good night, then," the deputy said. "Take it easy on that road." He
returned to his car, said something in a |l ow voice to his companion. They
chuckl ed. The car pulled slowy out of the station.

They m stook nme for a Santarogan, Dasein thought, and he considered the
reacti ons whi ch had acconpani ed that m stake. They'd resented his presence
here, but with an odd kind of diffidence . . . as though they were afraid of
him They hadn't hesitated to | eave himal one here, though -- no question of
his being a crimnal

Di sturbed by the incident and unable to explain his disturbance, Dasein
clinmbed back into his truck, headed for Santaroga.

Why had they assuned he was a Santarogan? The question kept gnawi ng at him

A bump in the road nade himacutely conscious of his shoulder. The pain had
settled into a dull ache. Hs mnd felt clear and alert, though, poised on a
kni f e-edge peak of observation. He began to wonder about this sensation as he
dr ove.

The road fl owed beneath him clinbing . . . clinbing

As though part of the road' s pattern, disconnected i mages began fl ow ng
through his nmind. They came with words and phrases, madly junbled, no thought
of order. Meaning eluded him Feeling suddenly |ight-headed, he tried to
grapple with the sensations-

Cave . . . linping mn . . . fire

What cave? he wondered. Where have | seen a linping man? What fire? 1Is it
the fire that destroyed the tel ephone |ines?

He had the sudden inpression that he was the linmping man. Fire and cave
el uded hi m

Dasein felt he wasn't reasoning, but was pawi ng through old thoughts. | nages
-- |l abel s sunmoned objects before his mnd s eye: Car. He saw Jersey

Hof st edder' s polished old machine. Fence. He saw the chain-link fence around
the Co-op. Shadows. He saw bodil ess shadows. Wat's happening to ne?

He felt trenbly with hunger . . . sweaty. Perspiration rolled off his
forehead and cheeks. He tasted it on his lips. Dasein opened his w ndow,
all owed the cold wind to whip around him

At the turn-off where he'd stopped the first evening, Dasein pulled onto the
gravel , shut off engine and lights. The clouds were gone and an oblate silver
nmoon rode | ow on the horizon. He stared down into the valley -- w dely spaced
lights, blue-green fromthe greenhouses far to his left, the bustle and stir
fromthe Co-op off to the right.

Up here, Dasein felt renoved fromall that, isolated. The darkness encl osed
him Cave? he wondered. Jaspers?

It was difficult to think with his body behaving in this oddly erratic
fashion. H s shoul der throbbed. There was a nodule of aching in his left
lung. He was aware of a tendon in his left ankle -- not pain, but know edge
of a weakness there. He could trace in his mnd the fiery line of scratches



down his chest where Burdeaux had dragged hi m across the broken bannisters.
A picture of the map on George Nis's wall flashed into his m nd, was gone.

He felt possessed. Sonething had taken over his body. It was an ancient,
frightening thought. Mad. He gripped the steering wheel, imagined that it
writhed, jerked his hands away.

H s throat was dry.

Dasein took his own pulse, staring at the lum nous dial on his wistwatch.
The second hand junped oddly. It was either that or his pul se was rapid and
erratic. Sonething was distorting his time sense.

Have | been poi soned? he wondered. Was there sonething in Piaget's dinner?
Pt omai ne?

The bl ack bow of the valley was a forbidding hand that could reach up and
grab him

Jaspers, he thought. Jaspers.
What did it really mean?

He sensed a oneness, a collective solitude focusing on the cooperative. He
i magi ned somet hing |urking outside there in the darkness, hovering at the edge
of awar eness.

Dasein put a hand to the seat. Hi s fingers groped across the briefcase with
its notes and docunents, all the things that said he was a scientist. He
tried to cling to this idea.

I'ma scientist. This uneasiness is what Aunt Nora woul d' ve called "the
vapors."

What the scientist had to do was very clear in Dasein's mnd. He had to
insinuate hinmself into the Santaroga world, find his place in their oneness,
live their life for a tinme, think as they thought. It was the one sure way to
plunmb the valley's mystery. There was a Santaroga state of mnd. He had to
put it on like a suit of clothes, fit it to his understandi ng.

Thi s thought brought the sensation that sonething intruded on his inner
awareness. He felt that an ancient being had risen there and exam ned him

It filled his whol e subconsci ous, peering, urgent, restless -- sensed only by
reflection, indistinct, blurred . . . but real. It noved within him
somet hi ng heavy and bl underi ng.

The sensation passed.
When it was gone, there was an enptiness in Dasein such that it explained the
whol e concept of being enpty. He felt hinmself to be a floating chip |ost on

an endl ess sea, fearful of every current and eddy that noved him

He knew he was projecting. He was afraid to go back down into the valley,
afraid to run away.

Jaspers.

There was another thing he had to do, Dasein knew. Again, he pictured the map
on Ceorge Nis's wall, the black tributary lines, the ganglia pattern



Cave.

He shivered, stared toward the distant bustling that was the Co-op. What |ay
hi dden there behind the chain fence, the guards, the dogs and the prow ing
bush buggy? There could be a way to find out. Dasein stepped fromthe truck
| ocked the cab. The only weapon he could find in the canper was a rusty
hunting knife with a nildewed sheath. He slipped the sheath onto his belt,
wor ki ng clunsily one-handed, feeling nore than a little foolish, but aware

al so of that inner sense of danger. There was a penlight, too. He pocketed
it.

The noverent set his shoul der throbbing. Dasein ignored the pain, telling
hinself it would be too easy to find a physical excuse for not doing what he
knew he had to do.

A narrow gane trail led down the hill fromthe upper end of the guard fence.
Dasei n picked his way down the trail, marking the path in the noonlight unti
it descended into brush-choked shadows.

Branches pulled at his clothing. He bulled his way through, guiding hinself
by the noon and the bustle of the Co-op, which was visible whenever he topped
a ridge. Watever the Santaroga nystery, Dasein knew, the answer |ay there
behi nd that chain fence.

Once, he stunbled and slid down a hillside into a dry creekbed. Follow ng the
creekbed brought himout onto a tiny alluvial plain that opened onto a
panoram c view of the Co-op and the valley beyond bathed in nmoonlight. Tw ce,
he startled deer, which went bounding and | eaping off into the night. There
were frequent scanpering sounds in the brush as small creatures fled his

bl underi ng approach.

Hol ding to a narrow gane trail, he came at last to a rock | edge about a

t housand yards fromthe Co-op's fence and five hundred feet above it. Dasein
sat down on a rock to catch his breath and, in the sudden silence, heard a
power ful engi ne | aboring somewhere to his right. A light swept the sky. He
crept back into a | ow copse of buck brush, crouched there.

The sound of the engine grew |l ouder, louder. A set of giant wheels clinbed
out against the stars to occupy a hill above him From sonewhere above the
wheels, a light flashed on, swept across the brush, probing, pausing, darting
back and forth.

Dasei n recogni zed the bush buggy, a monster vehicle sone two hundred feet

away. He felt exposed, naked with only a shield of thin brush between himand
that nightmare creation. The |light washed over the | eaves above him

Here it comes, he thought. 1It'Il come right down the hill onto ne.

The sound of the engine had grown muter while the bush buggy paused to search
its surroundings. It was so near Dasein heard a dog whining on it, remenbered
t he dogs that had acconpani ed Marden.

The dogs will snell ne, he thought.

He tried to draw hinself into as tight a ball as possible.

The engi ne sounds grew suddenly | ouder



Dasei n noved a branch, ventured a | ook through the brush, preparing hinself to
| eap up and run. But the big machine turned up the ridge upon which it had
energed. It passed across the hills above Dasein, the noise and |ight

recedi ng.

When it was gone, he took a nonent to calmhinself, crept out to the lip of
the rock | edge. Dasein saw then why the buggy had not cone down upon him
This was a dead end, no trail down fromhere. He would have to clinb up where
t he machi ne had energed upon the hill, backtrack on it to find a way down.

He started to turn away, paused at sight of a black gash in the floor of the

| edge off to his right. Dasein crossed to the break in the rock, |ooked down
into darkness. The break in the rock wasn't nore than three feet across,
opening out to the face of the | edge, narrowing to a point about twenty feet
to his right. Dasein knelt, risked a brief flash of his penlight. The light
reveal ed a snmoot h-wal | ed rock chi mey | eadi ng down to another |edge. Wat was
nore inmportant, he could see a gane trail down there in the noonlight. Dasein
slid his feet over the edge of the chimey, sat down there with his | egs
hangi ng i nto the darkness, considered the problem The injured shoul der nmade
himhesitate. Wthout that, he'd have gone right over, worked his way down,
back agai nst one side, feet against the other. Dangerous, yes -- but a thing
he had done many tinmes in nountains rougher than these. The other |edge was
no more than fifty feet down there.

He | ooked around him wondering if he dared risk it. In this instant, his
m nd offered up the datumthat he had forgotten to mail off the carbons of his
notes to Selador. It was like a cold dash of water in the face. He felt that

his own body had betrayed him that he had conspired against hinself.

How could | have forgotten? he wondered. There was anger in the thought, and
fear. Perspiration bathed his palms. He glanced at the |um nous dial of his
wristwatch: alnost midnight. There canme over himthen the al npst
overpowering desire to retrace his way back to the road and the canper.

He was suddenly nore afraid of what his own body night do to himthan he was
of any danger which could cone out of the night or of the clinb down this
sinmple rock chimey. Dasein sat there trenbling, recalling his feeling that
he was possessed. This was madness! He shook his head angrily.

There was no turning back; he had to go down there, find a way into that
Co-op, expose its secrets. VWile the strength of anger was upon him Dasein
probed across the chimmey with his feet, found the other side, slid off his
perch and began working his way down. At each nmovenment of his back, his
shoul der stabbed himwith pain. He gritted his teeth, felt his way down

t hrough the darkness. Rock scraped across his back. Once, his right foot
slipped and he strained with the left for purchase.

The floor of the chimey when he found it was al nost an anticlimax, a slope of
| oose rock which slid frombeneath his feet and cascaded hi mout onto the gane
trail he had seen from above.

Dasein lay there a nonment regaining his breath, allowing the fire in his
shoul der to subside to a dull throb. Presently, he struggled to his feet,
mar ked where the noonlighted trail led dowmn to his right. He picked his way
down through a screen of brush onto a sl oping neadow dotted with the dark
shapes of oaks. Monlight gleamed on the fence beyond the nmeadow. There it
was, the boundary of the Co-op. He wondered if he could clinmb that fence
one- handed. It would be galling to come this far only to be stopped by a
fence.



As he stood there exam ning the neadow and the fence, a deep humm ng sound
impressed itself on him It came fromoff to his right. He searched for the
source of the sound, eyes hunting through shadows. Was that a gl eam of netal
down there, something round enmerging fromthe meadow? He crouched lowin the
dry grass. There was a heavy odor of mushroons all around. He recognized it
abruptly -- the snell of Jaspers. It came over Dasein that he was staring at
a ventilator.

Venti |l at or!

He lifted hinself to his feet, trotted across the neadow toward the sound.
There was no mi staking that sound nor the wash of Jaspers-saturated air that
envel oped him There was a big fan at work down there under the earth.

Dasei n stopped beside the ventilator outlet. It was about four feet across,
stood approximately the sanme di stance above the meadow t opped by a cone-shaped
rain hood. He was about to exam ne the fastenings of the hood when he heard a
snuf fling sound and crackling of brush fromthe direction of the fence. He
ducked behind the ventilator as two uniforned guards emerged fromthe brush
beyond the fence, dogs sniffing hungrily ahead of them straining at their

| eashes.

If they get my scent, Dasein thought.

He crouched behind the ventilator breathing softly through his mouth. There
was a tickling sensation on the back of his tongue. He wanted to cough, clear
his throat, fought down the inpulse. Dogs and guards had stopped directly

bel ow hi m

A glaring light washed across the ventilator, swept the ground on both sides.
One of the dogs whined eagerly. There was a rattling sound, a sharp conmand
from one of the guards.

Dasein held his breath.

Agai n, something rattled. The sounds of guards and dogs noved al ong the
fence. Dasein ventured a quick glance around the ventilator. They were
flashing a light along the base of the fence, |ooking for tracks. One of the
guards | aughed. Dasein felt the touch of a |light breeze on his cheeks,
realized he was downwi nd fromthe dogs, allowed hinself to relax slightly.
The rattling sound cane once nore. Dasein saw it was one of the guards
draggi ng a stick along the fence.

The casual nmood of the guards caused himto relax even nore. He took a deep
breath. They were going over a low hill now, down the other side. The night
swal | owed them

Dasein waited until he no longer could hear them before straightening. His
left knee was trenbling and it took a nmonent for this to subside.

Guards, dogs, that big bush buggy -- all spoke of something inportant here.
Dasei n nodded to hinself, began exam ning the ventilator. There was a heavy
screen beneath the rain cap. He ventured a flash of the penlight, saw hood
and screen were a welded unit held to the ventilator by heavy sheet netal
SCrews.

Dasei n brought out his hunting knife, tried one of the screws. Metal
screeched against nmetal as he turned it. He stopped, listened. His ears
detected only the sounds of the night. There was an ow somewhere in the
brush above him Its mournful call floated across the night. Dasein returned



to the screw. It came out in his hand and he pocketed it, noved on to the
next one. There were four in all

Wien the | ast screw was out, he tried the screen. It and the hood lifted with
a rasping netallic protest. He flashed his penlight inside, saw snooth netal
wal I s going strai ght down about fifteen feet before curving back toward the
hills.

Dasein returned the screen and hood to their normal position, went searching
under the oaks until he found a fallen branch about six feet long. He used
this to prop the hood and screen, peered once nore down the ventilator wth
t he penli ght.

It was going to take two hands getting in there, he realized. No other way.
Gitting his teeth, he removed the sling, stuffed it into a pocket. Even

wi t hout the sling, he knew the armwasn't going to be nuch use . . . except
perhaps in an energency. He felt the rimof the ventilator -- sharp, rough
metal. The sling, he thought. He brought it out, rolled it into a pad for
his hands. Using this pad, he haul ed hinself across the Iip of the
ventilator. The pad slipped and he felt nmetal bite his stomach. He grabbed

t he edge, swung hinself inward. Metal ripped buttons off his shirt. He heard
themcl atter somewhere below. Hi's good hand found a purchase over a bit of
the sling; he dropped down, pain screaming in his injured shoul der, swung his
feet to the opposite side, turned and braced hinmself. Feet and back held. He
slipped the hunting knife out of its sheath, reached up, knocked the linb prop
asi de.

Screen and hood canme down with a clang he felt nust have been heard for a
mle. He waited, l|istening.

Si |l ence
Slow y, he began inching his way down.

Presently, his feet encountered the curve. He straightened, used the
penlight. The ventilator slanted back under the hill at a gentle slope of
about twenty degrees. There was sonething soft under his left foot. The
light revealed the sling. He picked it up. The front of his shirt was
sticking to his skin. He turned the light on it, saw red wetness, a section
of skin scraped off by the lip of the ventilator. The pain was as a ninor
scratch compared to his shoul der

I'"'ma ness, he thought. What the hell am | doing here?

The answer was there in his nmind, clear and disturbing. He was here because
he had been maneuvered into a oneway passage as direct and confining as this
ventilator tube. Selador and friends fornmed one side of the passage; Jenny
and fell ow Santarogans forned the other side.

And here he was.

Dasein lifted the sling. It was torn but still serviceable. He gripped one
end in his teeth, managed to restore it to a senblance of its former position

There was only one way to go now. He dropped to his knees, craw ed backward
down the ventilator, using his |light occasionally to probe the darkness.

The Jaspers odor filled the confined space. It was a tangy essence of
mushroons here. He received the distinct inpression it cleared his head.



The tube went on and on and on . . . He took it one step at atine. It
curved slowy toward what he felt was south and the sl ope steepened. Once, he
slipped, slid downward for twenty feet, cutting his left hand on a rivet. He
wasn't positive, but he thought the sound of the fan notor grew | ouder

Again, the tube turned -- and again. Dasein lost all sense of direction in
the confining darkness. Wy had they constructed this ventilator with so many
turns? he wondered. Had they followed a natural fault in the rock? It seened
likely.

Hs left foot encountered an edge of enptiness. Dasein stopped, used the
penlight. Its feeble glowillumnated a flat nmetal wall about six feet away
and a square of shadows beneath it. He turned the |ight downward, exposed a
box-1i ke opening about five feet deep with a heavy screen for one side. The
sound of the fan notor cane from sonewhere behind the screen and it definitely
was | ouder here.

Bracing hinmself with a hand in the screen, Dasein |lowered hinmself into the
box. He stood there a nonment exam ning his surroundings. The wall opposite
the screen appeared different fromthe others. There were six roundhead bolts
init held by flanged netal keepers as though they'd been designed to stay in
that position while nuts were tightened fromthe outside.

Dasein pried up one of the flanges with his knife, turned the bolt. It noved
easily, too easily. He pulled back on it, turned it once nore. That took
nore effort and he was rewarded by having the bolt work backward into his
hand. The nut dropped outside with a sound of falling on wood. He waited,
listening for a response to that sound. Not hing.

Dasein put his eye to the bolt hole, peered out into an eerie red gloom As
his eye grew accustoned to it, he nmade out a section of heavy screen across
from him packages pil ed behind the screen

He drew back. Well, Nis had said this was a storage cave.

Dasein applied hinmself to the other bolts. He left the bolt in the upper
right corner, bent the metal out and swung it aside. There was a wooden
catwal k i mmedi ately below himwith three wing nuts on it. He slipped out to
t he catwal k, scooped up the wing nuts. The other nuts obviously had dropped
t hrough the space between the boards of the wal k. He |ooked around, studying
what he saw with care, absorbing the inplications of this place.

It was a troglodyte cave illuminated by dimred light. The Iight came from
gl obes beneath the catwal k and above it, casting enornous shadows on a rock
wal | behind the ventilator panel and over stacked tiers of cage-walled
conpartnents. The cages were stuffed with packages and rem nded Dasei n of
not hing nore than a public freezer |ocker.

The richly noist odor of Jaspers was all around him

A sign to his right down the catwal k | abeled this area as "Bay 21 - D1 to
J-5."

Dasein returned his attention to the ventilator, restored three of the bolts,
forcing the cover plate back into position. A crease remained in the mnetal
where he had bent it, but he thought it would pass casual inspection

He | ooked up and down the catwal k.

Where woul d he find one of these conpartnents he could open to exam ne the



contents? He crossed to the one opposite the ventilator plate, |ooked for a
door. Could he find a conpartrent |eft unlocked by a carel ess Santarogan

provi ded he could find the door? There apparently was no door on the first
conpartnent he inspected. The lack of a door filled Dasein with unease.
There had to be a door

He stepped back, studied the line of compartnments, gasped as he saw t he
answer. The fronts of the compartnents slid aside in wooden channel s
and there were no locks. Sinple peg |atches held them Dasein opened the

front of a conpartment, pulled out a small cardboard box. |Its |abel read:
"Auntie Beren's spiced crab apples. Ex. April '55." He replaced the box,
extracted a sal am -shaped package. |Its |label read: "Linburger exposed early

1929." Dasein replaced the linburger, closed the conpartment. Exposed?

Met hodi cal |y, Dasein worked his way down the line in Bay 21, exam ning one or
two packages in each conmpartnent. Mbst of the tine it was witten "Ex" with a
date. The ol der packages spelled it out. Exposed.

Dasein sensed his mnd racing. Exposed. Exposed to what? How?

The sound of footsteps on the | ower catwal k behi nd hi m brought Dasein whirling
around, muscles tense. He heard a conpartnent door slide open. Papers
rustl ed.

Softly, Dasein worked his way along the catwal k away fromthe sound. He
passed steps, one set |eading up, one down, hesitated. He couldn't be certain
whet her he was goi ng deeper into the cave conplex or out of it. There was
anot her catwal k above him a rock ceiling dimMy visible above that. There
appeared to be at least three tiers of catwal ks bel ow him

He chose the steps going up, lifted his head slowy above the floor |evel of
t he next wal k, glanced both ways. Enpty.

This level was |ike the one bel ow except for the rock ceiling. The rock
appeared to be a formof granite, but with oily brown veins.

Moving as silently as he could, Dasein clinbed out onto the wal k, noved back
in the direction of the ventilator listening for the person he had heard on
the | ower |evel

Soneone was whistling down there, an idiot tune repeated endl essly. Dasein
pressed his back against a cage, peered down through the openings in the walk.
There came a scraping of wood agai nst wood. The whistling went away to his
left, receded into silence.

That probably was the way out, then. He had heard the person down there but
hadn't been able to see him-- a fact which could work both ways.

Placing his feet carefully, Dasein noved along the walk. He came to a cross
way, peered around it. Enpty both ways. The gl oom appeared a little thicker
to the left.

It occurred to Dasein that up to this point he hadn't felt the need to worry
about how he was going to get out of the cave conplex. He had been too intent
on solving the nystery. But the nystery remained . . . and here he was.

| can't just go marching out, he thought. O can't 1? Wat could they do to
me?

H s throbbi ng shoul der, nenory of the gas jet, the know edge that two previous



investigators had died in this valley -- these were sufficient answer to the
qguestion, he thought.

Wod sl ammed agai nst wood off to the front and bel ow. Foot steps pounded al ong
a catwal k -- at least two pair of feet, possibly nore. The running stopped

al nost directly beneath him There canme a | ow voi ced conversation, nostly
unintelligible and sounding like instructions. Dasein recognized only three
words -- ". . . back . . ."" . . . amay . . ." and a third word which set him
in motion running softly down the dimside passage to his left.

ventil at or
A man beneath himhad said "ventilator" sharply and distinctly.
The poundi ng of feet resuned down there spreadi ng out through the catwal ks.

Dasei n searched frantically ahead for a place to hide. There was a sound of
machi nery humm ng somewhere down there. The catwal k turned left at about a
fifteen degree angle, and he saw the cave walls were converging here -- fewer
tiers below and snaller conmpartments on each side. The wal k angled nore
sharply to the right and there was only his wal k and the one bel ow, single
conpartnents on each side.

He had put hinself into a dead-end side passage, Dasein realized. Still,
there was the sound of nachi nery ahead.

H s catwal k ended in a set of wooden stairs going down. There was no choice;
he coul d hear soneone runni ng behind him

Dasei n went down.

The stairs turned left into a rock passage -- no conpartments, just the cave.
There was a | ouvered door on the right, |loud sound of an electric nmotor in
there. Hi s pursuer was at the head of the steps above.

Dasei n opened the door, slipped through, closed the door. He found hinself in
a rectangul ar chanber about fifty feet long, twenty feet wide and sone fifteen
feet to the ceiling. A row of large electric notors lined the left wall, al

of them extending into round netal throats with fanbl ades blurring the air
there. The far wall was one giant metal screen and he could feel air rushing
out of it toward the fans.

The right wall was piled high with cardboard cartons, sacks and wood boxes.
There was a space between the pile and the ceiling and it appeared darker up
there. Dasein scranbled up the pile, crawled along it, alnmost fell into a
space hol | owed out of boxes and sacks near the far end. He slid into the
hol e, found hinmself on what felt |ike blankets. Hi s hand encountered

somet hing metallic, which groping fingers identified as a flashlight.

The | ouvered door slammed open. Feet pounded into the room Someone
scranbled up the far end of the pile. A woman's voice said: "Nothing up
here.”

There came the sound of someone dropping lightly to the floor

There'd been sonmething fam liar about the wonan's voice. Dasein was wlling
to swear he'd heard it before

A man said: "Why'd you run this way? Did you hear sonething?"



"I thought so, but | wasn't sure," the worman said.
"You sure there's nothing on top of the stores?"
"Look for yourself."

"Doggone, | wish we could use real lights in here.”

"Now, don't you go doi ng something foolish."

"Don't worry about nme. Doggone that Jenny anyway, getting herself m xed up
with an outsider!"”

"Don't pick on Jenny. She knows what she's doing."

"I guess so, but it sure makes a lot of stupid extra work, and you know what's
liable to happen if we don't find himpretty soon."

"So let's hurry it up."”
They went out, closed the door

Dasein lay quietly absorbing the inmport of what they'd said. Jenny knew what
she was doing, did she? What would happen if they didn't find hinf

It felt good to stretch out on the bl ankets. Hi s shoul der was a steady aching
throb. He brought up the flashlight he'd found here, pressed its switch. The
thing produced a dull red glow. The light revealed a tight little nest --

bl ankets, a pillow, a canteen half full of water. He drank sonme of it
thirstily, found it heavy w th Jaspers.

He supposed nothing in the cave could escape that flavor.

A fit of shivering took over his muscles. The canteen's cap rattled as he
replaced it. Wen the trenbling passed, he sat staring at the canteen in the
dimred |ight.

Not hi ng in the cave coul d escape the Jaspers flavor

That was it!

Exposed!
Sonething that could exist in this cave -- a nould or a fungus, sonething
rel ated to mushroons and dark places, sonething that wouldn't travel . . . a

Jaspers somet hi ng i nvaded anythi ng exposed to this environnent.

But why was it so inportant to keep this fact secret? Wy the dogs and the
guar ds?

He heard the | ouvered door open, close, turned off the red flashlight.
Soneone ran lightly across the rock floor to a point just bel ow him

"Gl bert Dasein!" a voice hissed at him

Dasei n stiffened.
"It's WIlla Burdeaux," the voice hissed. "It's Wlla, Jenny's friend. 1| know
you're in there, in the place Cal made for us. Now, you listen. Arnulf wll
be right back fromthe upper end and | have to be out of here before that.



You don't have nuch time. There's too nuch Jaspers in here for soneone who's
not used to it. You're breathing it and it's going in your pores and
everything."

What the hel |l ? Dasein thought.

He crawl ed up out of the nest, |eaned out and | ooked down at WI|a Burdeaux's
dar k, harshly-beautiful face

"Why can't | take too rmuch of it?" he asked.

"Hasn't that Jenny expl ai ned anything to you?" she whispered. "Well, no tine
now. You have to get out of here. Do you have a watch?"

"Yes, but . . . "

"There's no time to explain; just listen. Gve ne fifteen mnutes to get
Arnul f out of the way. He's such a prig. In fifteen m nutes you cone out of
this room Turn left the way you cane in, but go down instead of up. Take
the second crossway to your left and after that keep to your left. [It's easy
to remenber. Left turns only. You want the ranmp out of Bay 2-G |'ve left
the ranp's door unlocked. Lock it after you. 1t'lIl be about twenty steps
straight in front of that door to an energency gate. The gate's unlocked. Go
out and lock it after you. The Inn's right across the road. You ought to be
able to make that on your own."

"Apparently, you've been rather busy."

"I was in the office when they sounded the alarm Now, get down out of sight
and do just what | told you."

Dasei n ducked back into the nest.

Presently, he heard the door open and close. He |ooked at his wi stwatch:
five mnutes to three a.m \Were had the tine gone?

Coul d he believe WIIla Burdeaux? he wonder ed.

There' d been sonet hi ng about that black pixie face, an intensity . . . Dasein
t hought of conpartments | oaded with valuable food, all unlocked. Wy should
this evidence of a basic honesty alarmhin? Perhaps it wasn't honesty. Fear
could control behavior, too.

Coul d he believe WIla? D d he have a choice?

So this was a trysting place Cal Nis had made for the two of them Wy not?
People in love usually wanted to be al one together.

Jenny knew what she was doi ng.

What did she know?

Hs mnd felt clear and oiled, working at a furious pace. What was the danger
i n exposure to Jaspers? He thought of that dull-eyed Iline he'd glinpsed up
there in the Co-op.

Was t hat what happened?

Dasei n fought down a seige of trenbling.



Ten mnutes after three, the nmonment of decision, came nore quickly than he
wanted. He had no choice and knew it. Hi s shoulder had gone stiff and there
was a pai nful burning along his scraped chest and stomach. Favoring his
shoul der, Dasein eased hinself down off the storage pile.

The ranp door was unlocked as Wlla had promsed. He let hinself out into a
dar kened side yard, hesitated. The stars overhead | ooked cold and close. It
was cold. He felt goose pinples along his arms. There was no sign of a guard
out here, but he glinpsed |ights and notion far up on the hillside.

Lock the ranp door, she'd said.

Dasei n | ocked the door, darted across the yard. It was a narrow gate in the
chain fence. The hinges creaked and he thought the latch unnaturally I oud.
There was a hasp and padl ock. He closed the Iock

A narrow path led along the fence to the road. There was the Inn across the
way -- dark, but inviting. A dimyellowlight glowed through the double
doors. Using the Iight as a beacon, Dasein |linped down the path and across to
the Inn.

The | obby was enmpty, nost of its lights turned off. There was the sound of
snoring fromthe sw tchboard room behi nd the desk

Dasein slipped quietly across the |obby, up the stairs and down the hall to
his room

The key -- had he turned it in or left it in the truck? No . . . here it was
in his pocket. He opened the door softly, stepped into the darkness of his
room He'd spent only one night in this roombut it suddenly was a haven.

The truck! It was still up there on the road to Porterville. The hell wth
it. He'd hire a ride up tonorrow and drive it down.

That Wl a Burdeaux! Wy had she done this?

Dasei n began slipping out of his clothes. He wanted nothing nore than a hot
shower and bed. It was slow work undressing in the dark, but he knew a |ight
m ght tell soneone what time he'd returned.

What difference does that make? he asked hinself. H s clothing, torn, smeared
with dirt, still stinking of the cave, was evi dence enough of where he'd been
and what he'd done.

Abruptly, he felt he no |l onger could sneak around.

Angry at hinself, he turned on the light.

Directly ahead of himon the bedstand was a bottle of beer with a note

attached to it. Dasein lifted the note, read it: "This isn't nuch, but it's
all I could get. You'll need it in the morning. 1'll call Jenny and tell her
you're all right. -- Wlla."

Dasei n picked up the bottle, |ooked at the |abel. There was a blue stanmp on

it: "Exposed January 1959."



Chapter 5

A steady, |oud poundi ng i nvaded Dasei n's dream

He felt he was trapped inside a giant drum Reverberations beat through his
brain. Each drunbeat becane a stab of pain along his tenples, through his
shoul ders, across his stomach.

He was the drum That was it!

Hs lips were dry. Thirst spread a scabby dustiness over his throat. Hs
tongue was thick, fuzzy.

My God! Wbuld the poundi ng never stop?

He awoke feeling he'd been caught in a caricature of a hangover. The bl ankets
were twi sted around his body, imuobilizing his injured shoulder. The shoul der
felt better, and that was a relief, but something had to be done about his
head and that insane poundi ng.

Hs free armwas asleep. It tingled painfully when he tried to nove it.
Sunlight filtered through a tear in the curtain on the rooms single w ndow.
One thin ray outlined in dust notes stabbed across the room It dazzled him
hurt his eyes.

That dammed poundi ng!

"Hey! Open up in there!"

It was a nasculine voice from outside

Dasein felt he knew that voice. Marden, the CHP captain? Wat was he doing
here at this hour. Dasein lifted his wistwatch, stared at it -- ten
twenty-five.

The poundi ng resuned.

"Just a minute!" Dasein shouted. H's own voice sent waves of pain through his
head. Bl essedly, the pounding stopped.

Dasein gasped with relief, twisted hinmself out of the blankets, sat up. The
room s walls began going around and around in a mad circle.

For the | ove of heaven! he thought. |'ve heard of hangovers, but nothing |like
this.

"Open the door, Dasein."
That definitely was Marden.
"Right with you," Dasein rasped.

What's wong with me? he wondered. He knew he'd had no nore than the beers
with dinner. They couldn't possibly explain his present malaise. Could it be



del ayed reaction to the gas?
Beer.
There was sonet hi ng about beer

Slowy so as not to dislocate his neck, Dasein turned his head toward the
bedstand. Yes, there was a beer. WIIla had thoughtfully provi ded an opener
He | evered the cap off the bottle, drank hungrily.

Waves of soothing relief spread out fromhis stomach. He put down the enpty
bottle, stood up. Hair of the dog. he thought. Hair of the Jaspers dog.
The bottle was redolent with the mushroom tang.

"Are you all right in there, Dasein?"

To hell with you, mister, Dasein thought. He tried to take a step, was
rewarded with instant nausea and a wave of dizziness. He |eaned against the
wal | breathing slowy, deeply.

' msick, he thought. 1've caught somet hing.
The beer felt as though it had begun to boil in his stonach.
"Open this door, Dasein! Now "

Al right -- all right, Dasein thought. He stunbled to the door, unlocked it,
st epped back.

The door was flung open to reveal Al Marden in uniform the captain's bars
glistening at his neck. His visored cap was pushed back to reveal a sweaty
band of red hair.

"Well," he said. "Haven't we been the busy one?" He stepped into the room

cl osed the door. He carried sonething round and chroned in his left hand -- a
thernmbs. What the devil was he doing here at this hour with a thernos? Dasein
wonder ed.

One hand against the wall to steady hinmsel f, Dasein nade his way back to the
bed, sat on the edge.

Mar den fol | owed.
"I hope you're worth all this trouble," he said.

Dasei n | ooked up at the narrow, cynical face, renenbering the glinpse he'd had
of the hi gh-wheel ed bush buggy wheeling down the road out there w th Marden
steering, and the dogs beside him That had been a proper setting for this
man. There was an el evated | ook about him a

peeri ng-down-at-the-world' s-stupidity. Wat was it about hinf? Was it the
Sant aroga | ook? But what had the Porterville deputies seen, then? What had
the man in the Chrysler seen

Do | |look that way? Dasei n wonder ed.

"I brought you sone coffee,"” Marden said. "You look Iike you could use it."
He opened the thernos, poured steamng anber liquid into the cup-top

A rich snell of Jaspers rode on the steamfromthe cup. The snell set Dasein
trenbling, sent a pulsing, throbbing ache through his head. The ache seened



timed to a wavering reflection on the surface of the coffee as Marden
presented it.

Dasein took the cup in both hands, tipped his head back and drank with a
gul pi ng eagerness. The coffee produced the same sensation of soothing as the
beer.

Marden refilled the cup.

Dasein held it beneath his nose, inhaled the Jaspers rich steam Hi s headache
began to fade. There was a hunger in himfor the coffee that he realized went
beyond the cravings from a hangover

"Drink up," Marden said.

Dasei n sipped the coffee. He could feel it settling his stomach, his nind
comng alert. Marden no |onger appeared superior -- only amused.

Why was a hangover anusing?

"The Jaspers, that's what gave ne the screamng fantods, isn't it?" Dasein
asked. He returned the cup

Marden concentrated on restoring the cap to the thernos.

"A person can get too much of it, eh?" Dasein persisted, recalling what Wl I a
Bur deaux had sai d.

"Overexposure too soon can cause a hangover," Marden admtted. "You'll be al
ri ght when you get used to it."

"So you canme up to play the good Samaritan,"” Dasein said. He could feel the

begi nni ngs of anger.

"We found your truck up on the Porterville road and got worried about you,"
Marden said. "You can't abandon a vehicle |ike that."

"l didn't abandon it."
"Ch? Wat'd you do?"
"I went for a walk."

"And caused one helluva |l ot of trouble,” Marden said. "If you wanted a tour
of the Co-op and the storage caves, all you had to do was ask."

"And 1'd have had a nice safe guided tour."
"Any kind of tour you wanted."

"So you canme up to arrest ne."

"Arrest you? Don't talk stupid.”

"How d you know where | was?"

Marden | ooked at the ceiling, shook his head. "You're all alike, you young
folks," he said. "That Wlla's too damm' romantic, but she doesn't lie worth
git all. None of us do, | guess.”" He turned his glance full of cynica

anusement on Dasein. "You feeling better?"



"Yes!"

"Aren't we the intense one." He pursed his lips. "By the way, we broke into
your truck and hot-wired it to drive it down. It's parked out front."
"Cee, thanks."

Dasei n | ooked down at his hands. Anger and frustration twi sted through him

He knew Marden wasn't a fit object for this anger . . . nor Jenny . . . nor
Piaget . . . No person or thing presented itself to himas an object for
anger -- yet the enpotion remained. He trenbled with it.

"You sure you're all right?" Marden asked.
"Yes, I'mall right!"

"Ckay, okay," Marden murmured. He turned away, but not before Dasein saw the
smle formng on his |ips.

The smile, not the man, brought Dasein's anger to focus. That smilel It
enbodi ed Santaroga -- self-satisfied, superior, secretive. He junped to his
feet, strode to the wi ndow, whipped up the curtain.

Bl azi ng sunshine on a flower garden, a snmall stream and beyond that the flat

with its broken edge dropping down into the redwoods. It was a day of brassy
heat with the oaks sitting notionless, sun-drenched on the hillsides. He
counted three plunes of snoke hanging on the still air, glinpsed a serpentine

track of blue-green river in the distance.

This val e of pastoral beauty that was Santaroga, this was a fitting object for
hi s anger, Dasein decided: Santaroga, this island of people in the

wi | derness. He pictured the valley as a swarm ng place behind a facade |like a
pyram d: solid, faceless, enduring. 1In there, behind the facade, Santaroga
did something to its people. They |ost personal identity and becane masks for
somet hing that was the sane in all of them

He sensed a one-poi ntedness here such that every Santarogan becanme an
ext ensi on of every other Santarogan. They were |like rays spreading out froma
pi nhol e in a black curtain.

What | ay behind the black curtain?

There, he knew, was the real substance against which his anger was directed.
The valley existed within an evil enchantnent. The Santarogans had been
trapped by a black sorcery, transnuted into the facel ess pyranid

Wth this thought, Dasein's anger faded. He realized he, too, had a place in
this pyramid. It was |like an ecological pyramd planted in the w | derness
except for this gnonme-change. The base of the pyramd had been firmy

i thedded in the earth, extending roots deep into a noist, dank cave.

He coul d see the shape of his problem
One thing set this valley apart -- Jaspers. It brought Santarogans back as
t hough they were addicted. He thought of his own craving reaction. It was

t he substance of the cave, the thing the pores drank and the |ungs inhal ed.

Marden stirred in the room behind him



Dasei n turned, | ooked at the man.

Sant ar ogans became extensions of that cave and its substance. There was a
drug-effect at work in this valley. It was a material in a way sinmlar to
| ysergic acid diethylanide -- LSD

How did it work? he wonder ed.
Did it shift the serotonin bal ance?

Dasein felt his mnd working with remarkable clarity, sorting out
possibilities, setting up avenues of investigation

"If you're feeling all right now, 1'll be running along,"” Marden said.
"Before you get any nore harebrained ideas for night excursions, let us know,
huh?"

"Well, naturally," Dasein said
For sone reason, this provoked a fit of laughter in Marden. He was stil
| aughing as he let hinmself out.

"To hell with you, w se-guy Santarogan," Dasein nuttered.

He turned back to the w ndow.

hjectivity was going to be a problem he saw. He had no guinea pig except
hinsel f. What was the Jaspers effect on hinself? An inpression of heightened
awareness? Could it be an actual hei ghtened awareness in the pattern of LSD?
This would require careful evaluation. Wat was the source of the

nor ni ng-after synptons? Wt hdrawal ?

He began to focus on the Santaroga personality pattern, their alertness, their
abrupt mannerisns, their apparent honesty. |If awareness actually were

hei ght ened, woul d that explain the honest advertising? Could you be anything
but bluntly honest with a w de-awake human bei ng?

Avenues of attack opened all around. Barriers collapsed |ike sand walls
bef ore the waves of his new awareness, but the exposed vistas contained their
own nysteries. Jenny.

Agai n, Dasein recalled how she'd been dropped fromthe university's attenpt to
evaluate LSD. No apparent reaction. The ones running the tests had wanted to
expl ore this phenonenon, but Jenny had refused. Why? She'd been witten off,
of course -- "a curious anomaly." The evaluation had gone on to its natura
end in the publicity fiasco. Jenny.

Dasein went into the shower, humming to hinself, his mnd busy. His shoul der
felt remarkably inproved in spite of the way he'd mistreated it during the
night . . . or perhaps because of that -- the exercise.

"Il call Jenny, he thought, as he dressed. Maybe we can nmeet for |unch

The prospect of seeing Jenny filled himwith a wondering delight. He sensed
his own protectiveness toward her, the nutual enotional dependence. Love,
that was what it was. It was a sensation that wouldn't submit to analysis.

It could only be experienced.

Dasei n sober ed.



H s | ove for Jenny required that he save her fromthe Santaroga enchant nment.
She'd have to hel p hi mwhet her she knew it or not, whether she wanted it or
not .

A brisk doubl e knock sounded on his door.

"Cone in," he called.

Jenny slipped in, closed the door

She wore a white dress, red scarf, red handbag and shoes. The outfit made her
skin appear dark and exotic. She paused a nonent at the door, her hand
resting lightly on the knob, eyes wi de and probing.

"Jen!" he said.

Al in one swift dash, she was across the roominto his arms, huggi ng him
Her |ips were warm and soft on his. There was a clean spicy snell about her

She pul | ed back, |ooked up at him "Oh, darling, | was so frightened. | kept
i magi ning you driving off a cliff somewhere, your car w ecked, you in the
wreckage. Then WIlla called. Wy would you do such a thing?"

He put a finger on the tip of her nose, pressed gently. "lI'mperfectly
capabl e of taking care of nyself."

"I don't know about that. Do you feel all right now? | met A in the |obby.
He said he brought you sone Jaspers coffee."

"I"ve had ny hair of the dog."

"Your hair of . . . GCh. But why would you . '
"But me no buts. I'msorry | worried you, but |I have a job to do."
"Ch, that!"

"I"'mgoing to do the job I'm being paid to do."
"You gave your word, | suppose?"

"That's only part of it."

"Then they'll have to get something fromyou."

"More than sonething, Jenny, nilove."

She grinned. "I like it when you call nme your |ove."
"Stop changi ng the subject.”

"But it's such a nice subject.”

"Agreed. Another tinme, though, eh?"

"How about toni ght ?"

"You're a forward wench, aren't you

"l know what | want."



Dasei n found hinsel f studying her there in his arns. Wat had WIlla said?
"Jenny knows what she's doing." \Whatever it was, he couldn't doubt her |ove
for him It was there in her eyes and her voice, a radiance and vivacity that
couldn't be m staken

Still, there was the certainty two men had died on this investigation --
accidents! The fading pain in his shoulder and its inplications couldn't be
doubt ed ei ther.

"You're so quiet suddenly," Jenny said, |ooking up at him
He took a deep breath. "Can you get me sonme Jaspers?"

"I almpst forgot," she said. She pulled away, rummaged in her handbag. "I
brought you a square of cheese and sone wheat crackers for your lunch today.

They're fromUncle Larry's locker. | knew you'd need it because . . ." She
broke of f, produced a sack fromthe bag. "Here they are." She proffered a
brown paper sack, stared at him "G1l! You said Jaspers." There was a wary

| ook in her eyes.

"Why not?" He took the bag. She was reluctant to part with it, her fingers
trailing across the paper as he pulled it away.

"I don't want to trick you, darling," she said.

"Trick ne? How?"

She swal | owed and her eyes glistened with unshed tears. "W gave you an
awful ly strong dose | ast night, and then you went down into that stupid cave.

Was it bad this norning?"

"I had quite a hangover, if that's what you mean."

"I can just barely remenber how it was when | was a child," she said. "Wen
you' re grow ng up, your body changing, there are sone severe netabolic
adjustments. At the school, when | took part in that crazy LSD test, | had a
hangover the next norning." She ran a finger along his forehead. "Poor dear

I'd have been here this norning, but Uncle Larry needed ne in the clinic.
Anyway, he said you weren't in any danger; WIlla got you out in tinme."

"What woul d' ve happened if she hadn't got ne out?"

Her eyes cl ouded as though with pain.

"What ?" he insisted.

"You nustn't think about that."

" About what ?"

"It can't happen to you anyway. Uncle Larry says you're the wong type."
"Wong type for what -- turning into a zonbie like those | saw in the Co-op?"
"Zonbi es? Wiat're you tal ki ng about ?"

He described what he'd glinpsed through the w de door

"Ch . . . them" She | ooked away fromhim her manner suddenly distant.



"G lbert, are you going to put themin your report?"
"Maybe. "

"You nustn't."

"Way not? Wio are they? What are they?"

"W take care of our own," she said. "They're useful menbers of the
conmunity."

"But not quite all there."

"That's right." She | ooked up at himwith a fierce intensity. "If the state
takes them over, they'll be noved out of the valley -- nmpbst of them That can
be very bad for Santarogans, Glbert. Believe ne."

"I believe you."

"I knew you woul d."

"They're the failures, eh? The ones Jaspers ruined."

"Glbert!" she said. Then -- "It's not what you think. Jaspers is
somet hing wonderful. W call it a 'Consciousness Fuel.' |t opens your eyes
and your ears, it turns on your mnd, it . . ." She broke off, smled at him

"But you al ready know. "

"I know what it appears to be," he said. He glanced at the bag in his hand.
What did he hold here? Was it a paradisical gift for all mankind or sonething
out of hell? Ws it the evil enchantnment he'd pictured, or an ultimate

fr eedon®

"I't's wonderful and you know it by now, " Jenny said.
"Then why aren't you all shouting it fromthe rooftops?" he demanded.
"G1l!" She stared at himaccusingly.

Abruptly, Dasein thought of what Meyer Davidson's reaction would be
Davi dson and his cohorts, the eager young executives and the hard-eyed ol der
nen.

What he held here in his hand was their eneny.

To those nen in their oddly simlar dark suits, their cold eyes wei ghing and
di smi ssing everything, the people of this valley were a foe to be defeated.
As he thought of it, Dasein realized all custoners were "The Eneny" to these
men. Davidson and his kind were pitted agai nst each other, yes, conpetitive,
but anong thensel ves they betrayed that they were pitted nore against the
masses who exi sted beyond that inner ring of know edgeabl e financi al

oper ati on.

The alignnent was apparent in everything they did, in their words as well as
their actions. They spoke of "package grab-level"” and "container flash tine"

-- of "puff limt" and "acceptance threshold."” It was an "in" |anguage of
mlitarylike maneuvering and conmbat. They knew whi ch height on a shelf was
nost apt to make a custoner grab an item They knew the "flash tine" -- the

shel f wi dth needed for certain containers. They knew how rmuch enpty air could
be "puffed"” into a package to make it appear a greater bargain. They knew how



much price and package mani pul ati on the custoner would accept w thout jarring
himinto a "rejection pattern.”

And we're their spies, Dasein thought. The psychiatrists and psychol ogists --
all the "social scientists" -- we're the espionage arm

He sensed the vast naneuvering of these armies, the conspiracy to nmaintain
"The Enemnmy" in a sleepy state of unawareness -- malleable. Whatever the

| eaders of these armes did anbng thenselves to each other, they naintained
their inner code. No one betrayed the real war.

Dasei n never before viewed the market-study world in quite this way. He
t hought of the brutal honesty in Santaroga's advertising, crunpled the neck of
t he paper bag in his hand.

What was this stuff doing to hin? He turned away from Jenny to hide a surge
of anger. It was naking himinmagi ne crazy things! Armes!

There was no way to avoid Jaspers here in Santaroga. The investigation
required that he not avoid it.

I must insinuate myself into their mnds, he rem nded hinself. | rnust live
their life, think as they think

He saw the situation then as Jenny and her fellow Santarogans nust see it.
They were involved in a formof guerrilla warfare. They had achi eved a way of
[ife which wouldn't be tolerated by the outside. Santaroga offered too nuch
of a threat to the oligarchs of the noney-industry world. The only hope for
Santaroga lay in isolation and secrecy.

Shout it fromthe rooftops, indeed. No wonder she'd snapped at himin
surprise

Dasei n turned, |ooked at Jenny standing there patiently waiting for himto
think his way through the maze. She sniled encouragingly at himand he
suddenly saw all Santarogans through her. They were the buffal o Indians,
peopl e who needed to get away by thenselves, to live and hunt in the way their
instincts told them The trouble was, they lived in a world which couldn't be
culturally neutral. That world out there would keep trying to nake people --
all people -- be everywhere alike.

Straddling both worlds, thinking with the drug and thinking with his nenories
of the outside, he felt a deep sadness for Jenny. Santaroga woul d be
destroyed -- no doubt of that.

"I"'msure you see it," Jenny said.

"Jaspers woul d be equated with LSD, with narcotics,"” he said. "It'd be
| egi sl ated agai nst as the Santaroga hashish. You' d be sneered out of
exi stence, destroyed."

"I never doubted you'd understand once you were exposed,"” she said. She nmoved
into his arms, |eaned against him hugging himfiercely. "I trusted you, GI.
| knew | couldn't be wong about you."

He couldn't find words to answer her. A profound sadness held him Exposed.
"You'll still have to do your report, of course,” she said. "It wouldn't

solve anything if you failed. They'd just find sonebody else. W're getting
kind of tired of it."



"Yes -- 1I'll have to do a report,"” he said

"W understand. "

Her voice sent a shudder through Dasein. "W understand." That was the W
whi ch had searched his bag, had alnost killed him. . . had actually killed
two nen.

"Why are you shivering?" Jenny asked.

"Just a chill," he said.

He thought then of the thing he had sensed |urking just beyond his awareness,
that restless, urgently peering ancient being which had risen within his
consci ousness like the neck of a dinosaur. It was still there, studying,

wai ting to judge.

"I only work half a day today," Jenny said. "Some of ny friends have arranged
a picnic at the lake. They want to neet you." She |eaned back, peered up at
him "I want to show you off, too."

"I . . . don't think I can go swi mmng," he said.
"Your poor shoulder," she said. "I know But the |lake's beautiful this tinme
of year. W'Il have a bonfire tonight."

Which W is that? he asked hinsel f.

"It sounds wonderful," he said.

And he wondered as he spoke why his stomach knotted with a congestion of fear.
He told hinmself it wasn't Jenny he feared -- not this warm and beauti ful
worman. It mght be goddess-Jenny he feared, though . . . this was a thought
that rose in his nmind to leer at him

Dasei n sneered at hinself then, thinking that he read too nmuch into every
nuance of this valley and its people. That was the psychoanal yst's di sease,
of course -- seeing everything through a haze of reasoning.

"Cet sone rest and neet me downstairs at noon," Jenny said.

She pul |l ed away, went to the door, turned there to stare at him "You're
acting very odd, G1," she said. "lIs sonething bothering you?"

Her voice carried a weighted probing that brought Dasein to sudden al ertness.
This wasn't the spontaneous Jenny worried about the man she loved. This was
an . . . an observer probing for sonething personally dangerous.

"Not hi ng food and rest won't cure,"” he said. He tried to sound bantering,
knew he'd fail ed.

"I"ll see youin alittle while," she said, still in that distant tone.
Dasei n wat ched the door close behind her. He had the feeling he'd been
playing to a special kind of camera, one that pursued irrel evancies. An

unt et hered t hought wove through his mind: . . . the exposure of personality,

nmet hod and character.

Who wants to expose ny personality, nethod and character? Dasein asked



hinself. He felt this was a dangerous question, full of charge and
count er char ge.

The sack of food felt heavy in his hand. Dasein stared down at it, aware of
hi s hunger, equally aware of the threat in this package. Did the Jaspers
create irreversi bl e change?

He tossed the sack onto his bed, went to the door, peered out into the hall
Empty. He stepped out, |ooked down the expanse of wall that concealed the TV
room It took a nonment for himto realize sonething was wong with that wall.
It was like a dislocation of reality -- a door occupied a space in that wall
where no door had been.

As though pulled by strings, Dasein went to the door, stared at it. The door
was framed in the same worn, polished wood that franed the other doors.

Wl | - preserved age, that was the effect. This was a door that had al ways been
here, that's what it said. The nunber plate carried a slight dent and a touch
of tarnish at the edges where the maids' polishing rags had m ssed. There was
a patina of |long wear about the handle.

Dasei n shook his head. He was tenpted to try the door, resisted. He found

hi nsel f frightened by what might |lie beyond. Normalcy -- a bed, a bath, desk

and chairs -- that would be the worst thing of all. The nunber plate -- 262

-- fascinated him He toyed with the eerie sensation that he'd seen it before
right here. The door was too ordinary.

Abruptly, Dasein whirled back and into his room threw open his w ndow. A

| ook through the wi ndows fromthe porch roof would solve the nystery. He
started to clinb out, stopped. A man stood on a rose-bordered wal k beyond the
gi ant oak tree.

Dasei n recogni zed Wnston Burdeaux. He was punping a hand sprayer that sent
dust over the roses. As Dasein stared, Burdeaux |ooked up, waved.

Later, Dasein told hinself. 1'Il look later.
He nodded to Burdeaux, w thdrew, pulled the curtain.

So they'd cut a door through that wall, had they? Wat were they trying to
do? Destroy his sense of reality?

The sack on the bed caught Dasein's attention. |t drew him across the room
He saw it as an ultimate tenptation. It was nore than food. There was a
hunger in himonly the Jaspers could fulfill. Dasein felt abruptly that he
was |ike Tennyson's U ysses, his aim"to strive, to seek, to find and not to
yield." Still, the thought of the Jaspers in that sack drew his hand. He
felt the paper tear beneath his fingers.

Jaspers cheese. That tantalizing aroma lifted fromit. Wth a feeling of
spiritual hel pl essness, he found a bite of the cheese in his mouth. The food
radi ated a sensation of warnth as it went down his throat. He continued
eating, hypnotized by his own actions.

Slow y, he sank back onto the bed, |eaned against the pillow, gazed up at the
ceiling. The wood grain in a beamwavered like the lifting and falling of the
sea. It filled himwith awe, undiluted and terrifying. He felt his own
consci ousness stood as a barrier opposing the external world, and that

external world was a stupid nechani smw thout feeling or compassion

Hs own identity becanme a narrow ng beam of |ight, and he sensed a nassive,



st ream ng unconsci ousness growi ng |larger, larger . . . larger . . . building
up an intol erabl e weight.

It's a psychedelic, he told hinself. Don't let go. But there was no stopping
t he noverrent now. His awareness, exploding up and out, riding a geyser of
sense revelation, lifted himinto a state of floating consciousness. There
was no i nwardness now, only a tineless sense of being that existed wthout
anxiety. Dasein found hinself reveling in the sensation. H's mnd quested.
VWhere are the children? he asked hinmself. |t was a shocki ng sense of
revelation for himto realize he'd seen no children or schools in the valley.

Where are the children? Wy haven't any of the other investigators remarked
on this? The other investigators are dead, he remi nded hinself. Death --
that was an oddly nonfrightening thought. He felt he had risen through a
consci ousness deconpression into a zone beyond all power struggles. The
val l ey, the Jaspers, had beconme a condition of his being. The roomfull of
probi ng sunlight, the | eaves of the oak outside his wi ndow -- all was beauty,
i nnocent, uncluttered. The external universe had becone translated into a
part of hinself, w se, conpassionate.

Dasein marvel ed at the feeling. The universe out there -- it was as though he
had just created that universe. Nama-Rupa, he thought. | am Nama-Rupa --
name and form creator of the universe in which | live

The pain of his injured shoul der occupied his drifting attention nonentarily.
Pain, a brief crisis, sonething against which to project nenories of pleasure.
The pain faded.

There came the sound of tires on gravel. He heard a bird singing. The sounds
were a noire playing against his awareness. They danced and scintillated. He
renmenbered Jenny's probing stare. This was an ugly, shocking menory that
jerked himup short, conpressed him He found difficulty breathing. There
was a sensation that he had been caught up in history, but it was a kind of

hi story he'd never experienced, peopled by goddesses and creatures of
terrifying powers. It was a history noving at an astonishing speed, defying
all preconceived notions of slowness. It was like a series of events that he
couldn't separate or distinguish. They flashed across his consci ousness,

| eaving himirrevocably changed.

The Jaspers, he thought. | cannot return . . . to. . . what . . . | was .
bef ore.

Tears roll ed down his cheeks.

He thought of the way his bag had been searched. A sob shook him Wat did
t hey want ?

Dasei n found hinsel f believing there were denons around him cunning, seeking
his bl ood and bei ng, hungry for his soul. They gi bbered beyond t he charned
circle of his lonely awareness. The sensation, primtive as a witch dance,
refused to | eave. They were robots, automata with grimaci ng nall eabl e faces
and headl i ght eyes.

He began to trenble, knew he was perspiring heavily, but it was a distant
sensati on, something happening to a foreign person

Head whirling, Dasein heaved hinmself off the bed, lurched to his feet,
stunmbl ed across the room At the wall, he turned, stunbled back -- forth and
back . . . back and forth. No hiding place existed for him Sunlight
streaming in the wi ndow took on grotesque fornms -- lizards with human faces,



silvery gnomes, insects with clock-face w ngs

He slunped to the floor, clawed at the rug. A red braided pattern extruded
claws that reached for him He retreated to the bed, fell across it. The
ceiling undulated with inverted waves.

Sonewher e, soneone played a piano -- Chopin.

Dasein felt abruptly that he was the piano. The sounds struck a crysta
brilliance through him plucking out his anguish. daring white clarity began
to seep over him He grew aware his clothes were soaked with perspiration

H s palnms were slippery. He sensed he had conme a | ong di stance through a
danger ous passage. The journey had | eeched all strength from him

But he saw the roomnow with an uncluttered i nnocence. The ceiling beanms were
objects to be understood, their grain receding back into trees . . . to
seedlings . . . to seeds . . . to trees. Every artifact that met his vision
extended into past and future for him Nothing remained static. Al was

nmoti on and he was a part of that notion. Waves of sleep began creeping from
the back of his mind -- higher . . . higher . . . higher. Sleep envel oped
hi m

In the darkness of his sleep, sonething | aughed and | aughed and | aughed and
| aughed .

Dasein awoke with a feeling he'd been asleep for a long tinme -- perhaps a
l[ifetime. A chuckle lifted fromhis throat. He heard the noise conming from
hinself as froma stranger and it frightened him A glance at his wistwatch
told himhe'd been asl eep nore than two hours.

Agai n, the stranger-chuckle teased his throat. He pushed hinself off the bed,
wondering at his weakness. Hi s shoulder felt better, though, the pain
dimnishing to a dull ache. A rap sounded on his door. "Yes?" Dasein called.

"I't's Wn Burdeaux, sir. Mss Jenny asked nme to remind you she'll be here for
you in about a half hour."

"Ch . . . thank you."

"That's all right, sir. Hope you had a nice nap." Dasein stood staring at
the door for a monent. How did Burdeaux know | was asl eep? Perhaps | snored.

No further sound cane fromthe hall, but Dasein knew Burdeaux had gone away.
Thoughtful, Dasein stripped out of his winkled clothes, showered and changed.
He felt angry, frustrated. They were watching himevery mnute. It would be
so easy, he knew, to let his anger becone rage. This was no tine for rage,

t hough.

He wondered then if there was a season for rage.

A sensation of wetness drew his attention to his right hand. He was surprised
to find himself still holding a washrag. |Innocent thing with a green and
white braided edge. He threw it into the bathroomwhere it |landed with a wet
sl ap.

Anot her rap sounded on his door and he knew it was Jenny.

Deci si on gri pped Dasei n.



He strode across the room threw open the door. She stood there in an orange
junper dress with white blouse, a smle deepening the dinple on her |eft
cheek.

"I"'mglad you're ready," she said. "Hurry up or we'll be late."

As he allowed her to |l ead himout and down the stairs, Dasein wondered if
i magi nati on had played a trick on him or had there been a brief noment of
worry before she sml ed?

Jenny carried on a continuing babbl e of unanswerabl e conversati on as they went
down the stairs, through the | obby onto the porch

"You'll love the lake this time of year. | wish | could spend nore tine
there. You're not favoring your shoulder as much as you did. 1'll bet it's
better. Uncle Larry wants you to stop by later for himto check you. Al the
gang are anxious to neet you. Here they are now "

The gang occupi ed a stake truck.
Dasei n recogni zed Wl la Burdeaux's pixie face in the cab. She sat beside a

bl onde, rather craggy-faced youth with |l arge innocent blue eyes. As he |ooked
at her, she winked slowy, deliberately. At |east a dozen couples stood in

the back of the truck . . . and there were odd singles: a tall, brown-haired
man with fierce dark eyes -- Walter Somebody; Dasein failed to catch the | ast
nane . . . a set of twin young wormen, plunp with |Iong sandy hair, round faces

-- Rachel and Mariella.

Jenny performed the introductions too fast for Dasein to catch all the nanes,
but he did focus on the fact that the young man with Wl a Burdeaux was her
fiance, Cal N s.

Reachi ng hands hel ped himinto the back of the truck, pulled Jenny up beside
him There were boxes around the edges for seats. Dasein found hinself
crowded onto a box with Jenny snuggl ed beside him He began to absorb the
carnival air of the people around him-- uninhibited | aughter, bantering
private jokes.

The truck runbled into nmotion. Wnd whipped them Dasein had an inpression
of passing trees, patches of sky, lurching novenent . . . and the ommni present
| aught er.

It grew on himthat he and Jenny, were being excluded fromthe | aughter

Was it a sense of delicacy in the group? Wre they allow ng the stranger tine
to acclimte hinself?

He tried to see the situation as a psychol ogi st, but his own invol verent kept
intruding. There was no way to focus his analytical eye on details wthout
finding his own shadow across the scene. To cap it, his injured shoul der
began to ache where Jenny pressed against it. Jenny's w nd-tossed hair
brushed his face. Each lurch of the truck sent a twi nge through his shoul der
The situation began to take on a nightmare quality. Jenny stretched up, spoke
into his ear: "OCh, Gl -- |'ve dreanmed of this day . . . when you'd be here
one of us." One of us, Dasein thought. AmI| really one of then? Walter
Sonebody obvi ously had m staken Jenny's nove toward Dasein's ear. He waved
and shouted fromacross the truck: "Hey! No snooching before dark!"

Thi s brought a short burst of |aughter fromthe group, but no general shift in
their attention. They continued to | ook and speak around Dasein and Jenny.



Smoochi ng.

The word sent Dasein's mind into high gear. It was a word no | onger in common
use outside, a word out of its time and place. On this Walter's lips, though
it had carried the inflection of famliarity. It was a word they used here in

the vall ey.

Dasei n began to see Santaroga in a new light. They were conservatives here in
the true sense of the word. They were clinging to the past, resisting change.
He nodified this thought: They resisted sone change. They were peopl e who
had made a judgnent that some things fromthe past should be maintained. This
was what made them foreign. The world outside was noving away fromthem The
val | ey had becone a preserve for conditions of another tine.

The truck turned off onto another track through an avenue of overhangi ng
sycanores. G eat patches of mapl e-shaped | eaves cast a green-gold aura over
their worl d.

A jolting bunp nmade Dasein wince with pain as Jenny |urched against his
shoul der.

The truck energed, fromthe sycanores, passed through a stand of bull pine
onto a grassy flat that nmerged into beach sand edgi ng a cerul ean | ake.

Dasein stared out the open rear of the truck, hardly aware of the cascade of
peopl e | eapi ng down to the grass, ignoring Jenny's urgings that they |eave.
Sonet hi ng about this | ake -- sone sense of famliarity -- had struck himwith
a feeling of beauty and nenace.

A narrow fl oati ng wal kway reached out fromthe beach to a float and diving
platform-- the wood all dark silver-gray fromthe sun. There were rowboats
tied along one side of the diving float. Beauty and nenace.

The sensation passed and he wondered at hinmself. He was seeing phantons,
focusing too much inward. "Is it your shoul der?" Jenny asked.

"It"ll be all right," Dasein said

He fol |l owed her down off the truck, w shing he could let hinself go, becone a
| aughi ng part of this group. They were having fun here -- carrying boxes to
tabl es set under the trees, preparing fires in rock pits. Some wandered off
into the trees, returned in bathing suits.

Jenny had attached herself to a group |aying out picnic lunches on the tables.
Presently, she joined the scanpering nmovenent toward the water, sheddi ng her
dress to reveal an orange one-piece bathing suit beneath. She was a nai ad,
linbs flashing brown and lithe in the sun

She waved to himfromthe float, shouted: "See you in a mnute, darling!"

Dasei n watched her dive into the lake with a feeling she was suddenly lost to
him He experienced an intense jeal ousy, imagining hinmself a decrepit old nman
surrounded by playing children, unable to join themin their happiness. He

| ooked around at | ake and vergi ng woods. There was a breeze across the water.
The breeze had sunmer in it, fragrant with grass and evergreen needles. He

wi shed suddenly for sone drink with which to salute this breeze and day, sone
potion that would make hima part of the scene.

Slow y, Dasein wal ked down to the floating wal k and out onto the boards.
There were fleece clouds in the sky, and as he stared down at the water, he



saw t hose clouds floating on the | ake bottom Waves shattered the illusion
Jenny swam up, |eaned her el bows on the boards. Her face all dripping water,
smling, had never seenmed nore |ovely.

"Darling, why don't you cone out to the float and sun yourself while we sw nP"
she asked.

"Al'l right," he said. "Maybe | can scull around in one of those boats."

"You go easy on that shoulder or I'Il tell Uncle Larry," she said. She kicked
away fromthe wal k, swamlazily out toward the float.

Dasei n fol |l omwed, making his way through dripping swi mrers running up and down
the walk. It struck himas odd how this crowd saw hi mbut didn't see him
They made way for him but never |ooked at him They shouted across him but
not to him

He noved to the first boat in the line, untied its painter and prepared to get
intoit. Jenny was swiming sonme fifty feet out, a slow, smooth craw that
took her diagonally away fromthe float.

Dasei n stood up, nmoved to step into the boat. As he stepped, sonething pushed
himin the mddle of the back. Hs foot kicked the gunwal e, thrusting the
boat out into the water. He saw he was going to fall into the |ake, thought:
Ch, dam! |'Il get ny clothes all wet. The stern of the boat was turning
toward hi mand he thought of trying to reach for it, but his left foot on the
dock slipped in a patch of wet wood. Dasein found hinself turning sideways

wi t hout any control over his notion.

The edge of the boat, seen out of the corner of an eye, rushed toward him He
tried to reach up, but that was the side of his bad shoulder. H's arm
woul dn't nove fast enough.

There was an expl osion of blackness in his head. Dasein felt hinmself sinking
into an envel opi ng cold, soundless, all dark and inviting.

A part of his nmind screaned: Beauty! Menace!
He thought that an odd conbi nation

There was a distant ache in his lungs and it was cold -- terrifyingly cold.
He felt pressure . . . and the cold . . . all distant and uni nportant.

I ' m drowni ng, he thought.

It was an unexciting thought -- something that concerned anot her person
They won't see ne . . . and I'Ill drown.
The cold grew nore imedi ate -- wet.

Sonet hing turned himviolently.

Still, everything remained rembte -- all happening to that other being which
he knew to be hinself, but which could not concern him

Jenny's voice broke on himlike a thunderclap: "Help nme! Please! Soneone
help ne! Ch, God! Wn't sonmeone help me? | love him Please help ne!"

He grew aware suddenly of other hands, other voices.



"Al'l right, Jen. W've got him"

"Pl ease save hinml" Her voice carried a sobbing intensity.

Dasein felt hinself draped across something hard that pressed into his
abdonen. Warmth gushed fromhis nouth. There was a blinding, terrible pain

in his chest.

Abruptly, he began to cough -- gasping, the pain tearing at his throat and
br onchi a.

"He swallowed a ot of water." It was a man's voice, alnpbst vacant of
enot i on.

Jenny's voi ce cane pleading beside Dasein's ear: "lIs he breathing? Please
don't let anything happen to him" Dasein felt wetness on his neck, and stil
Jenny's voice pleading there beside him "I love him Please save him"
That same unenotional nmale voice answered: "W understand, Jenny."

And anot her voice, husky, fem nine: "There's only one thing to do, of
course. "

"W're doing it!" Jenny screanmed. "Don't you understand?"

Even as hands picked Dasein up, began carrying him Dasein wondered: Doing
what ?

H s coughi ng had subsi ded, but the pain in his chest remained. It hurt when
he breat hed.

Presently, there was grass under his back. Sonething warm and confini ng was
wrapped around him It was an oddly wonbli ke sensation

Dasei n opened his eyes, found hinself staring up at Jenny, her dark hair
framed by blue sky. She managed a trenbling snile

"Ch, thank Cod," she whi spered.

Hands lifted his shoulders. Jenny's face went away. A cup full of steam ng
brown |iquid was pressed against his |lips. Dasein experienced the al npst
overpowering snell of Jaspers, felt hot coffee burn down his throat.

I mredi ately, a sense of warnth and wel | -bei ng began to seep outward through
his body. The cup was pulled away, returned when he noved his nmouth toward
it.

Soneone | aughed, said something that Dasein couldn't quite catch. |t sounded
like, "Take a full load." But that didn't nake sense and he rejected it.

The hands eased himgently back to the grass. That vacant masculine voice
said: "Keep himwarm and quiet for awhile. He's okay."

Jenny's face returned. Her hand stroked his head.
"Ch, darling,"” she said. "I |ooked at the dock and you were gone. | didn't

see you fall, but I knew. And no one was paying any attention. It took ne so
long to get there. ©Oh, your poor head. Such a bruise."



Dasein felt the throbbing then as though her words had turned it on -- a
pul sing ache at the tenple and across his ear. A blow like that -- shouldn't
| have X-rays? he wondered. How do they know | haven't a fractured skul

or concussi on?

"Cal says the boat nust've been tipping away fromyou as you hit it," Jenny
said. "I don't think you' ve broken anything."

Pai n shot through him as she touched the bruise.
"It's just a bad bruise.”

Just a bad bruise! he thought. He was filled with abrupt anger at her. How
could they be so casual ?

Still, that feeling of warnth spread out through him and he thought: O
course I"'mall right. [I'myoung, healthy. ['Il heal. And | have Jenny to
protect ne. She loves ne.

Sonet hi ng about this train of thought struck himas profoundly wong then. He
bl i nked. As though that were the creative nechanism his vision blurred,
resolved into flashes of genmike light, red, orange, yellow, brown, green
violet, blue light with offshooting crystal shards.

The light resolved into a menbranous i nward sensation, a perception of
perception that reached out through his nmnd. He saw then strong pul ses of
his own heart, the tender brain sheathing that rose and fell with the pul se,
t he damaged area -- just a bruise, skull intact.

Dasei n grew aware then why the Santarogans showed so little concern for his
injury. They knew the injury through him |If he were like them he would
tell them when he needed hel p.

Then why didn't they try to rescue ne until Jenny cane? Dasein asked hinsel f.
And the answer lay there to wonder at: Because | didn't cry out for help in
ny thought s!

"You shouldn't sleep now, | don't think," Jenny said.

She found his left hand, gripped it. "Isn't there sonething about not
sl eeping after a head injury?"

Dasein stared up at her, seeing the dark wings of her hair disarrayed from
rescuing him the way her eyes seened to touch him so intense was her
concentration. There was danpness on her |ashes and he felt that he m ght
| ook behind her eyes and find the way to a magi c | and.

"I love you," he whispered.

She pressed a finger against his lips. "I know"

I am a Sant arogan now, Dasein thought.

He lay there rolling the thought in his mnd, filled by this odd awareness
that let himreach out to Jenny even when she rel eased his hand and |l eft him
al one there on the grass. There was nothing of telepathy in this awareness.
It was nore know edge of mpod in those around him It was a |ake in which

they all swam \When one disturbed the water, the others knew it.

My God! What this Jaspers could do for the world! Dasein thought.



But this thought sent roiling waves through the | ake of nutual awareness.
There was stormin this thought. It was dangerous. Dasein recoiled fromit.

He renenbered then why he had cone here and saw the conflict froma new
perspective. The people who'd sent him-- what did they want? Proof, he
t hought .

He found he couldn't focus on what they wanted to prove. It was all tied up
with Jersey Hofstedder's car and the blunt Yankee insularity of these people.

Jenny's friends were noticing himnow, Dasein saw. They |ooked at him --
directly at him They spoke to him And when he felt he wanted to get up and
go to the big fire they'd built against the evening chill, strong hands cane
wi t hout bi ddi ng and hel ped him N ght fell

Dasei n found hinsel f seated on a bl anket beside Jenny. Someone was playing a
guitar in the darkness. Moon colored half the |ake, |eaving a great black
stone of night against one side. Wnd-winkled water |apped at the stone and
he felt that if the blackness could only be noved it would blaze in light to
reveal fairyland.

Jenny snuggl ed agai nst him nurmured: "You're feeling better. | knowit."
He agreed with her silently.

Torches flamed down by the | ake -- people securing the boats. Soneone handed
hima sandwi ch redolent with Jaspers. He ate, his attention on the torches
and the fire -- the trees around them gl eaning red, grotesque shadows

[ urching, dove wi ngs of snoke against the moon. Abruptly, Dasein secreted
part of his sandwi ch in a pocket.

For no reason he could explain, Dasein renmenbered a tine shortly after Jenny
had I eft the school. It had rained. He renmenbered reaching out his w ndow to
feel the rain, seeing the wet sparkle of the |lawn beneath a window, |ike a

br oken neckl ace scattered there.

Abruptly, the wind across the | ake shifted, stung his eyes with snoke. He
swal | owed a nmout hful of the snoke and it brought himto an intense awareness
of the here and now, Jenny beside him. . . waiting.

As he thought about her, she reached up, pulled his Iips down on hers. It was
a long kiss, full of guitar nusic, renmenbered rain and the taste of snoke.

How can | ever explain this? Dasein wondered. Selador would think nme mad.
Jenny stirred against himat this thought, stroked his neck

"Let's get married soon," she whispered.

Why not? Dasein asked hinself. |'ma Santarogan now.

But this thought brought a surge of fear that tightened his chest and nade
Jenny shiver. She pulled away, stared at himwith worry in her eyes.

"Everything will be all right," she whispered. "You'll see.

The worry remained in her voice, though. And Dasein sensed nenace in the
night. The guitarist struck a sour note, fell silent.

Dasei n saw t hat noonlight had noved into the black area of the lake . . . and



it revealed no fairyland -- only nore | ake, nore trees.

The night was definitely cold now

Once nore, Jenny pressed her lips to his.

Dasei n knew he still loved her. 1t was a real thing to which he could cling.

But there was no nore nagic in this night. He felt that he had skirted
madness and the thing had left its taint on him

When she pul |l ed away, he whispered: "I want to marry you, Jenny. | |ove you
but . . . | need tine. | need . "

"I know, darling," she said. She stroked his cheek. "Take all the tinme you

need. "

Her voice carried a wthdrawi ng note conpounded as she pulled back. Dasein
felt the night's coldness then, the stillness of their conpanions.

Abruptly, there was a stirring in the people around them They began noving
toward the truck.

"It's time to go back," Jenny said.
Back where? Dasein asked hinsel f.

Jenny stood up, helped himto his feet. He stunbled in a brief spasm of
di zzi ness. Jenny steadi ed him

"Do you want Uncle Larry to |l ook at your head tonight?" she asked.

Pi aget, Dasein thought. That was the back at which he was aimed. Piaget.
They woul d continue their trade of truths. The Jaspers change was forcing it.

"Il see himin the norning, Dasein said.
"Not tonight?"
In ny owmn sweet time, Dasein thought. And he said: "Not tonight."

The answer seened to trouble Jenny. She sat barely touching himon the ride
back to town.

Chapter 6

When they were gone, |eaving Dasein standing al one behind his truck in the Inn
yard, he stared up at the darkness of the sky, lost in thought. Jenny's
good-ni ght kiss -- strained, trenmbling -- still tingled on his lips. There
was a snell of exhaust gases and oil in the air. From sonewhere inside the
buil ding came the faint sound of nmusic -- a radio. The gravel of the driveway



felt hard and i nmedi ate under his feet.

Sl ow y, Dasein brought his right hand from his pocket, opened it to stare at
the small ball of matter there -- an object indistinctly seen in the Iight
fromthe Inn sign. Now, there was a strong snell of Jaspers around him

Dasei n studied the object in his hand -- a conpressed ball of bread, cheese
and ham a bit of one of the sandw ches fromthe picnic.

Did they know | secreted this? he wondered.

He debated goi ng inside and changing his clothes. The pants and shirt he'd
worn on the picnic, garnments that had been soaked and allowed to dry on him
felt winkled and tw sted agai nst his body.

Dasein felt that his m nd wandered around this decision: to change or not to
change, that was the question. The object in his hand was nore i medi at e,
t hough. Sel ador. Yes, Selador had to get this and exam ne it.

I"mnot thinking clearly, Dasein told hinself.

He felt torn between extrenes, between decisions of enormous noment. The head
i njury? he wondered. But he trusted the Jaspers-induced insight that told him
the injury wasn't serious. Still . . . decisions

Wth intense concentration, Dasein forced hinself to get into his truck. He
| eaned agai nst the steering wheel, put the conpressed ball of the Jaspers
sandwi ch on the seat beside him There was warm wetness at his seat and he
pulled his wallet fromhis hip pocket, felt the water trapped in it. The
wal | et went beside the bit of sandw ch.

Now, Dasein told hinself. Now, | will go.

But it was several minutes before he could nuster the strength of decision to
start the nmotor and pull out of the parking area and onto the road toward
Porterville. He drove slowy, conscious of the blocking dullness inhibiting
hi s noti ons.

The headl i ghts picked out a wedge of flow ng roadway and bordering trees --
yellow center line, guard rails, driveways. Dasein opened his w ndow, |eaned
out into the wind trying to clear his head. Now, he was on the w nding road
up out of the valley and the sl owness of his nmnd grew like a deadly weight.

Headl i ghts came toward him passed.

Dark mass of rock beside the road -- yellow center lines, tw sting scars of
repair lines on the paving . . . stars overhead . . . He cane at last to the
notch that | ed out through the black skel etons of burned trees.

Dasein felt sonmething was draw ng himback, ordering himto turn around and
return to Santaroga. He fought it. Selador had to get that bit of food and
analyze it. Duty. Promses. Had to get out to Porterville

Sonmewhere in his mnd, Dasein sensed a | ooning bl ack shape, anonynous,
terrifying. It studied him

Wth an inner snapping sensation, Dasein felt his mind clear. The thing was
so abrupt he alnpbst lost control of the wheel, swerved across the center line
and back, tires squealing.



The road, the night, the steering wheel, his foot on the accel erator -- al

sl ammed agai nst his senses with a confused i nmedi acy. Dasein hit the brakes,
slowed alnpst to a crawl. Every nerve end yammered at him H s head whirl ed.
Dasein clung to the wheel, concentrated on steering. Slowy, his senses
sorted themsel ves out. He took a deep, trenbling breath.

Drug reaction, he told hinself. Have to tell Selador

Porterville was the sane dull street he had renenbered -- cars parked at the
tavern, the single |light beating down on the darkened gas station

Dasein pulled to a stop beside the tel ephone booth, renenbering the deputies
who' d questioned himthere, mstaking himfor a Santarogan. Had they been
premat ure? he wonder ed.

He gave the operator Selador's nunber, waited inpatiently, tapping his finger
against the wall. A faint and reedy wonan's voice cane on the line --
" Sel ador residence."”

Dasein | eaned into the phone. "This is Glbert Dasein. Let me speak to Dr.
Sel ador . "

"I"'msorry. The Seladors are out for the evening. |Is there a nessage?"

"Dam!" Dasein stared at the phone. He felt an irrational anger at Sel ador
It took a conscious effort of logic for Dasein to tell hinself Selador had no
real reason to hang around the tel ephone. Life went on its normal way back in
Ber kel ey.

"I's there a nessage, sir?" the reedy voice repeated.

"Tell himdG|bert Dasein called,"” Dasein said. "Tell himl'msending hima
package for chemical analysis.”

"A package for chenical analysis. Yes sir. 1s that all?"
"That's all."

Dasein replaced the receiver on its hook with a feeling of reluctance. He
felt abandoned suddenly -- alone up here with no one outside really caring
whet her he lived or died.

Why not chuck themall? he asked hinself. Wiy not marry Jenny, tell the rest
of the world to go to hell?

It was an intensely inviting prospect. He could feel hinmself sinking into
qui et security back in the valley. Santaroga beckoned to himwth that
security. It was safe there.

That very sense of safety, though, was edged with danger. Dasein sensed it
a lurking sonething in the outer darkness. He shook his head, annoyed at
the tricks his mnd was playing. The vapors, again!

He returned to the truck, found a jar in the back where he'd kept a store of
mat ches. He dunped out the matches, put in the remains of the sandw ch,

seal ed the jar, packaged it with the remmants of a cardboard grocery box and a
scrap of wrapping paper, tied the whole thing with a Iength of fishline and
addressed it to Selador. Wen it was done, he wote a covering letter on a
page from his notebook, listed his reactions there painstakingly -- the drug
effect, the accident at the | ake and his own inpressions of the group



the wall they threw up to keep himat a distance . . . Jenny's terror
It all went into the letter

The effort of recalling the incidents made his head ache where he'd hit the
edge of the boat. He found an envelope in his case, addressed the letter and
sealed it.

Wth a sense of satisfaction, Dasein started up the truck, found a dark side
street and parked. He | ocked the cab, clinbed into the back and | ay down to
wait for morning when the Porterville post office would open

They won't control the mail over here, he told hinself. Let Sel ador get the
sampl e of Jaspers . . . we'll soon know what it is.

He cl osed his eyes and his |ids became |like a novie screen for a fantasy --
Jenny cringing, crying out, pleading with him Selador |aughing. A gigantic
Dasein figure stood bound |ike Prometheus, the eyes glazed . . . panting with
exertion .

Dasei n's eyes popped open

Waki ng fantasy!

He was over the hill -- around the bend!
Hesitantly, he closed his eyes. Only darkness . . . but there was sound in
this darkness -- Sel ador | aughing.

Dasei n pressed his hands over his ears. The sound changed to tolling bells,

slow cadence . . . mournful. He opened his eyes. The sound stopped.
He sat up, pushed hinmself back into a corner, eyes open. It was cold in the
canper and there was a nusty snell. He found his sleeping bag, wapped it

around him sat there with his eyes open. There were cricket sounds outside,
faint creakings in the truck's netal.

Slowy, sleep crept up on him H's eyelids drooped, popped open

How | ong woul d it take for the Jaspers effect to wear off? he wondered.
Surely, this was drug effect.

H s eyes cl osed.

Sonmewhere in an echoing box, Jenny whispered: "Oh, Gl -- 1 love you. GlI,
| ove you . "

He went to sleep with her voice whispering to him

Chapter 7



Dayl i ght found Dasein staring up at the canper's netal ceiling with a sense of
di sorientation. He recognized the ceiling, but couldn't locate it in space.
H s head and shoul der throbbed. Ceiling . . . famliar ceiling.

A car horn honked. It brought himto the present and awareness. He threw off
the twi sted folds of his sleeping bag, clinbed out into a gray, overcast day.
H's chin felt rough and stubbly. There was a sour taste in his nouth.

Two passi ng school boys stared at him whispering.

I must | ook a sight, Dasein thought. He |ooked down at his clothes. They
were twisted and winkled as though he had gone swinmng in themand then
slept in themuntil they dried. Dasein snmiled to hinself, thinking that was
exactly what had happened.

He clinbed into the cab, turned around and found the main street, drove down
it until he saw the Post O fice sign over the porch of a general store.

The postmaster had to finish selling candy to a girl before he could cone
around behind his caged counter to wei gh Dasein's package and letter. The man
was tall, pale with thinning black hair, darting, wary blue eyes. He sniffed
once at Dasein, said: "That'll be eighty-four for the package and five for
the letter."

Dasei n pushed a dollar bill under the cage.
The man made change, | ooked once nore at the package. "What's in the package,
m ster?"

"Specimens for analysis at our |aboratory,"” Dasein said.
n O,]. "

The man didn't appear curious about specinens of what. "Any return address?"
he asked.

"Dr. Glbert Dasein, general delivery, Santaroga," he said

"Dasein," the man said with sudden interest. "Dasein . . . seens | got a
package for a Dasein. Just a mnute."

He di sappeared into the back, returned in a monent with a box about a foot
square w apped neatly and tied with heavy twine. Even froma distance, Dasein
recogni zed Sel ador's precise script on the address.

Sel ador witing nme here? Dasein wondered.

The air of conspiracy in this gave Dasein the abrupt sensation of being
conpletely transparent to Selador. The man could send a package here and know
it would be picked up. Immediately, Dasein told hinself this was the sinplest
thing to figure -- given the Santaroga Post O fice situation as he'd described
it to Sel ador.

There remai ned, though, the feeling he was a pawn and his every nove was known
to the masters of the gane.

"Let's see your identification," the postmaster said.

Dasein showed it.



"Sign here," the man said.

Dasei n signed, took the package. It felt heavy.

"Funny thing you Santarogans using my Post Ofice,’
"Somet hing wong with your own?"

the postnmaster said.

Santarogans . . . plural, Dasein thought. He said: "lIs some other
Sant ar ogan usi ng your Post O fice?"

"Well -- used to be," the man said. "Negro fellow over there . . . Burdeaux,
as | recollect. He used to send sone mail fromhere. Got a package here once
from Loui siana. Long tinme ago that was."

"Ch, yes," Dasein said, not knowi ng how el se to acknow edge this information
"Haven't seen Burdeaux in quite a spell,"” the postmaster nused. "Nice fellow
Hope he's all right."

"Quite all right," Dasein said. "WlIl -- thank you." He took his package,

went out to the truck.

Wth a feeling of caution he couldn't explain, Dasein |left the package
unopened on the seat beside himwhile he drove east on the road to Santaroga
until he found a shady spot in which to pull off.

The box contained a .32 caliber automatic pistol with an extra clip and box of

cartridges. Wred to the trigger guard was a note from Sel ador: "G lbert --
Thi s has been gathering dust in nmy bureau drawer for many years and |I'm
probably an old woman for sending it to you, but here it is. | think I'm

sending it in the hope you won't have to use it. The situation you descri be,
however, has filled me with the oddest sensations of disquiet that | can

renmenber. | hope you're being extremely cautious."

On the reverse side of the note was a scrawl ed postscript: "No news yet on
the investigations you requested. These things nove slowy. You give ne
hope, though, that we'll get the goods on these people.” It was signed: "S."

Dasein hefted the automatic, fought down an inmpulse to heave it out the
wi ndow. The thing enbodied ultinmte nenace. Wat had he said to pronpt
Selador to send it? O was this part of some obscure notivational ganbit
Sel ador was setting up?

Could it be a remi nder of duty? Hi s bruised head ached with thought.

Aline in Selador's note cane back to himand he reread it:
goods on these people.™

get the
Is that what |'m supposed to do? Dasein wondered. Am | to set themup for
prosecution?

He renenbered Marden alluding to the reasons an investigator had been sent.
Dasein swal l owed. Selador's line, read once nore, |ooked like a slip. Had

t he good doctor tipped his hand? Sending a gun wasn't like the man. |In fact,
Dasein realized if he'd been asked, he would' ve said Sel ador wasn't even the

type to own a gun.

What to do with the damm' thing now that he had it?



Dasein checked it, found the clip full, no cartridge in the chanber. He
resisted the impulse to shove it in the glove conpartnent and forget it. |If
the truck were searched.

Dam Sel ador!

Feeling foolish as he did it, Dasein slipped the gun into a hip pocket, pulled
his coat over it. He'd settle with Selador later. R ght now there was Piaget
and Pi aget had some answers to give.

Chapter 8

Piaget was in his office with a patient when Dasein arrived. The gaunt, gray
Sarah opened the door, allowed he could wait in the living room Wth a
grudgi ng show of hospitality, she added that she would bring himsonme coffee
if he wanted it.

Wth a stomach-grippi ng pang, Dasein realized he was ravenous wi th hunger. He
wondered if he could nmention this fact.

As though she'd read his nmnd, Sarah said. "I'll bet you haven't eaten
breakfast." She |ooked himup and down. "You look like you' d slept in those
clothes. You doctors are all alike. Never care how you | ook."

"As a matter of fact, | haven't eaten," Dasein said.

"You're going to lead Jenny sone life," she said. But she softened her words
with a smle.

Dasein stared in wonder at a doubl e, whiteboned row of false teeth in the
w i nkl ed face.

"CGot a leftover apple roll and some Jaspers cream" Sarah said. "Bet you'd
like that."

She turned away, went out through the dining roominto a glistening white
ki tchen, which Dasein glinpsed once through a swi nging door. The door went
sl ap-sl ap behi nd her.

Dasei n t hought about that smile, recalled Jenny saying Sarah liked him On
i mpul se, he followed her into the kitchen

"Bet you don't like feeding people in the living room" he said.
"Feed peopl e wherever they have to be fed," she said.
She put a dish on an oval table beside wi ndows | ooking onto a flower garden

brilliant in the norning sun. "Sit here, young nman," she said. She poured a
thick flow of creamfroma pitcher onto the gol den nound of crust in the dish.



Dasein inhaled a strong snell of Jaspers. H s hand trenbled as he picked up

t he spoon Sarah placed within his reach. The trenbling stopped at his first
swal | ow of the food.

The pastry was sweet and soothing, rich with apples.

Wth a detached feeling of shock, Dasein watched his hand guide the spoon into
the pastry for another bite, saw the food conveyed to his mouth, felt hinself
swal low it.

Soot hi ng.

|'"maddicted to the stuff, he thought.

"Somet hi ng wong?" Sarah asked.

"y "

He put down his spoon. "You've trapped ne, haven't you?" he asked.

"What're you tal king about ?" Sarah asked.

"What's it . . ." He nodded toward the pastry. ". . . doing to ne?"
"You feel strange?" Sarah asked. "Cot a fluttery feeling behind your eyes?"
"I'm. . ." He shook his head. Her words sounded insane. Fluttery feeling

behi nd his eyes!

“I'"ll bring Doctor Larry," Sarah said. She darted out a connecting door at
t he back of the kitchen and he saw her running along the covered wal kway to
the clinic.

Presently, she reappeared with Piaget in tow The doctor's face wore a
worried frown.

"What's this Sarah's telling me?" Piaget asked. He put a hand under Dasein's
chin, stared into Dasein's eyes.

"What's she telling you what?" Dasein asked. The words sounded foolish as
they spilled fromhis lips. He brushed Piaget's hand aside. The doctor's
frown, the squinting eyes -- he |ooked Iike an angry Buddha.

"You seemto be all right," Piaget said. "Any strange synptons of

"You' ve trapped me," Dasein said. "That's what | told her. You've trapped
me." He gestured at the plate in front of him "Wth this."

"Chhh," Pi aget said.
"I's he just fighting it?" Sarah asked.
"Probably," Piaget said.

"Don't make sense," Sarah said.

"It happens," Piaget said.

"1 know, but

"WIl you two stop tal king about me like | was a blob of something on a



slide!" Dasein raged. He pushed away fromthe table, junped to his feet. The
nmoti on sent his bow of food sliding off the table with a crash.

"Now | ook what you've done!" Sarah said.
"I"'ma human being," Dasein said, "not some sort of
"Easy, |ad, easy," Piaget said.

Dasein whirled away, brushed past Piaget. He had to get away fromthis pair
or be consunmed by rage. Dasein's mnd kept focusing on the weapon in his hip
pocket .

Damm Sel ador!
"Here, now -- wait a minute!" Piaget called.

Dasei n paused in the kitchen door, turned to glare slit-eyed at Piaget.

"You can't leave like this," Piaget said.
"Don't try to stop ne," Dasein grow ed. The gun felt large and col d agai nst
hi s hip.

Piaget fell silent -- a stillness that Dasein imagi ned cane up fromthe toes
to stare out of measuring eyes. It was as though the man receded to becone a
figure seen through a reversed tel escope -- renote, secretive.

"Very well," Piaget said. H s voice cane fromthat far away.

Del i berately, Dasein turned, went out the door, through the living room-- out
of the house. He felt his feet hitting the concrete of the front walk, the
grass parking strip. Hi s truck's door handl e was cold under his hand. He

started the motor, wondering at his own sensations -- dreanlike.
A street flowed past, receded -- signposts . . . pavenent crawl i ng beneath his
vision . . . the Inn. He parked facing the |Iong porch, an old green car on

his left, make indeterm nate, uninportant.

As t hough awakeni ng, Dasein found his right hand on the Inn's front door --
tuggi ng, tugging. The door resisted. A signal the center panel stared back
at him

"C osed. "
Dasei n peered at the sign. C osed?
"Your luggage is right there by the steps, Dr. Dasein."

The voi ce Dasein recogni zed i medi ately -- the infuriating Al Marden
Authority . . . Secrecy . . . Conspiracy.

Dasein turned, feeling hinmself bundled into a tight ball of consciousness.
There was Marden standi ng hal fway down the porch: red-haired, the narrow
face, the green eyes, the tight-lipped mouth drawn into a straight |ine that
coul d have signified any enption from anger to amusenent.

"So you're turning me out," Dasein said.

"Hotel's closed,"” Marden said. "Health departnent."



"The Inn, the restaurant, too?" Dasein asked.

"Al'l closed.” It was a flat square of voice brooking no appeal
"I can just go back where | canme from eh?" Dasein asked.

"Suit yourself."

"You have other hotels," Dasein said.
"Do we?"
"You mnust."

"Must we?"

Dasein stared at the patrol captain, experiencing the same sensation he'd had
with Piaget. The man receded.

"You can | eave or go back to Dr. Piaget's," Marden said. "He'll likely put
you up." So far away, that voice.

"Back to Piaget's," Dasein said. "How d you know | just came fromthere?"
Marden remained silent, eyes withdrawn . . . distant.

"You nove fast around here," Dasein said.

"When we have to."

Back to Piaget's? Dasein asked hinself. He smiled, husbanding his tight bal
of consci ousness. No! They hadn't thought of everything. They hadn't
t hought of quite everything.

Still smling, Dasein scooped up his suitcase from beside the steps, strode
down to the truck, threw the bag into the cab, clinbed behind the wheel

"Best |let people help you who know how, " Marden call ed.

There was just a faint trace of worry in his voice now. It broadened Dasein's
snmle, stayed with himas a satisfying nmenory as he drove back toward the
t own.

In the rear-view mrror, Dasein saw the patrol car following him They
wouldn't let himpark in town, Dasein knew, but he remenbered the map posted
on a wi ndow of Scheler's service station. The nap had shown a state park on
the road west -- Sand Hills State Park.

Down the main street he drove, Marden's patrol car right behind. There was
the giant service station directly ahead. Dasein saw the tel ephone ki osk
besi de the parking area, swerved in so suddenly that Marden went past,
screeched to a stop, backed up. Dasein already was out of the truck and at
t he ki osk.

Marden stopped the patrol car on the street, waited, staring at Dasein. The
patrol car's notor seemed to runbl e disapprovingly. Dasein turned, |ooked
back at the service station -- such a strange normality to the activity there:
cars pulling in, out . . . no one paying the slightest attention to Marden or
to the object of his attention. Dasein shrugged, went into the booth, closed



the door. He put a dine in the slot, dialed the operator, asked for the
Cooperative's nunber.

"I'f you want Jenny, Dr. Dasein, she's already gone hone." Dasein stared at

t he tel ephone nouthpiece in front of him letting the inport of that
supercilious femal e voice sink hone. Not only did they know who was calling,
t hey knew what he wanted before he could say it!

Dasein stared out at Marden, attention focused on the green eyes, the cynica
green eyes.

Anger boiled in Dasein. He put it down. Dam them Yes, he wanted to talk
to Jenny. He'd talk to her in spite of them

"I don't have Dr. Piaget's number." A distinctly audible sigh cane over the
['ine.
Dasei n | ooked at the tel ephone directory chained to the kiosk wall, felt a

wave of guilt, unreasonable, daming, instantly repressed. He heard the
operator dialing, the ring.

Jenny's voi ce answered.

"Jenny!"

"Ch, hello, Glbert."

Dasei n experienced a cold sensation in his stonmach. Her voice was so casual

"You know they're trying to run me out of the valley, Jenny?" he asked.

Si |l ence
"Jenny?"
"I heard you." Still that casual . . . distance in her tone.

"I's that all you have to say?" H's voice betrayed hurt anger

"Glbert . . ." There was a | ong pause, then: maybe it'd be . . .

better . . . if you. . . just for a while, just for a while, went . . . well
out si de. "

He sensed strain beneath the casual tone now.

"Jenny, I'mdriving out to the Sand Hills Park and live in nmy camper. They're
not running nme out."

"Gl bert, don't!"

"You . . . want ne to | eave?"

"I . . . Glbert, please come back and talk to Uncle Larry."
"I talked to Uncle Larry."

"Pl ease. For ne.

"I'f you want to see ne, cone out to the park."



"I . . . don't dare."
"You don't dare?" He was outraged. What pressure had they applied to her?
"Pl ease don't ask ne to explain.”

He hesitated, then: "Jenny, |I'msetting up canp in the park. To make ny
point. 1'll be back after | make ny point."

"For the |l ove of heaven, G lbert -- please be careful."
"Careful of what?"
"Just . . . careful."

Dasein felt the gun in his pocket, a heavy weight that brought his mnd to
bear on the nameless threats of this valley. That was the thing -- the
threats were nanel ess. They lacked form \What use was a gun agai nst a
form ess target?

"Il be back, Jenny," he said. "I |ove you."
She began crying. He heard the sobs distinctly before she broke the
connecti on.

H s muscles stiff with anger, Dasein marched back to his truck, pulled it
around the police car and headed out the east road, Marden right behind.

Let the son-of-a-bitch follow, Dasein told hinself. He could feel the
reckless inanity of his actions, but there remained a driving current
underneath that told himhe had to do this. This was asking for a showdown.
That was the thing. A showdown. Perhaps a showdown was needed to provide
answers.

He crossed the river on a concrete bridge, glinpsed rows of greenhouses off to
the left through the trees. The road clinbed up through the trees, emnerged
into scrub country -- madrone and nesquite. It tw sted down through the scrub
and again the land changed. 1In the distance there were tree-covered heights,
but in between stretched | ow nounds of hills topped by gnarled bushes,
scattered weedy growths with bare gray dirt and pools of black water, masnic
wat er untouched by growing things, in the | ow spots.

A snell of sul fur, dank and suffocating, hung over the |and.

Wth al nost a sense of recognition, Dasein realized these nmust be the sand
hills. A broken sign cane into viewon the right. |t dangled from one post.
Anot her post |eaned at a crazy angle.

Sand Hills State Park. Public canp ground.

Twin ruts led off through the sand to the right toward a fenced area with a
door | ess outhouse at one end and crunbling stone fireplaces spaced around the
edge.

Dasein turned into the ruts. The truck lurched and growed its way to the
parking area. He stopped beside one of the stone fireplaces, stared around.
The pl ace was outrageously drab.

A sound of wheels and | aboring car engine brought Dasein's attention to the
left. Marden pulled the patrol car to a stop beside him | eaned across to the



open w ndow.

"What're you stopping here for, Dasein?" There was just a touch of petul ance
in Marden's tone.

"This is a state park isn't it?" Dasein asked. "Any law says | can't canp
her e?"

"Don't get smart with nme, Dasein!"

"Unl ess you have a |l egal objection, I'"'mgoing to canmp here," Dasein said.
"Here?" Marden gestured at the desol ation of the place.

"I find it relatively friendly after Santaroga," Dasein said.

"What're you trying to prove, Dasein?"

Dasein answered himwi th a silent stare.

Marden pull ed back into the patrol car. Dasein could see the man's knuckl es
white on the steering wheel. Presently, the patrol captain | eaned back

glared up at Dasein. "Ckay, mister. |It's your funeral."

The patrol car |eaped ahead, made a sand-spewi ng turn around the parking area,
roared out to the highway and headed back toward town.

Dasein waited for the dust to settle before getting out. He clinbed into the

canper, checked his energency |arder -- beans, powdered m |k and powdered
eggs, canned frankfurters, two bottles of ketchup, a can of syrup and a half
enpty box of prepared pancake mix . . . coffee, sugar . . . He sighed, sat

down on the bunk.

The wi ndow opposite framed a view of the sand hills and the doorl ess outhouse.
Dasei n rubbed his forehead. There was an ache behind his eyes. The bruise on
his head throbbed. The pitiless |light beating down on the drab hills filled
himw th a sense of self-accusation

For the first tine since pointing his truck down into the valley, Dasein began
to question his own actions. He felt there was an air of insanity around
everything he had done. It was a nad pavane -- Jenny . . . Marden

Bur deaux, Piaget, WIlla, Scheler, Ns . . . It was mad, yet with its own kind
of sense. His brushes with disaster becane a part of the stately nonsense.

And there was Jersey Hofstedder's car -- sonehow the nost significant thing of
all.

He felt he had been down once nore beneath the |ake, rising nowinto a brutal
honesty with hinself. Jenny's "W" |ost sonme of its terrors. That was the W
of the cave and the Jaspers, the W that waited patiently for himto nmake his
deci si on.

The decision was his, he saw. No matter what the substance out of that dim
red cave did to the psyche, the decision was his. It had to be his decision
or the nmad pavane | ost all neaning.

I"'mstill fighting it, he thought. I'mstill afraid ['Il wind up "fluttery
behi nd the eyes" and standing on a wapping |line at the Co-op

Restl essly, he clinbed down out of the canper, stood on the sand absorbing the



m d- aft ernoon heat. A single crow flew overhead so cl ose he heard the rushing
harp sound of wi nd through its plumage.

Dasei n gazed after the bird thinking how strange to see only one crow. They
were not a solitary bird. But here was this one -- alone as he was al one.

What was | before that | cannot return to? he wondered. And he thought if he
made t he deci si on agai nst Santaroga he'd be like that solitary crow, a
creature without its own kind anywhere.

The problem he knew, lay in a conpul sion sonewhere within himto make an
honest report to those who'd hired him The Jaspers clarity-of-being urged
it. H's own renenbered sense of duty urged it. To do anything | ess would be
a form of dishonesty, an erosion of selfdom He felt a jeal ous possessiveness
about this self. No smallest part of it was cheap enough to discard.

This self of his, old but newy seen, precious beyond anything he'd ever

i magi ned, placed a terrifying burden on him Dasein saw. He renenbered the

wi | dness of the Jaspers revelation, the gamut he'd run to come through to this
peak.

The had-1-but-known quality of his inmedi ate past settled on himthen like a
fog that chilled himin spite of the afternoon's heat. Dasein shivered. How
pl easant it would be, he thought, to have no decisions. How tenpting to all ow
that restlessly stirring something within his consciousness lift up its

anci ent snake's head and devour the disturbing parts of his awareness.

Hs view of the valley's people took on an A ynpian cast. They stood beside
himfor a noment in ghostly ranks, godlike, masters of the primtive.

Are they testing ne? he wondered.
Then why woul d Jenny say she dared not cone here to hin®
And where are the children?

A coldly rational part of his mind weighed his thinking and found the bal ance
uncertain. How nuch of what's in ny mind is the drug thinking? he asked
hi nmsel f.

At the ful crum of any decision, that was the essential question. Were could
he find solid ground upon which to stand and say, "The things |I'mto decide
about are there . . . and there . . . and there . . . ?"

No one could help himfind this ground, he knew. It rmust be a |lonely search
I f he made an honest report to Meyer Davidson's crew, that would doom
Santaroga. But to nmake a false report would be to plant a cancer within

hi nmsel f.

He had separated hinself from Santaroga in a definite way, like a knife
stroke, Dasein realized. The Jaspers package he'd sent for analysis to
Sel ador loonmed in his mnd. The cutting off had begun there.

It had been a gesture, nothing nore. Synbolic. Sone part of him had known
even as he mailed it that the package would arrive with whatever Jaspers it
had contai ned conpl etely dissipated. He'd been sending a gesture of defiance
to the Santaroga part of hinself, Dasein realized.

Had Burdeaux done that? he wondered. What packages had Burdeaux exchanged
with Loui si ana?



The package to Sel ador -- it had been like a thrown rock that could not reach
its mark. He renmenbered as a child throwing a rock at a cat too far away to
hit. Gay cat. He remenbered the sudden bird silence in his aunt's garden,
the gray cat slinking into view. . . the rock landing short. Piaget was the
gray cat.

The cat in the garden had | ooked up, nonmentarily surprised by the sound,
wei ghed the situation, and returned to its hunting with an insulting disdain
for distant boys with distant rocks. What had Piaget done?

Dasei n experi enced a sudden deitgrasp, an act of self-discovery in which the
sky appeared to shimer. He realized in this instant why he felt so
terrifyingly lonely.

He had no group, no place in a hive of fellowactivity, nothing to shield him
from personal decisions that mght overwhelmhim \hatever decision he made,
no matter the consequences, that was his decision. Selador might face the
shane of his agent's failure. The school mght lose its nunificent grant.
The uni que thing that was Santaroga m ght be dissi pated.

Al'l because of a decision, a gesture really, by a lone man standing in a patch
of barren sand hills, his nmind caught up in fantasies about a solitary crow
and a gray cat.

It was a nmonent for positive action, and all he could think to do was re-enter
t he canper and eat.

As he noved in the confining space preparing hinself a powdered-egg ness in
the frying pan, the truck emtted protesting creaks. Hunger gnawed at him
but he didn't want this food. He knew what he wanted -- what he had fled here

to escape, what his body craved until it was an ache at the core of him--
Jaspers.

Chapter 9

At full dark, Dasein switched on the canper's wall light, retreated into his

notes. He felt he had to keep his mnd occupied, but the fetid snmell of the
canpground intruded. The canper was a tiny world wi th sharp boundaries, but
it couldn't hold off the universe out there. Dasein peered out a w ndow at
stars: bright holes punched in blackness. They amplified his sense of

| oneliness. He jerked his gaze away.

The notes

Always the sane itens floated to the surface:

Where were the chil dren?

What failure of the Jaspers change produced zonbi es?



How coul d a whole comunity be ignited with the unconscious desire to kill a
person?

What was the Jaspers essence? Wat was it? Wat did it do to the body's
chem stry?

Dasei n sensed the danger in putting his hand to these questions. They were
guestions and at the sane tine an answer. This probing -- this was what
ignited the conmunity.

He had to do it. Like a child poking at a sore, he had to do it. But once he
had done it, could he turn then and tell the whole story to Meyer Davidson's
crowd?

Even if he did find the answers and decided to make a full and honest report,
woul d Santaroga permt it?

There were forces at work out there, Dasein realized, against which he was but
a candle flickering in a gale.

He grew aware of footsteps crunching on the sand, turned off the |ight, opened
t he door and peered out.

A ghostly blur of a figure in the starlight, a wonman in a light dress or a
small man in a coat, was approaching along the tracks fromthe hi ghway.

"Who' s there?" Dasein called.

"alr
"Jenny!"
He junped down, strode to nmeet her. "I thought you couldn't come out here.

You told me .

"Pl ease don't come any cl oser,
hi m

she said. She stopped about ten paces from

Such an oddly brittle quality to her voice -- Dasein hesitated.

"Gl, if you won't come back to Uncle Larry's you nust |eave the valley," she
sai d.

"You want nme to | eave?"

"You nust."

"\Why 2"

"I . . . they want you to go."

"What have | done?"

"You're dangerous to us. W all knowit. W can feel it. You' re dangerous."
"Jen . . . do you think I'd hurt you?"

"I don't know! | just know you're dangerous."



"And you want me to | eave?"
"I"mordering you to | eave."

"Ordering ne?" He heard hysteria in her voice.

"G 1, please."

"l can't go, Jen. | can't."

"You nust."

"I can"t."

"Then come back to Uncle Larry's. We'Ill take care of you."

"Even if | turn into a zonbie?"

"Don't say that!"

"It could happen, couldn't it?"

"Darling, we'll take care of you whatever happens!”
"You take care of your own."

"Of course we do."

"Jenny, do you know | |ove you?"

"I know, " she whi spered.

"Then why are you doing this to ne?"

"We're not doing anything to you." She was crying, speaking through sobs.
"I't's you who're doing . . . whatever it is you' re doing."

"I"'monly doing what | have to do."

"You don't have to do anything."

"Wul d you have nme be dishonest . . . lie?"

"G1l, I'mbegging you. For ny sake . . . for your own sake, |eave."

"Or come back to Uncle Larry's?"

"Ch, please.”
"What' Il happen to nme if | don't?"
"If you really love ne . . . Ch, Gl, | couldn't stand it if . . . if

She broke off, crying too hard to speak
He noved toward her. "Jen, don't."

The crying stopped abruptly and she began backi ng away, shaking her head at
him "Stay away from ne!"



"Jenny, what's wong with you?"
She retreated even faster.
"Jenny, stop it."

Suddenl y, she whirled, began running down the track. He started to run after
her, stopped. What was the use?

Her voice came back to himin a hysterical scream "Stay away from ne!
| ove you! Stay away!"

He stood in shocked silence until he heard a car door slamout there on the
hi ghway. Lights canme on; a car raced back toward town.

He renenbered the soft noon of her face in the starlight, two black holes for
eyes. It had been like a nmask. He trudged back to the canper, his mnd in
turmoil. "I |ove you! Stay away!"

What do | really know about Jenny? he asked hi nsel f.

Nothing . . . except that she |loved him

Stay away?

Coul d that have been Jenny demandi ng, beggi ng, ordering?

This speared his mind with a touch of madness. |t transcended the
irrationality of people in |ove.

"You' re dangerous. W all knowit."
| ndeed, they nust.

In the Jaspers oneness he'd experienced at the |ake, they rmust know himfor a
danger. |If he could stay away fromthe stuff, kick it -- would they know him
t hen?

How coul d they hel p but know himthen? His action would be the ultinmate
bet r ayal

He t hought of Santaroga then as a deceptive curtain of cal mess over a pool of
vi ol ence. dynpian-like, they'd surmounted the primtive -- yes. But the
primtive was still there, nore expl osive because it could not be recognized
and because it had been held down |like a coiled spring.

Jenny nust sense it, he thought. Her love for himwould give her a touch of
clarity.

"Stay away from ne!"
Her cry still rang in his ears.

And this was how the other investigators had died -- rel easing the expl osion
t hat was Sant ar oga.

Voi ces intruded on Dasein's reverie. They canme fromthe other side of the
canper away fromthe road. One voice definitely was that of a woman. He
couldn't be sure about the other two. Dasein stepped around the camper,
stared of f toward the dank pools and sand hills. It was a shadowed starlit



| andscape with a suggestion of a glowin it.

A flashlight came into view across the hills. It wavered and darted. There
were three black, lurching figures associated with the light. Dasein thought
of Macbeth's witches. They wal ked and slid down a hill, skirted a pool and

cane on toward the canpground.

Dasein wondered if he should call out. Perhaps they were lost. Wy else
woul d three people be out here in the night?

There was a burst of laughter fromthe group, vaguely childlike. The woman's
voi ce cane clearly out of the dark then: "Ch, Petey! It's so good to have
you with us."

Dasein cleared his throat, said: "Hello." Then, louder: "Hello!"

The Iight stabbed toward him The lilting woman's voi ce said: "Someone's in
t he canpground.”

There was a mascul i ne grunt.

"Who is it?" she asked.

"Just a canper," Dasein said. "Are you lost?"
"We've just been out frogging." It sounded very like the voice of a young
boy.

The trio came on toward him

"Pretty poor place to canp,"” the woman said

Dasei n studied the approaching figures. That was a boy on the left --
definitely a boy. He appeared to be carrying a bow and a quiver of arrows.
The wonman had a | ong gigging pole, a bulky bag of sone kind on one shoul der
The nmen carried the flashlight and a string of bullfrogs. They stopped beside
t he canper and the worman | eaned against it to renmove a shoe and pour sand from
it.

"Been out to the pond," she said.
"Hunh!" the man grunt ed.
"W got eight of them" the boy said. "Mnms gonna fry 'emfor breakfast."

"Petey had his heart set on it,
his first day homne."

the woman said. "l couldn't say no, not on

"I passed," the boy said. "Pop didn't pass, but | did."

"I see," Dasein said. He studied the man in the light reflected off the

al um num si de of the canper. He was a tall man, slim rather gawky. Wsps of
bl onde hair protruded froma stocking cap. H s eyes were as vacant as two

pi eces of blue gl ass.

The wonman had put the shoe back on, now had the other one off enptying it.
She was wrapped in a heavy coat that gave her the appearance of having been
nmol ded in a corrugated barrel. She was short, wouldn't stand any taller than
the man's shoul der, but there was a purposeful air about her that ren nded
Dasein of Clara Scheler at the used-car |ot.



"Bill's the first one in his family in eight generations didn't make it," she

said, restoring the shoe and straightening. "They think it was sonmething in
his mother's diet before he was born. W were engaged before . . . Wy ' ml
telling you all this? 1 don't think I know you."

"Dasein . . . Glbert Dasein," he said. And he thought: So this is how they

take care of their own.

"Jenny's fellow" the woman said. "Well, now.

Dasei n | ooked at the boy. Petey. He appeared to be no nore than twelve,
al nrost as tall as the woman. His face when the flashlight beam brushed it was
a carbon copy of the man's. No denyi ng parent hood there.

"Turn the light over here, Bill," the woman said. She spoke carefully and
distinctly as one nmght to a very young child. "Over here, hon."

"Over there, Pop." The boy directed the man's uncertai n hand.

"That's it, love," the woman said. "I think |I got the gigging hook caught in
my coat." She fussed with a length of line at her side.

"Hunh," the nman said.

Dasein stared at himwith a cold feeling of horror. He could see hinself
there, Jenny "taking care" of him their children hel ping.

"There," the wonman said, pulling the Iine free and attaching it to the gigging
pole. "Turn the light down toward the ground now, Bill. Toward the ground,
hon. "

"Down this way, Pop," the boy said, helping.

"That's a love," the wonan said. She reached out, patted the man's cheek

Dasein felt sonething obscene in the gesture, wanted to turn away, couldn't.

"He's real good, Bill is," the woman said.
The boy began playing with his bow, drawing it, releasing it.

"What you doing out here, Dr. Dasein?" the wonan asked

"I .. . wanted to be . . . alone for awhile.” He forced hinself to | ook at
her.

"Well, this is a place to be alone all right," she said. "You feel all right?
No . . . gutters . . . or anything?"

"Quite all right," Dasein said. He shuddered.

The boy had knocked an arrow into the bow, was waving it about.

"I'"'m Mabel Jorick," the woman said. "This is Bill, ny husband; our son
Petey. Petey's been . . . you know, with Doc Piaget. Just got his bill of
heal th. "

"l passed," the boy said.



"Indeed you did, love." She |ooked at Dasein. "He's going outside to college
next year."

"I'sn't he kind of young?" Dasein asked. "Fifteen," she said. "Hunh," the
man sai d.

The boy had drawn the bowto its full arc, Dasein saw. The arrowtip
glittered in the light fromthe flash.

Up, down . . . right, left the arrow pointed.

Dasei n noved uneasily as the tip traversed his chest -- across, back. Sweat
started on his forehead. He felt nenace in the boy.

Instinctively, Dasein noved to put the man between hinmsel f and Petey, but
Jorick moved back, stared off toward the highway.

"I think he hears the car," the woman said. "M brother, Jim comng to pick
us up." She shook her head wonderingly. "He has awful good hearing, Bil
has. "

Dasein felt a crisis rushing upon him dropped to his hands and knees. As he
fell, he heard the bow twang, felt the wind of an arrow brush the back of his
neck, heard it slaminto the side of the canper.

"Petey!" the wonan shouted. She snatched the bow fromhim "Wat're you
doi ng?"

"I't slipped, Ma."

Dasein clinbed to his feet studying these people narrowy.
"Hunh," the nman said.

The nother turned toward Dasein, the bow in her hand.

"He tried to kill ne," Dasein whispered.

"I't was just an accident!" the boy protested.

The man lifted the flashlight, a menacing gesture.

W thout |ooking at him the wonman said: "Point it toward the ground, hon."
She pushed the |ight down, stared at Dasein. "You don't think . . ."

"It was an accident," the boy said.

Dasein | ooked at the arrow. It had penetrated hal fway through the canper's
wall on a level with his chest. He tried to swallowin a dry throat. |If he
hadn't ducked at just that instant . . . An accident. A regrettable
accident. The boy was playing with a bow and arrow. It slipped.

Deat h by m sadventure.

What war ned nme? Dasei n wonder ed

He knew the answer. It lay there in his nmind, clearly readable. He had cone
to recogni ze the Santaroga pattern of nenace. The neans might differ, but the
pattern carried a saneness -- sonething lethal in an apparently innocent

cont ext .



"It was just an accident,"” the woman whi spered. "Petey wouldn't harma fly."
She didn't believe it, Dasein saw.

And that was another thing. He was still connected by a tenuous thread to the
Jaspers oneness. The warni ng nessage along that |ine was unni stakable. She'd
received it, too.

"Wul dn't he?" Dasein asked. He |ooked once nore at the arrow protruding from
t he canper.

The wonman turned, grabbed her son's shoulder in one hand, shook the bow at
him "You want to go back?" she demanded. "Is that it?"

"Hunh," the man said. He shuffled his feet uneasily.

"It was an accident,"” the boy said. He obviously was near tears.

The wonman turned a pleading | ook on Dasein. "You wouldn't say anything to
Doctor Larry, would you?"

"Say anything?" Dasein stared at her stupidly.
"He mght . . . you know, m sunderstand."”

Dasei n shook his head. What was she tal ki ng about ?

"It's so hard,"” the woman said. "After Bill, | nean. You know how it is over
there." She gestured vaguely with her head. "The way they keep such a cl ose
wat ch on you, picking at every little synptom |It's so hard having a son
there . . . knowing, seeing himonly at visiting hours and . . . and never

really being sure unti
"I"'mall right, Mm" the boy said.

"OfF course you are, love." She kept her eyes on Dasein.

"I wouldn't deliberately hurt anyone," Petey said.

"Of course you wouldn't, |ove."

Dasei n si ghed.

"I passed," the boy said. "I'mnot |ike Pop."

"Hunh," the nman said.

Dasein felt |ike crying.

"You woul dn't say anything, would you?" the woman pl eaded.

So Piaget had rewarding work for himhere in the valley, Dasein thought. A
clinic job . . . working with young people. And it was tied up with Jaspers,
of course.

"Are they going to send nme back?" Petey asked. There was fear in his voice.

"Dr. Dasein, please . t he wonman begged.



"It was an accident,"” Dasein said. He knew it had not been an accident. The
worman knew it. The arrow had been neant to kill. He said: "Perhaps you'd
better take the bow and arrows away fromhimfor awhile."

"Ch, don't you worry about that,"
relief in her tone.

she said. There was a deep sighing of

A car pulled to a stop on the highway at the entrance to the canpground.
"There's Jimnow," the woman said. She turned away, her shoul der bag sw ngi ng
toward Dasein. A rich aroma of Jaspers wafted across Dasein. It cane from

t he bag.

Dasei n stopped his right hand as it automatically reached toward the bag.

Mabel Jorick glanced back at him "I want to thank you for being so
understanding," she said. "If there's ever anything . . ." She broke off,
noting Dasein's attention on the bag. "Bet you snelled the coffee," she said.

"You want it?"

Dasei n found hinmself unable to keep from noddi ng.

"Well, here." She swung the bag around in front of her. "Thernos is al npost
full. 1 just had one cup out at the pond. Spilled npost of that. Petey, you
run al ong, help your dad out to the car."

"Al'l right, Mom Good night, Dr. Dasein."

Dasein was unable to take his gaze fromthe wonman's hands pulling a shiny
nmetal thernos fromthe bag.

"Take the thernos," she said, holding it toward him "You can return it when
you cone back to town. W're only half a block fromthe clinic on Sal non
Vay. "

Dasein felt his fingers close around the corrugated sides of the thernos. He
began trenbling.

"You sure you're all right?" the woman asked.

"I'm. . . it's the aftereffect . . . shock, | guess," he said.
"Sure. |I'mso sorry." She noved behind Dasein to the canper, broke off the
protruding arrow. "lI'mgoing to give this to Petey as a reni nder of how

careful he should be."

Dasein tore his attention away fromthe thernos, |ooked along the sand track
Petey and his father were al nost hal fway to the highway. The car's lights

carved out a funnel of brilliance there. A horn honked once.

"If you're sure you're all right,” the woman said. "l better be going." She
| ooked at the canper, glanced once nore at Dasein. "If there's ever anything
we can do . "

“I'"1l . . . bring your thernmos back as soon as | can," Dasein said

"Ch, no hurry; no hurry at all." She pulled her coat tightly around her

trudged off toward the highway. About twenty paces away, she paused, turned.
"That was real sweet of you, Dr. Dasein. | won't forget it."



Dasein watched until the car turned back toward town. Before the car was out
of sight, he was in the canper, the lid off the thernos, pouring hinself a
steanmi ng cup of the coffee

H s hands trenbled as he lifted the cup

Al the time and matter had been reduced to this nmonent, this cup, this
Jaspers rich steam envel oping him He drained the cup

It was a sensation of rays spreading out froma pinhead spot in his stomach.
Dasein groped his way to his bunk, wapped the sleeping bag around him He
felt supremely detached, a transitory being. H s awareness noved within a
framewor k of gl owi ng nets.

There was terror here. He tried to recoil, but the nets held him \here is

the self that once | was? he thought. He tried to hold onto a self that bore
some famliarity, one he could identify. The very idea of a self eluded him
It became an ear-shaped synbol he interpreted as nind-inaction

For a flickering instant he felt he had encountered the solid ground, a core
of relative truth fromwhich he could make his decisions and justify all his

experiences. His eyes flewopen. |In the faint starlight reflected into the
canper he saw something glittering on the wall, recognized the head of Petey's
arr ow.

There it was -- the relative truth: an arrowhead. It had originated; it had
ceased.

Everything with origin has cessation, he told hinself.

He sensed the stirring in his consciousness then, the ancient thing abiding
there, the mind eater. Sleep, Dasein told hinself. There was an atnan of
sleep within him It resisted awakening. It was infinite, circular. He lay
spread on its rim

Dasei n sl ept.

Chapter 10

Dawn |ight awakened hi m

The coffee in the thernos was cold and had lost its Jaspers savor. He sipped
it anyway to ease the dryness in his throat.

There will be a place like a school, he thought. A boarding school . . . wth
visiting hours. It will have the Santaroga difference. It will be sonething
besi des a school

He stared at the thernmos. It was enpty. The bitter taste of its contents
remai ned on his tongue, a rem nder of his weakness in the night. The Jaspers



had i nmersed himin nightmares. He remenbered dreani ng of glass houses, a
shattering of glass that tunbled about him. . . screamng

House of gl ass, he thought. G eenhouses.

The sound of an approaching car intruded. Dasein stepped outside into chilly
nmorning air. A green Chevrolet was bunping up the track toward him It

| ooked familiar. He decided the car either was Jersey Hof stedder's machine or

its doubl e.

Then he saw t he beefy, gray-haired woman driving the car and he knew. It was
Sam Scheler's nother -- Cara, the car dealer

She pulled to a stop beside Dasein, slid across the seat and got out his side.

"They told me you were here and by golly you are," she said. She stood facing
Dasein, a covered dish in her hands.

Dasein | ooked at the car. "Did you drive clear out here to try to sell ne
t hat car agai n?" he asked.

"The car?" She | ooked around at the car as though it had appeared there by
some formof magic. "Oh, Jersey's car. Plenty of time for that . . . later.
| brought you sone hair of the dog." She presented the dish.

Dasein hesitated. Wy should she bring himanything? "Petey's ny grandson,"

she said. "Mbel, ny daughter, told me how nice you were last night." She
gl anced at the stub of the arrowin the side of Dasein's canper, returned her
attention to Dasein. "Cccurred to me maybe your problems you don't realize

how much we want you to be one of us. So | brought you sone of ny sour cream
stew -- plenty of Jaspers.”

She thrust the dish at him

Dasein took it. Snooth, warm china under his hands. He fought down an
unreasonabl e i mpul se to drop the dish and smash it. He was afraid suddenly.
Perspirati on made his pal ns slippery agai nst the dish.

"Go on, eat it," she said. "It'll set you up for the day."
| must not do it, Dasein told hinself.

But that was irrational. The woman was just being kind, thoughtful
Petey's grandnother. Thought of the boy brought the incident of the night
fl oodi ng back into his m nd.

School . . . observation . . . Jaspers

A whuffling noise fromthe green Chevrolet distracted him A gray-nuzzled old
bl ack-and-white border collie eased itself over onto the front seat, clinbed
down to the sand. It noved with the patient pain of old age, sniffed at

C ara's heel s.

She reached down, patted the dog's head. "I brought Jinbo," she said. "He
doesn't get out in the country nuch anynore. Dang nigh thirty-five years old
and | think he's going blind." She straightened, nodded to the dish in
Dasein's hands. "Go ahead, eat it."

But Dasein was fascinated by the dog. Thirty-five? That was equivalent to
nore than two hundred years in a human. He put the dish on the canper's



steps, bent to stare at the dog. Jinbo. Going blind, she said, but its eyes
carried that sane di sturbing Jaspers directness he sawin all the humans.

"You |ike dogs?" O ara Schel er asked.

Dasein nodded. "Is he really thirty-five?"

"Thirty-six in the spring . . . if he lasts."

Ji mbo ambl ed across to, Dasein, aimed the gray nuzzle at his face, sniffed.
Apparently satisfied, he curled up at the foot of the canper's steps, sighed,
stared off across the sand hills.

"You going to eat or aren't you?" O ara asked.

"Later," Dasein said. He was remenbering how Jersey Hof stedder's car had
figured in his thoughts -- a key to Santaroga. Ws it the car? he wondered.

O was the car just a synmbol? Wich was the inportant thing -- the car or the
synbol ?
Seeing his attention on the car, Clara said: "It's still priced at $650 if

you want it."

"I"'d like to drive it," Dasein said

"Ri ght now?"

"Why not ?"

She gl anced at the dish on the canper's step, said: "That stew won't heat
very well . . . and the Jaspers fades, you know. "

"I had your daughter's coffee |last night," Dasein said.

"No . . . aftereffects?"

It was a practical question. Dasein found hinself probing his own bodily
sensations -- head injury fading, shoulder pain alnmpst gone . . . a bit of

| atent anger over Petey's arrow, but nothing time wouldn't heal

"I"'mfine."

"Well! You're comng around," she said. "Jenny said you would. GCkay." She
gestured toward the green Chevrolet. "Let's take a spin up the highway and
back. You drive." She clinbed into the right-hand seat, closed the door

The dog raised his head fromhis paws.

"You stay there, Jinbo," she said. "We'Il be right back."

Dasei n went around, clinbed behind the wheel. The seat seened to nmould itself
to his back.

"Confortable, huh?" C ara asked.

Dasei n nodded. He had an odd feeling of deja vu, that he'd driven this car
before. It felt right beneath his hands. The engine purred alive, settled
into an al nost noi sel ess notion. He backed the car around, eased it over the
ruts and out the track to the highway, turned right away from town.



A touch on the throttle and the old Chevrolet | eaped ahead -- fifty .

sixty . . . seventy. He eased back to sixty-five. 1t cornered like a sports
car.

"Cot torsion bars," Clara said. "Doesn't roll worth a sweet damm. |Isn't she
pretty?"

Dasei n touched the brakes -- no fading and the nose strayed not an inch. It

was as though the car rode on tracks.

"This car's in better shape right now than the day it canme off the assenbly

line," Cara said.

Dasein silently agreed with her. It was a pleasure to drive. He liked the

| eather snell of the interior. The hand-finished wood of the dash glistened
with a dull luster. There was no distraction fromit, just a tight cluster of

instruments set up high to be read easily without taking his eyes too |ong
fromthe road.

"Notice how he padded the dash on this side," Cara said. "Inch-and-a-half
thick and a thin roll of netal underneath. He cut the steering wheel about a
third of the way back, offset it on a Ujoint. Hit anything with this car and
you won't have that wheel sticking out your back. Jersey was naking safe cars
before Detroit even heard the word."

Dasein found a wide spot at a turn, pulled off, turned around and headed back
to the canpground. He knew he had to have this car. It was everything this
woman sai d.

"Tell you what," Cara said. "I'Il deliver the car over to the Doc's when
get back. We'Il figure out the details later. You won't find ne hard to dea
with, though | can't give you nuch for that clunker of a truck."

"I . . . don't know how | can pay for it," Dasein said. "But . . ."

"Say no nore. W'll figure out sonething.”

The track into the canpground canme into view Dasein slowed, turned off onto
the ruts, shifted down to second.

"You really ought to use the seatbelt,” Clara said. "l noticed you
She broke off as Dasein stopped behind the canper. "Sonething's wong with
Ji mbo! " she said, and she was out of the car and across to the dog.

Dasein turned off the, ignition, junped out and ran around to her side.

The dog lay al nost over on its back, feet stretched out stiff, neck curved
backward, its mouth open and tongue extended.

"He's dead," Clara said. "Jinbo's dead."

Dasein's attention went to the dish on the steps. |Its cover had been pushed
aside and the contents disturbed. There was a splash of gravy beside the |id.
Agai n, he | ooked at the dog. The sand was scratched in a wide swirl around

Ji nbo.

Abruptly, Dasein bent to the dish of stew, sniffed it. Beneath the heavy odor
of Jaspers there was a bitter aroma that curled his nostrils.

"Cyani de?" he asked. He stared accusingly at Cara Scheler



She | ooked at the dish. "Cyanide?"
"You were trying to kill mel™

She picked up the dish, snelled it. Her face went pale. She turned, stared
wi de- eyed at Dasei n.

"Ch, my God! The paint bleach," she said. She dropped the dish, whirled
away, dashed to the car before Dasein could stop her. The Chevrolet |eaped to
life, turned in a whirl of sand and roared out the track to the highway. It
made a skidding turn onto the hi ghway, raced back toward town.

Dasein stared after her

She tried to kill nme, he thought. Cyanide. Paint bleach

But he couldn't shake the menory of her pale, w de-eyed stare. She'd been
surprised, as shocked as he was. Paint bleach. He stared down at the dead
dog. Wuld she have left the dish there near her dog if she'd known it
cont ai ned poison? Not |ikely. Then why had she run?

Pai nt bl each.

There was contam nated food at her house, Dasein realized. She was racing
back to get it before it killed anyone.

| woul d've eaten the stew, Dasein thought.

An accident . . . another bl oody accident.

He kicked the fallen dish aside, dragged the dog out of the way, got behind

t he wheel of his canper. The Ford's engine was a dismal, throbbing ness after
Jersey's car. He maneuvered it gently out to the highway, turned toward town.

Acci dent, he thought.

A pattern was energing, but he found it difficult to accept. There was a

Hol nesian flavor to his thought -- ". . . when you have elimnated the
i mpossi bl e, whatever remains, however inprobable, nust be the truth."

Jenny had screanmed: "Stay away fromnme. | |ove you."

That was consistent. She did |love him Therefore, he had to stay away from
her .

For the time being.

The road forked and he turned right, following the direction by a sign
| abel ed: "G eenhouses.”

There was a bridge over the river -- an ol d-fashioned bridge that crowned in
the mddle . . . heavy planks rattling under the wheels. The river foanmed and
bunched itsel f over the shell-backs of snpboth stones under the bridge.

Dasein slowed the truck at the far side, taken suddenly by a warning sense of
caution which he had | earned to trust.

The road followed the river's right bank. He paced the current, glanced
upstreamtoward the bridge, found it hidden by a stand of wll ows:



It canme over Dasein that there was something sliding and treacherous about the

river. He thought of a liquid snake, venonous, full of evil energy. It
contai ned a concentration of malevolence as it slipped down the rapids beside
the road. And the sound -- it laughed at him

Dasein drew a sigh of relief when the road turned away fromthe river, wound
over two low hills and down into a shallow valley. He glinpsed the gl ass
through trees. It was an expanse of glistening green and covered a nuch

| arger area than he'd expected.

The road ended at a paved parking lot in front of a long stone building. Mre

stone buildings -- tile roofs, curtained windows -- stepped in ranks up the
hill beside the greenhouses.
A great nmany cars waited in the parking lot, a fact Dasein found curious -- at

| east a hundred cars.

And there were people -- nmen wal ki ng between the greenhouses, white-coated
figures behind the glass, briskly striding women com ng and goi ng.

Dasein drove down the Iine of cars |ooking for a place to park. He found a
sl ot beyond the end of the long stone building, pulled in to a stop and stared
around. Chanti ng.

Dasein turned toward the sound; it came fromthe ranks of buildings beyond the
greenhouses. A troop of children cane marching into view down a path between
the buildings. They carried baskets. Three adults acconpanied them They
counted a marching cadence. The troop wound out of sight down into the

gr eenhouse | evel

A tight feeling gripped Dasein's chest.

Foot st eps sounded on his left. Dasein turned to find Piaget striding dow the
line of cars toward him The doctor's bulky figure was accented by a | ong
white snmock. He was hatless, his hair w nd nussed.

Piaget turned into the slot beside Dasein, stopped to stand | ooking in the
truck's open w ndow.

"Well," he said. "Jenny said there'd be an arriving."

Dasei n shook his head. There was al nbst neaning in Piaget's words, but the
sense eluded him He wet his lips with his tongue. "What?"

Pi aget scow ed. "Jenny knows rapport. She said you'd probably show up here."
H s voice sounded suddenly full of effort.

An arriving, Dasein thought.

It was a | abel for an event, a statement w thhol ding judgnment. He studied
Pi aget's wi de, bland face.

"l saw children," Dasein said
"What did you expect?"
Dasei n shrugged. "Are you going to run me off?"

"Al Marden says the ones that run get the fever," Piaget said. "The ones that



wat ch get the benefit."

"Count ne anong the watchers," Dasein said.

Pi aget grinned, opened the truck door. "Cone."

Dasei n remenbered the river, hesitated. He thought of the torn carpet in the
Inn's hallway, the open gas jet, the lake, the arrow. . . the paint bleach
He t hought of Jenny running away fromhim-- "Stay away fromnme! | |ove you."
"Come al ong," Piaget said.

Still hesitating, Dasein said: "Why're the children kept here?"

"We nust push back at the surface of chil dhood," Piaget said. "It's a brutal
animate thing. But there's food growing." He gestured at the expanse of
greenhouses. "There's educating. There's useful energy. Wste not; want
not . "

Agai n, Dasein shook his head. Al npst-neaning.

Push back at the surface of chil dhood?

It was |ike schizophrenic talk and he recalled the incident in the Blue Ewe,
t he haunting conversation of the young couple.

How coul d one hear a sunset?
"You . . . you're not speaking English,"” Dasein conplained.

"I' m speaking," Piaget said.

"But . . ."

"Jenny says you'll be an understander." Piaget scratched his cheek, a pensive
| ook on his face. "You have the training, Dasein.” Again, his voice took on
that | eaden effort. "Wlere's your Weltanschauung? You do have a world view?

The whole is greater than the sumof its parts. Wat is it?"

Piaget's arm swept out to include the greenhouse conplex and the entire
val l ey, the world and the universe beyond.

Dasein's nmouth felt dry. The man was i nsane

"You contain the Jaspers experience," Piaget said. "Digest it. Jenny says
you can do it. Reality shoots through her words."

The tight sensation was a pain in Dasein's chest. Thoughts tunbled through
his m nd w thout order or sense.

In a heavy voice, Piaget said: "For approximately one in five hundred, the
Jaspers cannot " He spread his arnms, palns up. "You are not one of
those few | stake a reputation on it. You will be an opening person."

Dasei n | ooked at the stone building, the hurrying people. Al that action and
purpose. He sensed it all mght be |like the dance of bees -- notions designed
to show hima direction. The direction escaped him

"I will try to put it in the words of outside,’

Pi aget said. "Perhaps then .
He shrugged, | eaned against the side of the door to bring his broad face



close to Dasein. "W sift reality through screens conposed of ideas. These
i dea systens are limted by |anguage. That is to say: |anguage cuts the
grooves in which our thoughts rmust nmove. |If we seek new validity forns, we
nmust step outside the | anguage.™

"What's that have to do with the children?" Dasein nodded toward the
gr eenhouses.

"Dasein! W have a comon instinctive experience, you and |I. \Wat happens in
t he unforned psyche? As individuals, as cultures and societies, we humans
reenact every aspect of the instinctive life that has acconpani ed our species
for uncounted generations. Wth the Jaspers, we take off the binding el enent.
Couple that with the brutality of childhood? No! W would have viol ence,
chaos. We would have no society. It's sinple, isn't it? W nust superinpose
alimting order on the innate patterns of our nervous systens. W nust have
common interests.”

Dasei n found hinself grappling with these ideas, trying to see through themto
some sense in Piaget's earlier words. Push back at the surface of chil dhood?
Vorld view?

"W nust neet the survival needs of individuals," Piaget said. "W know the
civilization-culture-society outside is dying. They do die, you know \Wen
this is about to happen, pieces break off fromthe parent body. Pieces cut
t hensel ves free, Dasein. Qur scalpel -- that was Jaspers. Think, man!

You' ve lived out there. It's a Virgilian autum . . . the dusk of a
civilization."

Pi aget stepped back, studied Dasein.

For his part, Dasein found himsel f suddenly fascinated by the doctor. There
was a tineless essence in the man, powerful, intrusive on everything about
him Framed in the white snock's collar was an Egyptian head, strong cheeks
and jaws, a nose out of Moses' tinme, white even teeth behind thin |ips.

Piaget smled, a deaf smle of ultinmate stubbornness, let a honeyed | ook fl ow
across the | andscape around them the greenhouses, the people.

Dasei n knew then why he'd been sent here. No nere narket report had pronpted
this. Marden had nailed it. He was here to break this up, smash it.

The Sant arogans were working their children here, training them Child |abor
Pi aget seenmed not to care how nuch he reveal ed.

"Conme along," Piaget said. "I'll show you our school."

Dasei n shook his head. What would it be in there? An accidental push agai nst
broken glass? A child with a knife?

"I'm. . . | have to think," Dasein said.
"Are you sure?" Piaget's words dropped on the air like a challenge.

Dasei n thought of a fortress abbey in the Dark Ages, warrior nonks. All this
was contained in Piaget and his valley, in the confidence with which
Sant ar ogans defied the outside. Wre they really confident? he wondered. O
were they actors hypnotized by their own perfornmance?

"You' ve been a swimmer on the surface,” Piaget said. "You haven't even seen
the struggle. You haven't yet devel oped the innocent eye that sees the



uni verse uncl uttered by past assunptions. You were programred and sent here
to break us up."

Dasei n pal ed.
"To be programred is to be prejudiced," Piaget said. "Because prejudice is
selecting and rejecting and that is programming." He sighed. "Such pains we

take with you because of our Jenny."
"I came here with an open m nd," Dasein said.
"Not prejudiced?" Piaget raised his eyebrows.

"So you're contending with . . . groups outside over what's the right way .

"Contending is too soft a word, Dasein. There's a power struggle going on
over control of the human consci ousness. W are a cell of health surrounded
by plague. It's not nen's minds that are at stake, but their consciousness,
their awareness. This isn't a struggle over a market area. Make no m st ake
about it. This is a struggle over what's to be judged val uable in our

uni verse. Qutside, they val ue whatever can be nmeasured, counted or tabul ated.
Here, we go by different standards."

Dasein sensed threat in Piaget's voice. There was no |onger a veneer of
pretense here. The doctor was setting up the sides in a war and Dasein felt
caught in the mddle. He was, he knew, on nore dangerous ground than he'd
ever been before. Piaget and his friends controlled the valley. An
ex-post-facto acci dent would be child' s play for them

"The ones who hired ne," Dasein said, "they're nen who believe

"Men!" Piaget sneered. "Qut there . . ." He pointed beyond the hills which
encl osed the valley. " they're destroying their environment. 1In the
process, they're beconming not-men! W are nmen." He touched his chest. "They

are not. Nature is a unified field. A radical change in environment means
t he i nhabitants nmust change to survive. The not-nen out there are changing to
survive."

Dasei n gaped at Piaget. That was it, of course. The Santarogans were
conservatives . . . unchanging. He'd seen this for hinself. But there was a
fanatic intensity to Piaget, a religious fervor, that repelled Dasein. So it
was a struggl e over nmen's mnds

"You are saying to yourself," Piaget said, "that these fool Santarogans have a
psychel eti ¢ substance whi ch makes them i nhuman. "

It was so close to his thoughts that Dasein grew still with fear. Could they
read m nds? Was that a by-product of the Jaspers substance?

"You're equating us with the unwashed, sandal ed users of LSD, " Piaget said,

"Kooks, you would say. But you are |like them-- unaware. W are aware. W
have truly rel eased the nind. W have a power nedicine -- just as whi skey and
gin and aspirin and tobacco . . . and, yes, LSD, just as these are power

medi ci nes. But you nust see the difference. Wiskey and the other
depressants, these keep their subjects docile. Qur nedicine rel eases the
ani mal that has never been tanmed . . . up to now. "

Dasei n | ooked at the greenhouses.



"Yes," Piaget said. "Look here. That is where we donesticate the human
ani mal . "

Wth a shock of awareness, Dasein realized he had heard too nuch ever to be

al l owed out of the valley. They had passed a point of no return with him In
his present state of mind, there was only one answer for the Santarogans:
they had to kill him The only question remaining was: D d they knowit?

Was any of this conscious? O did it truly operate at the level of instinct?

If he precipitated a crisis, Dasein knew he'd find out. Was there a way to
avoid it? he wondered. As he hesitated, Piaget nmoved around the truck,
clinbed in beside him

"You won't conme with ne," he said. "I'lIl go with you."

"You'll go with ne?"

"To ny house; to the clinic." He turned, studied Dasein. "I |ove ny niece,
you understand? 1'll not have her hurt if I can prevent it."

"I'f | refuse?"

"Ahh, G lbert, you would make the angels weep. W don't want weeping, do we?
W don't want Jenny's tears. Aren't you concerned about her?"

"I'"ve some anxi ety about

"When anxi ety enters, inquiry stops. You have a hard head, Glbert. A hard
head nakes a sore back. Let us go to the clinic."

"What kind of death trap have you set up there?"

Piaget glared at himin outrage. "Death trap?"

Hol di ng as reasonable a tone as he could manage, Dasein said: "You're trying
to kill me. Don't deny it. 1've . "
"I"mdisgusted with you, Glbert. Wen have we tried to kill you?"

Dasein took a deep breath, held up his right hand, enunerated the accidents,
dropping a finger for each one until his hand was clenched into a fist. He

had left out only the incident with Petey Jorick . . . and that because of a
prom se.

"Accidents!" Piaget said.

"As we both know," Dasein said, "there are very fewreal accidents in this
worl d. Mst of what we call accidents are unconsci ous viol ence. You say
you' ve opened your mnd. Use it."

"Pah!  Your thoughts are like nuddy water!"

"Let the nuddy water stand and it becones clear," Dasein said.

"You can't be serious." He glared at Dasein. "But | see that you are." He
closed his eyes nmonentarily, opened them "Well, would you believe Jenny?"
Stay away fromne! | |ove you! Dasein thought.

"Let's go to your clinic," Dasein said. He started the truck, backed out of



the parking ot and headed toward town.

"Trying to kill you," Piaget muttered. He stared out at the | andscape rushing
past them

Dasein drove in silence . . . thinking, thinking, thinking. The instant he
headed toward Jenny, the old fantasies gripped him Jenny and her vall ey!

The place had enveloped himin its aura -- crazy, crazy, crazy! But the
pattern was energing. It was going together with its own Santaroga kind of

| ogi c.

"So not everyone can take your . . . power nedicine?" Dasein asked. "What

happens to the ones who fail ?"

"W take care of our own," Piaget growed. "That's why | keep hoping you'l
stay."

"Jenny's a trained psychol ogist. Wy don't you use her?"
"She does her tour of duty.”

"I"'mgoing to ask Jenny to leave with nme," Dasein said. "You know that, don't
you?"

Pi aget sni ffed.

"She can break away fromyour . . . Jaspers,’
service fromhere. They nust "

Dasein said. "Men go into the

"They al ways cone hone when it's over," Piaget said. "That's in your notes.
Don't you realize how unhappy they are out there?" He turned toward Dasein.
"I's that the choice you' d offer Jenny?"

"They can't be all that unhappy about |eaving," Dasein said. "Qherw se you
cl ever people woul d' ve found anot her sol ution."

"Hmmph! " Pi aget snorted. "You didn't even do your homework for the people who
hired you." He sighed. "I'Il tell you, Glbert. The draft rejects nost of
our young nen -- severe allergy reaction to a diet which doesn't include
periodi c adm nistration of Jaspers. They can only get that here. The

approxi mately six percent of our young people who go out do so as a duty to
the valley. W don't want to call down the federal wath on us. W have a
political accommpdation with the state, but we're not |arge enough to apply

t he sane techni que nationally."

They' ve al ready deci ded about ne, Dasein thought. They don't care what they
tell rme.

The realization brought a tight sensation of fear in the pit of his stonach.

He rounded a corner and cane parallel with the river. Ahead stood the clunp
of willows and the |ong, down-sweeping curve to the bridge. Dasein recalled
his projection of evil onto the river, stepped on the throttle to get this
pl ace behind him The truck entered the curve. The road was banked nicely.
The bridge canme into view There was a yellow truck parked off the road at
the far side, nen standing behind it drinking out of metal cups.

"Look out!" Piaget shouted.

In that instant, Dasein saw the reason for the truck -- a gaping hole in the



center of the bridge where the planks had been renmoved. That was a county
work crew and they'd opened at least a ten foot hole in the bridge.

The truck sped sone forty feet during the monent it took Dasein to realize his
peril.

Now, he could see a two-by-four stretched across each end of the bridge,
yel low warning flags tied at their centers.

Dasein gripped the steering wheel. H's mind shifted into a speed of
conput ati on he had never before experienced. The effect was to slow the
external passage of time. The truck seemed to cone alnost to a stop while he
reviewed the possibilities --

Ht the brakes?

No. Brakes and tires were old. At this speed, the truck would skid onto the
bridge and into the hole.

Swerve off the road?

No. The river waited on both sides -- a deep cut in the earth to swall ow
t hem

Aimfor a bridge abutment to stop the truck? Not at this speed and wi t hout
seat belts. Ht the throttle to increase speed? That was a possibility.
There was the tenporary barrier to break through, but that was only a
two-by-four. The bridge rose in a slight arc up and over the river. The hole
had been opened in the center. @G ven enough speed, the truck could leap the
hol e.

Dasein jamred the throttle to the floorboards. The old truck | eaped ahead.
There came a sharp cracking sound as they smashed through the barrier. Planks
clattered beneath the wheels. There cane a breathless instant of flying, a
spring-crushing lurch as they | anded across the hole, the "crack" of the far
barrier.

He hit the brakes, came to a screeching stop opposite the worknen. Tine
resumed its normal pace as Dasein stared out at the crew -- five men, faces
pal e, nout hs agape.

"For the |love of heaven!" Piaget gasped. "Do you always take chances |ike
t hat ?"

"Was there any other way to get us out of that ness?" Dasein asked. He lifted
his right hand, stared at it. The hand was trenbling.

Pi aget reflected a nonent, then: "You took what was probably the only way out
but if you hadn't been driving so damm' fast on a blind . "

"I will make you a bet," Dasein said. "I'Il bet the work on that bridge

wasn't necessary, that it was either a mi stake or some sort of make-work."

Dasei n reached for his door handle, had to grope twice to get it in his hand,
then found it took a conscious surge of effort to open the door. He stepped
out, found his knees rubbery. He stood a nonent, took several deep breaths,
then noved around to the front of the truck.

Bot h headlights were snmashed and there was a deep dent stretching across both
fenders and the grill.



Dasein turned his attention to the workmen. One, a stocky, dark-haired man in
a plaid shirt and dungarees stood a step ahead of the others. Dasein focused

on the man, said: "Wiy wasn't there a warning sign back there around the
cor ner ?"
"Good God, man!" the fellow said. H's face reddened. "Nobody comes down that

road this time of day."

Dasei n wal ked down the road toward a pile of planks, dirt and oil on them
testifying that they'd been taken fromthe bridge. They |ooked to be

t hree-by-twelve redwood. He lifted the end of one, turned it over-no cracks
or checks. It gave off the sharp sound of an unbroken board when he dropped
it back to the pile.

He turned to see the workman he'd addressed approaching. Piaget was severa
paces behi nd the man.

"When did you get the order to do this work?" Dasein asked.
"Huh?" The man stopped, stared at Dasein with a puzzled frown.
"When did you get orders to repair this bridge?" Dasein asked.

"Well . . . we decided to cone up here about an hour ago. Wat the hel
di fference does it make? You've snashed the . "

"You deci ded?" Dasein asked. "Aren't you assigned to jobs?"

"I"'mthe road crew foreman in this valley, mster. | decide, not that it's
any of your business."

Pi aget came to a stop beside the man, said: "Dr. Dasein, this is Josh Marden
Captai n Marden's nephew. "

"Nepotism begins at hone, | see," Dasein said, his tone elaborately polite.
"Well, M. Marden, or may | call you Josh?"

"Now, you | ook here, Dr. Das . . ."

"Josh, then," Dasein said, still in that tone of calmpoliteness. "I'mvery

curious, Josh. These appear to be perfectly sound planks. Wy'd you decide

to repl ace t hent?"

"What the hell diff . . ."

"Tell him Josh," Piaget said. "I confess to a certain curiosity of my own."

Marden | ooked at Piaget, back to Dasein. "Well . . . we inspected the bridge
We nake regul ar inspections. W just decided to do a little preventive

mai nt enance, put in new planks here and use the old ones on a bridge that

doesn't get as nuch traffic. There's nothing unusual about "

"I's there any urgent road work in this valley?" Dasein asked. "lIs there sone
job you put off to come to this . "

"Now, | ook here, Mster!" Marden took a step toward Dasein. "You've no cal
to . "

"What about the Od MII Road?" Piaget asked. "Are those pot holes still on



the curve by the ditch?"

"Now, | ook, Doc," Marden said, whirling toward Piaget. "Not you, too. W
decided . . ."

"Easy does it, Josh," Piaget said. "I'mjust curious. Wat about the Ad
M1l Road?"

"Aw, Doc. It was such a nice day and the . "

"So that work still has to be done," Piaget said.

"I win the bet," Dasein said. He headed back toward his truck

Piaget fell into step beside him

"Hey!" Marden shouted. "You've broken county property and those boards you
| anded on are probably . "

Dasein cut himoff without turning. "You' d better get that bridge repaired
bef ore sonebody el se has trouble here.”

He slid behind the wheel of his truck, slamed the door. Reaction was setting
in now his whole body felt tense with anger

Piaget clinmbed in beside him The truck rattled as he closed his door. "WII
it still run?" he asked.

"Accident!" Dasein said.
Pi aget renmi ned silent.

Dasein put the truck in gear, eased it up to a steady thirty-five mles an
hour. The rear-view nmirror showed himthe crew already at work on the bridge,
one of their nunber with a warning flag trudgi ng back around the blind comer.

"Now, they send out a flagnan," Dasein said.

A corner cut off the viewin the mrror. Dasein concentrated on driving. The
truck had devel oped new rattles and a front-end shimy.

"They have to be accidents,"” Piaget said. "There's no other explanation."
A stop sign cane into view ahead. Dasein stopped for the main highway. It
was enpty of traffic. He turned right toward town. Piaget's protestations
deserved no answer, he thought, and he gave no answer.

They entered the outskirts of town. There was Scheler's station on the left.
Dasein pulled in behind the station, drove back to the |arge shed-roofed netal
bui I di ng | abel ed " Garage."

"What're you doi ng here?" Piaget asked. "This machine isn't worth .
"I want it repaired sufficiently to get me out of Santaroga," Dasein said.

The garage doors were open. Dasein nosed the truck inside, stopped, clinbed
out. There was a steady sound of work all around -- clanging of mnetal

machi nery humm ng. Lines of cars had been angl ed toward benches down both
sides of the garage. Lights glared down on the benches.



A stocky, dark-skinned man in stained white coveralls cane fromthe back of
t he garage, stopped in front of the track

"What the devil did you hit?" he asked.

Dasei n recogni zed one of the quartet fromthe card game at the Inn -- Scheler
hi nmsel f.
"Doctor Piaget here will tell you all about it," Dasein said. "I want sone

headl i ghts put on this thing and you m ght have a | ook at the steering."
"Why don't you junk it?" Schel er asked.

The truck door slamed and Piaget cane up on the right. "Can you fix it,
SanP" he asked.

"Sure, but it isn't worth it."

"Do it anyway and put it on ny bill. | don't want our friend here to think
we're trying to trap himin the valley."

"I'f you say so, Doc."

Schel er turned around, shouted: "Bill! Take that Lincoln off the rack and
put this truck on. 1'Il wite up a ticket."

A young man in greasy blue coveralls canme around fromthe |l eft bench where he
had been hidden by a Lincoln Continental lifted hal fway up on a hoist. The
young man had Scheler's build and dark skin, the sane set of face and eyes:
bright blue and alert.

"My son, Bill," Scheler said. "He'll take care of it for you."

Dasein felt a twi nge of warning fear, backed against the side of his truck.
The garage around hi m had taken on the sane feeling of concentrated
mal evol ence he had sensed in the river

Schel er started through the space between the Lincoln and an old Studebaker
truck, called over his shoulder: "If you'll sign the ticket over here, Dr.
Dasein, we'll get right at it."

Dasein took two steps after him hesitated. He felt the garage closing in
around hi m

"We can walk to the clinic fromhere," Piaget said. "Samw |l call when your
rig's ready."

Dasei n took another step, stopped, glanced back. Young Bill Scheler was right
behind him The sense of nenace was a poundi ng drunbeat in Dasein's head. He
saw Bill reach out a friendly hand to guide himbetween the cars. There was
no doubt of the innocent intention of that hand, the smling face behind it,
but Dasein saw the hand as the enbodi nent of danger. Wth an inarticulate
cry, Dasein sprang aside.

The young mechani c, caught off bal ance wi th nothing ahead of his thrusting
arm lurched forward, stunbled, fell. As he fell, the hoist with the Lincoln
on it came crashing down. It rocked tw ce, subsided. Bill Scheler |ay

hal fway under it. One of his legs twitched, was still.

A pool of red began to flow from beneath the car.



Pi aget dashed past hi mshouting for Scheler to raise the hoist.

A conpressor began thunpi ng sonewhere in the background. The Lincoln jerked,
began to rise. It exposed a body, its head snashed beyond recognition by one
of the hoist's arns.

Dasein whirled away, ran out of the garage and was sick. That coul d' ve been
me, he thought. That was neant for me. He grew aware of a great bustle of
activity, the sound of a siren in the distance.

Two nechani cs emerged fromthe garage with a pal e-faced, staggering Sam
Schel er between them

It was his son, Dasein thought. He felt that this was of the deepest
significance, but his shocked m nd gave no expl anation for that feeling.

He heard one of the mechanics with Scheler say: "It was an accident, Sam
Not hi ng you coul d do."

They went into the station with him

A siren began giving voice in the distance. |Its wailing grew |ouder. Dasein
backed off to the edge of the station's parking area, stood against a | ow
fence.

H's truck, nosed into the garage, lurched into notion, was swall owed by the
bui I di ng.

The anbul ance droned its way into the parking area, turned, backed into the
garage. Presently, it emerged, drove away with its siren silent.

Pi aget cane out of the garage.

He was an oddly subdued man, indecisive in his walk -- short strides, soft of
step. He saw Dasein, approached with an air of diffidence. There was a snear
of blood down the right side of his white snock, black grease at the hem
grease on the left arm

Bl ood and grease -- they struck Dasein as an odd conbi nation but things out of
which an entire scene could be reconstructed. He shuddered.

"I .. . | need a cup of coffee,"” Piaget said. He closed his eyes briefly,
opened themto stare pleadingly at Dasein. "There's a cafe around the corner
Wuld you . . ." He broke off to take a deep, trenbling breath. "I brought
that boy into the world." He shook his head. "Just when you think you're the
conpl ete doctor, inmune to all personal invol venent "

Dasei n experienced a surge of conpassion for Piaget, stepped away fromthe
fence to take the doctor's arm "Were's this cafe? | could use sonething
nmysel f."

The cafe was a narrow brick buil ding squeezed between a hardware store and a
dark little shop | abeled "Bootery." The screen door banged behind them The
pl ace snelled of steam and the ommi present Jaspers. One of Scheler's station
attendants -- dark green jacket and white hat -- sat at a counter on the |eft
staring into a cup of coffee. A man in a |eather apron, horn-callused hands,
gray hair, was eating a sandwich at the far end of the counter

Dasei n steered Piaget into a booth opposite the counter, sat down across from



hi m

The station attendant at the counter, turned, glanced at them Dasein found

hi nsel f confronted by a face he knew to be another Scheler -- the sanme set to
the blue eyes, the sanme blocky figure and dark skin. The man | ooked at
Pi aget, said: "Hi, Doc. There was a siren.”

Piaget lifted his gaze fromthe tabl etop, |ooked at the speaker. The gl aze
left Piaget's eyes. He took two shallow breaths, |ooked away, back to the nman
at the counter.

"Harry," Piaget said, and his voice was a hoarse croak. "I . . . couldn't

."  He broke off.

The man slid off the counter stool. H's face was a pale, frozen mask. "I've
been sitting here . . . feeling . " He brushed a hand across his nmouth
"It was . . . Bill!" He whirled, dashed out of the cafe. The door slanmed
behi nd hi m

"That's Scheler's other son," Piaget said.

"He knew," Dasein said, and he recalled the experience at the |ake, the
feeling of rapport.

Life exists imersed in a sea of unconsci ousness, he rem nded hinself. 1In the
drug, these people gain a view of that sea.

Pi aget studied Dasein a norment, then: "OF course he knew. Haven't you ever
had a tooth pulled? Couldn't you feel the hole where it had been?"

A sl ender red-haired woman in a white apron, lines of worry on her face, cane
up to the booth, stood |ooking dowmn at Piaget. "I'Il bring your coffee," she
said. She started to turn away, hesitated. "I . . . felt it . . . and Jim
next door came to the back to tell me. | didn't know how to tell Harry. He
just kept sitting there . . . getting lower and lower . . . knowi ng really but

refusing to face it. | She shrugged. "Anything besides coffee?"
Pi aget shook his head. Dasein realized with a sense of shock the man was near
tears.

The waitress left, returned with two nmugs of coffee, went back to the kitchen
-- all without speaking. She, too, had sensed Piaget's enotions.

Dasein sighed, lifted his coffee, started to put the mug to his lips,
hesitated. There was an odd bitter odor beneath the ommipresent Jaspers tang
in the coffee. Dasein put his nose to the nmug, sniffed. Bitter. A plune of
steamrising fromthe dark |liquid assuned for Dasein the shape of a hooded
cobra lifting its fanged head to strike him

Shakily, he returned the mug to the table, |ooked up to neet Piaget's
guesti oni ng gaze.

"There's poison in that coffee," Dasein rasped.
Pi aget | ooked at his own coffee.

Dasein took the nug fromhim sniffed at it. The bitter odor was missing. He
touched his tongue to it -- heat, the soothing flow of Jaspers . . . coffee .



"I's somet hi ng wr ong?"

Dasein | ooked up to find the waitress standing over him "There's poison in
ny coffee," he said.
"Nonsense." She took the nug from Dasein's hand, started to drink

Pi aget stopped her with a hand on her arm "No, Vina -- this one." He handed
her the ot her nug.

She stared at it, snelled it, put it down, dashed for the kitchen. Presently,
she returned carrying a snmall yellow box. Her face was porcelain white,
freckl es standing out across her cheeks and nose |ike the marks of sone

di sease.

"Roach powder," she whispered. "I . . . the box was spilled on the shelf over
the counter. I . . ." She shook her head.

Dasei n | ooked at Piaget, but the doctor refused to nmeet his gaze.

"Anot her accident," Dasein said, holding his voice even. "Eh, doctor?"
Piaget wet his lips with his tongue.

Dasein slid out of the booth, pushing the waitress aside. He took the mug of

poi soned coffee, poured it deliberately on the floor. "Accidents will happen
won't they . . . Vina?"
"Pl ease," she said. "I . . . didn't . . ."

"Of course you didn't," Dasein said.

"You don't understand," Piaget said.

"But | do understand," Dasein said. "What'll it be next tinme? A gun
accident? How about sonething heavy dropped froma roof? Accidentally, of
course." He turned, strode out of the cafe, stood on the sidewal k to study

hi s surroundi ngs.

It was such a normal town. The trees on the parking strip were so nornal.

The young coupl e wal ki ng down the sidewal k across fromhim-- they were so
normal . The sounds -- a truck out on the avenue to his right, the cars there,
a pair of jays arguing in the treetops, two wonen tal king on the steps of a
house down the street to his left -- such an air of normalcy about it all.

The screen door slapped behind him Piaget cane up to stand at Dasein's side.
"I know what you're thinking," he said.

"Do you, really?"
"I know how all this nust |ook to you."
"I's that so?"

"Believe ne," Piaget said,
that . . ."

all this is just a terrible series of coincidences

"Coi nci dence!" Dasein whirled on him glaring. "How far can you stretch
credulity, doctor? How |long can you rationalize before you have to adnit



"Glbert, 1'd cut off my right armrather than | et anything happen to you
It'd break Jenny's heart to . "

"You actually don't see it, do you?" Dasein asked, his voice filled with awe.
"You don't see it. You refuse to see it."

"Dr. Dasein?"

The voice cane fromhis right. Dasein turned to find Harry -- "Scheler's
other son" -- standing there, hat in hand. He |ooked younger than he had in
the cafe -- no nore than nineteen. There was a sad hesitancy in his manner

"I wanted to . . ." He broke off. "My father said to tell you . . . W know

it wasn't your fault that
pl eaded for hel p.

He | ooked into Dasein's eyes, a |ook that

Dasein felt a pang of rapport for the young man. There was a basic decency at
work here. In the nmdst of their own grief, the Schelers had taken tine to
try to ease Dasein's feelings.

They expected ne to feel guilt about this, Dasein thought. The fact that he'd

experi enced no such feeling filled Dasein now with an odd questing sensation
of renorse

If | hadn't . . . He aborted the thought. |If | hadn't what? That acci dent
was nmeant for ne.

"It's all right, Harry," Piaget said. "W understand."

"Thanks, Doc." He |ooked at Piaget with relief. "Dad said to tell you .

the car, Dr. Dasein's truck . . . The new headlights are in it. That's all we
can do. The steering . . . You'll just have to drive slow unless you repl ace
the whole front end.”

"Al ready?" Dasein asked

"It doesn't take long to put in headlights, sir."

Dasei n | ooked fromthe youth to Piaget. The doctor returned his stare with an
expression that said as clearly as words: "They want your truck out of there.
It's a rem nder "

Dasei n nodded. Yes. The truck would rem nd themof the tragedy. This was
logical. Wthout a word, he set off for the garage.

Pi aget sped up, matched his pace to Dasein's.

"Glbert,"” he said, "I nust insist you come over to the house. Jenny can

"l nsist?"

"You' re being very pig-headed, Glbert."

Dasei n put down a surge of anger, said: "I don't want to hurt Jenny any nore
than you do. That's why I'"'mgoing to direct my own steps. | don't really
want you to know what |I'mgoing to do next. | don't want any of you waiting
there in ny path with one of your . . . accidents.”

"G lbert, you nmust put that idea out of your mnd! None of us want to hurt



you.

They were on the parking area between the station and the garage now. Dasein
stared at the gaping door to the garage, overcone suddenly by the sensation
that the door was a nmouth with deadly teeth ready to clanmp down on him The
door yawned there to swall ow him

Dasei n hesitated, slowed, stopped.

"What is it now?" Piaget asked.

"Your truck's just inside," Harry Scheler said. "You can drive it and
"What about the bill?" Dasein asked, stalling for tine.

"Il take care of that,'
up. Then we'll go to .

Pi aget said. "Go get your truck while I'msettling

"l want the truck driven out here for ne," Dasein said. He npbved to one side,
out of the path of anything that m ght come spewi ng fromthat nouth-door

"I can understand your reluctance to go back in there," Piaget said, "but
really . "

"You drive it out for me, Harry," Dasein said.

The youth stared at Dasein with an oddly trapped | ook. "Well, | have sone .

"Drive the damm' car out for himl" Piaget ordered. "This is nonsense!"
"Sir?" Harry | ooked at Piaget.

"I said drive the damm' car out here for him" Piaget repeated. "I've had as
much of this as | can stonmach!"

Hesitantly, the youth turned toward the garage door. H's feet nmoved with a
dr aggi ng sl owness.

"See here, Glbert," Piaget said, "you can't really believe we .

"l believe what | see," Dasein said.

Pi aget threw up his hands, tamed away in exasperation

Dasein listened to the sounds fromthe garage. They were subdued in there --
voi ces, only a few nechani cal noises, the whirring buzz of sone nachi ne.

A door slamed. It sounded |ike the door to the truck. Dasein recognized the
grinding of his starter. The engine caught with its characteristic banging,
as drowned imrediately in a roaring explosion that sent a blast of flane
shooting out the garage door

Pi aget | eaped back with an oath.

Dasein ran diagonally past himto |look into the garage. He glinpsed figures
rushing out a door at the far end. Hi s truck stood in the central traffic
aisle at the core of a red-orange ball of flame. As he stared at the truck, a
burni ng sonething energed fromthe flanes, staggered, fell



Behi nd Dasei n, soneone screaned: "Harry!"

W thout consciously willing it, Dasein found hinself dashing through the
garage door to grab into the flames and drag the youth to safety. There were
sensations of heat, pain. A roaring-crackling sound of fire filled the air
around him The snell of gasoline and char invaded Dasein's nostrils. He saw
ariver of fire reach toward himalong the floor. A blazing beam crashed down
where the youth had lain. There were shouts, a great scranbling confusion

Sonet hi ng white was thrown over the figure he was dragging, engulfed the
flames. Hands eased him aside. Dasein realized he was out of the garage,
that Piaget was using his white snock to smother the fire on Harry.

Soneone appeared to be doing sonething simlar to both Dasein's arns and the
front of his jacket, using a coat and a car robe. The coat and robe were
pul | ed away. Dasein stared down at his own arnms -- black and red fl esh,
blisters formng. The sleeves of his shirt and jacket ended at the el bows in
j agged edgi ngs of char

The pain began -- a throbbing agony al ong the backs of both arms and hands.
Through a world hazed by the pain, Dasein saw a station-wagon screech to a
rocki ng stop beside him saw nen carry the snock-shrouded figure of Harry into
t he back of the wagon. Mdre hands eased Dasein into the seat beside the
driver.

There were voices: "Easy there." "Get '"emto the clinic, Ed, and don't
loiter.” "Gve us a hand here." "Here! COver herel™

There was a sound of sirens, the pounding throb of heavy truck engines.

Dasein heard Piaget's voice fromthe rear of the station-wagon: "Okay, Ed.
Let's get going."

The wagon slipped into notion, dipped onto the street, turned, gathered speed.
Dasei n | ooked at the driver, recognized, one of the station attendants, turned
to peer into the back.

Pi aget crouched there working over the injured youth.
"How bad is he?" Dasein asked.

"He was wearing |ong Johns," Piaget said. "They helped. He seens to've
protected his face by burying it in his cap, but his back is bad. So're his
| egs and arns and his hands."

Dasein stared at the injured youth.

"WII he . . ."

"I think we got to himin tine," Piaget said. "l gave hima shot to put him
out." He looked at Dasein's arns. "Do you want a needl e?"

Dasei n shook his head fromside to side. "No."

What made ne rush in there to save hinf? Dasein asked hinself. It had been an

instinctive reaction. Saving Harry had precipitated himinto a sem hel pl ess
situation, needing nmedical attention hinself, caught in a car with two

Sant arogans. Dasein probed at his enbryo Jaspers awareness, the sixth sense
whi ch had warned hi m of danger. He found nothing. The threat appeared to
have been withdrawn. |Is that why | acted to save Harry? Dasein wondered. D d



| hope to propitiate Santaroga by saving one of their own even while they were
trying to kill me?
" Anot her acci dent,"
sel f - doubt .

Pi aget said, and his voice carried a questioning tone of

Dasein nmet the doctor's probing gaze, nodded.

The station-wagon turned onto a tree-lined street, and Dasein recogni zed the
broad, brown-shingled front of Piaget's house. They drove past it and onto a
gravel ed driveway that curved around to the rear through a tall board fence
and under a portico jutting froma two-storey brick building.

In spite of his pain, Dasein realized this building |ay concealed fromthe
street by the fence and a border planting of evergreens, that it nust be part
of the conplex which included Piaget's house. It all seenmed hazily
significant.

Whi te-coated attendants rushed a gurney out of the building, eased the burned
youth fromthe rear of the station wagon. Piaget opened Dasein's door, said:
"Can you get out under your own power, G |bert?"

"I . . . think so."

Dasein held his arnms out in front of him slid fromthe car. The pain and the
nmotion required all his attention. There was a begi nning ache along his
forehead now and down the right side of his face. The brick building, a pair
of swi nging glass doors, hands gently guiding him-- all seened rather distant
and recedi ng.

' m bl acki ng out, he thought. He felt it might be extremely dangerous to sink
i nto unconsci ousness. Wth a start, he realized he had been eased into a
wheel chair, that it was speeding down a green-walled hallway. The surge of
awar eness sent his senses crashing into the pain. He felt hinmself recoiling
toward the blessed relief of unconsciousness. It was an al nost physica

t hi ng, as though his body was bounci ng between Iimting walls --

unconsci ousness or pain.

Bright Iights!

The light was all around him He heard scissors snipping, |ooked down to see
hands working the scissors. They were cutting the sleeves of his jacket and
shirt, lifting the fabric away from seared fl esh

That's my flesh, Dasein thought. He tore his gaze away fromit.

Dasein felt sonmething cool at his |left shoulder, a pricking sensation, a

pul ling. A hand hol ding a hypoderm c nmoved across his plane of vision. The

i mportant thing to Dasein in this noment was that his vision was linited to a
pl ane. There was light, a foggy glittering out of which hands noved and faces
appeared. He felt hinmself being undressed. Sonething cool, soothing, sliding
was being applied to his hands and arms, to his face.

They' ve given ne a shot to put me out, he thought. He tried to think about
danger then, about being totally hel pless here. Consciousness refused to
respond. He couldn't push his awareness through the glittering fog.

There were voices. He concentrated on the voices. Someone said: "For the
| ove of heaven! He was carrying a gun." Another voice: "Put that down!"



For sonme reason, this anmused Dasein, but his body refused to |augh

He thought then of his canper as he'd last seen it -- a ball of orange flane.
Al his records had been in there Dasein realized. Every bit of evidence he'd
accunul at ed about Santaroga had gone up in that fire. Evidence? he thought.
Notes . . . speculations . . . It was all still in his mnd, subject to
recal | .

But menory is lost at death! he thought.

Fear gal vanized a miniscule core of selfdomin him He tried to shout. No
sound canme. He tried to nove. Miscles refused to obey.

When the darkness cane, it was |like a hand that reached up and seized him

Chapter 11

Dasei n awoke renenbering a dream-- a conversation with facel ess gods.
"Dunghills rise and castles fall.” |In the dream sonething with an echo-box
voi ce had said that. "Dunghills rise and castles fall."

Dasein felt it inportant to renenber all the dream Yes. "I'mthe man who
woke up." That was what he'd tried to tell the faceless gods. "I'mthe man
who woke up."

The dreamwas a flowing pattern in his nmenory, a process that couldn't be
separated fromhinself. It was full of pure deeds and angui sh. There was a
chronic frustration init. He had tried to do sonething that was inherently
i npossi ble. What had he tried to do? It eluded him

Dasei n remenbered the hand of darkness that had preceded the dream He caught
his breath and his eyes popped open. Daylight. He was in a bed in a
green-walled room Qut a window at his left he could see a twi sted red branch
of madrone, oily green | eaves, blue sky. He felt his body then: bandages and
pain al ong his arnms, bandages across his forehead and his right cheek. His
throat felt dry and there was a sourness on his tongue.

Still, the dreamclung to him It was a disenbodied thing. D senbodied.
Death! That was a clue. He knew it. Dasein recalled Piaget speaking of "a
common instinctive experience." Wat did instinct have to do with the dreanf?
Instinct. Instinct. Wat was instinct? An innate pattern inpressed on the
nervous system Death. Instinct.

"Look inward, |ook inward, oh Man, on thyself," the facel ess gods of the dream
had said. He recalled that now and felt |ike sneering.

It was the old knowthyself syndrome, the psychol ogist's disease. I|nward,
ever inward. The death instinct was in there with all the other instincts.
Know t hysel f? Dasein sensed then he couldn't know hinmself w thout dying.



Deat h was the background agai nst which life could know itself.
A throat was cleared to Dasein's right.
He tensed, turned his head to | ook toward the sound.

W nston Burdeaux sat in a chair beside the door. The brown eyes staring out
of Burdeaux's noorish face held a quizzical expression

Why Bur deaux? Dasei n wondered

"I"'mhappy to see you're awake, sir," Burdeaux said.

There was a soot hing sense of conpanionship in the man's runbling voice. Ws
t hat why Burdeaux had been brought in? Dasein wondered. Had Burdeaux been
pi cked to soothe and lull the victinP

But I'mstill alive, Dasein thought.

If they'd wanted to harm him what better opportunity had presented itsel f?
He' d been hel pl ess, unconsci ous

"What time is it?" Dasein asked. The novenent of speaking hurt his burned
cheek.

"It's alnmost ten o' clock of a beautiful norning," Burdeaux said. He snmiled, a
flash of white teeth in the dark features. "lIs there anything you w sh?"

At the question, Dasein's stomach knotted in a pang of hunger. He hesitated
on the point of asking for breakfast. What might be in any food served here?
he asked hi nsel f.

Hunger is nore than an enpty stomach, Dasein thought. | can go without a

nmeal .

"What | wish," Dasein said, "is to know why you're here."

"The doctor thought | might be the safest one," Burdeaux said. "I, nyself,
was an outsider once. | can recall howit was."

"They tried to kill you, too?"

"Sirt"

"Well . . . did you have accidents?" Dasein asked

"I do not share the doctor's opinion about . . . accidents,"” Burdeaux said
"Once . . . | thought -- But | can see now how wong | was. The peopl e of

this valley wish to harmno nman."

"Yet, you're here because the doctor decided you'd be the safest,” Dasein
said. "And you haven't answered ny question: D d you have accidents?"

"You must understand," Burdeaux said, "that when you don't know the ways of
the valley, you can get into . . . situations which . "

"So you did have accidents. |Is that why you asked for secret packages from
Loui si ana?"

"Secret packages?"



"Why el se did you have themsent to Porterville?"

"Ch, you know about that." Burdeaux shook his head, chuckled. "Haven't you
ever hungered for the foods of your childhood? | didn't think ny new friends
woul d understand. "

"I's that what it was?" Dasein asked. "O did you wake up one norning shaking
with fear at what the Jaspers in the local food was doing to you?"

Bur deaux scow ed, then: "Sir, when | first cane here, | was an ignorant
nigger. Now, |'man educated Negro . . . and a Santarogan. | no |onger have
the delusions which I . . ."

"So you did try to fight it!"

"Yes . . . | fought it. But | soon |earned how foolish that was."

"A delusion."

"l ndeed; a del usion."

To renove a man's del usi ons, Dasein thought, is to create a vacuum \Wat
rushes into that vacuunf

"Let us say," Burdeaux said, "that | shared your delusions once."
"It's normal to share the delusions of one's society," Dasein rmurnured, half
to hinmself. "It's abnormal to devel op private del usions."

"Well put," Burdeaux said.

Agai n, he wondered: \What rushed into the vacuun? Wat del usions do
Sant ar ogans share?

For one thing, he knew they coul dn't see the unconscious viol ence which
created accidents for outsiders. Mst of themcouldn't see this, he corrected
hinsel f. There was a possibility Piaget was begi nning to understand. After
all, he'd put Burdeaux in here. And Jenny -- "Stay away fromne! | |ove
you!"

Dasei n began to see Santarogans in a new light. There was sonething

decorously Roman about them. . . and Spartan. They were turned in upon

t hensel ves, unfriendly, insular, proud, cut off from exchange of ideas that
might . . . He hesitated on this thought, wondering about the TV room at the
I nn.

"The roomyou tried to hide fromne," Dasein said. "At the Inn -- the room

with the television receivers
"W didn't really want to hide that fromyou," Burdeaux said. "lIn a way, we
hide it fromourselves . . . and fromchance outsiders. There's sonething
very alluring about the sickness that's poured over TV. That's why we rotate
the watchers. But we cannot ignore it. TV is the key to the outside and it's
gods. "

"It's gods?" Dasein suddenly remenbered his dream

"They have very practical gods outside," Burdeaux said.



"What's a practical god?" Dasein asked.

"A practical god? That'a a god who agrees with his worshipers. This is a way
to keep from bei ng conquered, you see."

Dasein turned away from Burdeaux to stare up at the green ceiling. Conquer
the gods? Was that the dreamis chronic frustration?

"l don't understand," he rmurnured.

"You still carry sone of the outside's delusions," Burdeaux said. "Qutside,
they don't really try to understand the universe. Ch, they say they do, but
that's not really what they're up to. You can tell by what they do. They're
trying to conquer the universe. Gods are part of the universe . . . even
man- made gods."

"If you can't beat 'em join 'em" Dasein said. "To keep from being
conquered, a practical god agrees with his attackers. |Is that it?"

"You're just as perceptive as Jenny said you' d be," Burdeaux said.

"So outsiders attack their gods," Dasein said.

"Anything | ess than abject subm ssion has to have sone attack in it," Burdeaux
said. "You try to change a god? Wat's that except accusing the god of not
agreeing with you?"

"And you get all this fromthe TV?"

"All this from. . ." Burdeaux broke into a chuckle. "GCh, no, Doctor G|
You don't mind if | call you Doctor G1?"

Dasein turned to stare at the questioning | ook on Burdeaux's face. Doctor

GIl. To object would be to appear the stiffnecked fool. But Dasein felt that
agreement woul d be a step backward, the loss of an inportant battle. He could
see no way to object, though

"\What ever you wi sh," Dasein said. "Just explain this about the TV."

"That's . . . our w ndow on the outside," Burdeaux said. "That whole world of
t he permanent expedi ency out there, that whole world is TV. And we watch it

t hr ough . "

"Per manent expedi ency?" Dasein tried to raise hinself on his el bows, but the
effect set his burned arnms to throbbing. He sank back, kept his gaze on

Bur deaux.

"Why, of course, sir. The outside works on the tenporary expedi ent, Doctor

GIl. You nmust know that. And the tenmporary always turns into the permanent,
somehow. The tenporary tax, the necessary little war, the tenporary brutality
that will cease as soon as certain conditions end . . . the governnent agency

created for the permanent interim.
"So you watch the news broadcasts and get all this from.

"Mre than the news, Doctor GIl. Al of it, and our watchers wite condensed
reports that . . . You see, it's all TV out there -- life, everything

Qut siders are spectators. They expect everything to happen to them and they
don't want to do nore than turn a switch. They want to sit back and let life
happen to them They watch the late-late show and turn off their TVs. Then



they go to bed to sleep -- which is a formof turning thenselves off just |ike
the TV. The trouble is, their late-late showis often [ater than they think
There's a desperation in not being able to recognize this, Doctor Gl.
Desperation |l eads to violence. There cones a norning for al nost every one of
t hose poor peopl e outside when they realize that [ife hasn't happened to them
no matter how much TV they've watched. Life hasn't happened because they
didn't take part in it. They've never been onstage, never had anything real

It was all illusion . . . delusion."

Dasei n absorbed the intensity of the words, their meaning and what |ay under
them There was a terrifying sense of truth in Burdeaux's words.

"So they get turned off," Dasein murmured.
"It's all TV," Burdeaux said.

Dasein turned his head, | ooked out the w ndow.

"You really ought to eat sonmething, Doctor GI," Burdeaux said.
"No. "

"Doctor GI, you're a wise man in sone things, but in others . "
"Don't call ne wise," Dasein said. "Call ne experienced."

"The food here is the very best,"” Burdeaux said. "I'Il get it and serve you
nmysel f. You don't have to fear a . "

"I'"ve been burned enough tines," Dasein said.

"Fire won't crack a full pot, Doctor GI."

"Wn, | admire you and trust you. You saved ny life. | don't think you were
supposed to, but you did. That's why Doctor Piaget sent you in here. But an
acci dent could happen -- even with you."

"You hurt nme to say that, Doctor GI. I'mnot the kind feeds you with the
corn and chokes you with the cob."

Dasei n sighed. He'd offended Burdeaux, but the alternative . . . It occurred
to Dasein abruptly that he was sitting on a special kind of bonb. Santaroga
had abated its attack on him probably in part because of his present

hel pl essness. But the community was capabl e of returning to the manufacture
of accidents if and when he shoul d ever want sonething not permitted here.

At the nmoment, Dasein wanted nothing nore than to be far away fromhere. He
wanted this desperately despite the certain know edge this desire nust be on
the proscribed list.

The door beside Burdeaux opened. A nurse backed into the roompulling a cart.
She turned. Jenny!

Dasein ignored his burns, lifted hinself on his el bows.

Jenny stared at himw th an oddly pai ned expression. Her full lips were
thrust out alnost in a pout. The |Iong black hair had been tied back in a neat
bun. She wore a white uniform white stockings, white shoes -- no cap

Dasei n swal | owed.



"M ss Jenny," Burdeaux said. "What do you have on that cart?"

She spoke wi thout taking her gaze from Dasein. "Some food for this madman.
prepared it myself."

"I"ve been trying to get himto eat," Burdeaux said, "but he says no."

"Wuld you |l eave us for a while, Wn?" she asked. "I want

"The doctor said | wasn't to |et

"Wn, please?" She turned toward him pl eadi ng.

Bur deaux swallowed. "Well . . . since it's you
"Thank you, Wn."

"Twenty mnutes,"” Burdeaux said. "I'Il be right out in the hall where you can
call me if you need.”

"Thank you, Wn." She turned her attention back to Dasein.

Burdeaux left the room closed the door softly.

Dasein said: "Jen,

"Be quiet,"

she said. "You're not to waste your strength. Uncle Larry said

"I"'mnot eating here," Dasein said.

She stanped a foot. "G, you're being

"I"'mbeing a fool," he said. "But the inportant thing is I'malive."
"But | ook at you! Look at . . ."
"How s Harry Schel er?"

She hesitated, then: "He'll live. He'll have sone scars, and for that matter
so will you, but you . "

"Have they figured out what happened?”
"It was an accident."
"That's all? Just an acci dent ?"

"They sai d somet hing about the line fromthe fuel punp being broken . . . a
bad el ectrical connection to one of the lights and . "

"An accident," Dasein said. "l see." He sank back into his pillow

"I'"ve prepared you sone coddl ed eggs and toast and honey,'
"You' ve got to eat sonething to keep up . "

Jenny sai d.

"alr



"l said no."

"What're you afraid of ?"
"Anot her acci dent."

"But | prepared this nyself!"

He turned his head, stared at her, spoke in a |low voice: "Stay away from ne.
| love you."

"Gl bert!"

"You said it," he rem nded her

Her face paled. She |eaned against the cart, trenbling. "I know " she

whi spered. "Sonetines | can feel the . " She | ooked up, tears stream ng
down her face. "But | do love you. And you're hurt now | want to take care
of you. | need to take care of you. Look." She lifted the cover from one of

the dishes on the cart, spooned a bite of food into her nouth.
"Jenny," Dasein whispered. The |ook of hurt on her face, the intensity of his
love for her -- he wanted to take her in his arnms and

A wi de-eyed | ook cane over Jenny's face. She reached both hands to her
throat. Her nouth worked, but no sound came forth.

"Jenny!"
She shook her head, eyes staring wildly.

Dasei n threw back the covers of his bed, winced as novenment increased the pain
along his arns. He ignored the pain, slid his feet out to a cold tile floor
strai ghtened. A wave of dizziness gripped him Jenny, hands still at her

t hroat, backed toward the door. Dasein started toward her, hospita

ni ghtshirt flopping around his knees. He found novenment difficult, his knees
rubbery.

Abruptly, Jenny slunped to the floor.

Dasei n remenbered Burdeaux, shouted: "Help! Wn! Help!"™ He staggered,
clutched the edge of the cart. It started to roll

Dasein found hinself sitting helplessly on the floor as the door burst open
Bur deaux stood there glaring at him | ooked down at Jenny who lay with her
eyes cl osed, knees drawn up, gasping.

"Call the doctor," Dasein husked. "Sonmething in the food. She ate sone .

Bur deaux took one quick breath of awareness, whirled away down the hall,
| eavi ng the door open

Dasein started to crawl toward Jenny. The room wavered and tw sted around
him H s arnms throbbed. There was a whistle in Jenny's gasping breaths that
made himwant to dash to her, but he couldn't find the strength. He had
covered only a few feet when Piaget rushed in with Burdeaux right behind.

Pi aget, his round face a pal e bl ank mask, knelt beside Jenny, notioned toward



Dasein, said: "Get himback in bed."

"The food on the cart," Dasein rasped. "She ate sonething."

A blonde nurse in a stiff white cap wheel ed an energency cart in the door,
bent over Piaget's shoulder. They were cut from Dasein's view as Burdeaux
scooped hi mup, deposited himon the bed.

"You stay there, Doctor GI," Burdeaux said. He turned, stared at the action
by the door.

"Allergenic reaction," Piaget said. "Throat's closing. Gve nme a double
tube; we'll have to punp her."

The nurse handed sonething to Piaget, who worked over Jenny, his back
obscuring his actions.

"Atropine," Piaget said.

Agai n, he took sonething fromthe nurse.

Dasein found it difficult to focus on the scene. Fear tightened his throat.
Wy am | so weak? he wondered. Then: Dear God, she can't die. Please save
her .

Faces of more hospital personnel appeared at the door, w de-eyed, silent.

Pi aget gl anced up, said: "Get a gurney."

Sone of the faces went away. Presently, there was a sound of wheels in the
corridor.

Pi aget stood up, said: "That's as nuch as | can do here. Get her on the
gurney -- head lower than her feet." He turned to Dasein. "Wuat'd she eat?"
"She took . . ." Dasein pointed to the food cart. "Watever it is, she took

the cover off. Eggs?"

Pi aget took one stride to the cart, grabbed up a dish, sniffed at it. Hs
noverent opened the view to the door for Dasein. Two orderlies and a nurse
were lifting Jenny there, carrying her out the door. There was one glinpse of
her pale face with a tube dangling fromthe corner of her nouth.

"Was it a poison?" Burdeaux asked, his voice hushed.

"OfF course it was a poison!" Piaget snapped. "Acts like aconite.” He turned
with the dish, rushed out.

Dasein listened to the sound of the wheels and swift footsteps recedi ng down
the hall until Burdeaux closed the door, shutting out the sound.

H s body bathed in perspiration, Dasein |ay unresisting while Burdeaux eased
hi m under the bl ankets.

"For one nmonment there," Burdeaux said, "I . . . | thought you'd hurt Jenny."
She can't die, Dasein thought.

"I"'msorry," Burdeaux said. "l know you wouldn't hurt her."



"She can't die," Dasein whispered.

He | ooked up to see tears draw glistening tracks down Burdeaux's dark cheeks.
The tears ignited an odd anger reaction in Dasein. He was aware of the anger

swelling in him but unable to stop it. Rage! It was directed not at
Bur deaux, but at the disenbodi ed essence of Santaroga, at the collective thing
which had tried to use the womman he loved to kill him He glared at Burdeaux.

"Doctor Larry won't |et anything happen to Jenny," Burdeaux said. "Hel

Bur deaux saw the expression in Dasein's eyes, instinctively backed away.
"CGet out of here!" Dasein rasped.
"But the doctor said | was to . "

"Doctor G| says you get the hell out of herel™

Bur deaux's face took on a stubborn set. "lI'mnot to |eave you al one."
Dasei n sank back. What could he do?

"You had a very bad shock reaction |ast night,"’
give you blood. You're not to be left alone.”

Bur deaux said. "They had to
They gave me a transfusi on? Dasein wondered. Wy didn't they kill me then?
They were saving ne for Jenny!

"You all care so nuch for Jenny," Dasein said. "You'd let her kill ne. It'd
destroy her, but that doesn't make any difference, does it? Sacrifice Jenny,
that's your verdict, you pack of "

"You're tal king crazy, Doctor Gl."

As quickly as it had conme, the anger |left Dasein. Wy attack poor Wn? Wy
attack any of then? They couldn't see the nonkey on their back. He felt
deflated. O course this was crazy to Burdeaux. One society's reason was
anot her's unreason.

Dasei n cursed the weakness that had seized his body.

Bad shock reaction.

He wondered then what he would do if Jenny died. It was a curiously
fragnmented feeling -- part of himwailing in grief at the thought, another
part raging at the fate which had shunted himinto this corner . . . and part

of him forever anal yzing, analyzing .

How much of the shock had been a Jaspers reaction? Had he become sensitized
t he way Sant arogans were?

They' Il kill me out of hand if Jenny dies, he thought.

Burdeaux said: "I'll just sit here by the door. You be sure to tell ne if
you need anything."

He sat down facing Dasein, folded his arns -- for all the world like a guard.

Dasein cl osed his eyes, thought: Jenny, please don't die. He recalled Piaget



telling how Harry Schel er had known of the brother's death.

An enmpty pl ace.

Where do | sense Jenny? Dasein asked hinself.

It bothered himthat he couldn't probe within hinmself somewhere and be
reassured by Jenny's presence. That kind of reassurance was worth any price.
She had to be there. It was a thing any Santarogan coul d do.

But I'm not a Santar ogan.

Dasein felt that he teetered on the razor's edge. One side held the vast
unconsci ous sea of the human world into which he had been born. On the other
side -- there, it was like the green waters of a | ake -- serene, contai ned,
every droplet knowi ng its neighbors.

He heard a door open, felt a stormbegin in the unconsci ous sea, sensed a
breeze stirring the surface of the | ake. The sensation of bal anci ng receded.
Dasei n opened his eyes.

Pi aget stood in the mddle of the room He wore a stethoscope around his
neck. There was a feeling of fatigue around his eyes. He studied Dasein with
a puzzled frown.

"Jenny?" Dasein whi spered.

"She'll live," Piaget said. "But it was close."

Dasein cl osed his eyes, took a deep breath. "How many nore accidents |ike
that can we take?" he asked. He opened his eyes, net Piaget's gaze.

Bur deaux cane up beside Piaget, said: "He's been tal king crazy, Doctor
Larry."

"Wn, would you |l eave us for a bit?" Piaget asked.
"You sure?" Burdeaux scowl ed at Dasein.

"Please," Piaget said. He pulled up a chair, sat down beside the bed, facing
Dasei n.

"I'"ll be right outside," Burdeaux said. He went out, closed the door

"You' ve upset Wn and that's rather difficult to do," Piaget said.

" Upset Dasein stared at him speechless. Then: "Is that your
summat i on of what's happened?”

Pi aget | ooked down at his own right hand, nmade a fist, opened it. He shook
his head. "I didn't nean to sound flippant, Glbert. | . . ." He |ooked up
at Dasein. "There nust be sonme reasonabl e, rational explanation."

"You don't think the word accident explains all this?"

"An acci dent prone

"We both know there's no such thing as an accident prone in the popul ar sense
of that |abel," Dasein said.



Pi aget steepled his hands in front of him |eaned back. He pursed his lips,
then: "Well, in the psychiatric view . "

"Come off that!" Dasein barked. "You're going to fall back on the old cliche
about 'a neurotic tendency to inflict self-injury,' a defect in ego-control
Where did | have any control over the work on that bridge? O the boy with
the bow and arrow or

"Boy with a bow and arrow?"

Dasei n thought to hell with his prom se, told about the incident at the park
added: "And what about the garage hoist or the fire? For that matter, what
about the poison in the food Jenny . . . Jenny, of all people! the food that
she . "

"Al'l right! You have grounds to

"Grounds? |'ve an entire syndrome laid out in front of me. Santaroga is
trying to kill me. You've already killed an apparently inoffensive young man.
You' ve al nost killed Jenny. What next?"

"I'n heaven's nane, why would we .
"To elimnate a threat. Isn't that obvious? |'ma threat."

"Ch, nowreally .

"Now, reallyl O is it perfectly all right if |I take Jenny out of this crazy
val l ey and bl ow t he whistle on you?"

"Jenny won't leave her . . ." He paused. "Blow the whistle? What do you
mean?"
"Now, who's naking the angels weep?" Dasein asked. "You protest that you | ove

Jenny and won't have her hurt. What nore terrible thing is there than to have
her be the instrument of my death?"

Pi aget paled, drew two ragged breaths. "She . . . There nmust be . . . \Wat
do you nean bl ow the whistle?"

"Has a Labor Departnent inspector ever |ooked into the child | abor situation
out at your school ?" Dasein asked. "What about the State Departmnment of Mental
Hygi ene? Your records say no nental illness from Santaroga."

"G lbert, you don't know what you're tal king about."

"Don't 1? What about the antigovernnent propaganda in your newspaper?"

"W're not antigovernnent, Glbert, we're

"What? Wiy, |'ve never seen such a .

"Allow ne to finish, please. W're not antigovernnent; we're anti-outside.
That's a cat of quite different calico.”

"You think they're all . . . insane?"
"We think they're all going to eat thenselves up."

Madness, madness, Dasein thought. He stared at the ceiling. Perspiration



bat hed his body. The intensity of enotion he'd put into the argunment wth
Pi aget

"Why did you send Burdeaux to watch over nme?" Dasein asked.

Pi aget shrugged. "I . . . to guard against the possibility you m ght be right
in your "

"And you picked Burdeaux." Dasein turned his eyes toward Piaget, studied the
man. Piaget appeared to be warring with hinself, nervously clenching and
uncl enching his fists.

"The reasons shoul d be obvious,"
can you?" Dasein asked.

he said. "You can't let me |eave the vall ey,

"You're in no physical condition to

"WIIl | ever be?"

Pi aget nmet Dasein's gaze. "How can | prove to you what we really .

"I's there any place here where |I can protect nyself from acci dents?" Dasein
asked.

"Protect yourself from. Pi aget shook hi s head.

"You want to prove your honorable intentions," Dasein said.

Pi aget pursed his lips, then: "There's an isolation suite, a penthouse on the
roof -- its own kitchen, facilities, everything. If you . "

"Coul d Burdeaux get ne up there without killing nme?"

Pi aget sighed. "Ill take you up there nyself as soon as | can get a . "

" Bur deaux. "

"As you wi sh. You can be noved in a wheel chair."

"Il wal k. "

"You're not strong enough to

"I'l'l find the strength. Burdeaux can help ne."

"Very well. As to food, we can

"I"ll eat out of cans picked at randomfroma market's shelves. Burdeaux can
shop for ne until I'm. "

"Now, see here

"That's the way it's going to be, doctor. He'll get nme a broad selection, and
I'"lI'l choose at random fromthat selection."

"You' re taking unnecessary . "
"Let's give it a try and see how many acci dents devel op. "

Pi aget stared at hima monent, then: "As you w sh."



"\What about Jenny? \When can | see her?"

"She's had a severe shock to her systemand sonme intestinal trauma. 1'd say
she shouldn't have visitors for several days unless they . "

"I"'mnot |leaving that isolation suite until I've convinced you," Dasein said.
"When can she cone to see me?"

"I't'"ll be several days." He pointed a finger at Dasein. "Now, see here,
Glbert -- you're not going to take Jenny out of the valley. She'll never
consent to . "

"Let's let Jenny decide that."

"Very well." Piaget nodded. "You'll see." He went to the door, opened it.

"W n?"

Bur deaux stepped past Piaget into the room "Is he still talking crazy,

Doctor Larry?"

"We're going to conduct an experinment, Wn," Piaget said. "For reasons of Dr.
Dasein's health and Jenny's happi ness, we're going to nove himto the
isolation suite." Piaget jerked a thunmb toward the ceiling. "He wants you to

nmove him"

"I"l1l get a wheelchair," Burdeaux said.

"Dr. Dasein wants to try wal king," Piaget said.

"Can he do that?" Burdeaux turned a puzzled frown on Dasein. "He was too
weak to stand just a little . "

"Dr. Dasein appears to be relying on your strength,"” Piaget said. "Think you
can manage?"

"I could carry him" Burdeaux said, "but that seens like a .

"Treat himwith the same care you' d treat a helpless infant," Piaget said.

"I'f you say so, Doctor Larry."

Bur deaux crossed to the bed, hel ped Dasein to sit on the edge of the bed. The
effort set Dasein's head to whirling. In the fuzzy tipping and turning of the
room he saw Piaget go to the door, open it and stand there | ooking at

Bur deaux.

"I"ll take nmy evil influence el sewhere for the time being," Piaget said, "You
don't mind, do you, Glbert, if I look in on you shortly -- purely in a

medi cal capacity?"

"As long as | have the final say on what you do to me," Dasein said.

"It's only fair to warn you your bandages have to be changed," Piaget said.
"Can Wn do it?"

"Your trust in Wn is very touching," Piaget said. "l'msure he's inpressed.”

"Can he . . ."



"Yes, I'mcertain he can -- with my instruction.”
"Al'l right then," Dasein said.

Wth Burdeaux's help, Dasein struggled to his feet. He stood there panting,
| eani ng on Burdeaux. Piaget went out, |eaving the door open

"You sure you can nanage, sir?" Burdeaux asked.

Dasein tried to take a step. His knees were two sections of flexing rubber
He woul d have fallen had it not been for Burdeaux's support.

"Do we go by el evator?" Dasein asked.
"Yes, sir. It's right across the hall."

"Let's get on with it."

"Yes, sir. Excuse ne, sir." Burdeaux bent, lifted Dasein in his arnms, turned
to slip through the door.

Dasein glinpsed the startled face of a nurse wal king down the hall. He felt
foolish, helpless -- stubborn. The nurse frowned, glanced at Burdeaux, who

i gnored her, punched the elevator button with an el bow. The nurse strode off
down the hall, heels clicking.

El evator doors slid open with a hiss.

Bur deaux carried himinside, elbowed a button nmarked "P."

Dasein felt his nouth go dry as the el evator doors closed. He stared up at a
creamceiling, a mlky oblong of light, thinking: "They didn't hesitate to
sacrifice Jenny. Wiy would they have a second thought about Burdeaux? What
if the elevator's rigged to crash?

A faint humm ng sounded. Dasein felt the elevator lift. Presently, the doors
opened and Burdeaux carried himout. There was a glinpse of a creamwall ed

entrance foyer, a mahogany door | abeled "lIsolation" and they were inside.

It was a long roomw th three beds, w ndows opening onto a black tar roof.

Bur deaux deposited Dasein on the nearest bed, stepped back. "Kitchen's in
there," he said, pointing to a sw nging door at the end of the room

"Bat hroom s through that door there." This was a door opposite the foot of
Dasein's bed. There were two nore doors to the right of this one. "Q her
doors are a closet and a lab. |Is this what you wanted, Doctor?"

Dasein met a neasuring stare in Burdeaux's eyes, said: "It'll have to do."

He managed a rueful smile, explained the eating arrangenents.

"Canned food, sir?" Burdeaux asked.

“I"minmposing on you, | know," Dasein said. "But you were . . . like nme
once. | think you synpathise with me . . . unconsciously. |'mcounting on
that to . . ." Dasein managed a weak shrug.

"I's this what Doctor Larry wants nme to do?"

"Yes."



"I just pick cans fromthe shelves . . . at randon®"

"That's right."
"Well, it sounds crazy, sir . . . but I'lIl doit." He left the room
nmutt ering.

Dasei n managed to crawl under the bl ankets, lay for a noment regaining his
strength. He could see a line of treetops beyond the roof -- tall evergreens
-- a cloudless blue sky. There was a sense of quiet about the room Dasein
took a deep breath. Was this place really safe? A Santarogan had picked it.
But the Santarogan had been off balance with personal doubts.

For the first tine in days, Dasein felt he m ght relax. A profound | assitude
filled him

What is this unnatural weakness? he wonder ed.

It was far nore than shock reaction or a result of his burns. This was |ike
an injury to the soul, sonething that involved the entire being. It was a
central command to all his nuscles, a compul sion of inactivity.

Dasei n cl osed his eyes.

In the red darkness behind his eyelids Dasein felt hinmself to be shattered,
his ego huddled in a fetal crouch, terrified. One nmust not nove, he thought.
To nmove was to invite a disaster nore terrible than death.

An uncontrol |l abl e shudderi ng shook his |l egs and hips, set his teeth
chattering. He fought hinself to stillness, opened his eyes to stare at the
cei ling.

It's a Jaspers reaction, he thought.

There was a snell of it in the room The aroma ghawed at his senses. He
sniffed, turned toward a netal stand beside the bed, a partly-opened drawer.
Dasein slid the drawer all the way out to a stop, rolled onto his side to peer
at the space he'd exposed.

Enpty.
But there'd been a Jaspers something in the drawer -- and that recently.
What ?
Dasei n swept his gaze around the room |Isolation suite, Piaget had said.

I solation of what? Fromwhat? For what?

He swal | owed, sank back on the pill ow

The deliciously terrifying |lassitude gripped him Dasein sensed the green
wat ers of unconsci ousness ready to enfold him By a desperate effort of wll,
he forced his eyes to remain open

Sonewhere, a cowering, fetal something noaned.

Facel ess god chuckl ed.

The entrance door opened.



Dasein held hinself rigidly unnoving, afraid if he noved his head to one side
his face m ght sink beneath the upsurgi ng unconsci ousness, that he night drown
in .

Piaget came into his field of vision, peering down at him The doctor thunbed
Dasein's left eyelid up, studied the eye.

"Damed if you aren't still fighting it," he said.
"Fi ghting what ?" Dasei n whi spered.

"I was pretty sure it'd knock you out if you used that nuch energy at this

stage," Piaget said. "You're going to have to eat before |ong, you know "
Dasein was aware then of the pain -- a demanding hollowwithin him He held
onto the pain. It helped fight off the enfol ding green waves.

"Tell you what," Piaget said. He noved from Dasein's range of vision. There

cane a scraping, a grunt. "IlIl just sit here and keep watch on you until Wn
gets back with sonething you'll stuff into that crazy face of yours. | won't
lay a hand on you and I won't |et anyone el se touch you. Your bandages can
wait. More inportant for you to rest -- sleep if you can. Stop fighting it."

Sl eep! CGods, how the |assitude beckoned.
Fi ghti ng what ?
He tried to frame the question once nmore, couldn't find the energy. It took

all of his effort nmerely to cling to a tiny glow ng core of awareness that
stared up at a creamcolored ceiling.

"What you're fighting," Piaget said in a conversational tone, "is the clinb
out of the norass. Mid clings to one. This is what |eads me to suspect your
theory may have a germof truth init -- that sonme stain of violence stil

clings to us, reaching us on the blind side, as it were."

Pi aget's voice was a hypnotic drone. Phrases threaded their way in and out of
Dasei n' s awar eness.

renoved from ex-stasis,
must reinprint the sense of identity .

experiment in donmestication .
froma fixed condition . "ot
o not hi ng new. rmankind's always in some sort of trouble
religious experience of a sort -- creating a new order of theobotanists
- don't shrink fromlife or fromawareness of life
seek a society that changes smoothly, flowingly as the collective need
requires . "

One of the facel ess gods produced a thundering whisper in Dasein's skull:
"This is ny comandnent given unto you: A poor man cannot afford principles
and a rich nman doesn't need them"

Dasei n | ay suspended in a hanmock of silence.
Fear of novenent domni nated him

He sensed a worl d-presence somewhere beneath him But he lay stranded here
above. Sonething beckoned. Familiar. He felt the famliar world and was
repel l ed. The place seethed with disguises that tried to conceal a rubble of
pret ensi ons, devices, broken nmasks. Still, it beckoned. It was a place in
which he could fit, shaped to him He sensed hinself reaching toward it with



a feeling of exuberant self-gratification, drew back. The rubble. It was
everywhere, a blanket over life, a creany ennui -- soothing, cajoling,
sacchari ne.

Still, it beckoned.

The lure was inexhaustible, a brilliant bag of pyrotechnics, a palette flooded
wi th gross col ors.

It was all a trick.

He sensed this -- all a trick, a mass of signal cliches and canned refl exes.
It was a hateful world.

VWhi ch worl d? he asked hinmself. Ws it Santaroga . . . or the outside?
Sonet hi ng grabbed Dasei n's shoul der

He screaned

Dasei n awoke to find hinself nmoaning, nmunbling. It took a noment to place
hinsel f. \Where were the facel ess gods?

Pi aget | eaned over him a hand on Dasein's shoul der

"You were having a nightmare," Piaget said. He took his hand away. "Wn's
back with the food -- such as it is."

Dasei n's stomach knotted in pain.

Bur deaux stood at his right next to the adjoining bed. A box piled with
canned food rested on the next bed.

"Bring ne a can opener and a spoon,"” Dasein said.

"Just tell me what you want and I'll open it," Burdeaux said.

"I'l'l doit," Dasein said. He raised hinself on his el bows. Myvenent set his
arms to throbbing, but he felt stronger -- as though he had tapped a strength
of desperation

"Hurmor him" Piaget said as Burdeaux hesitated.

Bur deaux shrugged, went out the door across fromthe bed.

Dasei n threw back the blankets, swung his feet out. He notioned Piaget back
sat up. Hi s feet touched a cold floor. He took a deep breath, |urched across
to the adjoining bed. H's knees felt stronger, but Dasein sensed the
shal | owness of his reserves.

Bur deaux reappeared, handed Dasein a tw st-handl e can opener.

Dasei n sat down beside the box, grabbed a fat green can out of it, not even

| ooking at the label. He worked the opener around the can, took a proffered
spoon from Burdeaux, lifted back the Iid.
Beans.

An odor of Jaspers clanored at Dasein fromthe open can. He |ooked at the



| abel : "Packed by the Jaspers Cooperative." There was a permt nunber, a
date of a year ago and the admonition: "Not for sale in interstate comerce.
Exposed Dec. '64."

Dasein stared at the can. Jaspers? It couldn't be. The stuff didn't ship.
It couldn't be preserved out of

"Somet hi ng wong?" Piaget asked.

Dasei n studied the can: shiny, a glistening |abel.

"Beans with neat sauce and beef,"” read the yellow letters.

Dasein ignored the lure of the aroma fromthe can, |ooked in the box. He
tried to renenber whether the can had given off the characteristic hiss of a
vacuum seal breaking as it had been opened -- couldn't renenber.

"What's wrong?" Piaget insisted.
"Can't be anything wong," Burdeaux said. "That's all private stock."

Dasei n | ooked up fromthe box. Al the cans he could see bore the Co-op's
| abel . Private stock?

"Here," Piaget said. He took can and spoon from Dasein's hands, tasted a bite
of beans, smiled. He returned the can and spoon to Dasein, who took them
automatical | y.

"Not hi ng wong there," Piaget said.
"Better not be," Burdeaux said. "It cane fromPete Maja's store, right off
the private stock shelf."

"It's Jaspers," Dasein rasped.

"OfF course it is," Piaget said. "Canned right here for |ocal consunption
Stored here to preserve its strength. Wn't keep long after it's opened,
t hough, so you'd better start eating. Got maybe five, ten mnutes." He
chuckl ed. "Be thankful you're here. |If you were outside and opened that can

woul dn't last nore'n a few seconds. "
n W]y?ll

"Hostile environment," Piaget said. "Go ahead and eat. You saw ne take sone.
Didn't hurt nme."

Dasein tested a bit of the sauce on his tongue. A soothing sensation spread
across his tongue, down his throat. They were delicious. He spooned a ful
bite into his mouth, gul ped it down.

The Jaspers went thunp in his stomach. Dasein turned, w de-eyed toward
Bur deaux, met a | ook of wonder, dark brown eyes like African charns with
butter-yellow flecks in them The can drew Dasein's attention. He peered
intoit. Enpty.

Dasei n experienced a sensation of strange recall -- like the fast rewind on a
tape recorder, a screech of nenory: his hand in a piston nmovenent spooning
the contents of the can into his nouth. Blurred gul pings.

He recogni zed the thunp now. It had been a thunp of awareness. He no |onger



was hungry.

My body did it, Dasein thought. A sense of wonder enfolded him M body did
it.

Pi aget took the can and spoon from Dasein's unresisting fingers. Burdeaux

hel ped Dasei n back into bed, pulled the blankets up, straightened them M
body did it, Dasein thought. There'd been a trigger to action -- know edge
that the Jaspers effect was fading . . . and consci ousness had bl anked out.

"There," Piaget said.
"What about his bandages?" Burdeaux asked.

Pi aget exam ned the bandage on Dasein's cheek, bent close to sniff, drew back.
"Perhaps this evening," he said.

"You' ve trapped me, haven't you?" Dasein asked. He stared up at Piaget.
"There he goes again," Burdeaux said.

"Wn," Piaget said, "I know you have personal matters to take care of. Wy
don't you tend to them now and | eave me with G lbert? You can conme back
around six if you would."

Burdeaux said: "I could call WIla and have her

"No need to bother your daughter," Piaget said. "Run along and

"But what if . . ."

"There's no danger," Piaget said.

"I'f you say so," Burdeaux said. He noved toward the foyer door, paused there
a nonent to study Dasein, then went out.

"What didn't you want Wn to hear?" Dasein asked.
"There he goes again," Piaget said, echoing Burdeaux.

" Somet hi ng must' ve .

"There's nothing Wn couldn't hear!"

"Yet you sent himto watch over me . . . because he was special," Dasein said
He took a deep breath, feeling his senses clear, his mnd come alert. "Wn
was . . . safe for ne."

"Wn has his owmn life to live and you're interfering," Piaget said. "He

"Why was Wn safe?"

"It's your feeling, not mne," Piaget said. "Wn saved you fromfalling.
You' ve shown a definite enpathy . "

"He came fromoutside," Dasein said. "He was like ne . . . once."

"Many of us cane from outside," Piaget said.



"You, too?"

"No, but . . . "

"How does the trap really work?" Dasein asked.
"There is no trap!"

"What does the Jaspers do to one?" Dasein asked.
"Ask yoursel f that question."”

"Technically . . . doctor?"

"Techni cal | y?"

"What does the Jaspers do?"

"Ch. Anpbng other things, it speeds up catalysis of the chemical transmitters
in the nervous system-- 5 hydroxytryptam ne and serotonin.”

"Changes in the Golgi cells?"

"Absolutely not. Its effect is to break down bl ockage systenms, to open the
m nd's i mage function and consci ousness formnul ati on processes. You feel as
t hough you had a better . . . an inproved nmenory. Not true, of course, except

in effect. Merely a side effect of the speed with which .

"I'mage function," Dasein said. "What if the person isn't capable of dealing
with all his nenories? There are extrenely di sagreeabl e, shameful
dangerously traumatic menories in sone . "

"We have our failures."”

"Dangerous fail ures?"

"Sonetines. "

Dasein closed his mouth, an instinctive reaction. He drewin a deep breath
t hrough his nostrils. The odor of Jaspers assailed his senses. He |ooked
toward the box of cans on the adjacent bed.

Jaspers. Consciousness fuel. Dangerous substance. Drug of ill onen.

Specul ative fantasies flitted through Dasein's mnd. He turned, surprised a
nmooni ng | ook on Piaget's face.

"You can't get away fromit here in the valley, can you?" Dasein asked.
"Wio' d want to?"

"You're hoping I'll stay, perhaps help you with your failures."

"There's certainly work to be done."

Anger seized Dasein. "How can | think?" he denanded. "I can't get away from
the snell of "

"Easy," Piaget nmurnured. "Take it easy, now. You'll get so you don't even
notice it."



Every society has its own essential chemi stry, Dasein thought. Its own arons,
a thing of profound inportance, but |east apparent to its own nenbers.

Santaroga had tried to kill him Dasein knew. He wondered nowif it could
have been because he had a different smell. He stared at the box on the bed.
| mpossible! It couldn't be anything that close to the surface.

Pi aget noved around to the box, tore a small, curling strip of paper fromit,
touched the paper to his tongue. "This box has been down in storage," he
said. "It's paper, organic matter. Anything organic becomes inpregnated wth
Jaspers after a certain exposure.” He tossed the paper into the box.

"WIl | be like that box?" Dasein asked. He felt he had a ghost at his heels,
an essence he couldn't elude. The lurking presence stirred in his mnd

Wi oo

"Put such thoughts out of your mnd," Piaget said.

"WIIl | be one of the failures?" Dasein asked.

"I said stop that!"

"Why shoul d I ?"

Dasein sat up, the strength of fear and anger in him his mnd crowmed by
suppositions, each one worse than its predecessor. He felt nore exposed and
vul nerabl e than a child running from a whipping.

Wth an abrupt shock of menory, Dasein fell back to the pillow. Wy did
choose this noment to remenber that? he asked hinmself. A painful incident
fromhis childhood |ay there, exposed to awareness. He remenbered the pain of
the switch on his back.

"You're not the failure type," Piaget said.

Dasei n stared accusingly at the odorous box.

Jasper s!

"You're the kind who can go very high," Piaget said. "Wy do you really think
you' re here? Just because of that silly market report? O because of Jenny?

Ah, no. Nothing that isolated or sinmple. Santaroga calls out to sonme peopl e.
They cone."

Dasei n | ooked sidel ong at him

"I came so you people could get the chance to kill me," Dasein said.
"W don't want to kill you!"

"One monent you suspect | nmay be right, the next you're denying it."
Pi aget si ghed.

"I have a suggestion," Dasein said.
"Anyt hi ng. "

"You won't like it," Dasein said.



Pi aget glared at him "What's on your nind?"

"You'll be afraid to do it."

"1'" m not

"It's something like a clinical test," Dasein said. "M guess is you'll try

not to doit. You'll look for excuses, anything to get out of it or to
discontinue it. You'll try to m sunderstand ne. You'll try to break away
from. "

"For the |l ove of heaven! \What's on your m nd?"
"You may succeed."

"Succeed in what?"

"Not doi ng what | suggest."

"Don't try to crowmd nme into a corner, Glbert."

"Thus it starts,” Dasein said. He held up a hand as Piaget made as though to
speak. "I want you to let me hypnotize you."

"What ?"
"You heard ne."
n W]y?ll

"You're a native," Dasein said, "thoroughly conditioned to this
consci ousness fuel. | want to see what's under there, what kind of fears you

"OfF all the crazy .

"I"'mnot some amateur meddl er asking to do this," Dasein said. "lI'ma
clinical psychologist well versed in hypnotherapy."”

"But what could you possibly hope to . "

"What a man fears," Dasein said. "H s fears are |like a 'hom ng beacon.' Hone

inon a mn's fears and you find his underlying notivations. Under every
fear, there's a violence of no nean . "

"Nonsense! | have no . "
"You're a nedical man. You know better than that."

Pi aget stared at him silently measuring. Presently, he said: "Wll, every
man has a death fear, of course. And

"Mre than that."
"You think you're sone kind of god, Glbert? You just go around

"Doth the eagle mount up at thy conmand, and nake her nest on hi gh?" Dasein
asked. He shook his head. "Wat do you worship?"

"Ch . . . religion." Piaget took a deep breath of relief. "Thou shalt not be



afraid for the terror by night; nor for the arrowthat flieth by day; nor for
the pestilence that wal keth in darkness; nor for the destruction that wasteth
at noonday. Is that it? Wat do . . ."

"That is not it."

"G lbert, I'mnot ignorant of these matters, as you must realize. To stir up
t he areas you're suggesting . "

"What would | stir up?"
"W both know that cannot be predicted with any accuracy."

"You're doing things as a comunity . . . a group, a society that you don't
want nme digging into," Dasein said. "Wat does that society really worship?
Wth one hand, you say: 'Look anywhere you like.' Wth the other hand, you
slam doors. |In every action of "

"You really believe some of us tried to . . . kill you. . . for the
conmuni ty?"

"Don't you?"
"Coul dn't there be sonme other explanation?"
n \N]at ?II

Dasein held a steady gaze on Piaget. The doctor was disturbed, no doubt of
that. He refused to neet Dasein's eyes. He noved his hands about aim essly.
H s breat hi ng had qui ckened.

"Societies don't believe they can die," Piaget said. "It nust follow that a
soci ety, as such, does not worship at all. |If it cannot die, it'll never face
a final judgnent."

"And if it'll never face judgnent," Dasein said, "it can do things as a
society that'd be too much for an individual to stomach."

"Perhaps," Piaget nuttered. "Perhaps." Then: "All right, then. Wy exanine
me? |1've never tried to harmyou."

Dasei n | ooked away, taken aback by the question. Qut the w ndow he could see
through a frame of trees a stretch of the hills which encl osed Santaroga. He
felt himself enclosed by that line of hills, entangled here in a web of

nmeani ngs.

"\What about the people who have tried to kill nme?" Dasein asked shortly.
"Wuld they be fit subjects?"

"The boy, perhaps," Piaget said. "I'Il have to exam ne hi manyway."
"Petey, the Jorick boy," Dasein said. "A failure, eh?"

"I think not."

" Anot her opening person . . . like nme?"

"You renenber that?"

"Then, you said societies die, that you'd cut yourselves off here . . . wth



Jaspers. "

"W had a speaking then, too, as | recall it," Piaget said. "Have you really
opened now? Are you seeing? Have you becone?"

Dasei n abruptly renmenbered Jenny's voice on the tel ephone: "Be careful." And
the fear when she'd said: "They want you to | eave."

In this instant, Piaget became for himonce nore the gray cat in the garden
silencing the birds, and Dasein knew hinself to be alone yet, w thout a group
He renenbered the | ake, the perception of perception -- knowi ng his own body,
t hat communal knowl edge of nood, that sharing.

Every conversation he'd had with Piaget canme back to Dasein then to be wei ghed
and bal anced. He felt his Santaroga experiences had been building -- one
nmonent upon another -- to this instant.

"I"l1l get you some nore Jaspers,"” Piaget said. "Perhaps then

"You suspect I'mfluttery behind the eyes?" Dasein asked.
Piaget smled. "Sarah clings to the phrases of the past," he said, "before we
systemati zed our dealings with Jaspers . . . and with the outside. But don't
| augh at her or her phrases. She has the innocent eye."

"Which | haven't."

"You still have sonme of the assunptions and prejudices of the not-nen," Piaget
sai d.

"And |'ve heard too nuch, |earned too nmuch about you, ever to be allowed to
| eave, " Dasein said.

"Wn't you even try to beconme?" Piaget asked.

"Become what?" Piaget's crazy, alnost-schizophrenic talk enraged him A
speaki ng! A seeing!

"Only you know that," Piaget said.

"Know what ?"
Pi aget nmerely stared at him

"Il tell you what | know," Dasein said. "I know you're terrified by ny
suggestion. You don't want to find out how Vina's roach powder got into the
coffee. You don't want to know how C ara Schel er poi soned her stew. You
don't want to know what pronpted someone to push nme off a float. You don't
want to know why a fifteen-year-old boy would try to put an arrow through ne.
You don't want to know how Jenny poi soned the eggs. You don't want to know
how a car was set up to crush me, or how ny truck was rigged as a fire bonb.
You don't want to . "

"Al'l right!"
Pi aget rubbed his chin, turned away.
"I told you you m ght succeed,"” Dasein said.

"'1ti vuccati'" Piaget nurnmured. " 'Thus it is said: Every system and every



i nterpretation becones false in the light of a nore conplete system' |
wonder if that's why you're here -- to renmind us no positive statenment may be
made that's free fromcontradictions."

He turned, stared at Dasein.

"What're you tal ki ng about?" Dasein asked. Piaget's tone and manner carried a
suddenl y di sturbi ng cal mess.

"The i nner enlightennent of all beings dwells in the self," Piaget said. "The
sel f which cannot be isolated abides in the nmenory as a perception of synbols.
W are conscious as a projection of self upon the receptive content of the
senses. But it happens the self can be led astray -- the self of a person or
the self of a comunity. | wonder "

"Stop trying to distract ne with gobbl edygook," Dasein said. "You're trying
to change the subject, avoid . "

"A. . . void," Piaget said. "Ah, yes, The void is very pertinent to this.
Ei nstein cannot be confined to mathematics. All phenonenal existence is
transitory, relative. No particular thing is real. It is passing into

somet hing el se at every nmonent."

Dasei n pushed hinself upright in the bed. Had the old doctor gone crazy?
"Performance al one doesn't produce the result,” Piaget said. "You're grasping
at absolutes. To seek any fixed thing, however, is to deal in false

i magi nation. You're trying to strain soap fromthe water with your ringers.
Duality is a delusion."

Dasei n shook his head fromside to side. The nan was naki ng no sense at all.

"I see you are confused," Piaget said. "You don't really understand your own
intellectual energy. You walk on narrow paths. | offer you new orbits of

"You can stop that," Dasein said. He remenbered the | ake then, the husky

fem ni ne voice saying: "There's only one thing to do." And Jenny: "W're
doing it."

"You must adapt to conditional thought," Piaget said. "In that way, you'll be
able to understand rel ative sel f-existence and express the relative truth of
what ever you perceive. You have the ability to do it. | can see that. Your

insight into the violent actions which surround

"\What ever you're doing to ne, you won't stop it, will you?" Dasein asked.
"You keep pushing and pushing and . "

"Who pushes?" Piaget asked. "Are you not the one exerting the greatest . . ."
"Dam you! Stop it!"

Pi aget | ooked at himsilently.

"Einstein," Dasein nmuttered. "Relativity . . . absolutes . . . intellectual
energy . . . phenonenal " He broke off as his mnd lurched nonmentarily
into a speed of conputation very |like what he had experienced when deciding to

hurdl e the gap in the bridge.

Its sweep-rate, Dasein thought. It's like hunting submarines -- in the mnd



It's how many search units you can put to the job and how fast they can
travel .

As quickly as it had cone, the sensation was gone. But Dasein had never felt
as shaken in his life. No imedi ate danger had triggered this ability .
not this tine.

Narrow pat hs, he thought. He |ooked up at Piaget in wonder. There was nore
here than fell upon the ears. Could that be the way Santarogans thought?
Dasei n shook his head. It didn't seempossible . . . or likely.

"May | el aborate?" Piaget asked.
Dasei n nodded.

"You will have remarked the blunt way we state our relative truths for sales
pur poses," Piaget said. "Conditional thought rejects any other approach
Mutual respect is inplicit, then, in conditional thought. Contrast the narket
approach of those who sent you to spy upon us. They have . "

"How fast can you think?" Dasein asked.

"Fast?" Piaget shrugged. "As fast as necessary.”
As fast as necessary, Dasein thought.

"May | continue?" Piaget asked.

Agai n, Dasei n nodded.

"It has been noted," Piaget said, "that sewer-peak-load tines tend to match
station breaks on TV -- an elenentary fact you can recognize with only the
briefest reflection. But it's only a short step fromthis elementary fact to
the placenent of flow neters in the sewers as a quite accurate check on the
available listening units at any given noment. |'ve no doubt this already is
being done; it's so obvious. Now, reflect a noment on the basic attitudes
toward their fell owren of people who would do this sort of thing, as opposed
to those who could not find it in themselves to do it."

Dasein cleared his throat. Here was the core of Santaroga's indictnent

agai nst the outside. How did you use people? Wth dignity? O did you tap
their nost basic functions for your own purposes? The outside began to appear
nmore and nore as a place of irritating enptiness and contrived bl andi shrment s.

I"mreally beginning to see things as a Santarogan, Dasein thought. There was
a sense of victory in the thought. It was what he had set out to do as part
of his job.

"It isn't surprising,"” Piaget said, "to find the 'N-square' |law fromwarfare
being applied to advertising and politics -- other kinds of warfare, you see
-- with no real conversion problemfromone field to the other. Each has its
concepts of concentration and exposure. The mathematics of differentials and
predictions apply equally well, no matter the field of battle."

Arm es, Dasein thought. He focused on Piaget's nmoving |ips, wondering
suddenly how the subject had been changed to such a different field. Had
Pi aget done it deliberately? They' d been talking about Santaroga's blind
side, its fears .

"You' ve given me food for speculation," Piaget said. "I'mgoing to | eave you



alone for a while and see if | can come up with sonething constructive.
There's a call bell at the head of your bed. The nurses are not on this
floor, but one can be here quite rapidly in an enmergency. They'll look in on
you fromtine to tine. Wuld you like sonmething to read? My | send you
anyt hi ng?"

Sonet hi ng constructive? Dasei n wondered. \Wat does he nean?

"How about some copies of our valley newspaper?" Piaget asked.

"Some witing paper and a pen," Dasein said. He hesitated, then: "And the

papers -- yes."

"Very well. Try to rest. You appear to be regai ning some of your strength,
but don't overdo it."

Pi aget turned, strode out of the room

-- red-baked

Presently, a red-baked nurse bustled in with a stack of newspapers, a ruled
tabl et and a dark-green ball point pen. She deposited them on his nightstand,
said: "Do you want your bed straightened?"

"No, thanks."

Dasein found his attention caught by her striking resenblance to Al Marden

"You're a Marden," he said.

"So what else is new?" she asked and left him
Vel |, get her! Dasein thought.

He gl anced at the stack of newspapers, renenbering his search through
Santaroga for the paper's office. They had conme to himso easily they'd | ost
some of their allure. He slipped out of bed, found his knees had | ost sone of
t hei r weakness.

The canned food caught his eye.

Dasei n rumraged in the box, found an appl esauce, ate it swiftly while the food
still was redolent with Jaspers. Even as he ate, he hoped this would return
himto that level of clarity and speed of thought he'd experienced at the
bridge and, briefly, with Piaget.

The appl esauce eased his hunger, left himvaguely restless -- nothing else.

Was it losing its kick? he wondered. Did it require nore and nore of the
stuff each time? O was he nerely beconing acclimted?

Hooked?

He t hought of Jenny pleading with him cajoling. A consciousness fuel. What
in the name of God had Santaroga di scovered?

Dasein stared out the wi ndow at the path of boundary hills visible through the
trees. A fire sonewhere beneath his field of view sent snoke spiraling above
the ridge. Dasein stared at the smoke, feeling an oddly comnpul sive nysticism
a deeply primtive sensation about that unseen fire. There was a spirit
signature witten in the snoke, something out of his own genetic past. No
fear acconpanied the sensation. It was, instead, as though he had been



reunited with sone part of hinself cut off since chil dhood.
Pushi ng back at the surface of childhood, he thought.

He realized then that a Santarogan did not cut off his primtive past; he
contained it within a menbranous under st andi ng.

How far do | go in becom ng a Santarogan before I turn back? he wondered.
have a duty to Selador and the ones who hired nme. Wen do | make ny break?

The thought filled himw th a deep revul sion against returning to the outside.
But he had to do it. There was a thick feeling of nausea in his throat, a
poundi ng ache at his tenples. He thought of the irritant enptiness of the

out side -- piecenmeal debris of lives, egos with sham patches, a world al npost
devoid of anything to make the soul rise and soar

There was no substructure to |life outside, he thought, no underlying sequence
totie it all together. There was only a shallow, glittering roadway
signposted with flashy, hypnotic diversions. And behind the glitter -- only
the bare board structure of props . . . and desol ation.

I can't go back, he thought. He turned to his bed, threw hinmself across it.
My duty -- | nust go back. Wat's happening to ne? Have | waited too |ong?

Had Pi aget |ied about the Jaspers effect?

Dasein turned onto his back, threw an armacross his eyes. Wat was the

chemi cal essence of Jaspers? Selador could be no help there; the stuff didn't
travel .

| knew that, Dasein thought. | knew it all along.

He took his armaway fromhis eyes. No doubt of what he'd been doing:

avoi ding his own responsibility. Dasein |ooked at the doors in the wall
facing him-- kitchen, |ab

A sigh lifted his chest.

Cheese woul d be the best carrier, he knew. It held the Jaspers essence
longest. The lab . . . and sone cheese.

Dasein rang the bell at the head of his bed.

A voice startled him comng fromdirectly behind his head: "Do you wi sh a
nurse i medi at el y?"

Dasein turned, saw a speaker grill inthe wall. "I'd . . . like sone Jaspers
cheese, " he said.
"Ch . . . Rght away, sir." There was delight in that fem nine voice no

el ectroni c reproduction coul d conceal

Presently, the red-haired nurse with the stanp of the Marden genes on her face
shoul dered her way into the roomcarrying a tray. She placed the tray atop
t he papers on Dasein's nightstand.

"There you are, doctor," she said. "I brought you sone crackers, too

"Thanks," Dasein said.



She turned at the doorway before leaving: "Jenny will be delighted to hear
this."

"Jenny's awake?"

"Ch, yes. Mbdst of her problemwas an allergenic reaction to the aconite.
W' ve purged the poison fromher systemand she's making a very rapid
recovery. She wants to get up. That's always a good sign."

"How d the poison get in the food?" Dasein asked.

"One of the student nurses mistook it for a container of MSG She . . ."
"But howd it get in the kitchen?"

"W haven't determined yet. No doubt it was sone silly accident."

"No doubt," Dasein muttered.

"Well, you eat your cheese and get sone rest," she said. "Ring if you need
anyt hi ng. "

The door cl osed briskly behind her.

Dasei n | ooked at the gol den bl ock of cheese. Its Jaspers odor clanored at his
nostrils. He broke off a small corner of the cheese in his fingers, touched
it to his tongue. Dasein's senses junped to attention. Wthout conscious
volition, he took the cheese into his nouth, swallowed it: snooth, soothing
flavor. A clear-headed al ertness surged through him

What ever el se happens, Dasein thought, the world has to find out about this
stuff.

He swng his feet out of bed, stood up. A pulsing ache throbbed through his
forehead. He closed his eyes, felt the world spin, steadied hinself against
t he bed.

The vertigo passed.

Dasein found a cheese knife on the tray, cut a slice off the golden brick,
stopped his hand from conveying the food to his nouth.

The body does it, he thought. He felt the strength of the physical demand,
prom sed hinmself nore of the cheese . . . later. First -- the lab

It was pretty nmuch as he'd expected: sparse, but sufficient. There was a
good centrifuge, a microtone, a binocular mcroscope with controlled

illum nation, gas burner, ranks of clean test tubes -- all the instrunents and
esoteria of the trade.

Dasein found a contai ner of sterile water, another of alcohol, put bits of the
cheese into solution. He started a culture flask, made a control slide and
exam ned it under the mcroscope.

A threadlike binding structure within the cheese | eaped into vision. As he
rai sed magnification, the threads resolved into spirals of elongated structure
that resenbl ed cells which had been bl ocked from nornmal division

Dasei n sat back, puzzled. The thread pattern bore a resenbl ance to fungoid
mycelium spawn. This agreed with his early surm se; he was dealing with a



type of fungus grow h.

What was the active agent, though?

He cl osed his eyes to think, realized he was trenbling with fatigue.
Easy does it, he thought. You're not a well man.

Sone of the experiments required time to mature, he told hinself. They could
wait. He made his way back to bed, stretched out on the blankets. His left
hand reached out to the cheese, broke off a chunk

Dasei n becane aware of his own action as he swall owed the cheese. He | ooked
at the crunbl ed specks on his fingers, rubbed them felt the oily snoothness.
A delicious sense of well-being spread through his body.

The body does it, Dasein thought. O itself, the body does it. Could the
body go out and kill a man? Very likely.

He felt sleep w nding about his consciousness. The body needed sleep. The
body woul d have sl eep.

The mi nd, though, built a dream-- of trees growing to gigantic size as he
wat ched them They leaped up with swift vitality. Their branches swept out,
| eafed, fruited. Al basked under a sun the col or of gol den cheese.

Chapter 12

Sunset was burning orange in the west when Dasein awoke. He lay, his head
turned toward the wi ndows, |ooking out at the blazing sky, his attention
caught in a spell akin to ancient sun worship. The ship of life was headed
down to its daily rest. Soon, steel darkness would claimthe |and.

A click sounded behind Dasein. Artificial light flooded the room He turned,
t he spell broken

Jenny stood just inside the door. She wore a |ong green robe that reached
al nrost to her ankles. G een slippers covered her feet.

"It's about time you woke up," she said.

Dasein stared at her as at a stranger. He could see it was the sanme Jenny he
| oved -- her long black hair caught in a red ribbon, full lips slightly
parted, dinple showing in her cheek -- but furtive snoke drifted in her blue

eyes. There was the cal mof a goddess about her

Sonet hing eternally of the past noved her body as Jenny stepped farther into
the room

A thrill of fear shot through Dasein. It was the fear an Attic peasant m ght



have experienced before a priestess at Del phi. She was beautiful . . . and
deadl y.

"Aren't you going to ask how | an®?" she asked.

"I can see you're all right," he said.

She took another step toward him said: "Cara brought Jersey Hof stedder's
car over and left it for you. It's down in the garage."

Dasei n t hought of that beautifully nachi ned autonobile -- another bauble to
attract him

"And what have you brought -- this tine?" he asked.
"alr
"There's no food in your hands," he said. "Is it a poisoned hatpin, perhaps?"
Tears flooded her eyes.
"Stay away fromme," he said. "I |ove you."
She nodded. "I do love you. And . . . I've felt how dangerous | could be
to you. There've been . . ." She shook her head. "I knew | had to stay

away fromyou. But not any nore. Not now. "

"So it's all over," he said. "Let bygones be bygones. Wuldn't a gun be
qui cker ?"

She stanped a foot. "G, you're inpossible!"

"I'" minpossi bl e?"

"Have you changed?" she whispered. "Don't you feel any . "
"I still love you," he said. "Stay away fromme. | |ove you."

She bit her lip.

"Wwuldn't it be kindest to do it while |I'm asl eep?" he asked. "Never let ne
know who . "

"Stop it!"

Abruptly, she ripped off the green robe, revealing a white, |ace-edged

ni ght gown beneath. She dropped the robe, pulled the gown over her head, threw

it on the floor, stood there naked, glaring at him

"See?" she said. "Nothing here but a woman! Nothing here but the woman who

| oves you." Tears ran down her cheeks. "No poison in nmy hands . . . Oh, Gl
" His name canme out as a wail

Dasein forced his gaze away fromher. He knew he couldn't | ook at her --

lovely, lithe, desirable -- and retain any cool ness of judgnent. She was

beautiful and deadly -- the ultinmate bait Santaroga of fered.

There was a rustling of cloth near the door

He whirl ed.



She stood once nore clothed in the green robe. Her cheeks were scarlet, lips
trenbling, eyes downcast. Slowy, she raised her eyes, met his stare.

"I have no shame with you, GI," she said. "I love you. | want no secrets
between us at all -- no secrets of the flesh . . . no secrets of any kind."

Dasein tried to swallow past a lunp in his throat. The goddess was

vul nerable. It was a discovery that caused an ache in his chest.
"I feel the same way," he said. "Jen . . . you'd better |leave now If you
don't . . . | might just grab you and rape you."

She tried to smle, failed, whirled away and ran out of the room

The door slammed. There was a nonent's silence. The door opened. Piaget
stood in the opening | ooking back into the foyer. The sound of the el evator
doors closing canme clearly to Dasein. Piaget came in, closed the door

"What happened with you two?" he asked.

"I think we just had a fight and made up," Dasein said. "I'mnot sure.”

Pi aget cleared his throat. There was a | ook of confidence in his round face,
Dasein thought. It was not a judgment he could be sure of, however, in the
unmapped | and of concentration. At any rate, the | ook was gone now, replaced

by a wi de-eyed stare of interest in Dasein.

"You' re | ooking vastly inproved,"” Piaget said. "You ve a better color in your
face. Feeling stronger?"

"As a matter of fact | am

Pi aget gl anced at the remains of the cheese on the nightstand, crossed and
sniffed at it. "Bit stale,” he said, "I'll have a fresh bl ock sent up."

"You do that," Dasein said.
"Care to let nme | ook at your bandages?" Piaget asked.
"I thought we were going to | et Burdeaux work on ny bandages."

"Wn had a snmall energency at home. His daughter's getting married tonorrow,
you know. He'll be along later."

"I didn't know. "

"Just getting the new couple's house built in time," Piaget said. "Bit of a
del ay because we decided to build four at once in the same area. Good

| ocation -- you and Jenny mght |ike one of them™

"That's nice," Dasein said. "You all get together and build a house for the
new yweds. "

"W take care of our own," Piaget said. "Let's |ook at those bandages, shal
we?"

"Let's."

"dad to see you're being nore reasonable," Piaget said. "Be right back." He



went out the lab door, returned in a moment with a supply cart, stationed the
cart beside Dasein's bed, began cutting away the head bandages.

"See you've been puttering around the |lab," Piaget said.

Dasein winced as air hit the burn on his cheek. "lIs that what |'ve been
doi ng, puttering?"

"What have you been doi ng?" Piaget asked. He bent, exam ned Dasein's cheek
"This is coming along fine. Wn't even | eave a scar, | do believe."

"I"'mlooking for the active agent in Jaspers," Dasein said.

"Been several attenpts along that line," Piaget said. "Trouble is we all get
too busy with nore inmedi ate probl ens."

"You've had a try at it?" Dasein asked.

"When | was younger."

Dasein waited for the head bandage to be tied off before asking: "Do you have

notes, any summary of
"No notes. Never had tine."
Pi aget began worki ng on Dasein's right arm

"But what did you find out?"

"Got a broth rich in amino acids," Piaget said. "Yeastlike. You're going to
have a scar on this arm nothing alarm ng, and you're healing rapidly. You
can thank Jaspers for that."

"What ?" Dasein | ooked up at him puzzl ed.

"Nature gives; nature takes away. The Jaspers change in body chem stry makes
you nore susceptible to allergenic reactions, but your body will heal five to
ten tines faster than it would outside."

Dasei n | ooked down at his exposed arm Pink new flesh already covered the
burned area. He could see the scar puckering Piaget had noted. "What change
in body chem stry?" Dasein asked. "Well, nostly a better hornone bal ance, "

Pi aget said. "Coser to what you find in an enbryo."

"That doesn't square with the allergy reactions," Dasein protested.

"I"'mnot saying it's a sinple thing," Piaget said. "Hold your arm out here.
St eady now. "

Dasein waited for the bandage to be conpleted, then: "Wat about structure
and . "
"Somet hi ng between a virus and a bacteria," Piaget said. "Fungusoid in sone

respects, but . . ."
"I saw cell structure in a sanple under the mcroscope."

"Yes, but no nucleus. Sone nuclear material, certainly, but it can be induced
to formvirusoid crystals.”



"Do the crystals have the Jaspers effect?"

"No. They can, however, be introduced into the proper environment and after
sui tabl e devel opment they will produce the desired effect.”

"What environnment ?"
"You know what environnent, G|l bert."
"The Co-op's cave?"

"Yes." Piaget finished exposing Dasein's left arm "Don't think you'll have
as nuch scar tissue on this side."

"What's uni que about the cave environnent?" Dasein asked.
"We're not certain.”

"Hasn't anybody ever tried to

"We do have a great nmany inmedi ate problenms just to maintain ourselves,
Glbert," Piaget said.

Dasei n | ooked down, watched Piaget finish the bandage on the left arm
Mai ntai n thensel ves? he wonder ed

"I's there any objection to my looking into it?" Dasein asked.
"When you find tine -- certainly not." Piaget restored instrunments and
material to the cart, pushed it aside. "There. | think we'll be able to take

t he bandages off tonmorrow. You're progressing beautifully."

"Am | really?"

Piaget smled at him "Insurance fromthe garage will take care of paying for
your new car," he said. "l presune Jenny told you about the car."

"She told ne."

"We're al so replacing your clothing. |Is there anything el se?"

"How about replacing ny freedom of choice?"

"You have freedom of choice, Glbert, and a broader area from which to choose.
Now, | have sone . "

"Keep your advice," Dasein said.

"Advice? | was about to say | have sonme rather interesting information for
you. Your suggestion that | look into the people you accuse of trying to kil
you has borne somne . "

"My suggestion that you | ook?"

"I took the liberty of going ahead with your suggestion."

"So you hypnotized sonme of them" Dasein said. "Did you prepare a Davis chart
on their suscept "

"I did not hypnotize them" Piaget snhapped. "WII| you be silent and Iisten?"



Dasei n sighed, |ooked at the ceiling.

"I"ve interviewed several of these people," Piaget said. "The boy, Petey
Jorick, first because he's a primary concern of mne, having just been
rel eased from. . . school. An extrenely interesting fact emerges."”

n O,]?Il

"Each of these persons has a strong unconsci ous reason to fear and hate the
out si de. "

"What ?" Dasein turned a puzzled frown on Piaget.

"They weren't attacking you as G lbert Dasein," Piaget said. "You were the
outsider. There's a strong unresol ved . "

"You mean you consider this good and sufficient "

"The reasons are unconsci ous, as you suspected," Piaget said. "The structure
of notivation, however "

"So Jenny both loves ne and hates ne . . . as an outsider?"

"Cet one thing straight, Glbert. Jenny did not try to harmyou. It was a
student nurse who . "

"Jenny told nme herself she prepared
"Only in the broadest sense is that true," Piaget said. "She did go to the
di et kitchen and order your food and watch while it was prepared. However,

she couldn't keep an eye on every . "

"And this . . . this hate of outsiders," Dasein said, "you think this is why
some of your people tried to get nme?"

"It's clearly indicated, Glbert."
Dasein stared at him Piaget believed this -- no doubt of it.

"So all | have to watch out for as long as | live in Santaroga is people who
hat e outsi ders?" Dasei n asked.

"You have nothing to fear now at all,"
outsider. You're one of us. And when you and Jenny narry .

Piaget said. "You're no |onger an

"Of all the nonsense |'ve ever heard," Dasein said. "This takes all the
honors! This . . . this kid, Petey, he just wanted to put an arrow through mne
because . "

"He has a pathol ogical fear of leaving the valley for college outside," Piaget
said. "He'll overcone this, of course, but the enotions of chil dhood have
nore . "

"The roach powder in the coffee," Dasein said. "That was just "

"That's a very unhappy case," Piaget said. "She fell in love with an outsider
at college -- much as Jenny did, | might add. The difference is that her

friend seduced her and left her. She has a daughter who



"My god! You really believe this crap," Dasein said. He pushed hinself
agai nst the head of the bed, sat glaring at Piaget.

"Glbert, | find this far easier to believe than | do your wild theory that
Sant aroga has mounted a concerted attack against you. After all, you yourself
must see . "

"Sure," Dasein said. "I want you to explain the accident at the bridge.

want to see how that
"Easiest of all," Piaget said. "The young man in questi on was enanored of
Jenny before you canme on the scene.”

"So he just waited for the nonent when .
"It was entirely on the unconscious level, that | assure you, Glbert."

Dasein nmerely stared at him The structure of rationalization Piaget had
built up assuned for Dasein the shape of a tree. It was like the tree of his
dream There was the strong trunk protruding into daylight-consci ousness.

The roots were down there growing in darkness. The |Iinbs cane out and dangl ed
prettily distracting | eaves and fruit. 1t was a consistent structure despite
its falsity.

There'd be no cutting it down, Dasein saw. The thing was too substanti al
There were too many like it in the forest that was Santaroga. "This is a
tree, see? Doesn't it look like all the others?"

"I think when you've had tinme to reflect,” Piaget said, "you'll cone to
realize the truth of what . . ."

"Ch, no doubt," Dasein said.

“I"1l, uh . . . I"lIl send you up sone nore fresh cheese," Piaget said

" Speci al stock."

"You do that," Dasein said.

"I quite understand," Piaget said. "You think you' re being very cynical and
wi se right now But you'll cone around.”" He strode fromthe room

Dasein continued to stare at the closed door |long after Piaget had gone. The
man couldn't see it, would never be capable of seeing it. No Santarogan
could. Not even Jenny despite her |ove-sharpened awareness. Piaget's

expl anati on was too easy to take. It'd be the official I|ine.

I've got to get out of this crazy valley, Dasein thought.

He slipped out of bed just as the door opened and a hatless, chubby young
student nurse entered with a tray.

"Ch, you're out of bed," she said. "Good."

She took the old tray off the nightstand, put the new one in its place, set
the old one on a chair.

"Il just straighten up your bed while you're out of it," she said.

Dasein stood to one side while she bustled about the bed. Presently, she
left, taking the old tray with her



He | ooked at what she had brought -- a gol den wedge of cheese, crackers, a
gl ass and a bottle of Jaspers beer.

In a surge of anger, Dasein hurled the cheese against the wall. He was
standing there staring at the ness when a soothing sensation on his tongue
made himrealize he was |licking the crunbs off his fingers.

Dasein stared at his own hand as though it bel onged to another person. He
consciously forced hinmself not to bend and recover the cheese fromthe floor
turned to the beer. There was an opener behind the bottle. He poured it into
the glass, drank in swift gulps. Only when the glass was drained did he grow
aware of the rich bouquet of Jaspers in the remaining drops of beer

Fighting down a fit of trenbling, Dasein put the glass on the nightstand,
craw ed into the bed as though seeki ng sanctuary.

H s body refused to be denied. People didn't take Jaspers, he thought.
Jaspers took people. He felt the expanding effect within his consci ousness,
sensed the thunder of a host jarring across the inner |andscape of his psyche.
Time lost its normal flow, becanme conpressed and expl osive.

Sonmewhere in a hospital roomthere were purposeful footsteps. The toggles of
a switch slammed away fromtheir connections to create darkness. A door
cl osed.

Dasei n opened his eyes to a window and starshine. In its illunmnation he saw
a fresh wedge of cheese on his night-stand. The ness had been cl eaned from
wal | and floor. He renenbered Jenny's voice -- soft, nusical, rippling like

dark water over rocks, a plaintive tremor init.

Had Jenny been here in the dark?

He sensed no answer.

Dasein groped for the call buzzer at the head of his bed, pressed it.
A voi ce sounded fromthe speaker: "Do you wi sh a nurse?"
"What time is it?" Dasein asked.

"Three twenty-four a.m Do you want a sleeping pill?"

"No . . . thanks."

He sat up, slid his feet to the floor, stared at the cheese.
"Did you just want the tinme?" the speaker asked.

"What does a full round of Jaspers cheese wei gh?" he asked.

"The wei ght?" There was a pause, then: "They vary. The smaller ones weigh
about thirty pounds. Wy?"

"Send nme a full round," he said.
"Afull . . . Don't you have sone now?"

"I want it for lab tests,"” he said, and he thought: There! Lets see if
Pi aget was bei ng honest with ne.



"You want it when you get up in the norning?"

"I"'mup now. And get nme a robe and sone slippers if you can.”

"Hadn't you better wait, doctor. If . . ."
"Check with Piaget if you nust," Dasein said. "l want that round now."
"Very well." She sounded di sapprovi ng.

Dasein waited sitting on the edge of the bed. He stared out the wi ndow at the
night. Absently, he broke off a chunk of the cheese on his nightstand, chewed
it and swal | owed.

Presently, the foyer door produced a wedge of light. A tall, gray-haired
nurse entered, turned on the rooms lights. She carried a | arge wheel of
gol den cheese still glistening in its wax seal er

"This is thirty-six pounds of prinme Jaspers cheese," she said. "Where shall
put it?" There were overtones of outrage and protest in her voice.

"Find a place for it on one of the |ab benches," he said. "Were are the robe
and sl i ppers?"
"I'f you'll be patient, I'lIl get themfor you," she said. She shoul dered her

way through the |ab door, returned in a noment and crossed to a narrow door at
the far end of the room opened it to reveal a closet. Fromthe closet she
renoved a green robe and a pair of black slippers which she dunped on the foot
of Dasein's bed.

"WII that be all -- sir?"

"That' Il be all, for now"

"Hrmph." She strode fromthe room shut the foyer door with a final-comrent
t hunp.

Dasei n took another bite of the cheese fromhis night-stand, put on the robe
and slippers, went into the lab. The nurse had left the lights on. The round
of cheese lay on an open nmetal bench at his right.

Al cohol won't kill it, he thought. Oherwise, it couldn't be incorporated in
the I ocal beer. \Wat does destroy it? Sunlight?

He recalled the dimred light of the Co-op's cave.

Wll, there were ways of finding out. He rolled back the sleeves of his gown,
set to work.

Wthin an hour he had three-fourths of the round reduced to a mlky solution
in a carboy, set about feeding it through the centrifuge.

The first test tubes canme out with their contents layered in a nanner
rem ni scent of a chromatograph. Near the top lay a thin silver-gray band of
mat eri al .

Dasei n poured off the liquid, burned a hole in the bottomof a test tube and
renoved the solids intact by blowing into the hole he'd created. A bit of the
gray material went on a slide and he exami ned it under the mcroscope.



There was the nyceliumstructure, distorted but recognizable. He snelled the
slide. It was redolent of Jaspers. He put a hand to the mcroscope's
variable light control, watched the specinmen while rotating the control
Abruptly, the speci nen began to shrivel and crystallize before his eyes.

Dasein | ooked at the light control. It was the spectrumw ndow type and, at
this moment, was passing light in the Angstrom range 4000-5800. It was
cutting off the red end, Dasein noted.

Anot her | ook through the mcroscope showed the specimen reduced to a white
crystalline mass.

Sunlight, then

What woul d do the job? he wondered. A bonb to open the cave? A portable
sunl anp?

As he thought this, Dasein felt that the darkness outside the hospital parted
to reveal a shape, a nmonster rising out of a black |ake.

He shuddered, turned to the carboy of nmilky solution. Wrking mechanically,
he put the rest of the solution through the centrifuge, separated the
silver-gray band, collected the material in a dark brown bottle. The solution
produced al nost a pint of the Jaspers essence.

Dasein snelled the bottle -- sharp and definite odor of Jaspers. He enptied
the bottle into a shallow dish, caught a bit of the substance on a spatul a,
touched it to his tongue.

An el ectrifying sensation of distant firewrks exploded fromhis tastebuds
through his spine. He felt he could see with the tip of his tongue or the tip
of a finger. Dasein sensed his core of awareness becoming a steely kerne
surrounded by desol ation. He concentrated his energy, forced hinmself to | ook
at the dish of Jaspers essence.

Enpt y!
What had destroyed it? How could it be enpty.

He | ooked at the palmof his right hand. How close it was to his face! There
were specks of silver-gray against the pink flesh

Ti ngling pul ses of awareness began surging out fromhis throat and stomach,
along his arns and legs. He felt that his entire skin came alight. There was
a renote feeling of a body slipping to the floor, but he felt that the floor

gl owed wherever the body touched it.

| ate the entire dish of essence, he thought.

What would it do -- the active agent fromnore than thirty pounds of Jaspers
cheese? What would it do? What was it doing? Dasein felt this to be an even
nore interesting question

What was it doi ng?

As he asked the question of hinself, he experienced anguish. It wasn't fear
but pure anguish, a sense of losing his grip on reality.

The steely kernel of selfdom \ere was it?



Upon what fundanment of reality did his selfdomsit? Frantically, Dasein tried
to extend his awareness, experienced the direct sensation that he was
projecting his own reality upon the universe. But there was a projection of

t he uni verse simultaneously. He followed the lines of this projection, felt

t hem sweep through himas though through a shadow.

In this instant, he was |ost, tunbling.

| was just a shadow, he thought.

The t hought fascinated him He remenbered the shadow game of his chil dhood,
wonder ed what forms of shadows he could project by distorting the core of
self. The wondering produced the effect of shapes. Dasein sensed a screen of
awar eness, a shapeless outline upon it. He willed the shape to change.

A muscl ed, breast-beating hero took formthere. Dasein shifted his enphasis.

The shadow becanme a bent-shoul dered, myopic scientist in a |long gown. Anot her
shift: It was naked Apollo racing over a | andscape of fem nine figures.

And again -- a plodder bent beneath a shapel ess | oad.

Wth a gul ping sensation of deitgrasp Dasein realized he was projecting the

only limts his finite being could know. It was an act of self-discovery that
gave birth to a feeling of hope. 1t was an odd sort of hope, unfixed,
di soriented, but definite in its existence -- not a hope of discernnment, but

pure hope wi thout boundaries, direction or attachments.
Hope itsel f.

It was a profound instant permitting himto grasp for a fleeting instant the
structure of his own existence, his possibilities as a being.

A twisted, dented and distorted sonmething crossed the field of Dasein's
awar eness. He recogni zed the kernel of selfdom The thing had | ost al
useful shape. He discarded it, chuckling.

Wio di scarded it? Dasein wondered.

Wio chuckl es?

There was a poundi ng sound -- feet upon a floor

\oi ces.

He recogni zed the tones of the gray-haired nurse, but there was a tingling of
pani c in the sounds she made.

Pi aget .
"Let's get himon the bed," Piaget said. The words were clear and distinct.

What was not distinct was the shape of a universe beconme blurred rai nbows, nor
t he pressures of hands which blotted out the gl owi ng sensation of his skin.

"It's difficult to becone consci ous about consci ousness," Dasein nuttered.

"Did he say sonething?" That was the nurse.



"I couldn't make it out." Piaget.

"Did you snell the Jaspers in there?" The nurse.

"I think he separated the essence out and took it."

"Ch, nmy god! What can we do?"

"Wait and pray. Bring ne a straight-jacket and the energency cart."
A straight-jacket? Dasein wondered. What an odd request.

He heard running footsteps. How loud they were! A door slammed. More
voi ces. Such a rushing around!

Hs skin felt as though it were growi ng dark. Everything was being blotted
out .

Wth an abrupt, jerking sensation, Dasein felt hinself shrivel downward into
an i nfant shape kicking, squalling, reaching outward, outward, fingers

gr aspi ng.

"Gve me a hand with him" That was Pi aget.

"What a nmess!" Anot her nale voice.

But Dasein already felt hinmself becom ng a nouth, just a nouth. 1t blew out,
out, out -- such a wind. Surely, the entire world nmust collapse before this
hurri cane.

He was a board, rocking. A teeter-totter. Down and up -- up and down.

A good run is better than a bad stand, he thought.

And he was running, running -- breathless, gasping.

A bench | ooned out of swirling clouds. He threw hinself down on it, becane
t he bench -- another board. This one di pped down and down into a boiling
green sea.

Life in a sea of unconsci ousness, Dasein thought.

It grew darker and darker

Deat h, he thought. Here's the background agai nst which I can know nysel f.

The darkness di ssolved. He was shooting upward, rebounding into a bunding
gl are.

Dar k shapes noved in the glare.
"Hi s eyes are open." That was the nurse.

A shadow reduced the glare. "G lbert?" That was Piaget. "G lbert, can you
hear ne? How much Jaspers did you take?"

Dasein tried to speak. Hi s lips refused to obey.

The gl are cane back.



"We' |l just have to guess." Piaget. "How rmuch did that cheese wei gh?"

"Thirty-six pounds." The nurse.

"The physical breakdown is massive." Piaget. "Have a respirator standing
by."

"Doctor, what if he . . ." The nurse apparently couldn't conplete the
statenment of her fear. "I'm. . . ready." Piaget.

Ready for what? Dasein wondered

By concentrating, he found he could make the glare recede. 1t resolved
monentarily into a tunnel of clarity with Piaget at the far end of it. Dasein
lay hel plessly staring, unable to nove as Piaget advanced on himcarrying a
carboy that fumed and snoked.

Aci d, Dasein thought, interpreting the nurse's words. |If | die, they'Il
di ssol ve ne and wash ne away down a drain. No body, no evidence.

The tunnel coll apsed.

The sensation of gl are expanded, contracted.
Per haps, | can no | onger be, Dasein thought.
It grew darker.

Per haps, | cannot do, he thought.

Dar ker yet.

Per haps, | cannot have, he thought.
Not hi ng.

Chapter 13

"I't was kill or cure," the yell ow god said.

"I wash my hands of you," said the white god.

"What | offered, you did not want," the red god accused.

"You make ne | augh," said the black god.

"There is no tree that's you," the green god said.

"We are going now and only one of us will return,” the gods chorused.



There was a sound of a clearing throat.
"Why don't you have faces?" Dasein asked. "You have color but no faces."
"What?" It was a runbling, vibrant voice.

"You're a funny sounding god," Dasein said. He opened his eyes, |ooked up
i nto Burdeaux's features, caught a puzzled scow on the dark face.

"I"'mno sort of god at all," Burdeaux said. "Wat're you saying, Doctor GI?
You havi ng anot her ni ght mare?"

Dasein blinked, tried to nmove his arms. Nothing happened. He lifted his
head, | ooked down at his body. He was bound tightly in a restraining jacket.
There was a stink of disinfectants, of Jaspers and of something repellent and
sour in the room He |ooked around. It was still the isolation suite. His
head fell back to the pill ow

"Way' m | tied down |ike this?" Dasein whispered.

"What did you say, sir?"

Dasei n repeated his question

"Well, Doctor GI, we didn't want you to hurt yourself."

"When . . . when can | be rel eased?"

"Doctor Larry said to free you as soon as you woke up."

"I'm. . . awake."

"I know that, sir. | was just
bi ndi ngs on the sl eeves of the jacket.

He shrugged, began unfastening the

"How | ong?" Dasei n whi sper ed.

"How | ong you been here |ike this?"

Dasei n nodded.

"Three whole days now, and a little nmore. 1It's alnost noon."

The bindings were untied. Burdeaux hel ped Dasein to a sitting position
unl aced t he back, slipped the jacket off.

Dasein's back felt raw and sensitive. H s nuscles responded as though they
bel onged to a stranger. This was an entirely new body, Dasein thought.

Bur deaux cane up with a white hospital gown, slipped it onto Dasein, tied the
back.

"You want the nurse to cone rub your back?" he asked. "You've a couple of red
pl aces there don't | ook too good."

"No . . . no thanks."
Dasei n noved one of the stranger's arms. A faniliar hand came up in front of

his face. It was his owm hand. How could it be his own hand, he wondered,
when the muscles of the arm bel onged to a stranger?



"Doctor Larry said no one ever took that rmuch Jaspers ever before all at
once, " Burdeaux said. "Jaspers is a good thing, sir, but everybody knows you
can get too much."
"Does . . . is Jenny .

"She's fine, Doctor GIl. She's been worried sick about you. W all have."

Dasei n noved one of the stranger's legs, then the other until they hung over

t he edge of the bed. He |ooked down at his own knees. It was very odd.
"Here, now," Burdeaux said. "Best you stay in bed."
“I've . . 1oL "

"You want to go to the bathroon? Best | bring you the bedpan.™

"No . . . I . . ." Dasein shook his head. Abruptly, he realized what was
wrong. The body was hungry.

"Hungry," he said.
"Well, why didn't you say so? Got food right here waiting."

Burdeaux lifted a bow, held it in front of Dasein. The rich aroma of Jaspers
envel oped him Dasein reached toward the bow, but Burdeaux said, "Best |et
me feed you, Doctor GI. You don't |ook too steady."

Dasein sat patiently, allowed hinself to be fed. He could feel strength
gathering in the body. It was a bad fit, this body, he decided. 1t had been
draped | oosely on his psyche.

It occurred to himto wonder what the body was eating -- in addition to the

Jaspers, which surrounded himand pervaded himwith its presence. Catneal,
t he tongue said. Jaspers honey and Jaspers cream

"There's a visitor waiting to see you," Burdeaux said when the bow was enpty.
"Jenny?"
"No . . . a Doctor Selador."

Sel ador! The name expl oded on Dasein's conscience. Selador had trusted him
depended on him

Sel ador had sent a gun through the mails.

"You feel up to seeing hinP" Burdeaux asked.

"You . . . don't mind if | see hinP" Dasein asked.

"M nd? Wy should I mnd, sir?"

Burdeaux's not the you | neant, Dasein thought.

There arose in Dasein then an urge to send Sel ador away. Such an easy thing

to do. Santaroga would insulate himfromthe Seladors of the world. A sinple
request to Burdeaux was all it would take.



“I"1l . . . uh, see him" Dasein said. He |ooked around the room "Could you
help ne into arobe and . . . is there a chair | could . "

"Way don't | put you in a wheelchair, sir? Doctor Larry had one sent up for
when you awakened. He didn't want you exerting yourself. You' re not to get
tired, understand?"

"Yes . . . yes, | understand. A wheelchair."

Presently, Dasein's bad-fit body was in the wheel chair. Burdeaux had gone to
bring Sel ador, leaving the chair at the far end of the roomfromthe foyer
door. Dasein found hinmself facing a pair of French doors that opened onto a
sundeck.

He felt he had been left alone in a brutally exposed position, his soul naked,
wretched with fear. There was a heavy |load on him he thought. He felt
enbarrassnent at the prospect of nmeeting Selador, and a special order of
fright. Selador saw through pretense and sham You could wear no mask before
Sel ador. He was the psychoanal ysts' psychoanal yst.

Selador will humliate ne, Dasein thought. Wy did | agree to see hin? He

will prod me and I will react. M reaction will tell himeverything he wants
to know about nme . . . about ny failure.
Dasein felt then his sanity had been corroded into a pitted shell, a thing of

tinsel and fantasy. Selador would stanp upon it with the harsh, jolting
dynam cs of his aliveness.

The foyer door opened.

Slowy, forcing hinself to it, Dasein turned his head toward the door

Sel ador stood in the opening, tall, hawk-featured, the dark skin and w | dness
of India encased in a silver-gray tweed suit, a touch of the sane silver at
the tenples. Dasein had the sudden blurred sensation of having seen this face
in another life, the | ancet eyes peering frombeneath a turban. It had been a

turban with a red jewel init.

Dasei n shook his head. Madness.

"G lbert," Selador said, striding across the room "In the name of heaven
what have you done to yourself now?" The precise accents of Oxford hanmered
each word into Dasein's ears. "They said you were badly burned."

And thus it starts, Dasein thought.

"I . . . ny arms and hands," Dasein said. "And a bit about the face."

"I arrived only this nmorning," Selador said. "W were quite worried about
you, you know. No word fromyou for days."

He stopped in front of Dasein, blocking off part of the view of the sundeck

"I must say you look a fright, Glbert. There don't appear to be any scars on
your face, though."

Dasein put a hand to his cheek. It was his cheek suddenly, not a stranger's.
The skin felt snooth, new.

"There's the dammedest nusky smell about this place,” Selador said. "Mnd if



| open these doors?"
"No . . . no, go right ahead."

Dasein found hinself westling with the feeling that Selador was not Sel ador
There was a shall owness to the man's speech and mannerisms all out of
character with the Sel ador of Dasein's nenory. Had Sel ador changed in sone
way ?

"Lovely sunny day," Selador said. "Wy don't | wheel you out on this deck for
a bit of air. Do you good."

Pani c seized Dasein's throat. That deck -- it was a place of nenace. He
tried to speak, to object. They couldn't go out there. No words cane.

Sel ador took the silence for agreenent, wheeled Dasein's chair out the door
There was a slight jolt at the sill and they were on the deck

Sunl i ght warned Dasein's head. A breeze al nost devoid of Jaspers washed his
skin, cleared his head. He said: "Don't you . "

"Doesn't this air feel invigorating?" Selador asked. He stopped at a shall ow
parapet, the edge of the roof. "There. You can adnire the view and | can sit
on this | edge."

Sel ador sat down, put a hand on the back of Dasein's chair. "I would inagine
that ward is wired for sound,"” Selador said. "I do not believe they can have
i stening devices out here, however."

Dasei n gripped the wheels of his chair, afraid it might lurch forward, prope
himoff the roof. He stared down at a paved parking area, parked cars, |awn,
strips of flowers, trees. The sense of Selador's words came to himslowy.

"Wred . . . for . . ." He turned, net anmused inquiry in the dark eyes.
"Cbviously, you're not quite yourself yet," Selador said. "Understandable.
You' ve been through a terrible ordeal. That's obvious. [|'Il have you out of
this place, though, as soon as you're able to travel. Set your mind at rest.
You'll be safe in a normal hospital at Berkeley before the week's out."

Dasei n's enotions boiled, an arena of dispute. Safe! Wat a reassuring word.
Leave? He couldn't leave! But he had to leave. CQutside? GCo to that hideous
pl ace?

"Have you been drugged, Gl bert?" Sel ador asked. "You appear . . . soO
so . . ."

"I've . . . I'mall right."

"Real ly, you're behaving rather oddly. You haven't asked ne once what we
found on the | eads you provided."

"What . . "

"The source of their petrol proved to be a dud. Al quite normal

provi ded you appreciate their econonic notives. Cash deal with an independent
producer. The State Departnent of Agriculture gives their cheese and the

ot her products of their Cooperative a clean bill of health. The real estate
board, however, is interested that no one but Santarogans can buy property in
the valley. It may be they' ve violated antidiscrimnatory legislation with



"No," Dasein said. "They . . . nothing that obvious."

"Ah, ha! You speak in the fashion of a man who has di scovered the cl oseted
skeleton. Well, Glbert, what is it?"

Dasein felt he'd been seized by a vampire of duty. It would drain the bl ood
fromhim Selador would feed on it. He shook his head fromside to side.

"Are you ill, Glbert? AmIl wearying you?"

"No. As long as | take it slowy . . . Doctor, you nmust understand, |'ve

"Do you have notes, Glbert? Perhaps | could read your report and
"No . . . fire."”

"Ch, yes. The doctor, this Piaget, said something about your truck burning.
Everything up in snoke, | suppose?"

"Yes."

"Well, then, Glbert, we'll have to get it fromyour lips. |Is there an
openi ng we can use to break these peopl e?"

Dasei n t hought of the greenhouses -- child | abor. He thought of the
statistical few Santarogans Jaspers had destroyed. He thought of the narcotic

inmplications in the Jaspers products. It was all there -- destruction for
Sant ar oga.

"There nust be sonething," Selador said. "You' ve lasted much |onger than the
others. Apparently, you've been given the freedomof the region. |'msure

you must have di scovered somet hing."

Lasted rmuch | onger than the others, Dasein thought. There was naked
revel ation in the phrase. As though he had participated in them Dasein saw

t he di scussi ons whi ch had gone into choosing himfor this project. "Dasein
has connections in the valley -- a girl. That may be the edge we need.
Certainly, it gives us reason to hope he'll last longer than the others."

It had been sonething |ike that, Dasein knew. There was a callousness in it
that repelled him

"Were there nore than two?" he asked.
"Two? Two what, G| bert?"

"Two other investigators . . . before ne?"
"I don't see where that "

"Were there?"

"Well . . . that's very discerning of you, Glbert. Yes, there were nore than
two. Eight or nine, | suspect.”

"Wy .. "



"Way weren't you told? W wanted to inbue you with caution, but we saw no
need to terrify you."

"But you thought they were murdered here . . . by Santarogans?"
"It was all exceedingly mysterious, Glbert. W were not at all sure." He
studi ed Dasein, eyes open wi de and probing. "That's it, eh? Mirder. Are we

in peril right now? Do you have the weapon |

"If it were only that sinple," Dasein said
"I'n heaven's nane, Glbert, what is it? You nmust have found sonething. | had
such hi gh hopes for you."

H gh hopes for nme, Dasein thought. Again, it was a phrase that opened a door
on secret conversations. How could Selador be that transparent? Dasein found
hi nsel f shocked by the shall owness of the nman. Were was the omi pot ent
psychoanal yst? How coul d he have changed so profoundl y?

"You . . . you people were just using ne," Dasein said. As he spoke, he
recalled Al Marden's accusation. Mrden had seen this . . . yes.

"Now, G lbert, that's no attitude to take. Wy, just before | left to cone
here, Meyer Davidson was inquiring after you. You recall Davidson, the agent
for the investnent corporation behind the chain stores? He was very much
taken with you, Glbert. He told me he was thinking of making a place for you
on his staff."

Dasein stared at Selador. The man couldn't be serious.

"That would be quite a step up in the world for you, Glbert."

Dasei n suppressed an urge to laugh. He had the odd sensation of being
detached from his past and able to study a pseudoperson, a m ght-have-been
creature who was hinself. The other Dasein would have | eaped at this offer
The new Dasein saw through the offer to the true opinion Selador and his

cronies held for "that useful, but not very bright person, Glbert Dasein.”

"Have you had a | ook at Santaroga?" Dasein asked. He wondered if Sel ador had
seen Clara Scheler's used car | ot or the advertisenents in the store w ndows.

"This nmorning, while I was waiting for visiting hours with you, | drove around
a bit," Selador said.

"What did you think of the place?"

"My candid opinion? An odd sort of village. Wen | inquired directions of a
native -- their language is so brusque and . . . odd. Not at all like

well, it's not English, of course, full of Americanisms, but "

"They have a | anguage like their cheese," Dasein said. "Sharp and full of
tang."

"Sharp! A very good choice of word."
"A community of individuals, wouldn't you say?" Dasein asked.

"Perhaps . . . but with a certain saneness to them Tell ne, Glbert, does
this have sonething to do with why you were sent here?"



" Thi s?"

"These questions. | must say, you're talking like . . . well, damed if you
don't sound like a native." A forced |augh escaped his dark lips. "Have you
gone native?"

The question, coming fromthat darkly eastern face, couched in that Oxford
accent, struck Dasein as suprenely anusing. Selador, of all people! To ask
such a question

Laught er bubbl ed from Dasei n.

Sel ador misinterpreted the response. "Well," he said, "I should hope you
hadn't."

"Hurmanity ought to be the first order of interest for humans," Dasein said.

Agai n, Selador misinterpreted. "Ah, and you studied the Santarogans like the
excel | ent psychol ogi st you are. Good. Well, then -- tell it in your own
way. "

"Il put it another way," Dasein said. "To have freedom you nust know how

to use it. There's a distinct possibility some people hunt freedomin such a
way they beconme the slaves of freedom"
"That's all very philosophical, |I'msure,”
to finding justice for our sponsors?"

Sel ador said. "How does it apply

"Justice?"

"Certainly, justice. They were lured into this valley and cheated. They
spent | arge suns of noney here and got no return on it whatsoever. They're
not people to take such treatnent lightly."

"Lured?" Dasein said. "No one would sell to them that |I'msure. How were
they lured? For that matter, how did they acquire a | ease on . "

"This isn't pertinent, Glbert."
"Yes, it is. Howd they get a | ease on Santaroga | and?"

Sel ador sighed. "Very well. |If you insist. They forced a conpetitive bid on
some excess State property and put ina bid. . . "

"One they were sure no one el se would match,"” Dasein said. He chuckled. "D d
t hey have a nmarket survey?"

"They had a good idea how nmany people live here."
"But what kind of people?"
"What're you trying to say, G lbert?"

"Santaroga's very like a Geek polis,"” Dasein said. "This is a conmunity of

i ndividuals, not a collectivity. Santarogans are not anthill slaves to grubs
and grubbing. This is a polis, small enough to nmeet human needs. Their first
interest is in human beings. Now, as to justice for "

"G lbert, you're talking very strangely."



"Hear me, pl ease, doctor."

"Very well, but | hope you'll make some sense out of this . . . this .
"Justice," Dasein said. "These sponsors you nention, and the governnent they
control, are less interested in justice than they are in public order. They
have stunted i magi nations fromtoo-long and too-intimte association with an
i ngrown system of self-perpetuating precedents. Do you want to know how t hey
and their machi nati ons appear to a Sant arogan?"

"Let me renmind you, Glbert, this is one of the reasons you were sent here."

Dasein smled. Selador's accusatory tone brought not a tw nge of guilt.
"Raw power," Dasein said. "That's how the outside appears to a Sant arogan
"A place of raw power. Money and raw power have taken over there."

"Qutside," Selador said. "Wat an interesting enphasis you give to that

i nteresting word."

"Raw power is nmovenent wi thout a governor," Dasein said. "It'll run wild and
destroy itself with all about it. That's a civilization of battlefields out
there. They have special nanes: market area, trade area, court, election
senate, auction, strike -- but they're still battlefields. There's no denying
it because every one can invoke the full ganmut of weaponry fromwords to
guns. "

"I do believe you're defending these Santaroga rascals," Sel ador said.

"OfF course |'mdefending theml |1've had ny eyes opened here, | tell you. |

| asted much longer, did I? You had such high hopes for ne!l How can you be so
damm' transparent?"

"Now you see here, Glbert!" Selador stood up, glared down at Dasein.

"You know what gets to ne, really gets to ne?" Dasein asked. "Justice!
You're all so dammed interested in putting a cloak of justice and legality on
your frauds! You give ne a .

"Doctor GI?"

It was Burdeaux's voice calling fromthe doorway behind him Dasein yanked
back on his chair's left wheel, pushed on the right wheel. The chair whirled.
Al in the sane instant, Dasein saw Burdeaux standing in the French doors,
felt his chair hit sonmething. He turned his head toward Selador in time to
see a pair of feet disappear over the edge of the roof. There was a |ong,
despairing cry term nated by the nost sickening, wet thud Dasein had ever

hear d.

Bur deaux was suddenly beside him |eaning on the parapet to peer down at the
par ki ng area.

"Ch ny goodness," Burdeaux said. "Oh, ny goodness, what a terrible accident."

Dasein lifted his hands, |ooked at them-- his hands. |'mnot strong enough
to've done that, he thought. |[|'ve been ill. [I'mnot strong enough



Chapter 14

"A major contributing factor to the accident," Piaget said, "was the victinms
own foolishness in standing that close to the edge of the roof."

The i nquest had been convened in Dasein's hospital room-- "Because it is at
the scene of the accident and as a convenience to Doctor Dasein, who is not
fully recovered frominjuries and shock."

A special investigator had been sent fromthe State Attorney CGeneral's office,
arriving just before the inquest convened at ten a.m The investigator, a
Wlliam Garrity, obviously was known to Piaget. They had greeted each other
"Bill" and "Larry" at the foot of Dasein's bed. Garrity was a small man with
an appearance of fragility about him sandy hair, a narrow face imMmersed in a
mask of diffidence.

Presi ding was Santaroga's Coroner, a Negro Dasein had not seen before this

nmorning -- Leroy Cos: kinky gray hair and a square, blocky face of renote

dignity. He wore a black suit, had held hinself apart fromthe prei nquest

bustle until the tick of ten o' clock when he had seated hinself at a table

provided for him rapped once with a pencil and said: "W wll now conme to
order."

Spectators and wi tnesses had seated thenselves in folding chairs brought in
for the occasion. Garrity shared a table with an Assistant District Attorney
who, it developed, was a Nis, Swarthout Nis, a man with the fanily's heavy
eyelids, wide mouth and sandy hair, but w thout the deeply cleft chin.

In the two days since the tragedy, Dasein had found his enotions enbroiled
with a growi ng anger against Selador -- the fool, the dammed fool, getting
hinsel f killed that way.

Pi aget, seated in the witness chair, sumed it up for Dasein.

"In the first place,"” Piaget said, a |look of stern indignation on his round
face, "he had no business taking Doctor Dasein outside. | had expl ained
Doct or Dasein's physical condition quite clearly.”

Garrity, the State's investigator, was pernitted a question: "You saw the
acci dent, Doctor Piaget?"

"Yes. M. Burdeaux, having noted Doctor Selador wheel ny patient onto the
sundeck and knowing | considered this a physical strain on ny patient, had
sumoned ne. | arrived just in time to see Doctor Selador stumble and fall."

"You saw hi m stunbl e?" Swarthout N s asked.
"Definitely. He appeared to be reaching for the back of Doctor Dasein's
wheel chair. | consider it fortunate he did not manage to grab the chair. He

coul d have taken both of them over the edge."

Sel ador stunbl ed? Dasein thought. A sense of opening relief pervaded him
Sel ador stunbled! | didn't bump him | knew | wasn't strong enough. But



what did | bunp? A |oose board on the deck, perhaps? For an instant, Dasein
recal l ed his hands on the wheels of the chair, the firm sure grip, the soft
bunp. A board could feel soft, he told hinself.

Bur deaux was in the w tness chair now corroborating Piaget's testinony.
It nust be true then.

Dasein felt strength flow through his body. He began to see his Santaroga
experience as a series of plunges down precipitous rapids. Each plunge had
left himweaker until the final plunge had, through a mystic fusion, put him
in contact with a source of infinite strength. It was that strength he felt
NOW.

Hs |life before Santaroga took on the aspects of a delicate nmyth held
fleetingly in the mind. It was a tree in a Chinese | andscape seen dimy

t hrough pastel msts. He sensed he had fallen sonehow into a sequel, which by
its existence had changed the past. But the present, here-and-now, surrounded
himlike the trunk of a sturdy redwood, firmy rooted, supporting strong
branches of sanity and reason

Garrity with his sleepy questions was a futile inconpetent. "You ran
i Mmediately to Dr. Dasein's side?"

"Yes, sir. He was quite ill and weak. | was afraid he mght try to get out
of the wheelchair and fall hinself."

"And Dr. Piaget?"

"He ran downstairs, sir, to see what he could do for the man who fell."

Only the Santarogans in this roomwere fully conscious, Dasein thought. It
occurred to himthen that the nore consci ousness he acquired, the greater nust
be his unconscious content -- a natural matter of balance. That would be the
source of Santaroga's nutual strength, of course -- a shared foundation into
whi ch each part must fit.

"Doctor Dasein," the Coroner said.

They swore Dasein in then. The eyes in the roomturned toward him Only
Garrity's eyes bothered Dasein -- hooded, renote, concealing, outsider eyes.

"Did you see Dr. Selador fall?"

"I . . . M. Bordeaux called me. | turned toward himand | heard a cry.
When | turned back . . . Doctor Selador's feet were going over the edge."
"Hs feet?"

"That's all | saw "

Dasei n cl osed his eyes, renmenbering that nonent of electric terror. He felt
he was using a tunnel-vision effect in his nenory, focusing just on those

feet. An accident -- a terrible accident. He opened his eyes, shut off the
vi sion before nmenory reproduced that descending wail, the final punctuating
t hud.

"Had you known Dr. Selador for a long tinme?"

"He was . . . yes. What was Garrity driving at from behind those hooded



eyes?

Garrity produced a sheet of paper froma briefcase on his table, glanced at
it, said: "I have here a page fromDr. Selador's journal. It was forwarded
to ne by his wife. One passage interests me. 1'll read it to . "

"I's this pertinent?" Coroner Cos asked.

"Perhaps not, sir," Garrity said. "Again, perhaps it is. | would Iike Dr.
Dasein's views. W are, after all, merely trying to arrive at the truth in a

terrible tragedy."

"May | see the passage?" That was Swarthout Ni s, the Assistant District
Attorney, his voice suavely questioning.

"Certainly."
Ni s took the paper, read it.

What is it? Dasein asked hinmself. What did Selador wite that his w fe would
send to a State investigator? 1s this why Garrity canme?

Nis returned the paper to Garrity. "Keeping in mind that Dr. Selador was a

psychiatrist, this passage could have many interpretations. | see no reason
why Dr. Dasein shouldn't have the opportunity to throw |ight upon it, however
-- if he can."

"May | see this?" the Coroner asked.

Garrity stood, took the paper to Cos, waited while the Coroner read it.
"Very well," Cos said, returning the paper to Garrity. "The passage you've
marked in red pencil presunably is what concerns you. You may question the
Wi t ness about that passage if you w sh."

Garrity turned, the paper held stiffly before him faced Dasein. Wth
occasi onal gl ances at the page, he read: "Dasein -- a dangerous instrunent
for this project. They should be warned."

He | owered the paper. "What project, Dr. Dasein?"

There was a hush in the roomas thick as fog.

"I . . . when did he wite this?"

"According to his wife, it's dated approximately a nmonth ago. | repeat: what
pr oj ect ?"

Dasein groped in his menory. Project . . . dangerous?

"The . . . only project . . ." He shook his head. The passage made no sense

"Why did you cone to Santaroga, Dr. Dasein?"

"Why? M fiancee lives here.”

"Your fiancee

"My niece, Jenny Sorge," Piaget interposed



Garrity glanced at Piaget, who sat nowin the front row of chairs, |ooked back
to Dasein. "Didn't you come here to nmake a nmarket survey?"

"Ch, that -- yes. But |I don't see how | could be dangerous to that "
Dasein hesitated, weighing the tinme nicely. " unl ess he was afraid 1'd
have ny nmind too much on other things."

A soft rustle of |aughter whispered through the room The Coroner rapped his
pencil, said: "l remind you this is a serious occasion. A man has died."

Si | ence

Garrity | ooked once nore to the page in his hand. The paper seened to have
gai ned wei ght, pulling down.

"What else is on that page fromhis journal ?" Dasein asked. "Doesn't it
expl ai n what "

"Who are the they who should be warned?" Garrity asked.

Dasei n shook his head. "I don't know -- unless it could be the people who
hired us for the market study."

"You have prepared such a study?"

"I"ll complete it as soon as |I'mwell enough to be released fromthe
hospital . "

"Your injuries," Garrity said, a note of anger in his voice. "Something was
said about burns. I'mnot at all clear about "

"Just a nmonent, please," the Coroner said. "Dr. Dasein's injuries are not at
i ssue here in any way other than how they bear on his being in a particular
pl ace at a particular tinme. W have had testinony that he was very weak and
that Dr. Selador had wheeled Dr. Dasein's wheel chair out onto the sundeck."

"How weak?" Garrity asked. "And how dangerous?"

The Coroner sighed, glanced at Piaget, at Dasein, back to Garrity. "The facts
surrounding Dr. Dasein's injuries are common know edge in Santaroga, M.
Garrity. There were nore than a dozen wi tnesses. He was severely burned
while saving a man's life. Dr. Dasein is somewhat of a hero in Santaroga."

"Ch." Garrity returned to his seat at the table, put the page from Sel ador's
journal on the briefcase. He obviously was angry, confused.

"I permit a considerable degree of informality in an inquiry such as this,"
Cos said. "Dr. Dasein has asked a question about the surrounding contents of
that page. | confess the entries make no sense to ne, but perhaps . . ." The
Coroner left his question hanging there, his attention on Garrity.

"My office can add little," Garrity said. "There's an entry which obviously
is a population figure; it's so labeled. There's aline. . ." He lifted the
page. "'O| conpany checked out. Negative.' There's a rather cryptic: 'No
mental illness.' Except for the one entry referring to Dr. Dasein . "

"What about the rest of the journal ?" the Coroner asked. "Has your office
i nvestigated it?"

"Unfortunately, Ms. Selador says she obeyed her husband's testamentary w shes



and burned his journal. It contained, she said, confidential data on nedica
cases. This one entry she preserved and sent to us . " @rrity shrugged.

"I"'mafraid the only man who could explain it is no longer living," the
Coroner said. "If this was, however, a journal of medical data with reference
to Dr. Selador's psychiatric practice, then it would seemthe entry in
guestion m ght be explained easily in rather harm ess terms. The word
dangerous can have many interpretations in a psychiatric context. It may even
be that Dr. Dasein's interpretation is the correct one."

Garrity nodded.
"Do you have any nore questions?" the Coroner asked.

"Yes. One nore." Garrity |ooked at Dasein, a veiled, uncertain |look. "Wre
you and Dr. Sel ador on friendly terns?"

Dasein swallowed. "He was . . . ny teacher . . . ny friend. Ask anyone at
Ber kel ey. "

A bl ank | ook of frustration cane over Garrity's face.

He knows, Dasein thought. And inmrediately he wondered what it was Garrity
could know. There was nothing to know. An accident. Perhaps he knew

Sel ador' s suspici ons about Santaroga. But that was foolishness . . . unless
Garrity were another of the investigators looking into things that were none
of his business.

Dasein felt his vision blur and, staring at Garrity, saw the man's face becone
a death's-head skull. The illusion vanished as Garrity shook his head, janmed
Sel ador's journal page into the briefcase. A rueful smle appeared on his
face. He glanced at the Coroner, shrugged.

"Somet hi ng anuses you, M. Garrity?" the Coroner asked.
The smil e vani shed.

"No, sir. Well . . . my own thought processes sonetines. |'ve obviously
al  owed an unhappy woman, M's. Selador, to send me on a wild goose chase."

The investigator sat down, said: "l've no nore questions, sir.

Abruptly, Dasein experienced a monent of insight; Garrity's thoughts had
frightened the man! He'd suspected a vast conspiracy here in Santaroga. But
that was too fantastic; thus, the smle.

The Coroner was closing his inquiry now -- a brief summtion: all the facts
were in . . . an allusion to the pathologist's gory details -- "massive head
injuries, death instantaneous" -- a notation that a formal inquest would be

held at a date to be announced. Wuld M. Garrity wish to return for it? M.
Garrity thought not.

It dawned on Dasein then that this had been a show for Garrity, sonmething to
set his mind at ease. Tiny bits of Piaget's preinquest conversation wth
Garrity returned to Dasein, fitted into a larger pattern. They'd been in
school together -- outside! O course: old friends, Larry and Bill. One
didn't suspect old friends of conspiracy. Reasonable.

It was over then -- death by m sadventure, an accident.



Garrity was shaki ng hands with Coroner Cos, with Piaget. Wuld Piaget be
comng out to their class reunion? |If his practice permtted . . . but
Garrity certainly nmust know how it was with country doctors. Garrity
under st ood.

"This was a terrible thing," Garrity said.
Pi aget sighed. "Yes, a terrible tragedy."

Garrity was pausing at the foyer door now. There were knots of peopl e behind
himwaiting for the elevator, a buzz of conversation. He turned, and Dasein
t hought he saw a | ook of angry specul ation on the man's face.

Pi aget bent over Dasein then, shutting off the view of the door. "This has
been a strain on you and | want you to get sone rest now, " Piaget said.
"Jenny's coming in for a mnute, but I don't want her staying too long."

He noved asi de.

The foyer doorway stood open and enpty.
"Under st and?" Pi aget asked.

"Yes . . . Jenny's coning."

What was that look in Garrity's eyes? Dasein asked hinself. A black savage in
Africa mght have peered that way into a white man's shiny city. Strange

angry . . . frustrated nman. |f Meyer Davidson and his crew chose Garrity
for an investigator -- there'd be a dangerous one. That'd be a bridge to
cross inits own tinme, though . . . if at all. Many things could happen to a
man out there in the wi de-wide world. Dasein could feel it -- Santaroga was
preparing itself to reach out there.

That's why | was chosen, he thought. And Burdeaux . . . and the others
whoever they are. The only good defense is a good offense.

This was a disturbing thought that sent trenbling agitation through Dasein's
stomach and | egs.

Why am | trenbling? he wondered.

He tried to recapture the thought that had disturbed him failed. It was

bri ef uninportant disturbance, a nomentary ripple on a | ake that otherw se was
growi ng cal mer and calmer. Dasein allowed the sensation of calmgreen waters
to flow over and around him He grew aware he was alone in the roomwth
Jenny.

There was cal mess personified: blue eyes with laugh winkles at their edges,
full lips smling at him She wore an orange dress, an orange ribbon in her
dark hair.

Jenny put a package on his nightstand, bent over and kissed him-- warmli ps,
a deep sense of peace and sharing. She pulled away, sat down beside him held
hi s hand.

Dasei n t hought she had never | ooked nore beauti ful

"Uncle Larry says you're to rest this afternoon, but you can be rel eased from
t he hospital by Saturday," she said.



Dasei n reached out, ran his fingers through her hair -- silky-snmooth, sensuous

hair. "Wy don't we get married Sunday?" he asked.

"Ch, darling . . ."

Agai n, she kissed him pulled back, |ooked prim "I better not do that
anynore today. W don't want to weaken you." The dinple flickered in her
cheek. "You want to be fully recovered and strong by Sunday."

Dasein pulled her head down agai nst his neck, stroked her hair.

"W can have one of the houses in the new section,” she whispered. "We'll be
near Cal and Wlla. Darling, darling, |I'mso happy."

"So am|."
She began describing the house to him the garden space, the view .

"You' ve chosen one of them al ready?"

"I was out there -- dream ng, hoping. "

The house was everything she'd ever longed for -- it was inmportant for a woman
to have the right house in which to begin life with the man she |Ioved. There
was even a big garage with roomfor a shop . . . and a lab

Dasei n t hought of Jersey Hofstedder's car sitting in the garage she descri bed.
There was a sense of continuity in the thought, a peasant conpl acency

i nvol ving "good things" and "vintage crops.”

H s attention focused on the package Jenny had put on his nightstand.

"What's in the package?"

" Package?"

She lifted her head, turned to follow the direction of his gaze. "Oh, that.
The gang at the Co-op -- they put together a 'get-well' package for you."

"Jaspers?"
"OfF course." She sat back, straightened her hair.

Dasei n had a sudden vision of hinself working in the wapping line at the
Co- op.

"Where will | work?" he asked.
"Uncle Larry wants you in the clinic, but we'll both get a nonth of honeynmoon
|eave. Darling -- it's going to be so long until Sunday."

In the clinic, Dasein thought. Not as a patient, thank God. He wondered then
whi ch god he was thanking. It was an odd thought, wi thout begi nning and
wi thout end, a bit of string hanging in the green | ake of his nind

Jenny began unw appi ng the package on the night-stand -- a wedge of gol den
cheese, two bottles of beer, dark wheat crackers, a white container that
sl oshed when she noved it. He wondered when they had been exposed.

Dasei n had the sudden feeling that he was a nmoth in a glass cage, a frantic



thing fluttering against his barriers, lost, confused.

"Darling, I'mtiring you." Jenny put her hand on his forehead. It soothed
him calmed him The noth of his enmptions settled on a strong green |inb.
The Iinb was attached to a tree. He felt the trunk of the tree as though it
were hinmself -- strong, an infinite source of strength.

"When will | see you?" he asked.

"I'"l1l come by in the norning."

She bl ew him a kiss, hesitated, bent over him-- the sweet fragrance of
Jaspers about her breath, a touch of I|ips.

Dasein stared after her until the foyer door closed.

A moment ary angui sh touched him a fleeting sense that he'd lost his grip on
reality, that this roomwas unreal wthout Jenny in it. Dasein grabbed a
chunk of the golden cheese, stuffed it in his nouth, felt the soothing Jaspers

presence, his awareness expandi ng, becomi ng firm and manageabl e.

What's reality, anyway? he asked hinself. |It's as finite as a bit of cheese,
as tainted by error as anything else with limts.

He settled his mind firmy then onto thoughts of the home Jenny had descri bed,

pi ctured himself carrying her across the threshold -- his wife. There'd be
presents: Jaspers from'the gang,' furniture . . . Santaroga took care of
its own.

It'Il be a beautiful life, he thought. Beautiful . . . beautifu

beaut i f ul



