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* * *

Coming into the restaurant early one Monday morning, Eric found Sutherland in the main dining room.
One of Sutherland's massive arms rested casually, heavily on the open door of an antique china cabinet,
and Eric could imagine the delicate hinges tearing out of the wood. Sutherland was examining the
porcelain insde. No one had touched those porcelain pieces since Eric's mother had died and he had
inherited them.

"What are you doing here?" Eric said.

Sutherland smiled. In the full moon of hisface, the smile seemed tiny, asif his mouth were two szes
too smal for him. "Hello, partner,” he said. He handled the porcelain casudly, turning the pieces over asif
looking for a price sticker. When he picked up alittle gold-rimmed demitasse, there was a moment when
Ericimagined hewas going to swdlow it.

Eric stepped forward, took the demitasse from Sutherland's doughy hands. " This cabinet's supposed
to belocked,” he said.

"It was locked," Sutherland said. "1 found the key in your office. Y ou know, Eric, antiques aren't
exactly an efficient use of capital. Y ou could decorate alot less expengvely.”

Eric felt the heat risein hisface. "In thefirst place, how the restaurant is decorated is part of what
makes it a success. And in the second place, those pieces are part of my personal collection.”

Sutherland smiled again. "Come on, Eric. Y ou can't Start sheltering assets after thefact. If it'sin the
restaurant, it's part of the restaurant. | think we need to talk about how we can cut overhead, redllocate
our resources. If we make full use of al of our equity”-- He reached into the cabinet and removed the
demitasse-- " then maybe we can get this cash flow turned around.”

"Y ou want acourt fight."

"Of course not. That would ruin The Tarragon Leaf, put alot of people out of work. | just want to run
an efficient business. Maybe if we can't agree on that, you should let me buy you out. Y ou could Start
fresh somewhered e

Eric said nothing. He was thinking about Sutherland's neck, about how it would be impossible to get
one's hands all the way around it. Y ou'd need arope. Or piano wire.

"Herésmy offer,” Sutherland said, "and, believe me, it's better than your recent numbers warrant. I'm
being generous.”

* * *

In the kitchen, after Sutherland had I ft, it was quiet. Monday mornings were aways quiet, snce The
Tarragon Leaf wouldn't serve dinner again until Tuesday evening. Eric had thought that thiswould bea
good time to come in and think about things, atime when he could expect Sutherland not to bein the
restaurant.

Now, at least, he and Gero had the kitchen to themsalves, and Eric, watching the stove's blue flame,
could hear the hiss of the gas.

"Sutherland'sa parasite,” Eric said. "Why didn't | seethat before it wastoo late?’

"Paradte," Gero said. He turned up the flame. ™Y ou think that is bad.”



Eric forced alaugh. "Could it possibly be good?'

Gero didn't answer immediately. He was searching among the unlabeled jars that cluttered his shelves.
When he squinted, the Asan dant of hisgray eyeswas more pronounced than usual. The water in the
saucepan began to boil vigoroudy, but Gero ignored it until he had found what he was |ooking for-- ajar
of bright yellow powder that was probably mustard. But perhaps not. On those rare occasions when
Gero wasn't in the restaurant, Eric would sometimes examine the contents of the jars, sniffing this, tasting
apinch of that. Some of the ingredients were spices that he recognized, but many of them remained
mysteries. Gero's stock of ingredients was like his ethnicity-- exotic and impossible to name.

Gero turned the flame back down, tapped some of the yellow powder into the water, then pulled at his
reddish Magyar mustache as he searched through the jars again.

"Some parasites, you would not choose them,” he said, "but once you have them..." He shrugged. "'In
Thailand thereisapickled fish that is so white, so firm." He kissed hisfingertips. ™Y ou want to taste
things. At least once. Wéll, thisfish hasapricefor tagting. In hisflesh, there are cysts. Tiny. Once you
edt, the cystsbreak, and in your liver, in alittle while, there are worms. Maybein my liver. | don't know.
Just afew areno trouble.”

Gero's accent, Eric decided, sounded Russian today. Slavic, anyway. But it could shift. Sometimesit
sounded Chinese.

Gero was showing Eric hissmadlest fingernail. "Not even that big, these worms. Flat, likethat. | just eat
the fish onetime, no problem. Parasites are not so bad, then. Everything is baance, yes?| keep
explaining to you. Balance."

"Baance, right," Eric said. "Every time we have one of our little business dinners, Sutherland hitsme
with another surprise. But | should find some way to balance him. Sure”

Gero took down another jar. This one contained awoody root suspended in alcohol. It looked like a
gmaller verson of the roots that Gero had hanging from the ceiling, up there with awresth of bay leaves,
the long strings of peppers, and the bunches of bulbs that looked like garlic, but weren't. Gero spooned a
little of the acohol into the boiling water and re-seded the jar.

"You areimpatient,” Gero said. "When you are sick, you think only of cures.”

"Wall, of coursel”

"First you must think of the sickness. Its nature.”

"Okay, look," Eric said, "so maybe parasite isn't the right word for him."

"Sounds perfect,” Gero said. "Businessisgood like dways, but something is happening to money.
Poof." He was adding a pinch from thisjar and a pinch from that one to the boiling water. He turned
down the heat. "Y our partner islike tapeworm. Restaurant bringsin same as before, but is getting skinny.
How skinny? Little bit isn't bad. Most people, if they have tapeworm, they don't know it. Tapeworm isn't
S0 bad."

"What I'm talking about," Eric said, "is embezzlement. Mismanagement. All these decisions he forces
down my throat."

"And what | am talking about,” Gero said, "isbaance." He strained the contents of the saucepan
through a paper filter into a ceramic carafe. "Wind over heaven."

"What?'

Gero tapped one of the Chinese books stacked next to hisjars. "The ninth hexagram iswind above,
heaven below. The Taming Power of Small Things. Thisisno timeto act. Be subtle. Observe. Seek
balance." Gero poured afew ounces of the amber infusion into ateacup. "Y ou are agitated. Too much
worry istoo much bile. Drink this."

Eric opened his mouth to spesk, then closed it. He accepted the cup with asigh. It was no use trying
to decline Gero's remedies. Gero would pester him until he drank it. In any case, the brews seemed
harmless enough.

"Be patient,” Gero said. "Don't make another mistake. Heisyour partner, now, and that was your
choice. Now you want him out. What do you have to do to get him out? If you have atapeworm, you
must take poison enough to kill tapeworm, but not to kill you. How much poison must Tarragon Leef
swallow to get rid of this partner? How sick you are going to make my restaurant?”



Eric spped the concoction. It was dightly bitter, but not bad.
My restaurant, Gero called it. Technicaly, it was Eric's restaurant. Well, Eric's and Sutherland's,
now. But Gero wasright in away.

* * *

There were times, Eric thought, when it al seemed alittle surreal. Twelve years ago, when The
Tarragon Leaf was struggling initsinfancy, when Eric had a splendid atmosphere to go with
not-yet-splendid food, Gero had shown up. Two days earlier, the origina saucier had quit. Clutching a
battered satchel, Gero was vague about histraining and references, and his accent that day was generic
pidgin. "l know sauce," hesaid. "I know food. Let me show."

What the hell, Eric had thought. He picked three sauces from the menu-- a cerleriac remoulade, a
lobster chiffonade, and bearnaise. "Make these."

In the kitchen, Gero looked over the spice racks, muttering and shaking his head. Eventudly, he
opened the satchd and set its contents on the counter-- jars of dried powders, roots, mushrooms. There
were two books, too, their leather covers stamped in gold with Chinese characters. But Gero didn't
consult these. He worked by tasting his base, adding an infinitesimal trace of some powder or another,
and tasting the base again, so that he was absurdly dow, and Eric already knew the answer would be no,
sorry, we have no position for you.

Until he tasted the finished sauces.

They weren't what the restaurant had ever served before. They weren't, Eric was amost certain, what
any restaurant had served before. It seemed like magic.

"Not magic,” Gero said. "Balance."

His sense of baance, asit turned out, extended to more than sauces. Though he alwaysinssted that he
wasasaucier and only asaucier, he was soon giving advice to othersin the kitchen about everything
from perfectly timed creme patissere to deftly positioned garnish. He was subtle about it. Balanced, you
could say. He managed to offer complimentsthat planted only the tiniest hint of dissatisfaction, the barest
clue that he had available some advice to offer about how something that was nearly perfect could be
nearer Hill.

Andif Gero'sareain the kitchen grew alittle strange, with its drying herbs and spices hanging here and
there, its unlabeled jarsfilled with the unknown, if it became, in fact, alittle spooky on the dayswhen his
suppliers- often speaking no English-- appeared in the kitchen with jars wrapped in brown paper, that
was easy enough to overlook. Thefood, the reputation, the growing success of The Tarragon Leaf more
than made up for the dreamlike witchiness of the saucier's shelves.

Besdes, Eric liked the man. How could hefail to like him? The Tarragon Leaf had been Eric's dream,
but it seemed that Gero dreamed it, too. He was nearly aways there, even on Mondays, rearranging his
thingsin the kitchen, experimenting, and often giving Eric ataste of something new, something divine.

Sometimesthe herba remedies that Gero dispensed for imaginary maladies he had diagnosed as "bad
humors' or "overbearing yang" were alittle hard to swalow. But they seemed asmdll priceto pay.

* * *

Thetablein The Tarragon Lesf's private dining room wasn't smal, but Spencer Sutherland's bulk at
one end made it seem that way to Eric. "There are certain economies we need around here,” Sutherland
way saying, hiswords muffled by amouthful of sdlad.

Eric sad, "What do you mean?"'

Sutherland swdlowed. "Likethissalad.” He took abite that wastoo big and chewed it impatiently.
Eric wished that he'd paid attention to how Sutherland ate before he had agreed to the marriage of their
restaurants. Sutherland's firgt bite of anything would be careful. He would consider as he chewed. Then,
once he had passed judgement, he would eat the rest too fast to savor. Once he knew what something
was, he ate only to absorb, to acquire.



"Wheat about the sdlad?' It was Belgian endive and fennd, with avery light vinaigrette, a
pal ate-clearing course between gppetizer and main course.

"We'reimporting thisendive." Sutherland took another wolfish bite. Eric had hardly started on hisown
sdlad, and Sutherland's was nearly gone. "'l mean, it'ssdlad, Eric. And you're ordering from Europe?
They grow thisstuff in Cdifornia, now. Chegp."

"It's called Belgian endive for areason.” Eric pointed with hisfork. " See how the stalk hasthis closed
shape? Around Brussels, they grow it underground, in heated soil. Growersin Cdiforniadon't take the
samecare.

"l know dl that,” Sutherland said. "But it tastes the same.”

"The presentation is different.”

Sutherland rolled his eyes.

"The reason this restaurant hasthe reputation it does,” Eric said, "isthat we take pains with detail.”

"Yeah, wdll, it'salittle hard to keep up with detall that you can't pay for." Sutherland pushed his plate
asde. "1 mean, you want to keep The Tarragon Leaf afloat, right?”

Eric'sjaw clenched. "We're doing as much volume as ever," he said. "I don't see where this cash
crunch has come from, unless you're doing less business at Southern Exposure.”

"My placeisdoing fine," Sutherland said. He always spoke about The Tarragon Leaf as our restaurant
and the Southern Exposure as mine, Eric redized. That wasn't the only inequdity. Heingsted on changes
for The Tarragon Leaf, but wouldn't listen to the suggestions Eric had made for Sutherland's Southern
Exposure steakhouse. The partnership was supposed to be collaborative. Advisory. At least that's how
they had talked it out before Signing the papers.

"Y ou've got to understand, " Sutherland was saying, "that there are certain administrative costs built in
to the partnership.”

"This merger was supposed to save us money. Both of us.”

"And it will, eventualy,” Sutherland said. "L ook, you yoursdf admitted to me that accounting issues
weren't your strong suit, right? That's why we're in business together, to benefit from each others
Srengths”

How could Eric ever have trusted him enough to tel him that money was the one thing he had trouble
with? Not that there wasn't plenty coming in. The Tarragon Leaf was a success by any measure. But Eric
had aways found keeping track of money such aheadache. It was the food he cared about. The food,
the presentation, the atmosphere...

"It'l bedl right. Trust me on that. But for now, I'm trimming your budget."

"Trimming my budget?' Eric said. "Y ou can't do that!"

"Eric, read the agreements. Y ou'rein charge of operations. I'm in charge of budget and accounting. If
you don' likeit, sell out to me. Y ou've heard my offer."

Eric'shand closed around a butter knife. He brandished it, then looked at it and put it down. "I'm
bringing in an auditor.”

Sutherland froze for half a second. Helooked at Eric asif regppraisng him. "Y ou can't do it. We can't
spend on something like that. We have to economize.”

"l candoit. | andoingit."

"Eric,” Sutherland said, "we're partners.” He shrugged. "But | seeyoure going to ingst. All right. At
least pick someone good.”

"l have. Hisnameis Webber."

"Richard Webber?' Sutherland's teeth were big and white when he smiled. "1 know Dick. Hell doa
finejob. A finejob. Then you'l fed better. And you'll seethat I'm right about cutting back alittle, just
temporarily. To keep usin the black." Sutherland lifted hiswineglass and drained it. "Where's that waiter
with the next course?"

* * *

The dinner rush had begun, and Gero had the makings for three white sauces started in three different



pans. In afourth saucepan was an inch or so of mud-colored water. Eric watched it bubble. "That audit
was awaste of money," hesad.

"Y ou don't trust the accountant?' Gero said, stirring and tasting each sauce in succession. He opened a
ja.

"| trust the one | findly hired,” Eric said, "the one who Sutherland didn't know. But he couldn't find
anything." Actudly, that wasn't entirely true. The auditor had made a stink about the records for Gero's
purchases of ingredients. The saucier's suppliers did not furnish adequate invoices. Sutherland, with
obvious pleasure, was insgsting that Eric do something about this, but Eric wasn't up to broaching the
subject with Gero now.

"Your kidneysarerisng."

"Rising kidneys," Eric said. That could only mean that the roiling liquid on the tove was intended for
him.

Gero tossed awhole mushroom onto the oily surface and cut the flame. The he stirred the sauces
again. "So the partner, heisan honest man,” Gero said. "Not parasite. Something e se.”

"No. | know he's pulling something, but he's clever. And he knows he'sclever. God, | hate that smile
of his"

"Paradites are not aways bad. | told you. Tarragon Leaf can have aparasite and still be Tarragon
Ledf"

"It'snot just the embezzlement, Gero. He kegpsingsting that | cut expenses, buy cheagper
ingredients...”

Gero looked up. "Cheap? He wants you to buy cheap for Tarragon Leaf?' Gero shook hishead. "To
havethe best isexpensive.”

"y

"If it isnot the best, isnot Tarragon Lesf."

"That's how | fed about it. HEll bleed usto death. Bit by bit, well give up little pieces of what we do,
and the restaurant won't be The Tarragon Leaf anymore.”

"So he is aparadite, this partner.” Gero started straining theliquid. "Still," he said, "if we are patient, he
will learn. He will not be so bad.”

Eric didn't think that waslikely.

"If he doesn't learn, end the partnership.”

"The only way to do that isto buy him out,” Eric said. "1 don't have the money. Especiadly now. He's
goingtoruinme. | canfed it."

"Smart parasite does not kill hishogt.”

"Not adl parasites understand that, Gero."

"Kidneysarerisng,” Gero said, handing him asteaming cup. "Drink."

Eric spped the steaming brew. Whether his kidneysfell back into place or not, he couldn't tell. In any
case, hedidn't fedl any better about the prospects for hisrestaurant.

* * *

"I'dtakeabig loss, sdling,” Eric told Gero. It was aMonday morning again, and they were aone,
watching water Smmer in apan. "But | probably can't get more out of him than he's offering, and the
partnership agreement ties my hands. But it's not a dead loss. I'm thinking we can start over. Sutherland
insists on a hon-competing covenant, so we'd have to move to another city. 1t'd have to be asmall
restaurant to begin with, but I'd take aong any staff who want to make the move..."

"Not me," the saucier said. "I will not leave Tarragon Leef."

Eric didn't know what to say. Findly, hetold Gero, "It won't be The Tarragon Ledf, evenif you stay.”

"Listen for example," said Gero. "Y ou have agood friend. Y ou are ways together drinking, talking.
Y ou lovethisfriend like your brother. Liketwin. Y ou are balancing to each other. Understand? Then he
getssck. He changes. Heis not so interesting, always sick. So, Eric, you leave him? When he needs
you?’



The saucier looked at hisarrays of jars, then shook hishead. "If you are thinking like this, the problem
isyour heart. Bad faith. Thereisno medicine | can giveyou for it." He turned off the burner and poured
the steaming water down the sink.

"Well what would you suggest, exactly?" Eric said. "l don't have alot of options.”

"Patience. Let me think. It'samatter of balance. Suppose you areright, and heisabad parasite. A
bladder worm. Y ou know bladder worm?”

Eric shook his head.

"Tapeworm babies," Gero said. "Larva They hatch from eggsinside your scomach, dig into intestine
walls, then into blood, yes? All through your body, even your brain. In afew years, they start to die.
Dead onesswell up inyour brain like little baloons.”

Eric rubbed at histemples. Dead worms in the brain. He thought of Swiss cheese. He felt aheadache
coming on. "And then what?"

Gero made a gesture of expangion with hishands. "Pressurein brain. Epilepsy, shaking, fits. Maybe,
you die. But you don't know about these worms until too late. That iswhat kind of parasite you selected
to be your partner. Now we know what heis, but Tarragon Leaf dready swalowed him."

Eric had afleeting vison of Sutherland as an enormousworm. Hefelt Sick. "If thisis supposed to
make me more hopeful,” Eric sad, "itisn't working."

"Y ou are not going to sdll the restaurant. We do not abandon sick friend.”

"l don't know," Eric said. "If Sutherland isabladder worm, | think our sick friend may be terminal.”

* * *

Although Eric wasfilled with thoughts of doom, the restaurant was hardly showing symptoms. Eric
knew that would change. He concentrated on running the dining room and avoiding Spencer Sutherland
when Sutherland tried to see him.

Findly, after aweek of this, Eric took one of Sutherland's cdlls. "A house divided againgt itself cannot
stand,” Sutherland said. "L et's have ameeting over dinner. Get your boysto broil us some steaks. | like
minewell done"

"Every timewetak," Eric said, "it's bad news. | don't want to hear any more."

"I'm going to make it worth your while," Sutherland said. "And if you ignore me, | can makeit hurt.
Read your contracts. | can just about close you down.”

* * *

In the kitchen before the meeting, Gero said, "Drink this."

For once it was acold concoction, not a steaming one.

"What do | have?' Eric sad. "High kidneys? Rising yin?'

"Heart problem 4iill," said Gero. "Bad faith. Y ou are thinking of sdlling.” While they talked, hewas
making two sauces. Two brown sauces. Around them wasthe usua kitchen racket, but it wasn't up to its
frantic pace. The evening was early, and the restaurant wasn't yet half full. "Y ou will not sdl, al right?!

"Depends on what he offers.”

"Drink."

Eric took asip, then made aface. Of dl the brews Gero had ever made for him, thiswas the worst.
"Areyou poisoning me?'

Gero looked up, hisgray eyesthoughtful. "That would keep you from sdlling?*

"Sutherland would still get the restaurant.”

"Then what is the advantage to poisoning you? Drink. Y ou are having serious bad faith. It's getting
worsg, | think."

Eric held his breath and drank the stuff. There was grit at the bottom of the glass.

"L et this partner offer you the moon and stars," Gero said. "Don't sell before you talk to me." He
turned back to the stove. "I am making awonderful sauce for the stesk tonight. Something new.”



"We can't..." Eric looked around the kitchen, then lowered hisvoice. "We can't poison him. Don't
think 1 haven't thought about it, but we'd never get away with it."

"We need balance," Gero said. "Takestime. Y ou are going to be patient. Meet with your partner,
enjoy agood dinner. Relax."

Dinner should not have been relaxing, but it was. By the time the main course had come, Eric was, if
not in astate of bliss, a least profoundly calm. A little deepy, infact. He could not have said why.
Certainly, Sutherland's eating habits hadn't suddenly improved. There was nothing caming about seeing
the man belt down his appetizer and salad after only one preliminary, appraising bite of each.

The steaks arrived-- well-done for Sutherland, rare for Eric. The waiter put them down wrong initialy,
and Sutherland started cutting into his. "Hey," he said, "1 like mine cooked!"

The waiter apologized and exchanged the plates. Then Eric watched as Sutherland cut one modest
bite. "Oh, thisismarvelous," he sad. "Perfectly marbled. It mdlts.”

"So that's one thing you think I'm doing right," Eric mumbled.

Sutherland laughed. "Not at dl," he said. " Serving thisto your customers squeezes your margin. | can
get dmost as good for considerably less. | think both restaurants ought to use the same mesat supplier.”

He carved his next bite, an enormous chunk that he hardly chewed before swallowing. Eric supposed
that Sutherland's choking to death was too much to hopefor.

At least Eric had the satisfaction of enjoying Gero's steak sauce. It was nouvelle Mexican, a sort of
mole, but lighter on salt than one would expect. There was more chile than chocolate, and on thewhole it
had Gero's distinctive wholeness. It was, as Gero would say, balanced. But Sutherland probably wasn't
even tadting it any more.

As soon as held swallowed the last piece of meat, Sutherland reached into his pocket for a packet of
folded papers. "I'm making you atakeit or leaveit dedl,” he said. "Better price than before. We want to
resolvethis, right? | think it'stoo late to mend fences."

Ericglared.

The price Sutherland quoted was an improvement. He shoved the papers acrossthe table for Eric to
look at.

"All indl, thisissmply an unfortunate faling out,” Sutherland said. "It happens sometimes.” He offered
Eric apen.

* * *

Gero had another glassfor him like the earlier one, but Eric refused to drink it.

"Is better if you do drink," Gero said.

"Forget that," Eric said. He unfolded the papers. "Everything's drawn up aready, see? He's eager to
be rid of me. That increased the price.”

"You sgned?' Gero said.

"You said | should talk to you firgt," Eric told him, "so I'm talking. But it's a better deal. Enough better
that I'm thinking you might reconsider. Gero, think about the struggle it would be here, to hold together a
restaurant while Sutherland istrying to bresk it up into little pieces he can sl

"I will not go."

"Well | might." Eric held out the papers. "'l will."

"Y ou areforgetting your friend who issick. Y ou are turning your back on Tarragon Leaf."

"Gero, The Tarragon Leaf isaterminal case. Whether | stay or go, Sutherland isin the picture, and
that means that the restaurant you and | know is dready history. He's abladder worm, remember?’

"Ah, yes. A bladder worm," Gero said. "Better you drink this." He offered the noxious drink again.

"L ook, forget that nonsense,”" Eric said. He picked up the drink, walked it to the sink, and poured it
out.



Gero took a deep breath. That was the most extreme expression of exasperation Eric had ever seen
himmake. "All right," Gero said, "l will show you."

Helooked around the kitchen. It was late, but the other chefs, the pot scrubbers, the dish washers
weredl gill busy. No one seemed to be paying particular atention to the conversation. "Restaurant has a
parasite,” Gero said very quietly. "What is a better treatment for parasite than another parasite?’ He
produced ajar. Insde was something that looked like along, curled shaving of wax. Even without
knowing what it was, there was something about its appearance that made Eric's somach turn.

Gero tapped the side of the jar. "Tapeworm pieces," he said. "Proglottids. Fresh. Ripe. Full of eggs.”
He reached among hisjars and produced a second and third jar with smilar contents.

Eric thought he fet something twitch in hisintestines. The kitchen air suddenly seemed very sde.

"l had to get severd. | had to make sure | would have many eggs. It must be abig infection to make
sure the bladder worms get to the brain.”

"Where..."

"From Mexico, from pigs,” Gero said. "l have sources, yes? | tell them it must be fresh.”

"But | mean, where..."

"In the steak sauice, remember? In your partner's steak sauce, not yours. The eggs are too small to
see, though, so | worry, just alittle sauce on a poon is bad. Or the waiter makes mistake.”

"Bad. Yes" And thewaiter had made amistake. Had Eric's steak knife perhaps touched the sauce on
Sutherland's steak? He tried to remember. Surely, if there were bladder worm larvae in Eric's ssomach,
he couldn't feel them. Surely that crawling sensation was hisimagination.

"But now, al we need is patience," Gero went on. "In four years, your partner will not be running any
restaurant. Maybe we will buy Southern Exposure. We will make two fine restaurants then, Eric. With
balance." He amiled. Therewaslight in hisgray, Sino-Ugrian-Russo-Mediterranean eyes. "What did | tell
you?Wind over heaven. The Taming Power of Small Things. Y our partner isaman out of balance. Big
body, big appetite, very big greed. With something small, now, we tame him.”

"Thedrink," Eric said. His mouth fdt dry. "Some kind of herbs?'

Gero shook his head. "Herbs for somethings, for subtle things, arefine. But for killing worms, making
sure you are not infected, we need the best poison. Quinacrine hydrochloride. Makes you vomit
sometimes, so | put in some catnip and phenobarbitd. | will make you another now."

Eric, still looking at the worm piecesin the jars, thought he saw one move. He rushed to the sink and
leaned forward.

Gero stood watching him for amoment. "Recipeis not balanced,” he said. "I think, thistime, more
phenobarbital.”

Eric roseto breathe, then leaned forward again.

Gero sighed and shook hishead. "It isdifficult. Thisis not something | can balance by taste.” He
opened ajar full of pills, and he shrugged.

"After dl," hesad, "l an not adoctor. | am only asaucier.”
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