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To ny latest grandchild, Thomas José Josephsohn, born March 25, 1983. May he live to be old and be
al ways as bright, friendly, outgoing, cheerful, curious, and healthy as he is now.

My thanks to Father Janes D. Shaughnessy of Peoria for his counsel and stinulating ideas
re future popes. Any opinions and conclusions herein about seven simultaneous popes are, however,
ny responsibility, not his.

Aut hor' s Preface

The basis or springboard for this novel is my short story "TheSliced-Crossw se-Only-On-Tuesday-
Wrld." This took place in
A.D. 2214 (old style) or N.E. 130 (new style): N E stands for New
Era, and N.E. 130 indicates the one hundred and thirtieth year
after the official beginning of the "stoner"” society. The events of Dayworid occur in A D. 3414 or
N. E. 1330. Thirteen hundred and thirty years have passed since the start of the New Era, N E 1.

Though there are twel ve hundred years between the events of the short story and the novel
only seven and a half generations (arithnetically speaki ng) have been born. The reason for this
wi Il beconme apparent during the course of the novel

In the future, the U S.A wll have to adopt the nmetric and twenty-four-hour time systens.
I use the present systens for the convenience of the Anerican reader

Sone contenporary English words have different neanings in the New Era culture. These
changes shoul d be obvi ous.

Do not be confused because sonme of the nale characters have femal e nanes and sonme femnal es
have nal e nanmes. Ti nes change; custons die.

The protagonist of Dayworid is an outlaw, a daybreaker. He lives by the horizontal
cal endar.
Aut hor' s Preface

For an explanation of the horizontal and vertical calendars, refer to the illustration on
t he next page.

The cal endar is "vertical," not our present-day "horizontal" cal endar. Qur cal endars
present the seven days of the week as if we moved through tine horizontally. Sunday precedes
Monday, and Monday precedes Tuesday, and by the tine we have reached next Sunday, we have stepped
of f onto another horizontal chronol ogi cal path.

The New Era or "stoner" society uses a "vertical" cal endar
Reason: One-seventh of the world' s population lives on only one day of the week. To put it another
way, six-sevenths of the world's populationis in a "stoned" or "suspended-ani nation" state for
si x days of each week. Sunday's people live on Sunday only; Mnday's, on Mnday, and so forth.

At the end of one passage of Earth around the sun, a Sunday citizen has lived only fifty-
two days. If born in, say, N E 100, that person has been on Earth two hundred years by N E. 300.
But that person is not quite twenty-nine years old in physiological developnent. |If that person
has been on Earth for six hundred years, he or she is not quite eighty-six years old in terns of
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agi ng.

The stoner culture greatly reduces the demand for food and goods, anount of pollution, and
living space required. If the global populationis, say, ten billion, then, on each day, only a
little over one billion, four hundred and twenty-eight mllion, five hundred thousand people are

eating food, drinking, using space, and addi ng trash, junk, and waste matter for disposal

The New Era government decreed a new cal endar for two reasons. One, it wanted to make a
clean break with the past. Two, it made sure that each day's popul ati on woul d not be cheated out
of its full quota of days per year because of the different days of the nonths as set by the
Gregorian cal endar. The summer sol stice, which occurs on or near June 21, arbitrarily
NEW ERA ( VERTI CAL) CALENDAR
N. E. 1330 (OLD STYLE A. D. 3414)

UNITY, FIRST MONTH
SUNDAY MONDAY TUESDAY WED SDAY THURSDAY FRI DAY SATURDAY
~TThi~ " "

~102~W

D3-Ww  D3-W DA W D4-Wwm " won non "

VARI ETY, SECOND MONTH
SUNDAY MONDAY TUESDAY WED SDAY THURSDAY FRI DAY SATURDAY

D5- WL " " " " "

CAIRD S TINGLE' S D(] NSKI'" S REPP'S OHM S
DAY DAY DAY DAY DAY

D6- WL " v e v v

ZUR VAN S " | SHARASH

DAY VILI"S DAY

D7- W " " " " "

D1- W , " " " " "

FREEDOM SEVENTH MONTH
SUNDAY MONDAY TUESDAY WED SDAY THURSDAY FRI DAY SATURDAY

D4- W " " "o " "
D5. W " " " " "
D6- Wi " v " " v
VWHCOSE
DAY?
CHRI STMAS CHRI STMAS CHRI STMAS CHRI STMAS CHRI STMAS CHRI STMAS CHRI STVAS
D7- W " " " '

Di -W neans Day- One of Wek-One or the first day
of the first week of the year. D3- W stands for
the third day of the fourth "vertical" week, etc.
becanme the first day of the year, and that day
was desi gnated as Sunday.

The year was divided into thirteen nonths of four seven-day weeks. The end of the year was
followed by a zero or lost day to ensure that there were three hundred and sixty-five days in the
year. During leap years, an extra zero or |lost day was added. Everybody except a ni ni mum nunber of
firefighters, police, adninistrators, and so on was kept in the stoned state.

The citizens would, of course, refer to two different types of tine. Objective tine, that
is, time as neasured by the annual circling of the Earth around the sun and Earth's spinning,
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woul d be terned obyears, obnonths, and obweeks. Subjective tine, that is, the actual nunber of
days, weeks, nonths, and years a person has |lived, would be subdays, subweeks, subnonths, and
subyears.

The nanes of the nonths are, in order of succession, Unity, Variety, Joy, Hope,
Conr adeshi p, Love, Freedom Plenty, Peace, Know edge, Wsdom Serenity, and Fulfillnent. These are
al so the Thirteen Principles upon which the New Era society is supposedly based

Tuesday- World

Organi ¢ Conmonweal th of Earth

North American M nistering O gan

Manhattan State

Manhattan total popul ation: 2,100, 000

Manhattan daily popul ation: 300, 000

Geenwich Village District

House on corner of Bl eecker Street and Kropotkin Canal (formerly the
Avenue of the Ameri cas)

VARI ETY, Second Month of N E. 1330 D5-W. (Day-Five, Wek-0One)
Time Zone 5, 12:15 A M

Wien the hounds bay, the fox and the hare are brothers. Today, Jeff Caird, the fox, would hear the
hounds.

At the nmonent, he could not hear anything because he was standing in a soundproof
cylinder. If he had been outside it, he still would have heard nothing. Except for hinself and a
few organics, firefighters, and technicians, he was the only living person in the city.

A few nminutes before entering the cylinder and closing its door, he had slid back a snall
panel in the wall. Behind the control panel in the wall recess was a tiny device he had | ong ago
connected to the power circuits. He had voice-activated the device, thus ensuring that "destoning"
power woul d not be applied to the cylinder he now occupi ed.

Though power was absent, the city nonitoring conmputer woul d receive fal se data that power
had been turned on in his cylinder

His cylinder or "stoner" was |like those of all other healthy adults. It stood on one end,
had a round wi ndow a foot in dianeter in the door, and was nmade of gray paper. The paper, however,
was permanently "stoned," and thus was indestructible and al ways cool.

Nude, his feet planted on athick disc set in the mddle of the
cylinder, he waited. The inflated facsimle of hinmself had been deflated and was in the
shoul derbag on the cylinder floor

The figures in the other cylinders in the roomwere nonliving things whose nol ecul es had
been el ectromagnetically comranded to sl ow down. Result: a hardening throughout the body, which
became unbreakabl e and unburnabl e, though a dianmond could scratch it. Result: a | owering of body
tenperature, though it was not so low that it caused noisture to precipitate in the anbient air

Suddenly, in one cylinder in the roomand in hundreds of thousands of others in the silent
city, automatically applied power surged fromthe discs and through the statuelike bodies. Like a
cue stick slamming into a group of billiard balls, the power struck the |azy nol ecul es of the
body. The balls scattered and kept on noving at the rate determ ned by Nature. The heart of the
destoned person, unaware that it had been stopped, conpleted the beat. Exactly fifteen ninutes
after midnight, the people of Tuesday's Manhattan were no | onger uneatable and unrottable
punpki ns. For the next twenty-three hours and thirty mnutes, they could be easily wounded or
kill ed.

He pushed the door open and stepped into a | arge basenent room He bent slightly fromthe
wai st, causing the |ID badge hung froma chain around his neck to swing out. As he straightened up
the green disc surrounded by a seven-pointed star settled back agai nst his sol ar plexus.

The sourcel ess |ight had conme on when destoni ng power had been applied. As he did every
Tuesday norning, he saw the shadow ess |light-green walls, the four-foot-wide TV strips running
fromceiling to floor, the thick brown carpet with a swirling green pattern, the clock strip, and
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twenty-three cylinders and coffin-shaped boxes, the "stoners.” Twenty frozen faces were framed by
the round wi ndows. Twel ve seniors (adults) in the vertical cylinders. Eight juniors, young
children, lying horizontally in the boxes and facing the ceiling.

A few seconds after he had left his stoner, a woman stepped out of hers. zma Fillnore
Wang was short, slender, fullbreasted, and | ong-legged. Her cheekbones were broad and hi gh on her
heart-shaped face. Her large black eyes had slight epicanthic folds. Her long hair was straight,
bl ack, and gl ossy. Large white teeth shone when she flashed a wide-lipped snile

She wore nothing except her ID disc-star, lipstick, eye shadow, and a great green
grasshopper painted on her body. It was standing up on its back |egs, and her bl ack-painted
ni pples formed the centers of the black staring eyes. Sonetines, when Jeff was making |love to his
wi fe, he had the feeling that he was coupled with an insect.

She came to him and they kissed. "Good norning, Jeff."

"Good norning, Ozma."

She turned and led himinto the next room He reached out to pat her egg-shaped buttock
then withdrew his hand. The slightest encouragenment would inflame her. She would want to nmeke | ove
on the carpet in front of the unseeing witnesses in the cylinders. He thought that it was childish
to do this, but she was, in some ways, childish. She preferred to call herself childlike. OK Al
good artists were childlike. To themevery second birthed a new world, each nore astonishing and
awesone than the previous. However . . . was Ozma a good artist?

VWhat did he care? He |l oved her for herself, whatever that neant.

The ot her room contai ned chairs, sofas, tables, a Ping-Pong table, an exercising nachine,
a pool table, TV wall strips, a door to a bathroom and a door to the utility room Ozma turned
just outside this door and went up the steps to a hail. On their left was the kitchen. They turned
right, went down a short hall, and turned right to the steps. The upstairs held four bedroons,
each with a bathroom Ozna preceded himinto the nearest bedroom which Iit up as they entered.

At one end of the large room by some shuttered wi ndows, was a king-size bed. At another
wall, by a large round w ndow,
was a table with a large mrror. Nearby were shelves hol ding big plastic boxes containing brushes,
conbs, and cosnetics. Each box bore the nane of its owner

Al ong one wall was a series of doors with nane-plaques. Jeff inserted a point of his ID
star into a hole in the door bearing his name and Ozma's. It slid open, and a light came on,
reveal i ng shel ves holding their personal -property clothing. Froma shelf at eye |evel, he picked
out a crunpled ball of cloth, turned, placed a section between his thunb and first finger, and
snapped the ball. It unrolled with a crack of electrical sparks fromits hem and becanme a | ong,
snooth Kelly-green robe. He put it on and tied a belt around his wai st. From another shelf he took
two socks and a pair of shoes. After putting these on, he sealed the tops of the shoes with a firm
pressure of fingers.

Ozma strai ghtened up from her inspection of the bedcl ot hes.

"Cl ean and done according to specifications,” she said.

"Monday' s al ways been good about house duties. W' re |uckier than some I know. | only hope
Monday doesn't nove to another house.”

She spoke a codeword. A wall sprang into light and |ife, a three-dinensional view of a
jungl e conposed of gigantic grass blades. Presently, sonme blades bent, and a thing wth bul ging
bl ack i nsect eyes |ooked at the two hunmans. Its antennae quivered. A hind | eg rai sed and rubbed
agai nst a protrudi ng vein. G asshopper stridulations rang through the room

"For God's sake," Jeff said. "Tone it down."

"It soothes me to sleep,” she said. "Not that | feel |ike sleeping just now "

"I'"'d like to wait until we've had a good rest. It's always better then."

“"Ch, | don't know," Ozma said. "Wy don't we give it a scientific test? Do it before sleep
and after and then conpare notes?"

"That's the difference between forty and twenty-five. Believe ne, | know "

She | aughed and said, "W're not a Decenber-April match, darling."

She | ay down on the bed, her arnms and | egs spread out.

"The Castle Ecstatic is undefended, and its drawbridge is down. Charge on in, Sir Gal ahad,
with your trusty |ance."

"I'mafraid | might fall into the noat," he said, grinning.

"You bastard! Are you trying to nake me mad agai n? Charge on in, faint-hearted knight, or
I"I'l slamthe portcullis down on you!"

"You' ve been watching reruns of The Knights of the Round Table," he said.

"They turn nme on, all those violent nmen on their big horses and mai dens ravi shed by three-
headed ogres. Al those spears thrusting. Conme on, Jeff! Play along with ne!"
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"l seek the Holy Gail," he said as he eased down. "However, it's nore like the Holy
G uel ."

"Can | help it if | overlubricate? You keep this up, and I'l|l paint you brown and fl ush
you down the toilet. Don't spoil it for me, Jeff. | have to fantasize."

He t hought, Whatever happened to good ol d uni nagi nati ve sex? But he said, "l've just taken

a vow of silence. Think of me as the nad nonk of Sherwood Forest."
"Don't stop talking. You know | love it when you talk dirty.
said, "Did you apply for a permt?"

Fifteen mnutes | ater, she

"No," he said, breathing hard. "I forgot."
She rolled over to face him "You said you wanted a child."
"Yes. Only. . . you know | had so much trouble with Arid. | wonder if | really want

anot her child."

Oznma stroked his cheek gently. "Your daughter's a wonderful woman. What troubl e?"

"Lots after her nother died. She got neurotic, too depen
dent. And she's very jeal ous of you, though she has no reason to be."

"I don't think so," Ozma said. "Anyway ... trouble? Wat trouble? Have you been hol di ng
out on ne?"

"We' || talk about it during breakfast," she said. "Unless you'd like to talk about it now
You know, | thought for sure that you wanted a child. | had sone m sgivings nyself. | am an
artist, and | should give ny all to ny art, excluding of course what | gladly give to you. But a
child? | wasn't sure. Then-"

"We've been through that," he said. He nimicked her | ow husky hint-of-gravel-grinding
voice. "'Every wonan is an artist in that she can produce a masterpiece, her child. However, not
all wormen are good artists. But | am | am Painting is not enough.'"

She hit his armwith a tiny fist. "You nake nme sound so pompous."”

"Not at all." He kissed her. "Good night. W'll talk later."
"That's what | said. But .. . you'll apply today?"
"l promse."

Though they could have sent in their application via TV strip, they had a nuch better
chance of acceptance if he used his connections as an organic (a euphem smfor policeperson, who
represented the force of the "organic" governnent). He would talk face to face with a superior
of ficial of the Reproduction Bureau for whom he had done sone favors, and the application would
not go through regular channels. Even so, it would be a subyear before the Bureau's decision cane
t hrough. Jeff knew that they would be accepted. Meanwhile, he could change his mnd and cancel the
appl i cation.

Ozma woul d be angry if he did, which meant that he was going to have to think of a good
excuse. However, nmany events coul d happen before the day of wath.

zna went to sleep quickly. He lay for a while, eyes closed
but seeing Arid's face. The imrer council had already rejected his request to initiate Ozma. He
had expected that, but he had thought that Ariel would be accepted. The daughter of immers, she
was very intelligent and adaptable, highly qualifled to beconme an inmer. Except .. . she had shown
some psychic instability in certain matters. For that reason, the imer council might reject her.
He could not deny that the council had to be very cautious. But he was hurt.

Sonetines, he wi shed that G lbert Ching Inmerman had not discovered the elixir or chenica
conpound or whatever it was that slowed down aging. He al so wished that, since the elixir had been
di scovered many obcenturies ago, |mrerman had nmade t he discovery public. But |mrerman, after sone
agoni zi ng, had decided that the elixir would not be good for humanki nd as a whol e.

As it was, the stoner society elimnated many generations that woul d have been born if the
stoners had not been invented. It took a person one hundred and forty ~objective years to reach
t he physiol ogi cal age of twenty. Thus, six generations were |ost every one hundred and forty
years. Who knew what geniuses and saints, not to nention the common people, were never born? Wo
knew how many peopl e who might have led the world in scientific and artistic and politica
progress were m ssing?

I mrer man had thought that the present situation was bad enough. But if the existing
sl owi ng-down of living and of birth was increased by seven, then the | oss would be even greater
And this global society, the Organic Cormmonweal th of Earth, would becone even nore static and
woul d change even nore sluggishly.

Whet her I nmerman's deci sion was ethically right or wong, he had nade it, and its result,
the secret inmmer famly, was |iving today.

| mrer man had not, however, been selfish in keeping the se
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cret for hinself, his descendants, and those initiated into the fanmly. The imers woul d be hi dden
rebel s against the government. In a slow and subtle revolution, they would infiltrate the upper
and m ddl e echel ons of the conmonweal th. Once they had enough power, they would not change the
basi ¢ structure of the governnent. They did not want as yet to abandon the stoners. But they did
want to get rid of the constant and close nonitoring of the citizens by the governnent. It was not
just irksone; it was degrading. It also was not necessary, though the governnent clained that it
was.

"Only by being watched may you becone free" was one of the governnent's slogans often
di spl ayed on the strip shows.

At the age of eighteen subyears, Caird had been told of the imrer society by his parents.
He had been studied by the council, weighed in the balance and found nore than satisfactory. He
was asked if he wanted to beconme an imrer. O course, he did. Who would turn down the opportunity
of a rmuch longer life? And what intelligent youth would not want to work for greater freedom and
for an eventual position of power?

It was not until sonme subyears later that he realized how anxi ous his parents nust have
been when they reveal ed the secret of the immers. Wat if, through some perversity, their son had
refused to join? The imrer council could not allow himto live, even though it was unlikely that
he woul d betray the fam|ly. He would have been taken away in the dead of night and stoned, then
hi dden where no one would ever find him And that woul d have grieved his parents.

When Caird had realized that, he had asked his parents what they woul d have done if he had
rejected the offer. Wuld they have turned agai nst the i mers?

"But no one has ever refused,” his father had said.

Caird had not said anything, but he had wondered if there had been peopl e who had turned
down the offer and no one except those i mediately involved had known of it.

At nineteen, Caird had been approached by his uncle, an organic whom Caird suspected night
al so be orf the Manhattan imrer council. Did his nephew wi sh to becone a daybreaker? Not just the
ordi nary type of daybreaker, a common crimnal, but one who would be protected and hel ped by the
imers. He would have a new identity on each day, he could have many professions, and he could
carry nmessages verbally fromone day's council to the next when recorded nessages were dangerous.

Entranced, eager, the youthful Caird had said that he certainly would like to be a
daybr eaker .

Thinking of this, Caird finally fell asleep. And he was in a chapter of a serial dream though he
had never been in this cliff-hanger before. He was sitting in a roomthat he sonehow knew was part
of the | ong-abandoned sewer system buried by the first great earthquake to | evel Manhattan. This
roomwas just off the mddle of a huge horizontal sewage tunnel blocked at both ends but
accessi bl e by rungs down a vertical shaft. A single unshaded light bulb, a device not used for a
t housand obyears, lit the roomin archaic fashion

Though the light blazed harshly, it could not keep at bay the dark mists rolling in from
every side. These advanced, then retreated, then advanced.

He sat in a hard wooden chair by a big round wooden table. He waited for others, the
others, to enter. Yet he was also standing in the mists and watching hinself seated in the chair.

Presently, Bob Tingle walked in as slowy as if he were noving through wai st-high water.
In his left hand was a portable conputer on top of which was a rotating nicrowave dish. Tingle
nodded at the Caird in the chair, put the conmputer on the table, and sat down. The dish stopped
turning, its concave face steady on Caird' s convex face.

Ji m Dunski seened to float in, a fencing rapier in his left
hand. He nodded at the two, placed the rapier so that it pointed at the Caird at the table, and
sat dawn. The blunt button on the rapier tip nelted away, and the sharp point glittered like an
evil eye.

Watt Repp, a silvery pistol-shaped TV canera-transmitter in his left hand, strode in.
I nvi si bl e sal oon batwi ng doors seemed to swi ng noi sel essly behind him Hi s high-heel ed cowboy
boots made himtaller than the others. H's sequined Western outfit glittered as evilly as the
rapier tip. His white ten-gallon hat bore on its front a red triangle enclosing a bright blue eye.
It winked once at Caird and was thereafter fixed lidlessly on him

Repp sat down and pointed the nachine at Caird. Hs first finger was curled around the
trigger.
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Charlie Ohm wearing a dirty white apron, stunbled in with a bottle of whiskey in his left
hand and a shot glass in the other. After sitting down, he filled the glass and silently offered
it to Caird.

The Caird standing in the fog felt a vibration passing up fromthe fl oor through the soles
of his feet. It was as if an earthquake shock had touched him or thunder was shaking the fl oor

Then Fat her Tom Zurvan strode into the roomas if the Red Sea was parting before him His
wai st-1ong auburn hair waved wildly like a nest of angry vipers. Painted on his forehead was a big
orange S, which stood for "Synbol." Bright blue was daubed on the end of his nose. His |lips were
pai nted green, and his noustache was dyed blue. H s auburn beard, which fell to his waist, sported
many tiny blue butterfly-shaped al um num Cutouts. Hs white ankle-Iength robe was decorated with
broad red circles enclosing blue six-pointed stars. His ID disc bore a flattened figure eight
lying on its side and slightly open at one end. The synbol for a broken eternity. In his right
hand was a | ong oaken shaft that curled at the upper end.

Fat her Tom Zurvan stopped, |eaned the shepherd' s staff against his shoul der, and formed a
flattened oval with the tips of the thunb and first finger of his right hand. He passed the | ong
finger of his left hand three tinmes through the oval

He said loudly, "May you speak the truth and only the truth."

Grasping the staff again, he walked to a chair and sat down. He placed the staff on the
table so that its curling end was directed toward Caird.

"Father, forgive ne!" the Caird sitting at the table said.

Father Tom smiling, made the sign again. The first tinme, it had been obscene. Now, it was

a blessing. It was also a command to unl oose verbally all pent-up wild beasts, to spill your guts.
The last to enter was WIIl Isharashvili. He wore a green robe slashed with brown and the
Smokey Bear hat, the uniformof the Central Park ranger. |sharashvili took a chair and stared at

Jeff. Al were staring at the Caird at the table. Al their faces were his.

A chorus, they said, "Well, what do we do now?"

Cai rd woke up.

Though the air-conditioner was on, he was sweating, and his heart was beating faster than
it shoul d.

"“"Maybe | made the w ong deci sion
maybe | shoul d have been only Jeff Caird."

Presently, the faint noises of street-sweeping nmachines lulled himback to sleep

Sitting at the breakfast-roomtable, Caird could see the picket-fenced backyard through
the window. In one corner was a utility shed; in another, the garage; in a third, the garden. A
smal | one-room bui l ding of transparent plastic, a studio, was in the center. Thirty feet to its
east was a large apple tree. It bore fruit, but bypassers who had not heard of Ozma m ght have
wondered what kind of a tree it was. Oznma had pai nted every
apple with a different design, though viewed together the designs made an esthetically pleasing
whol e. The paint would not wash off easily, but it was edible, and a bow full of the fruit was on
the tabl e now

zma had agreed with Jeff that he could decorate the kitchen. He had arranged the walls so
they glowed with four paintings by T ang Dynasty artists. He |iked the Chinese quality, the quiet
and eternal look with the human figures always far off, small but inportant, not the masters but
an integrated part of the nountains, the forests, the cataracts.

Though Ozma had nore Chinese ancestry than he, she did not particularly care for them She
was an outré and outrageous Westerner

She had turned on the recorder in the corner to find out if Wdnesday had | eft any
messages. There were none, so it could be assuned that Wednesday had no conpl ai nts about the
cl eanliness or order of the house.

he muttered. "Maybe | should have stayed in one day,

Their breakfast was interrupted by the front doorbell. Ozma, clad in a knee-length robe so
thin that she might as well not have worn it, answered the bell. The callers were, as expected,
Corporal H att and Private First Cass Sangalli. They wore green caps with |ong bl ack visors,

green robes on which were the insignia of the Manhattan State C eaning Corps and their rank-
stripes and good conduct nedals, brown sandals, and yellow gl oves.

Ozna greeted them made a face at their boozy breaths, asked themin, and offered t hem
cof fee. They refused, and they plunged into the dusting, washing, waxing, and vacuum ng. Oznm
returned to the table.

"Why can't they cone later, while we're gone?”

"Because they have a quota, and because that's the way the bureaucracy set it up."

Jeff went upstairs, brushed his teeth, and rubbed on the whisker-renoving cream The face
inthe mrror was dark, the long dark hair in a Psyche knot. The hazel eyes brooded under

file:/l/F|/rah/Philip%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,%20Philip%20Jose%20-%20Dayworld.txt (7 of 109) [1/19/03 7:16:25 PM]



filex///F|/rah/Phili p%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,%20Philip%20Jose%20-%20Dayworl d.txt

heavy brows. The nose was |long and slightly hooked, and the nostrils flared. The jaw was heavy.
The chin was round and cleft and stuck out.

"I look like a cop,” he nmuttered. "And | am But not nost of the tine."

He al so | ooked like a big dark worrybird. What's to worry about? Besi des bei ng caught?
Besi des Ariel?

He showered, put underarm deodorant on, went into the bedroom and donned a bl ue robe
decorated with black trefoil figures. Cubs, the sane synbol used on a pack of cards. He was the
j oker or perhaps the knave of clubs. O both. He did not know who was responsible for this organic
synbol, but it probably had been sone bureaucrat who thought he was being subtle. The organics,
the cops, had the real power, clubs

He picked up his over-the-shoul der bag and wal ked downstairs. A strip by the front door
glowed with a nessage. Ozma wanted himto stop by her studio before he left.

She was inside the transparent one-room building and sitting on a high stool. She put her
magni fyi ng gl ass down on the table when she heard himenter. The grasshopper she had been | ooki ng
at had been stoned to keep it inmobile while she applied paint to it. Its antennae were yell ow,
its head, pale orange; its body, bright purple with yellow crux ansatas; its legs, jet black. A
mauve paint, which had the properties of one-way gl ass, covered its eyes.

"Jeff, | wanted you to see ny latest. How do you like it?"
"The colors don't clash. Not by nodern standards, anyway."
"I's that all you can say? Don't you think it'll make a sensation? Doesn't it inprove on

nature? Isn't it true art?"

"It won't make a sensation,” he said. "My God, there nust be a thousand painted
grasshoppers in Manhattan. Everybody's used to them and the ecol ogi sts are conpl ai ni ng that
you're upsetting the balance of nature. Preying insects and birds won't eat them because they | ook
poi sonous. "

"Art should please or make one think or both," she said. "Sensation is for inferior
artists.”

"Then why'd you ask nme if they'd nake a sensation?"

"I didn't nean the sensation of startlenent or outrage or just novelty, of course. | neant
the sensation of recognition of sonething esthetic. The feeling that God is in H's heaven, but
it's the human on Earth that does God one better. Ch, you know what | nean!"

"Sure," he said, smling. He turned her head and kissed her lips. "Wen are you going to
start on cockroaches? They're so God-ugly. They need beautification."”

"Where would I get one in Manhattan? |I'd have to go to Brooklyn for them Think | shoul d?"

He | aughed and said, "I don't think the authorities would bl ess you."

"I could sterilize the roaches before | |let them|oose again. But, really, are cockroaches
ugly? If you adopt another franme of nmind, think in a different Category, |ook at themfromthe
religious point of view, they're beautiful. Mybe, through ny art, people would cone to know their
true beauty. See themas the living jewels they are.”

"Epheneral classics,” Caird said. "Short-lived antiques."

She | ooked up and smled. "You think you' re being sarcastic, but you may be telling the
truth. | like those phrases. | nmay use themin ny | ecture. Anyway, they're not so epheneral. |
mean, the insects will die, but ny name will go on. People are calling themozmas. Didn't you see
the seven o'clock Art Section of the Tines? The great Sam Fang hinself called them ozmas. He said

"You were sitting there with ne when we sawit. I'Il never forget how you giggled and
carried on."
"He's usually a jerk, but sonetines he's right. Ch, | was so ecstatic!"

She bent down to apply the near-m croscopic end of her
brush. The bl ack paint was over the spiracles, the openings in the exoskel eton which passed air to
the tracheae, the breathing tubes that went to the insect's internal organs. A chemnmist at Col unbia
Uni versity had devel oped for her the paint that permtted entrance of oxygen to the spiracles.

Caird | ooked at the stoned praying nantis at one end of the table and said, "G een is
qui te good enough for it, for God, and for nme. Wiy, as it were, gild the lily?"

Oznma strai ghtened up. Black eyes wi de, nouth tw sted, she said, "Do you have to spoil it
for me? Who gave you a certificate as an art critic, anyway? Can't you just enjoy my joy and keep
your ignorant opinions to yourself?"

"Now, now," he said hastily, reaching out to touch her shoulder. "You re the one that says
you should always tell the truth, hide nothing, let the enptions be trigger-happy. | am happy
because you' re happy in your work-"

"Art, not work!"
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"Art. And |'m happy that you're getting so nuch public recognition. | apologize. \What do
know?"

"Well, let ne tell you sonething, cop! I've learned a lot fromny study of insects. Do you
know t hat the highest forns of insects, the bees, wasps, and ants, are fenmale societies? The nale
is used only for fertilization."

"Yeah?" he said, grinning. "What's that supposed to signify?"

"You just watch it, buster! W wonmen may deci de that entonol ogy has the key to the
future!'

She burst into | aughter, squeezed himw th one arm the other hand hol ding the brush
attached to a very thin hose attached to a nachine on the table. He kissed her-her anger cane and
went |ike heat |ightning, nothing permanent or hurtful about it-and went to a strip on the wall
He voice-activated it and asked for their schedul e. He probably needed a reni nder nore than
anybody in Tuesday.

He and Ozma were to go to an artists' party at 7:30 P.M That meant two hours or nore of
standi ng atound drinking cocktails and tal king with people who were nostly phonies. There were,
however, a few he would enjoy talking to.

He had a | uncheon engagenent with Anthony Horn, the Manhattan organi ¢ comm ssioner-
general . He doubted that they would tal k much about police business. She was an i mrer.

There was al so a note to see Maj or Wl l enqui st about the Yankev Gil case. He frowned. The
man was a Monday citizen. What was Gil's nane doing on the MCOD fil e?

He sighed. Yankev Gil. He did not even know what he | ooked |ike, but he would find out
t oday.

3.

After kissing Ozma good-bye, he got a bicycle, one of six, out of the garage. As soon as it had
rolled a few feet, its squeaking told himthat Monday's occupants had neglected to lubricate the
pedal mechanism He cursed softly. He would nmake a recording to chew Monday out, but the om ssion
was no big thing. He'd get an OD nmechanic to attend to it. He was not supposed to do that, but
what was the use of being a detectiveinspector if he did not have his little perks?

No. That would not be right. Anyway, he'd be dammed if he'd ride all the way to work on
the irritating and attentiongetting vehicle. He returned to the garage and got another bike. This
one squeaked, too. Swearing, he took out a third, the last of the adult-size, and rode out of the
garage. When he saw Oznma bent over with laughter, he shouted, "Straighten up! You |ook |like a cow
And put a robe on!"

Ozma, still laughing, gave himthe finger

"What a relationship we have," he muttered. He went past the white picket fence al ong
Bl eecker Street and turned the corner onto the bike path along the canal. Two nen fishing fromthe
wal k | ooked up as he passed them Caird rode on. As usual, there were many pedestrians illegally
on the path. Sone of them saw his OD badge, but they nmoved only to get out of his way and sone did
not do that.

Time for another sweep, he thought. Not that it would do any good. The pedestrians woul d
have to pay only a small fine. Ah, well. His daughter Ariel, the historian, had told himthat
Manhatt anites had always paid little attention to traffic rules. Even in this | aw abiding age,
there were so many m sdeneanors that the organic officers usually ignored nost of them

The air had cooled off a little during the night but was beginning to warmup. A fifteen-
m | e- per-hour w nd behind him however, helped his pedaling and cool ed hi m sonewhat. The sky was
uncl ouded. It had not rained for twelve days, and the thernmonmeter had surged past 112°F for eight
of them He kept on punping, zigzagging to avoid wal kers. Now and then, he glanced at the canal
ten feet below street |evel. Rowboats or foot-punped pontoon craft or small barges pushed by snmall
wat erjet tugs noved up and down the canal. The houses along the wi de path were nostly two-story
dwel I'i ngs of various architecture with here and there a six-story apartnent building or a two-
story community general store. In the distance to his right was the enornmous buil ding known as the
Thirteen-Principles Towers, the only skyscraper on the island. Its center was on the site of the
| ast Enpire State Building, torn down five hundred obyears ago.

Jeff Caird had passed twel ve canal bridges when he saw a pedestrian sixty feet ahead of
hi m drop a banana peel on the pavenent. Jeff |ooked around. There was no organic officer in sight.
Maybe it was true that the organics were always around except when you needed them He would have
to wite out this ticket hinself. He | ooked at his wistwatch. Fifteen mnutes to report on tine.
He was going to be late. But, if he was performng a duty, he would be excused.

He braked to a stop. The litterer, a short thin pale nman-the shortness and pal eness were
in thensel ves causes for suspicion_was suddenly aware that a cop was near him He froze, | ooked
around, then grinned. He renoved his huge brown coolie hat, revealing an unconbed pal e brown
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t hat ch.

"It sort of slipped out of ny hand," he whined. "I was going to pick it up."

"I's that why you wal ked away fromit?" Caird said. "You are now approxi nately twelve feet
past it and the waste barrel by the wall."

Caird pointed at the TV strip on the wall.

NO LI TTERI NG
LI TTERI NG | S UNESTHETI C

UNSOCI AL
UNLAWFUL

REPORT ALL CRIMES TO TC CHANNEL, 245-5500

Caird ki cked the bi ke parking-stand down, opened the bag in the basket over the front
wheel , and renoved a Kelly-green box. He raised the attached screen on its top and said, "ID,
pl ease. "

Hol di ng the unbitten banana in one hand, the man lifted a chain from around his neck
Caird took the chain and the netal seven-rayed star-on-a-disc attached to it. He inserted a ray
point into the slot in the box.

The screen displ ayed:

DOROTHY WJ ROOTENBEAK

CZ- 49V- * 27~8b*~wAP4 12

Caird glanced at the personal history and pertinent data that rolled on the screen after
the nane and | D nunber, Rootenbeak had four priors, all nisdeneanors for slobbishness, though none
for littering. Neither the history nor the present offense justified Caird in having a sky-eye
satellite zero in on Rootenbeak

The nan edged cl oser so he could see the screen. "Gve ne a break, officer!"”

"Did you give your fellow seniors a break? Wat if one had slipped on the peel ?"

"Yeah, I'msorry. | wasn't thinking. Look, officer, I've got alot on ny mind. | got a
sick child and a wife that drinks, and | been late a couple of tines w thout a good excuse-so they
sai d. What do they know? My mind was on ny troubles. You got troubles, ain't you? Maybe you don't,
being an organic and all that. But | got them Everybody got them Gve me a break. | won't do it
again."

Caird spoke into the front section of the box, asking for the file departnment. A conplete
updat e on Root enbeak flashed on the screen. This included the fact that Rootenbeak had used the
sane excuses to other officers as he had to Caird. Also, Rootenbeak had no children, and his wife
had | eft himthree weeks ago.

"I"'mgoing to be late again if you don't let me go now | can't afford another credit cut.
I ain't nmaking enough now. W just barely get by."

The state guaranteed that nobody just barely got by. Rootenbeak knew that Caird had
checked out his story, yet he was |lying. And he knew that being caught in a lie would cost him at
| east another credit.

Caird sighed. What nmade themdo it?

He should know. He was a far bigger crimnal than Rootenbeak, who was, actually, a
committer of misdeneanors, not of felonies. But Caird believed, at |least he told hinmself that he
believed, that there was a difference between himand other crinmnals. A qualitative difference.
Also, if he | et Rootenbeak go because of a mi splaced sense of enpathy, he would put hinself in
danger. Moreover, the discarded peel, besides being offensive, was dangerous.

And |'mnot hurting anyone.

No, not yet. But if | were caught, many woul d be hurt.

He took a canera fromthe bag, held it between two fingers,
sighting with one eye through the tiny magnifying glass in the center, and squeezed. A second
| ater a photograph slid out. He inserted that into another slot in the R T box. The screen
di spl ayed t hat the photograph had been transmitted and was recorded in the files. It also
confirmed that the culprit was indeed Rootenbeak. Caird read the ticket for Rootenbeak into the
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box. A few seconds later, the screen flashed that the charges had been recorded at files and on
the culprit's ID disc.

Caird handed the disc to Rootenbeak. "I'Il give you a break,” he said. "You won't have to
appear imediately at court. You can go after work. Put that peel where it belongs and get going."

Root enbeak' s face matched his whine. It was long and narrow with a thin drooping nose,
cl ose-set snmall watery blue eyes, a short jaw, and a chin that had failed to bud in the wonb. His
shoul ders were slunped, his hair was unconbed, and his robe was torn. Caird expected only
servility fromthe slob. He certainly did not expect what happened next.

Root enbeak put the chain of his I D badge around his neck and started to wal k off, his eyes
downcast. Suddenly he wheel ed, screamng, the ferret face changed into a wildcat's, and pushed an
ol d woman who had just cone between himand Caird. Propelled by the woman, Caird fell back into
the bicycle, knocked it over, and fell down on it. He yelled with pain as the end of the peda
drove agai nst his spine. Before Caird could get up, Rootenbeak had junped into the air and cone
down with both sandal ed feet on Caird' s chest. The air oofed out of his lungs, nmaking it
i npossible for himto yell with pain as the pedal drove again into his back

Root enbeak grabbed the bars, yanked the bicycle up and ran it toward the edge of the path.
He stopped and let it go over into the canal. Caird's R T box and the bag went with the vehicle.

Caird had his breath and his strength back. He roared with
anger, rose, and charged. Rootenbeak turned as if to run, then dropped to one knee, spun, and
grabbed Cai rd2s outstretched hand. Rootenbeak fell backward, his foot came up, planted itself in
Caird's stomach, and Caird went over and into the water. He m ssed striking the edge of a rowboat
by an i nch.

When he cane up spluttering, nore fromrage than fromswal | owed water, he saw Root enbeak's
jeering face above.

"How do you like that, pig!"

O her faces were lined up along the edge of the path. Caird yelled at themto hold
Root enbeak for him The faces di sappeared.

"You're ignoring your organic duty!" Caird roared, but there was no one to hear hi mexcept
the two grinning nen in the rowboat. They hel ped himin and took himto the steps bel ow t he West
Twenty-third Street bridge. By the tine he got to the path, Rootenbeak was gone. Caird phoned in
to the precinct via his wistwatch and arranged for divers to recover his vehicle, bag, and R T
box. He wal ked the rest ~of the way to work.

The precinct station on East Twenty-third Street and Wrnanway occupi ed one-fourth of the
six-story building that forned the whole block. Dripping and scowing, Caird strode down the
entrance wal k lined on both sides by the unifornmed and stoned bodies of officers who had died in
the line of duty. All were in upright, lifelike poses, though sonme had not been very upright in
life. The one closest to the entrance, standing on a six-foot granite pedestal, was Abe
"Bl oodhound" Ortega, Caird's nentor and ex-partner. Caird usually said good norning to him a
ritual which some of his fellow officers thought norbid. Now he strode past Ortega's body without
a glance or a word.

Caird wal ked by the desk sergeant without acknow edgi ng his greeting. The sergeant called
after him "Hey, Inspector, | didn't knowit was raining! Haw, haw"

Ignoring the stares, Caird left the big adm ttance | obby and went down a hall. Near the
end, he turned right into the | ocker room After opening a | ocker, he chose one of a dozen robes,
took it out, and hung the wet robe on a hook.

He rode an elevator to the third floor and entered his office. The screen on his desk told
hi m what he already knew. He was to call Mjor Ricardo Wall enquist at once. Instead, he nade his
verbal report to the conputer and then had the Rootenbeak file displayed. The culprit's last known
address was an apartnent at 100 King Street. Caird called two foot-patrolnen in that area and
asked themto check out the apartnent. He was told that had been done five minutes ago. Rootenbeak
had not cone honme nor had he gone to work.

Whi ch neant that he probably was not going to do so. Having assaulted an officer, his
first known felony, he was probably headed for the "mnnie" district near Hudson Park. People
living on the mi ni num guaranteed i ncone, those who for sone unfathomabl e reason di sdai ned worKk,
tended to congregate there. They were also inclined to take in crimnals and hide them Now and
then the organics raided the area and swept up a few of the wanted. It was time for another
search.

Caird had coffee brought in. Wile sipping the hot liquid, he cooled off. Finally,
envi si oni ng hi s dunki ng, he began | aughing. There was sonet hing funny about the scene even if he
was the one hunmiliated. If he had seen the incident in a novie, he would have thought it |augh-
provoki ng. And he had to adnire Rootenbeak to some degree. Who woul d have expected a whiner, a

file:/l/F|/rah/Philip%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,%20Philip%20Jose%20-%20Dayworld.txt (11 of 109) [1/19/03 7:16:25 PM]



filex///F|/rah/Phili p%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,%20Philip%20Jose%20-%20Dayworl d.txt

sniveler, a nothing, to erupt like that?

Tracki ng hi mdown was a routine better left to the patrol nmen. He switched off the display
and started to tell the strip to call Wallenquist's office. Then he renenbered that he was to
apply for a reproduction license. Just as he was going to code in the propagation departnent of
t he Popul ation Bureau, the face of Ricardo "Big D ck" Wallenquist appeared on a wall strip.

"Good norni ng, Jeffi"

Wal l enquist's fat red face beaned. "Mrning, Mijor."
"You saw ny nessage?"

"Yes, sir. | had sone prior duty. | was just going to
"Cone up to ny office, Jeff. Now. |'ve got something interesting. No run of the mll, no
distilled-water bootlegger. |I'd rather be face to face."

Caird stood up. "Right away, Mjor."

Wal | enqui st made a big thing of the personal touch. He deplored comruni cation through
electronics. It was too inpersonal, too aloof. "Barriers go up then, man! Wres, waves, screens!
You can't really know a person or like himor get himto know you and like you if you're talking
t hrough machi nes. You're just ghosts then. Wiat we need is flesh and bl ood, nman. Touch and snell.
El ectricity can't transmt nuances or soul. Can't send you the proper signals. Only face to face,
nose to nose can do that. God knows we've |ost too nuch humanity. We nust preserve it. Flesh to
fl esh, eye to eye. Touch and snell."

Al very fine, Caird thought as he went up on the el evator. The trouble was that
Wal | enqui st was an onion-fiend. Ate themfor breakfast, lunch, and supper. And he insisted on
getting as close as possible to the person he was tal king to.

Wal | enquist's office was twice as big as Caird's, which was the way it should be. The
maj or, however, was only one-fourth |larger than his lieutenant. Six feet and seven inches tall, he
wei ghed two hundred and ei ghty-seven pounds. Ninety of that had to be excess fat. The Health
Departnment was after him of course, but he had enough connections to keep its attention from
being nore than a m nor nui sance. No subordi nate bureaucrat was going to tackle an organic mgjor
head-on, and the Health Departnment supervisors were rather |ax about getting rid of their own
lard. It was the person without power, the little
guy, who had to toe the mark in this officially classless society. Thus it had been and woul d be

The nmaj or rose fromhis huge padded chair when Caird entered, and he shook hands with
hi nsel f. Caird shook his own hands.

"Sit down, Jeff."

Caird took a chair. Wllenquist canme around the crescenttopped desk and sat on its edge.
He | eaned far forward until he seenmed to be in danger of toppling off. Like Hunpty-Dunpty, Caird
thought. But that big egg did not eat onions.

Ginning, Wallenquist said, "How s the wife, Jeff?" For a second, Caird felt sick. Had
Ozma done somet hi ng unl awf ul ?

"Fine."

"Still painting those insects?"

YUStillL”

Wal | enqui st boomed | aughter and sl apped Caird's shoul der

“Isn't that sonething! | don't know if it's art, but it's sure good publicity. Everybody
knows about her. | heard about the party given in her honor."

Caird rel axed. The major was just going through his warning-up routine. Nose to nose, eye
to eye, flesh to flesh.

"How s the daughter? Arid . . . uh . . . Mauser, isn't it?" "Fine. Still teaching at East Harl em
Uni versity?" Wall enqui st nodded; his jows flapped like sails. "Good, good. Party, heh? Anyone
know?" "Perhaps. It's one of those arty events. The host is Ml colm

Chang Kant, the curator of the Twentieth-Century Museum" "I've heard of him of course. But |
don't move in those circles. It's good that you do. An organic should know peopl e outside his
field."

You'd be surprised how many | know, Caird thought. He continued the ritual by asking about
the major's health and that of his wife, two children, and three grandchildren

"Fine, couldn't be better."

Wal | enqui st paused. Caird had turned his head away until he was | ooking at the major from
the corners of his eyes. He noved his head then to |l ook directly into his eyes and received the
full blast.

"l got a make-your-ears-prick-up case
That woke you up, heh?"

He punched Caird lightly on the arm "I'll supervise, of course, but I'mletting you have

the major said. "A daybreal cer! Ah, | thought so!
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all the fun. You're a dammed good nman, by God, and what's nore, | |ike you!"

"Thanks," Caird said. "I ... get along fine with you, too."

"I know nmy people. If | do say so nyself, | got a knack for bringing out the best in the
best. You're a real bloodhound, Jeff."
4

The maj or got off the desk, nmuch to Caird's relief, went behind it, sat down, and activated a wall
strip behind and to one side of him Wallenquist spun his chair to |look at it.

"This isn't any run-of-the-nill daybreaker."

Three views of a clothed adult nmale fromhead to toes and at different angl es appeared.
Bel ow these cane three views of the same man unclothed. The two stared, fascinated, at the
circuntised organ. Caird had never seen one in the flesh and had vi ewed few phot ographs of them
It was exotic but ugly and O d Stone Agei sh

The head and shoul ders, full-face, of the same subject followed. H s red hair was | ong,
and he wore a green skullcap. The bushy red beard underlined a strong broad face with small green
eyes, a broad and short nose with flaring nostrils, and very thin |ips.

YANKEV GAD GRI L

MONDAY SENI OR

Hi s code-identification flashed. It noved up and was succeeded by codes of his earprints,
eyeprints, fingerprints, footprints, voiceprints, normal skin-odorprints, bloodtype, skul
and skel eton X-ray and sonograns, brain topography and waveprints, hornone bal ance, kiair and
bl ood and genetic prints, exterior dinmensions, intelligence quotient, psychic quotient, soci al
quotient, and gait classification

Wal | enquist told the strip toroll the file nore slowy. After a few seconds, Caird said,
"Hold it! Allergic to shellfish? Orthodox Jews don't cat shellfish!"

"Aba!" the mmjor said, his tone indicating that he had just seen a great light. "This Jew
does! Did, | nean. Just once. See

he got dizzy and broke out in hives. See there. He said it was a judgnent of God on him"

"Nobody's perfect,” Caird said.

"Ah, but, by God, humankind wll be perfect!”

Yes, Caird thought. Next year we neet in Jerusalem The second com ng of Christ occurs any
nmoment now. The proletariat will govern, and the state will eventually w ther away.

"As you can see," Wallenquist said, "he seened to be an exenplary citizen, aside from
being religious. Then, poof!" Wallenquist threw his hands up. "Houdinied! Didn't come out of his
stoner yesterday. Hi s coll eagues at Yeshiva investigated, of course-he has no fanmly-and his
stoner was enpty. No nessages, nothing to indicate what had happened.™

Wal | enqui st bent down close to Caird. "That neans that he's in Tuesday. Ri ght now "

Caird got up fromthe chair and began paci ng back and forth. "Yankev Gil," he said. "I
know t he man."

"“You know hi n? But

"You didn't read all the file. He played chess with other days via recordings. | was one
of his opponents. | knew his nane only, and, of course, this is the first tinme |I've seen him But
I''mthe chanpi on chesspl ayer of Manhattan; | got seventh place in the Tuesday Wrld Chanpi on
Mat ches and twelfth in the All Days matches. Gil was eleventh in the All-Days."

"Real | y?" Wl | enqui st said. "I don't go for the ganme nyself.

When | think that you could go fishing instead ... Anyway, |'mproud of you because you're a
chanpion, even if it's just in chess. The whol e departnent's proud of you."

He canme up close to Caird, but Caird wheel ed and wal ked away. When he was as far away from
the major as he could get, he turned and stopped. "You're not thinking of giving ne a tenpora
passport?”

WAl | enqui st approached him "Oh, no. That's not necessary. Besides, it takes too nuch red
tape to get one. Since you know sonething about him have played chess with him you're the one
who shoul d chase himtoday. Devote nost of your tine to his case.”

"Well, either he's just noved to this day or he's breaking all the days. Why? Find the
nmotive, find the man."

"Excellent," the major said, rubbing his hands together. "I know how to pick them"

Caird slipped by Vall enquist, who had cone nose to nose. "Can | get perm ssion to voice-

i nterview his Monday col | eagues?"
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"Il put in an application, but it'll take sone tine to get a yes or a no."

"Application" reninded Caird of Ozma's denmand.

"I"l'l get right onit, Major," he said, heading for the door. "Unless you' ve got sonething
else for nme."

"Damm it, nman, | don't like talking to the back of your head!"

Caird stopped, turned, and sniled. "Sorry, Mjor. Overeager, | guess."

"Quite all right, my boy. Always happy to see ny nen full of zeal. Not too nuch of that
nowadays. "

"Anything el se, sir?"

Wal | enqui st waved his hand. "Just keep ne inforned. Ch, yes, | saw on your schedul e

you're lunching with the comm ssi oner-general ?"

Envy? | ndi gnhati on?

"Yes, sir. The conmissioner and | grew up. together in the same nei ghborhood, went to the
same schools. W like to get together now and then to talk about old tines. Besides, we're
related. My first wife was her cousin.”

"Ch, well. | wasn't prying."

The naj or | ooked at two strips that had Iit up at the sane tinme. "Busy, busy. Run al ong.
Have a good tine at lunch. Be sure to give nmy best regards to the comm ssioner. Only, report on
what you've found out about Gil-what the hell kind of a name is that, anyway?-report before
I unch."

Jeff gave the major a salute, which wasn't noticed. Wllenquist was | ooking back and forth
at the strips, unable to decide which was the nost inportant. Caird went back to his office and
asked a strip for Gil's |atest nove.

The chessboard, sixty-four alternating green and red squares, eight horizontal |ines of
ei ght squares each, and the eight green and eight red pieces, appeared on the strip. The gane had
begun with Geen, Yankev Gil, making the first nove: 1 BLWC-4. That is, the first nmove took

Geen's Wrld Councillor's Block Leader to the fourth vertical square fromWrld Councillor's
position. Red, Jeff Caird, had nade his first nove by putting his Wrld Councillor's Bl ock Leader
to his Wrld Councillor's Four square.

G een's second nove was BL-WC SG O 03. That is, he had noved his Organic Oficer to
Wirld Councillor's State Governor's third square out.

Caird renmenbered that, when he had nade this nove, he was thinking that an early twenty-
first-century chessplayer woul d not have been puzzled long if he had been watching this game. He
woul d have caught on quickly that the white and bl ack squares had been changed to green and red.
The Kings had beconme World Councillors; the Queens, Superorganic Directors; the Rooks,

I ntraorgani ¢ Coordinators; the Bishops,

State CGovernors; the Knights, Organic Oficers; the Pawns, Block Leaders. |If the hypothetica
early chesspl ayer had any know edge of present governnment setups, he would have surnised that the
changes in the game were for political reasons and that they were superficial

Caird studied the board for five mnutes, though he was nagged by the feeling that he was
negl ecting duty for pleasure. Also, he could not keep fromwondering where Gil had been when he
had nmade his | ast nove.

He told the strip to nake a BL-WC or 04 nove. He did not know if the refugee Gil would
ever see the |l atest devel opment. He hoped that he would. They were playing a dangerous but
stimul ati ng contest of sinultaneous attack and defense. Both their Wrld Councillors were open to,
as a naster had once put it, "flailing blows fromall directions."

That was al so true of their real-life situations.

Caird had several matters to deal with before he could get to the Gil case. There was a
raid planned for next Tuesday on the Tao Towers, an apartnent building on West Eleventh. According
to an informant, some tenants there were not only snoking tobacco but selling it. There were
al ways peopl e who desired harnful things even after seven generations of education and
condi ti oni ng.

The poor, contrary to what Jesus had said, were no longer in society. At |east, the poor
did not have to be poor. But the perverse were still here. One born every hour

The raid on the minnie district in search of Rootenbeak woul d take place inside an hour
Caird was not going to be there in person. He left that up to Detective-Inspector Ann Wng Gool s,
but he would be in constant VA (vi deo-audi o) contact.

He asked for and, after a ten-mnute wait, got the results of the satellite sweep for both
Root enbeak and Gril. There were three sky-eyes up there taking photographs of the Manhattan and
nei ghboring areas at three different angles. The conputers
had sent hol ographs of the culprits to the central base, and there the graphs of the two were
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conmpared wjth the faces of Manhattanites in the streets or on housetops. So far, the results were
nil. That was not unexpected, since Gil and Rootenbeak had only to wear w de-brimed hats and
keep their faces down to avoid these being photographed. However, all wearing such hats had been
tracked by the sky-eyes, and the buildings they entered had been noted. Unfortunately, the Organic
Department did not have enough personnel to follow up the I eads. Only central Manhattan addresses
could be investigated, and that was going to take nmuch tine.

It was not difficult to get fake IDs if you knew where to go. Rootenbeak seemed to be the

sort who would know. Gil, though, was a scholar and a recluse. What woul d he know of the
underwor | d? Not hi ng-unl ess he had been planning his daybreak for a long tinme and so was wel | -
pr epar ed.

Caird put Rootenbeak on nental hold and considered Gil.

Find the notive; find the crimnal. A fine dictum except that he was not | ooking for
suspects. He knew who the cul prit was.

Monday had opened Gril's bio-data to Tuesday, but Caird could not interrogate Gil's
associates and intinmates. That was up to Monday. About all he could do was to have the data
transmtted to all organics' R T boxes so that they could see themwhile | ooking for Gil. The sky-
eyes, of course, would also be scanning the streets for anyone resenbling Gil. Caird did not
think that Gil would be foolish enough to venture forth on the daytinme streets. He al so m ght
have cut his hair and shaved his beard, though that had little chance of deceiving the skyeyes.
The 1D Departnent had probably sent out photos based on what Gil's shaven face woul d | ook like.

Gil's file had sone interesting personality bio-data, especially the itemthat he was the
| ast Yiddi sh speaker on Earth. He was also an authority, in fact, the authority, on an ancient
witer named Cerinthus. Two of Gil's studies on himwere in
the World Data Bank. Caird had asked for a sunmary of data on Cerinthus, though nore from
curiosity than hope that it would give himany clue.

Cerinthus was a Christian who had lived circa A-D. 100. Born a Jew, he had converted to
Christianity but was generally regarded as a heretic. Saint John was supposed to have witten his
CGospel to confute Cerinthus' errors. Very little had been known about himuntil the discovery of a
manuscript in the south of the state of Egypt three hundred obyears ago. He had founded a short-
lived sect of Jewish Christians with Grostic |eanings. Though a Christian, the only New Test anent
book he had accepted was Matthew s Gospel. Cerinthus had naintained that the world was created by
angel s and that one of these had given the Jews their law. But that |aw was inperfect. He also
held to circuntision and the Jew sh Sabbat h.

"Sounds as crazy as the rest of them" Caird had nuttered when he had turned the display
of f.

Anot her strip glowed with orange letters, and a buzzer sounded loudly. It bore a rem nder
fromOzma to make out the reproduction pernmit. Caird turned off the Gil data and went to a desk
conputer. He had filled in only four lines of the formon the strip before himwhen another strip
began fl ashi ng. Root enbeak had been sighted in the Hudson Park district.

Caird put the application formon hold. He called the woman who had sent the nessage,
Patrol | er-Corporal Hatshepsut Andrews Ruiz. She was standing before a transmtter strip on the
wal | of a building but parts of her were obscured. Sone mnnie had probably thrown nud or
sonet hi ng worse on the strip. Behind her on the sidewal k were three organics, privates first
class. One was holding a snall canmera and panning it up and down the street. Caird asked for its
POV, and the street appeared on the wall strip by the one showing Ruiz. The woman who had turned
Root enbeak in was standing near Ruiz and was holding a | arge sack of groceries.

Rui z saluted and said, "The wi tness, Benson MTavish Pallanguli, 128

“I"lIl get that fromthe conputer,” Caird said. "What happened?"

"The w tness had just cone fromthe West C arkson Street Food Dispensall with a sack of
groceries with a bunch of bananas on top."

Caird had started to tell her to skip that, but the reference to the bananas changed his
m nd.

"The suspect, Dorothy W Rootenbeak, who has been positively identified by Pallanguli,
wal ked by her. As he did so, he reached out and tore a banana fromthe stalk on top of the sack

carried by Pallanguli. Rootenbeak thereupon ran down the street-" Ruiz pointed west " until
he came to the corner of G eenwi ch and West C arkson. The suspect, according to Pallenguli and two
ot her witnesses, thereupon turned left, still running, and proceeded down G eenwi ch Street. He

entered the block building designated as GCL-1."

Caird had a street map displayed on a strip so he could see the exact path taken by the
fugitive. By now he al so had points of view of two patroller-operated caneras in front of the
bui l di ng i nto which Rootenbeak had gone. The sergeant in charge, Wanda Confuci us Thorpe, was just
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goi ng through the doorway. He held in his right hand an electrical prod. Three organics, also
armed with prods, were follow ng him

Caird radi oed Thorpe and asked himif the building was surrounded. The sergeant, a faint
tone of resentnent in his voice, replied that he had arranged for this-of course. One of the
canmeras showed Caird two orange-and-white cars pulling up to the curb outside the door. Caird
call ed the canmeranmen on the other two sides of the building and got a conplete picture of the
operation. The buil di ng occupied the whol e bl ock, but between it and the sidewal ks was a yard with
an uncut | awn, nany dandelions and ot her weeds, and many
pal mtrees and sycanores. No doubt, the block | eader had gotten official reprimnds fromthe
state, followed by orders to clean the yard. But the minnie | eaders were often as uncouth and
rebellious as their flock.

The buil ding was about forty objective years old, constructed when Nautical Design was all
the rage in the Bureau of Architecture. Its upper sides curved outward, ending in a flat top. This
and one tapering end and the three-story penthouse nade it resenble a twentieth-century aircraft
carrier. The rooms on the outside wall at the top floor had windows in the floors so that the
tenants could | ook straight down into the yard.

Root enbeak ni ght be in one now, staring down at the organics.

Caird tingled with excitenent. It had been three nonths since he had been in on a hunt.
And now he had two in one day.

He asked the conputer to clunmp all references to bananas in Rootenbeak's file. This was
flashed al nost imediately on a strip. After reading it, he called Ruiz and asked her to ask
Pal | anguli if she knew the man who had snat ched her bananas. The corporal did so with Caird
wat ching and listening to the two. The dark wonman's expression changed a little and then was
repl aced by indignation.

"No, | never saw the stiff before, and if | ever see himagain I'll put a banana in him
where the sun don't shine."”

Rui z had plugged in the womman's | D before questioning her. Caird was running it off now
after instructing the conputer to expand and nake orange any references to Rootenbeak. After a few
seconds, a paragraph swelled and began flashing. Caird stopped its rollup to read it. Pallangul
had been Root enbeak's nei ghbor on the fourth floor of a Dominick Street apartnent building three
obj ective years ago.

He sighed with exasperation. Pallanguli must know that that would be in her file, yet she
had |ied. Was she just stupid or
perverse? It made no difference. She nust be brought in for questioning. But he woul d have bet
thirty credits that her story was nade up. Rootenbeak had asked her for help and gotten it.

Mor eover, he had gotten two other minnies to give a false story. Instead of turning left and
runni ng south and then entering the building, he had turned right and gone ... where? Sonepl ace
close to but outside the police net.

That is, unless he was subtle enough to calculate that the person in charge woul d think of
this and so he had, instead, actually entered the building. No. There was too nuch danger of
outsnarting hinsel f.

Caird woul d have called off the apartnment search if he had been one hundred percent sure
that he was right. He did ask for nore personnel to widen the net and to send organics into nearby
bl ock buildings. He was told that he could get no nore than ten people.

Caird glanced at the strip with its flashing APPL ON HOLD! No time for that now The
applicationfor permssion for Ozma to have a child by himwould have to be transmtted | ater

Anot her nessage appeared on a strip. It was fromthe comm ssioner-general's secretary,
asking himif he could nove the |uncheon date up to 11:30 AM He replied that he could. The strip
di spl ayed: RCVD & TRVD.

His request for satellite data re the search for Rootenbeak came in then. Usually, he got
it wthin ten mnutes. Today, for unexplained reasons, the channels were clogged. Caird studied
the pictures and then called the Hudson Park substation for nore personnel. He wanted ten nore
foot organics but was told that none woul d be avail able for several hours or nore.

"Way not ?"

“I"'msorry, Inspector," the sergeant said. "But we have a particularly gory nurder on
Carmine Street. Two victinms, a woman and a child."

Caird was shocked. "That makes two nurders in Manhattan
this subyear, and the second nonth isn't over yet. My God, there were only six all |ast subyear!”

The sergeant nodded solemmly. "It's becone an epidemic. Social rot, sir, though the
terrible heat is a contributing factor."

After Caird had quit talking to the sergeant, he sat and scow ed. The organic force could
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have been nuch | arger and he would not now be | acki ng personnel if every organic was not required
to get a Doctor of Philosophy degree in crimnology. But, no, every candidate had to pass a
psychol ogi cal test (which was also a subtle ideological test), which elimnated five out of ten
After this, the candidate studied for six subjective years at West Point. Then, if the candi date
could survive the rigorous discipline and get a B average in the courses, he or she becane an
Organi ¢ Departnent foot-patroller, zero class

Ah, well, he could only work with what he could get. By three this afternoon, according to
the weather-strip report, he could no | onger depend upon the sky-eyes. A heavy overcast woul d cut
off their view
5.

When el even o' cl ock cane, Rootenbeak still had not been observed or caught. Caird worked for a few
m nutes at other duties before |leaving the building. A station-pool robot car took himup Wmanway
Boul evard to Colunbus Circle and up Central Park West to West Seventy-seventh Street. The John
Reed Community Bl ock Buil ding occupied all of the Nunber 100 bl ocks of Seventy-sixth and Seventy-
seventh streets, including the enclosed streets. Just north of it was the Miseum of Natura

Hi story. Caird got out of the car just off the third-level ranp. The car noved slowy away and

di sappeared down the west ranp. He wal ked into a huge | obby decorated this year in Mycenaean Mode.
Gol den Aganemmon nasks smiled at himfromthe walls, ceiling, and floor. In the niddle of the

| obby was a fountain holding a statue of Ajax defying the gods. A yellow flourescent jagged
lightning bolt of plastic reached hal fway down fromthe ceiling toward the arrogant and doomned
Achaean. This piece of statuary had been sel ected by some bureaucrat who thought that it would
subtly put across a noral. If you were stupid enough to resist the governnent, you were fried.

However, despite one-hundred-percent literacy and free lifelong education if you wanted
it, nine-tenths of the viewers had
never heard of Ajax, the first human lightning rod, and nost of the others did not care about him
The noral was |lost, and the art was, Caird thought, tacky.

He went up a pneumatic elevator to the top floor and got off at the entrance to the Zenith
Restaurant at 11:26. He told the maitre d' that his reservation had been nmade by Conm ssi oner
Horn. The maitre d' tapped three keys; the screen displayed Caird's face and sonme |ines of bio-
dat a.

"Very well, Inspector Caird. Follow nme."

The Zenith was very el egant and select. Six nusicians on a podium played softly, and the
conversation was in lowtones. That is, it was until Anthony Horn rose fromher table to greet
him She strode toward him arms out, her orange-and-purple robe flapping in her wake. "Jeff,
darling!"

The ot her diners |ooked up or flinched or both as her voice booned out. Then he was
enfolded in silk, perfune, and abundant flesh. Looking down her breasts was |ike |ooking along the
curve of twin planets fromforty thousand feet up. He did not mind having his face pressed agai nst
them even though it was undignified. For a brief nonment, he was happy and secure in the bosom of
the G eat Mther Herself.

She rel eased himand smled, showing big white teeth. Then she turned and | ed himby the
hand to the table in the neateaters' section. She was six inches higher than his six feet three,

t hough her high heels accounted for four of the inches. Her shoul ders and hi ps were broad; her

wai st, very narrow. Her golden hair was piled high in a coiffure shaped |ike an ei ghteenth-century
tricorn hat, all the fashion just now Huge golden earrings, each inset with the Chinese ideogram
for "horn,” dangled fromsnall close-set ears.

They sat down, and she | eaned against the table, her breasts extending like two white
wol f hounds eager for release so they could chase the prey. Her big deep-blue eyes connected with
his. In a nuch | ower tone, she said, "W have a big bad problem Jeff."

Hi s eyebrows rose. He said, softly, "The governnent's found out about us?"

"Not yet. W .

She stopped what she was going to say because the waiter, a tall, turbaned, bearded Sikh
had appeared. They were busy ordering drinks and | ooking at the printed nmenus for a while. The
Zenith was too el egant to display the nmenus on wall strips. Wien the waiter had left, Horn said,
"You know about Doctor Chang Castor?"

He nodded. "He hasn't escaped?"

"Yes, he has."

Caird grunted as if he had been hit in the solar plexus, but just then the waiter brought
his wine and Horn's gin, and two mnutes later, a folding table and two trays with dishes of food.
It did not take long to fill an order. The food was precooked anywhere fromlast Tuesday to two
subyears ago, stoned, and so kept in perfect state. Destoned, it only needed warm ng and putting
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on the plate.

They chatted about their famlies until the waiter left. Caird jerked a thunmb at the
wai ter's back.

"He's an informer?"

"Yes. | used ny connections and a code |'m not supposed to have to identify the inforners
here. The place isn't bugged, though, and there are no directional nikes. Too nany bigshots eat
here. "

She cut into her steak and chewed on a snmall piece. "I. . . it's not just that you're an
organi c and we can work through you. It's rmuch nore personal ... involved ... for you."

After swallow ng the neat, she sipped at her gin. The noderation told Caird that she was
deeply shaken. Any other tinme, she would have hal f-enptied her tall glass before the food was
served. Obviously, she was afraid of dulling her wts.

Chang Castor was an inmer and a brilliant scientist, head of the physics departnent at the
Ret sal | Advanced Institute. He had al ways been eccentric, but, when he had begun show ng
signs of nental sickness, the inmer organization had acted at once. It had framed himso that he
seenmed to be much nore nentally unstable than he really was at the time. He had been committed to
an institution that, though owned by the governnent, was secretly controlled by i mers. There,
Castor had quickly slid into deep psychotic quicksand in which it seened that he would stick unti
he died. Fourteenth-century medical science, for all its advances, was unable to pull him out.

Caird remenbered a lunch with Horn at another place when she had told himthat Castor
bel i eved that he was God.

"He's an atheist,” Caird had said.

"Was. Well, in a sense, he still is. He says that the universe was fornmed t hrough sheer
chance. But its structure is such that it finally and inevitably, after nmany eons, gave birth to
God. Hinself, Castor. Who has now ordained matters so that there is no such thing as chance
Everything that happens fromthe noment his Godhood was crystallized-which al so happened by
chance, the last time that chance existed in the universe- everything that happened fromt hat
monent is fixed by him Capital Hm by the way. He insists on being addressed as Your Divinity or
0 G eat Jehovah.

"Anyway, he says that there was no God until he cane along. So he divides cosmc tinme into
two eras-B.G, that is, Before God. And A .G, After God. He will tell you the precise second when
t he new chronol ogy began even if you don't ask him™"

That conversation had taken place three obyears ago.

Ant hony Horn said, softly, "God hates you."

Caird said, "Wat?"

"Don't | ook so confused and guilty. By God | nmean Castor, of course. Castor hates you, and
he's out to get you. That's why |I had to call you in on this."

"Whay? | nean ... why does he hate ne? Because | was the one who arrested hin?"

"You got it."

The whol e operation had been i mer-directed and i mmercontrolled. Horn, a |ieutenant-
general then, had given himprivate orders to take Castor into custody. Caird had gone to the
nei ghbor hood of the Retsall Institute. By chance, or so it seenmed, he had been handy when the
franme had been put into action. Two other imrers had smashed up the | aboratory but blaned it on
Castor. By then the victimwas raving and had attacked the two because of his fury at the put-up
job. Caird had taken himto the nearest hospital as organic routine required himto. But, shortly
thereafter, the courts having been advised by Dr. Naom Atlas, also an inmer, Castor was
transferred to the Tamasuki Experinental Psychicist Hospital on West Forty-ninth Street. Since
then, no one had seen him except for Atlas and three first-class nurses. Only Atlas was allowed to
talk to him

"I't could have been someone el se," Horn said. "Anyone who arrested him It was your bad
luck to be the one.™

She si pped at her gin, put the glass down, and said quietly, "In a way, he's a Mani chaean
He's split the universe into good and evil, just as he split tine. Evil is the tendency of the
cosnos to revert to chance in its operations. But chance has to be directed

"How in hell could chance be directed?"

Horn shrugged. "Don't ask nme. Who am | to question God? You don't expect conventiona
logic froma crazy, do you? Castor has no trouble reconciling his schizophrenic contradictions. In
that, he's far frombeing al one. Wiat matters is what he thinks. In his divine wi sdom and
perception, he knows that you are the Secret and Malignant Director of Chance. He refers to you as
Sat an, The Great Beast, Beel zebub, Angra Mainyu, and a dozen other names. He's said that he wll
find you, vanquish you, and hurl you howing and with utter ruin and conpl ete conbustion into the
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deepest pit."

"Why wasn't | told about this before?"

"Don't look so indignant. People will notice. Because there was no need for it. You know
we try to keep all communication at a mininum | was the only one to hear about Castor from Atl as,
and that was at parties or social functions and not nuch was said about it then."

Tony was silent for a nmonent. Then she | eaned forward agai n and spoke even nore softly.

"The orders are to stone himand hide the body if it's possible. If not, kill him"

Caird gave a slight start, and he sighed.

"I knew it would cone to this sonmeday."”

"I hate it," Tony said. "But it's for the conmon good."

"Of the imers, you nean."

"Everybody's. Castor is hopelessly insane, and he's dangerous to anyone who gets in his

way. "

"I"ve never killed anybody," Caird said.

"You can do it. | can do it."

He shook his head. "Qur psych tests showed that we could, but they're not one hundred
percent accurate. | won't know until | either nust do it or can't do it."

"You will. You'll catch him and you'll do what rmust be done. Listen, Jeff..

She put one hand on his and stared into his eyes. He stiffened.

T,
She cl eared her throat.

"I got the decision on ... Arid ... fromthe council today. I'msorry, really sorry, Jeff.
But

"She's been rejected!"

She nodded. "They say she's too unstable. The psych projection is that she'd be burdened
with too nuch social conscience. She'd break eventually and confess all to the authorities. O, if
she didn't, she'd have a nmental breakdown."

"They don't really know, they don't really know, " he nurnured.

"They know enough. They can't take the chance."

"There's no use appealing right now," he said harshly. "Not in a case like this. Tell ne.
Was the decision final or will they reconsider in five years? After all, Arid s only twenty. She
could mature."

"You can try again then. The psych projection, however.

"That's enough,” he said. "Are you finished?"

"Pl ease, Jeff. It's not that bad. Arid will be just as happy if she isn't an imer."

“I won't, but | suppose that doesn't matter. They reject Ozma and now Arid."

"You knew that m ght happen when you becane one. Everything was laid out for you."

"I's that all? You' re done?"

"Kill the nessenger who brings bad news. Cone on, Jeffl!"

He patted her hand. "You're right, I"'mwong. It's just that
| feel so bad for her."
"And for you."

"Yes. May | | eave now?"

"Yes. Ch, Jeff. Don't cry!"

He pulled a tissue fromhis shoul derbag and wi ped the tears.
"l think you want to be alone for a while, Jeff.”

She rose, and he got up fromhis chair. She preceded him since her rank was hi gher. Wen
she stopped so the data clerk could put the bill into her ID star, he went on, saying softly,
“I''"ll see you, Tony."

"Don't forget to report,"” she called after him

He asked through his wist radio for an organic-car ride back to the station. Told he
woul d have to wait twenty mnutes for one, he flagged down a cab. So it would cost hima few
credits. After he got in, though, he wi shed that he had waited. He was
|l osing the battle to hold back nore tears; he could have | et |oose in the unchauffeured vehicle.

By the tinme he arrived at the station, he was dry-eyed. He went to his office and reported
to Wall enqui st, who was curious about his neeting with Horn but did not dare ask too many
questi ons.

Gil had di sappeared as conpletely as if he had slipped down into the anci ent abandoned
subway- sewer system Wich he m ght have done. Ten patrollers and a sergeant were searching for
himnow i n the deepest known area beneath Yeshiva University. So far, they had found only a bashed-
in hunman skull, which did not |ook fresh, sonme huge rats, and two al nbst unreadable lines in
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twenty-first-century spelling on a wall
| HATE GRAFFITI

I DO TOO AND H' S BROTHER LU G 1S A REAL PRI CK

Root enbeak had escaped like a rabbit into a briar patch

His relief, Detective-lnspector Barnewolt, cane in at three. Caird brought her up to date,
and they talked for a while about the efforts by the young to bring back into fashion the wearing
of trousers.

"I don't like them" Barnewolt said. "The kind of pants they're wearing, they're too

tight, too formfitting. | tried on sone, and they made ne feel enbarrassed. | don't know. There's
sonet hing i nmoral about them™

Caird |l aughed, and he said, "Wdnesday, | hear, has been wearing pants for sone tine now,
both young and ol d."

Bar newol t shrugged. "Well, you know how those people are."
6

Caird rode his bicycle home, checked in on Ozma at her studio, found her painting a wasp, and went
into the house. After watching a news report-nothing newhe went into the basenment and worked out
on the exerciser. He showered and put on a white sheer blouse, an orange wai stband, a renovabl e
white neck-ruff, and an eneral d-green kilt. Wien Ozna cane in, he had her paint his |egs yellow
Hi s curl ed-toe ankl e-high shoes were crinson. After they ate, he put on sone lipstick and sel ected
a wide-brimed hat with a high conical top sporting a crinson artificial feather

Ozma wore a white cap with a long red bill, factory-grown eagle feathers dangling from
hol ders in her earl obes, green eye nakeup, green |ipstick, rouged cheeks, a loose sheer blouse, a
shi mering green hooped skirt that reached to her ankles, sequined red stockings, and Kelly-green
hi gh- heel ed shoes. Many finger rings and a scarlet unbrella conpleted her ensenble.

"Where's yours?" she said.

"My what ?"

"“Your unbrella.”

"The weathercaster said it wasn't going to rain."

"You know what | nean," she said. "Unbrellas are obligatory for evening wear."

"I suppose it'll nmake you unhappy if |I don't take one."

"Not unhappy. |'Il just feel enbarrassed."

"And you're the wild unconventional artist," he said. "Very well."

At seven, they left the house, each carrying a big shoul derbag, and they got into a taxi
By the time they arrived, the huge nmuseum | obby was packed with guests, all holding cocktails or
stronger drinks, standing in close groups and chattering or wandering fromgroup to group. The
phatic lines of comunion, as a twentieth-century anthropol ogi st had called them were functioning
wel | . Everybody was tal king and nobody was |i stening.

After greeting their hosts, Caird and Wang joi ned a gaggle of Goalists. Bored by them
Caird went to a pride of Pressurists and Ozma to a soup of Supernaturalists. The latter group was
not painters interested in the hereafter but a new school which insisted that its subjects had to
be shown realistically not only on the exterior but also on the interior. Thus, one side of the
faces of their human subjects would show what the eye saw. The other half was slices of the deeps,
as they called it, the skin renoved, the skull renoved, the brain shown, the inside of the brain
shown, and the back-brain a shadowy presence.

Caird could not see any nerit or value in Supernaturalism but he did not argue with Ozma
about it. Wat did he know of art? Besides, it nmade her happy, though there were tinmes when he got
tired of her talking about it.

At ten-thirty, the party was just reaching its clinmax. Ozma had been induced to paint her
host. He stood nude in the niddle of the | obby while she inprovised the designs. Caird, far back
in the crowd, wondered if she woul d sonehow nake the host | ook |ike a grasshopper

"There's a call for you, Inspector,” a waiter said. "The strip near the door as you go
into the Absolute Zero Room "

Cai rd thanked hi mand went through the doorway indicated into a vast dark-blue and very
col d room cont ai ni ng many
stoned ice-scul ptures. The strip just around the corner showed the face and torso of Conmi ssi Qner-
General ~nthony Horn.

"I'msorry to pull you away fromthe party, Jeff." "Don't be. Wat is it?"
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She swal | owed and said, "Naomi Atlas has been nurdered.”

Li ghtning seened to leap within his brain. He wanted to say, "Castor did it?" but there
was always the possibility that the |ine was being nonitored.

"Her body, what was left of it, was found fifteen mnutes ago in the bushes in the yard

outside the apartnment section of the building. I want you .. ." She swall owed again, her face
spasned, and she said, "I want you to cone up here and take charge. At once. Find out all you can
before m dnight, and report your findings to nme. |'ve put you in charge because you're the nurder
expert in Manhattan. Col onel Topenski isn't too happy about it, but he'll cooperate or I'll have
his ass. | told himso."

“I"'mleaving now," Caird said.

"A patroller car will be waiting for you at the main entrance. |1'l|l give you nore details

on your way up."

Caird went into the | obby, forced his way, though apol ogizing, through the crowd, and
said, "OQzma! Hold it a nminute."

She stopped applying yellow paint to the host's buttocks and said, "What's the natter

Jeff 2"

“I'"ve been called in on a case. It's very urgent."

He spoke to the host. "My sincere regrets, but duty calls.”

"Of course. Wat is this about?"

"That's organi c business, though you may see it on the news."

He wal ked to Ozma, kissed her cheek, and said, "lI'msorry. You'll have to go hone w thout
me. | may be kept so long I'Il have to use an institute stoner. I'Il be home in the norning."

She snmiled and said, "A policeman's wife is not a happy one."

In the car, he called Horn. There was a delay of two ninutes
bef ore her face appeared on the screen on the back of the front seat. He said, "Fill ne in."

There were no suspects as yet, and neither he nor Horn could mention Castor. She had at
the nmonent no facts to add to what she had told himin the nuseum He knew from her tone that she
m ght have nore to tell himwhen they were al one

The yard was bright with the big | anps the organics had set up. Caird nuscled through the
spectators, showed his badge and ID star, and was adnitted into the work party area. He saw Horn
at the sane tinme she saw him She gestured for himto cone to her under the big sycanore. She rose
fromthe folding chair as he approached and held out her hand to him She gripped his strongly and
said, softly, "She's over there."

Over there was understatenent. Atlas was all over, her head under a bush, a | eg nearby,
and the other leg stuck into a bush, an arm hangi ng over a branch, and the |inbless torso propped
up against a tree trunk. Entrails festooned another bush. Bl ood had stained the grass and soaked
into the earth in the area narked of f by string.

Caird clanmped his teeth together and sucked in breath. It had been seven obyears since he
had seen such grisliness.

Caird | ooked around. Wthout the | anps, the place woul d have been rather shadowy. Even so,
pedestrians nmust have been strolling on the sidewal k not fifty feet away.

"The ME says that she died exactly sixty-three m nutes ago," Tony Horn said. "The body was
found by a sixteen-yearold boy who was taking a shortcut through the yard to the door. From what
we' ve been able to deternmine so far, Atlas had gone to a party given by Professor Storring. You
know him of course."

Caird nodded. Storring was also an i mer, but he had net himonly three times.

"Atlas has |lived al one since she broke up with her husband," Horn said. "Two subnonths
ago, | believe. However.

She hesitated and | ooked around. Then she held out her other hand, opened her fingers, and
gave him a..fol ded piece of paper

"It's fromCastor. | found it stuck to nmy door when | left nmy apartnment after | got the
call about Atlas. My God, he was right outside it inmediately after he butchered her! It's a
wonder he didn't try to kill me, too. But he's putting it off, wants to torture ne, the sadistic

bast ar d.
Cai rd opened his shoul derbag and put the paper init.
"What does it say?"
"CGod-Castor refers to hinself in the third person-announces proudly the death and
di snenbernent of God's eneny, Doctor Naom Atlas. God al so prophesies the death and di snenber nent
of all his enemes, notably and firstly Comm ssioner-General Horn and Detective-Ilnspector Caird.
There will be other announcenents nam ng those who will die as surely as the stars are set on
their courses by God. He signed it with one nanme. God."
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" Cod!"

"You'll have to get him" she said. "You'll have the best opportunity. | think he'l
daybreak, and if he does you'll be traveling along with himand you can personally notify the
imers in each day. They can help you."

He nodded and said, "Castor doesn't know ny other identities, does he?"

"He shouldn't, but who knows what investigations he made? He al ways was nosy."

"Do you have anyone watching for Castor near ny house?"

"Ch, yes. Two organics, imers."

"I wasn't going back tonight, but | think I'd better. Castor m ght want to hurt ne by
doi ng sonething ... hell, doing sonething! ... killing Gzma! He coul d destone her, drag her out of
the stoner, and butcher her before Wdnesday cane out. Maybe he wouldn't care if they did. He
could kill them too!"

Her voice shook. "This is terrible. It's so terrible that | have to warn the other days
that another Jack the Ripper may be loose. | can't tell themwho it is, of course. They'll have a
| ot of personnel |ooking for him and .

"They won't know whomto |look for," Caird said. "Oficially, we don't know whether it's a
man or a woman who did this, one or two or nore people. Have they found footprints?"

"Yes. Those of about twenty different people. No instruments, no knives or saws."

"He probably dunped themin the canal."

Col onel Topenski joined them and the three talked. If the colonel resented Caird' s being
gi ven command, he did not showit. After summing up what he had found so far, no nore than Horn
had told Caird, Topenski took Caird over the string-surrounded area. Al photographs and
| aboratory work had been done by then, and their footprints would not confuse the situation. Caird
felt sick when he got close to the parts of the corpse, but he did not throw up. He listened while
the col onel, who seened unaffected, pointed out various things that Caird could see for hinself
quite well. At a quarter after eleven, the pieces were bagged by the | ab personnel and taken away.
They woul d be stoned at the norgue, and, |ater, destoned for extensive anal ysis.

Patroll ers and detectives had been sent out to question everybody in the nei ghborhood they
could before mdnight. The desk workers at the |local precinct would also be calling up nany in the
nei ghbor hood. They woul d report whomthey had nade contact with so that the foot personnel woul d
not duplicate efforts. Even so, only a few of the possible witnesses would be questioned before
m dni ght .

"W've nmade sure that no escapee from Tamasuki has done this,"” Col onel Topenski said.
"They're all accounted for, all |ocked up."

"That's good," Caird said. What was not so good was that it
was possi bl e that soneone night notice the recording of Castor's transfer. If that were foll owed
up, then H@n would be in deep trouble. Eventually, so would Caird and all imers.

Caird | ooked at his watch. He said, "I have to get back honme, Colonel. | live in G eenw ch
Vill age."

"Why don't you use a stoner here? There are plenty in the precinct house, only two bl ocks
away. "

"My wife isn't feeling well."

One nore lie to cover up nany.

"Per haps she could stone early and go to the hospital next Tuesday."

"Thanks for the suggestion, Colonel, but | know her. She'll want ne to be there with her."

Topenski shrugged and said, "Ah, well. W don't have nuch time left, and what'l|l we do
with it anyway?"

"Not very nuch," Caird said. He started away, then stopped. "Well, yes, there is sonething
we can do right now and so save tinme when we get going in the norning. We're dealing with a

homicidal maniac. | think I'lIl put in a request for arnms for the investigating personnel.”
Topenski bit his lip, then said, "This situation really seens to call for extreme
measures. | think the general will agree. She's over there."

Caird hurried to catch Horn, who was just about to get into an organic vehicle. She
st epped back out when she heard himcall and turned toward him Caird gestured that she should
join him She understood that he wanted themto be out of earshot of the others. After hearing his
suggestion that weapons should be requisitioned, she nodded.

"OfF course, I'Il have to justify it to the governor and the organic council. If they balk,
I"l'l show themrecordings of the scene of the crinme and take themto the norgue.”

"Can you get away with orders to shoot to kill if necessary?"

“"Yes. . . only. . . the nurderer has to be identified first. And the other days nmay not

want to issue an order to shoot. At least, not until they have ID
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"As for us, we nust drop any plans for stoning and hiding him Wat if he were found and
destoned? No. W nust kill him"

"It's the right decision, hard as it is,"” Caird said. "Anyway, | suspect we'll have no
choice. He's probably got a gun or will get one. W'll have to kill himif only in self-defense."

“Yes, but I'lIl have to follow routine and order the arned personnel to warn himfirst."

"l know. ljust hope | get to himfirst."

He | ooked at his watch. "I need a weapon right now Just in case Castor should be in ny
nei ghbor hood when | get hone."

Horn went into the car and turned on the rear seat strip. She was giving her order before
he got settled in beside her. The driver took the car off as fast as the electric notor woul d take
it, orange lights flashing, siren wailing. The traffic was thin; nost people were hone and getting
ready to stone. By the tine the few bl ocks had been covered, the sergeant in charge at the
preci nct had opened the arnmory. Caird and Horn went in past the organics lining up to receive
their arms and got the sergeant to wait on themimediately. Rank had its privileges.

Caird put his weapon in his shoul derbag, said, "Until tonmorrow, Tony," and hurried out to
the car. The driver, delighted at being permtted to speed, took the car at its top velocity of
forty mles an hour. Horn had arranged that the signal |lights would be green for themall the way
to the house on Bl eecker Street. Caird did not know what excuse she m ght have to give for this
special treatment, but he was sure that she would think of something reasonable.

Five bl ocks fromhis house, Caird told the driver to turn off the siren. If Castor should
be in the house, he should not be frightened away. On the other hand, it might be better if he
were. He mght be prevented from doi ng whatever he mght have in mnd-if he was there

At Caird's order, the driver slowed the car down during the final block and stopped it two
bui | dings from Caird's house.

It was 11:22 P.M

Caird got out of the car and said, "You can go now. There's an emergency stoner shelter at
200 Bl eecker. You have eight mnutes, plenty of time, to get there."

"Yes, sir, | know," the driver said. "Good night, sir."

Caird said good night and watched himdrive off. He wal ked toward his house. The two
guards were gone, of course. There were no lights in the house. This might nmean that Qzna had
deci ded that he was staying in an enmergency shelter or in an extra stoner in a precinct station
She could already be in her cylinder. O.. . soneone else had turned the lights off and was
wai ting for him

That sonmeone could only be Castor. He would know that the front roomlight would conme on
as soon as Caird's IDtip entered the front door slot. Castor m ght have turned the |ight off with
t he manual sw tch, but then he would know that Caird woul d suspect that something was w ong.

I nstead of going onto the front porch, Caird wal ked al ong one side of the house, the
weapon in one hand, a flashlight in the other, |ooking for signs of breaking and entering. He saw
not hi ng suspi ci ous, and the back door was | ocked. He went to the other side and noved sl owy,
| ooking for signs of entry there. Nothing. As he wal ked back to the rear, the lights in the house
began fl ashing, and he could hear, faintly, the siren nbaning inside it.

It was now 11: 30.

Al over the city, all over this tinme zone, in every inhabited building, lights were
flashing and sirens were noaning. And so were the street |ights and sirens.

The seniors and the juniors now had | ess than five mnutes to
enter their stoners before power was applied to them I|f they had not gone into them by now, and
nost had, because of lifelong conditioning, they should hurry, hurry. Never mind if thegy had to go
to the toilet. Never nind if some were in the mdst of having a baby. Never nmind what. Get into
t he stoner.

Those cylinders with closed doors would automatically get the power. Those with open doors
would not. From 11:30 to 11:35 P.M was a grace period. A citizen could still get into one and
cl ose the door and be stoned sixty seconds later. After that, no power until next Tuesday at
fifteen mnutes after mdnight, and that was destoni ng power, which had a field quite different
fromthe stoning power.

The lights and the sirens lasted for sixty seconds and would be the | ast warning of three.
At 11: 00, when Caird had been traveling south on the Manhattan streets, the lights had blinked and
the sirens had whooped. Fifteen minutes |ater, the second cityw de warni ng had occurred.

Before the lights in the house had darkened again, Caird was at the back door and had
inserted the IDtip in the slot. He had the door open before the warning was over. |If Castor was
i nside, he would not be able to distinguish the entry warning light fromthe others. But, as soon
as the warning lights quit, he woul d see the flashing orange |ight above the door in the front
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room And he woul d know that someone was entering the back door. Unless Caird got inintine to
cl ose the back door

He did so, and the hall and front roomlights went out. The kitchen Iight stayed on
though it no longer blinked. He wal ked down the hall with his weapon set at maxi mum charge. The
hall it up as he left the kitchen, the light of which went dark. Castor, if he were here, would
see the light and know that sonmeone had entered.

The light should al so be on in whichever room Castor was. Castor, however, would be
intelligent enough to have overridden the automatic light with the manual switch. But he mnust
al so know that if Caird went into a roomand the light did not go on, then Caird would know t hat
it had. been nmanually turned off.

Caird told hinself that he should not get spooked and shoot at anything that noved. It was
possi ble that Qzna was still up. On the other hand, Caird did not want to give Castor a break by
hesitating too |ong.

He stood listening. The house was silent, except for his subjective inpression that it was
breathing and al so straining to hear sonething. Wapon held ready, finger on the button, he
resumed wal king. He passed the sliding closet doors on his left and a bathroom door and children's
bedroomon his right. Al the doors were shut. Since Castor could be behind any of them Caird
kept | ooki ng back

He was al so sharply aware that Castor could approach himfromthe rear through the
ki tchen. The di ning room door opened onto the kitchen. Castor could come fromthe dining room and
circle behind him

The big front roomlit up. He |looked up the dark stairs to his right at the end of the
hall. Then he put his hand over the bottom steps. The stairwell sprang into illum nation. No one
was there, and no shadowy face was | ooking fromaround the corner at the top of the steps. There
were no signs of forced entry, and it was highly unlikely that Castor could have used sone
el ectronic means to get in. On the other hand, how had he gotten out of the Tamasuki institute?

He | ooked behind every piece of furniture in the front and dining roons. Then he went
through the kitchen again and down the long hall. He wal ked up the steps and went into the
bat hroom and two bedroons there and | ooked into every closet.

It was mnidnight when he entered the basenment. Fifteen nminutes to go. The gane room and the
utility roomand the PPC, the personal possessions closet, were enpty of human though
not of insect life. A big daddy-longlegs scuttled toward a refuge under the pool table. He woul d
have to | eave a recording for the cleaning squad when he had tine for less inportant natters. No.
The squad was not responsible for such matters. He would have to attend to a possible web under
the table hinself cone next Tuesday. It was his turn to see to the ninor cleaning.

He | ooked through the porthole of Qzna's cylinder. Her eyes |looked lifelessly into his.
Most peopl e closed their eyes before power came on. Oznma had the crazy idea that her unconscious
could see what was going on in the room and she did not want to niss out on a thing.

He was happy with relief though still sweating fromfear. Actually, the strain was not
over yet, but that which he felt now was nmnor. It would becone major if he did not get going.

He went to the cylinder which bore a plaque with his nane and ID data. He put his
shoul derbag on the floor, opened it, and took froma conpartnment a snall flesh-col ored object
attached to a snall cylinder. After opening the stoner door, he set the object and cylinder on the
stoner floor. He turned a dial at the end of the cylinder. The object unfol ded, swelling, and
bal | ooned into an air-inflated and full-sized replica of hinself.

He pinched the big right toe of the replica, pulled the small conpressed-air cylinder from
the valve in the toe, and screwed a cap onto the valve. He dropped the cylinder into a conpartnent
of his shoul derbag. H s neck-chain with the attached ID star cane off his neck and was put on the
dummy's. Though they wei ghed | ess than an ounce, they were heavy enough to topple the dumy
forward. However, steel balls glued inside the feet of the replica conpensated for the weight. The
replica would not lean until its face was pressing agai nst the w ndow.

He took the Wednesday ID fromthe bag and dropped t he neck-chain over his head and onto
his neck. He picked up the gun, which he had placed on the floor, and stuck it between the
wai st band and his body. He placed the bag on the stoner floor and closed the door. Inside the
great cylinder was what had so far always passed as the relativel~i nolecularly notionless body of
Jefferson Cervantes Caird.

Soon enough, it woul d be stoned.

Blowing a kiss to zna as he left, he ran upstairs, opened the front door, closed it,
sprang over the railing at the end of the front porch, and hastened under the trees to the east
fence. Leaped over the white picket fence with a hand on it. Ran across the yard and under the
trees. Up the front steps of the big building with many white colums that | ooked so rmuch |ike
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Scarlett O Hara's mansion. Stopped at the front door to insert one tip of the ID star into the
hole. Saw the light come on in the apartnent |obby. Pushed in on the door and let it sw ng shut.
Sped across the | obby to the wide staircase and up it to the second floor. Ran down the thickly
carpeted corridor to Nunber 2E. Inserted the star tip again and entered the apartnent |iving room
Raced down a narrow hail to the stoner roomand darted to the left through a doorway. Fourteen
cylinders here, much nore closely spaced than in the basenent of the house he had just left.

Ten minutes after midnight.

Never had he cut it so close. Never again would he have to, he hoped.

7

Wednesday's wife stared unseeingly at himthrough her window. He turned away fromher to his own
cylinder, which faced hers across a narrow aisle. It bore a plaque with the name ROBERT AQUI LI NE
TINGLE. His owmn face | ooked at himthrough the wi ndow Its door should have been | ocked since

t here was someone-no, sone thing-inside it, and it should be unlocked only fromthe inside. Caird,
however, had arranged that it could be opened.

At the nonment, he could do nothing with the air-inflated dutmmy. He ran fromthe roomto
the shower room renoving the gun and taking off the sash and bl ouse on the way. In the shower
room he punched a button, and the water began gushing at a preset pressure and tenperature. The
rest of his clothes came off, and he stepped under the water and began vi gorously soaping hinself.
There was not time to do a thorough cl eansing of the nakeup; he stepped out while there were stil
pai nt streaks on his legs. He rubbed off these with a towel and then threw the towel into the
hanper. He woul d di spose of that |ater, though the chances that his wife would see it were small
Taki ng anot her towel, he began rubbing hinself, only to stop with a nuttered exclamation. He
reached over and punched the button to stop the shower.

H's hair was still too wet, but he did not have time to dry it conpletely. After putting
the second towel on ~op of the first in the hanper, he picked up his Tuesday clothes, balled them
and put them under the towel. Wen he had the opportunity, he would hide the clothes and towel in
hi s personal possessions closet or destroy them

Naked except for the neck-chain and ID star and hol ding the gun, he ran down the hallway
and into the stoner room Eighty seconds to go. He could get into the cylinder and try to find
room besi de the hard and unsqueezabl e replica or he could pretend that he was just coni ng out of
the cylinder. The second action seenmed nore perilous. The mcrosecond that destoning power went
on, his wife would probably open her eyes. She would see that the door was closed. Unl ess he stood
in front of the wi ndow of his stoner until she had gone away, she would see that other face in the
wi ndow. Even if she did not see it, she would wonder why he had gotten out of his cylinder before
she did. And he woul d have a hell of a tine explaining why he kept standing in front of the
cyl i nder wi ndow.

"Choi ces of equal msfortune," he muttered.

Cursing, he opened the door and sidled in, bent over. Ten seconds to go. His foot hit the
stoned shoul derbag on the fl oor, and he said, "Quch!" After dropping the gun, he | eaned hard
agai nst the cold and heavy dunmy. It fell away fromhim stopping when the side of its head hit
the cylinder. He crowded in front of the dummy and strai ghtened up. Anyone |ooking in would see
part of it behind him

Three seconds to go before destoning power struck. It would have no effect on him since he
was not stoned. Maybe he could pull this off.

Perhaps it was the sight of his wife, recalling the one he had just left, that stabbed a
pani cky thought through the other panics. "Ch, ny God! | forgot to conplete the |icense
application! CGzna will kill ne!"

Wednesday- Wor |l d

VARI ETY, Second Month of the Year

D5- WL (Day- Five, Wek-One)

8.

Nokoni s Moondaughter, a |ong-1egged brunette of nedi um height, stepped out of the cylinder. She
wore a clinging scarlet ankle-length robe slashed with black. Her thinness and sharply angled face
made her | ook like a ballerina, which she was. She stopped just outside the cylinder door and
narrowed her eyes.

Caird knew that she was wondering why he was still standing in the cylinder. He gave up
his intention to "carve," as he called the process, the persona of Bob Tingle. That would have to
come later; no tine for it now Just now, he nust keep her from seeing the dunmy.

He pushed the door open, bounded through the doorway, and cl osed the door behind him
qui ckly. Boundi ng agai n, he grabbed Nokonis and |ifted her in his arns. Wiirling, he danced down
the hall.
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"What are you doing?" she cried. "What's gotten into you?" He set her down in the kitchen
and said, "I love you, and I'mso glad to see you! Is that so hard to understand?"

She | aughed, then said, "No. Yes. Usually, you slouch out |ike sone rough crotch-
scratching beast who's lost his way to the bathroom You're grunpy until you've had your coffee.
Don't you think you should put sone clothes on?"

“Yes, you're right. It's too early for the sight of naked ne."

He | eaned down and kissed her lips. "Shall we have coffee and talk a while? O should we
sleep first?"

She narrowed her dark eyes, and something settled over her face, what he called the
suspiration of suspicion. It was like the mist formed on a mirror by a breath. Suspiration of
suspi ci on.

"How coul d you forget?" she said. "You know | slept for six hours before getting up for
stoning. You told ne you took a nap for an hour or so while |I was sl eeping. You woke up just as
did. O so you said. You never go to sleep right after a nap. Wiy do you want to sl eep now?"

As Bob Tingle, he would have renenbered what he had told her. But he was still Jeff Caird,
desperate after yesterday's events and jittery with the present urgency. The dunmy. He had to
deflate it.

He told hinmself to snmooth out the rippling inside hinself. Press it down with a quiet and
cool mental hand.

“I'"'mnot Tik-Tok," he said. "I don't run on wi nd-up machi nery. Now and then, | use free
will. O call it whim O indigestion.”

"You certainly didn't act sleepy and tired when you sprang out |ike a jack-in-the-box."

Bef ore he had married her, he had known that she was a radar set sensitized only to
nonrouti ne phenonena, a TV channel with a wavel ength of near-paranoi a. She even suspected the
weat hercaster's notives when rain cane instead of the predicted clear skies. Perhaps that was
exaggerating sonewhat. But not nuch. As Jeff Caird, he would never have married her, would not
even have dated her very long. As Bob Tingle, he had fallen in love with her. Just now, he
disliked and resented her because of her suspicions, and he al so was wonderi ng why he had ever
tied hinself to this scrawny wonan. No. He, Caird, had not done that. Tingle had.

The near-pani c wapped itself around himagain. It was an octopus of ectoplasm seen and
felt only by hinmself. But which self? Not just Caird. Caird would not have thought of such
phrases as "suspiration of suspicion" and "octopus of ectoplasm" Tingle was trying to get out,
but he wnild never make it until Caird had a mnute to go through the sumoni ng cerenony, the
ritual raising the top of Tingle's tonb, imured in his mnd and naki ng hi m master of this ness-he
meant "mass"-known in Wednesday as Tingle. However, Caird would never be conpletely gone. If he
were, Caird-Tingle would be conpletely ineffective in his role and duties as an imrer. Jeff Caird
was the primary, the original

"A jack-in-the-box!" he cried, smiling. "How about a Bobin-the-box? Your box!"

He picked her up and whirled again. "Let's!"

She sniled, but she said, "Let's not. And let me down. You know | have to practice. After
that ... I"'mnot frigid, you know. "

He set her down on her feet and said, "No, you're not, but | wonder sonetines about your
thernmpstat. OK. Anything you want, Tippytoes. Your every desire is nine. You nmake the coffee, and
Tingle will go tinkle."

Caird woul d never have said that either. Perhaps, the evocation evul sion was evitable.

I have to stop that sort of thing, Caird thought. At least, water it down. It's too nuch.
But it's a sign that Tingle lurks on the threshol d of Wednesday and mi ght cone out even if |
negl ected the ritual. Now, however, was no time for experinmenting. Too dangerous.

"“You~went to the toilet just before you were stoned," Nokonmi s said.

Choi-o0i! How did Tingle put up with her?

He was gl ad that he had not voiced the exclamati on. Wednesday did not know it, since its
main ethnic flavoring in Manhattan was not Chinese but Amerind and Bengali. Hearing that, she
woul d have punped her suspicions to the bursting point.

"Yes, and | have to go again," he said.

He turned and wal ked down to the hall to the bathroom which was on his right. After
closing the door, he sat down on the closed toilet Iid. He noted that Tuesday had forgotten to
replace the toilet paper; three |one sheets clung to the spool. That however, was not worth
|l eaving a renonstratory recording for yesterday's yahoos.

He cl osed his eyes and sank into a noiseless and frictionless world. Hi s inmage of hinself
as Caird hung solid, bright, and full-sized before him Watching it with one eye, as it were, he
spun the other eye, also inmaginary, so that it turned inward. That saw at first only darkness.
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Then, quickly, many sagging lines, gray in the black, formed. They seenmed to streamfromthe abyss
within his body, flying past the eye into the abyss above. He straightened them out until they
were so tight that they hunmed with tension. He increased the pressure at each end, though he did
not know where their ends were, until it seemed that the |ines, now glowing brightly and coldly,
woul d snap. He hurled heat at them The "heat" was conet-shaped energy conpl exes, each of which
struck a line and was absorbed, though not entirely. Sonme of the heat slid down or up the I|ines,
like drippings froma candle. It was up to them which way they went. Here, in his nmind, there was
no gravity.

No gravy, either, he thought. O maybe he was wong. The drippings did rem nd hi mof hot
gravy.

The lines of force were used to suppress hinself and bring forth Tingle. Wuo, when
summoned fromthe floor of his mind |ike the ghost of Sanmuel evoked by the Wtch of Endor, would
change from ghost to guest. Today's guest.

He increased the strain on the lines. They snapped and then darted wiggling and shining
in the darkness. They went here and there, colliding, then coalescing, until all had touched and
mel ted together and fornmed one slim long, and glowi ng colum. It seened upright, that is,
stretching fromthe darkness below to the darkness above. Now, he rotated it so that it was at
right angles to its previous position, and he spun it so fast that it nmelted froma colum into a
blurry disc.

The ot her eyesaw that the image of Caird had lost much of its brightness and had shrunk
No wonder. The heat hurled at the Ilines had been sucked from Caird. Now, a |line, the boundaries of
a trap door, formed around the image's feet. Sonetines, the inage to be done away with was shot up
like a rocket or rolled into a ball and hurled down an alleyway with phantom bow ing pins at the
far end. Today the inage was to be dropped through a fl oor

The second eye watched the spinning and bright white disc as its sharp edge cut a bl ock
fromthe darkness and then began cutting away parts of the blackness. A rough figure was left from
the hewi ng away of the darkness, a figure that becanme gray as it absorbed sonme of the light from
the disc. Wiich becane darker as the figure gained a finer form

When Tingle was al nost perfected, the first eye gave a nental order, and the inage of
Caird dropped through the trap door. The lines fornming the door vani shed.

Now, both eyes focused on Tingle, and, as the disc becane black and snall, having lost its
heat and worn its edge to alnost nothing, Tingle floated gl owing in the bl ackness.

Presently, the disc disappeared, and the image of Tingle was shot upward so swiftly that
its friction formed a | ong ghostly conet tail

Hi s eyes turned outward, and he opened his lids. Bob Tingle had | anded, though not wi thout
a residue of Caird. N netyeight percent of himwas Wdnesday's tenant; two percent, Tuesday's.
Enough of Caird was left to renenber the dummy still inflated in the stoner. Wat would he do if
Nokomi s saw it? He could not give her an explanation that would satisfy her. And he could not tel
her the truth. Why had he ever gotten into this nmess?

He rose fromthe seat and started toward the door. He
stopped, grimaced, snapped his fingers, and turned back. If Nokomi s did not hear the toilet
flushing, she would cone gall oping down the hall to find out why not. She always noticed the
breaki ng of a pattern, the nonhappening of events that shoul d happen unl ess sonething was w ong.
He pressed the button, and, as the water roared, he stepped into the hall

Usual ly, he was alnost all Bob Tingle by now, though Jeff Caird would not have really
dropped entirely through the imginary trap door. Always, Caird was a speck in the eyeball, a tiny
itch in the skin of the mnd, not noticed by Tingle unless there was a good reason for himto be
noti ced. As just now, when the dummy had to be deflated. Wat made hi meven nore present was that
Chang Castor was | oose in Wdnesday-probably----and Tingle could not ignhore him

Tingl e | ooked down the hall. He could not see Nokomis, but she might think of sonmething to
fetch fromthe PP cl oset.

He called, "lI'mgoing to get dressed! Anything you want fromthe cl oset ?"

Nokom s said, cheerily, "Nothing, dear! The coffee'll be ready soon!"

Nokomi s woul d now be destoning the | ox and bagels for their breakfast. After that, she'd
put the bagels in the toaster. He would have to be dressed by then or she woul d be | ooki ng down
the hall to see where he was.

He ran to his stoner, opened the door, and bent down. After he had renpved the plug from
the base of the dummy, he shut the door and ran to the cl oset nmarked WEDNESDAY. He said, "Open,"
and a mechani sm recognizing his voiceprint, released the lock so that he could swing the tal
door out. He snatched the nearest robe, slid it over his head, said, "Cose," and hurried back
down the hall after a glance to assure hinself that Nokom s was not |ooking after him He opened
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t he stoner again.

"Dam! "

The dumry was deflating too slowy.

He pressed down on it, aware of the louder hissing as the air left it. Nokom s, however,
had turned on a strip. The voices should drown the hissing.

When the replica was half-coll apsed, he stepped into the cylinder and cl osed the door. He
shoved down on the dummy until it was conpletely deflated, then rolled it up and put it in the
little bottle in the shoul derbag. The gun al so went into the bag. Though he knew that Thursday's
ID star was in the bag, he could not resist checking to nake sure. His fingers touched the tips of
the star.

He stepped out backward and cl osed the door. Breathing nore heavily than he |iked, he
wal ked toward the kitchen. Just before he got to it, he saw Nokom s cone around the corner

"There you are. The bagels are getting cold."

He foll owed her to the bal cony, where a snmall round table held coffee, orange juice, and
the food. He sat down opposite Nokom s. There was just enough light fromthee street to nake him
and his wife seemto be in a gray linbo. The katydids and tree frogs were still singing.

He sipped hot coffee and | ooked at his Tuesday hone. Its wi ndows were bright, but he could
see no one in it. Enough of Caird lingered for himto think briefly of Ozma, standing in the
cylinder. Ozma, waiting to see himsix days from now

Nokomi s, as al nost al ways, |ooked |ovely. Her skin was darker in this dimess than the
beautiful copper it showed in sunlight. Her black hair was cut close and spotted with white dye to
give it Wednesday's current "skunky" | ook

Nokomi s had tried to get Tingle to spot his hair and grow a beard, which would be cut to
the fashi onabl e square shape. He had refused, though he could not give her, of course, his true
reasons for not being in node.

He thought: the clothes in the hanper. | nust not forget to hide thembetter.

Nokom s, hal fway through her second cup of coffee, perked up. She began chattering away
about her role in the new ballet, Proteus and Menelaus. It had not opened yet, and its troubles
were nany.

conposer is crazy. She thinks atonal nusic is sonmething new. She won't |isten when you
tell her it was dead ten generations ago. Roger Shenachi is constipated, and every tinme he cones

down froma grand jeté he farts something awful. | told Fred

"Fred?"

"Haven't you been listening? Pay attention. | just hate talking to nyself, you know that.
Fred Pandi is the big nmuckanuck; she wote the story, conposed the music, and did the
choreography. | told her she should rewite the whole thing around Roger, call it Gas or sonething

like that, and while she was at it, she should throw out the nmusic and wite sonething that could
at | east be danced to .

"I"'msure you're artist enough to overcone all that," Tingle said. "Anyway, since when
does a ballerina, even one of your stature, have any say in-"

"Thank you, but you don't understand. | have a say in it, a big one, because |'ma
committee nenber, as you know very well. At least, |'m supposed to be one, but the conposer and
the orchestra director are lovers, and they gang up on the rest of us."

"Two doesn't mmke a gang."

"What do you know about it, Bob?"

"Not nuch. What's this about a conmittee? Since when has a conmttee ever produced great

art?"

"Ch, don't you ever listen? | told you all about it |ast yesterday. O was it the day
before? Never mind, | didtell you."

"Ch, sure, | renmenber," he said. "Wose idea was that?"

"Some bureaucrat's. |'msure the other days don't have such problems. It's just
9.
Though it was not fair to let his nmnd wander, he could not help it. Gil, Rootenbeak, and Castor
had risen fromthe depths |ike sunken ships filled with gas from decayi ng corpses. Never before,
wel |, hardly ever before, had he found it hard to shut out the other days. Usually, when he was in

Wednesday, he was al nbst conpl etely Bob Tingle; Wdnesday was sufficient unto itself. Now, the
pattern and routine had been shattered. There were three daybreakers on the | oose, and two coul d
be very dangerous. Wl |, one could be. Rootenbeak mnight come across himand recognize him but it
was not likely that he would say anything to the authorities about Bob Tingle | ooking so nuch |ike
Jeff Caird. Unless he did so anonynously via TV. Castor

that mani ac coul d have been lurking nearby in the shadows and seen himrunning fromthe
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house to this apartnent building. O Castor might be apprehended at any nmonent and, as Horn had
put it, spill the beans.

" Bob! "
Tingle pulled hinself fromhis nental norass.
"Sure, | agree with you. Committees stink. But look at it this way. If you were living in

the old days, you woul dn't have a thing to say about the production. This way, you m ght get sone
t hi ngs changed. "
"Committees arejust like balloons, always up in the air, subject to the whins of the w nds

or of the windy, and they conme down when they run out of gas. |I'mtelling you, the whole show s
going to crash. Uterly crash! And I'll be ruined, utterly ruined!"
He sipped on the coffee and said, "Tell you what. | aman official at the Wrld Data Bank

"l know t hat. What about it?"

“I"1l find out if there's anything in the way of blackmail material that can be used
agai nst the committee nmenbers, especially against Pandi and Shenachi. You can use it, if | find
any, that is, to get those two to knuckle under. O course, | mght have to dig up dirt about
everyone on the conmittee."

She rose fromthe chair, canme around the table, and kissed him "Ch, Bob, do you think you
coul d?"

"Sure. Only . . . doesn't the ethics bother you? It'll be .

"It's for art's sake!"

"Mostly for your sake, isn't it?"

“I'"'mnot just thinking about ne," she said. She went back to the chair and poured nore
coffee. "lIt's the whol e production. |I'mthinking organically. For everybody's good."

"I don't know that | can get enough | everage to pry the conposer |oose from her atona
music. Even if | could, that means a long delay, a new score witten."

She shrugged and said, "Wo cares? It's not like the old days. W' re not dependent on
noney. "

"Yes, and | think it'd be better if you were. However, let's not talk about that now ['II
see what | can do. Now ... aren't you lucky to have nme? Were's your gratitude?"

She | aughed, and she said, "You haven't done anything yet."

“I'"ve built up sonme credit for good intentions."

"A contractor for the highway of hell. You don't need any excuse, you know. However, let's
wait until tonight. I"'min a better nood after practice.”

"Not lately," he said. "You' ve been conm ng hone furious and di sgusted."

"The better to work out anger and frustration then. You aren't really conplaining, are
you?"

He stood up. "I never conplain about anything unreal. Soneday, our noods will nesh, and
this apartment will explode."

"I don't want to have to | ook for a new one,"” she said. She kissed himagain. "Wat're you
going to do?"

"I have a busy schedul e today," he said, "but 1'll work on the research for Project
Bl ackmai| sonmehow. To nmke sure that | have enough time, however, | should go to work early."

"Early?" she said, her eyes w dening.

"Yes, | know. It'll be dangerous. You can work as hard as you wi sh and put in |long hours,
and nobody frowns on you. You're an artist. But I'ma bureaucrat. If |I go in early and stay |ate,
and ny fellow workers find out, they mght check up on ne. | can't have themfind out that |I'm
doi ng unaut hori zed work, opening channels irrelevant to ny work. 1'd be in real trouble then

“"Maybe it'll be better if | just go to work at the appointed tine. |I'Il just slough off
sone of my regular work. My coworkers don't nmind if I'mlazy or inefficient-that nakes nme a
regul ar guy, one of the old gang-and ny superior won't mind if | don't get too far behind. |I'm

all owed an unofficial margin for |agging, you know. Just so | don't make trouble for ny superior
by forcing himto call nme in for a reprimnd."

They finished breakfast, and Nokomi s went to the bathroom He hoped that she would not
take the clothes fromthe hanper for washing. He did not expect her to do so, since she was quite
willing to | eave the washing to him If he renenbered correctly, she had done it |ast Wdnesday
and woul d expect himto take his turn today.

Fifteen mnutes |ater, she canme back onto the bal cony. She
was dressed in a white blouse and tight scarlet pants and was hol ding the strap of her
shoul der bag.

"Ch, | thought you'd be in bed, getting ready, anyway."
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He snmiled and said, "No, | was planning howto do the blackmailing research.”

"Good. I'mgoing to the gym now. "

He stood up, and they kissed briefly. "Have a good workout," he said.

"Ch, I will, I always do. | won't be able to neet you for lunch. The conmittee is neeting
during lunch hour at a restaurant.”

During her absence, Tingle had activated a strip on the side of the bal cony and checked
their schedule. He al ready knew that she could not lunch with him and she knew that he knew. But
she was not one hundred percent sure that his nenory would not fail him She trusted only herself.

"I"ll see you at seven at The Googol pl ex," he said.

"I hope the salad is better than the last tine."

“I'f it isn't, we'll look for a better place next tine."

He sat on the balcony until he had seen her bicycle down Bl eecker and north al ong the
canal . As soon as she was out of sight, he rose and went to the bathroom More than once, she had
returned a few mnutes after going out of the door, saying that she had forgotten sonething. She
did not fool him she was checking on himto nmake sure that he was not doing sonething he should
not. There had been a tine when he had wondered if she were an organic officer whose public role
was that of a ballet dancer. H's investigations through data bank channel s had convinced hi mthat
she was not.

What was she then? An overly suspicious, perhaps a paranoiac worman. Not at all the woman
who should be Bob Tingle's wife. But she had not shown her true nature when he was courting her
and he had been carel ess in not checking out her personality index before marrying her. Passionate
|l ove had blinded him but that was Bob Tingle' s nature. Tingle was
likely to be carried away by enotions that Jeff Caird would never have allowed to flourish in him
Yet Caird was responsible for Tingle's nature. Caird had deliberately chosen that nature for his
Wednesday rol e because he wanted to feel strongly-as Tingle-what Caird could feel only weakly.

However, Caird rmust have had some liking for Tingle characteristics, sone feeling that he
was m ssing nmuch by being so self-controlled. So Caird, when building, perhaps grow ng was the
better word, when growi ng the personality of Tingle, had indul ged hinself, the Caird self. He was
payi ng now for that |uxury because his passion for Nokonm s had put himin danger. Though she was
not a governnment secret agent, she did watch himclosely. If she discovered sonething suspicious
that was not concerned with their personal relationships, she m ght probe deeper. If she found
sonet hi ng that she suspected was crimnal, would she turn himin?

He did not think so, but she would be angry because he had not confided in her

The truth was that he just did not know what woul d happen if she pried too much. Wat he
did know was that Tingle should not have nmarried her. Tingle should | eave her, the sooner the
better. But Tingle was still in love with her, though the high passion blazing in himin the
begi nni ng had becone a mddling but pleasant warmth. Mreover, if he did tell her he wanted a
di vorce, he would have to suffer her hurt and anger. She was very possessive and egotistic; she
woul d have to be the one who did the | eaving. However, she was not only a great collector of
things and of sone people, but also fiercely resented having to give any up. Their persona
possessi ons closet was jamred with bric-a-brac, teddy bears, china dolls, nenentoes of birthdays
and of world and national and district holidays, ballet trophies, recordings of herself frombirth
on up to a few weeks ago, a first-place nedal for the one-hundred-neter dash for Manhattan ei ghth-
grade girls, a good conduct citation awarded when she was twenty subyears (she had never gotten
one after that because of her quarrels with various nmenbers of the ballet conpany), and at |east a
hundred ot her itens.

Tingle had tried many tinmes to get her to throw themout. They were a pain and vexation
because she insisted on getting sone of them out alnobst every night and placing themon a shelf.
Then she had to put themback in the closet before stoning tine. They also nade it hard for himto
get to his own few possessions or even to the clothes rack.

One day, Tingle knew, his not-easily-aroused tenper would take himover, and he would dump

her stuff down the trash chute. And that would nean their farewell. Wiich, logically, fromhis
vi ewpoi nt, should cone about before her possessiveness and suspici ousness got himinto trouble.
He sighed, got up fromthe chair, and went to the bathroom He renoved his still-danp

Tuesday cl othes fromthe hanper and hung themup to dry. Later, he would roll themup and stuff
theminto the shoul derbag. It would be easier and nore intelligent to drop theminto the chute,
but he had only one outfit for partywear. To get another, he would have to turn in the old outfit
on Tuesday or have a good excuse for losing it. The latter required filling out a report for the
Department of Clothing Qutlets.

When he got into bed, he expected that sleep would be slippery, but he got hold of it at
once and slid into a throng of dreans.
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Awakeni ng when the wall-strip alarmbelled, he renenbered only one of the dreans that had
besi eged him Father Tom s face, his own, of course, recognizable even under the wig and the fake
beard, had appeared on a wall strip. The strip showed Father Tom standi ng on the near side of a
broad, dark, and sluggishly noving river. Just beyond Father Tom was a nassive stone bridge.

Father Tomheld in his right hand a heavy iron candel abrumw th seven candles. It |ooked Iike
those used in synagogues, but Tingle could not renmenber its nane. A |long

bright flame was spurting fromthe long finger of Father Tom s right hand. Father Tom was frowning
as if he~could not decide which candle to |ight.

"This is the nonent," Father Tom said sternly.

Tingl e had woken up nuttering, "Mpnent of what?"

He had slept for six hours, though he usually required eight. He put on shorts and went
down to the basenent, where he exercised in solitude on a machine. Returning to the apartnent, he
shower ed again, dressed, and drank a cup of coffee. By then the sun was strong, the city astir
and the tenperature was beginning to clinb toward the projected afternoon high of 112° Fahrenheit.
Tingle, dressed in thin underwear shorts, a white short-sleeved shirt slashed in green and ruffled
at the neck, Kelly-green bellbottom slacks, and brown sandals, his bag on his shoul der, stood once
nore on the bal cony. He was | ooking at the nei ghborhood for ... for what? Doctor Chang Castor?

Whi ch nmeant that he was not entirely Tingle. Jeff Caird still lived in him He was
rem nding Tingle that he was supposed to contact his inmmer agent in Wdnesday. That would have to
be done fromthe data bank, however.

At the nonent there was only one person in front of the house at the corner of Bl eecker
and the Kropotkin Canal. A man on a bicycle pedaling west, his back to Tingle. A big green coolie
hat shaded his neck, and he wore a brown shirt and billow green slacks. Tingle watched the man
stop at the corner and turn his head to | ook behind him

Tingle said, "God!" He clenched his hands and stepped out farther onto the bal cony. The
face under the hat had Castor's long narrow features and rather |arge nose. And why was he | ooki ng
so intently at the house?

Ti ngl e shook his head and spoke loudly to hinself.

"I't's just your inmgination! He wouldn't be dunb enough to do that!"

What ever that neant. Danger for Ozmm?

The man turned his head, allowing Tingle a glance at his profile. It was |like the
vul turine face of Castor, but . .. No, it could not be Castor.

The bicycl er di sappeared behind the house as he went north on the canal road, appeared
agai n, then vani shed behind the next house. A man stepped out of the back door of the corner house
and went to the garage. Presently, he cane out with a bicycle. Tingle recognized himas John
Chandra. Tingle knew well his face and that of his wife, Aditi Rotwa, having seen themthrough the
stoner wi ndows in the basenent. He stepped back so that Chandra would not | ook up and see him

Even if his neighbor noticed the |ikeness of his face and that of Jeff Caird' s in the
basement stoner, he would think only of what a renarkable coincidence it was. Tingle waited until
Chandra had di sappear ed behind the house before he stepped out again to | ook for the bicycler. By
t hen, he was gone.

"Just my nerves," Tingle nuttered.

Three minutes later, he was headed east, a part of a flow of cyclists and an occasi ona
electric car. He had just begun to sweat when he saw out of the corner of his eye a banana peel on
t he si dewal k.

10.

He zi gzagged through the crowd, braked by the curb, kicked the stand, picked up the peel, and
dropped it into a waste container. Wien he went back to the bike, he | ooked around. He did not see
Root enbeak and really did not expect to. There were other slobs besi des Rootenbeak in Wednesday- ~f
he was here. Neverthel ess, he was shaken, and, as he pedal ed away, he rebuked hinself for his
automatic action. He should not have stopped; he should have gone even faster.

At Thirtieth Street, he went up the ranp and rode until he came to the west side, the dark
side, of the Thirteen-Principles Towers. The buil ding, which was covered with sol ar panels,
occupi ed the area bounded by Seventh, Fourth, Thirtieth, and Thirty-seventh. The main structure
soared up to four thousand feet, and the thirteen towers along its perinmeter added fourteen
hundred feet. Tingle's office was near the top of the tower on the northwest corner at Seventh and
Thirty-seventh.

After riding down the ranp to the parking roomon the third subfloor, he took an el evator
to the northwest nmain | obby. Fromthere, he rode in the express to the level at the top of the
mai n buil ding. Then he took an elevator to his level in one of the towers.

Wi | e wal ki ng down the hall leading to his office, Tingle was
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di stracted by the view through the tall and wi de wi ndows on his right. There were six nooring
masts on the roof of the mmin building, three zeppelins socked into three nasts, and a fourth
glittering orange giant was easing its nose toward a nast. Tingle stopped to watch the thing of
beauty and spl endor

There were powerful updrafts alongside this building, but the zeppelins cane down past
theminto the relatively still air over the inmense roof where they had no troubl e naneuveri ng.
Mor eover, they needed no landing crews to pull on ropes dropped fromthe ship. The pilot had at
his control twelve sw vable jet engines that could counterbal ance any wi ndthrusts. Slowy, the
shi p approached the socket at the top of the nmporing nmast, and then its nose was | ocked.

Tingl e woul d have liked to watch the stoned passengers, safe from accidents and tedi um
packed in nets, lowered to trucks. A glance at his wistwatch showed himthat it was al nost tine
for his prework briefing with his boss. He entered the office anteroom where the secretary sat at
his desk. The secretary | ooked pained and nournful, as if he had a hangover. Tingle breezed by
hi m saying, "Good norning, Sally!"

Hearing only a grunt, Tingle called back, "Surly, Sally?"

The secretary said, "Good norning, Maha Tingle. Maha Paz is...",

"I know, | know. Eagerly, perhaps inpatiently, waiting for ne. Thank you."

The office was done-shaped and el egantly furnished, |ike the man behind the desk. Wl cone
Var dhanmana Paz rose to his full seven feet of stature. His glittering many-col ored bl ouse and
trousers strained to hold in a ball-shaped torso and m ghty buttocks. Above three chins, sagging
dew aps, was a round head with a massive overhangi ng forehead. Wen he bowed and held his hands in
a prayerful attitude, he gave the inpression of laboring to lift his many rings. There were two on
each finger, each ring bearing a nmassive dianond or enerald. The
gold was fake, and thejewels were artificial, and Paz | ooked unreal to Tingle. That was probably
because fat.. and m sshapen people were so rare

Tingle, after bow ng, his hands held up before him and pressed together, said, "Good
nmor ni ng, chief.”

"Good norning, Bob."

Paz | owered hinself slowy and gently |ike a balloon |osing hot air through a small |eak
He told Tingle to take a chair, and he said, "For others it's a good norning. For you and ne .

"Twi nkl edigits," as he was call ed behind his back, waved his walrus-flipper hand. Hs face
contorted as if he had eaten too many beans.

"I got the news about your troubles ... our troubles through our line."

Tingle shifted uneasily and | ooked around the room He would feel very stupid if he asked
Paz if the room had been debugged and a scranbler was operating. O course, it had been and was.
Al so, three news strips were on, the volunme annoyingly | oud.

Tingl e noved the chair until his stomach cut into the edge of the desk, and he | eaned
f orward.

"You heard from Tony?" he said.

"No. Soneone else."

"Root enbeak and Gril are not ny concerns, not today. But Castor. . . | suppose your
i nfornant told you how dangerous he is to us?"

Hs jowms flapping |like sheets in a wind, Paz nodded.

"A certain high organic is |ooking for Castor. But he's handi capped because he can't do
anything official as yet. If he had gotten official word from Tuesday that Castor was a
daybreaker, he could act swiftly. But he'd have to kill Castor to prevent his arrest. W can't
have himtalking to the authorities."”

Though Tingl e was not supposed to know the nane of the
man Paz referred to, he did. Hi s data bank researches, unauthorized by both today's governnent and
the i mer council, had revealed it.

"W nust find Castor," Paz said.

"I''"'l'l work |ike a beaver on it," Tingle said.

"What're you smling about?" "Nothing. Just a pun.”
"Pun? What pun? This is no tine for levity, Bob."

"The Armerican beaver belongs to the genus Castor canadensis," Tingle mnurnmnured.

"What ?"

"Never mind," Tingle said, speaking loudly. "Chief, 1'll have to set up fake tine on ny
wor k- hours report. But my i medi ate supervisor, Galore Piecewdrk, is too zeal ous. She al npst
al ways checks on ny report."

Paz frowned and said, "Galore Piecework?"

"doria Peatsworth. W underlings call her Galore Piecework."
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Paz did not smle.
"I told you, Bob. Levity ..
is a grave matter. | know, chief. Please forgive ne."
Paz heave-sighed, and he said, "I'll take care of Peatsworth. But..."
After a few seconds, Tingle said, "You ve got even worse news?"
“You're very perceptive, Bob."
Paz sighed deeply again, and he said, "My informant told nme that there's a Sunday organic
here. A Detective-Mjor Panthea Pao Snick. She has a tenporal visa, Bob. A tenporal!"”

"And it concerns us, of course. O herw se, you' d not have nentioned her."

"I"'mafraid so," Paz said. "Fromwhat ny infornant said-he wasn't able to get any details
that would enlighten me- Snick's mission is so secret that only the conm ssioner-general knows
what it's about. And maybe he doesn't know all. The
commi ssi oner~s given orders that ~nick's to get tull cooperation. It sounds om nous. W have to
find out what she's up to."

"She may not be here because of us.”

Paz si ghed agai n.

"I wish | could think so. Unfortunately, she's already asked about you. In fact, she wants
to talk to you."

It would be inpossible to be all-Tingle today. Tuesday would not stay silent. It denmanded
that Tingle at | east be Jeff Caird' s agent. That was all that Tingle was going to allow hinself to
be. Caird had to be regarded as soneone who had tenporarily enployed Tingle to represent himin
Wednesday.

Tingle said, "I nmay have to work overtine."

“I'"Il authorize it. No sweat."

Tingl e grinned because Paz's face was filned with salty water

The reason given for overtime would be one nore coverup. Lies bred lies, and their grow ng
wei ght put inmmense stress on what they were supposed to ease.

Paz' s cough sprang Tingle fromhis reveries. "Do you have anything to add?" Paz said. Tingle rose
and said, "No. If that's al

"Yes. |If anything inportant cones along, notify ne."

"Of course."

Tingle was biting his lip when he left the office. As he wal ked down the corridor, he felt
bl adder pressure. Hal fway down the corridor, he turned right into a doorway above which was a
sign: P & S. The anteroom gave onto a large roomw th of fwhite pseudonarble walls, ceiling, and
floor. On his left was a long row of urinals above each of which was a strip displaying news
programs. On his right was a row of cubicles fromwhich came the nuted voices of newscasters and
soap opera actors, the flushing of a toilet, and groans.

After |ooking along the unoccupied row, he chose a urinal in front of Channel 176. John
"Bi g" Fokker Natchipal, its daytime caster, was a man whom Ti ngl e detested. Thus, while he
stood there, Tingle could inagine hinmself urinating on the ever-egregi ous Natchipal. Four screens
away was the channel on which the fantastically beautiful and sexy Constant Tung delivered the
news. But he had given up watching her-at least, in toilets-because he usually got an erection and
that nade it hard (no pun intended) to pee.

However, this tine his choice of station did not help him He could hear her voice
faintly, and that was enough to keep himthinking about her. While standi ng exasperated and
frustrated, he becane aware that someone was standing a few feet to his left. He turned his head
toward her. She was wearing a brown jockey cap on which was a green circle enclosing a red star
and a brown robe decorated with small green crux ansatas, |ooped Egyptian crosses. Her shoul derbag
was | arge, green, and jamed full. Bright green shoes thrust their pointed snouts from under the
hem of the robe.

She was short, about five feet eight inches high, slim and had short black hair gleani ng
like seal's fur. Her face was delicateboned, high-cheeked, and triangular. Her |arge dark brown
eyes-al so rem nding himof a seal's-stared at him Though as beautiful as Tung, she did not have
the sane effect on him Her rudeness nmade hi mangry.

"Yes?" he said.

Bef ore she could answer, a worman entered, waved at Caird, said, "Good norning, Bob," and
di sappeared into a cubicle.

"I"'msorry to disturb you here,” the wonan said in a husky but rapid voice, "I didn't want
to wait outside. | don't like to waste tine."

"Who are you, and what can | do for you?" he said harshly.

Enmbarrassnent and anger had deflated his penis, but he still was unable to urinate. He
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said, "I give up," and he zipped his pants. He strode angrily to the washbow while the wonan
foll owed him

She said, "I'm Detective-Mjor Panthea Pao Snick. | -"

"I know who you are," he said, looking at her in the mrror. "My superior, Colonel Paz,
told .ne about yol ~i. He said-"

"I know. | cane into his office a few seconds after you left it." He walked to the hot-air
bl ower and punched its button. She followed him saying, "I'mauthorized to give only a nininmm
expl anati on about ny mission. But | can and will demand full cooperation."

That nmeant that the North American Superorgani c Council was backing her. O that she was
claimng nore authority than she had because she could then get full cooperation. Tingle, as
Caird, had done that nore than once. However, he did not intend to call her bluff, if it was one
If she was sent by the NASC, she could be investigating runors or suspicions or, he hoped to God
not, facts about the imers. But, whyever she was here, it was not just to pass the tine.

Fear groped around in his guts for a handl e.

11.
Snick said, "I want to talk to you privately."

Just as the bl ower went off, he said, "W can't use ny workoffice. | doubt you're
authorized to go in there."

He started wal king toward the exit. Dogging him she said, "I'mnot, though | could be.
But that's too nmuch trouble. ljust want a few mnutes where no one can hear us."

He stopped and turned in the hall. Her big brown eyes |ooked into his as if she were

trying to read sonmething in them They were very beautiful eyes, he thought, unfitted to an
organic officer. O perhaps they were appropriately inappropriate. She could throw a man of f guard
with them Who could believe that there was steel behind their softness?

He told her that they could talk in a | ounge just down the hall. She walked with him her
Il egs noving swiftly to keep up with his long and quick stride. He did not slow down. If she was so
intent to save time, she could trot for all he cared. His own tinme was al so i nportant.

The | ounge was deserted. He seated hinself in a big confortabl e body-nolding chair. Snick
took a chair, which deflated a few inches to accommopdate her shorter |egs. She was facing him
across a narrow tabl e.

"Just what do you want from me?" he said. He glanced at his watch.

"Don't you want ny identification?"

He waved his hand. "Colonel Paz told me that you wanted to talk to ne."

He intended to get all the data he coul d about her when he got to his office, but he
wi shed to give her the inpression that he was not curious about her

She took from her shoul derbag a small green box and put it on the table. She raised the
screen, punched a button, and inserted the tip of the star on the ID disc into the box. He read
t he di splay, which showed on both sides of the screen, |ooked at her photo on the screen, and
said, "OK. So you're who you say you are."

"I'"ve been authorized to track down a daybreaker. A citizen of Mnday and of Manhattan
Yankev Gad Gril. A doctor of philosophy who teaches at Yeshiva University, an Orthodox Hebrew, a
chessmaster, and a specialist in the works of a first-century A D. Giostic Christian called
Cerint hus."

For a monent, he thought about denying any know edge. Her statenent had been so far from
what he had expected, though he really did not know what to expect, that it had nunmbed him

"Gil!l" he said. "Ch, now | see why you want to talk to nme! | play chess with him But ny
contact has been limted, of course. |I don't know what he | ooks |ike, and we've never spoken to
each other. Intertenporal chess conpetition has very strict rules."

She nodded. "I know. However, Gil is nowin Wdnesday, or at least we think he is. He's a

passi onat e chesspl ayer, a fanatic
"And a great one, too," Caird said.

and he nmay continue his games with you. | don't think he'd be stupid enough to do that,
but his passion for it may override his good sense. He m ght believe that he could transnit his
next nove to you froma public strip and then get away quickly. | said 'might,' but, actually, he

has a good chance of
eluding the organics here. If we don't get an i mediate report, we can't get a satellite fix on
him"
"You want me to report to you or the organics the nmonment | get his transmission? If | do?"
"Report to nme. It may do no good because Gil can set up a delay in transm ssion and be
| ong gone by the tine you get it. But report anyway. Ch, by the way, you haven't already gotten
one fromhim have you?"
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A trick question. No doubt, she had had Bob Tingle's calls checked.

"No, | haven't," he said.

Unl ess he was under surveillance, any calls would not have been recorded in the
conmmuni cations base. If he had received a picture of the chess board with Gil's next nove on it,
he woul d have asked that it be stored until Gil could ask for it. Under normal conditions
Tingle's next nove would then be transnitted to Gil when next Monday came. If Gil had sent his
next nmove to Tingle, it would be stored in Wednesday's data bank and al so at the Manhattan Wrld
Dat a Bank.

Sni ck woul d have checked on this. She al so woul d have asked Wednesday's organi c data
monitors to notify her the nonent that Gril made his nove. Wiy, then, require himto report on
Gil?

Was she really after sonething else? Ws Gil just an excuse to cover up another interest,
the driving interest, in his activities?

He wi shed now that he had confined his chessganes with Gil to just one of his roles. As

it was, every day, in each persona, he had played a gane with Gil. Tonmorrow, Snick would follow
the Giil line to JimDunski. She would know then that Bob Tingle and Ji m Dunski were the sane.
Per haps she already knew that Jeff Caird and Bob Tingle were the sane.

No, that surely could not be. She would have arrested himand by now would be grilling him

in the closest interrogation room Perhaps she really was just looking for Gil.

Wiy, then, had a Sunday organi c been chosen to track down a Monday daybreaker?

What ever her reasons, she nm~ust not see himin Thursday. Actually, she did not have to see
himin the flesh. One ook at JimDunski's face on a data screen woul d be enough

“I"'mnot being too curious, | hope," he said. "I wonder why you were sent after Gil. Wy
is his case so unusual ? From what |'ve heard, daybreakers are handl ed by the organics of each day.
I never heard of an organic using a tenporal visa to go after one."

"W have our reasons."

"Ch, | see. None of ny business.”

"My call nunber is a special one. X-X. Easy to renenber. If Git's gane appears, you wll
call nme at once? No del ay?"

"Of course. X-X." He grinned. "It'll be easy. A double cross."

Her face was blank. Either she did not get the reference or she was cool enough to ignore
it.

1-le |l aughed and said, "Yankev Gil, heh? Do you know what Yankev and Git mean in
Yi ddi sh?"

"No. Should I?"

"Yankev is Janes, which could be Jinmy. Gil neans Cricket. Wich neans that you're
| ooki ng for Jinmmy Cricket."

"l suppose so," she said. "But | don't see anything anusing or relevant init. Am]l
m ssi ng sonet hi ng?"

She | ooked at her watch, and she rose. He stood up, too.

"Just some fun, sonething to nake life a little easier. Puns are a lubricant."

“I think they're stupid," Snick said. "But they're not against the law, though if.

"“You had your way, they would be."

"That's antisocial thinking. No, | wasn't going to say that." Whatever she was going to
say stayed unsaid. She wal ked swiftly away w thout a good-bye, but she did turn her head and say,
"l nmay see you again, Maha Tingle."

"Hope not," he nuttered. But he sighed. Snick was one of the prettiest wonen he had ever
seen, a seal-fairy, but she did not stir adnmiration and lust in him She scared him

He went down the hail, inserted the IDtip into the hole in the door, and entered as it
swung back. The first-shift data banker was already gone. The office was dome-shaped, twenty feet
in diameter across the floor, and walled with strips fromthe floor to the center of the ceiling
In the mddle was a chair
around which was a circular desk. A small control box sat on the desk. He lifted the flap in the
desk and went within the "charned circle." After putting the flap down, he sat in the chair. It
could rotate so that he could see every strip, and it could be tilted back so he could read the
upper displays confortably.

He punched in a code known only to hinself. The strips glowed with the data and
phot ographs that had been on when he had quit work | ast Wednesday. Reluctant to put aside a
proj ect he | oved, he scanned the strips for a few m nutes. This was an unofficial job ordered
unofficially by Paz, who had gotten his orders fromhis superior. Tingle was not supposed to know
who Paz's chief was. But he had found out through an unofficial investigation of which Paz was
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unawar e.

One of Tingle's characteristics was a dangerous curiosity, sometines bordering on the
reckl ess. The i mer council would have been alarnmed if it had known about it. But it had verified
the stability of Jeff Caird's character, and it had not thought of the possibility that Bob Tingle
was not the sane person as Jeff Caird. Caird, in program ng Tingle's character, had indul ged
hinsel f. Yet he knew that he could not have devel oped certain Tingle traits if these had not
existed in enbryo in Caird, sternly suppressed though not aborted.

The first stage of the project was to get statistics on the nunber of people "seni-
permanent|y" stoned and put in storage for the | ast one hundred subyears. These had been dyi ng of
i ncur -
abl e physical diseases or had nental diseases not responding to therapy or were habitual crimnals
who coul dnot be "cured." Wen science found the method for restoring these people to health, they
woul d be dest oned.

That was the theory. The governnent had issued figures about the nunbers of "abeyants," as
they were called. Paz had asked Tingle to find out if the Wednesday worl d governnent was |vying.

O ficial statistics said that 46,947,269 people had been put into abeyance as of when Tingle had
started the project. Tingle, after four subyears of discreet inquiry via nany channels, had found
that the real nunmber was 86, 927,326. This, of course, was only those who had been

sem per manenti zed (governnent jargon) in Wednesday. Tingle and Paz assunmed that the other
daywori ds were doi ng much the sane and that there were approxi mately 609, 000, 000 sem permanents.

Paz had then asked Tingle to determine if any successful therapies to treat the abeyants
had been devel oped during the past twenty subyears. This task was easier than the first. Tingle
had di scovered that enough various "cures" or therapies had been published and put into practice
to permt destoning at |east 30,000,000 of Wednesday's abeyants. By extrapol ation, 210, 000, 000 of
the entire popul ation

Not one of Wednesday's 30, 000, 000 possi bl es had been destoned so that the new techni ques
and therapies could be used on them Nor had any public proposals been made to do so.

"In the first place,” Tingle had said to Paz, "it would take, at the rate of a nillion
cured per subyear, if that could be done, thirty subyears to restore them Meanwhile, at |east
40,000 are piling up, literally, in storage. The backl og of approxi nately 87,000,000 will be
unt ouched.

"There's no need to look for sinister notives in the government's neglect. It just nmade a

promi se that it can't keep. I'msure that others have discovered what | did, but their reports
have been suppressed.”
- rd

"Then all those nillions mght as well have died," Paz had said.

"Not necessarily. Maybe ... soneday ... we'll have the nunber of nedical personnel and the
system and the funds necessary to fulfill that promse."

"Sure," Paz had said. He had | ooked down at his belly and pinched the | owest of his three
chins. "And soneday everybody will eat only the anmount they need."

Tingl e had thought that, if all the world s abeyants were to be cured, their overwhel m ng
nunbers woul d be such a problemthat an eighth day woul d have to be added to the week.

"Why do you want this information?" Tingle had said.

"Perhaps we inmers can use that as a weapon soneday."

"Bl ackmai | ? Extortion? Threat?"

Paz had replied with a grin.

Now, in the |ast stage of the project, Tingle was "ghosting" into biographical data
records and the conversations of sone high officials in both the Manhattan and the world
government. A device that had been nade, he supposed, in the secret |aboratory of the imers
enabl ed himto unscranble the dialogs. At first, he had been pleased with the device. Then he
realized that what the inmmers could do, the governnent secret scientists could do. Wich neant
that the inmmer scranblers could be unscranbl ed any day now or might be right now

He had passed the word on up via his superior, and that had resulted in the inmrers’
changi ng their scranbler formt every few weeks.

Ti ngl e had asked Paz about the notive behind his eavesdropping. Paz had said that Tingle
had no need to know. Tingle's theory, kept to hinself, was that the inmer council meant to use the
infornmation as future protection for itself. O, perhaps, it was using it now to pressure these
officials for its own obscure but doubtless worthy reasons.

During his "ghosting," Tingle had selected and stored cer
tam data. If he should need protection for hinself, he would not be above using it.
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Thinking of this, he was touch~d by a "ghost" of the thought that he, Tingle, would not
hesitate to use blackmail if he had to. But Caird, his Tuesday client, would have consi dered that
di shonor abl e.

Looking at the strips, he was rem nded that he was supposed to get coercion data for
Nokomi s' use. That could not be done today, which nmeant that she was going to be angry with him
He sighed. Snick was his nunber-one priority. If he had time, he could tackle the Castor problem

He muttered, "Castor should have been put in abeyance as soon as possible. Then we
woul dn't be having this crisis.”

The imrer council nust have been aware of what needed doing. But the |egal procedure for
stoning Castor as an incurable required that he be thoroughly questioned. He m ght not have
revealed his inmmer identity to the authorities, especially if he had insisted that he was God. The
i mer council, however, could not take that chance. It had had to keep himalive as a possibly
curabl e mental patient.

Tingl e sighed again and, whistling softly the tune of "The Crimnal Creed," Ko-Ko's song
in Glbert and Sullivan's The M kado, started work on Project Snick. The strip displays were
repl aced by the codes needed to break into the Sunday organic files. These were provided by an
i Mer data bank not to be used except in extrene energencies. Wiich this was. Tingle, however, had
to wield themcarefully, since it was possible that a security systemother than the one he knew
was now bei ng used by the Sunday data bankers.

Sunday' s people were all stoned-except for Snick, of course-but when they awoke on their
appoi nted day, they would know that someone had tried to ghost into the bank. If, that is,
Tingle's requests for data tripped the alarm If this happened, he would have to cover his own
el ectronic tracks. He
m ght even have to w pe out the imrer data bank to keep the organics fromtracing it to the
sour ce.

Wthin fifteen minutes, Tingle had gotten fromsix different sources all the avail able
bi ographi cal data re Panthea Pao Snick. After two hours of trying every safe approach and every
relevant circuit, he gave up trying to get her official orders for her mission. Either they were
i naccessi bl e or she had gotten them verbally.

At |east, he knew all her weaknesses. That is, all that had been recorded. From his own
experience, however, he knew that she could have withheld some of themfrom the governnent
psychicists. He was just going to start his inquiries into Castor when all the operating strips
flashed red and the data displays faded. Startled, he spoke into the strip connected with the
door. His heart was beating fast, telling himthat he was not as calmas he wanted to be. He was
nore di stressed than he had adnmtted to hinself.

“"It's me," Paz's voice said.

The security systemwas set up to warn Tingle and to turn off the displays if anyone tried
to talk to himthrough the strips or inserted a lock-tip into the door hole.

Tingl e pressed a button. The door swung open. Though he knew that Paz woul d have war ned
himif he had a compani on, he swung around on the chair to nake sure. Paz strode in; the door
swung shut.

Tingl e opened his mouth to tell his chief that he had not taken as nuch tinme with Snick as
he had expected. The pal eness and grimess of Paz's face cut off his intention. He said, "Wat's
the matter?"

"The news on the organi c channel! Somebody's been killed in the house next to your
apartnent building! | don't know, of course. It may be just a coincidence, but Castor

Tingle had risen to greet Paz. Suddenly feeling wozy, he sat back down.

Paz said, "Hey, what's the natter?"

In that nmonent, Tingle had becone a little less Tingle and a little nore of Caird.

"Who' s been killed?"

"Hell, | don't know" Paz said loudly. "They were just bringing out the body. | thought
since you live next door
and Castor. . . maybe he was found there and he got killed. O he killed soneone in the house by

nm st ake. "

Paz did not know that Caird |ived next door to Tingle. It was not necessary that he have
that information.

"I think . . ." Tingle said.

Paz said, "Yes?" He | ooked expectantly at Tingle.

Tingl e nade a dismi ssing nmotion with his hand.

"Never mind. Turn the channel on. W'Ill wait and see. This may have nothing to do w th us.
There are a dozen expl anations .
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Paz breathed in deeply several tinmes. "Yes. | probably junped the gun, got spooked. It's
just a coincidence. But if Castor was cornered there and killed, that's all to the good."

The strip showed bl ue-uni fornmed organics on the sidewal k and in the street hol di ng back
the curious. Three news crews were shooting the scene. There were several patrol cars and an
anbul ance fromthe coroner's office parked near the curb. Two nen were guiding a cart down the
steps, its wheels noving up and down to adjust to the steps. On top of the cart, strapped down,
was a green bodybag-fill ed.

The face of Channel 87's on-the-spot reporter, Robert Amanullah, appeared on the screen.
He said, "We've just talked to Maha Aditi Rotwa via

The strip went bl ank.

12.
"Organic cutoff," Paz said. "Wat're they suppressing?"

Wat ever the reason, other cameras were still operating. Paz ordered two other channels
on, and these showed the scene fromdifferent angles. After a thirty-second del ay, Channel 87 came
back on. Amanul | ah was tal king again but not saying a word about the identity of the body. This
was put into the anmbul ance, which noved away slowy through the crowd. Once beyond the onl ookers,
t he ambul ance pi cked up speed but did not turn on its lights and siren. There was no hurry.

From what reporters said, sonmeone had been nmurdered in the house. No details were known as
yet. When the reporters got the story fromthe organics, they woul d broadcast it. Meanwhile.
two of the caneras shifted to the East Side and other reporters took over the on-the-spot news
there. Channel 87 continued its coverage, probably because Amanul | ah was angry at being censored

"It's a clanpdown,” Paz said. "It may be hours before we find out.”

"Or never."

Tingl e rose unsteadily, walked to a wall and activated a strip. He asked a few questions,
listened, then turned to Paz.

"“You heard?"

"Yes. Rotwa lives in the house .

Ti ngl e stopped. He had al most told Pa~ that he knew Rotwa. Or, at |east, had seen her
face many times through her cylinder window in the basenent of that house.

The corpse could be Castor's. O it could be Ozma's. It could not be one of the two
Wednesday occupants because the wonman was still alive. If she had nurdered her husband, she woul d
have been hustled out |ong ago, stoned to prevent an escape attenpt.

There was a code that Tingle could use to ghost into the organic records. This, however,
was to be used only in red-energency situations. Wasn't this one?

"W have to find out if the body was Castor's," he said.

Paz frowned, thought a mnute, then said, "If he's dead, there's no hurry. We'll find out
eventual ly. "

"l doubt that it was Castor," Tingle said. He smled weakly. "Can God be killed?"

Paz stared hard at him then said, "You' re a nice guy and a good man, Bob. But you are
annoyi ngly facetious."

"Fecetious, right? Sorry."

"There's her husband, com ng hone," Paz said. He pointed at a strip. "At least, | think
it's him'

Ti ngl e recogni zed the man but could not tell Paz that he was right. O should he? Wasn't
it about time to reveal to Paz that he lived on Tuesday in that house? If he didn't, he could not
tell Paz that he was in a painful nental squeeze because Ozma m ght have been killed by Castor. On
the ot her hand, perhaps Paz shoul d know about it. He could alert his superiors that Castor was on
Tingle's trail and so was a danger to all inmers.

He scanned the screens. None of the faces in the crowd was Castor's. That madnman m ght
have been tenpted to hang about the scene of the crime so that he could see the body being brought
out and thrill with excitenent. But Castor was too canny for that. He would be | ong gone.

There was a withing, a nmoving thing that hurt in Tingle's
chest. He knew that the little animal of pain gnawing in his breast was the grief that Caird felt.
As Caird's agent, however, he could feel or would only allow hinself to feel the | essened gri ef
that he, Tingle, would experience at the murder of the wife of a client.

That was what Tingle told hinself. Actually, the pain was sharper than that, so nuch so
that he was afraid that it might break through. Should that happen, he would revert, partly at
|l east, to Caird. He could not let that occur

He told hinself, Really, | don't know that Ozma is dead. Neverthel ess, he knew.
"Wl | ?" Paz said.
"I"'msorry," Tingle said. "I was thinking."
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"Does thinking hurt that nuch?"
Tingle forced a snile

"Only when | | augh. Forgive nme, chief. | was thinking that we have to find Castor, get
there fust with the nbstest as the great Bedford Forrester once said."

"Forester? Wat's a ranger

“I't's a historical allusion begat by hysteria, |I'mafraid. Forget it, chief. |I've got all
the data | could get on Snick, and | still don't know if she's really after Gil or her story's a
coverup and she's after me. I .. . we .. . will have to handle her with inprovisations. |'msure
the council has taken action to deal with her. So we won't be w thout help.

"What's inmportant just nowis Castor. I'll go to work on him but | don't think the bank
is going to help ne. Action is what we want, not data. You let ne think about this for a while. If
| cone up with sonething good, I'll |eave work. You can arrange an excuse, but you'd better tel
me what it is before | |eave."

"That's no sweat," Paz said, perspiration sliding down his face. He wal ked out, saying
over his shoulder, "Check in with me before you go, if you go."

"Of course.™

He | eaned back in the chair, eyes closed. Two minutes later, he got a call from Nokom s

"Have you got anything for me?"

“"Not hing yet, nmy dear. |'m swanped with urgent work. | really don't know when | can get to
t he you- know what . "
She frowned and said, "I need the you-knowwhat as soon as possible. Oherw se, my God!"

She rolled her |arge brown eyes and gri naced.

“If it can be done, it will," he said

She told himthat their seven o' clock dinner date woul d have to be changed to eight. The
producer and the choreographer had gotten into a shouting contest, which had beconme a sl appi ng
match until they were pulled apart. Roger Shenachi, the star ballerino, had overdosed hinself wth
a | axative and now, when he | anded froma grand jeté, he becane a pathetic, if |aughable,
spectacle as he ran off the stage.

At another tinme, Tingle would have been anused by all this. He told Nokom s that he had to
go, and he sai d good-bye. Tragedy and danger were stal king him yet he was supposed to cluck-cluck
over her trivia. He knew her well enough, however, to know that if he did not get her what she
want ed he woul d have to endure not-so-nild reproaches.

A hal f-hour later, after pacing back and forth in the office, he gave up on all the plans
he could think of for finding Castor. Wat he needed was sonething to take his mnd off the
problemfor a little while. Then he could attack it with a fresh attitude.

He left the office, went to the urinal, and then went into Paz's office. Paz had a huge
lunch, including a | arge steak, spread out on the desk before him He |ooked at Tingle as if
daring himto conment. Tingle | ooked away fromthe food and said, "I'm going out now No, | don't
have anyt hing good for you. | need to exercise ny body, not ny mind. 1'mgoing to the fencing
gymasi um for a hal f-hour or so."

"You woul dn't be doing it if you didn't need it,
cone up with sonething soon."

"I like to overtake events, not have events overtake ne,
that just m ght happen. Then
I"l'l have to inprovise like hell."’

"One has to be a good inproviser,"'
not to have to. Call ne every hal f-hour."

Paz did not | ook worried; he |ooked guilty. Tingle bowed to himand left, thinking that
his chief was too sensitive about his neat-eating. He, Tingle, did not care what Paz ate, though
he wi shed he would not eat so nuch. Any day now, Paz's superior would have to ignore whatever
i nfluence Paz had used to pressure him and she would force himto go on a diet. If that failed,
he woul d be exam ned for, netabolic dysfunctions and either treated el ectrochenmically or sent to a
"fat farm™

Tingle went on the elevator to the twentieth floor, wal ked down a corridor, and entered
the anteroom of the fencing gymasium After warnming up for ten mnutes, he engaged in two matches
with a wonan and a man, neither of whomwere i mmers or data bankers. He won both, which pl eased
him But, during his shower, he began thinking again about Castor. Conclusion: Since the madman
knew where he, as Caird, lived, he mght al so know where he, as Tingle, lived. The probability was
strengt hened because Tingle lived next door to Caird. Castor m ght have seen himcom ng out of the
apart nment buil di ng.

Since there was nothing else to do, Tingle decided to be a decoy. Though he m ght be

Paz said. "Very well. Only | hope you

Tingle said. "But I'mafraid

Paz said through a nouthful of steak. "But it's better
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wasting his tine, whatever he did could be a tinme-waster. Castor, however, was a fanatic. Hence,
he was not one to burn time as if it were incense. He would be doing whatever he could to get

Ti ngl e unl ess he had sonme crazed plan that involved nentally torturing his chief prey. Wio knew
what evil lurks in the hearts of nmen? The Shadow was not the only one; God al so knew. Actually,
God was The Real Shadow.

"But," Tingle nuttered, "Castor is not really God."

He went down to the Fifth Avenue exit, stepped out into the heat and hailed a cab. After
getting in and telling the driver where to go, he inserted the tip of his ID star into the machine
mount ed on the back of the front seat. The driver scarcely glanced at the ID verification and
credit rating displayed on the front panel. She had never been ripped off and did not expect to
be.

Tingl e watched a news strip on the back of the front seat. The nurder at Bl eecker Street
was not mentioned. It was evident that the government's hand was over the nmouth of the nedia.
There woul d be nothing nore on the news about the event unless the government decided on a coverup
story. So .

Ozma had been killed, and today's authorities had decided that the public would not know about
her. It mght panic at the idea that another day's citizen could be destoned and kill ed.

He shivered with cold at the vision of what night have been done, surely was done, to her
by Castor. That was Tingle's reaction, however. If he were wholly Caird, he would have vomited.

There was no point in trying to elude Snick. That woul d nmake her even nore suspicious-if
she suspected him |f she were not suspicious of him she would be nade so by his unroutine
behavior. He would just go to his apartnent and wait for Castor. O perhaps wander around the
nei ghbor hood.

The cab turned east fromFifth Avenue onto Washi ngton Square North. Tingle, sitting on the
right side, |ooked out across Washi ngton Square. He said loudly, "Stop!"

Startled, the driver said, "Huh!" She pulled over to the curb through the bicyclers. She
turned around and said, "Changed your mi nd?"

"We'll get going in a mnute."

Thirty feet south of the sidewalk was a | arge oak tree. Under its shade were sone tables
and chairs, all occupied by chessplayers. One of the intent garners was a stocky nman in a bl ack
robe. Hs profile was aquiline, his eyebrows were enornmously thick, and his red beard was | ong and
uncut. On top of his red hair was a little black round cap called, if Tingle renenbered correctly,
a yarmul ke.

"Grill" Tingle said. O was it Caird speaking?
For a mnute, Tingle watched him Gil seened so unlike a fugitive fromthe law. |If he was
tensing for the inevitable hand on his shoulder, listening for the heavy footsteps, watching out

of the corners of his eyes for the approaching shadows, he did not show it. Chess seenmed to be his
only concern. He watched the pieces as intently and notionlessly as a praying mantis who had j ust
seen a caterpillar.

Tingle was surprised that Gil had escaped arrest. And then he realized why the man had
been free so long. The organics would be | ooking for soneone like Gil but not too much Iike him
They woul d assune that Gil had shaved his beard, abandoned his yarnul ke, stained his face darker
and put on contact |lenses of a color other than green. But crafty Gil had renai ned an obvi ous
Ot hodox Hebrew. His disguise was hinself.

“I"1l just walk fromhere," Tingle said. He stuck the ID point into the hole so that he
woul d have a record of the mleage to conpare with that of the cab. If someone was tracking him
and that person questioned himlater about his stopping there, Tingle would say that he had gotten
out for exercise. That was the only excuse he could think of for |leaving the cab. No, it was not.
A chess enthusiast, he wanted to watch the players for a while. After all, he had played in
Washi ngt on Square many tinmes before. Some of Manhattan's best were there.

Tingle strolled up to a table near Gil's and watched for a while. After stopping at
anot her table, he went to his real destination. He felt a little strange looking into Gil's smal
green eyes. He was not recognized, yet he knew Gil well. Fairly well, anyway.

He coul d not keep from glancing up through the branches. A sky-eye, if it was watching
him could not see himor Gil now

After a minute, during whi~h neither player noved his pieces Tingle wal ked away. He had no
reason to speak to Gil. The inpulse to warn himhad sped away, as it should. What was Gil to
him today, at |east?

He wal ked sl owly through the shouting and screaning children at play, the mnes, the carts
with nuts, fruit, and vegetables for sale, the vendors with their overhead cargo of brightly
col ored ball oons, the blaring soapbox orators baring their singularly singed psyches, the tunblers
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and acrobats, the nagicians plucking rabbits and roses fromthe air, the unkenpt and foul - nout hed
barbs (Wednesday's ninnies), and the al waysthere plainclothes organics. The latter had the
i ndefi nabl e but obvi ous-to hi mexpression they wore when anmong civilians.

Seei ng them made hi m suddenly aware of the weight of the weapon in his shoul derbag. If he
were stopped for some reason and searched . . . He shuddered. It was not wise to carry the gun
with him Yet he had to because he might find Castor

Thi nki ng of Castor seenmed to conjure him

Tingle faltered in his stride.

First, Gil. Now, yes, there was no doubt about it.

Castor was wal king along fifty feet ahead of himon his right on a path that woul d neet
his.

He renewed his former pace. And he faltered again.

To his left, about seventy feet ahead, also on a collision course, was a wonan wearing a
brown jockey cap and a brown robe decorated with green | ooped crosses. Her shoes were bright
gr een.

13.

Al'l things throughout the universe are connected, but things sinmlar are nore closely connected
t han ot hers

Tingle, Gil, Castor, and Snick were nore or less tightly bound together by the unlawful
acts of three of them And here they were, pulled together in Washi ngton Square by what m ght be
called the law of crinmnal gravity. They were like planets attracted by forces that, in this case,
defied the statistics of probability. All, except Gil, falling toward a conmon center

However, hunan bei ngs were not unconscious forns of matter |ike planets. They coul d decide
to leave their orbits.

Castor was the first to do so. Looking to his left, he saw Tingle. Hi s eyes wi dened; his
pace was checked. And then he ran. God does not run; He is all-powerful and fears nothing. Just
now, however, He fled |ike a human, not |ike one who could float or fly or nmake Hi nself invisible
or zap His eneny with lightning or a quick case of the creeping crud.

Hs flight was a break for Tingle. Snick had turned to watch the tall thin Castor, a
bi pedal gazelle running as if a cheetah were after him Knowi ng that Snick would turn to see who
was chasing Castor, Tingle stepped behind an oak tree. While pretending to be relaxed, a |oafer
| eani ng agai nst the
trunk, he watched the plainclothes organics. Sone of them had seen Castor, but they apparently
thought that |~e was a jogger. Gil was still at the table.

The expected shrilling from Snick's whistle did not cone. The pl ai ncl othes kept their
indifferent but subtly watchful attitudes. Unable to curb his curiosity any |onger, Tingle peeked
around the tree. Castor had vani shed around one of the block buildings on West Fourth Street,
sout h of the square. Snick had her back to Tingle, her hands on her hips, her head slightly
cocked. He could visualize her |ook of puzzlement. Way in hell hadn't she had the conditioned
reflex of all organics and pursued the man? Perhaps it was because she was on a mi ssion and she
was not going to deviate fromit. The running nan was no concern of hers.

He groaned. Wong again. Snick had started trotting south on Thonpson Street. Presently,
she turned right on West Third Street and was hidden by the building there. She was fcdl owi ng
Cast or.

Tingle bit his lip, looked at Gil, who was still playing chess, and stepped out fromthe
shade of the oak. The sun w apped a snotheringly hot blanket around him but he felt cold inside
hi nsel f. What to do? He did not want to run into Snick because he did not want to be associated in
her mnd with Castor. In any event, he could account for his being here. Hi s apartnent building
was only a few bl ocks away.

He did not run, though he wal ked swiftly. If the organics in the square saw three peopl e,
one after the other, start running, they mi ght be curious enough to investigate. On reaching the
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corner of the building at which Snick had turned on Thonpson Street and West Third, he went around
it, too. Neither the chased nor the chaser was in sight. Wen he got to Sullivan Street, he saw
Sni ck, her back to him going around the building on Bl eecker Street. Since there was no one el se
on the street, he ran after her

Before getting to Bl eecker Street, he sl owed down. Wien he got to the corner building, he
stopped and peered around it. Snick, now trotting, was just rounding the corner at MacDou ga
Street. Evidently, Castor had gone north. Tingle ran west on Bl eecker and stopped at MacDougal . He
stuck his head around the corner until Snick had turned left onto Mnetta Lane. Meanwhile, he was
hopi ng that none of the nei ghbors would notice himand his curiosity-arousing behavior

Reaching M netta Lane, he paused | ong enough to make sure that Snick was not in sight. He
went west until he canme to the house at the end of the block. Tingle hid behind a tree, his head
out far enough fromthe trunk for one eye to see Snick. She was still trotting, her robe sticking
to her back with sweat, on the canal road. He waited until she had gone around Jeff Caird's house
on Bl eecker before he stepped out fromthe tree

Tingle ran. The fishers, pedestrians, and bicyclists on the canal road stared at him They
nmust have thought he was crazy to run in this heat; they were crazy just to be out in it. Panting,
sweat stinging his eyes, he stopped at the corner. Not seeing Snick, he stepped out fromthe fence
onto the sidewal k. There she was. Entering the front of his apartnent building. Castor nust have
gone into it. The main front and back entrances were usually left unlocked during the day. Castor
had had no nore trouble getting in than Snick was havi ng.

Tingle could not believe that it was just coincidence that the man had gone into that
bui | di ng.

Paz had told himto call every half-hour. He was fifteen mnutes late. No tine to cal

now. But, as he started wal ki ng, he heard the shrilling fromhis wistwatch. He turned it off and
held it close to his nouth. "Hello." Then he held the watch close to his ear

Paz's voice said, "I was worried. You didn't

"I know. Call in."

He sket ched what had happened and told Paz that he was going to follow the two into the
bui | di ng.

"Do you think that's w se?"

"Just now, | don't know what's wise."

"I can get two nen down there fast and have themtake care of Castor,'
outside to nmake sure that he doesn't |eave."

"He may be going out the back door,"” Tingle said. He was running as he tal ked and was now

Paz said. "You wait

al ongside the building. "I'm headed that way now. "
He stopped at the corner and | ooked around it. Castor was not there, which neant that he
was still inside the building or that he had run out of the back and out of sight. Tingle did not

think that Castor had had tine to do that. 'Mreover, he did not believe that Castor would go out
into the open again. He would be waiting for Snick

While Tingle went up the steps to the back porch, he called Paz and told himthe
si tuation.

"I have to go in. |I don't want Snick to get hurt."

"Why not? She could be as dangerous as Castor. Let himtake care of her, then we'll get
him"
"W don't know that she's after nme," Tingle said. "Any,'
way

There was a pause.

"Anyway what ?" Paz said sharply.

"If people. . . if there are witnesses. . . then the organics will be there al nost
i medi ately. W don't want that, right?"

"Are there people around?"

"No one at the noment," Tingle said.

“I think it's best you get out of there. Let ny people handle this."

"I's that an order?"

Paz coughed and then said, "No. I'mnot there. | don't know exactly. . . I'mnot on the
spot. You have good judgnent, Bob. You go ahead, do what you think the situation demands."

"Doing," Tingle said. "I'mgoing in. Call you later."

"Yes, but-"

Tingle had turned off the transmitter
He pull ed out his blouse, opened his shoul derbag, took the weapon fromthe bag, and stuck
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it into his belt. The bottom of the bl ouse covered the gun. He wal ked swiftly but softly down the
hall to the wide curving steps leading to the second floor. The huge recreation roomwas enpty,
and no sounds from outside or inside reached him The sweat was drying off his face under the

col dness of the air-conditioning, but it seenmed to be pouring out fromhis arnpits. He stopped at
the foot of the staircase and took his gun fromthe belt. It was heavy, weighing four pounds, and
shaped |i ke an archaic automatic pistol. In addition to the firing button, it bore two dials, one
on each side just above the grip. He set its left-hand dial for a tight and narrow beam and t he
right-hand one for full power for the charged particles.

He started up the stairs slowy, listening intently for any sound from above. Before he
got to the top step, he crouched down. He raised his head qui ckly above the last riser but only
far enough so that his eyes were level with the floor of the hall. He held the gun barrel up, its

tip just by the lobe of his left ear

The hall was enpty.

He could wait outside the door of 2E until Snick or Castor canme out. He did not know that
either was in there, but he assumed that they were. He could be wong. Castor mght have fled to a
hi gher floor or he m ght have gone down the back stairs and on out. Neither seened |likely, or
per haps he wanted Castor to he in his apartnent with no way out. \Watever had happened, he had to
check out his apartment.

He stopped before his door and bent his knees so that he could look into the insertion
hol e. He saw not hi ng except darkness, which meant that Castor had not used his weapon to dril
e a hole through the code device inside the door. He straightened up and inserted in the hole that
tip of his disc-star which would transmt the entry code. He waited a few seconds, then pushed in
on the door. It swung easily and noisel essly, stopping short of
the inner wall by a foot. The anteroom and the hall beyond were enpty.

After going inside, he used the knob on the inside of the door to shut it quietly. He did
not want anyone com ng through behind him During the next four minutes, he passed through every
roomsw ftly but quietly, opened closet doors, and even | ooked under the bed, though he felt
foolish doing so.

Then he wal ked al ong the stoner cylinders, pausing at each to | ook carefully at the faces
behi nd the wi ndows. None was Castor's or Snick's. That left the two enpties, his and his wife's.
He had not gone cl ose enough to I ook down to find out if anyone was crouching bel ow t he w ndows.
He had, however, kept glancing at the cylinders behind himwhile checking out the others.

No one was in the roonms or on the bal cony. Anybody here had to be in the two Wdnesday
cylinders. If each was occupi ed, then one person was probably a corpse.

Crouchi ng down so that he would not be seen if Castor dared a peek through the w ndow,
Tingle went to the nearest cylinder. Pointing the gun with one hand, he reached out with the other
and swiftly pulled the door open. The cylinder was enpty. Which neant that the other stoner should
al so be enpty. Unless there were two persons in there and one was dead.

He repeated the procedure and sighed with a nmixture of relief and puzzlenment. No one there
either. Where were they? He was al nost certain that they had not |eft the building.

Frowni ng, he went out onto the bal cony and scanned the nei ghborhood. Snick and Castor were
not in sight. For a nonment, he thought of telling Paz what had happened, but he rejected that.

What good would it do? H s chief could not help him and he night order himout of the building or
tell himto stay in the apartnment. The only thing for himto do was to search the places avail abl e
to him

He wal ked to the hall and started down it to search the other
roons. At its far end was the entrance door. It was luck that allowed himto escape the beamthat
evapor ated the code-| ock device and shot straight down the hall. The gl owi ng white rodshape al nost
touched his left shoulder. A second |ater, the door swung violently inward.

Tingle did not share all the sane reflexes with Caird. He had slowy built up his own
characteristics to correspond with his role. Thus, he stood frozen for a second |longer than Caird
woul d have done. Caird would have instantly thrown hinself down on the floor, his gun held out
pointing at the door even while falling. Tingle did recover in tine to press the firing button
even though he did not know who was com ng through the door

14.
Castor screaned, dropped his weapon, clutched his left upper arm and was gone. Tingle raced after
himand into the hall. The odor of burned flesh and plastic wapped itself around him Castor's

head was just disappearing down the back stairs as Tingle came through the door. Tingle ran after
him but, by the tine he got to the porch, he had | ost Castor. He was tenpted to run out and
circle the building. The madman m ght be hiding around the corner or behind a bush or tree in the
yard. It mght take just a minute to catch and kill him But what if sonmeone saw hi m shooting a
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man? The organi cs would be here in sixty seconds. And if he searched the nei ghborhood, he m ght be
caught because sonmeone had seen the wounded Castor and called the organics.

Castor was not going to get far before he attracted attention and was caught or pursued.
Tingle did not want to be anywhere near Castor when that happened.

It was possible, however, that Castor had a place nearby into which he could dive like a
rat into a hole. Such as, for instance, the tall yellow access tube on the corner of the little
park near the canal. This was an entrance to the underground goodstransportation system |f he had
gotten down there, he was |ong gone.

He waited until his hard breathing had softened before he spoke Paz's codecall into the
wat ch. Paz answered at once. Tingle told himwhat had happened; Paz cursed. Wen he was finished
with his blasphem es and invective, which included a dozen Hi ndustani |oanwords, he said, "M

agents are in your area now. I'll tell themabout this, and I'll send sonme nore. W have to find
Castor now "

"Tell me something | don't know, " Tingle nmuttered. Mdre loudly, he said, "lI'mgoing to
|l ook for Snick. I have an idea where she mght be. Call you later."

By law, at |east one building in every block had to have four extra stoners. These were
nostly used for energencies such as i medi ately stoning people who had been injured in the
nei ghbor hood streets or for the use of organics who had just nmade an arrest. Stoning a suspected
crimnal was a far superior restraining method to handcuffing.

Tingle went to the basenent door, nodding at a couple who had just come down the
staircase. Fortunately, he had put the gun back under the bl ouse. Even so, they | ooked
suspiciously at him though that m ght be his excited inagination. He wal ked down the steps into
anot her recreation room A TV strip was shedding its ghostly light; soneone had forgotten to turn
it off. Whoever had done it was going to be reprinanded and perhaps fined, if the culprit could be
identified. Tingle turned it off.

The emergency cylinders stood in a corner of the utility room Tingle went by themto a
wal | panel marked EMER CYL PWR and slid it into the recess. The nunber-three button was gl owi ng.
Ti ngl e punched it, and the light went out. He went to the cylinder marked NO 3 and opened the
door. Snick was slunped down in it, her head agai nst her drawn-up knees. She was gray-blue and
hard and cold as netal to the touch. A bruise on her forehead indicated that Castor had knocked
her
sensel ess. O perhaps he had killed her. In any event, he had not had time to nutilate her, if he
meant to, as he had Doctor Atl as.

Tingl e shut the cylinder door, returned to the control panel, punched the nunber-three
button, and then turned the PWR rheostat to ON. A second |ater, the rheostat automatically
returned to the OFF position. He went to the cylinder, swng the door open, bent down, and put a
finger on her jugular. It was pulsing feebly. Good! O was it good? Alive, she was a danger
t hough not if she could be hidden away sonepl ace.

After stoning her again, he stood thinking for a nmoment, then called Paz over his
wristwatch. The tiny scranbler in the watch woul d nake the transm ssion unintelligible to anyone
listening in except Paz. The governnent had the right to tap into any transnmission; it had al so
given its citizens the right to use scranblers, providing themwith the illusion of freedom Put a
| eash on the dog but nake it happy by naking the | eash a | ong one.

He told Paz just what had happened.

Paz said, "I'll send two agents to get her out of the house."

He said, "I have to know where she's being taken."

Paz said sharply, "Wy is that?"

"l have to question her, find out what she's up to. | won't feel safe until | do so. Not
about her, | mean. Castor's another matter."

"We'l| take care of that."

"I don't like working in the dark," Tingle said. "Anyway, you really need me for the
interrogation."

Paz sighed. After a pause, he said, "Very well. As soon as the situation's stable, I'l
notify you."

He sounded as if his mouth was full of food. He had probably stuffed it as soon as he
realized that Tingle was going to argue about his orders.

After being told to stay in his apartnment until he heard from
Paz, Tingle went upstairs. He called the Departnment of Repairs and Pl unbing and ordered a new code-
lock installed. He was told that that could not be done until tonorrow. That is, next Wednesday.
Ti ngl e cancel ed the order. He called Paz, who was begi nning to sound cross and harassed. Paz said
that he woul d send soneone to install a new lock within the hour. It was not wise to bring DORAP
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in. It mght investigate the matter, and how coul d he explain the danage? The corpspersons woul d
realize that only a charged-particle weapon coul d have burned through the lock. Tingle said that
he knew that, but npst corpspeople he had nmet were not inquisitive about the cause of the damage.
They were required by law to record the cause, but that was usually as far as the matter went.
Unl ess some high official got nosey.

"This is getting worse and worse," Paz said. "I hope you don't have any nore
difficulties~"

"I don't make them™" Tingle said, and he cut Paz off. Paz was beginning to sound as if he
were at the cracking point or perilously close. Perhaps the imer council should be told to watch
Paz closely for signs of enotional instability. The trouble with that was that he would have to
send the suggestion through Paz. No. He could do that through his Thursday superior, who would see
to it that Thursday's council got word. It would then transmt the suggestion to Wednesday's. But
that council would not know about it until it was destoned on Wednesday.

Ti ngl e shrugged. He was not so calmand relaxed and in control of hinmself. W was he to
throw stones at Paz?

He went into the bathroomand turned up the power on his watch so that he could hear it
above the shower water. The bathroom door was | ocked, and his weapon lay on a rack to one side of
the shower. Though he did not think that Castor would return, he was not going to be careless.

Then he heard a shrilling and saw orange flashing. He swore. The sound and |ight canme, not
fromhis watch, but fromthe
strip on the wall opposite the shower cubicle. The soap slipped out of his hands. He started to
pick it up, clianged his mnd, turned the water off, and pulled the shower door back. Wwo could it
be? Nokomi s? If she came hone early for sone reason, he would have a hard tine getting away from
her to call Paz.

He felt the soap under his foot, and he fell backward.

When he awoke, he was in a hospital bed. Nokonis' broad but beautiful face hung above him

"No, I'"'mnot going to be careless,” he nuttered.

Nokom s said, "What did you say, dear?"

Hs mnd felt jellied, though not so much that he coul d not understand her when she told
hi m what had happened. She had been called fromthe stage during a crucial point in the rehearsal
But he was not to worry about it. He was far nore inportant to her than her career. The producer
and nost of the cast were furious with her, but he was not to be disturbed by that. To hell with
them The hospital had called her, and she had rushed down in a taxi. And she was so happy that he
had not been kill ed.

However, she was puzzl ed because, so the hospital said, it had gotten an anonynous call
The anonym had spoken through a strainer, which renoved all possibility of identifying the caller
by a voiceprint. After saying that Tingle was unconscious in his shower, the caller gave the
address and turned off the strip. Wen the paranedics got to the apartnent, they found the door
unl ocked- she said nothing about the | ock nmechani smand Tingle was |ying senseless in the shower.
The whol e thing was so strange.

By the tinme she was through, Nokonis | ooked nore suspicious than concerned. Tingle said
that all he knew was that he had slipped on a bar of soap

The attendants brought up a nmachine and subjected himto various tests. After a while, a
doctor canme in and read the results. He told Tingle that he had no serious injury and that he
could go home as soon as he felt strong enough. However,

a few mnutes later two organics cane to question him Tingle repeated what he had told Nokom s
They | ooked grave, and one said that he woul d see Tingle agai n next Wednesday.

After they had left, Tingle groaned. Wen Wednesday rolled around, he woul d be questioned
again. If he did not have an explanation to satisfy the organics, and he probably would not, he
woul d be given the ultimate inquisition. Truth nist would be sprayed at him and, after he had
breathed that, he could not lie. He would tell the organics all that they asked.

And he and the other inmers would hunpty-dunpty into utter ruin

"One bad thing after another, each worse than the one before it!" he nuttered.

"What, dear?" Nokonis said.

“Not hi ng i nportant."

Fortunately, Nokomis had to go to the toilet. Wiile she was gone, he called Paz again, and
Paz cursed agai n.

"Quit it!" Tingle said sharply. "My wife'll be back in a m nute! Wat happened to ne?"

Paz settled down and rapped out an expl anation. The agent who had cone to repair the
doorl ock had found himin the shower. He had put the weapon in his own shoul derbag and had t hen
called the hospital. Tingle quickly told Paz about the organics and the inevitable interrogation
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Paz said, "That can be avoided, | think. I'll pass on the nmessage. Wat a ness!"”
He paused, then said, his voice very |low and soft, "Bob, |I've got even nore bad news."
Tingle said, "Wait! | hear ny wife!"
He listened for a few seconds, then said, "Tell it quick. She's stopped in the hall to

talk to sonebody."

"I got a recording," Paz said. "Fromyesterday. It said | should tell you that Oznma Wang
is dead. | don't know what that means, but

"CGod!" Tingle said. Then, "I think ny wife's about to come in. I'll talk to you later."

He cut off the transm ssion and put his armdown by his side. He felt something quiver
inside him a thing struggling to get |oose and ravage him It was, he knew, grief, but it was
deep within him far away. It had to be Jeff Caird's grief for the death of his wfe.

Nokomi s entered the room stopped, and said, "Wre you tal king to sonmebody?"

"No. Why?" he said. The thing that was struggling in himwas quieting down now

"I saw your watch close to your nouth. You nust

"No, | wasn't talking to anybody. | just happened to be w ping ny nouth with the back of
my hand. For God's sake, Nokomis! |f people were classified granmmatically, you'd be in the
accusative case!"

She stiffened, glared, and said, "You needn't be so touchy!"

“I'"'msorry, dear. It nust be the injury to ny head."

On the way hone in a taxi, Nokomis said, "The whole thing does | ook peculiar, doesn't it?
VWhat coul d we have that anyone el se doesn't have? Is there sonebody you haven't told nme about,
sonmebody who hates you and is crazy enough to revenge hinmself? O ... herself? You never told ne
about anyone who m ght hate you that nuch, but

Tingle told her that he needed silence until he felt better. Wuld she nmind not talking?
Any noi se hurt his head. Nokom s stiffened and noved away fromhim He was too upset to worry
about offending her. Hi s doubts and anxieties were whirling himaround |ike Dorothy's house in the
tornado. He had to talk to Paz again and find out if neasures had been taken to deal with his
schedul ed interrogation on the coni ng Wdnesday.

After a few m nutes, he calnmed down, and he tried to talk his wife into going back to
wor k. She refused to |l eave himuntil she was sure that he was entirely recovered fromhis fall
She woul d
not listen to his argunment that the hospital exam nation had showed wi thout a doubt that he was
not dangerously injured.

He gave up on her and spent a nore or |ess quiet evening (no evening with her was really
qui et) until she said that she was going to bed. Know ng that she would not sleep until he was
besi de her, he said that he did feel tired. He planned to sneak out into another roomand call Paz
as soon as she started snoring. However, while waiting for her to do so, he fell asleep

He woke up with the alarmstrip whistling. For a nmonent, he was confused because of the
vi vidness of a dream Snick had been calling for help from sonewhere in a fog, but he could never
find her. Though he had several tines seen vague dark figures in the msts that m ght be her, he
could not get close to them

Hel pl ess, he raged inside hinmself against hinself. A man who was a different persona every
day shoul d not be narried. Though he had known that well, he had allowed his strong need for the
donestic life to overcone his reason. Only the Father Tom Zurvan persona had never married, and he
had had to be very disciplined and stern with hinself when he had built that role.

Just before they went into their cylinders, Nokom s kissed himgood night, though not as
passionately as she usually did. She had not fully accepted his excuse for not trying to get
coerci on data on her colleagues. He stepped into the cylinder, turned around, and waved at her. In
the dimlight through the wi ndow he saw her face petrify. He | ooked at his watch to check that the
power had been applied to her cylinder. A delay circuit that he had installed behind the wall gave
hi m enough tine to get out of the cylinder and inflate his dummy.

Two minutes later, he ran out of the apartnent building. H's dash toward the buil ding
across the southwest corner of Washi ngton Square was acconpani ed by the wailing of sirens and the
flashing of orange lights fromthe public strips.

Thur sday- Wr | d

VARI ETY, Second Month of the Year

D5- WL (Day-Five, Wek-One)

15.

Janes Swart Dunski, professional fencing instructor, stepped out of his stoner. At the sane tineg,
Rupert von Hentzau, his wife, wal ked fromher stoner. They enbraced warmy and sai d, "Good

nmorni ng. " Rupert was nude, gol den-coppery, wllowy, kinky-haired, and beautiful. The genes of her
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Anerican nul atto, Afrikaans, and Sanpan ancestors had produced a striking wonman, one whose body
and face made a magnetic field that clanped on to the attention of nales wherever she went.
Sonetimes, she was an artist's nodel; nore often, a fencing instructor

Havi ng greeted one wi fe, Dunski enbraced the other two, Malia Maljetoa Snit and Jannie
Si meona White. He al so enbraced the other husbands and three children, none of whom he was sure
was his, though he could have established his fatherhood by genetic-blood tests. Al chattering
except Dunski, who felt Tingle struggling to keep his persona, they trooped fromthe basenent room
to the ground-1level comunity room Any other day, Dunski would have enjoyed the verbal byplay,
the ass-sl appi ng and breast-rubbing. This Thursday, he was being i nvaded by a partial recall of
the last two days. It angered him though he also admtted to hinself that the intrusion was
necessary. Jim Dunski could not |ive for Thursday
only. He could be hurt badly at any noment by Tuesday's and Wednesday's bad events.

One benefit fromhis present situation was that Rupert was an imrer. She, however, was a
citizen of this day only. He was desperate to tell her their dangerous situation at once, but he
had no acceptabl e excuse to get her aside. They would have to go through the rituals and
conventions all had | ong ago agreed upon

First, the sleepy children were put to bed.

Second, they nassed in the huge bathroom brushed their teeth, washed whatever needed
washing and urinated, if need be.

Third, they went to the kitchen and drank mlk and, if hungry, ate some berries and cerea
with mlk. By then the joshing, touching, stroking, and rubbing had swelled the penises and
ni ppl es and started the natural |ubrications.

Fourth, they went into the living room sat down in chairs arranged in a circle, and spun
a mlk bottle. This was an antique, which m ght have been used by children a thousand or nore
years ago at parties. Its purpose was rather nore serious now, a denocratic pure-chance procedure
designed to avoid jeal ousy and favoritism

Dunski hoped that he would get Rupert first so that he could informher of what she deeply
needed to know. However, the bottle he spun pointed at Malia when it stopped. Sighing, though not
noti ceably, he went with her into a bedroomand did what he would at another tine have thoroughly
enj oyed, though not as much as if she had been Rupert. Afterward, Malia said, "Your heart, not to
mention other things, didn't seemto be init."

“"I't'"s no reflection on nmy love for you," he said. He kissed her dusky cheek. "Every man
has his down days and his up days."

"I"'mnot conplaining, mnd you,” Malia said. "I love you, too. But I think, if you don't
m nd ny saying so, today's one of your down days."

"“You were faking your orgasns?"

“Never! | don't fake!"

"Vell, I"'msorry. | nust be off my feed or ny biorhythmor sonething."

"I forgive you, although there's really nothing | have to forgive," Mlia said. "Don't
worry about it."

They went to the bathroom Dunski thinking that she should not have conplained if she
t hought it uninportant. They found Jan Markus Wells and Rupert there. While washing, Dunski tried
to catch Rupert's eye so that he could sign to her that he wanted to speak privately to her. She
was too occupied in douching to see him

They returned to the Iiving room where they had to wait four mnutes for the other
couple. This tinme, chance did its best for Dunski. Wen he spun the bottle, it stopped with its
opened end pointing at Rupert. Sighing quietly with relief, he went hand in hand with her to
anot her bedroom It reeked of sexual scents, and the bedcl othes were sweat-soaked. He, Dunski, was
accustoned to this, but Tingle, |ooking over his shoulder, and Caird, |ooking over Tingle's
shoul der, might have caused his slight revulsion

Rupert lay down on the bed and stretched out, her hands behi nd her head, her back arched,
her perfectly conical breast~ staring nipplew se at the ceiling. He sat down by her, took her
hand, and said, "Let's skip the |lovenmaking, Rupert. I . . . we're in trouble. W have to talk
about it."

She sat up and said, "Deep trouble?"

He nodded and squeezed her hand. After sketching the | ast two days, he said, "So, you see,
we have to figure out what to do today. We'll have to omit much of what we usually do. But we
can't attract attention.”

She shudder ed

"This Castor . . . it seens inpossible . . . what a nonster!"

"He has to be found and stopped. And | have to find out where Snick is and get the truth
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out of her."

"And if she's a danger to us?"

"I don't like it, but she'll have to be stoned and hi dden away."

"Better her than us, right?"

"1 suppose so."

"Wn't that nake us no better than she?"

"Damm it," he said. "I'lIl westle with the ethics when | have to. First, | have to find
her. 1'll have to go to ny contact. He's probably gotten the word by now, though, and he'l
probably call ne."

"How are you going to question Snick? You can't |et her recognize you. If you do, you have
to stone her no matter what she's doing here. She is an organic."

"She'll be in deep chem cogenic hypnosis. She won't renenber nme when she conmes out of it."

"Poor Ozma," Rupert said. "She died because she was your wife."

"I"'msorry | had to tell you about her. |'ve never said anything about the other days
unless it was imer business.”

"That's all right," she said. She rel eased his hand and hugged her knees. "I've al ways

wonder ed about your other lives. Especially the wonen."

"Those wonmen are not mine, not JimDunski's. Dunski isn't a stranger to those other nen,
but he knows them as slight acquaintances."

That was not entirely true. He did not wi sh, however, to talk about them The |ess she
knew, the better for her and for him

Rupert got off the bed and hugged himclosely. "I'mscared.”

"So am|. Wary, anyway. Listen. If | tell you at the gymthat | have to | eave, you'll know
that | got word about Castor or Snick. | won't be keying-out because | don't want the Credits
Bureau to know that | was even at work. I'll lose today's credits, but it can't be helped. |I've
got overtine credit anyway. That'll help."

"Why work at all?"

"Because | want sonmething to do to take ny nind off this, keep ne fromworrying. Also, ny
superior will expect to contact ne there. And | don't want to miss out on any nore practice than |
have to. Got to keep in shape, you know "

Rupert asked himto describe Castor so that she would know himif she saw him Dunsk
listed in detail Castor's physical characteristics and his clothing. Then he said, "He thinks he's
God. And he thinks I'm Satan. In a way, that's to our advantage. If he was just slightly insane
and wanted to destroy us imers, he'd just turn us in to the governnment. You know what t hat
means. "

She shivered again and said, "Wuld you take the cyani de?"

"I hope so. | swore an oath. You did, too. W all did."

"It's the only thing to do. The only | ogical and honorable thing, | nean. But

There was a knock on the door. Malia called, "You going to stay in there forever?"

Dunski told her that they would be out in a mnute. He said to Rupert, "I'mgetting fed up
with this group marriage thing. I'mjust not the type to integrate well with it. | need nore

privacy, and | resent all the denands nade on ne."

Rupert's eyes wi dened.

"You really feel that way?"

"Wuld | say it if | didn't?"

"No. It was just a rhetorical question. To tell the truth, Jim |I'mpretty irked
sonetimes. And | do get a little jealous, though I know | shouldn't."

"As soon as this business is cleared up, let's quit. Declare the contract null and void.
If we're lucky, we can do it today. This is just not working out for ne and, obviously, not for

you. |'m basically a nonogam st."

She sniled and said, "Yes. Only one wife for you. One for each day, that is.”

"When | created the persona of JimDunski, | didit with group narriage in mnd. Dunsk
was the type of person who would fit right inwith it. But | failed. O |I'mbeing too nuch
i nfluenced by ny other personae. | don't know what in hell's wong, but | just can't take this
anynore."

"We'll talk about it later," she said. "W'd better get going."

"Meanwhi l e, no deviation fromthe routine."

Whi ch neant that there would be no bottle-spinning the third time because this coupling
had been determ ned by the previous two. Jannie Wiite was Dunski's next. He went with her into the
bedroom and did no better than with Malia. No better was satisfactory but not a cause for ringing
bells, blow ng whistles, and setting off firecrackers.
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"You' d better get nore sleep before tonight,"
supper. "

Dunski grunted and headed for the bathroom He went to bed by hinself, after telling the
others that he had had trouble with insomia and was going to use the deep-sl eep-wave nachi ne. He
crawed into the wall niche, attached the electrodes to his head, and |ay down on his back. Before
turning the device on, he thought about Castor. The man had probably | ong ago nade provisions for
daybreaki ng. That required fake ID star-discs and al so the knowl edge of how to inplant fal se
records in the data bank. The latter could be | earned, however; it was not a data banker nonopoly.

Castor could hide in the ancient subway system part of which still existed, and he could
steal or rob food. But that would bring the organics in. They would be | ooking for himanyway, and
they mght figure out that he was the thief. Then they would search the area in depth. He woul d
not have much chance of escaping the odor sniffers and heat and sound detectors.

After trying to think of where Castor could be hiding out, JimDunski came to the sane
concl usion as before. He had no way of finding out. He would find Castor when Castor found
him The madman had attacked hi monce and would try again.

The al arm woke him He went through the routine of eating breakfast, always a noisy
ritual, of washing, then helping to get the children off to school. He and Rupert wal ked into the
ten o' cl ock heat and were sweating before they got to the building, which had once housed New York
Uni versity students. Their pupils were waiting in the air-conditioned gymasium their padded
sensor - packed uni forms on and hol di ng masks and foils. The two greeted them and work started. At
anot her tinme, Dunski woul d have been eager to instruct, especially one of them a long-arned lithe
yout h who had the nmaki ngs of a chanpion. Try hard though Dunski did, he could not keep Castor and
Snick out of his mind. The youth scored twice on him the bells clanoring and orange |ights
flashing on a wall strip as the sensors transmtted the exact point of thrust.

"You're inproving enormously,"” Dunski said after he took his mask off. "And I'moff ny
feed. Not that you.woul dn't have gotten nme, anyway."

He was relieved, instead of tensing up, when he saw a man and a wonan enter the gymmasi um
Though he had never seen them before, he knew that they were inmers. Their sniles were strained,
and their eyes fastened upon himas if they were radar beans. He said, "Excuse nme," to the youth
and wal ked in what he hoped was a casual nmanner to the two. One was a gaunt nman with a bi g nose,
Iight skin, and pal e-wheat hair. He | ooked as if he was about forty-five subyears old. The woman
was young and pretty and obviously had nany Asiatic |ndian ancestors.

The man nmade no effort to introduce hinmself. "We're to take you there at once,"” he said.
The right hands of the two strangers were fisted, the thunmb held under the first two fingers.
Dunski closed his hand quickly in the identification sign, held it |Iong enough for themto see it,
and opened hi s hand.

"Be with you just as soon as | change," he said. He wal ked
toward the | ocker room and they followed him Wen they were in front of the |ocker that held
Thursday's clothes, he voice-activated the strip on the inside of the door. Channel 52 blared
current hit nunber four of the juvenile "pizza" nusic, "I"mA one on~ a Bicycle Built for Two."
The man grimaced and said, "Is that necessary?"

"To cover up our voices, yes," Dunski said. Wile he was renpving his fencing clothes, he
sai d, "Has she been destoned yet?"

"l don't know. Let's wait and see.”

"Silence is the word, then?"

The two nodded. Two minutes later, they left the building. Dunski felt dirty and self-
consci ous because he had not showered, but he knew that he could not waste the tine for that.
Nevert hel ess, he thought that under the circunstances, the couple could have been nore polite.
They did not have to walk so far away fromhim He shrugged and nuttered, "Ah, well."

Though the air was even hotter, dark clouds were massing in the west. The mneteorol ogi st on
the public news strip on a street-corner post foretold a drop in the tenperature and a heavy rain
by seven that evening. Dunski thought briefly of the nelting Arctic icecap and the rising waters
al ong the seawal | s surroundi ng Manhattan |sland. Thousands were working on themnow in the searing
sun, addi ng another foot to the height so that Manhattan woul d be safe frominundation for another
ten obyears.

The three wal ked west on Bl eecker Street, turned north at the house where-he tried not to
think of it-Ozma Wang had been nurdered and mutil ated, and wal ked al ong the side of the canal. At
the man's whi spered direction, Dunski turned |left and crossed the Wst Fourth Street bridge. He
turned |l eft again at Jones Street and stopped midway in front of the bl ock building. The nan
st epped ahead of him punched a button by
the wi de green door, and waited. Whoever was inside, seeing themon the slanting strip above the

Jannie said. "I usually take a nap before
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door, was satisfied that they had business there. The door swung open, and a bl onde woman with
bl ue eyes and very dark skin waved themin. She | ooked as if she was about thirty subyears ol d.
Dunski thought that she had had an optic pignentation renoval, all the rage then and not only in
Thur sday. The governnent was trying to nmake Honp sapi ens one brown species, but the people, as
usual , had found ways to bypass official policy. "Pigchange," as it was called on this day, was
not illegal if the governnent was notified of it.

They went silently down a hall and stopped hal fway before a door bearing a plaque with the
nanes of the seven days' occupants. Thursday's were Karl Marx Martin, MD., Ph.D., and WIson Tupi
Bunbi ossom Ph.D. The blonde inserted an IDtip into the hole and pushed the door open. They
entered an apartnent |like nost, a hall running the width of the building with roons on either side
and the kitchen at the end. While they were going down the hall, the blonde said, "This isn't ny
pl ace. Martin and Bunbl ossom are on vacation in L. A They have nothing to do with us. They don't
know we're using their apartment.”

"Then you'll have to get Snick out of here before midnight,"” Dunski said.

"Of course.”

The apartnent | ooked drab and unused because the decorative wall strips had not been
swi tched on. They passed the stoner room where Dunski counted nineteen cylinders. Fourteen adults
and five children. The faces were those of statues; the eyes did not know that they were staring
at crimnals.

The bl onde opened the door to the personal possessions closet, pushed aside a rack of
clothes and said, "Bring her out."

The gaunt man and the dark woman pull ed out Snick, huddled in a near fetal position
Dunski bent over to | ook at her.

The brui se where Castor had struck her was a dark red. Her eyes were closed, which, for sone
reason, nmade himfeel relieved. Their hands around her head, they dragged her to an enpty stoner
and shoved her inside. The gaunt man cl osed the cylinder door; the dark woman went to the wall and
opened a panel. "Not yet," the gaunt nan said.

16.

The gaunt nman bent down to reach into his shoul derbag, which he had put on the floor. He
straightened up with a gun in his hand. Holding it out to Dunski, he said, "Do you want it back?"

Dunski took it and said, "Thanks. As long as Castor is alive, | want it."

The man nodded and said, "We're still |ooking for him Now, we've been told about your
situation, but I'd like to hear it fromyou. W don't have all the details; we have to evaluate
the situation.”

“"It's nore than a situation, it's a predicanent."”

"How about tal king over coffee?" the blonde said. "Or isn't this going to take that |ong?"

"Cof fee'd be fine," Dunski said.

They went to the kitchen and all sat down except for the blonde. She inserted her IDtip
into the cabinet door marked PP-TH. She swung the door open and said, "I had the |ID nmade when
found out Martin and Bunbl ossom were goi ng on vacation. I'ma good friend

The gaunt man coughed, and he said, "That's enough. The | ess Oom Dunski knows about us,
the better."

"Sorry, Com Gar-"

The bl onde clipped off the rest of his nane and | ooked enbarrassed.

"You tal k too nmuch, Tante," the gaunt man said.

"Il watch it,"” the blonde said. She was silent as she renoved two cubes of stoned
coffee, put themin the wall, closed the door, pushed a button, opened the door, and renoved the
coffee in its paper containers. The gaunt man said, "I'Il tell you what we know, and then you fill
in. W got our data from . . a verbal source. The data lines weren't used, of course, except to

transmit to our superior."”

VWi | e Dunski was tal king, the blonde poured coffee for themand silently indicated the
cream and sugar containers. By the tinme that he had drunk two cups, Dunski had given themall that
t hey shoul d know.

There was a long silence after he quit tal king. The gaunt man stroked his chin, then said,

"We'll have to find out what this Snick knows. Afterwards, we decide."

"Deci de what?" Dunski said.

"Whet her we kill her before we stone her again or just hide her sonmeplace. If we don't
kill her, there's always the chance that she m ght be found. If she is, then she can talk."

Dunski grunted as if he had been hit in the ribs, and he said, "I knowit may be
necessary, but

"You knew when you took the imrer oath that you might have to kill soneday," the gaunt nan
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said. His dark brown eyes |ooked steadily into Dunski's. "You aren't thinking of arguing about
this, are you?"

"No, of course not. | don't take the good but dodge the bad. Watever's in the package,
accept. But killing. . . it should be done only if absolutely necessary."
"I know that," the gaunt nman said. He tipped his cup, swallowed the |ast of his coffee,

set the cup down, and stood up. He nodded at the blonde. "Tante, you get Snick ready."

The bl onde told the dark woman to fol l ow her. The gaunt
man put the shoul derbag on the table and began renoving the interrogation tools. Dunski | ooked
away fromthem and out through the sheers over the tall and wi de wi ndow. There were only a few
pedestrians and cyclists on the street, none loitering. All were intent on their own affairs or
seenmed to be. If there were any organics anmong them they did not | ook toward the w ndow.

I nnocents, Dunski thought, ninding their own business, unknow ng that sonething bad was about to
take place a few feet fromthem Bad. Not evil. The imers were not trying to overthrow the
government. They just wanted to live within its forns-nore or |ess-w thout being disturbed, and
they hoped to change it just enough so that all would have true freedom Wat harmwas there in
t hat ?

The gaunt man put sone of his tools back into the bag and took the rest into the living
room "We'll put her there," he said, indicating a sofa. "All of you . . . get out of her sight."
He tied a handkerchief over his face and stood by the cylinder with a gas-spraying can in his
hand. The bl onde woman, at a nod fromhim turned the power on. A second |later, the power having
gone of f automatically, she closed the panel

The gaunt man had the door open and had shot the gas into the cylinder and cl osed the door
again before the blonde had turned away fromthe panel. Dunski glinpsed Snick's w de open eyes,
her agoni zed face, and her attempt to rise fromher wonb-crouch. He saw her face at the w ndow and
the pal ms of her hands. Both face and hands slid away. The gaunt man | owered the handkerchief to
his neck and counted thirty seconds by his watch before he opened the door. Snick fell as it swung
out, her head striking the floor, her |egs doubled beneath her, buttocks in the air

Dunski hel ped the dark woman carry Snick's linp body to the sofa. "Gaunt," as Dunsk
t hought of him passed a circular device, held in his fingertips, over her upturned face and body.
After telling Dunski and "Dark" to turn her over, he noved the
device over her back. As it passed over her left thigh, it shrilled. Gaunt said "Ah!" and brought
the device back to the area that had triggered it. He took a pen fromhis robe pocket and outlined
a two-inch square area in red. Having put the round device in the pocket, he renmpbved a thin
cylinder with a bulb at its end. Holding this bulb close to Snick's skin inside the square, he
moved it slowy until it shrilled nost |oudly.

Gaunt took a pair of thick opaque spectacles fromhis pocket. He put these on and bent
over to stare at the area. Then lie marked a tiny X alnost in the center of the square. He took
of f the spectacles, folded them put themin the pocket, and said, "Transmitter. Homing pigeon.
It's not activated, of course.”

"How do you know?" Dunski sai d.

"I'f it was, we'd be in custody by now. "

Gaunt placed a reader on her pulse. "Alittle fast," he said, "but that's nornmal with the
gas." He turned a dial on the reader and held the nachine on her arm "Bl ood pressure nornal
consi dering the circunstances."

Dunski felt an inpulse to close Snick's hanging jaw but repressed it. The others m ght
think that he had sone synpathy for her

"I don't know what the blow on her head did to her," Gaunt said. "Let's hope that it
hasn't addl ed her wits. O that she doesn't die on us froma fractured skull."

"Not until the questioning is over, anyway," Dunski said.

Gaunt seemed unaware of the sarcasm "Yes."

Gaunt passed a vein selector over her lower armand stopped it when an orange |ight
flashed fromits end. He noved it slowy back and forth until the light was at its brightest. Then
he pressed the point against the skin and lifted it away. A round orange snudge nmarked where the
i njector should enter. He rubbed al cohol on the skin; the orange mark was not dissolved. Wth a
t hrowaway hypodermic air syringe, he injected three cubic centineters of a dark reddish |iquid.
Snick's eyelids fluttered.

Gaunt followed the questioning procedure of the Organic Department by the book. For al
Dunski knew, . Gaunt m ght be an organic. Though he was asking questions in the nanner and form
required by law, he departed fromthe |egal procedure in all other respects. There were no judges
present, no doctor, no defense |lawer, no camera recording crew, no state prosecutor, no data
banker to testify that the one questioned was indeed the one the state had identified as Panthea
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Pao Sni ck.

Gaunt rnust have used her ID star-disc to check out all the data therein, but there were
things that he had not been able to find out, otherwi se he would not be interrogating her now.

One of the missing itens was the reason for her mssion

He went straight to the heart of natters and asked her what that was. He did not do it by
putting a single question to her and then letting her pour out all she knew about the nission. The
drug did not open the dam What she knew had to be pulled out itemby itemthrough a patient
interrogation. But they came out quickly and easily like well-oiled bureau drawers.

When he was done, Gaunt sat down on a chair near her. Sweat was runni ng down his forehead
as if the air-conditioning had gone off.

“I"'mrelieved that Snick wasn't |ooking for us," Gaunt said. "But she would have stunbled
on us eventually. In fact, she did, but we were |ucky we got her before she could informthe
organi cs."

Snick's primary nission had been to find and arrest a daybreaker nanmed Morni ng Rose
Doubl eday. She was a scientist who had held a high position in Sunday's Departnent of Genetics.
She was suspected of being a nmenber of a secret organization dedicated to the violent overthrow of
t he governnent, though, so far, the organization had commtted no violent crines. Wen Sunday's
organi cs had gone to arrest her, they found that she had gone underground. Someone had warned her
probably someone in the organics force.

Doubl eday was so inportant that Snick had been given a tenporal visa to track her down.
VWil e in Monday, Snick had been told about Gil and asked to keep an eye out for him Wen she was
i n Wednesday, Snick had al so been told that another dangerous crimnal, Doctor Chang Castor, was
on the | oose. Wuld she, while searching for Doubl eday, report to the organics if she heard
anyt hi ng about hi n?

The governments of the various days wanted her true nission kept as quiet as possible.
Thus, Snick had pretended to be | ooking for the nobst innocuous of the crinmnals, Gil, when she
had tal ked to Tingle. She nmust have known that this was a flinmsy reason. Tingle would wonder why a
Sunday organi ¢ was | ooking for a Monday daybreaker. But she was inmune from questioning by a
civilian, and she nust not have cared what he thought.

When Sni ck had seen Castor in Washi ngton Square Park, she had followed him She shoul d
have summoned organics to help her arrest him but she had some reasons, all invalid, of course,
to suspect that Castor night be a nennber of the organization to which Doubl eday bel onged. Unlike
her superiors, she thought it likely that Doubl eday's organi zation existed in all the days.
Arresting Castor at once woul d have renoved any chance of his | eading her to other
revol uti onari es.

It was true that everything Castor knew about the i mers woul d have been reveal ed by the
organic interrogation. But his conrades might have gotten wind of it and killed thensel ves or
i ke the noni nrer Doubl eday, have becone daybreakers. They woul d eventually be chased down, but by
then they m ght be desperate enough to swall ow the poison they carried. O do what sone had done
and Doubl eday shoul d have done. Speak the codephrase that woul d expl ode the tiny bonb inplanted in
her body.

"She nust be a coward!" Bl onde said.

"Who?" Gaunt said.

"Doubl eday, of course. She should have killed hersel f!"

"We're ~upposed to do that, tyo," Dunski said.

"I hope none of us will be |ike Doubl eday!"” Bl onde said.

"I hope none of us have to find out if we are," Dark said. Dunski wondered if he would
have the guts. Jeff Caird would do it. Tingle m ght. But would Dunski? And tonorrow, what would
Watt Repp do? Probably find a perverse exaltation, satisfaction, anyway, in dying |like a hero.
The others? He did not know about them At the nonent, they were too renote fromhim ectoplasm
not flesh.

"W know," Gaunt said, "that Snick wanted to question you as Tingle because she wanted to
put sone of Wednesday's data bankers to work for her. You weren't the only banker she tal ked to.
But she was cagey, she didn't tell you what her nission was because she had to check you out
first. For all she knew, you might be a nenber of the revolutionaries. She didn't get back to you
because she thought she had a hot | ead on Doubl eday and she spent too rmuch tinme on it. It turned
out that the |l ead wasn't too hot."

"You tal k too rmuch,"” Dunski said. "Blondie here is a deafnute conpared to you."

Scow i ng, Gaunt rose fromthe chair.

"What do you nean?"

“You haven't told ne your nanes. Wth good reason. But you just said the name of ny
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Wednesday identity. That's stupid, Oom Gaunt!"

" Gaunt ?"

"My nickname for you. You chew out Blonde for running off at the nouth, yet she didn't say
anyt hi ng dangerous to us. But you..."

Gaunt tried to smle

“"You're right. That was stupid, a slip of the tongue, anyway. | apologize. | won't do it
again. But there's no real harm done. She"-he pointed at Snick-"can't hear us."

"Her unconscious can. The organics' scientists are working on ways to get information out
of the unconscious. One of these days, they mght find out howto do it. If they do, then they
could run off the interrogation, our conversation, what she heard when she was unconsci ous, even
what she saw if her eyes were open while she was drugged."

Gaunt sighed, and he said, "They won't be able to get anything out of the dead."

Bl onde gasped. Dark stared wi de-eyed at him

Dunski felt sick and a little faint. He broke the silence by saying, "You neant all al ong
to kill her?"

Gaunt bit his lip and | ooked at Snick. Her nouth was closed now, she |ooked as if she were
sl eeping. And she really | ooks beautiful, Dunski thought. A study in brown, as soft and i nnocent
as a seal pup. Yet, according to her bio-data, she was a swift and deternined and sonetines
i ngeni ous tracker of crimnals.

"I don't want to," Gaunt said. "I've never killed before; | loathe the idea of killing.
will doit only if there is nothing else to do, no other way out. But | can't |et sonebody el se
meke the decision, dodge the responsibility by letting a superior assume it for me. 1I..

He was silent for a nonent. Dunski had another attack of faintness. It was not caused,
however, by reaction to Gaunt's decision. Something flashed. A burst of light and great warnth
surrounded him Though the "interruption"-how describe it as other than an interruption, somnething
breaking in and then out?-was brief, he felt a great love for Gaunt, who was thinking of
murdering, and a great |ove for Snick, who m ght be nurdered.

The light, warmh, and faintness passed. He shook his head slightly as if he were trying
to shake off water. What the hell had happened then?

The thought that perhaps Father Tom Zurvan had thrust
through for a second swelled and faded. He did not want to think about that. That Zurvan could do
that was a weakness in his, Dunski's, defense, a fault in nental fencing. It also showed him
agai n, sonething he did not wish to dwell upon-that the selves nore w dely separated by the day of
the week were as near as, perhaps nearer than, those closer in terns of days. Traveling through
time was not al ways done chronol ogically.

What ever had caused this, the ballooning gl ow was now a fast-shrinking flicker

"l don't think that she has to be killed," Dunski said. "Look at what she knows. She was
trailing Castor, and he knocked her out. She wakes up in a stoner and sees only a masked nan who
makes her unconsci ous again. For all she knows, the man who knocked her out again is Castor. She-"

"Is Castor the sane height and build as | an®?" Gaunt said. "WAs he wearing the sane
cl ot hes?"

"No," Dunski said slowly. "But she only glinpsed you. The door partly hid your body.
Anyway, she doesn't have the slightest idea that anybody but Castor is involved. Wat could she
tell the authorities if she was found and destoned?"

He paused to swall ow and said, "Does she even have to be stoned permanently? Wuldn't it
work out better-for us-if she's found tonorrow, no, wait a mnute, she mght not be found unti
next Thursday."

He turned to Blonde. "How long will they--Martin and Bunbl ossom be on vacati on?"

"They'll be back tonorrow, | nean, their tonorrow, next Thursday."

"That gives us a week before she's found," Dunski said, turning to Gaunt.

"Not us, you," Gaunt said. "The rest of us get stoned before m dnight."

"By us, | mean imers," Dunski said. "W should have Castor out of the way before then.
We'd better; we have to get him
today. We're wasting tine with Snick. W should all be out |ooking for Castor."

Gaunt | ooked down on the gently breathing woman. He turned toward the others but | ooked
directly at Dunski.

"You haven't really thought this out," Gaunt said. "You're letting your humane feelings

kill your logic, you sense of duty and of right, what's right for us.

"Castor is our out for this problem | nean by that, the Snick problem The organics here
know he's killed and nutilated two wonen. If... if Snick is found dead and nutil ated, the organics
will think that Castor did it. That diverts suspicion fromanyone else. And it'll be next Sunday
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before its governnent sends out a replacenent. If it does.”
Bl onde, her hand to her nouth, said softly, "Ch, God! You're going to butcher her!"

17.
"You ... can't ... do... that," Dunski said.

Gaunt nocked him "And . . . why ... not?"

"That's not very prosocial behavior," Blonde said.

Dunski found hinmsel f | aughing hysterically at that.

"Ch, ny God, prosocial behavior!" he said, choking. "W're tal king about a human bei ng
here. "

"Yes," Gaunt said. "But it's for the greater good. Al right! No nore talk! I've never
seen such a gabby bunch, parrots, ny God! You're supposed to be inmers, but you .. . you ..

Dunski had managed to get hold of himself alnobst literally. He felt invisible hands,

com ng from sonmewhere, placed upon sonething somewhere within hinmself. Father Ton®
Gaunt said, "l've made up ny nmind, and I'mthe | eader here. You have to do what | tel

you. "

"I haven't been told that you're in conmand,” Dunski said. "Wat's your authority?"

Gaunt's nostrils flared; his face got red.

“Your superior didn't tell you that |I'd be in command?"

"My superior tells me as little as possible," Dunski said coldly.
| ess than he should. Anyway .

He turned and wal ked to his shoul derbag, which was on the floor in a corner. He picked it
up, opened it, and put the strap
over his right shoul der. Though Gaunt was furious, he was cool enough to realize that Dunski had
made a threatening, if subtle, move. Gaunt had not forgotten that Dunski had a gun

Gaunt's voice was firm though his head shook a little. "As you said, we don't have tine
to discuss this. And I amin conmand here. We will dispose of Snick as | said we woul d because
it's the only logical thing to do. And because | said so."

"Are you going to nutilate her or are you going to get soneone else to do it?" Dunsk

Apparently, he told ne

sai d.

"What does it matter who does it!" Gaunt said, his voice louder. "It'll be done!"

He had | ooked at his shoul derbag, which was on a small table near the end of the sofa
close to Snick's feet. Dunski supposed that Gaunt had a weapon in his bag. He asked hinmsel f what
he would do if the man went~ for the gun. WAs he really prepared to shoot a fellow imer to stop
himfromkilling an organic? He would not know until the tinme cane, and he did not want that tine
to cone.

Ti me, however, was creeping or sliding or flowi ng or proceeding in whatever unknown nanner
Time used to nmake Then into Now. During the next few seconds, one of the two alternate futures
woul d be chosen. Or would just happen, choice not being one of the factors in the taking of the
r oad.

Bl onde said, her voice thin, "I can't believe this is happening!"

"Neither can |," Gaunt said. He noved backward away from Dunski, coming closer to his
shoul derbag. "I may have to report your enotional instability to the council."

Dunski lied. "It isn't so nuch the killing. It's the butchering. It makes ne sick. You
shoul d understand that. | was. . . am.. close to vomting. But if it has to be done

Gaunt seenmed to loosen a little. "It does. And I'lIl do it. | wouldn't ask anyone else to
doit."

He | ooked down at Snick. "Believe ne, if there was any other
way . . ." He spoke to Blonde. "You and this man," meaning Dunski, "put her in the stoner."

Gaunt was shrewd. |f Dunski had his hands full, he could not go for his weapon.

"You can't kill her here," Blonde said. "The organics will investigate everybody in the
bui l di ng. They m ght stunble across sonething. 1'd be inplicated."

"I know that," Gaunt said coolly. "She'll be taken el sewhere. | don't even want you to
know where. None of you."

Dunski lifted Snick by her shoul ders. How soft and warm she was. How soon to be hard and

cold. And then soft and warm again, and then torn apart. He felt nunbed. As if he was sharing a
little her death.

Bl onde grabbed the legs, and the two carried her to the stoner. They propped her up
pushed her into the cylinder in a sitting position, and pushed again on the torso, which had
fallen forward. Dunski lifted her |egs and pushed them so that they were agai nst her breasts. He
rai sed hinself up and backed away while Bl onde shut the door. Gaunt turned the control that
appl i ed the power and watched the dial as it spun back to
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OFF.

"Al'l of you clear out," Gaunt said. "Go back to whatever you were doing. W'll get in
touch with you when we need you."

Bl onde started weeping. Gaunt | ooked di sgusted. Dunski patted her on the shoul der and
said, "There's a price to pay for immortality." That made Gaunt | ook even nore di sgusted. Dark
her eyes | owered, took Blonde's hand and said, "Let's go."

Dunski wat ched them | eave through the door to the hail. Wen the door had cl osed behind
the two, he | ooked at the cylinder holding Snick. The wi ndow was as enpty as her future.

Gaunt said, "Well?"

He was standi ng by the shoul derbag, his right hand resting on it. Dunski said, "Don't

worry. |'mgoing."
Gaunt | ooked at himand down at the bag. Smiling slightly, he said, "You'll see that |'m
right. Get a good sleep. You'll wake up a new nan tonorrow. "

"I always do," Dunski said. "Maybe that's part of the trouble.”

Gaunt frowned. "Wat do you nean?”

"Not hi ng. "

He did not care to say good-bye or anything that indicated that he would like to see him
again. He started toward the door, conscious that Gaunt was watching himclosely. Dunski was not
sure that he was not going to make a | ast appeal for Snick. It would not be with words; it would
be with the gun. But that would be stupid, nonsurvival. Even if he could save Snick, what would he
do with her? He did not have the nmeans that the imrer organization had for spiriting her away. And
Gaunt was right, logically right, though he was enotionally wong. O was he? Wiat was, in the
absol ute sense, right?

He had just reached the door when he heard a shrilling. He turned and saw Gaunt wal king to
an orange-flashing wall strip. Gaunt said sonmething softly, and the strip showed the face of a
man. Dunski wal ked back to where he could see the strip frombehind Gaunt. The man saw Dunski and
said, "Is. . . should he hear this?"

Gaunt said, harshly, "How would I know? | don't know what you're going to say."”

The man said, "Well, this concerns all of us."

"What is it?"

"It's Castor. He's killed again!"

Dunski felt as if something inside himhad turned over and di ed. He knew what the man was
going to tell them

"The organi cs have just found a woman's body in an apartment on Bl eecker Street. She was
mutilated, just |ike the other women. Her intestines were ripped out, and her breasts were cut off
and glued to the wall. Her nanme was Nokom s Mdondaughter
a tante of Wednesday. She was the wife of a Robert Tingle. He's not a suspect because he's stil
in his cylinder, and it's evident that the woman was killed I ess than an hour ago. Castor nust
have gotten into the apartment, destoned her, and killed and butchered her while the tenants were
gone. They cane back and found her. It's his handiwork, all right."

Dunski made a strangl ed noise and turned away. He wal ked to the sofa, sat down, stared at
Gaunt, who was tal king and gl anci ng back at him got up, and wal ked to the kitchen. He poured out
coffee with a shaking hand, sipped it, put the cup down, and wal ked to the big window His grief
was there but nunmbed. He was as sluggish as a glacier fromtoe to scalp

Staring through the sheers at the street scene, he nuttered, "I can't take rmuch nore of
this."

Gaunt coughed behind him He said, "The wonan ... she was your w fe?"

Dunski kept | ooking through the wi ndows as. he said, "In a way."

The bright sunshine was gone. The lighter heralds of the advancing storm had col ored the
sky gray.

“I"mvery sorry," Gaunt said. "But

"There's always a but, isn't there?”

Gaunt coughed again. "This tine, there is. W have to get to Castor fast. The organi cs may
not have been too upset by what Castor did Tuesday, but they know now what he did on Wdnesday and

will probably do today. They'll launch an allout search."
Dunski said, "Rupert!"
"What ?"
"My wife. She's in grave danger."
"No nore than you," Gaunt said. "He's tried once to kill you, and he'll keep trying unti

you' re dead or he's dead."
Dunski turned to face Gaunt. The nan | ooked pal e.
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"Rupert has to be protected.”

"I've already sent two to guard her," Gaunt said. "They'll tell her what's happened." He
shook his head. "This is getting worse and worse."

"I don't know what to do. There's no sense in just roam ng around hoping I'Il see Castor."

"I know that," Gaunt said. "I think you should go hone with Rupert and wait there. Castor
may try to get to you there. The guards will be out of sight but watching."

"We' || be decoys?"

"A waiting gane. Meanwhile, every inmer in Manhattan and nmany in the neighboring cities
will be here | ooking for Castor."

"I doubt that Castor would try to get into ny apartnent. There are too nany other people
there. "

Gaunt bit his lip and said, "Yes, | know " Evidently, he did not approve of communal
marri ages.

Gaunt had said nothing about Tingle' s dumry being disturbed, and, if he had heard
anyt hi ng, he would not have kept quiet about it. Castor could have renpved the dunmm es of Caird
and Tingle and so revealed to the organics that they were daybreakers. He had not done so because

he wanted to kill Caird. If the organics got hold of himfirst, they would prevent Castor from
getting his revenge and fromridding the universe of Castor's Satan

Duriski said, "I think I'mgoing into shock."

"You look like it," Gaunt said. "Follow ne." They went into the living room Dunski sat
down. Gaunt took a syringe fromhis bag and picked up the bottle of alcohol. "Lift your arm"”

Dunski did so, saying, "Wat's that for?"

“"I't"ll make you feel better for a while. The drug doesn't get rid of the shock; it just
delays it."

The syringe shot a bluish liquid into Dunski's arm He felt a warnth and a rush of bl ood.
H s heart pounded; the nunbness evaporated. He could al nbst see it steaming off.

Gaunt said, "Feel better now?"

"Much better. I'mglad it wasn't a sedative. J need to be on ny toes."

"It perks you up for a while," Gaunt said. "But you have to pay the price later."

Dunski thought, There's always a price. Wat's the price for being an inmrer? Wiy do | ask
that, stupid? I'mpaying it now and ama long way off from paying all of the debt.

He rose, started toward the door again, stopped, gestured at the cylinder, and said, "Does
she . .

"Yes, she does,"” Gaunt said. "I don't know about you, Dunski. You seemto have trouble
accepting the inevitable. |I can understand how you nust feel, |I think I can, anyway, but you're
not showi ng inmer quality."”

"I't just doesn't seemright," Dunski rmurmured.

"The right way is the best way. Go on now. Your wife will be waiting for you."

Dunski opened the door and turned for a |last |ook. Gaunt was staring hard at him The
man's will was as hard as the bodies in the cylinders. He closed the door and went down the hal
to the door. Qpening it, he was wetted by the rain. He stepped back in and took fromthe bag a
yellow roll no longer or thinner than his index finger. Holding a tab at its one end between two
fingers, he snapped it. The roll becane a raincoat with attached hood, electric sparks crackling
fromits hem

Clad in the raincoat, he stepped out into the fierce downpour. The street was deserted
except for a bicyclist pedaling madly, bent over, the wheels splashing water. Fromfar off,

t hunder runbled, and lightning coursed through the dark western nass |ike the shining arteries of
a god.

He did not have to go honme at once. Rupert should be safe. Gaunt would not |ike his orders
di sobeyed, but what could he do? Not nuch if he, JimDunski, did nothing but hang around for a
whil e here and then take his tine going hone. If he did
what was so ragi ng, though so vague, in his mnd, he would suffer severe puni shnment. Perhaps,
Gaunt mght arrange an accident for himand so dispose of him That, however, would cause a chain
of problens for the inmmers. |f Dunski disappeared or was killed, then Caird, Tingle, Repp, Chm
Zurvan, and Isharashvili would al so di sappear

The seven roles had put himin danger. On the other hand, they were insurance of a sort
agai nst the imrers' turning against him |f the situation becane desperate, though, the inmmers
could cancel his policy and take their chances.

18.
Ji m Dunski stood for a while and wondered what he would do, what he should do, when the second of
deci sion canme. He could wal k away and | eave Snick to die. O he could try to rescue her. Logic,
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sel f-survival, and common sense urged himto | eave here as quickly as possible. Hi s horror at the
concept of murder and his vision of Snick being nurdered-no concept~ this, but a vividly red inmage-
rooted him

Do the ends justify the nmeans? That was an anci ent question that had only one answer if
you had a heart.

But if he did what was right, then he was wong.

"l shoul d have thought of this when | swore utter loyalty forever," he nuttered. Alittle
later, he said, "But it's not like I'"'mturning themin, exposing them If | just get her away,
sonmehow, and hide her, all of us imers will still be safe.”

At that nonent, he knew that he was not going to let Gaunt kill her. Not if he could help
it. He did have a plan to do this, though it was wild and could easily go awmy. Read for awy, his
deat h.

He | ooked up and down the street. The two whom Gaunt had said would be watching himwere
not in sight. No doubt, they could see him If Castor appeared, they would close in and kill him
though they mght be too late to save their fell ow
imrer, hinmself. For all he knew, Gaunt had deci ded that he should be the sacrificial victim the
t hr onaway decoy.

No. Gaunt would not wi sh Dunski to die in these circunmstances. He would want a well -
pl anned coverup before that happened.

The rain fell heavily as he wal ked. Behind him thunder and |ightning came nearer as if
they were stalking him He stopped at the corner of Jones and Seventh and | ooked up and down the
broad avenue. There were no pedestrians or bicyclers, and the car traffic was much |ighter than
usual . Two taxis, a governnent |inousine, and an organic patrol car. The latter was cruising at
five miles an hour, its headlights on, its two occupants rain-blurry behind the w ndshield. They
did not seemto have | ooked at the lone man in the yell ow hood and coat.

The storm was what Gaunt shoul d have asked for. It was bl ocking the sky-eyes and renoving
possi bl e witnesses fromthe streets. Even people |ooking out their w ndows woul d be hal fblinded.

Presently, a white van with black zebra stripes appeared north on Seventh, two bl ocks
away. There were three thousand such in Manhattan, all vehicles of the State O eaning Corps of al
days. It slowed at the |ight and eased through on the yell ow Dunski was not surprised when it
turned onto Jones Street. The SCC van could stop at the apartnent, its corpspersons could enter
the building and come out with a | arge package or a cart filled with something concealed by a
tarpaulin, and no one would be suspicious. Any watcher m ght comend the Corps for doing its duty
in such bad weat her

He turned to watch the van do just what he thought it would. Two nen in the uniform of
Thursday's SCC, green trousers with belibottomcuffs and | cose scarlet coats, got out of the van
One opened the rear doors; the other reached in and pulled out a folding cart. They stood before
the door a few seconds, waiting for Gaunt to identify themon the strip. As soon
as they had di sappeared into the building, Dunski wal ked slowy down the |ong block toward the
van. ile | ooked across the street at the building opposi~te. It was one of the nodern boat-shaped
structures with a large yard with many trees and bushes. He spotted a dark figure standing in a
doorway under the overhang of the building. That nust be one of his guards.

The wat cher was probably wondering why he had not started for hone. He might be asking
guestions of Gaunt now via radio. And where was the other guard? If he was in the bushes or behind
a tree, he was well hidden.

QG her than the man in the doorway, the only person visible was a bicyclist who had just
turned of f West Fourth onto Jones Street. Through the driving rain, Dunski could see a figure in a
dark raincoat and w de-brinmed rainhat, bent over, his face hidden, his | egs noving hard as he
drove the bicycle through the now i nch-deep water. Dunski slowed even nore. He shoul d have waited
alittle longer. The two pseudo- SCC-nmen woul d take about three minutes to go inside, [oad Snick
into the unfolded cart, get back to the van, and load her in. Unless Gaunt delayed themw th nore
i nstructions.

Dunski did not want to arrive too soon. He should get to the van just after the two had
stored their hard burden inside it. Before they closed and | ocked the door

“"I"'mdoing it," he thought. "I'mcrazy, but I'mdoing it." He stopped and waited. He
cursed. It wouldn't work. The man in the doorway of the building across the street would radio
Gaunt, and Gaunt would come out with the two men to find out what was happening. O he mi ght have
them stay inside until he found out why Dunski was loitering there. O he m ght send one nman out
to do that.

“I'"1l inprovise," he nuttered.

The door to the building swng open. One of the nen backed out, pulling on the now
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unfol ded cart. Dunski waited until both were out, the cart between them He started wal k-

ing. The man in the doorway of the building across the street had stepped out into driving rain.
He hesitated as if he were wondering what he should do. Then he broke into a run on the sidewal k
t hrough the yard, and he began shouti ng.

At the sane tine, another man |unged out froma cluster of bushes. He was carrying
sonmet hing dark in his right hand. A gun. By then the other imrer had his gun out. Dunski swore
again. He did not want to nurder while trying to prevent a nurder.

The two SCC-nen did not seemto hear the shouts. They had retracted the cart wheels and
lifted it between them and were shoving it into the van. Dunski started running toward them He
reached into the shoul derbag, gripped the butt of the gun, and snatched it out. He would hold the
two SCC-nmen with the gun. He would threaten to shoot themif the two guards did not throw down
their weapons and wal k off. He hoped that his bluff would not be called. O was it a bluff? Not
until the nmonent of action canme would he know.

By then, the shouting nan was near enough so that the SCCs could hear hi m against the west
wi nd and the quickly descendi ng thunder and |ightning. They turned toward him At the sane tineg,
the bicyclist straightened up, and white teeth flashed in a grin or a snarl. H's right hand cane
up fromhis belt holding a gun. It rose swiftly, steadied, and nman-made |ightning spat whitely
fromhimto the nearest arnmed man. The di stance was about sixty feet, which neant that the ray had
| ost nuch of its deadliness. The charging man, however, fell on his face and slid on the rain-
slicked pavenent for a few feet. H s weapon rang as it struck and bounced away fromhim He did
not try to get up; he lay quivering on the street.

The other arnmed i mer shot once and m ssed, the white beam passing just behind the
bicyclist's back. Laughing so loudly that he could be heard above the crashing of the storm the
bi cyclist shot again. The beam half-cut the leg off the i mer just above the knee.

Dunski screaned, "Castor!"

The two SCCs ran to the front of the van, |eaving the back doors open. Gaunt stepped out
of the building door, his weapon in his hand. He was shielded from Castor's view, but he also
could not see Castor. Then Castor had sped beyond the van. Dunski, Gaunt, and Castor shot
si mul t aneousl y. Because Castor had breaked his vehicle somewhat, the beans ained at himcrossed
and neutralized each other. The slow ng down and slight skidding spoiled Castor's aim Dunsk
threw hinself to one side, pressing the firing button again as he fell. The beam struck the
si dewal k, hi ssi ng.

Castor was crazy, but he was cool. Seeing Dunski fall and thus knowi ng that he woul d be
out of action for several seconds, he ained at Gaunt. Their beams struck and cancel ed each other.
Castor did not make the m stake of Gaunt, who had rel eased his button, and then pressed it again.
Castor kept the beam on, though that drained the weapon's powerpak quickly. H s beam unhi ndered,
burned through Gaunt's belly. Gaunt dropped his gun, clutched his belly and fell backward, his
head striking the side of the building.

By then Dunski had rolled twi ce and cone up on his stomach, el bows on the pavenent, both
hands clutching the gun. He fired. Lightning, Nature's, not man's, smashed into the street near
the yard of the building across the street. Another bolt split an oak tree in half.

Bot h SCC-nen had junped out of the van with guns. Dunski saw all this just before the
flash dazzl ed himand the expl osion of electricity deafened him For a nonent, he thought that he
was struck. The weapon play had not scared hi mbecause it had taken place so swiftly. The
lightning stroke terrified him boiling out in himall the fear and hel pl essness that hunan bei ngs
have felt since they were cavenen and the wath of the gods was | oosed in the skies.

During Dunski's brief paralysis, Castor scranbled up fromthe pavenent where he had fallen
of f his bicycle. He got down
on his hands and knees again and groped for his gun. The SCC-man nearest him seemed to be stunned.
He did not shoot while Castor was a hel pless target. The other man ran around the van after
crouching for a monent after the bolt had slamed into the street. Castor found the gun and rolled
away as the beans fromthe two nen steaned the water near him Dunski got to his feet and ran
toward the van. Castor, rolling, managed to beamsteadily toward the SCC-nen. It cut through the
plastic of the van body at the right rear corner and across the nman closest to him The nan cried
out and fell.

The other man also held his firing button, but, a third tine, the two beans crossed. Now
Castor had stopped rolling, and his beamslid to one side, jerked back and caught his eneny in the
eyes. Screaning, the nman dropped his weapon, clutched his eyes and staggered off.

Yelling exultantly, Castor, still on the ground, ained his weapon at the runni ng Dunski
Dunski shot; his beam struck close to Castor's shoul der. Castor screaned with fury because the
power pak in his weapon was enpty. He bounded upward as if off a tranpoline, canme down running, and
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headed for the van. Dunski passed the stunbling blind man between himand the building. He snapped
a shot over the man's shoul der but only cut off the | ower corner of the right back door of the
van. By then, Castor was hi dden behind the van.

His breath grating, Dunski ran at an angle, know ng that he would have to get into the
street before Castor picked up the weapon dropped by the first SCC-nan he had shot. He got to the
corner of the van just as Castor was rising after reaching out fromthe protection of the rear
wheel to grab the gun. Dunski smashed into himand knocked hi m backward, though he fell on top of
hi m

Castor's breath went out of himin a big oof. Lightning struck sonewhere down the street.
Castor grabbed Dunski's wist and turned it savagely. The gun fell from Dunski's hand,
but he did not try to regain it. Shouting, he grabbed Castor's throat. Castor screamed, "Now I
have you in ny power! God will not be denied!"

Though he was choki ng, Castor's hands cl osed around Dunski's throat. Dunski |et Castor
| oose and tore hinmself away. He got to his feet before Castor did, and he charged, knocking him
down again. He picked Castor up by the neck and shook him then ran himagai nst the side of the
van. Castor slunped. Dunski held himup with one hand and sl ammed the base of the palmof his |eft
hand agai n and again on Castor's chin. He kept driving the back of Castor's head agai nst the van
until his armwas too weary to lift.

Finally, gasping as if all air had suddenly been taken fromthe face of Earth, he dropped
Castor onto the paverent.

CGod was dead.

Dunski shook uncontrollably. He would have liked to Iie down on the street and let the
rain and lightning do what they would with him It seened to be the best bed in the world, the
nost desirable of all desires and an utter necessity. But

there was always a but ... he could not do what he nost wanted to do.
Peopl e were coning fromthe buil ding near himand fromacross the street, despite the
al rost solid rain and the lightning still smashing nearby. Some woul d have called the organics. He

had to get away. Now.

He staggered around the van, stopped halfway to the driver's seat, turned, staggered back
to his gun, picked it up, started away, turned again, and picked up his shoul derbag, which had
dropped of fjust before he had charged around the corner of the van into Castor. After picking up
the gun dropped by the SCC-nman, he set its charge to BURN and fried the skin bearing his
fingermarks on Castor's neck. He closed the back doors of the van, got wearily into the front
seat, breathing as if a knife were cutting his throat, and drove off.

No one tried to stop him

Though he wanted to turn left onto West Fourth so that the witnesses would tell the
orgafii cs that he had gone that way, he did not. Sheridan Square was too close in that direction
There were usually sonme organics there. He drove to the right fromJones Street, passed Cornelia,
and went over the bridge above the Kropotkin Canal. He had to get out of the van very quickly, but
he al so had to hide Snick soneplace. If he did one, he could not do the other
19.

Just as he passed the little park on West Fourth east of the canal, he saw headlights behind him
He was too tired to swear. A patrol car? Probably. He could not even get out of the van and run

An eighty-year-old could catch himon foot now The car swung out to pass him then slowed to

mat ch the pace of his van. A wi ndow went down, and the man behind the wheel shouted at him What
he said was drowned in thunder, though the wi ndow on Dunski's right was up and so woul d have nuted
the man's voice. Dunski put that wi ndow down and shouted a question at him The driver was not in
uniform and the car was unnarked. That did not nmean the two in the car were not organics.

However, if they were, why had they not slapped the orange flasher on top of their car? Perhaps
they were imers sent to aid him

He stopped the van and waited for the two to cone to him They were organi cs. But they
were al so imers, and they had been dispatched to see that he got a ride. Gaunt had been warned by
one of the guards across the street that Dunski was not |eaving at once as ordered. They were on
their way to pick himup when Headquarters had ordered themto Jones Street. Soneone had called in
about the shooti ng.

“I'I'l tell you |later what happened,"” Dunski said. "Just now,
get the stoned woman into your trunk. 1'Il I eave the van here." The man's partner, a wonman, said,
"W have orders to take
you to our superior." Dunski turned the notor and lights off and got out. The woman hurried to
hel p unl oad Snick. Dunski said, "Oh, | forgot!" and he w ped the wheel and the door handle of the
van with his handkerchi ef. Then he craw ed into the back seat of the car and lay down. The trunk
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lid slammed, and the two got into the front seat. "Mybe he should have gone into the trunk, too,"
t he wonan sai d.

The man did not reply. The wonman spoke into a wistwatch in a voice too |low for Dunski to
di stinguish the words. Not the organic frequency, Dunski thought. The nman drove to Wrnanway, two
patrol cars, sirens wailing, passing himtoward the west. The car turned left to go north on
Wnmanway, turned right on East Fourteenth Street, and then left onto Second Avenue. Just past
St uyvesant Square, the car stopped before a bl ock building. Dunski had seen this before, a
structure resenbling the Taj Mahal, though smaller. It housed hi gh governnent officials and al so
contained the offices of nmany residents, stores, an enpathorium a restaurant, and a gynnasi um
The situation nust be bad indeed. Only if the council had no other way out would he have been
brought here.

The man stayed in the car to listen to the organic channels. The wonman conducted himinto
a large marble corridor lined by the stoned bodies of elegantly clothed officials who had once
trod these halls of power. Some of them needed dusting. They stopped at one of the el evator doors,
where the wonan said, "He's here,” to a wall strip.

"He'll come up alone," a deep nmale voice said. "You get back to your post. After the
di sposal . "

"Yes, OCom" the wonman said. She did not |eave, however, until Dunski had gotten on the
el evator and the doors were closing. He rose to a floor in the dome, got out into a |uxuriously
carpeted and decorated hail, and said to the nan
wai ting there, "Dunski." The man nodded and escorted himdown the hall to a door. Its plaque bore
two nanes, Piet Essex Verneulen and Ma Omen Baruch. He knew the names, though he had never net
their owners. They were his second cousins, once renoved, Verneulen on the paternal side and
Baruch on the naternal. Since they were related to him he had surnised that they were inmers.
Until now, he had had no proof of that.

That they were anmong the loftiest officials was evident by their single occupancy of the
apartment. They had anti ques and kni ckknacks and wal | paper, nunerous itenms that did not have to be
stored six days out of the week. Their situation was even superior to that of his friend of
Tuesday, Commi ssioner General Horn, who shared her apartment with one other, a worman of Thursday.

Vermeul en, a tall thin nman, took Dunski's rain apparel and hung it up. H's short and thin
wi fe asked Dunski if he wanted anything to drink or eat. He spoke hoarsely~ and slowy, "A bourbon
and a sandwi ch, thank you. 1'd also like to use your toilet."

VWhen he returned to the living room he sat down on a huge stuffed couch covered wth
factory-grown fur. H's pants and shoes were wetting the sofa and the carpet, but he did not care

M a Baruch brought himthe drink and then sat down by him He swallowed a fourth of it and
si ghed.

Verneul en sat down but said nothing until Dunski had eaten his sandw ch. "Now, " he said,
hitching forward in his chair, "you report everything. My people gave nme sone details on radio,
and |'ve had reports from other days and from your inmmredi ate superior. But | want the whole story,
all that's relevant, that is.”

Dunski gave it to him stopped now and then by questions from Verneul en and Baruch. When
Verneul en was satisfied that he had heard all, he sat back, his fingers church-steepl ed.

"I't's a mess, but it can be cleaned up. The organics won't be |ooking for Castor now, but
there's all those dead nen. The authorities will be wondering what they had to do with him
They' Il research the dead, study their bio-data, review every recorded mnute of their lives, seek
out and interview people who knew them They'Il try to connect all of them | don't think they'l
solve the nystery. Let's hope they don't. W' ve covered our tracks very thoroughly. But you never
know what little neaningful itemthey might find."

"What about next Wednesday?" Dunski said. "The organics will be questioning ne. As Bob
Tingle, | nean. |If they get suspicious, they'Il use truth mist. You know what that neans."

Ver neul en di smissed the possibility with a wave of his hand. "Wat do they have? The | ock
that Castor ruined was replaced before the paramedicais got there. Your weapon was taken away. You
had an accident, slipped on a piece of soap and struck your head, that's all. Qur people in
Wednesday, sone very high-placed officials, will take care of all that."

He was probably right, Dunski thought. But too nmany inmrers had becone involved in getting
hi m out of this ness, and too nmany knew one or nore of his identities.

Verneul en said, "You've covered your tracks well. However, there may be wi tnesses, people
who | ooked out fromthe nearby buil dings and saw you. "

"I't was raining hard, it was dark, and | was wearing a coat and hood," Dunski said. "Could
| have another drink? Thank you. Sorme people did cone out just as | was getting into the van, but
they didn't get close. And the cl ouds stopped the skyeyes fromfollow ng ne."
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"l know that," Vermeulen said. "The organics will work on this until close to midnight,
then they'll close shop. They'll |eave nessages for Tuesday's and Wdnesday's authorities. But
those will consider the matter closed. Castor, an obvious psychopath, has been killed. End of the
trail. Today, though .. there's all those corpses. That's Thursday's business only, but

the imers in other days will be notified of this so that they can cone up with sonething to erase
all tracks. A false explanation, nmaybe. That m ght be best." H's face lit up. "Any explanation, if
it seems to fit, will be better than none. They'll keep an unsol ved case in the bank
theoretically always active. Solved, it'll be in the history section.”

Dunski fought to keep his eyes open

"That's probably the best plan. Only .

"Only what ?"

"What about Snick?"

Ver meul en shook his head and said, "Garchar went too far.'

(Garchar nust be the nman

called "Gaunt," Dunski thought.) "I wouldn't have condoned killing her, though the rnutil ation
woul d have been bl amed on Castor, a very good idea. But | don't think I could have done it. |
can't fault Garchar. He was in command and had no tinme to check with us. Still ... anyway, that's

past. Snick will stay stoned and will be put in a safe place."

Ver meul en church-steepl ed his fingers again.

"Today won't nmiss her. They'll think she's off on her own chase, if they'll think about
her at all. Castor's kept thempretty busy. And what happens tonorrow? WI| Snick appear at
organics HQ with her visa and her orders from Sunday? No, she won't. So, how wi Il Friday know t hat
she's supposed to appear? It won't, and the follow ng days won't know about her, either. Nobody
will know that she's missing until Sunday comes and she doesn't report to her superiors. Sunday
can do nothing about it except to |leave inquiries for the followi ng days. Wien Sunday comes agai n,
it will get the news that Snick di sappeared on Thursday. We'll have plenty of time to get ready
for then, and we m ght not have to do anything at all."

"I hope so," Dunski said. He thought about Panthea Snick, cold and hard, stuck sonewhere,
perhaps for centuries, until she was found, if she was ever found.

"Poor man," M a Baruch said, patting his hand.

Dunski | ooked at her, and she said, "Your wives ... nurdered, so ghastly."

"He got his revenge, anyway," Verneul en said.

She snatched her hand away and noved away fromhim O course. He had killed a man. It did
not matter that he had done so in self-defense or that Castor should have been killed. She was
repul sed by the idea of sitting so close to such a violent man.

"I know that revenge doesn't bring back the dead," Dunski said. "It's an old cliché. But
revenge does have a certain satisfaction.”

Baruch sniffed and noved further away. Dunski managed a tired grin and said, "Wat about
Rupert von Hentzau, nmy wfe?"

"She's been notified," Verneulen said. "She'll set up your dummy for you in your cylinder.
O, as | suggested, she should | eave the conmmune tonight, tell themthat you and she are divorcing
them Sone excuse. |f she does |eave, she'll go to an energency stoner. She'll take your
tonorrow s bag with her. \Wether she | eaves or not, she's nade arrangenents to get your bag to
you. She sent her love to you and said she'll see you tonorrow. That is, next Thursday."

Dunski saw no reason to tell himthat he had planted duplicate bags around the city.

Ver neul en paused, then said, "As for you, you'll stay here. There's no problemwth that,
is there?"

"You know that ny wife, Friday's, is in South Anerica on an archaeol ogi cal dig?"

"Of course. | had to inquire about her because | had to make sure about your situation."

The nman knew too nmuch about him but it could not be hel ped.

"I"'mvery tired," Dunski said. "lI'd like to shower and then get to bed. It's been an
ordeal . "

Ver meul en stood up and said, "I'll show you to your room Wen you wake up, we'll probably
be gone. You can get yourself breakfast and | et yourself out. I've left a nmessage for your
superior, tonorrows, that is. | just told himthat you'd transmt the relevant data. | suppose
your superior will get in touch with you as quickly as possible."

"It depends on whether he thinks it's necessary."

The bedroom was | uxurious and had a king-sized bed that could be I et down by chains from
the ceiling. Verneul en pushed a button on a wall panel, and the bed |l owered slowy, then settled
on its legs, which had extended fromthe posts during its descent.

"I f anything happens before Ma and | stone, |I'll |eave a nessage. That strip there," he
pointed, "will be flashing. You can get a night robe fromthat closet."
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"Very posh," Dunski said. "lI'mnot used to such high class.”

"W have greater responsibilities, so we deserve nore," Verneul en said.

Dunski bade hi m good night. After Vermeul en had cl osed the door, Dunski tried the door. It
was | ocked. He brushed his teeth with a di sposable brush he found in the bathroom cabi net,
shower ed, and got into bed. The sleep he had expected to cone so quickly was not on schedul e.
Derai |l ed somewhere. |nmages of Ozma, Nokonis, and Castor tranped through the hall of his nmind. He
began trenbling. Tears flowed, though they did not last long. He got up and went to a small bar in
a corner, another luxury, and poured four ounces of Social Delight No. 1, another luxury, into a
glass. Fifteen nminutes passed while he wal ked back and forth, his |legs drained of strength but
unable to stop noving, the drink in his hand. Just as he was downing the last of it, he saw Watt
Repp, grinning under his white ten-gallon hat.

Watt said, "I should have been in that glorious gunfight, Shootout on Jones Street, not
you! | would' ve loved it!"

"It isn't mdnight yet," Dunski nuttered as Watt faded away.

After he got into bed, he began weeping. |Inages of Snick cold and hard as a di anond were
reflected on all sides in the crazyhouse nmirrors of his mnd. As he floated into a gusty sl eep, he
t hought, | shouldn't be grieving nore for her than for the others. It isn't right.

Fri day-World

VARI ETY, Second Month of the Year

D5- WL (Day-Five, Wek-One)

20.

Watt Bunppo Repp strode fromhis apartnment, went down the hail, and stopped before the el evator.
H s white ten-gallon hat, scarlet neckerchief, ruffle-necked and ball oon-sl eeved purple shirt,
factory-grown bl ack | eather vest, huge belt with a massive buckle enbossed with a cowboy on a
bucki ng bronco, tight sky-blue jeans fringed with | eather at the seans, and hi gh-heeled white
tool ed | eather boots bearing decals of crossed six-shooters were worn by only one man in Friday.
Watt Repp, the great TV witer-director-producer of Wsterns and historical dramas. The only item
| acki ng-he was irked by this-were elegantly tool ed hol sters and el egantly enbossed toy pistols.
The governnent said no to that. If little boys could not play with toy weapons, why should this
bi g boy? He would set a bad exanpl e.

Never mind that the governnent did not restrict the showi ng of weapons or viol ence on
strips and in enpathoria. This governnent, like all since the founding of Suner, was splitbrained.

Though the tenants waiting for the elevator had seen himoften, they stared at him
adm ringly and greeted himenthusiastically. Repp basked in the sun of their regard. At the sane
tinme, he felt a sm dgen of shame because he was taking advan
tage of their ignorance and was, in a sense, a sham No real cowboy ever dressed |ike this, and
real cowboys had never carried a shoul derbag. However, they should have known this, since his TV
shows portrayed cowboys as realistically as research all owed.

The tenants greeted himloudly and exuberantly. Repp replied softly, true to the tradition
of the | ow voiced and gentle hero who was, neverthel ess, as tough as they cone. "Smle when you
call nme that, stranger."

On the way down in the el evator, he answered as best he could the questions of the
passengers about his forthconi ng drama. Wien they got to the | obby, all scattered and went their
own ways. His heels clicking on the marble floor of the |obby, he strode out into the bright sun
and cool air. He got into the waiting taxi, and replied softly to the driver's greeting. The
driver, having been told via strip of Repp's destination, drove fromthe corner of East Twenty-
third Street and Park Avenue to Second Avenue. He turned the taxi right and drove to the rear of
the bl ock building that had once been the site of the Beth Israel Medical Center. The Manhattan
State Institute of Visual Arts was a six-story building | ooking nore |ike a corkscrew than
anyt hing. This had, of course, given rise to jokes about what the institute was doing to the
publi c.

The driver opened the door and said, "The stormsure cleared the air and cool ed things
of f, Ras Repp."

"It cleared up and cooled off a ot of things," Repp said. "You have no idea, pardner."

Events were back in a steady and nornal course. Castor was dead. Snhick was hidden. The
i mrers were covering up and straightening out the trail. Today could go as the days past had. He
woul d have problens, but they would stemfromhis profession, not fromthe acts of crimnals and
organi cs pursuing those crininals. Al though-he grinned-there were some who said that his dramas
were crimes.

He felt elated, and his wal k was springy as he strode across
the sidewal k and entered the wal k | eading to the building. The passersby stared at him sone
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calling to himthbugh he did not know them The great fountain m dway between the sidewal k and the
buil di ng shot water fromthe tops of the heads of the group on the pedestal in its center. There
were twel ve nen and wonen there, stone, not stoned, statues of great visual artists of the recent
past. Perhaps his statue woul d be anbng them sonmeday. The spray fell upon his face and cooled it.
He saluted the twelve as he passed them and he wal ked between the rows of giant oaks and entered
t he ni ne-sided door. An elevator took himto the top floor, where he greeted the receptionist. The
room beyond was | arge and dome-shaped with a huge round table in the center. Men and wonen rose
fromthe chairs around it as he cane in. He answered their good-nornings, threw his hat on the
tabl e, put his bag on the floor, and sat down. His girl Friday, a nan, brought him coffee. Repp

| ooked at the tine strip on the wall. "Ten o' clock," he said. "Exactly on tine."

Anot her wall strip was recording his actions and speech. It would tell the governnent work-
moni tors that he had not del ayed between inserting his IDdisc-tip into the office door and his
entry into the room Visual artists were not given credit by the hour; they were paid as specified
in their contracts with the Departrment of Arts. This gave thema weekly credit, the anbunt varying
according to the governnent-decreed stature of the artist. If the project was finished on
schedul e, the artist concerned did not have to refund a certain anount of credit. If the project
was under schedule, the artist was given a bonus. And if the governnent visual arts conmittee
decided that the quality of the project was high enough, it awarded the arti st another bonus.

The artists, however, could put in as many hours as they w shed to nake sure that the
project was done in time or to raise the quality.

The arrangenment was not one that nost artists liked. In fact,
nmost of them including Repp, detested it. They could do nothing about it except to make a formnal
organi zed protest. This they had done several tines. So far, w thout success.

Nevert hel ess, although the schedule was the only really inportant itemfor the governnent,
aside fromthe budget, of course, the nonitors kept a close watch on the tine put in by the
artists.

Sone things had not changed since the ancient days of Hollywod. Repp, for instance, was
getting triple credits because he was the chief scriptwiter, the chief director, and a | ead
actor. He had used his own influence and that of an imer on the visual arts conmittee to secure
three simultaneous positions. The political jockeying and jousting had cost Repp nany evenings,
not to nmention many credits for giving parties, but the effort had been worth it. If he could keep
the triple positions for his next show, he could get a bigger apartnent. |If one was avail abl e.

Work moved al ong snmoothly if the squabbles and arguments and subtle insults were not
consi dered. These, however, were a part of TV and enpathorium maki ng and to be taken in stride.
The first two scenes schedul ed for the norning were graphed and regraphed until perfect. Repp had
a short but hot dispute with Bakaffa, the government censor, over the use of hol ographed
subtitles. Repp clained that they distracted the viewer and were not necessary because they had
been in so many shows that the audi ence knew what the archaic words were. Bakaffa insisted that
"ni gger" and "wop" and "sawbones" and "accunul ation of interest" and "gat" and "rod" and "pansy"
and "norphadite"” would not be understood by at |east half the audi ence. Whether they did or did
not understand these ancient words nade no difference. The governnent required that all such be
explained in subtitles.

Repp lost, but he had the satisfaction of driving Bakaffa close to tears. He was not
sadi stic. He just wanted to nake Bakaffa earn his extra pay as a government inforner.

At ten minutes after one, during the third scene, the main character's left |eg suddenly
shrank to half~ its length. The technicians tried to | ocate the mal function in the hol ograph-
projector, but they failed because the troubl e-shooting equi pnent had al so nal functi oned.

"OK," Repp said. "It's twenty mnutes to lunchtine, anyway. We'll eat now. Maybe the
trouble'll be fixed by the time we get back."

After he had eaten, he strode down the wi de corridor of the first floor fromthe sandw ch
shop. The sun comi ng t hrough the story-high wi ndows shone whitely on his Western outfit, and his
hi gh heels clickety-clicked |oudly. Many recogni zed him and sone stopped himto get his
aut ogr aph. He spoke his nane and |ID nunber into their recorders, said he was sure glad to neet
them and strode on. There was one enbarrassi ng though not entirely unpleasing incident. A
beauti ful young woman begged himto take her to his or her apartnent and do what he woul d. He
turned her down graciously, but when she got on her knees and put both arms around his | egs, he
had to call to two organics to pry her |oose.

"No charges,"” he told them "Just see that she doesn~t inpede this pilgrims progress."”

“I love you, Watt!" the woman cried out after him "Ride ne like a pony! Fire ne like a
si x-shooter!"

Red-faced but grinning as he got on the elevator, Repp nuttered, "Jesus Christ!"
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Since he and his wife had agreed to be chaste while they were separated by her Chil ean
expedi tion, he had not bedded a wonman. He was honest enough to adnit to hinmself that his celibacy
had not been based solidly on norality or lack of desire for any but his wife. He needed a rest
fromsex; he had to recharge his battery, as it were. Though he had a wife on every day but
Sunday, nore than one on Thursday, and thus each day shoul d have been stinulated afresh, nmuch |ike
a rooster in a barnyard, he was sonetinmes not up to the freshness and the
chal l enge. Hi s gonads did not use the sanme systemor arithmetic as his mind

Feel i ng good because he was wanted but did not want, he wal ked into his office and sat
down at his desk. Strips displayed nessages for him nunber-one priority being fromhis wife, Jane-
John. She | ooked happy because she was com ng hone next Friday. Stoned, she would be |oaded into a
pl ane on Saturday, tonorrow, and delivered to the airport the sane day. Fromthere, she would be
cargoed via dirigible to the ThirteenPrinciples Towers. He was to pick her up next Friday at one
in the norning. O, if he could not make it, she would take a taxi.

Jane-John W/ ford Denpasat was a beautiful dark-skinned woman wi th depi gged bl onde hair
and depi gged bl ue eyes.

"I love my work, Watt, but it's getting to be a drag because we have to be transported
two hundred niles every day fromthe digs to the nearest stoning station. And | miss you terribly.
See you soon, bucko. | can hardly wait."

Waiting was easy for her despite what she had sai d. Unconsci ous people did not fret and
fume or get nervous. And, though he would not be stoned every day until next Friday, he would be
sonmeone el se and so not thinking about her. New Era society did have its di sadvantages, but it
al so had nmany benefits. Check and bal ance; tit for tat; give and take; loss and profit.

Though the strips had not shown a chess nove since Tuesday, Repp still felt disappointed
that there was none today. He thought of Yankev Gil -Jimmy Cricket-and felt keen regret that
their game had had to be dropped. Wiere was Gil now? Still playing in Washington Square Park? In
jail? Stoned and awaiting trial? O convicted and permanently stoned?

Hi s other messages concerned busi ness. The nost inportant was a reninder that he was a
guest on the ILL Show. He should be in the studio at 7:30, and he would be on at 8:00 sharp

No imer had tried to get into contact with himvia strip or in person. That om ssion was,
he supposed, good news.

21.

At the end of the workday, Repp taxied home. After working out on a gymset, he showered and then
ate a light supper. He arrived at the Thirteen-Principles Towers Building at exactly 7:25 P.M and
was in the studio at 7:30. Here he was nmade confortable by the secretary of the host of the ILL
Show, Ras Irving Lenin Lundquist. During coffee, he read the strip display that described the
guest list and the topics and suggested a few witty renmarks he mght |ike to nake.

At 8:40, Repp left the studio. He was satisfied with his performance, though several of
Lundqui st's remarks had stung him It was good publicity to be seen on the ILL Show, hosted by the
self-styled Gay Monk of the M nd. Lundqui st avoi ded the showy and flanboyant and went for the
serious and the intellectual. Instead of dazzling stage scenes and a startling and flashy costune,
the studio roomwas nodeled |ike the host's idea of a nedieval nonk's cell. Clad in a gray robe,
he sat on a chair behind a desk on a platformthat was a foot higher than the guests' chairs.
Lundqui st was thus able to give the inpression that he was the inquisitor-general of Spain and
that his guests were on trial. During the nasty questions and conments he hurled at Repp, Repp
made t he studi o audi ence | augh. He asked Lundqui st when he was bringing in the rack and the iron
maei den. Because the |ILL Show audi ence was conposed nostly
of the better-educated or those who thought they were, Repp could be assured that it understood
the references. That was one of the reasons Repp had exposed hinself to the barbs and insults.
Anot her was that he hoped to give as good as or better than he got. Also, it was well known that
Lundqui st, no natter how he seenmed to despise his guests, invited only those he thought had
sonmehow managed to get at |east in the neighborhood of his intellectual em nence.

Lundqui st attacked Repp on the premise that his character was insecure and shaky.

"You seemto be hung up on rol e-changi ng and shapeshifting, Ras Repp. | need enunerate
only a few of your novies, which reflect this obsession, this conmpul sion, which, in turn, reflects
the basic core of your being. O perhaps | should say, reflects the lack of stable identity. There
are, for instance, The Count of Mnte Cristo, The Odyssey, Proteus at Mani, Helen of Troy, and
Custer and Crazy Horse: Two Parallels That Met.

"All these have to do with disguises, hallucinations, or illusions about identity, or
changi ng of shapes and, hence, change of identity or a seenmi ng change. Curiously enough, you are
best known as the man who writes the best Westerns. In fact, as the nan who resurrected the
Western drama, which had been dead for a thousand years. Some say, better dead.
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"Yet those works which have attracted the attention and even the bl essing of sone art
critics have not been Westerns. Except, of course, for your Custer and Crazy Horse. And that is a
nmost curious Western. Custer and Crazy Horse both get the idea that they'|l go to a medicine nan
get shape-changi ng powers fromthe nedicine nan, adopt each other's shapes, and |lead their enem es
to their deaths. O course, neither knows that the other is doing this. Thus, Custer-as-Crazy
Horse kills Crazy Horse-as-Custer, and then, unable to change his shape, is killed by whites."

Lundqui st sniled his infamus snile, which had been |ikened to, anong other things, a
vagina with teeth.

"I have it froma reliable source that your current work-inprogress, Dillinger Didn't Die,
is based on a renarkably sinilar idea. In fact, your protagonist, the ancient bank robber, escapes
fromthe FBI, the organics of the twentieth century, by magically turning into a wonan. He does

this by getting his noll, | nean, his woman lover, Billie Frechette, an Indian of the Wsconsin
Menonminee tribe, to take himto the tabu abode of Wabosso, the G eat Wite Hare, the Menoni nee
Trickster. This creature of ancient Indian | egend and folk tale gives Dillinger the power to turn

into a wonan at an appropriate tine.

"And so, when the FBlI starts closing in, Dillinger gets Jinmmy Lawence, a petty crook
whose days are nunbered because of his heart trouble, to pose as him Then Dillinger becones Ann
Sage, a Chi cago nadam of a Chi cago whorehouse, and has the real Ann Sage ki dnaped by friends and
taken to Canada. Then, if my informant is correct, Dillinger-as-Ann-Sage goes to the Biograph
Theater with Lawence-as-Dillinger after telling the FBI that they'Il be there. The pseudo-
Dillinger is shot and killed by the FBI. Dillinger-as-Ann-Sage wal ks away fromthe execution."

Lundqui st sneered, and the studi o audi ence | aughed | oudly.

"“I'n other words, your protagonist takes the identity of a woman, becones a wonan. |
understand that you are planning a sequel, Guns and Gonads .

Lundqui st sneered again, and the audi ence | aughed even nore | oudly.

“. .. inwhich Dillinger has great difficulty with the social, econonic, and enotiona
identity of a wonan. Eventually, he adapts, and he even conmes to |like being a woman. He, she,
rather, marries, has children, and then goes back to a life of crinme as a fenmal e whose gang is
conposed of her sons and their gunnolls. She has quite a colorful, if violent, career under the
name of Ma Barker but is finally killed, her guns blazing in a final but futile gesture of
defiance, by the organics.

"However, ny data banker tells me that Ann Sage lived to a ripe old age and certainly did
not suffer a rich sea-change of sex or identity. Ma Barker was born in A D. 1872, whereas
Dillinger was born in A D. 1903. By no stretch of anyone's inmagination, except yours, could the

two be identical. There is such a thing as carrying artistic license too far, Ras Repp. | suggest
that you have carried it off into C oud-Cuckoo-Land, enphasis on the Cuckoo.
"Still, these two lived so long ago that historical anachronismis of little inportance.

I n which case, why didn't you drag Robin Hood in? Though | suppose that he woul d have turned out
to be Maid Marian!"

The audi ence hooted and roared.

"Do not all these repetitions ofa thene, your inability to use a different idea, your
constant hammering at the problemof identity, betray your insecurity and doubts about your own
identity? Doesn't that undoubted mental instability require exanination by the governnent
psychi ci st s?"

The audi ence was in an uproar. Repp was taken aback by this unexpected di scl osure about
his drama. Wile he shoul d have been thinking about his reply, he was wondering which of his
col | eagues had | eaked the information about the novie.

As the cries and boos trail ed away, he decided that he would have to start his own
i nqui sition next Friday. After work hours, of course. Meanwhile, he had better take care of
Lundqui st .

He rose fromthe chair, stuck his thunmbs in his big belt, and swaggered across the
platformto the "pulpit."” Standing, he was able to stare down at Lundqui st despite the host's
el evated chair. Lundquist was still smling, but he blinked furiously. He did not |ike having to
| ook up at his guest.

"Pilgrim those are hard words, and |I'mglad you sniled when you said them Now, if these

were the old days, |'d punch you in the nose."
Lundqui st and t he audi ence gasped.
"But these are nonviolent and civilized tinmes. |'ve contracted not to sue you for anything

you ~ay about ne. And you can't sue ne, either. It's a no-holds-barred, kick-in-the-nuts-or-
what have- you, gouge-eyes-out, half-alligator, half-bear-westlingand-ear-chewi ng show Verbally,
that is.
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"So, | say you're a liar and a word-twi ster and a fact-bender. Qut of sixty novies |'ve
made, only nine have been about shape-changi ng and rol e-exchangi ng. Any fool can see that |'m not
hung up or obsessed with the problemof identity. Any fool but you, | reckon. As for your careless
and nalicious remark about nmy nental instability, if |I did have a screw | oose, | would' ve popped
you one. See how calm| an? See this hand? Is it shaking? It's not, but if it did, who'd blame nme?

"What | am Ras Lundquist, is the Bach of the drana. | play infinite variations on a

single thene."

"Bach is turgid,"” Lundquist said, sneering.

All inall, it was a good show. The viewers were delighted with the violence of the dialog
and enchanted by the threat of physical violence. According to the nmonitor, exactly 200, 300, 181
were wat ching the show. It would be rerun next Friday so that those who were now sl eeping coul d
get a chance to viewit.

Repp wal ked out jauntily into the corridor, stopped for a while to say his nane into the
recorders thrust at himby fans, and then swaggered to the elevator. He taxied to his apartnment,
drank a bourbon, and went to bed. At 11:02, he was awakened by the alarmstrip. After setting up
his dummy and changi ng cl ot hes, he put his bag over his shoul der and went down to the basenent to
get a bike fromthe vehicle-pool. The air was warnmer than it had been the previ ous eveni ng;
anot her heat wave was heading toward Manhattan. A few |ight clouds were noving sl owy eastward.
The streets were al nost enpty. Several organic cars passed him The occupants | ooked at hi m but
went on. On the sidewal ks were stacks of one-foot cubes, the conpacted and stoned garbage-trash
put out by Friday's
State Ceaning Corps. Saturday's would pick it up. Aside frominfrequent data, the only thing
passed on fromone day to the next was garbage-trash. The cubes had several uses, one of which was
as building blocks. It was said, with only sonme exaggeration, that half of the housing in
Manhattan was garbage. "So, what's changed?" was the usual retort.

At 11:20 P.M, Repp stopped in front of an apartnent building on Shinbone Aley. He I ooked
around the brightly illum nated area before going down the ranp | eading to the basenent. He did
not want to be seen entering the building by organics. They mght think that he was just a | ate-
com ng tenant, but they al so stopped every seventh person they saw out this late for a quick
checkup.

No vehicle was in sight, and he could not hear the singing of tires on pavenent. He turned
and rode down the well-lighted ranp to its end and into the bicycle garage. After putting the
bicycle in a rack, he wal ked toward the el evator door, tw ce kicking trash on the floor. "Dam
weedi es!” he nmuttered. He stopped and took fromthe bag his Saturday's star-disc. It was not
supposed to open the elevator door until after mdnight, but he had made alterations to admt him
Though not a professional electronics technician, he had taken enough courses to be one.

Just as he inserted the tip into the hole, he heard a | ow voi ce behind him He junped,
pulling the tip fromthe hole, and whirled. "Jesus, you scared ne!" he shouted. "Where'd you cone
fron? Way'd you sneak up on ne |ike that?"

The man gestured with a thunb at the four enpty enmergency cylinders at the far end of the
garage. "Sorry," he said in a low gravelly voice. "I had to get near enough to nmake sure who you
were. "

He wore an orange tricorn hat and |ight-purple robe decorated with black cloverl eaf
figures, the uniformof Friday's organic patrollers. For a second, Repp had thought that he was
done for. All was lost unless he could get the gun in his bag out in tine to use it. The intruder
was too big for Repp to tackle with only his hands. And he woul d have shot the man. He had not had
time to think about the consequences of the act. Hi s desperation would have taken over himas if
he were a robot.

What had kept himfromgoing for his weapon was that the nan was al one. O ganics al ways
travel ed by twos. So this one rmust be an inmer.

"As soon as you get your color back, I'Il give you the nmessage," the man said. "By the
way, that was a good show you gave tonight. You really told that snobbi sh bastard."”
Repp' s heart was sl ow ng down, and he could breathe alnost nornally. He said, "If you know

me, why'd you cone up so quietly?"

“I told you | had to nake sure. You aren't in your Western outfit."

"What's the nmessage?"

"This evening, at 10:02 P.M, the organics observed and pursued a wanted daybreaker
Mor ni ng Rose Doubl eday. | was told that you will know of her. Ras Doubl eday fled and took refuge
in a house that, unfortunately, was next to the house where a wonan nanmed Sni ck, Panthea Snick
had been hi dden after she had been stoned.

"When the woman, Doubl eday, was cornered in this house, she refused to surrender. She
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conmitted suicide by detonating a minibonb inplanted in her body. The resulting explosion not only
killed the organics pursuing her and the famly then occupying the house, but also destroyed the
bui | di ngs on both sides."

"Way didn't | hear it?" Repp said. "Were did this take place?"

"That's not relevant," the man said, "but it was on West Thirty-fifth Street. Message
cont i nued.

"During the search of the wecked buildings, the organics
- ~1~ .1

found the stoned body of Snick. They destoned her, and she told her story."
The man paused and | ooked at Repp as if he expected himto say sonething. Wien Repp shook

his head, the man said, "I guess you know what that neans. | don't. Message continued. Al inmmers
will be or have been notified that Snick is again a grave danger to us. Her description is being
passed on. | was told that |I didn't have to give it to you.

"All imers are to keep a | ookout for Panthea Snick. |If she can be killed w thout
attracting attention, she is to be killed at once and the body di sposed of. The council suggests
putting it in a GT conpacter

"If the situation is such that she can't be killed on the spot, whoever sees her will
notify his contacts, and they will go after her. You will pass on this nessage to all your
contacts, and you will describe her. You will do this every day until you are told to stop."

The nan paused again and said, "It was assuned that her m ssion was the search for and
arrest of Morning Rose Doubl eday. But since she is still conducting a search, that assunption may
not be correct. It is possible that she had a nultipurpose mssion and that Doubl eday was only one
nmssion. O it may be that she is |ooking for other nenbers of Doubl eday's organization, though
the organics have received no such report from Snick. That is, the | ower echelons of the organics
have received no such report or data. She nmust have transmtted data to today's higher officials
that has resulted in pernmission to continue her mssion, whatever that is. And she will transmt
this to tonorrow s officials.

“I'f tonmorrow s council hears anything that nay i mediately affect you re Snick, you will
be notified as soon as possible."

The man spoke as if he were a receiver-transmitter spewing forth organic official ese.

"One nore item before nmessage is finished," the man said.

"W do have a highly placed official in Saturday. That official will endeavor to find out exac~tly
what Snitk's nmission is. Meanwhile, keep a low profile. Snick will be living in this area. She
will nove into an apartnent in Washington Mews Bl ock Buil ding."

"Cot you," Repp said. "She's taken an apartnent in this area because whoever she's | ooking
for is in this area. At |least, she thinks so."

"Good luck," the nman said. He |ooked around at the trash. "How do you stand this?" He
turned and wal ked toward the ranp before Repp could reply.

"Thanks, 1'I1l need it," Repp called softly after him He turned. The el evator door was
still open, waiting for him He entered the cage and punched the button for his floor. Though he
was rising physically, he was sinking enotionally. Watt Repp, he was thinking, had ridden high
all day. And now, shortly before mdnight, he had tunbled hard. Very hard

As he reached his floor, his spirits surged upward, though briefly. Snick's face had
flashed like a mental neteorite through his dark thoughts. Wiy should he feel joy? Because she was
alive. That was very strange and needed | ooking into. Especially since he was supposed to kill her
if he got the chance.

Sat ur day-Worl d

VARI ETY, Second Month of the Year
D5- WL (Day- Fi ve, Wek-One)

22.

" Chm nmani - padme- hun "

The deep nal e voice droned the chant. Charles Arpad Ohm batted at it as if it were a gnat
flying around his ear.

" Chm mani - padme- humt "

"CGo away!" Charlie said. "I've got a hell of a hangover!"”

" Chm nani - padne- hum "

"Shut up!" Charlie said, and he put the pillow over his head. The voice cane through the
pillow faintly but insistently. It was as if a Ti betan nonk was speaking a ritual to awaken the
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dead, as if he, Charlie Chm was buried but not beyond resurrection

The voi ce stopped. Charlie, knowi ng what was com ng, cursed. The fenmal e voice that
succeeded the male was very loud and shrill, the essence of shrew, termagant, and nag. It was his
ex-wife's, programed into the alarmstrip by Charlie because it was the only voice that could get
himout of bed. It nade himangry, raised his blood pressure, and brought himup and out of
desirable sloth. Not so desirable if he was to get to work on tine.

"You | azy slob! Buml Drunk! Lech! Sickening weedie! Get your goldbricking ass into gear
Mal i ngering mutt! Pig! Parasite! Dirt balls! There's only one thing you can get up in the
nmorni ng, and I want none of that! See if you can't hoist the rest of you, your al cohol -soaked
carcass, the desecrated and ruined tenple you call your body, out of your trough-bed! Get up now
or I'Il pour cold water on you. God knows you need a bath, crud faucet!"

"That does it!" Charlie cried, and he rolled over, lifted the pillow, and tossed it at the
alarmstrip. Hs ex-wife's snarling face was displayed on it. She yelled, "That's right! Throw
things at me, you unreasonable facsinmle of a facsimle! You couldn't hit an elephant's rear!"

Charlie had recorded sone of his wife's rantings and had exci sed various bits and put them
toget her in an unharnoni ous whole. Sone irrational w sh to be punished-after all, the divorce had
been partly his fault-had made him subnit hinself in early nornings to her decibelish devilings.

Charlie rolled groaning out of bed, stood up sonewhat shakily, and shanbled to the
bat hroom On the way, he kicked aside a crunpled candy-bar wapper. He swore at the occupant who
had failed to drop it in the disposer. Passing the row of cylinders, he shook his fist at the face
in the wi ndow of Friday's stoner

" Sl ob!"

At | east Friday had changed the bedclothes. This tinme. Mre than once, Charlie had fallen
into a bed snelling of sweat, and, once, of vomt. Despite this, he had not conplained to the
authorities. That was against the unwitten code of the weedi es. But he would | eave a nasty
message for Robert Chang Sel assi e.

VWhen he was finished in the bathroom he went through the door that led into the living
room Beyond the pool table, standing against the eastern wall, was the row of seven cylinders.
The only one who inspired a thought in Charlie was Sunday's occupant, Tom Zurvan, who stared
t hrough the window. His fierce expression, long hair, and long and thick beard nade
himlook like an O d Testanment prophet, a Jerem ah of the fourteenth-century New Era. Charlie
bl essed himironically, sure that Zurvan never |left anyihing for others to clean up. Charlie also
felt sure that Zurvan woul d not have approved of him

H s ex-wife's voice had stopped, but it would screech out again if he went back to bed or
| ay down on the sofa or the floor. It was prograned to pounce upon him if necessary, until he had
had his first cup of coffee

He wal ked down the hall, passing by strips that had been automatically activated. Their
voi ces were a nedl ey and a babel

"...learned today that ten thousand nore square mles have been reclained fromthe Amazon
Basi n Desert

"...the bad news is that London, despite enormous efforts, is sinking again at the rate of
two i nches an obyear

" answer the Number Seven question, and you will win forty nore credits, fully
gover nnent - aut hori zed. \What year, in both pre-New Era and New Era dates, did the Battle of Dallas
take pl ace?”

" the anci ent phil osopher, Wody Allen, said that we are all nopnads w thout w ndows.
There is sone dispute anong the historians about the exactness of the reading of the ancient
records. Some claimthat Allen said nomads, not nmonads. In which case

" a vote for Nuchal Kelly Wang is a vote agai nst the continued use of contraceptive
chemicals in our drinking water. Stop this obsolete and unwarranted nethod of birth control! W
have roomon this great planet for nore people! A vote for Wang is a vote for the future! People
are crying for children, yet..."

A rem nder strip, one of several, displayed that Charlie was scheduled to take a voter-
qualification test next Saturday.

STUDY HARD, YOU DUMWY. REMEMBER THAT YOU FAI LED THE TEST LAST TI ME

"What's the difference?" Charlie growmed. "Wang is the only one I'd vote for, and he
doesn't have a chance."

A news strip in the kitchen greeted himwith a view of Pope Sixtus the Eleventh on the
porch of his bungalow in Rone. This had been recorded | ast Saturday during the installation of
I van Phum phon Yeti as today's head of the Roman Catholic Church. The canera swept over the fifty
or so of the faithful on the snmall | awn and passed into the house. Chm paused to watch while
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getting a stoned four-cup cube of coffee fromhis PP cabinet. The strip showed the faces of the
other six vicars of Christ in their cylinders in a tiny room They were the faces of old men who
| ooked as if they had suffered nuch.

"Suffering is good for the character,”" Chmsaid, and he told the strip to switch to
anot her channel. He was not uncaring; he was stirred by feelings that he could not handle at the
monent. But the sight of the Manhattan Mangl ers bei ng beaten 5-4 by the Rhode |sland Roosters did
not quiet him There had been a riot after that soccer match, one that Charlie m ght have joi ned
if he had been in the stadium Though the strips had not shown the nelee (ten badly injured),
Charlie had heard about it via the grapevine.

The sky-eye recordi ngs woul d be nmagnified and studied by the organics. After which, those
responsi ble for the injuries would be tracked down to their hones and arrested. The | eaders of the
infuriated mob and the injured would al so be arrested.

Charlie shut the strip off, put the cube in a deep dish and the dish in the destoner, and
turned a switch. After opening the door, he took the dish out, poured the ground coffee into a
filter, and turned on the coffee-maker. Wiile waiting, he went to the curved wi ndow and | ooked out
at Wmanway. The sky was clear. Another hot day. The street was filled with nen and wonen in
brightly colored kilts, floppy shirts with wide thick neck-ruffs, and wi de-bri med hats bearing
plastic or real flow
ers. There were many pedestrians, nost trying to wal k under the shade of the huge oaks or pal m
trees lining, both sides of the street. Many of the cyclists had big teddy bears in their baskets,
and many wal kers were carrying teddy bears. The faces of these had been nodified to | ook half-
ursine, half |like those of beloved rel atives, spouses, |lovers, or, for the nore narcissistic, like
their owners.

Charlie shook his head-he had resisted the fad-and poured out a |large mugful of coffee.

Sl ouching to the table, he dropped into a chair, spilling sone of the liquid on the table. Staring
moodi |y at the coffee, the only decent way to stare early in the norning (alnost 10:00 A M), he
tried to renmenber the shank of yesterday evening. He had cone hone quite late, had trouble
inserting the disc tip into the hole, had voided nuch beer, and then had fallen into bed.

Here he was now, unshowered, unshaven, and hung over. His head felt as if it had been cut
of f and was being used for a bowing ball. Every other beat of blood through his brain was a
strike, and the pins flew through in all directions, slaming into the walls of his brain. How had
he gotten that headache which no one, not even the sinfullest of sinners, deserved? Oh

yes . . . After tending bar, he had not gone hone, which he should have done, but had
swilled all evening with his cronies at the tavern

Never again! The wailing cry of the repentant rose fromhis |lips. Never again! And he sat
back, startled at the violence of his vow He had actually spoken al oud.

He got nore coffee. What was that dreamthat had upset himso rmuch? He could not remenber
it any nore than he could remenber the specifics of last night's revel. Wait. Qut of the dark fog
some dimfigures were energing. He tried to grasp them only to see themslink back into the fog

It did not matter. He would drink sone nore coffee, eat a very light breakfast, and
exercise on the gymset in the living
room Then, after shaving and showering, he would take his fencing foil and equi prent down to the
bl ock gymmasi um After a vigorous hour, he would cone back to the apartnent, shower again, and
then dress for work.

Thi nki ng of dress, what was he doing sitting here naked? He thought that he had not taken
his clothes off after he had stunbled into the apartnment. He nust have, though it was strange that
he had not seen themon the floor. Surely, he had just dropped them before falling into bed.

Per haps, sone tine in the night, he had gone to the bathroom Com ng out, he had picked them up
and put themin the PP closet. Even weedies, dirty and unresponsible, antisocial, and sl obbish,
were so conditioned that they automatically did certain things that went against their nature.

"I really nust cut down on the booze," Charlie muttered. He rose to get nore coffee but
stopped, cup in hand. The strip on the wall behind himhad buzzed |l oudly. He turned and saw it
flashing orange. When he had spoken the words to clear it, he saw the man standi ng before the
apartnment door. The strip showed a tall and well-nuscled man of about thirty subyears. He wore a
mauve hat with yellow roses, a yellow | oose blouse with lace cuffs and a green neck-ruff, and a
bl ack- and-yel | onchecked kilt. Hi s shoul derbag was nmade of alligator |eather, the skin for which
was grown in a factory in Brooklyn. The teddy bear held under one armwas mauve. Its face vaguely
resenbled its owner.

Charlie Ohmsaid, "What the. . . ?"He suddenly recognized the man with the narrow foxlike
face. During the past few subyears, Charlie had served himdrinks, which the man nursed as if they
were dying birds. Three drinks of bourbon, and the evening was spent for Hetman Janos Ananda
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Mudge.
. . hell is he doing here?"

He told the audio of the entrance-door nonitor strip to turn on and said, nore |loudly than
was necessary, "Just a minute!"

He hurried fromthe kitchen, groaning as each step jarred | oose pain in his head. He went
down the narrow hall, the light coming on as he entered, and inserted the tip of his disc-star
into the hol e bel ow the SATURDAY pl aque. A few seconds later, clad only in a kilt, he wal ked
qui ckly, wincing, to the front door. He paused. \Wat was Janos Miudge doi ng here? Had he, Charlie
Ohm insulted Miudge sonetinme |ast night and was Miudge here to demand an apol ogy? O was Midge an
organi ¢ and here to arrest himfor sonething that he had done | ast night? Sonething antisocial?
That |ast speculation did not seemlikely, since the hall nonitor strip showed that Miudge was the
only one in the hall.

"What do you want?" Charlie said

The strip showed. . . exasperation? . . . flitting over Midge's face.

"I want to talk to you, Chm"

"What about ?"

Mudge gl anced down both sides of the hall. «That there was no one else there did not nean
that he was not being nonitored. Some weedi e m ght be watching himon his hall strip.

Mudge reached into a pocket on the side of his kilt and pulled out a thin square bl ack
plate. Holding it with two fingers, he spoke into it so softly that OChmcould not hear him Then
he held it up cupped in one hand. The strip showed one word fl ashi ng orange agai nst the bl ack

| MVER.

After three flashes, the word di sappear ed.

"Ch, Lord!" Charlie said.

23.
Bet ween seeing the calling card and opening the door, Chm s hangover vanished. It did not expl ode.
I't inploded, burst inward. The hangover fragnents, |like shrapnel, tore holes in the persona of

Charlie OGhm and what had been shut out stormed into the breaches. He had been "renenbering” the
events of last Saturday night, though they had been vague. And the hangover he had been suffering
this norning was, in a sense, the hangover of a hangover. The origi nal had been endured and
finally gotten rid of on |last Sunday, when he had been Father Tom Zurvan. Father Tom who never
drank a' cohol but neverthel ess had to suffer fromCharlie OChms roisterings. Father Tom who
accepted the head pain as part of the bad karma fromhis previous life.

The hangover had passed five days ago. Yet, when he, as Charlie OChm had awakened this
nmor ni ng, he had cocooned hinself. Al the events and dangers gone through by the four predecessors
had been arrested, as it were, and put in a dungeon. O stoned and put in the psychic cylinders
sonewhere within him He, stoned in nore than one sense, stoned Charlie Cm had renmenbered
not hi ng. He had been no one but Chm the part-time bartender, the lush, the weedie. The days
bet ween | ast Saturday and this had bounced off himas if he were a noninmer, a phener. Even the
hangover that no | onger
exi sted had cone back to life. It was |ast Saturday's hand squeezing himto get all the juice of
the ot her clays out.

That sudden revel ation had been the first shock. The second was that, if an inmer was
here, he was bringing very bad news. Nothing el se woul d have made the councillors send a
nmessenger.

Mudge entered, |ooked around as if he expected to be in a pig sty and then | ooked
surprised that he was not. He said, "Get dressed, and be quick about it. W have to get out of
here in five minutes. Sooner if possible."

"The organics. . . they're com ng?" Ohmsaid. He swall owed audibly.

"Yes," Midge said, "but not for you. Not specifically, that is. It's a sanitary check
raid."

Omfelt relieved. "Ch," he said, "then. . . ?"

“I"'mto conduct you to ... soneone," Midge said. "Get going, man!"

The urgency and aut hority of Midge's voice spun Chm around and sent himrunning for the PP
cl oset. Wien he cane out, he found Mudge standing in front of Zurvan's stoner. The man turned on
hearing himand ran his eyes up and down Chm "OK " But he turned again and pointed at Zurvan's
face. "This is really a dunmy?"

"Yes," Chm said. Then, "How do you know t hat ?"

"I had orders to get rid of it if it didn't |look realistic.”

"Why? |s the situation that bad?"

"Bad enough, | guess. | don't know the details, of course. Don't want to know "
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Mudge gl anced at the clock strip. "Good. Two minutes ahead of schedule. You don't have any
recordi ngs that should be erased? O anything you wouldn't want the organics to find?"

"Dam it, no!" Chmsaid. "I may be a weedie, but I'mnot sloppy."”

Mudge had turned both his kilt and his hat inside out. He
was now wearing a brown hat with a long orange feather and a cerise kilt. Midge was reaching
i nsi de his handbag, which he had put into a brown shoppi ng bag. For a second, Chmthought that
Mudge woul d bring Qut a gun. He could feel the blood draining fromhis head. At the sane tine, he
crouched, ready to spring. But Midge renoved a hat, a wi de-brinmed, high-crowned brown hat with an
orange f eat her.

He held it out to Chm "This is reversible, too. Put it on."

Ohmtook his hat off and tossed it on the floor. Midge raised his eyebrows and | ooked
sternly at Ohm

“I'"I'l put it away later,” Ohmsaid. "You said we don't have nuch time. Besides, if the
organi cs come in, they have to find some untidiness. They might get suspicious if they don't."

They started toward the door. Chm a step behind Mudge, said, "Can't you tell me anything
about this?"

"Yes." Midge opened the door and went into the hail. Wien Owm had joined him Midge said,
softly, "I was to tell you this only if you asked. The Repp dumry has been di scovered. It was
found at ten to midni ght yesterday. Friday, | suppose."”

"My God! It's all over!"

Mudge said, "Keep your voice down. And act natural, whatever that is. No nore questions."

"WAs Sni ck behind this?"

"I said . . . no nore questions."

They started down the hall as a door three apartnents away from his opened and a | oud
drunken couple, a nan and a woman, staggered out. Midge steered away fromthemas if he night get
dirty if he got too near. "Hey, Charlie," the man said. "W'll see you at The Isobar."

"Maybe," OChmsaid. "I got urgent personal business to attend to. | don't knowif I'Il make
it to work on tine."

"We' || drink to your happi ness and success," the wonman said.

"Do that."

Wien they got into the elevator cage, Charlie said, "I know you don't want ne to ask
questions. But amJ going to get to work? If | don't, what excuse do~ | use?"

"That'il be taken care of, | suppose.”

"Well, maybe it won't be inportant by then.”

Mudge stared at himand said, "You' d better get hold of yourself, fellow Jesus, you don't
act like an inmer."

Just before the el evator stopped, Miudge, unable to control his curiosity and ignoring his
own comand, said, "Wiy in hell would an imer live here?"

"No questions, renenber."

How could he tell himthat he had built, no, grown, a persona for each day? And that each
was based on certain character el enents that had coexisted, though not harnoni ously, when he had
been only Jeff Caird? He had been a conservative and a liberal, a puritan and a flesh-potter, a
nonreligionist and a longer for faith, an authoritarian and a rebel, a priss and a slob. Qut of
the many conflicting el ements of character, he had grown seven different ones. He had been able to
do many things that would have been denied himif he had |ived on only one day. He had cont ai ned
many in one body, and each man had been given a chance to be what he wanted to be. Charlie Chm
t hough, m ght have been, surely was, the case of going too far

Just as they stepped out into the underground garage, he flashed the dreamthat he had
tried to recall. He had seen all seven of himin Central Park, riding horses in a fog. They cane
in fromthe dimess fromdifferent directions and reined in their horses so that the hindquarters
forned a seven-pointed star. O a bouquet of horseflesh

Jeff Caird had said, "What're we doing on this bridal path?"

Fat her Tom Zurvan had said, "Getting married, of course.”

Charlie Owm had | aughed hollowy and said, "W act nore
i ke we've been divorced. First the divorce, then the marriage. Sure!"

Ji m Dunski had pulled a sword from sonewhere, held it aloft, and had shouted, "All for one
and one for all!l™

"The seven nusketeers!"” Bob Tingle had yell ed.

"May the best man win!" WII Isharashvili had said.

"And the devil take the hindnost!" Charlie Chm had chortl ed.

They had fallen silent because they heard the clip-clop of a horse's hooves approaching in
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the fog. They waited for they knew not what, and presently the figure of a giant man on a gi ant
horselike figure loomed in the fog. Then the dream had ended.

Ohm did not have tine to try to plunb its nmeaning. He was hustled by Mudge out of the
buil ding onto the sidewal k. They wal ked swiftly down the sidewal k past a yardful of screani ng
children at play and sone adults. Ohm had no doubt that some of the infants had no I Ds and that
they had not been registered in the data bank. Miudge gl anced at his wistwatch and nuttered, "One
mnute to go." Chm | ooking around, could see no sign of the organics. But when they got to
Wmanway Boul evard, he saw thirty nen and worren, all in civilian clothing, standing by severa
cars. That they were unnmarked nmeant that they were organic. Wen would the organics |earn that
everybody knew t hat ?

There woul d be other raiders collected at other points near the building.

| need a drink, he thought.

But that's the last thing you need just now, soneone said.

Nevert hel ess, as they wal ked north on Wimanway and passed the big dark w ndow of The
I sobar, he felt as if sone gyroscope inside himwas |eaning toward the entrance. Leaning al so
toward the path of |east resistance and of hard-to-change habit.

He was sweating, though that was easily accounted for by the heat. That did not account
for all the dryness of his nouth. What were today's organi cs doi ng about the discovery of Repp's
dummy? The first shift would have read the recording left by Friday's last shift. The organics
woul d have taken action on such a serious nmatter. \Wat action? He was not going to know until he
reached his unknown destinati on.

He felt the weight of the gun in his handbag. Though he had fallen so conpletely into
today's persona, he had autonmatically transferred the weapon to Chms bag. Its presence reassured
him though not nuch. |If Midge had something bad in nind for him he would have taken the gun from
the bag. But then Midge did not know much about him and whoever had sent Midge woul d not have
told himto disarm Chm That woul d have warned Chmthat the councillors did not want himjust to
talk to.

I"'mreally getting suspicious, he told hinself. However, | have good reason to be so. |
may be a very grave danger to the famly

"Don't get out fromunder the tree," Midge said. "Stay out of the clear area."

Charlie had been about to step into the sunshine between the oak trees along the curb and
the buil dings on the east side of the sidewal k. He said, "Sorry."

Eventual | y, though, they would have to | eave the | eafy roof and venture out where the sky-
eyes could see them These would record that two nen in such-and-such colors and shapes of hats
and of kilts had gone under the shield of the trees at such-and-such a point and had energed at
such-and-such a point. This would nean nothing, of course, unless the organics had a reason to
track the two nen.

Mudge halted when they got to the corner of Wwnmanway and Waverly Place. He | ooked around-
for what, Ohmdid not know and then said, "Wait a mnute, then follow ne." Chm
wat ched himpull a short plastic-wapped stick fromhis bag. He pressed on its butt, and a paraso
expanded. Holding it above his head, Midge wal ked across the sidewalk and into the G food store
at the corner. Midge shoul d have brought al ong a parasol |arge enough to shield both of them
Then, if they escaped the side-angle sky-eye, the vertical one would have recorded only a parasol
under which wal ked one or two nen or wonen or a mxed coupl e.

O course, if the organics were to study the recording, they would observe that a paraso
had energed from under cover where no parasol had entered. No, they could not be sure. At |least a
dozen parasol bearers had gone under the branches or were standing around. Four of these parasols
were the sane yell ow as Mudge's. And so was the fol ded parasol slapped into Ghnis hand by a wonan
who wal ked on casually as if she were not part of sone relay. She, too, held a yell ow parasol over
her head.

Charlie unfol ded the parasol and started toward the store but had to stop when a nan
stepped in front of him The nman thrust his teddy bear at Chm said, "Take it!" and strolled on
He stopped, however, a few paces away and | eaned agai nst a news-strip post. Charlie noted that the
man had the sanme shape and col or of hat and color of kilt as his. A nman his build and with simlar
clothes and minus a teddy bear would wal k out from under the cover of the | eaves. Unless the
organi cs conputer-analyzed the man's gait, they would think that he was the same as the teddy-
bearl ess man who had gone under the trees.

In two minutes, he had seen nore inmers than at any one tine previous.

Charlie Ohmwent into the store and folded the parasol. Midge, standing near the rear of
the store, turned and went into the P & S. Besi des Mudge and hinself, there were five nen and two
wonen there. A nmediumsized man with very broad
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shoul ders handed Mudge and Chma ball of plastic clothing. He hurried out. Midge said, softly, "Go
into a stall and change."

A few minutes |ater, Midge and Chm strolled out of the store. Miudge wore a big-brimred
scarlet hat and a green kilt. OChm a few paces behi nd Mudge, wore a"bl ack sonbrero with crinmson
feathers and a green kilt. He followed Midge up the escalator to the pedestrian bridge across
Wrmanway, went across the bridge, and down the escalator to Waverly Place. They wal ked west until
they came to Fifth Avenue, where they turned north. Chm scanned Washi ngton Square, which was to
his left, but he did not see Yankev Gil. The man could be playing chess sonmewhere deeper in the
square. He could have stayed hone because of the heat. Mst probably, he had been picked up by the
organi cs. Chmwas curious about the man's notives for daybreaking, though not as curious as Jeff
Caird woul d have been

Mudge crossed the bridge in front of the square building called the Washi ngton Mews (the
Mews had | ong been gone). Ohmfollowed himto the west side of Fifth. As he did so, he recalled
that Pant hea Snick now had an apartnment in the Mews buil ding. She must be out in this area now,
| ooking for him Perhaps. The Friday organics mght have had tine to run Repp's ID through the
data bank and then have passed on the findings to Saturday. If Friday had not done this, Saturday
woul d have.

Wi ch neant one of two actions. One, the Saturday organics woul d be | ooking for a
daybreaker resenbling him an ordinary, run-of-the-assenbly-line breaker. O, two, they m ght have
tried to match Repp's IDwith simlar IDs fromall of the days. There would have been sone del ay
before the organics could get permission fromthe North Anerican Superorgani c Council for
Saturday. But there had been enough tinme for that. The hounds could know all and be on his scent.

If the latter had happened, what could he do? What had the i mer council planned for hinf

Mudge wal ked north on Fifth under the trees. Ohnmfollowed himfor a few paces, then
stopped. The building on his left was one of the ol der ones, built before the ship-shape craze. It
housed, on Saturday, anyway, Othodox Jews who used the building gymasium as a synagogue,
wor shi ping their god amid the odor of sweat socks and sweat shirts. A nman was | ooking out of a
second-story wi ndow. Yankev Gil.

The strong handsone face appeared only for a mnute. Its expression changed subtly, but
OChmcould not read it. Was it a sudden but suppressed recognition of hin? Not of Charlie Chm but
of Jim Dunski, who had stood for a while by the table in Washi ngton Square and watched Gil play
chess? Or was it just suspicion that Chm mi ght be an organic | ooking for hinf

VWhat ever it was, Gil was certainly taking chances by being in that building. It would be
one of the first places the organics would search. However, Gil mght have noved into it after
the search. Or he might just be visiting, perhaps to take part in a religious cerenony.

Bob Tingle, the data banker, had ascertained that there were only approximately half a
mllion Othodox Jews and two nillion of the Reformed in all of the seven days. The rest had been
absorbed, their identity diffused in the Gentile society. Chm hinself had a Jew sh great -
grandnot her, though she was Jew sh by courtesy only. She had not practiced the religion

The government had no public official policy against Jews. It professed toleration of all
religions, but it did push a subtle formof persecution of Jews. It was unlawful for parents to
arrange nmarriages of their children or to use any formof coercion to ensure that the children
married within the faith. Since it was al so forbidden for any group to claimsuperiority to any
other group for religious reasons, the Jews were not allowed to state in words or in witing that
they were "the chosen of God."

That woul d be antisocial and nonegalitarian. Othodox nales also had to delete fromtheir norning
prayer their thanks to God that they were not born as wdnen. That attitude was even nore
antisocia'l and nonegalitarian

Al'l of the sacred or revered witings of the Jews were legally available only in
recordi ngs. These had been censored, though not heavily, and interspersed frequently with conmrents
by the officials of the Bureau of Religi ous Freedom

For the same reasons, Christians were forbidden to claimthat Jesus was the Son of God
except in the sense that all Honp sapiens were the children of God. Wo, the government said, did
not exist. The New Testanent was also lightly censored but heavily annotated by the bureau
24,

The thirteen-story Tower of Evolution |ooked Iike a corkscrew. The bright green threadings of its
exterior were supposed to suggest the spiraling of Iife toward higher evolution. Atop the point
were the statues of a man and of a woman hol di ng a baby above her head. The baby had its hands
raised as if it was trying to grasp sonething in the sky.

Charlie Ohmfollowed Midge into the vast well-lighted | obby and got in |ine a few people
behind him Wiile waiting, he | ooked at the outer edge of the circular |obby. Through the plastic
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wal | s, he could see the boiling thick-1ooking liquid and the hol ograph i nages of thunder clouds
and lightning striking the waters. This was a representation of the primal soup, Earth's oceans,
billions of years ago. Here, the nunerous strips said, was where |ife had begun, conceived in
violent intercourse by the lightning and out of carbon conpounds floating in the thick "soup." The
first life forns, very basic indeed, had begun in this sinple though splendid rape.

Charlie had no idea why Midge had gotten into the line of sightseers, but he assuned that
Mudge knew what he was doi ng. He noved forward swiftly, though, and was glad of it. Tourists from
all over the world janmmed the | obby, and the chatter was, if not deafening, annoying.

Charlie finally got to the credit machine standing on a pole at the entrance to an aisle
made. by posts coni ~iected to chains. He inserted the tip of his ID disc-star into the hole, saw
the di splay, ACCEPTED, and passed on into the aisle. He saw Mudge go by the el evator and step onto
the stairway to the second floor. Pressed by a man ahead and a woman behi nd, a cl ose contact
Charlie had to endure, he noved slowy up the steps. At the top, he found Mudge waiting for him

Charlie glanced at the vast and nostly hollow interior rising twelve stories to the top.
He had seen this before at |east a dozen times, yet he still felt sonewhat awed. The exhibits were
intall and wide recesses in the wall in a staggered ascendi ng arrangenent. The visitors travel ed
on wi ndi ng escal ators that went slanting upward around and around the walls past the sea- and
| andscapes with the figures of fish, birds, insects, animals, and plants appropriate to the
particul ar geol ogical tine. Standing on the escalator, their altitude ever increasing, the
visitors would travel fromPre-Canbrian tine (plants and animals with soft tissues) to the
Canbri an (the backbonel ess ocean creatures of the first stage of the Pal eozoic Era). Then, noving
upward di agonal ly, they would go past the Ordovician (the first primtive fishes). They woul d
continue through the Mesozoi c and Cenozoic eras, oohing and aahing at the |ife-sized ani nmated
di nosaur robots, and they would end up near the top where Honb sapi ens of the New Era was the
prine exhibit. They would get off into a recess there and take elevators down to the | obby. Al ong
the corkscrew way, they could step off for a while into recesses to one side of the exhibits to
view the curiosities.

Mudge did not get onto the escalator. He turned and went into a doorway to a hall. Passing
the two nmen stationed there, Miudge nodded his head at them This nust have been a signal to |et
Ohm al so pass into the hall. It was not nore than ten feet long, ending in a wide strip displaying

a nmontage of sone of the life fornms on the upper |evels. Midge said sonething be-

fore Chm got near enough to hear him Omstarted slightly as the strip before himslid up into a
slot in the ceiling and a hallw de strip slid down behind himfroma ceiling slot. For a nonment,
the two were in a box three feet wide.

Mudge stepped through the entrance, which had been hidden by the wall strip, into an
el evator cage. He turned and beckoned Chmto follow him Owmgot into it. Miudge said, "Up." The
doors closed, and the cage rose swiftly. Evidently, since there was no di splay of floor nunbers,
the elevator went to one floor only. Wen it stopped, Midge got behind Chmand gently nudged him
out. Charlie did not Iike it that Midge, who had been in front of himalnost all the way, now was
behind him He could do nothing about it and was not sure that he had any reason to try to do
sonet hi ng.

They stepped out, facing south, into a large but |owceilinged roomwth unactivated wall
strips and a thick expensivel ooking green carpet. Midge told himto nove on. Charlie went to the
only door, which led west. Here was a curving hallway about ten feet wide with another thick
carpet and deadscreen strips. As they wal ked along it, Charlie Ohm saw doors closed on his right.
He doubted that these were tenanted. Whoever lived here had plenty of extra rooms and nust,
therefore, be a very inportant person indeed.

At the end of a curving three hundred feet, they stopped before a | arge door. Muidge
inserted an IDtip into the code-hole. A few second later, a voice told themto cone in. Midge
st epped behind Chmagain and told himto go in. Chmpulled the door open and went in. He was in a
| arge anteroomwith plenty of confortable-Iooking chairs and davenports. Cbviously, he was to go
into the next room He opened the door to that and entered a very large room Its w ndows gave him
a view of the Hudson River and of the forest covering the part of New Jersey that he coul d see.
There was a lot of furniture, though not too nuch for this room On the wall, spaced anobng the
activated strips, were paintings in the ancient Chinese
manner. Chm wondered if these were originals and not copies. The furnishings and the furnitur.e
were certair~ly Chinese. One of the objets d art that caught his eye was a big bronze Buddha in a
ni che.

The man sitting in a chair at the end of the room near a w ndow, was wearing scarl et
paj amas and slippers and a Kel lygreen norning robe. He was | arge and dark-ski nned and had
promi nent epicanthic folds. H s nose was | arge and hawki sh; his eyebrows, heavy; his chin,
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massi ve. He | ooked famliar, but it was not until Ohmwas a few feet fromhimthat Chmrealized
why. Decrease the epicanthic folds by half. Change the blue eyes to brown. He woul d | ook nuch |ike
Jeff Caird. . . Father Tom Zurvan ... hinself.

Mudge said, "You may stop here." Meaning, "You nust." Chmdid so, and Mudge said, "I'l]I
take your bag."

Rel uctantly, Ohmhanded it over. He had intended to see just where Miudge put it, but the
man arose fromthe chair and bowed slightly, shaking hands with hinmself. That was Tuesday's
greeting, which nmeant that this nman could be that day's citizen. O it could nmean that he was
i ndi cating that he knew Chimis primal persona. O it could mean both.

The man snmiled and said, "Wl cone, grandson."”

Ohm stared, felt his blood rushing fromhis head, and said, "G andson?"

"Also ny great-great-grandson in your paternal and maternal I|ines."

Though shaken, Chm had recovered quickly. Aware that he had not returned the fornal
greeting, he did so. And he said, "You have the advantage of ne."

That was not quite true. Only one man in the world could be his great-great-grandfather
and still be living. But he had died.

That was what the vital statistics of the Wrld Data Bank recorded. However, who knew
better than Chmthat the data bank held many |ies?

"Advant age?" the man said. He gestured that Chm should
sit down. OChm as was proper, waited until the older man seated hinmself first. Before taking the
chair offered, he glanced around. Midge was standing by a table ten feet behind him The
shoul derbag was on the table but unopened. Mudge, of course, would know by its weight that it
contai ned a gun.

Ohm al so scanned the strips, each of which displayed some of the exhibits in the tower.

Ohm sat down, |ooked steadily into the man's eyes, and said, "Al right, no advantage. You
did take nme by surprise, | adnmit that. | had no idea. . . we've all been told that the founder was
killed in a | aboratory accident."”

"Blown to bits,” the nman said. "It was not difficult to grow skin and organs and bones
fromm own cells, even hands, which had, of course, ny fingerprints, and one eyeball that was not
destroyed by the expl osion. By design, of course. There were a | ot of of courses.”

“Your intinmates were wondering why you | ooked so young," Chmsaid. "You finally had to
seemto die, and then you took a new ID."

G | bert Ching | merman nodded and said, "My permanent residence is not in this country. It
won't hurt for you to know that. You may al so know that Saturday is not ny official citizenship
day. | flew here to straighten this ness out."

What ever I nmerman's nane was now, it was that of a very high official, OCmthought.
Probably he was a world councilbr. Only a man of that rank and influence could have a persona
apartment-such a large one, too-that he rarely used. And only a very high official could break day
when he pl eased. OChm wondered what his coverup story was. Not that that mattered. What did matter
was why | mrerman was here.

"Grandfather," Chmsaid. He paused. "May | call you G andf at her?"

“I'd like that," Imrerman said. "No one has ever done that. | had to deny nyself the
pl easure of my grandchildren's corn-
pany. But, of course, | also did not have to be involved in the sonetinmes painful and distressing

troubles thaf conme with the joys of grandchildren. Yes, you may call me G andfather."

He stopped, smled.

"But what do I call you?"

Ohmsaid, "What. . . ? Oh! | see. Today's Saturday. Call ne Charlie, please."

| mrer man shook his head slightly, then nade a gesture. Midge appeared by Ohnis side and
said, "Yes, sir."

"Wul d you get us some tea. Qur guest may be hungry, also. Wuld you |like sone food,
Charlie?"

"Sone protein cookies would be nice," Cimsaid. "I had a very |ight breakfast."

"I would inagine you would," Inmerman said. "The way of life you lead . . . today, that
is. You are anmazing, Charlie. Not quite unique in being a daybreaker sanctioned as such by the
i mer council. But unique in your roles. And in the intensity with which you have adopted these
roles. . . personae, rather. | believe that you actually become a new man each day. Admirable, in
some respects. In others, dangerous."”

Here it comes, Ohmthought. Now we're getting to the reason I'mhere. This is not neant to
be a fam |y reunion

“"May | walk around a little while we're waiting for the tea and cookies?" Charlie said. "I
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didn't get ny accustoned exercise. |I'mtight and sluggish. | can think better with the nuscles
| oose and the bl ood fl ow ng."
"Be ny guest."

Feel i ng somewhat sel f-conscious, Charlie got up and strode up and down the room He
stopped at the entrance, turned, and went as far as a few feet from | mernman before turni ng again.
The old man-old man, he did not | ook nore than five years ol der than his grandson!-sat with fol ded
hands and watched. He was snmiling very faintly. Wile Charlie paced back and forth, he saw a huge
seal - point Sianmese cat enter from
a doorway. It paused, |ooked intently with enornous blue eyes at Ghm then trotted to | merman and
| eaped upon his lap. It curled down there while Imrerman gently stroked it.

"Mng is nmy first and only pet," Imernan said softly. "Mng the Merciless. | doubt you
know t he reference. He's alnbpst as old as | am In obyears, that is. Fromtine to tine, | stone
him"

Charlie took his gaze away fromthe wall strips, though he had seen sonething in one that
had startled him He said, "Even so, Mng nmust have been given the elixir for himto live so |ong.
Ri ght ?"

"Right," Imerman said. "Only . . . it's not an elixir. It's a biological form a genuine
life form though artificial in origin. It cleanses the plaque fromthe arteries, does nany
things. It also partially suppresses the inherent aging agent in our cells. | don't know how it

does it, though |I've been trying to find out for a long tinme."

Onm was not pleased by the confidences. They could inply that his grandfather did not care
what his grandson | earned. Charlie OChmwas not going to be able to pass on the infornmation. But
could a man be so objective, so hard-hearted, that he would rid hinself-and the fam|y-of his own
fl esh and bl ood? The answer was, of course, that he could. The inmrer famly had survived this |ong

because its | eaders had been objective and logical. It night grieve Imerman to di spose of his own
grandson, but he would do it if he had to. The famly cane first; its individuals, a |ong second
pl ace behi nd.

"I"ve wondered about that,” Charlie said. Alittle hole in the blackness inside his brain
seenmed to open. Alittle light shone briefly through it. Watt Repp? Repp seened to be telling him
sonet hi ng. Then he knew, and he spoke it al oud before the know edge vani shed back into the
dar kness.

"Mng the Merciless," he said. "He was a character, the chief villain, in an ancient comc
book and novie series. Flash Gordon. That was the nane of the hero of the series.”

| mmerman | ooked mildly surprised, then smled. "That originated in the twentieth century
A.D. | didn't ~know that anybody but a few scholars knew of that. |'ve underestimted you,
grandson. "

“I'"'mnot just Charlie Ohm a bartender, a weedie, and a drunk."

"I know that."

"I think you know everything about ne," Charlie said. "I hope that you know ne wel
enough, understand ne well enough, that is, to know that | amnot a danger to you ... to the
i mrers."

Imrerman snmiled as if he were genuinely pl eased.

"Then you realize fully why | have summoned you here. Cood."

Maybe not so good for ne, Chm thought.

He had been about to say sonething, but one face in a wallstrip display seened to zoom
out, to expand, and to crowd his mnd. He trenbled. That face could not be there. He | ooked away
and then his head was turned as if it were clanped in a machine. Yes. It was.

The screen showed a | arge recess near the top of the tower, the third fromthe final. It
contained figures fromthe past, EXTINCT TYPES OF HOMO SAPI ENS. The face that had snagged himin
his swift survey, caught himas a stunp in shall ow water caught the bottomof a boat (and
threatened to rip out his guts), belonged to a figure in a seventeenth-century group. This, he
t hought, represented The King and The Queen and their Court. It could be, judging fromthe dress,
the period of the Three Miusketeers. The King would be Louis XIIl; the Queen, Anne of Austria. The
figure with a foxlike face and dressed in the red robes of a cardinal nust be Richelieu

Ohm struggled to quit shaking. He used one of the techniques that had been successful nany
times. He visualized the king and queen and the court and the face that had al arned himas just
one of many. He shrank the scene, rolled it into a
ball, and pitched it out of his mind through the top of his head. It did not work. He could not
keep from | ooki ng si deways at
the face.

Trying to smle as if he were thinking of something pleasant, he returned to the chair and
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sat down. The scene was at his back. He could not see it unless he turned his neck far to the
right, and he would not do that. |Imernman would know that he had seen the face.

25.

"That's interesting," he said in a steady voice. "I nean ... it's puzzling. Wy doesn't the age-
slowing life formshow up on bl ood tests?"

He did not, at that nonent, care about the subject. But he had to nake conversation and
then steer it to the subject that just thinking about nade his heart hanmer.

"It hibernates,” Imrerman said. "A single organismsleeps, as it were, in a bl ood vessel
attached to the wall. Then, at a prograned interval, it fissions, and the resultant mllions of
cells do their work. Then all die but one until the tine cones for fissioning again. The
statistical chances of a blood test being taken when the Iife formis popul ous are very small. But
the formhas been detected four tinmes. It's been recorded in nmedical tapes as a puzzling and
seem ngl y nonpat hogeni ¢ phenonenon. "

Mudge cane with the tea and cookies. After Midge had returned to the table on which was
Chm s bag, |mrerman sipped his tea.

"Very good," he said. "Though | suppose you woul d rat her have |iquor?"

"Usually | would," Onmsaid coolly. "But | amnot quite nyself just now The shock

| mrer man | ooked at Chm over the rimof his teacup. "Not yourself. Wwo are you, then?"

“I'"'m having no problemwith ny identity."

"I hope not. There have been reports that you are showi ng signs of mental instability."

"Those are lies!"™ Chmsaid. "Who reported that? The man who wanted to nurder Snick?"

"It doesn't matter. | don't think you are nmentally unstable. Not any nore than nost
people. You are to be comended, by the way, on your handling of the Castor business. However.

| mrer man sipped his tea. Chmsaid, "Yes?" and lifted the cup to his lips. He was pl eased
that his hand was steady.

| mrer man put the cup down and said, "The worman Snick ... has been taken care of."

Onm hoped that the shudder running over the upper part of his body was slight enough to be
unnoti ced. Those bl ue eyes seenmed to be | ooking for some sign of reaction to the news.

He forced a smile and said, "Snick. Already?"

"Early this norning. Her disappearance will eventually cause a hull abal oo, of course. But
today's organics don't even know she's nmissing. She's a rather independent agent. She doesn't have
to check in with the organics on any schedule. It may be that she'll not be missed until Sunday.
She has to report in on her natal day, of course. But

"She hasn't been killed, has she?"

| mrer man rai sed his eyebrows. "I was told that you objected to her being killed. 1I'mgl ad
you have such humane feelings, grandson, but the famly's welfare conmes first. Always, first. |
don't hold with killing unless it's absolutely necessary. So far, it never has been necessary. |If
Garchar had killed Snick, | would ve made sure that he was punished.”

"Gar char ?"

"The man you ... No, not you. It was Dunski."

"Sure," Chmsaid. "I know Garchar. The man Dunski called ' Gaunt."'"

| mrerman said, "If you know that, you rmust renenber being Dunski."

"Just a few inportant things ~bout him" OCm said.

| mrer man shook his head while he sniled. "You' re a unique phenonmenon. Soneday .

He sipped tea instead of finishing his thought. Then he | ooked suddenly at Chm and said,
"You aren't personally interested in the Snick wonman, are you?"

"What nmakes you ask that?"

"Answer the question."

"No, of course I'mnot. You re talking to Charlie Chm now, grandfather. Tingle and Dunski

are the only ones who've seen her, as far as | know. | don't know how they feel about her. | doubt
they could be physically attracted to her, if that's what you nmean. After all, she was dangerous
to them"

He was not telling the exact truth. The unrenitting pressure these |ast few days had
pi erced, though not broken, the walls of segregation of self fromself. The nenories & Caird,
Tingl e, Dunski, and Repp were not his; they were secondhand nenories. The nost vivid of these were
intertwined with the persons and events that nost threatened all of them Yet, he felt a trace, a
ghost, of attraction to Snick, which could only be feelings that Tingle and Dunski somehow
transmitted to him

Ohm coul d not have expl ai ned just how he knew that Garchar was the man whom Dunski had
called "Gaunt." O that he would recognize Snick if he saw her

I mrerman said, "lIt's unfortunate that your Watt Repp identity has been exposed. W do
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have a new one to plug into the data bank and are ready to arrange all that goes with that. But
would it be better if all seven of you just seened to di sappear and re-energed with seven new | Ds?
I doubt it. Sonme organic Sherlock Holmes mght run a massive and detail ed data bank search and
conparison. You would be found, would be interrogated with truth nist, and you would tell al
because you couldn't help it. And then .

Ohm | ooked | mernman straight in the eye. "Are you trying to convince ne that |ogi c denands
one course of action? That | nust be a sacrifice? I'mto be stoned and hidden away until some tine
| ater? Maybe nuch later? O perhaps | won't be destoned ever?"

"Thi nk about what you just said,"” Inmrerman said. He sipped sone nore tea, then refilled
his cup.

“"You're not going to do that," Chmsaid. "If you were, you wouldn't have bothered to bring
me here to explain all this. You would've just had ne snatched and stoned and buried."

"Good! My children are not fools. Not all of them anyway."

Charlie Ohmdid not feel as if he were a child of I merman. Looking at him Charlie had
the sane enotions that he would have had at | ooking at a photograph of an unknown grandfather. He
knew t hat he was his flesh and bl ood, but he had had none of the frequent contacts nor the | oving
and caring fromhis grandfather that nade |oving and caring grow in the grandson. He was awed by
the founder, and he had a huge respect and adnmiration for him But did he love himor feel that he
was truly his grandfather? No.

"What nmust | do, then?"

"You will abandon all your roles, You will assune a new identity. That will be confined to
one day. You will no |onger be a daybreaker . . . What's the natter?"

"We'll . . . they'll . . . die!" Charlie said

"Good CGod, son, get hold of yourselfl You look as if you'd been told that your best friend
had died."

| mrer man paused while | ooking shrewdly at Charlie, then said, "I see. It's even worse."
He bit his Iip and | ooked past Charlie as if he were trying to see into the future.
"I didn't know that you were... that far gone. Perhaps

Charlie said, "Perhaps?"
| mrer man si ghed, and he said, "W don't have nuch tine

for this. | have hardly any at all. | can't personally supervise you, get you into your new
persona. It will be'a persona, not just a role, won't it?"

“I"1l be all right,"” Charlie said. "It was such a shock. Maybe | have thrown nyself into
each day's ID too deeply. But I"'mnot a halfway person. | do it right or not at all. | can handle
this, though. After all, | amvery adaptable. How nany people you know could nake the transition
so snoothly from one persona to another? How many coul d handl e seven with ease? An eighth
person' |l be no trouble. In fact, I'mlooking forward to a new ID. | was getting tired of the
others.™

Had he gone too far in trying to convince I merman that he could do it?

Voi ces were shouting in him "I don't want to die!"™ They were so | oud and desperate that
it seened to himthat |Imernman nust surely hear them That was nonsense, of course, but he felt as
if the roomshould be ringing with their cries.

| mrerman said, "You'll return to your job. As | said, afriend has nade an excuse for your
| at eness at work. The friend called herself Amanda Thrush. Don't forget that. She said that you
had hurt your back in a fall in the shower, but that you'd be in later. Got that? Good.

"I want you to think about your new identity and nake sure it's a good one. You'll have to
be an imm grant, and arrangenents will have to be nade to cover everything in the data bank. Midge
will see you early in the evening at your apartnent; stay honme after work. You'll tell him what
and who you want to be. Then he'll do the necessary fixing up and | eave a nessage for his Sunday

col | eague. The colleague will get in touch with you. You have one nore day in your old character
Sunday's, unl ess sonethi ng happens to prevent it."

Charlie expected to be dismssed then. Hi s grandfather, however, sat staring past him and
chewing his lip. Charlie waited. The Sianese was al so staring at him and he was purring
loudly while Inmerman gently stroked him Hi s grandfather was using his left hand. Charlie
t hought, | mnust have inherited ny sinistrality fromhim On both sides of ny famly.

Though apparently delighted with his naster's petting, Mng suddenly stood up, stretched,
and | eaped of f Imrerman's | ap. He wal ked slowy out of the room heading for whatever nysterious
goal cats went to when they departed. |nmernman watched himfondly, then said, "Cats are like
people. They're predictable in many respects, but just when you think you' ve got themconpletely
anal yzed, they do sonething you could never have anticipated. | like to think that that trait is
free will."
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He | ooked at Charlie Chm "I don't think you conpletely understand what's at stake, what
we're trying to do. Perhaps, when | explain it, you'll get over your repugnance at the little
vi ol ence necessary now and then in order to attain our goals."”

Ohmshifted uneasily in his chair. "That was explained fully by ny parents."”

"That was a long time ago," Imrernman said. "Also, your case is peculiar. Living from day
to day, horizontally, and being a new person each day, you've lost sone of the intense feeling
nmost of us have about being i mers. Each of your personae has tried to repress as nmuch connection
with the others as possible. But that's a limted and qualified segregati on because you've had to
pass fromone to the other, had to cover up your tracks, so to speak, and al so you were rem nded
fromtinme to tinme that you were seven, not one. That was during the rare occasions when you had to
take a nmessage fromone day to the next. Recently, however, you have often been rem nded that you
are nore than one person. You've been shaken up, put into a mxer, as it were. Each of your selves
is threatened, each of your self-inmages clashes with the others."

"The whole thing is just tenporary,” Charlie said. "I'll be all right."

"You nean we, don't you?" Inmrernan said, smling slightly.

He | eaned forward, his hands on his lap. The fingers of his |left hand noved over his leg as if he
were petting an invisible cat. "You see, Jeff, | nean, Charlie, you' re not the only daybreaker we
have. There are at |east a dozen others in large cities in the Wstern Hem sphere and several in
China. But none of these have thrown thenselves into their roles so conpletely. None have becone
the personae they adopted. They're just good actors. You are uni que, the superdaybreaker."

"I don't believe in half-measures,” Charlie said.

I mMmerman smled and sat back, his fingers interl ocked.

"Very good. A true Imernan. But this sane intensity and drive in your personae-being
shoul d al so be applied to your other role."

"What's that?" Chmsaid after a |l ong silence.

I mrer man' s finger pointed accusingly at Chm

"Being an imrer!"

OChm s head jerked back as if the finger was close to his eye. "But . . . | am"”

Hi s grandfather put his hands together again, the fingers of the left seemng to tap a
code on the back of the right hand.

“"Not enough. You've betrayed sone hesitation about follow ng orders. You've allowed your
personal feelings, your revul sion against violence, admrable enough in other situations, to
interfere with your sense of the higher duty.”

"I think I know what that is,” Charlie said, "but 1I'Il ask anyway."

"You were ordered to go hone i nmedi ately after Snick was questioned. Yet you stayed
outside the apartment building. Cbviously, you were thinking about trying to keep Snick from bei ng
killed. You failed to consider the danger in which we were placed because she was alive. Now, |
don't think that in this case she really had to be killed. As it turned out, because of your
interference, she wasn't killed."

"Has she been killed?" Chm said.

"No. She's in a safe place. But she may have to be killed.

Fromtinme to tine, we have to do things we don't like to do. W do that, Charlie, because we're
wor ki ng toward the greater good of all."

"Whichis . . . ?"

"Toward a greater freedomfor all, toward a true denocracy. A society where we're rid of
this constant and cl ose scrutiny by the governnent. It's bad enough now, but it's going to be far
wor se. The governnent has been considering for a long tine doing sonething that would justify the
actions of us imers if it was the only thing we opposed."

He sipped nore tea. Charlie |eaned forward, intent.

"Sone of mny colleagues and | have been fighting against this indecent and undignified
proposal . But we're losing."

So, Charlie thought, he is a world councillor

"The proposal is that every adult be inplanted with a microtransmtter that will emt the
i ndividual's coded ID. Satellites and local stations will receive this whenever it's being
transmitted, and that will be all the tine except when the person is stoned. They'd |like to have
it transmtting then, but that's inpossible.

"What this means is that the governnent can |l ocate any person within a few inches of his
position and can also identify that person i mediately."

Charlie tried to rock nmentally with the punch, but he was neverthel ess partly stunned.

"Why, that nmeans that no one can daybreak wi thout being found at once!"

"That's true," | nmrerman said. "However, putting your personal problemaside for the
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nmoment, the proposal robs all human beings of any dignity whatsoever. Strips them mnmakes them

ci phers, zeros with nunbers, you might say. W don't want that, and we don't want the nonitoring
we now have. It's better for humanity that we have the dangers of denocracy along with the
benefits. You can't have one without the other

"But this is only one of our goals. W believe, we know, that there is nore roomon this
pl anet than the government says there is. The population can be increased w thout any |oss of the
confort and well-being we now have. It should be a gradual process, of course. That radical Wang
wants to stop all methods of birth control, but he's crazy. You know whom | nean?"

Charlie nodded and said, "He doesn't have a chance of being elected. He shouldn't be
el ected. "

"There are others like himin all the days," Inmerman said. "Al, of course, working for
t he governnment and acting on its orders."

Charlie sat up and said, "Wat?"

"Wang and the others are agents provocateurs. They propose these radical measures just to
anger the population and to make thensel ves | ook ridicul ous. Thus, nore noderate and quite
reasonabl e proposals are rejected. The people classify the radical with the noderate. They're
mani pul at ed by the governnent for the government's purposes. The governnent wants a status quo."

"I shouldn't be surprised," Charlie said.

"W intend to establish a governnent that won't use such underhanded and unethica
met hods. "
| mrer man | ooked at the clock strip.

"W don't intend to do it through swift and violent nmeans until the tinme is ripe for such
means. W have been working slowy and subtly to get the family into high positions in the
government. You'd be surprised if you knew how large the famly is. But the bigger it becones, the
nmore danger there is of its being exposed. And the nore danger there is, the tighter we have to
control our nenbers. It's unfortunate but necessary.”

Charlie thought, That's exactly the excuse the governnment has used since the beginning.

| mmer man stood up, and Charlie also rose fromhis chair.

"I know what you're thinking. W won't be any better than
t he governnent we now have and possibly we'll be worse. Don't believe it. W' ve been working on
the best system of governnent possible, given the human situation. Soneday, that plan will be
reveal ed. Meanwhile, renmenber this. It was Thonas Jefferson who said that the best governnent is
that whi ch governs least. You were nanmed after him O didn't you know t hat ?"

Charlie shook his head.

"I nmust be going now, " |nmernman said.

"One thing," Charlie said. "I believe that there's only one situation in which killing is
justified. That's when it's in selfdefense."

"Ah, but what is self-defense? Aren't there many ki nds?"

"I won't be confused by all that," Charlie said. 'My ethics are of being rather than of
words. ~ | know what's right."

"Very admrable," his grandfather said. "Wich one of you is saying that?"

Ohm was surprised when his grandfather stepped up to himand enbraced him Wil e huggi ng
I mrer man, Ohm | ooked over his shoul der at the seventeenth-century tableau. Yes. He had no doubt
now, and he hated |Imernman for what he had done

On his way out, he picked up his shoul derbag. It was noticeably lighter, but he said
not hi ng. | merman woul d wonder why his grandson w shed to keep the weapon when there was no
| ogi cal reason to do so.

The trip back was al nbst a conplete reversal of the trip up. However, Chmdid not go to
his apartnment. |Instead, he wal ked into The Isobar. The usual uproar and odor of beer and |iquor
greeted him He waved at various patrons in various stages of drunkenness and went into the
manager's office. After getting a mld chew ng-out (no synpathy for his supposedly hurt back), Chm
put on an apron and went to work behind a | ong curving oak bar on which stood the statuettes of
three patron saints:

Fernand Petiot, creator of the Bloody Mary, W C Fields, and Sir
John Fal staff. Only half the custonmers were | ocal weedies. The rest were slunmers or organic
agents. The latterwere hoping to catch soneone making a barter deal for bootleg Iiquor

Ohmwas not a conplete weedie in that he had not been satisfied to live off the m nimum
income credit furnished by the governnent. H's job, however, was not just to supply hinself with
extra goodi es. He overheard much while behind the bar and in front of it after working hours.
Sonetines, he picked up information that the i mrer council could use.

Today did not go as nost. He drank very little, and he was so evidently wapped in his
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t houghts that some of the patrons kidded himabout it. Not sure that he was Iying, he told them
that he was in I ove. Wiat he had seen on the screen in Inrerman's room the voices that shouted
inside him and his efforts to select the el enents of a new personality beat at himlike waves
against a seawall. He was glad when quitting tinme cane; he rushed out past his relief with a short
good- bye and wal ked to his apartnent. There he ate a |light supper and then paced back and forth as
if he woul d wear off the rug and reveal the coded answers to his problens on the floor beneath. He
st opped when, at 7:35 P.M, Midge canme to the door

Bearer of a scowing face and bad news, Midge told himthat |nmrerman had changed his m nd
about his disposition of Gm It would be better, thus, inperative, that Ohm be stoned and shi pped
to Los Angeles in a box |abeled as goods. The California city was due next week for an influx of
ten thousand imrmgrants from Australia and Papua. Arrangenents would be nmade so that Chm woul d be
listed anong them Toni ght, Miudge and Chm would work on the new ID. After Chmgot to Los Angel es,
he could create the fine details of his persona

Charlie sat down, breathed deeply, and said, "I suppose there's no use protesting?"

"None, " Midge said. "Hetman |Inmernan said that you nust get far away from Manhattan."

"When?"

“"Tonorrow ni ght. A Sunday agent will take care of everything."

OChm t hought, What guarantee is there that |'Il ever be destoned? The | ogic of the
situation demands that | just disappear fromthe living, be stuck soneplace where | won't be
f ound.

Mudge renoved a tape from his bag and handed the tiny cube to Ohm "Here's the outline of
the new persona, the really vital vital statistics and the outline of your background.”

"Al ready?"
"The council nenbers are old hands at this sort of thing. They nust have these in stock. A
few changes, and they're ready. Study it tonight and then erase it. You'll be given another one

when the tine's right."

VWi ch may be never, Chmthought. Or am | just too suspicious?

He needed a drink, but he would not allow hinself to have one.

Mudge wal ked to the door and turned. |Instead of saying good-bye and good |uck, he said,
"You' ve sure been a lot of trouble. | hope you stay out of it in L. A"

“I love you, too," Owmsaid, and he | aughed.

Mudge scow ed even deeper and cl osed the door behind him GCmturned on the hail and
outside monitor strips to nake sure that Mudge was not hangi ng around. Then he went to bed,
applied the electrodes of a sieepwavc machine to his tenples, set and turned the unit on, and
sl ept dreanml essly and conpul sively. At 9:30 P.M, he was awakened by the unit alarm

“I have to do it," he nmuttered. "Maybe | shouldn't. But | have to."

26.

The | oud voi ces had becone whi spers, perhaps because the others had hope now that they would not
die. The quieting of that part of the inner tunmult allowed OChmto concentrate. Sitting in a chair,
a cup of coffee on the table by him he gave orders to a strip. One after the other, appearing or
di sappearing at his command, the diagrans of the Tower of Evolution and of the area beneath and
around shone on the screen. At 10:15, he ordered any evidence of his viewi ng of the diagrans to be
erased. He did not know that it would be done. It was possible that the Departnment of Building
Construction and Mai ntenance had programed a nonerasure conmrand. However, he could think of no
reason why the departnent should do that. Even if it had done so, the chances that anyone woul d
note his request and ask for the identity of the requester were not high

He left the apartment at 10:17 P.M and wal ked as much under the tree cover as possible.
The sky was clear, and it was still hot but cooler than in the daytime. The streets were al nost
enpty of traffic, though the sidewal ks were crowded w th nei ghborhood residents. Mst of themwere
goi ng home fromthe enmpathoria, the bowing alleys, or the taverns. In fifteen nminutes, few would
be outside. That woul d make hi m nore
conspi cuous, but that could not be hel ped. Fear of consequences and desperation did not go hand in
hand.

Ohmturned onto West Fourteenth Street and wal ked to the northwest corner of the Tower of
Evolution. Here, as on every night at this tinme, an oblong of light shone up froma hole in the
si dewal k. Chm | ooked down into the hole and saw two nmen standing there. They were in the kilted
bl ue uni formof Saturday's Civilian Corps of Transportation and Supply. Owm pressed the UP button
on the nobile cylindrical machine by the hole. As the platform began noving, the nen | ooked up
Ohm nodded at them got onto the platformwhen it stopped level with the sidewal k and pressed the
DOMN button. Twenty feet bel ow the sidewal k, the platform stopped. Ohm got off and said, "How re
t hi ngs goi ng?"
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The two men | ooked at each other, and one said, "Fine. Wy?"

Onm bounced the tip of a finger off his IDdisc as if he was indicating that it contained
his authority. "I have to investigate a shipment. It's nothing illegal, just an error.”

He was at the first obstacle, the forenpst of several ticklish crossroads. If the workers
doubt ed hi mand asked for his I D, he would have to inprovise an explanation. The workers, however,
were not concerned, and his air of knowi ng what he was about convinced them

He wal ked past themand into a tunnel, and soon he was around a bend and out of their
sight. Below the grating on which he wal ked were well-lit levels on which belts or elevators
carried boxes of stoned or unstoned supplies. These were part of the vast underground systemt hat
transported goods and food to conputer-assigned destinations fromthe unloadi ng depots at the
ports or the Thirteen-Principles Towers. The individual belts and el evators noved with little
sound, but their aggregation caused a low runble like that of a distant cataract.

Ohmtook an el evator reserved for personnel to the third | evel down. Fromthere he passed
over a narrow catwalk to a
bank of personnel elevators, chose nunber three, and sent hinmself swiftly up to Exhibit No. 1~7,
EXTI NCT TYPES OF HOMO SAPI ENS. He went down a short but w de and high hall and stopped at a door.
The next ticklish crossroads woul d be when he entered the room beyond the door. There were
hundreds of nonitor strips inside the Tower, all active during visiting hours. Was there any
reason for themto be on now? Vandalismand burglary were such uncomon crinmes, especially in
public buildings, that it seened to himthat active nonitor strips and personnel to watch them
woul d not be required. However, there might be soneone in Imrerman's apartnment who was view ng the
exhibit display strips. Midge was a |ikely candi date.

He breathed in deeply and pushed the door open. Stepping through, he found hinself at the
rear of the seventeenthcentury French court tabl eau. The vast interior of the tower was silent,
the sightseers gone, the circling escalator stopped, the information screens turned off, the
sounds of the robot beasts quelled. The workers that he had feared m ght be repairing or altering
exhibits were not there. O, if they were, he could not hear them Certainly, there were none in
this recess.

He noved from around the back of the dais and thrones past the sitting figures of The King
and The Queen. He zigzagged through The Courtiers, the gentlemen in their finery and powdered
wigs, the ladies in their silk, brocades, hooped skirts, and high-piled wigs. They all |ooked very
realistic. A snmling young woman di spl ayed four teeth m ssing, the rest blackened by decay. A
man's face was deeply scarred with small pox. A fan held by a woman did not entirely conceal that
part of her nose had been eaten away by syphilis. M ssing, however, were other realistic elenments.
The stench of | ong-unwashed bodi es and the perfune to cover the stench. The head lice infesting
the wigs. Stains on the shoes spattered when their owners urinated in the corners of the pal ace
hal | s.

He al so noticed sonmething that at another time would have
made himlaugh. Despite all the research and rechecking, the designer of these figures had
forgotten that seventeenth-century people were much shorter than New Era people. Every one of
these figures would have towered above all in the court of the real Louis Xl Il

Near the middle of the throng, he stopped. The silent and notionl ess wonan in a scarlet
and yel | ow gown and gol denyel low wig stared at himw th |arge brown eyes. Her face was thickly
powder ed and rouged.

He said, "God help us!"

He lifted the wig and saw, as he had expected, the short, straight, gleam ng-brown hair
that | ooked like the fur of a seal

"The bastards! The old bastard! Wat arrogance!"

He stepped behind her and began draggi ng her backward toward the el evator. Her high-heeled
shoes made a slight rubbing noise, then cane off. He stopped, held her upright with one hand, and
bent down to pick up the shoes. He nust not |eave any evidence that an exhibit figure was m ssing.
It was possible that her absence m ght not be noticed for a long time. All he wanted was a
relatively short tine.

" Chm "

The voice cane from somewhere close, and it was Midge's. Charlie dropped the shoes and the
stoned body of Snick, which fell with a loud noise to the floor. He stared wildly around and saw
two nmen, but he was so bewildered and surprised that he did not imredi ately recogni ze them It
took a second or two for himto bring theminto the focus of reality. A dreamike state washed
over him nunbing him Then he saw that the two cavaliers who had seened to cone to life were
Mudge and a conpani on

They had cl ad thenselves in the clothes taken fromtwo figures and had waited for him
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They must have nonitored himfromthe noment he entered the underground. They had assuned the
stiffness of exhibit figures just before he cane through the door

"Traitor! Dam fool!" Midge said as he wal ked slowy toward Chm "Wat do you care about
the wonhn? She's an organic, a danger to us! Wat in hell is wong with you?"

Ohm slipped off his shoulderbag and let it fall to the floor. He crouched and | ooked
around as if he were about to run. Let themthink that.

The other man, a tall thin fellow with burning black eyes, circled around to cut Chm off.
He was drawing the rapier fromthe scabbard at his belt and would be in the path to the exit door
before Chm coul d get past him

"I told Hetman . . . the chief . . . that you'd fall for it," Midge said. He had stopped
and was renoving the | ong noustaches and the feathered hat and wig. His right hand was on the grip
of the rapier at his left.

"Fall for it?" Chm said.

Watt Repp's voice seened to cone faintly to him telling himthat this scene was right
out of one of his dramatic-admttedly, corny-enpathoriumworks. "You' r~ the hero," the fading
voi ce said.

"Yes. It wasn't any accident that you saw Snick. There was a sublimnal flashing just
above her head. You couldn't have mssed her. Hetman 1nm . . . the chief. . . put her there to
test you. He wanted to find out if you really were nmentally unstable, if you could be a traitor
Now we know "

"I wanted to find out if you killed her,'
mel e courtier on his right.

"What does it matter to you?" Mudge said. "You were getting away free, and the famly was

Chm said. He noved toward a splendidly dressed

safe."

H s rapier whispered as it was pulled fromthe scabbard.

"Come quietly with us, Chm There's no one else here, and you can't fight us. If you do,
I"l'l have an excuse to kill you here and now. "

"I's she dead?"

Mudge smiled and said, "You'll never know. "

“"The hell | won't!" Charlie yelled. He sprang forward,

reached across his stomach with his left hand, and snatched the blade fromthe scabbard of the
courtier dumy. "En garde, you son of a bitch!"

Mudge' s smil e becane even broader. "You stupid weedie, it's two agai nst one. You may be a
pretty good fencer, Bela said you were, but you' re a drunk and even a world chanpi on coul dn't
stand agai nst two good fencers. |I'mnot bad, and Bel a

he's an A ynpic silver nedalist. Put the sword down, Ohm and take your nmedicine like a
man. "

Mudge | ooked as if he were enjoying the comng attraction of conbat to the death. The
other man al so seened to be relishing it. So nuch for seven generations of governnent conditioning
agai nst the inpul ses and use of viol ence.

It would take five seconds, naybe nore, for Bela to rcach him By that time, his intended
victi mshould be even further away. Yelling, his voice seemngly reinforced by the shouts of the
others in himespecially JimDunski and Jeff Caird-he pushed over the figure from which he had
taken the sword. It fell toward Mudge, causing himto step back. Then Owm had | eaped over the
figure and was on Mudge. Moving swiftly in the position required, he thrust for Midge's face. This
was a target forbidden in fencing, but he hoped that Midge, not being used to such an attack
woul d not react in tinme. Midge, however, parried and then thrust for his eneny's upper sword arm
Ohmriposted and | eaped back out of the seventeenthcentury exhibit area. Midge advanced. Wth his
right arm OChmtoppled another figure, The Stockbroker, at Midge.

He ran toward the railing and vaulted over it with his right armto the escalator. Bela
Wang Horvath and Janos Ananda Miudge stood side by side for a noment. Horvath said something to his
partner, who nodded, turned, and ran toward the corner of the recess. Horvath ran toward the
opposite corner. They were going to cut himoff and nove in on himfromhis front and back

He went over the railing back into the recess and ran toward Mudge past the figures of The
Mail Carrier, The Bald Man, and The D plomat. Midge stopped, whirled, and assuned a defensive
position.

Mudge was grinning. Ohmgrinned back at him Fromthe nmonment he had yelled, he had | ost
all doubts and fears. He seened to have the strength of seven, a hallucination, no doubt, but his

adrenal i ne was punpi ng through him And he wanted to kill. Not just anybody. Muidge.
Their bl ades cl ashed and rang again and agai n. Though the rapier was heavier and stiffer
than the foil, it felt to Ghmas light as bal sa and as supple as a feather. Cold fury and the
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conbi ned sel f-survival drive of seven men powered him Midge was an excellent fencer. But he had
several disadvantages, one being that it was difficult for a right-handed fencer to duel with a

| eft-handed fencer. The lines of target were changed, making it hard to aimat them The sinister-
handed fencer was also in the sane reversed position, but he was nore used to it.

After a brief engagenent, Ohm | eaped back, transferred the rapier to his right hand to
confuse Mudge, attacked, was beaten back, was nicked in the shoulder, and transferred the rapier
to his left hand. Mudge attacked. OChmparried with a slight novenent of the bell guard, deflecting
Mudge's point. At the same tinme, Chmdirected his point so that Mudge, who kept noving forward,
received the point in his right forearm It slid under the ulna, or outer bone, and cane out
beyond it.

Ohm st epped back, yanking the sword fromthe wound. Mudge's hand opened. His rapier
dropped. Ohm noved forward. Midge staggered back into the figure of The Senator. It toppled over,
and Mudge fell backward over it. He started to get up, but Chm stepped up to himand ran his sword
t hrough Mudge' s ot her forearm

Hearing the sounds of boots behind him Owmwhirled. He
brought the tip of the sword up and then down into a defensive position, ready to neet Horvath's
attack. He had turned so swiftly and whi pped his rapier around so fast that it acted |ike a whip.
A drop of blood was flicked fromits end into Horvath's right eye, disorienting himfor a split-
second. That was enough for Chm who seened to see everything as if it were in a slowmtion film
He noted every neani ngful detail; he was prepared by years of training to take advantage of every
weakness or off-bal ance of his opponent. His rapier beat Horvath's aside just far enough and | ong
enough for himto send his blade through the nan's thigh

Horvath junped back, Chm s bl ade withdrawing fromthe flesh, followed by a gush of bl ood
Ohm attacked but could not for a noment get past Horvath's desperate but effective parries.

Cool Iy, knowi ng that Horvath was weakening with every punp of blood, Om pressed him Horvath, as
was inevitable, bunmped into a figure. The Soldier fell over, causing Horvath to fall onto the
floor on his back. The Sol di er knocked over The G| Driller, which toppled The |Insurance

Sal esperson, which knocked over The Mafia Gangster, which felled The Publisher, which toppled The
Loan Shark, which knocked over The Marxist. The last in the donmino series to crash to the fl oor
was The Capitalist.

The wound in the thigh and the injury to his elbowin the fall seened to put Horvath out
of the conbat. Chm had thought that Miudge woul d be hel pl ess, too, but the clonmping of boots and a
deep sobbing told himthat that was not so. Howing, Chmwhirled just in tinme to meet Midge's
attack. It was weak, however, and especially ineffective because Mudge was using his left hand to
hold the rapier. He was brave-Chmhad to give himcredit for that-but he was al so stupid. He did
not have a chance. Chnmis point drove through Miudge's |eft shoulder, sticking out behind it for at
| east three inches.

Mudge crunpl ed. Chm whirl ed agai n. But Horvath was not
maki ng another incredible attack. He was crawing, groaning, trailing rmuch bl ood, toward the
elevator. Charlie watched himuntil he collapsed, face down, on the floor. H's arnms and | egs
nmoved, responding only partly to his will to get up and go.

Ohm turned and wal ked, breathing hard but feeling exultant, to Miudge. The nan sat on the
floor, holding his shoulders with his hands and glaring at Chm

"You were lucky, you bastard!"

"Don't whine," Chmsaid, grinning. "Now .. . | want the star that opens the door to
| mrerman' s apartnent."”

"l don't have it!"

"Just how were you planning to get back into the place?" Cimsaid. "Come on. Hand it over
or I'"lI'l kill you and search your clothes."

“You'll never get away with this," Midge said. "You can't outrun us, and you know that."

"So what am | supposed to do? Go along nmeekly to the execution? Hand it over! Now "

Mudge | et | oose of his shoul der, which punped blood, felt in the pocket of his splendid
coat, and held out a disc-star attached to a long chain. Ghmtook it and said, "This had better be
the right one."

He had to act swiftly but was unable to do so because the two nmen could not carry Snick
for him He rejected the idea of transporting her hinself at the sane tine that he went with the
men. Though wounded badl y- Horvath was beconing gray- they could still be dangerous. He woul d have
to | eave Snick here while he took care of the nen

As it was, he had to drag the now near-unconsci ous Horvath into the el evator cage and then
support Mudge into it. Wwen the two were lying on the floor, Chmtook the cage up to the top
| evel . The star admitted himinto the end of the apartnent opposite that which he had entered that
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norni ng. Fortunately, the stoner roomwas close to this end. There were only two cyl

i nders, which forced himto prop Horvath, the closest to dying, into one first. He turned the
power on at the swi tchboard behind a panel, reluctantly reveal ed by Miudge. Then he shoved Midge
into the other one. The man had enough blood and spirit left to spit in his face before Cm coul d
close the door. A few seconds | ater, Chm dragged Mudge's stiff and heavy formout. He returned to
the elevator and, in three nminutes, had Snick into the apartnment. After he had put her into a
cylinder, he turned the power on. He opened the cylinder door and dragged her out onto the floor.
After laying her down, he felt for her pulse. It was fluttering weakly, but it was there.

He stripped her and | ooked for wounds. Though he could find none, he knew that that did
not nmean that she m ght not be dying. She could have been injected with a slow poi son as insurance
that, if she were found, she would die shortly after being destoned. O she night have been given
an overdose of an anesthetic. Watever had been done to her, she should go to a hospita
i mediately. He could not get her to one without putting hinmself in danger, and he did not want to
call in. He had to have plenty of time to get away fromthe Tower.

He put her back into the cylinder and stoned her. After |ooking through the apartnent, he
found a conpacter and jammed her clothes into that. Then he dragged her to the el evator and went
down with her to the level that exhibited ancient sea creatures. One of these was a gigantic
carnivorous whal e which was frozen in the act of shooting out of the sea. Its enornous and open
toothed nouth was a few feet below the |level of the fence by the spiraling escal ator.

Puf fing, Ohm haul ed her to the railing and bal anced her stiff body on it, her head
poi nting-~i nward toward the now qui et sea.

"In a way, Snick," he said, "you' ve been ny Jonah."

He | aughed hysterically, the echoes bouncing back fromthe far walls of the Tower. Wen he

had managed to get control of hinself, he said, gasping, "lI'mdoing this because you're a
human bei ng and because Ijust won't nurder. To hell with the greater good!"
He tilted her and then shoved. She slid over the railing and fell into the nouth of the

whal e and into its belly.

"They'll find you sonmeday,"” he said, sobbing. "By then by then

No matter what happened to himby then, he would not regret having saved her. He woul d pay
what ever price was required
Sunday- Wr | d
VARI ETY, Second Month of the Year
D6-W. (Day-Si x, Week-One)

27.

Thomas Tu Zurvan, "Father Tom " priest unlicensed by the governnent, |licensed by God, awoke. He
did not curse, though nost men woul d have done so. He, who never drank liquor, had a hell of a
hangover. (How el se describe a hangover than as a "hell"?) Saturday's sinner had escaped

puni shrent by passing on his headache to Sunday's saint. Father Tomdid not mind. He gloried in
the pain perhaps too much. H s shoul ders were big enough to bear the bad karma of others, and so
was his head.

Nevert hel ess, when he got up and passed the cylinder from which Saturday stared, Father
Tomomtted the sign of blessing that he made to the other five occupants.

What Father Tom did not know was that Charlie Chmdid not elude the consequences of his
guzzling. OCm al ways awoke with a hangover because he thought he should have one. By the tinme that
he realized that soneone el se had taken it over for him he was rid of his hangover or had
subnerged it with the hair of the dog that bit him Thus, in this strictly econom c, budget-
keepi ng uni verse there was one extra hangover not down in the books.

After his sojourn to the bathroom Zurvan ate a |ight breakfast. Then, naked, he got down
on his knees by the bed and
prayed aloud for every creature in the cosnps. Rising, he set swiftly to the things that needed
doi ng, the changing of the bedcl othes, the picking up of itens Ieft by Saturday's slob (bless
him), and the washing and putting away of things that needed such. After that, he went to his
personal possessions closet, renoved the itens he used in his battle against evil, and arranged
themas required. That two of themwere a wig and a long thick beard did not cause himto wonder
why. At this time of day, he accepted everything as always havi ng been ordai ned, no reason to ask
for reasons. He had forgotten that he had deflated the dummy that | ooked so nuch Iike him He was,
by the time he awoke, one man only. That is, except for the rare tinmes when he had to pass on a
message to the imer council. That period of knowi ng that he was not quite Father Tom quickly
evaporated. In the evening, ah, that was different. Then voices and visions and thoughts that he
did not know while the sun shone strongly crept in |like shadows.

He dressed and went into the bathroomto paint and dye. Ten minutes later, he was striding
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toward the door to the hall, a |long oaken shaft that curled at the upper end in his right hand. It
was sel domthat he remenbered that he was born | efthanded but had grown right-handedness into the
Zurvan persona.

H's wig was auburn and wild and fell to the back of his waist. The end of his nose was
pai nted blue; his lips, green. The wai st-1ong beard was decorated with nmany snall butterflyshaped
cutouts of various dazzling designs. Broad red circles enclosing blue six-pointed stars decorated
his white anklelength robe. Hs ID disc-star bore a flattened figure eight lying on its side and
slightly open at the end.

A big orange S was painted on his forehead.

Hs feet were, as every prophet's and holy man's shoul d be, bare.

He carried no shoul derbag, an omi ssion that nade Manhattanites stare at him

The door opened and gushed a light that very few other than he ever saw

"CGod's good norning!" he shouted at the five adults in the hail. "Bl ess you, brothers and
sisters! May your selves strive to overcome your selves! May you respect your nortal bodies and
your inmmortal souls and each day take one nore step upward to genui ne hunmanhood and to Godhood!"

Hol ding the staff with three fingers, he nade a flattened oval of the thunb and first
finger. Wth the other hand, he passed his long finger three tinmes through the oval. The oval was
for eternity and immortality, hence, for God. The finger sliding three tinmes through the ova
represented the act of spiritual intercourse of humankind with The Eternal. The thunb and the two
fingers stood for God, the human body, and the human soul. They al so synbolized CGod, al
creatures, and Mother Nature, God's consort. Thrice synbolic, they also stood for |ove, enpathy,
and know edge of self and the universe.

Sone of the |oungers said, "God bless you, too, Father Tonml" Qhers grinned broadly or
al so made the sign of blessing, though not in the sense he intended.

He strode by them his nose winkling, in spite of hinmself, at the odor of tobacco snoke,
booze, and unwashed bodies. "Let them di scover, CGod, what they are doing to thensel ves. Show these
children the light so that they may follow it if they would!"

"Gve it to them Father!" a man shouted. "Scorch themwth hellfire and brinstone!"” He
| aughed uproari ously.

Fat her Tom stopped, turned, and said, "I don't preach hellfire, my son. | preach |ove,
peace, and harnony."

The man got to his knees and stretched out his arms in nock-repentance. "Forgive ne,
Father! | know not what | do!"

"A prophet is not w thout honor save in his own block building,” Zurvan said. "I don't
have the power to forgive you. You forgive yourself, and then God will forgive you."

He stepped out into Shinbone Al ey under a cloudl ess sky
and a steadily warning sun. The Iight of day was not as bright as that which came from everywhere
in the world, fromthe distant stars invisible even to radio astrononers, fromthe trees and the
grass, fromthe rocks in the garden, and fromthe center of the Earth. Brightest of all, though,
was that which shone fromthe center of Father Tom Zurvan.

Thus the day passed with Father Tom standing on the street corners and preaching to
whonever would listen or standing outside the doors of block buildings or private residences and
shouti ng that he had The Word and the tenants should conme out and listen to It. At 1:00 P.M, he
went to the door of a restaurant and rapped on the wi ndow until a waiter cane. He gave his order
for a light lunch and passed his ID disc-star to the waiter. Presently, the waiter canme with the
star, which he had used to register the purchase, and he handed the platter of food and gl ass of
water to the priest.

The organi cs watched himclosely, ready to arrest himif he went into a restaurant with
bare feet. Father Tom grinning, usually went to them and asked if they cared to share his neal
They al ways refused. To accept woul d have nade them open to a charge of bribe-taking. The priest
could al so have been arrested for offering a bribe, but the organics had orders just to observe
and record. The only act so far that had upset themduring the past subyear was his conversion of
an organi ¢ who had been shadowi ng him That had been entirely unexpected, had been done wi thout
coerci on by Zurvan, and was not illegal. However, the convert had been discharged fromthe force
on grounds of religiousness and adherence to superstition

At 3:00 P.M, Father Tom was standing on a box in Washi ngton Square. Around himwere two
hundred nenbers of the Cosmic Church of Confession, about a hundred of the curious, and a hundred
who had nothing better to do. There were other soapboxers scattered through the park, but they did
not draw such | arge crowds.

Her e Fat her Tom began preaching. His voice blared out deeply and richly. His timng and
phraseol ogy were suited to his nessage and appreci ated by nost of the hearers, even those who
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rejected The Wrd. Father Tom having studied the great black preachers of the past who had al so
been on fire with The Wrd, knew how to deliver it.

"Bl ess you, citizens of Sunday. Wether or not you are here to hear a voice of God-not the
voi ce, a voice-bless you. May your virtues swell and your weaknesses shrink. Bless you, ny
children, sons and daughters of God all!"

"“Anen, Father!"

"You're telling the truth, Father!"

"CGod bl ess you and us, Father!"

"The hound of heaven is baying at your heels, Father!"

"Yes, brothers and sisters!" Zurvan cried. "The hound of heaven is barking! Ba-a-arking,
say!"

"Yeah, Father, barking!"

"It has been sent out by the great hunter to bring you in, ny children!"

"Bring us in! Yeah, bring us in! You speak the truth, Father!"

Eyes wi de and seeming to flash, his shepherd' s staff held high, Father Tom t hundered,
"Barking, | say!"

"Barki ng, Father! W hear him"

"But!"

Fat her Tom paused and glared at the crowd. "But . . . is the hound of heaven barking up
the wong tree?"

"What tree, Father?"

"The wwong tree, | say! Is the hound barking up the wong tree?"

“"Never!" a woman screanmed out. "Never!"

"You said it, sister!" Father Tom said. "Never! God never makes nistakes, and H s hound

woul dn't ever lose the quarry! H's hound . . . and our hound . . . is us."
"Us, Father!"
"When the hound of heaven has treed its quarry ... who is that creature up in the tree?"

"It's us, Father!”

"And them too!" Zurvan cried, waving his staff to indicate the nonbelievers. "Everybody!"

"Everybody, Father!"

He was inprovising, yet he spoke as if he had |ong rehearsed his speech and his disciples
responded as if they knew the exact tim ng and phrasing expected fromhim He praised the
government for all the many benefits it had ensured for the people, and he listed the great ills
that had pl agued the world and had nmade so many suffer in the past. These, he said, were gone.
This was indeed the best governnent the world had ever had.

"Now children ... children, | say, who will soneday be adults in God

"How abaut adulterers in God!" a man on the fringe of the crowd shouted.

"Bl ess you, brother, and bless your big nouth and hard heart, too! Saint Francis of
Assisi, a true saint, greeted whatever donkey he nmet on the road as Brother Ass! May | call you
Brot her Ass? May | address you as a fell ow Assisian?"

Zurvan paused, sniled, and | ooked around until the crowd's |aughter had ceased. He
shouted, "Yet the governnent is not perfect, nmy children! It could change many things for the
betterment of its citizens. But has it changed now for, lo, five generations? Has it not ceased to
seek change for the better because it clains that there is no need for change? Did it not cease? |
ask you, did it not cease!"

"Yes, Father! It has ceased!"

"Thus! Thus! Thus! Thus, my children! The hound of heaven does not bark up the wrong tree!
But, thus, ny children, the hound of the governnment barks up the wong tree! 0, how it barks! Day
and night, fromevery side, it barks! W hear that it

is perfect! The millenniumhas come, and all is right in this world! The government di scourages
any tal k of change for the better! 'W are perfect!' the governnment says!
"Is it perfect? Is the governnent, |ike CGod, perfect?"

"No, no, no, Father!"

Zurvan stepped down fromthe box then. Shouting, continuing to speak, his disciples
trooping after him mpaning, crying, and yelling, he wal ked to a place one hundred and sixty feet
away. The ot her speakers were al so nmoving. Zurvan occupi ed a spot just vacated, and he nounted the
box again. The | aw had been observed, and the place of neeting had been noved within the | ega
time to a | egal distance away.

"The governnment permts the practice of religion! Yet
the governnent allows no believer in God to hold a governnent office! Is that the truth?"

"That's the truth, Father!"
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"Who says that only those who believe in fact, in reality, in the truth.. .T. . . R ..
U.. T.. .H. .are fit to hold government office?"

"The governnent, Father!"”

"And who defines fact, reality, and truth?"

"The governnent, Father!"

"Who defines religion as superstition?"

"The governnent, Father!"

"Who says there is no need for change, for betternent?"

"The governnent, Father!"

"Do not we deny that? Do not we know that there is a great, a crying, need for
bet t er ment ?"

"Yes, Father!"

"Does not the governnent say that it has a contract with the people, a social contract?"

"It does, Father."

"Then tell ne, children, what good is a contract if, of the two parties who agree to the
contract, only one can enforce it?"

"None, Father!"

That was as far as he dared to go today on that subject. He was not yet ready for
martyrdom He now switched to his "cooling-off" stage. He asked for a few questions from
nonmenbers of the church, and, as al ways, he was asked why he daubed his nose, what the S on his
forehead stood for, and what the butterfly shapes on his beard synbolized.

Zurvan said that he and his disciples had been revil ed and nocked as "bl uenoses"” because
of their high noral standards. So, he had adopted the pejorative literally to show his pride in
his belief and his indifference to the revilers and nockers. Wen he preached, he showed his
"bl uenose" to all who would see.

As for the butterflies, they represented the | ast stage of becoming a believer. Just as
butterflies, once ugly caterpillars, wapped thenselves in a cocoon and burst forth in the
met anor phosi s of |lovely creatures, just so the souls of hinself and his followers had burst forth.

"The big S on ny forehead," he thundered, "does not represent Saint or Sinner! Nor does it

stand for Sinpleton, as our enemies clainm It stands for Synbol! It is not a synbol, but the
synbol! The S absorbs all synbols, all synbols of good, that is! Soneday, so we hope, do we not,
children, this Swll be as instantly recogni zable, and far nore respected and val ued, than the

cross, hexagram and crescent | spoke of earlier. Is that not our hope and trust, children?"

"Amen to that, Father!™

Zurvan then began the sl ow paced approach to the calling for public confession. As the
m nutes went by, he sped up his delivery, his gestures, his intensity, his passion. Before five
o' clock, when all lecturers and preachers had to stop, he had heard the detail ed confessions of
twenty, one of them an onthe-spot convert. That this part of the programattracted many nore from
the park than his preaching did not dimhis joy. He
knew t hat nonnenbers | oved to hear the confessions because of the sonmetinmes sordid, humliating,
and sal aci ous details. Never mind. Sonetines, sonme who canie to be titillated were overcone-

i mpl oded with the |ight of God-and they converted and confessed.

The organics were taking all this in and m ght use the confessions against the confessors
if they found reason to. Martyrdom however, was the price paid for faith.

At five, Zurvan went home, tired but exuberant and exultant. He was riding high on the
saddle of God's light. After a lowcalorie supper, he prayed. Later, he listened in the privacy of
his apartnment to people who had not had tine to finish their confessions. At nine, he held a short
service for those who crowded into his apartrment. It was against the |aw for people to stand in
the hall and watch the cerenonies on the hall strips. But organics were not usually around at that
time, and the other tenants did not object. Some of themliked to watch, too, though not to share
in the light.

All of this had taken place on Day-Five, Wek-0One, |ast Sunday.

Today, Day-Six, Week-One of Sunday, Father Tom Zurvan had not appeared in Washi ngton
Square. His followers, after waiting for fifteen mnutes, during which they failed to get himon
the strip, had gone to the apartnent building on Shinbone Alley. The block chief rightly refused
to use his code-key to enter Father Tom s apartnent until the organics had been notified. After
anot her | ong del ay, two organics showed up. These went in with the block chief, the throng of
di sci pl es, and sone curious tenants.

A search reveal ed that Father Tom was not at hone. H's stoner was enpty. H's staff was
| eani ng against a wall strip on which was a cryptic nessage:

I HAVE GONE TO A H GHER PLACE
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28.
Tom Zurvan had not i ed.

He was indeed in a higher place, the Tao Towers, in Tony Horn's sixth-floor apartnment at
the corner of Wst Eleventh Street and the Kropotkin Canal. He was not altogether hinself nor
al t oget her any of his selves.

Normal Iy, he would have gone through the ritual of becomi ng Father Tom and then sl eeping.
The nightnmare of Saturday had, however, stopped the flow of customary events as an aval anche woul d
damup a river. It had goosed his soul and sent it scream ng down paths that he did not wish to
take. It had shotgunned the cocoon of Zurvan and was letting the voices and faces and even the
hands of those others through the holes. They were munbling at him staring at him groping him

This had not started until he had got hinself, much | ess snmoothly than usual, through the
nmental mantra of netanorphosis. (Was that Bob Tingle speaking that thought, the Alley OCop of
alliteration? Watt Repp who voi ced the netaphors of "goosing" and "shotgunned"? Charlie Chm who
suggested they were "gropi ng" hin®)

He was aware but did not want to be aware that the wi nds of the recent past were bl ow ng
through himas if he were a shredded sail, as if fragnents of the others were com ng through him
Ii ke pepper from a shaker

"Stop that! Stop that!" he screaned in his mnd

Though, possibly excepting Jeff Caird, he h2td the strongest personality of all, he could
not fight back with all his powers. They had been let, as it were, to other tenants who were
moving in with court orders. And he was being shorn, his strength drained out just as Sanson's had
drai ned when his hair was cut by Delilah, the delicious daughter of false-faced Philistines, the
buxom bar ber of Beel zebub

"Stop that!" he screaned. "This is serious!"

("Dam right, it's serious!" Caird said in a faraway voi ce that, however, was getting
nearer. "Tingle, shut up! W're about to die, and you joke!")

Al oud, his voice ringing in his apartment, Zurvan said, "By the light of God, | command
you to go back into the darkness from which you cane!"

("Bullshit,"” Charlie Chmsaid.)

("Smile when you say that," Watt Repp said. "Cone on, nmen. Gve hima break. The Iynching
party is coming. If we don't hang together, we'll be hung separately on sour apple trees. He's the
ranrod today. Shut up and | et himsave our skin. Then we can have the big powww see who's the
bi g mugwunp. The only way .

("Tony Horn's apartnent,” Caird said. "Go there! It's the only place we'll be safe! For a
whil e, anyway!")

"Tony Horn?" Zurvan said al oud.

("Yes. You renenber. Don't you?")

("I remenber," JimDunski said. "If | can, you can. Caird was given perm ssion, remenber.
Hs . . . our . . . friend, Conm ssioner-General Anthony Horn. She said he could use it in case of
energency. And this is it!")

("She's an imer," Bob Tingle said. "Once an i nmer, always an inmrer, no pun intended even
if you know German. She'll betray ne . . . | mean, us.")

("She won't know anything until Tuesday," Caird said. "Cone on, Zurvan, get going!
Hightail it!")

Only WII Isharashvili had not spoken. WAs that because he did not know yet what was goi ng
on? O because, being the last in line, if Tuesday was the beginning, he was the weakest? His
voi ce woul d not be added until he was awakened tonorrow? |f so, he would never speak. He was not
going to be awakened. He would die in his sleep

That roiled Zurvan even nore. |f he was not |sharashvili tonorrow, who woul d he be? Coul d
he keep on being hinself, Tom Zurvan? He had to. He, at l|east, would not perish

"Ch, Lord, forgive nme!" he cried. "I amthinking only of nyself! | am abandoni ng ny
brothers! | ama coward, a Peter denying his Lord before the cock has crowed three tines!"

("Peter! Cock! You big prick!" Charlie Ohmsaid. "Cut out the holy bullshit, man! Get
goi ng! Save our asses!")

("l wouldn't say it that way," Jeff Caird said, "but the minnie is right. H de out! Now
Get to Horn's place! For God's sake, man, the organics may be at the door now O the imers nay
be there! Get rid of everything that'll tie you in with us! Go! ")

The voices had stilled, for the nmonment, anyway. As he stared at the traffic on the street
and the canal, he felt a little stronger and nore confident. He had no rational cause to be so,
but confidence often welled not fromlong experience so much as fromthe inborn belief in one's
sel f.
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He had had to struggle hard to do what reason said he nust do. Gief and a hard-quelled
resi stance had shaken himas he bustled about gathering up items to be conpacted and stoned for
the garbage collectors. The wig, beard, and robes had to go. Wth them went the dunmy of hinself.
He considered destroying Chms al so, but the chances were good that his dummy woul d not be
di scovered until next Saturday. He did get into Chms PP closet with the ID star from Chnis
cylinder, and he dressed in Chm s clothes. They would nake hi m stand out because Sunday did not
wear the neck-ruff on the blouse nor kilts. That, however, could not be hel ped.

It hurt himto deceive the followers. Part of his grief was caused by this, but it was
better that he not shatter their faith. Yes, it was, he told hinself again and again. Far better.
But he could not hel p wondering how nany | eaders of the faithful in the past had been forced to
practice such fraud.

“I'f I were only I, Father Tom" he nuttered, "I would stay and take the consequences. The
bl ood of the martyrs is the seed of the faith. But | amnot the only one involved. And if | were
just Father Tom | wouldn't be in this horrible ness."

Nevert hel ess, when he had propped his staff against the wall and the nessage was
di spl ayed, he weakened.

"It isn't right!" he cried. "I ambetraying nmy people, ny self, and ny God!"

("Theokaka!" Charlie Chmsaid.)

("You are just one of many," Jeff Caird said. Then, after a pause, "There may be a
sol ution, a good way out.")

"What is it?"
("Don't know just yet.")
Turning at the door, Zurvan said, "Farewell, Father Tom"

("This guy is just too much," Charlie Chmsaid. "But really not enough.")

("A fine sense of the dramatic," Watt Repp said. "Or is it of the nelodramatic? |'m not
sure he knows the difference between pathos and bathos.")

("Were those two of the Three Musketeers?" Bob Tingle said.)

"Shut up!" Zurvan shouted as he swung the door open, startling two |loafers in the hall.

Who was this strangely dressed crazy man chargi ng out of Father Tom s apartnent?

Zurvan was al so startled. He had not expected anyone to be out this early in the norning.
Muttering sonmething unintelligible even to him he slamed the door behind him At 3:12 A M, he
strode out of the building and headed for Wmanway
Boul evard. The sky was still clear. The air was hot but cooler than earlier in the day. A few
cyclers and pedestrians were out, which made him feel |ess conspicuous. He passed several State
Cl eani ng Corps vehicles and one organic car. This slowed down when it got opposite himbut did not
stop. He had no idea what he would do if he was stopped and questi oned.

Havi ng crossed Wmanway, he went west on Bl eecker Street. He passed Caird' s house, which
seermed to nmake Caird stronger. At |east, his voice was |ouder than the others.

("l loved you," Caird cried.)

Zurvan did not know whom Caird was calling to, but the sorrowin the voice troubled him
He wal ked faster, then slowed down. If any nore organics came by, they would wonder why he was in
a near-run.

Reaching the street alongside the canal, he went north. He | ooked over the railing from
time to tine and stopped when he saw a snall jetboat tied to a floating dock. He went down the
steps and back al ong the canal on the narrow path until he came to the boat. It probably bel onged
to the tenants of a house by the canal, and Sunday had not bestirred hinmself or herself to get up
this early to fish. He got into the boat, untied the line to the dock, started the electrically
powered jet, and steered it north up the canal. He passed about a dozen snall boats occupi ed by
men and wonen fishing and several cargo boats. He took the boat to the west side of the canal at
West Eleventh Street, got onto the pathway, and shoved the boat out to drift. One nore of many
crines.

The trees along the street would hide himfromthe sky-eyes. They woul d not observe which
buil ding he went into. Anyway, unless soneone inspected the recordings, his disappearance under
the trees was of no inportance.

Bef ore entering the building, he thought briefly of Isharashvili. Tonorrow, the ranger's
wi fe woul d wonder why he had
not left the cylinder. She would open the door, thinking that something had gone wong with the
power. She would touch him and she would not feel the expected cold hardness; she would touch the
soft warm flexible plastic of the dummy.

Her scream sounded in him

I sharashvili's voice was there, though it, too, was far off, sonmewhere just past the
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hori zon of his mnd.

After getting into Horn's apartnent, he went through every room They were nore numerous
and larger than his and far nore |uxurious. Since she shared themw th only one other tenant,
Thursday's, she did not have to put her many personal possessions, bric-a-brac, jewelry,
pai ntings, figurines, and ashtrays, in the PP closet. The ashtray surprised and di sgusted him
Caird, that is-since he had not had the slightest suspicion that she used the illegal drug. Wich
meant that, if she did, so did Thursday.

He | ooked at the faces in the cylinder wi ndows. The face of the Thursday resident of
Horn's apartnent was framed in the first cylinder's oval

He noved to the next cylinder and | ooked into its window Tony Horn stared back at him
wi th huge unblinking eyes. Good old Tony. She was his good friend and had al ways been bi g-hearted
and synpat hetic. Perhaps he should destone her and tell her about his situation. She could help
himas no one el se he knew coul d hel p.

("Are you crazy?" Chmsaid. "She's an imer!")

("That wasn't Zurvan thinking," Caird said. "He doesn't even know her. | was thinking for
him But you're right, Charlie. She'd turn us in.")

Wil e the voices tore at himand faces sprang |ike jack-inthe-boxes before himand hands
tapped on his mnd as if it were a window, Zurvan paced back and forth in the Iiving room Wen he
reached one end, he turned and strode back to the other

("Like a tiger in his cage," Repp said. "It's good exercise, but it won't get us out of
the cage.")

("If he leaves the apartnment,” Chmsaid, "he'll just be in a bigger cage.")

Zurvan ignored the voices as best he could. They were an itch he wanted to scratch, but
scratching would only nmake themitch nore.

"Jacob, he whose name became |srael and whose descendants were as nunerous as the grains
of sand on the beach," Zurvan nmuttered, "Jacob saw a | adder. Its ends rested on Earth, and its

ot her ends ascended into Heaven. Angels went up and down it, doing the bidding of the Lord. | need
a |l adder, Lord! Let it down so that | may clinb up it to the prom sed abode!"

("He's cracking up!" Chmsaid. "He'll becone a raving nadnan, and we'll all die with
him™")

"No!" Zurvan shouted. "I amnot nad, and there is no |ladder for ne! | do not deserve it!"

If a ladder was |lowered for him he would have to clinb on rotten rungs. There were seven
rungs, and the last, hinself, would surely break
Monday- Wor | d
VARI ETY, Second Month of the Year
D6- WL (Day-Si x, Wek-One)

29.
Monday was not blue. It was gray with heavy [ow clouds blown in fromthe east.

One of the fewthings permitted to be transnmitted fromone day to the next was the weather
forecast. The neteorology of N E. 1330 was far superior to that of the early ages, which had been
often baffled and fool ed by the exceedingly conplex forces that nade up the weat her. Now, over one
thousand and five hundred years of research had enabled the forecasters to predict with 99.9
percent accuracy. But Mother Nature, as if determined to show man that he coul d never have that
onetenth percent in his grasp, sonmetines pulled a reverse on him

Today was an exanple of her trickery. The neteorol ogists had snugly announced that it
woul d be clear and hot. But the wind had shifted, and the cloud continent over the md-Atlantic
was charging westward, its forefront now over eastern New Jersey.

Tom Zurvan had resuned his pacing. WII Isharashvili, the Central Park ranger, the gentle
soul and henpecked husband, had protested feebly agai nst being barred fromthe day that was
rightfully his. Jeff Caird, in growing WIll's persona, had nade a ni stake. He had gone too far in

shapi ng a nonvi ol ent and passive man. He had, however, given Isharashvili a great stub-
bornness and courage in refusing to act violently, and it was these that were causing the death of
I sharashvili. Though not quite deceased, he was fading away. Rather than use force, as the others

were, he would cling to his principles and so slide back on theminto the elenments fromwhich he
had corme.

Not so Jeff Caird and the others. Though Zurvan had sl amred and | ocked the doors on them
he saw them creep out of holes that he had not known existed. Wien he shoved t hem back in and
cenmented the holes, he found them oozing out through the walls in a sort of osnosis.

("This isn't like you, Zurvan," Jeff Caird said. "You' re supposed to be religious and
noble. Highly noral. A true son of God. You should be glad to be a martyr, to sacrifice yourself
for others. But you're not. You're hard and ruthless, as godl ess as those you preach agai nst. Wat
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happened?")

("He's a hypocrite, that's what," Charles Chm said.)

("OF course, he is,” Watt Repp said. "He was never fully what he clainmed to be. Here he
was, preaching absol ute truthful ness and honesty. Confess your sins! Confess! Free yourself of all
guilt and shame! Becone the round nman, the round wonan! Be conplete! Yet he was concealing from
his disciples and fromthe public that he was an inmrer. He had a gift that he was denying them
the gift of a nuch longer life. He was and is a crimnal, this righteous man. He belongs to a
secret and illegal organization. He is indeed a hypocrite!")

"Shut up! Shut up!" Zurvan cri ed.

("Yes. Lie down whinpering and die," JimDunski said. "Make it easy for the hypocrite.")

(" Wi nper, whi npi sh whel p, hard-hearted hound of heaven," Bob Tingle said. "You're barking
up the wong tree, Preacher Tom The dog of deity is following a sour scent.")

"What do you expect ne to do?" Zurvan shout ed.

That quieted themfor a while. Anything that he did would not help them O him He could,
not resunme the habit of the past and be one man one day and anot her the next. There was no pl ace
to go to where they could be thensel ves again. There was al so no place where he coul d be Fat her
Tom agai n. He was facing death as surely as they were. If the imers caught him they would kil
him |f the organics caught him they would, after the trial, send himto an institution for the
mental |y unbal anced. If the therapy succeeded, he, Zurvan, would dissolve. So would all of them
Jeff Caird included. The man that wal ked out of the institution night be naned Caird, but he would
not be the sane persona.

If the therapy failed, he would be stoned and put away until such tine as psychic science
found a sure cure for him Inevitably, he would be forgotten. He woul d gat her dust in sone vast
war ehouse along with the nillions now there and the billions that would be there.

"Yes, | ama hypocrite," he nmuttered. "I have failed. Wiy? | thought that | was a true son
of CGod, that | believed what | urged others to believe. |I did believe! | did!' But my Maker nmade me
flawed! "

He chewed his |ip and stroked a beard that was no | onger there.

"Don't put the blane on Hm He gave you free will! You had the power to heal the flaws!
You did not have to blind yourself to them You blinded yourself! Your Maker didn't blind you!"

(Jeff Caird said, quietly though very near, "But you forget that | amyour maker.")

Zurvan yelled and fell to the floor. He rolled back and forth on the carpet crying, "No!

No! No!"

When he stopped rolling and shouting, he lay for a long while on his back staring at the
ceiling.

("Hell, why don't we quit prolonging this agony?" Charlie
Ohmsaid. "Let's turn ourselves in. They're going to catch us, anyway. And we'll be safe fromthe
i mers.")

("Too many organics are imrers,"” JimDunski said. "They'll get to us, find sone reason to
kill us before we can talk. Anyway, | don't like to quit.")

("It's shootout tine at the Psychic Corral," Watt Repp said. "May the best nan win. Get
off the floor and be a man, Zurvan. Fight! If you lose, go down trying to win! Fight! Don't l|isten
to that loser, the lush!")

Zurvan wal ked to the kitchen as if he were pushing through cotton candy. He drank a tal
gl ass of water, went to the toilet, relieved hinself, and put cold water on his face. After drying
of f, he picked up his shoul derbag and wal ked to the hal |l way door

("Hey, where you going?" Chmsaid.)

("He's going to turn us in," Bob Tingle said. "By the tine the organics get through with
us, no stone will be left unturned. We'll be turned inside out and then turned to stone. Think
about it, man!")

("l didn"t mean it," OChmsaid. "I was only kidding you, pushing you to see if you really
were crazy.")

("Don't do it!" Caird said. "There nay be a way out!")

Zurvan cl osed the door behind himand wal ked toward the

elevator. "I'mnot going to turn nyself in," he said. "I'm going
for a long walk. | can't stand being caged in the apartnent.
need to think. | need

VWhat did he need? A possibility where all was inmpossible.

("When the rat in the |laboratory can't find the way out of the labyrinth," Caird said,
"when the rat runs up against an insoluble problem when the rat is hopelessly confused, it lies
down and dies.")
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"I amnot a rat!" Zurvan said.

("No," Caird said, "you're not. You're not even a rat. You're a fiction! Remenber, | am
your meker! |, the real, made you, a fiction! ")

("Then that nmeans the rest of us, too, are fictions," Repp said. "You made us. But so
what?, You're a fiction, too, Caird. The governnent and the i mers nade you.")

("Fiction can becone reality," Dunski said. "We're as real as Caird. After all, he made us
fromparts of him He grew us as surely as a nother grows the enbryo in the wonmb. And he gave
birth to us. Now he wants to kill us. His children!")

("For Chrissake!™ Ohmsaid. "W all want to kill each other! God, | need a drink!")

("l amyour maker," Caird said over and over again. "The naker of all of you. What | can
make, | can unmake. | am your naker and your unmaker.")

("Bullshit!" Charlie Chmcried. "You're not Al addin, and we're not genies you can put back
into the bottle!")

("You would think of a bottle,” Bob Tingle said. "Lush, loser, |essening Lazarus! Think of
yoursel f as a hangover we all want to get rid of. You're all hangovers!")

("En garde, you son of a bitch!")

("Play your hand!")

("Al'l fictions. | nmade you. | now unnmake you.")

("Chm mani - padme- hum ")

("Hunbug, you al coholic humm ngbird! ")

("1 made you. | amunnaki ng you. Do you think for one nonment that | didn't foresee this.
made the rituals that admtted you each day into your day. | also nmade the reverse ritual, the
undoing ritual, the no-entrance ritual. | knewthat 1'd need it sone day. And today is the day!")

("Liar! ™)

("Fictions calling the fiction-maker a liar? Living lies calling the one who nmade you
truths, though tenporary truths, a liar? | amyour maker. | made you. | am unmaki ng you. Can't you

feel everything slipping away? Go back to where you came from™")

The wi nd that bl ew across Waverly Pl ace was not strong enough as yet to blow off a hat.
But the wi nds howling inside
Zurvan seened to lift himup and carry himaway into the clouds. The light grew dim the
pedestrians around hi mwere | ooking at hi mbecause he was staggering. Wen they saw himdrop to
his knees and lift his hands high, they backed away.

Far in the east, thunder stomped its feet in a war dance and lightning flashed its many
| ances.

Zurvan sped whirling through the whirling grayness. He tried to grab the dark wetness to
keep hinself fromfalling. Up? O down?

"0 Lord," he bellowed, "I'mlost! Snatch me fromthis doom Take me away fromthis gray
world to your glory!"

The people on the sidewal k backed even farther away or hurried off as Zurvan cl apped his
hands to his eyes and screaned, "The light! The light!"

He fell forward on his arns and lay still for a nonent.

"Call an anbul ance," soneone said.

He roll ed over, staring and blinking, and got unsteadily to his feet. "That won't be
necessary," he said. "lI'mall right. Just a bit dizzy. I'll go hone. It's near. Just |eave ne
al one. "

Jeff Caird, whispering, "The light! The light!" wal ked across the bridge over the canal
By the time that he was a bl ock away from Washi ngton Square, he felt steady and strong.

("He's gone?" Tingle said.)

("Like the Indian that folded his tepee and stole away into the night," Watt Repp said.)

("He alnost took me with him" Charlie Ohmsaid. "God! The l[ight!")

("It was sword-shaped,” JimDunski said. "It came down and lifted himon its blade and
tossed himup into blazing sky.")

Their voices were faint. They becane a little | ouder when they discovered that Caird was
now i n control of the body.

("Ch, ny God," OChmsaid, "we're sunk!")

("Look at it this way," Repp said. "Zurvan's bit the dust.

Now ... it's Caird' s last stand. W'll have his scalp before this is over.")

Zurvan had not been sure that he had not been making up the voices of the others. Caird
was equal ly unsure. It did not natter that they mght be imaginary. Nor did it matter that the
voi ces m ght be those of personae as real as his. Wiat mattered was that he was master. And he
knew what he was goi ng todo.
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He wal ked agai nst the increasing wind toward the tall yellow vertical tube on the
nort hwest corner of the park. This was one of the entrances to the underground system of
transportation belts and power and water lines. A strip by its side warned that only SCC workers
could use it. There were no workers or unifornmed organics in sight, and the few people who had
lingered in the park were leaving it.

He stopped. Under the branches of an oak tree in the distance sat a |lone figure. The nan
who had been playing chess with Gil was wal king away, shaking his head. Apparently, Gil had
asked his partner to finish the gane. The man, however, would rather forfeit.

Caird stopped by the entrance to the tube.

("What now?" Chmsaid faintly.)

A few | eaves blown fromthe trees whirled by. The wind, cool with the pronmise of rain,
lifted his hair. A bicycler, bent over, feet punping, sped by.

Gil stood up. His red beard and long red hair were ruffled by the wind. He gathered up
the pieces, put themin a case, folded the chessboard, and slid it into the case. Caird began
running toward him He shouted, but the wind carried his words over his shoulder as if they were
confetti.

Gil turned and saw Caird running at him He crouched and | ooked to both sides as if he
wanted to find the best way to flee. Then he drew hinmself up and waited.

30.

Caird sl owed down and smiled to show Gil that he meant no harm When he got wi thin speaking

di stance, he said, "I'mnot an organic. Not now, anyway. ljust wanted to talk to you for a mnute,
Yankev Gad Gil. No longer than that, | swear it. | have urgent business; | won't detain you

| ong. "

Gil was regaining his color. He said in a deep rich voice, "You know nmy nane. | don't
know yours."

"No need to know it," Caird said. "Let's sit down for a minute. Too bad you put the board
away. W coul d have finished our ganme."

Gil frowed and said, "Qur ganme?”

Caird considered saying, "I nmake the first nove: 1 BL-WC-4. Then you neke the second, BL-
WC sG "

That woul d be enough to tell Gil that this was his Tuesday's opponent. Last Tuesday's ex-
opponent. But Caird wanted himto know as little as possible about his identity.

("You don't know rmuch about it, either,” Chmsaid.)

Instead, Jeff Caird said, "I know you're a daybreaker. No, don't be alarned. |'m not going
to turn you in .

He | ooked around. There were even fewer pedestrians and cyclists. Ataxi, two people in
the back seat, went by. The runbling was getting closer. The stormwas flashing open its dark
overcoat to expose |ightning.

Gil's small green eyes becane snaller, and his thin |lips squeezed even thinner. He said
"What do you. want ?"

"I want to satisfy ny overwh~Imng curiosity. That's all. | just want an answer to a
question."

("Are you nuts?" Charlie Ohmsaid. "Wat if the organics come while you' re indul ging your
craziness? For Chrissakes, Caird! ")

"I'f I can answer it," Gil said.

Perhaps Ghm was right, and he was crazy. O perhaps he was indul ging the Tuesday organic
in him Watever the reason, he had to know the man's notive.

"Fromwhat | know of your case," Caird said, "you had no apparent reason to daybreak. Wy
did you?"

Gil smiled and said, "If | told you, | don't think you'd understand."

("Any second now," Repp said, "any second now, the organics will be com ng around the
corner. Maybe they won't wonder why you two are sitting under a tree that m ght get struck by
Iightning. Maybe they won't cone over and ask you why. And then naybe they won't ask for your ID
Maybe they won't already have your description.")

"Try me," Caird said.

"How nuch do you know about Othodox Judai sn?"

"Probably enough. | know your nane, renenber? | know who you are.”

Gil looked across the table at Caird. He clutched the case so hard that his knuckl es
whi t ened. "Then you know how i nmportant keepi ng the Shabbos, the Sabbath, is to us?"

Cai rd nodded.

"You know that the governnent does not forbid us to observe the Sabbath? It won't let us
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have a synagogue, but it doesn't play favorites. No religion has a church or tenple or nosque or
synagogue. "

"The peopl e need the space those woul d occupy for housing
and factories," Caird said. "Also, religions are a formof malignant superstition, contrary to al

Gil held up a big red-haired hand

"l don't want to get into an argunent about the reasons."”

"I don't either," Caird said, |ooking around. "It was just that

"Never mind. As | said, we are permtted to do what God enjoined us to do. W observe the
Sabbat h. That is on the seventh day of the week, beginning with dusk on Friday and ending with the
dusk on Saturday evening."

"l understand," Caird said.

"Yes, but you don't understand how inportant it is that we do observe the ancient
practice, the ancient law. The law. Not the government's law. Qurs. A rmuch nore ancient [aw"

"But you have your Sabbaths."

Gil raised a hand fromthe case and lifted a finger

"Yes. But we do not go by the ancient and sacred cal endar. Instead of traveling
hori zontally on the cal endar, we travel vertically. Last Mnday was the Sabbath, not Saturday.
That is, it was if we obey the |aw of the state."

"I think I know what you're going to say," Caird said. "It's hard-"

"Please. It's going to rain very soon. Since |'ve been courteous to you, a stranger who
came in fromnowhere and will probably go nowhere.

("Ain't that the truth!" Charlie Ohmsaid.)

" without telling nme who you are and why you're here, |'mnot asking too nmuch of you to
refrain frominterrupting."”

"Right," Caird said.

("The organics!” OChm whi spered.)

Caird | ooked around quickly, but Chmwas just warning himto watch for organics.

"I did not |ike the idea of observing the Sabbath on the
wrong day, on Mnday instead of as it should be and has | ong been decreed

("The man's as windy as you, Caird," OChm said.)

“. . . but | obeyed the state and the rabbis. After all, they reasoned that, regardl ess of
whether it was Saturday or not, the Sabbath still fell on the seventh day. But | was not happy
with this reasoning. Then, one day, while reading the book of a very wi se man, though he was
soneti mes mistaken and prejudiced, | came across a passage that affected ne deeply."

" Ceri nt hus?"

Gil's only sign of being startled was a rapid blinking. "How did you know t hat ?"

"Never mind. I'msorry | interrupted again."

"Actual ly, the author was Pseudo-Cerinthus. The schol ars had established that some books
supposedly by Cerinthus were by another man, nanme unknown, called, for the sake of conveni ence,
Pseudo- Cerinthus. |, however . . ."-Gil |ooked very pleased-"... | was able to prove that
Cerint hus and PseudoCerinthus were actually the sanme person. Hs style as PseudoCeri nt hus was
different from Cerinthus' because, when he wrote as Pseudo-Cerinthus, he was possessed by the
Sheki nah or Doxa .

"By what ?"

"God's presence or the light that H s presence shed. The Targum sts used that term.

"Never mind," Caird said. "What was this passage that affected you so deeply?"

("Cerinthus and Pseudo- Cerinthus," Bob Tingle said. "Another schizophrenic. Do you think
we have roomfor him too? Come on in, sibling sage, seer, and psychotic.")

("I can't believe that we're standing out in the open discussing theology and stylistics
while the stormand the organics are closing in," Cmsaid.)

"Cerinthus,"” Gil said, "believed that the angels created the
worl d. And an angel gave the Jews their |aw, which was inperfect. He was wong about that, of
course. The Shekiriah gave the law to the Jews, and the Sheki nah cannot give inperfect |aws. Not
to Hi s chosen people.

"But Pseudo- Cerinthus, inspired by the Shekinah, wote that, even if the | aw had been
imperfect in the beginning, it was nade perfect by the Jews. Their stubbornness in clinging to
their |aw despite all persecutions and misfortunes and their survival despite everything that
shoul d have wi ped themfromthe face of Earth proved that they were obeying the perfect law After
this passage, Pseudo-Cerinthus denounced Cerinthus as being in grave error and, indeed, not too
bright. He mentions several letters he sent to Cerinthus explaining the error. These have not been
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found .

The first rain fell, large but scattered drops. The wind tried to pry Caird' s hat | oose.
Thunder stonped. Lightning raced toward them on nany gl ow ng | egs.

"What you're saying," Caird said loudly so he could be heard, "is that you broke day just
so you could obey the letter of the | aw?"

"The letter is the soul of the spirit!" Gil cried.

He paused, and he gl ared.

"Al so, there was another reason. It was strong, though not strong enough to have made ne a
daybreaker if it had not been coupled with ny desire to observe, even if only once, only once, the
Shabbos as it shoul d be observed.

“I ama hunman being. | amthe son of a species that has al ways been one with the rhythm of
Nat ure as decreed by God. Countless generations fromthe beginning of the species have enjoyed the
sl ow unfol ding of the seasons, a phenonmenon that they took for granted though it was one of God's
many gifts. But the New Era.., the New Era! ... they did away with the seasons, man! They' ve
ruined them shrunk them

"Spring is an explosion of green, cone and gone in a few
days! Summer... sunmer is a hot flash! Too nany sumers, 1'll get only the searing days and none
of th~ cool! Autum doesn't slowy change into its beautiful colors! It doesn't slip into one
color after the other like a woman trying out clothes! It's green one day and a burst of fully
realized colors the next and then it's all dead, dead! And you may m ss the snow, God's bl anket,
entirely!"

"That's true,” Caird said. "On the other hand, the racing-by of the seasons can be
exhilarating, and think how many nore seasons you get to see than if you lived |ike our ancestors
did. There's always sonething gai ned when you give up sonething and vice versa."

"No," &il said, shaking his head violently, "I want it as God said it should be. | wll
not

Caird did not hear what else he said. He rose swiftly, staring past Gil's shoulder at the
patrol car that had appeared from around the corner of the building on the street by the canal. It
woul d be past the underground access tube at' the northwest corner of the park |ong before he
could get to it. He was cut off.

Gil turned his head, |ooked once, and said, "Perhaps they are headed el sewhere." He
sounded cal m

There was anot her access tube at the northeast corner of the park. He nust not run now,
though. Wait and see if the car went on

It was going fast, its headlights spearing the dimlight and bouncing off the raindrops.
Several feet fromthe junction of Fifth Avenue and Washi ngton Square North, however, it slowed and
then it canme to a stop

Gil had quit talking for a nmonent. Now. seeing the car, he said, "CQur destiny is here."
He cl osed his eyes, and his |ips noved.

"Yours, maybe. Not nmine," Caird said.

Gil opened his eyes just as the car doors opened. The clouds al so opened up, the rain
comng down as if it were anbitious to
become Niagara Falls. It bent the | eaves above the two and dunped a cascade on them They were
soaked and chilled, though the rain was only partly responsible for the col dness.

Two nen and a worman got out of the vehicle. The driver came around the front of the car
reveal ing the green-andbrown uniformin the headlights. Hs belt held a holster, from which stuck
the butt of a gun.

The wonman screaned sonmething and ran toward Gil and Caird. The two organi cs shouted after
her. Caird thought that he heard, "Stop!" Lightning struck imrediately thereafter, seemi ng so
close that Caird thought that a nearby tree nmust have been hit. The flash showed him Ruth Zog
Di nsdal e, his

no. . . Isharashvili's wife. Her face was distorted; her screeching cut through the runble
of thunder.

Her bl ock buil ding was across the canal alnost directly opposite the Tao Towers. He had
been reckless to walk so boldly down the street in front of the building. Since he knew that she
nm ght | ook out her w ndow and see him he should have gone to the back street. But the probability
of her seeing himhad been | ow, and he had not been hinself. Zurvan had been in no shape to think
of such details.

He turned and ran south. Flight toward the access tube he had planned to take was too
dangerous. He could be intercepted too easily. There was another tube |ocated at the corner of La
Guardi a Pl ace and Washi ngt on Squar e Sout h.
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Gil called, "Good luck, man!" and said sonething in an unintelligible |anguage. A Yiddish
bl essi ng?

"I need it!" Caird said, and he ran
31.

He zigzagged, trying to keep trees between himand his pursuer. A glance behind during a Iightning
flash had shown his wife standing stilland one organic running after him Gil was gone. He
probably had just wal ked away. Another glance in the dimmess told himthat the driver had gone
back to the car. Qutlined against the streetlight, which had just 'come on, the car was noving
eastward toward WAshi ngton Square East. Its driver was follow ng organi c procedures. Wile one man
chased the fugitive, the other would drive the car to head the fugitive off.

Caird thought that he could get to the tube before the car did. He al so had a good head
start on the other organic. But he could not outrun the beamfroma gun. By the tinme that he
reached the tube, however, he had not been shot at. O, if he had been, he was not aware of it.

The car was sixty feet away when Caird got to the tube. The man on foot was about a
hundred feet back. Caird went around the tube to the side by the street, Washi ngton Square Sout h.
The entrance was oblong; the interior, half-lit by the streetlights. He put his hand on a pl aque
on the back wall six inches above his head. This was a gl obe with superinposed letters, MUTS
(Manhattan State Underground Transporta
tion System). He pressed the Mand then the T The seeningly inmmvabl e pl ague responded to his hand
on its lower edge, swinging up to the left. He reached within the exposed recess and felt the two
buttons there. Monday's code was | eft button, one short press, right button, one |long press, one

short press. He was fortunate that Isharashvili, as a Central Park ranger, knew the code and that
enough of the ranger was still in himto renenber that.
Havi ng rel eased the | ocki ng mechani sm on the personhol e cover, he bent down, lifted the

handle inset in its middle, and pulled. The cover cane up, but only because he was heavy enough to
register as an adult on the security sensor plate around it.

Li ght had come on in the tube and fromthe hole as he had raised the Iid. Below the hole
was an irradiated plastic |adder inside a plastic framework. He let hinself down, stopped, reached
up, and pulled the cover down with the handle on its underside. It came down easily, restrained by
a hydraulic nechanismfromfalling. Just before the lid closed, Caird saw the organic's feet. A
hoarse voice said, "Stop in the name of the law"

"Whose | aw?" Caird nuttered.

Hi s pursuers were organics, but they were also imers. There had not been time for themto
go to a precinct station and w thdraw charged-particle beam weapons. These two nmust have been in
t he nei ghborhood or close to it, and they nust have been | ooking for him They were | ucky-unl ucky
for himto be the nearest to Ruth D nsdal e when she had call ed
in. They had brought out the illegal weapons, their own property, froma hidden place in the car
and they nmeant to use them

Caird went down the | adder for thirty feet before stepping off onto the rubbery plastic
wal kway. It extended east and west as far as he could see, which was not nore than a hundred feet
ei ther way. Wichever way he went, the lights would travel with himand darkness would foll ow and
precede him

The wal kway was bounded on one side by a thick plastic wall and on the other by a
guardrail. Beyond it were two goods transportation belts, each fifteen feet wide. At the nonent,
they were not noving. Beyond them against the wall, were two huge pipes. One was a water main;
the other was for sewage.

Because he was both an organic and an imer, Caird had studied the systens. Every three
hundred feet the rock wall bore tunnel and belt identification signs and diagranms of the |oca
system By each was a communi cation strip. These could also be used to monitor the tunnel. |If the
men after himtook tine to call in to an imer at the nonitor control center, they could check
with the nonitor through the tunnel strips. The monitor could tell themexactly where their quarry
was.

He did not know if the i mers had anybody at the control center. He could not take the
chance they m ght not have one. He had to get to a place where there were no nonitors. Though he
knew of such a place and was running toward it, he would encounter dangers there of which his
pursuers would be only one.

He ran, his feet slapping the walk and his breathing the only sounds. Wen he | ooked back
he saw another light following him The two nmen were tiny figures inside a wormof |ight. They
wer e about six hundred feet behind him too far for effective range of their guns. He had to keep
that distance. So far, they had not stopped to call in and they would have if they had soneone at
the nmonitor control center
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The tunnel sloped down so gradually that he would not have been aware of it if he had not
studied the system It would pass under the Kropotkin Canal, but, before it got there, he would
come to two tunnels crossing this tunnel at right angles. He took the first one and ran north. The
belt by the wal kway was | ower than the previous one and was carrying a few boxes of
goods. The belt plates, two microns thick, were not joined but noved silently |like a caravan of
caterpillars, one behind the other. They slid on the |ubricant provided by the continuous strip
beneat h t hem and were propelled by nagnetic inmpul ses.

Joggi ng, |ooking back often to make sure that his pursuers had not broken into a run
Caird kept on until he cane to a three-level tunnel intersection. Just off the wal kway was a | arge
roomcut out of the dirt, rocks, and cenent blocks formng the first |evel under the streets of
Manhattan. The room was wal |l ed, floored, and ceilinged with thick plastic. He went into it, the
lights turning on as he entered. This was a tool and recreation roomand toilet for the workers.
After looking hurriedly around, he ran to a table and picked up a flashlight, two batteries, a
hanmer, and a screwdriver with a long thin shaft. He tested the flashlight and put the five
artifacts in his shoul derbag. On the way out, he stopped to drink froma fountain.

Coming out of the room he saw that the two had gained on him One raised his weapon and
fired. Caird ducked even though the novenent was usel ess. The ray struck close to himbut did not
damage the wall. He jogged faster than before. The two were gaining on himat the rate of about
ten feet every ten seconds. He increased his speed so that he could get to the previous six-
hundr ed- f oot di stance fromthem

Begi nning to pant now, he ran toward his first goal, a yellow enclosure of uprights
circled by two horizontal rails. He was running so fast that he had to stop hinmself by grabbing
the top railing. He went around it and let hinself swiftly down another plastic |adder. Just as
his head di sappeared into the hole, the |ight above hi mwent out. An angry yell reached himbefore
he was hal fway down the | adder

"You won't go so fast now, you bastards,"” he muttered. At the foot of the |adder, he
groped in the bag and brought out the flashlight. Its ray, poking here and there, showed hi m what
was |eft of the old transportation belts. This system had been aban
doned seven hundred obyears ago when the second great earthquake had struck Manhattan. The pl ates
were thick alum num alloy, many of themtorn off or buckled. The gaps exposed the rusty and
di sl odged roll ers beneath. The system had been obsolete |ong before it, along with three-fourths
of the buildings on the island, had been destroyed by the tenblor.

That cat astrophe had been terrible, though not as difficult to recover fromas the even
greater quake of N.E. 498. On this level, however, the quick-drying plastic sprayed thickly to
encl ose the tunnels had not been as twisted as that on the first level. It was bad enough. Here
and there, the plastic had been bent out past its strength to withstand the shock. Dirt had
spilled through the cracks, and seepage had brought nore dirt through. The flashlight showed no
conpl ete bl ockage trapping him Not in this area

The |ight had come on above him The two were getting closer. He hesitated. He could get
away as fast as possible fromhere or he could wait and try to knock out or kill the first one to
come down the |adder. To do that, he would have to retreat beyond the range of their flashlights
whil e they played the beans fromthe entrance above. Then he nmust run in after the first man began
t he descent, and sonehow ... No. If he threw the hamrer, it nmight miss or only slightly hurt the
i mrer. Both nen would have their guns in their hands, and the one above would be directing his
flashlight into the area bel ow

Just as he decided not to attack, the expected |ight beam cane down through the entrance
hol e past the | adder. Caird turned and wal ked swiftly away, hoping that he was going in the right
direction for him There was enough light fromthe hole for himto see dimy for sonme distance
ahead of him though he had rough footing. The wal kway was buckl ed and bent, and once he al nost
stepped into a gap

Knowi ng that the man to first come down would stop on the | adder and explore the area with
his light, Caird stepped up his pace. He did | ook back once. Seeing the beam dart around, he

got down behind a pile of wet dirt that had fallen through a hole in the wall. He was just in
time. The light played on the nmound and t hen went away.
Caird's second goal, if he renenbered correctly, was about four hundred feet away. He got

up and stunbled on, feeling his way by the wal kway railing, walking crouched over, afraid that he
would fall. And then he did tunble, sprawing forward when he stepped onto a part of the wal kway
that was not there. He repressed a shout and shot his arns out and across to avoid injury if he
struck sonething. He | anded unhurt in a small hole. He did not get up at once because the beam
shot above him |f he had been upright, he would have been caught in it.

The tunnel anplified sounds. He heard one of the nmen say, in a |ow tone, "Were' d he go so
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fast? W shouldn't split up!"

"You're talking too . . ." the other man said. H's voice died dowmn so that Caird could
hear only a muttering.

"Too loud," Caird finished for him They woul d probably stay together and explore the
areas in both directions for a hundred or so yards. Watching fromthe edge of the broken wal kway,
he saw themturn away fromhim He breathed easier. He crawl ed back onto the runway and conti nued
on hands and knees. Wen a beam fl ashed near him he flattened out. They would be turning from
time to time to try to catch himwi th the beam

They al so woul d be | ooking at the nunerous piles of dirt. It would not take themlong to
know t hat he had not gone in the direction they had taken. Though he m ght junp over sone of the
dirt, he would eventually step in sone. Blundering through the darkness, he could not avoid
| eavi ng prints.

VWi ch neant that, when they cane back this way, they would see his tracks.

As fast as he could craw, he followed the wal kway. He had estimated that he nmust be very
close to his goal. A few nore yards, and he would be there. He was near to the wall so that
he would not miss it. Once he got down it, he could use his light. For a while, at |east.

Groani ng softly, he stopped crawing. Sonething had driven into his face just bel ow the
ri ght cheekbone. It came | cose when he jerked his head back, and his cheek burned. He put his hand
toit and felt blood flow ng. Cursing, though softly, he slipped off his shoul derbag, opened it,
felt around, and came out with some tissue paper. After sticking it on the wound, he felt
careful ly around until he got hold of the thing that had gouged his face. It was the broken end of
a pipe or a railing.

He put the shoul derbag back on and slid between the wall and the pipe. The wal kway tw sted
so that he tended to slide into the wall. Wiggling, he got by the railing. He had to stand up
t hen because he kept sliding back. His feet slipped out fromunder him but his wildly flailing
hand grabbed a railing.

He crouched down at the peak of the bent wal kway and slid down on his feet into the next
upward sl ope. Just beyond it, he bunped his head agai nst another railing. He cursed at the pain
then smled. H's hands told himthat he had found his second goal

It had been a protective enclosure around the entrance to the next |evel down. It was,
however, squeezed in at the top. He had to take off the bag and drop it into the entrance hole
before he could get his body into the narrow aperture. For a tense few seconds, it threatened to
hold him

Just as he scraped through, feeling that the skin on his ribs had cone off, he was speared
by light. The nmen shouted. He dropped and caught hold of the edge of the entrance. H's feet groped
for and found the | adder rungs. He scranbl ed down the | adder, which was tw sted and at a slant.
Hal fway down, he had to let his feet dangle while he gripped the junction of the uprights and the
rungs. He w shed that he had taken the flashlight out of the bag so that he could see how far the
end of the | adder was above the ground. Then his feet touched the earth,
and he let |oose. After groping around, he found the bag. The flashlight in his hand, he turned it
on.

The place | ooked just as he renmenbered it. He had never been here, but, three Wednesdays
ago, he had seen a strip show about it. This was Wednesday's allotted share of the early New Era
archaeol ogical dig. It was nostly the old sewage and water and power systems, not very
interesting. He went forward on the dirt past bent and broken mains and pi pes and snapped cabl es.
The beam shone on the quick-drying plastic the archaeol ogi sts had sprayed to keep the walls and
ceiling of dirt and debris fromfalling in. He walked fifty feet and found another safety
encl osure around the entrance hole to the I evel below. This was new and had been put in by the
ar chaeol ogi st s.

The ol d goods transportati on and water-sewage | evel had been filled with dirt and cenent
and stone bl ocks and other debris after the second great earthquake. Because the ocean waters were
rising as a result of the nelting of polar ice, the authorities wanted the ground | evel to be
hi gher. The present underground system had been built on top of the old one.

The level in which Caird was now standi ng had been excavated sone years ago. During the
di ggi ng, the archaeol ogi sts had found the bent safety enclosure to the |ladder. It had not been
renoved but had been preserved as a historical site. Wen the | evel bel ow had been excavated, the
| adder had al so been left as it was. Though the darkness had kept Caird from seeing the plaque
that indicated the historical site, he had renenbered it fromthe show

Caird went down the |l adder into the next level, the flashlight in one hand so that he
could see the rungs. He got off the |ladder and directed the beam around the i nmense cavern. The
upper part of the cavern had once been dirt and the sewage and water system under the old
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transportation level. After this had been thoroughly studied and everything neasured and

phot ographed, the artifacts had been renoved. The | evel beneath, that which had been the ruins of
the city after the first

great earthquake, had then been exposed. The cavern in which he now stood had once been occupi ed
by two | ayers of archaeol ogical treasure.

To the west, a hundred feet beyond the | adder, was a solid wall of dirt from which
projected parts of stone and cenment bl ocks and unrecogni zable artifacts. Near it were two digging
machi nes, | ooking |like nmetal elephants on treads, two plasticspraying machi nes | ooking like
prayi ng manti ses, piles of tenporary shoring material, and nmachines for carrying the dirt away.

Caird had to go the other way. If the two imers knew that, they could go through the
| evel above and try to get to the next exit before he did. O one could conme down to drive him
ahead while the other waited above for him

Today was, however, Mnday. The inmers night have seen Monday's show about Monday's digs.
But that woul d not be about this area. They had to be ignorant of the layout in this area. Not
until they got down here would they realize that Caird had nade for the exit and woul d beat them
toit.

He hoped that that was the situation. It was possible that the two, carrying out their
organi ¢ duties, had once pursued an outlaw down here. If so, they would know the area.

H s light stabbing the gigantic hollow, veering to pass by plastic-walled bl ocks of earth
on top of which were artifacts, sidestepping trenches in which were artifacts not yet conpletely
uncovered, he trotted swiftly. The air-conditioning nmachines were not turned on; the air was dead
and heavy. It was al so warnmer than he had thought it would be. He was sweating and getting
thirsty.

It was unfortunate, he thought, that the floors were soft wet dirt. If the floor had been
hard, its lack of prints would have sl owed down the imers. They woul d have been forced to | ook
into the huge pi pes above to make sure that he was not hiding in one.

He went around a crushed and rusty autompbile, an ancient
i nternal conbustion vehicle. Its occupants were now pi eces of bone. Past that was another
obstacle, a tangled mass of steel that the strip-show nentor had said was the ruins of a Ferris
wheel . Anot her detour was around a tangled ness the identification of which he did not renenber.
It was roped off like all the other artifacts and was marked with a sign. He did not have tinme to
stop and read it.

He cane around a block of earth on top of which was a huge mirror which had mracul ously
not been shattered. He stopped, and, despite the extreme need not to do so, he yelled.

Centered in the beamwas a gigantic nonster, a thing with a col ossal head, enornobus nany-
faceted eyes gleanm ng a vicious red, dripping nmandi bles, and a body with many legs. It was
crouched, ready to spring upon him

32.
H s yell bounced back fromthe far walls.
He swore at hinself and muttered, "I forgot about it."
His terror was gone, but his heart was still beating hard.

The plastic nmonster had once been part of a "house of horrors." Mst of that had been
destroyed during'the earthquake, but there were some exhibits or "nonsters" here and there, roped
of f and | abel ed.

Hopi ng that the gigantic spider would give his pursuers heart attacks, he ran on. H s beam
pl ayed on sone of the artifacts, one of which was the severed head of a woman with tangl ed snakes
where her hair should have been. Medusa. The unhappy woman of ancient G eek nyth whose | ook turned
all she saw into stone statues. He ran on, passing nany other remants of the fun fair until
panting and thirsty again, he stopped. There were four vertical tubes here, shafts for elevators.
Two were very |arge, containing cages for bringing down nmachinery and supplies and taking up dirt
and debris. The smaller cages were for use by personnel. A half-mle east was another bank of
el evat ors.

Caird's flashlight shone on the control panel by the elevators. It had OVERRI DE buttons
that permitted renpote control of the cages. According to the indicator panel, these were all on
the I evel of the new transportation system Caird pressed three of the DOM buttons and then the
corresponding LL (lowest level) buttons. Presently, the doors to three of the tubes opened, and
light flooded out fromthe cages.

He hoped that the imers, when they got here, would believe that he had taken the one
still at the top transportation |evel

When the cages got to the bottom he stepped outside of the light that shone fromthem
when their doors opened. He stood in the darkness and | ooked toward the west. A few seconds |ater
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a flashlight shone fromthe ceiling, illumnating the |adder. A man clinmbed down in the beam
directed by his colleague in the next |evel above.

When the two nmen had reached the ground, Caird turned and sped toward the next bank. He
tried to run as softly as he coul d because the cavern anplified sounds. He did not turn his |ight
on until he was beyond the pal eness shed by the cage lights. He kept the flashlight at belly |eve
and directed strai ght ahead. There were nany bl ocks of earth and artifacts between himand his
pursuers. These, he hoped, would prevent themfrom seeing his light. Wen the light struck an
obstacle, he turned it off and detoured, letting his menory carry himpast the bl ocks and objects
for a few steps. After which he turned the light on

Though he had rested a mnute and had drunk froma fountain by the el evators, he was stil
tired. The air seenmed to thicken. It was dead, rising fromdead earth and dead things. It
suggest ed sl owness, sluggi shness, and an eventual notionlessness. The half-mile to the bank seened
to stretch to a nmile and a half. Just as he arrived, panting and sweating heavily, he was
surrounded by light.

He groaned. The imrers had found the switch to turn on all the illum nation in the cavern

Had they seen hin?

That was answered quickly. Here they came running, their guns in their hands. They were so
far away that they |ooked snmall, but they would becone | arge sooner than he want ed.

He jabbed the OVERRI DE, the nunber-one cage, and the DOMW and the LL buttons. He had been
wong in trying to fool them He should have taken the elevator at the first bank. He would gain
not hing by attenpting to beat themto the next bank, another half-nile away. He would have to wait
until the cage here got to the bottom But would they be here before then? O, if he did get into
the cage and its door shut before they got to it, could they stop his cage?

They could. Not only could the cage be stopped at any level but a control also permtted
it to be halted hal fway between |evels. Wich, of course, it would be. They would trap himand
then leisurely take him

He could run and try to hide. That would only put off the end.

Though the i mrers were getting closer, they were slowi ng dowmn. Their faces were agoni zed
with the strain of pushing their dead | egs and heaving lungs to the linmt of speed. Wthin a
m nute or so, though, they would be shooting at himat the same tine as they ran

The el evator doors opened.

Caird junped into the cage, turned, and punched the UP button and then the button for the
third | evel, the next one above. He might get to it before the inrers realized that they could
stop him Trying for any floor above that was suicidal. Trying for the next |evel mght be
sui ci dal, too.

The doors were closing when a ray struck the edge of one. The netal hissed and pool ed, but
t he door closed, and the cage noved up

Four seconds later, the cage stopped. The doors began sliding back. He grabbed their edges
and pushed. He fell out through the narrow opening. The doors opened all the way and
then slid back shut. Total darkness closed in on him Sonewhere on this |evel was a panel with a
button to turn on all the lights in this area. He had been |lucky that the immers had not found it
when he was escaping fromthem He did not have time to | ook for one now Using the flashlight to
light the floor before him he ran.

They woul d expect himto take the next bank of elevators. But which bank? The one to the
east or the one to the west? And which |l evel would he go to?

If he had breath to spare, he would have | aughed. One would have to go back to the first
bank and the other would have to run on to the eastern bank. Both would then go to the top |evel,
the transportation systemtunnel just below the street. Fromthe cages there, they would head
toward each other, expecting, hoping, anyway, to catch him between them

But what if one of themtook the elevator in the mddle? He could go to the same |evel as
Caird, and he could see Caird's flashlight. He would go after himwhile his quarry was running
again as fast as he could to beat the other imrer striving for the western bank. Then they woul d
know t hat Caird was heading for the | adder down whi ch he had cone.

He stopped, breathing hard, his heart thudding. Some of his tiredness was lost in a surge
of delight. His flashlight had shone on another | adder

He went up that and had no trouble with a bent enclosure. He was in the tunnel of the old
transportation system He walked as swiftly as he could, too fatigued to run anynore, until he
came to the first |adder down which he had sunk into the buried and anci ent darkness. At the top
of the | adder, he raised his head until his eyes were just above the edge of the hole. The light
woul d not conme until he had energed to his waist.

As far as he could see, there was darkness.
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When he clinbed out, light blooning around him he found
that the belts, which had been inactive, were now noving. A large green plastic box moved swiftly
fromthe bl ackness, through the |ight he had caused, and into the blackness. Before he had turned
to wal k westward, another box was squeezed out by the artificial night. And two nore, going
eastward, were carried to their destination

He wal ked until another westering box approached. He clinbed over the railing and junped
onto the belt. The light filled the belt area for a hundred feet in each direction. There was
not hi ng he coul d do about that, but he could rest. At the sane tinme, he would be going faster than
if he wal ked. He sat down on the cool plate, his back against the box, and watched the east for a
sudden glow in the night. It m ght be caused by workers, but the probability was that it would
announce the two killers.

Three minutes later, his box was snatched fromhim Aware that it would be, he had risen
and | eaped to the railing. Here was an intersection where the belt passed beneath a northward
belt. The sensors of the pair of mechanical arns stationed here had read the coded pl ague on the
box, had determined that its route should be changed, and had lifted it and deposited it on a belt
in arecess. Caird clinbed up a short |adder and got onto the north-going belt. For a nonent, he
t hought about switching to the south-going belt. Inalittle nore than a quarter-nmle, he could
get onto an east-going belt. The imers would not know where he was because they could not see his
light. However, that would be the longer route to his destination. He could take the chance that
the i mers would not catch up. How woul d they know when they got to the intersection-if they got
to it-that he had taken this belt? They woul d not know unl ess they arrived quickly enough to see
the light wapping himlike a photonic shroud. He was ganbling that he could switch to an east-
goi ng belt before then.

Hi s back agai nst another box, he passed quietly under the
Kropot ki n Canal . Above hi mwas rock, netal, water, fish, and the storm He was, at the nonent,
bot h subt erranean and subaqueous. And he was passing from darkness into darkness, his presence
birthing new light. In the darkness behind were known terrors. Who knew what unknowns faced hin®

("Corny," Repp said.)

("It's life," Dunski said.)

("dinched, cloistered, and cloyed by clichés," Tingle said.)

The next voice startled Caird. He had thought that it was gone forever

("l was wrong," WII Isharashvili said. "I've westled with the ethics of the situation
and |'ve decided that | shouldn't just give up to avoid violence. What | think-")

("My God! Isharashvili rides again!" Repp said.)

("You can't keep a good nan down," Dunski said. "And WIIl is good.")

("What | think," Isharashvili said gently, "is that-")

"Quiet!" Caird said nore loudly than he intended. "Shut up, you fools! They've found ne!
can't think with you chattering away at ne!"

Far down the tunnel, the darkness had opened like a fist to let light out. Two Lilliputian
figures were clinbing over a box. He watched as they got down fromthe box and started trotting.

He was tired and desperate, but so were they. He clinbed over the box, got down on the
other side, and trotted. Sooner or later, he would pass SCC workers. |f he had been al one, he
woul d, probably, be reported. The workers woul d assune, however, that the two organi cs had
reported to HQ that they were chasing the crimnal. Those who asked the two officers if they
want ed hel p woul d be told that none was needed. The inmmers did not want other organics involved.

When he saw an envel ope of light in the darkness ahead, he forced hinself to run faster
and to clinmb over the boxes nore
DAY WOR LI)

vigorously. Fortunately, there were only three td get over before he got to the light. This cane
froman office in a recess at the intersection of north-south and east-west belts.

He | eaped out when he approached the steps and grabbed the railing. His chest heaving,
breath sawing, he ran up the steps. The |ight acconpanying himwould nmerge with the light fromthe
of fice wi ndows. But that would not keep the pursuers fromseeing himleave the belt.

He went past the windows. A man was sitting at a desk and watching a strip show while he
drank from an unl abel ed bottle.

If there was anot her worker around, he or she could be in the toilet or sleeping in the
back room Caird did not hesitate to take his chances. He ran around the corner, through the door
and at the man behind the desk. The man had just put the bottle down when Caird charged in, and he
did not see Caird until he was al nost on him The nman rose fromthe chair, saying, "What the.

?" Caird grabbed the bottle by the neck and brought it down on the man's forehead. He just wanted
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to stun him not severely injure or kill him The man fell backward over the chair and spraw ed
out, his eyes closed and his nouth hangi ng open. Wi skey funes rose fromit.

Caird gl anced at the half-closed door to the back room A woman's head and the cot on
whi ch she lay were visible. Her nouth was open, and she was snoring as heavily as the unconsci ous
man. He assuned that she had al so been drinking the bootleg whiskey.

The nman on the fl oor groaned, and his eyelids fluttered. Caird groaned, too, though not
for the sane reason. He had to make sure that the man was unconscious for at |east five mnutes.

Gitting his teeth, disliking what he had to do, Caird lifted the man, propped hi m agai nst
the desk, and hit himon the jawwith the bottle. The nan fell over on his side.

33.

Caird dragged the body by the feet through the doorway. Forty feet eastward was one of the huge
mechani cal arns that renoved boxes fromone belt to another. He dropped the man's | egs and
switched the controls on the panel at its base to MANUAL. He slipped his hand into a netal - mesh
gl ove and noved it as he wished the armand its "fingers" to nove.

The man, his waist gripped by the "fingers," his body arched, head and arns and | egs
dangling, was placed in front of a box on the east-going belt.

Caird brought the armback to the upright position-it would not do for the inmmers to
notice it sticking out over the belts-and he ran back to the office. By then, his heavy breathing
had becone light. He went back into the office and got behind the door of the back room The woman
was still snoring. Caird pushed the door so that it was an inch open, and he turned the back room
light off. He put his shoul derbag on the floor and took out the screwdriver and hanmer

A few seconds | ater, he heard the rasping breathing of the two men. Through the opening,
he saw one enter the office, gun in hand, stop and | ook around. The ot her wal ked past the wi ndows
and out of sight. The first man waited until his partner cane back.

"He's on the east belt," the second man said. "I saw his light."

"Where in hell're the workers?" the man who had entered first said. Hi s thick eyebrows
made his face even tougher-| ooking.

The second man had a very short and upturned nose. He | ooked Iike a picture of the ancient
extinct bulldog. Pointing at the open whiskey bottle which Caird had put back on the desk, he
said, "They're probably passed out in the back room"

“I'd sure like to turn those slobs in!" Eyebrows said.

Bul | dog wal ked to the fountain and drank deeply. Still gasping, he straightened up. "Drink
up. W can't just stand here while he's riding away fromus. He can see there's no light follow ng
him He'll be resting."”

Eyebrows drank deeply, too. Wien he had his fill, he wiped the sweat fromhis eyes with
his armand said, "You think we should call in for hel p?"

"I sure wish we could," Bulldog said. "But it's too risky. W got to get that son of a
bitch soon."

"What happens if we don't?"

Bul | dog | ooked di sgustedly at Eyebrows. "You know what'l|l happen.”

“I'f I could just get in range!"

"You won't standing here. Cone on."

As soon as they left, Caird went to the fountain, which he had been too pressed to use
before then. He drank more sparingly than the inmers, though he wanted nore. Before going out of
the door, he got down on his knees and stuck his head out just far enough to see his pursuers. Wo
were now the pursued. They were not trotting, just wal king fast. They assuned that, since they
could not see Caird, he was hidden behind a box. Undoubtedly, they were hoping that he was so
exhausted that he would rest long enough for themto catch up with him

He had to take the chance that they m ght | ook back. He
rose and ran fromthe door, the screwdriver and the handle of the hanmer in his belt. He went up
the steps to the wal kway over the east-west belts, clinbed over the railing, and dropped onto a
box. He got down quickly fromit and crouched between two boxes. Now, if they | ooked back, they
would think that his Ilight was theirs unless they noticed that their |light was nuch | onger than it
shoul d be. He prayed that they would not.

When he stuck his head up over the edge of the box, he saw them clinbing over a box. He
wai ted until they had gotten off it and then went over his box. He ran while they wal ked. He
overtook them when they were goi ng over another box. Hi s hamrer and screwdriver were in his hands
when he slid off the edge of the box.

Just as he came up behind the man in the rear, Eyebrows, the man started to turn his head
to | ook behind him Caird brought the hanmmer down on the side of his head harder than he had
i ntended. He dropped the hamrer and the screwdriver, not caring how nuch noi se he nade now.
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Bul | dog, on getting ready to slide off the box, had turned his head when he heard the thud of the
hanmer. Caird caught Eyebrows' body with one hand. Wth the other, he snatched Eyebrows' weapon
from his hol ster.

"Hold it!" Caird said, and he |l et Eyebrows fall. The gun was set for full power. Bulldog
knew 't hat.

“I don't want to kill you," Caird said, "though |I should. You were going to kill ne."

("Take them out, anyway," Repp said. "They're vernin, and a dead eneny is one |ess
enemny. ")

("Don't!" Isharashvili cried.)

"Your left hand up in the air. High. OK Now, slowy, very slowy, ease the gun out with
the right hand. Drop it on the box by you. Turn your head away; don't look at ne. Hold it until
tell you different."

Bul  dog' s neck quivered, but he | ooked straight ahead. After
a slight hesitation, he took the butt of the weapon by two fingers and placed it on the box by
him H's right hand joined the | eft one above his head.

"Now slide off the box and wal k about twenty feet away. Keep your hands high. Don't turn
around. | know how to use this. I'ma crack shot."

Bul | dog obeyed. Caird got swiftly onto the box and stuck the gun into his shoul derbag. He
got down off the box, wal ked to Bulldog, reversed the weapon, and struck the man hard on the crown
of his head. Bulldog crunpl ed.

("Don't!"™ Isharashvili cried again.)

"Go back where you cane from" Caird nuttered. He renoved the ID disc-star from Bull dog's
neck and put it in his shoulderbag. He nmight be able to use it, though he doubted it. He rolled
the body onto the west-going belt and clinbed back over the box. After putting Eyebrows' IDin the
bag, Caird rolled the body onto the west-going belt. Since there m ght be a use for the hamer and
screwdriver, he placed themin the bag. It was bul ging and was very heavy, but he did not plan to
carry it for sone time. He stood watching the Iight and the two unconscious nen in it for a
m nute. Then he lay down. He did not think he had closed his eyes, but a man shouting at hi m woke
hi m up.

The man's eyes were level with the belt. Caird shouted, "Surprise inspection! You should
be glad I found you awake!"

Caird sat up and grinned at himuntil the man turned and wal ked into the office. Caird did
not have time to worry about what the worker nmeant to do. He had to change belts soon. If he kept
goi ng rmuch | onger, he would be under the East River and on his way to Brooklyn.

By the tinme that he had gotten to his goal, he had switched belts nine tines. A few tines,
he had been forced to travel for a while in the opposite direction. He had stolen a worker's
lunch. He had gotten off four tinmes to drink froma fountain and had
twice had to go down an access |adder to the [ower level. He had washed off the tissue fromhis
cheek wound and the dirt fromhis face and hands.

When he got out of an elevator in an access tube, he was tired. The events of today and
the six days before, the tension, the uncertainty, the battles, the running, and the warring
voi ces within himhad punished him He had been stretched to his outer limts on a rack and
squeezed to his inner limts in a conpacter

Nevert hel ess, when he stepped out into Central Park near the Alice in Wnderland statue,
he at once felt stronger and nore hopeful. Alice, after falling down a hole, had survived her many
perils. He hoped that there was no mrror he had to pass through in his future.

He planned to hole up sonewhere in the park over night. As a ranger, that is, draw ng on
I sharashvili's nmenory, he knew several good hiding places. Tonorrow, he would try for the wilds of
New Jersey. The great forest that covered nost of the state's eastern part sheltered sone outl aws.
They might accept him If he was rejected, he would starve. He knew not hing of noncity survival.
Even if he was taken in, he would live hunted and harri ed.

At least, he would be |iving. Soneday, he might get back into a city and there insert a
new ID into the data bank. That idea, at the noment, tasted |ike he imagi ned cockroach droppings
woul d taste.

The sight of Central Park cl eansed himof such thoughts. Amazingly, the storm had passed
and was now only | ow black clouds in the west. The air was exhilarating; the wind, a nere five
mles an hour. The world | ooked as it always does after a good rain. It seenmed to have been remade
by God to His better liking. A male cardinal's Toowheert-Toowheert----Toowheert- Twock- Twock- Twock-
Twock rang froman oak branch. A squirrel was scol d-barking froman Osage orange tree branch at a
big black cat that had braved the wet grass.

The cl ear sky also neant that the satellites had their eyes o Central Park
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This did not bother Caird. He wal ked al ong a wi ndi ng, uj and-down flower-lined path past
bushes and trees, past statue of Frodo and Smaug, Lenin, the Cowardly Lion and Dorothi Gandhi, Don
Qui xote, Spinoza, R p van Wnkle, Wody Allen and John Henry. He went by a few people who had
taken she ter fromthe stormand were out again. So far, no rangers or oi ganics, but they would
be somewhere near.

After going for several hundred feet on a path covered by ir terlocking tree branches, he
left it. He plunged into an are that was not off-linmts to the public but was sel domventure into.
It stood out like a green thunb, a patch of bright an poi sonous-Iooking vegetati on. The stone
statues of the animal crouching in the very thick ranks of fronds and huge el phant's-ear plants
| ooked slightly nisshapen. He was walkin in a | andscaper's reproduction of an Amazon jungle by the
am cient French painter Henri Rousseau. Yellow eyes franmed i spotted faces gl eaned from behi nd
heavy ni ghtmari sh bushe:

A probosci s nonkey, resenbling a politician whomthe | anc scaper disliked, stared down foolishly
froma branch.

Caird pushed through the forbidding growh, struggled ur hill, skirted a bl ack-painted
granite god, squat, massiv crouching on frog legs, its half-human, half-jaguar face snarl ing, and
came to the ridge of the hill. He crossed into the veg tation on the other side, descending

abruptly into a land ¢ pines and birches. The statues here were of folk-tale nonsters ¢ the far
north, baba-yagas, cernobogs, chudo-yudos, hiisis, kosF cheis, |yeshies, and veshtitzes. At the
bottom of the hill, h wal ked, ankle-deep in nud, around a swanp from which prc truded the heads of
rusal kas, fermale water-spirits with | on wavy green hair.

This was a fenced area the public could visit only dunn guided tours. Between the fence
and a creek flowi ng under into the swanp was a gap of two feet. He got down on his knee
in the water, pushed the fence up, and, bent over, went beneath the fence. Trees grow ng thickly
al ong the creek banks shielded himfromthe sky-eyes.

Anot her half-mle would get himto a small cave well-hi dden by bushes near the foot of a
hill.

After wadi ng for several hundred yards in the winding stream he cane to a bridge. Al had
gone well so far. He needed only a few nore mnutes to get to his haven.

He froze

There, like a troll under a bridge, was an organic.

She was standi ng, hal f-hidden behind a bush, on the right bank. The only good thing about
the situation was that she was facing away from hi m

("Hi de!'" Chmsaid.)

("Go for it!" Repp said fiercely. "Take her! Don't pay any attention to that cowardly
coyote! ")

("You don't know that she's |ooking for you," Tingle said. "Maybe she's waiting there for
her lover.")

("True," Dunski said. "She could be here for any of a dozen reasons. Maybe she just took a
pee. ")

Caird paid as little attention as possible to the voices whispering inside him He turned
and slowy clinbed onto the bank and pushed gently through the bushes and hi gh grasses on the
sl ope. Once, he startled a dragonfly. He becane notionless until it was |ong gone, then went on
He cane up on the walk that led to the bridge. For a nonent, he woul d be exposed to the sky-eyes,
but he would cross the path quickly into the dense vegetation on the other side. Unless the
organi ¢ had by now cone up fromunder the bridge, he would be safe.

Bef ore | eavi ng the bushes, he | ooked both ways down the path. No one was in sight.

He started to wal k across the path.

A voice rang out, "Hold it!"

He whirled around to his right. A nale organic with a ho!l
stered gun had just come around the bend inthe path. The weapon told himthat the two officers
were |l ooking for a fugitive and that the fugitive was probably Isharashvili

Not wanting to lead the organic into the woods and straight to his hiding place,
desperate, panicky, he turned and ran down the path. He crossed the bridge, hearing the nman
shouting to his partner to cone up and help him A glance behind showed Caird that the organic had
not yet drawn his weapon. But he soon woul d.

He passed sonmething lying in the path, a rem nder of what seemed to be the far distant
past. The name associated with it flashed through his mind and was forgotten

Just as he had decided to | eap into the bushes, he heard another shout behind him It was
not the stern conmand or warning he had expected. It was a yell of surprise. He turned just in
time to see the organic stretched out a few feet above and parallel with the ground. His | egs were
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spread wide; his arms were flailing. Then he struck the path hard on his back, and he was silent
and unnovi ng.

Just beyond the man's head was a banana peel

" Root enbeak! "

That was the nane that had darted across his mnd

The peel had probably not been dropped by Rootenbeak- what woul d he be doing so far north
of Washington Square?- but it had certainly been dropped by sonmeone like him

And that inconsiderate slobbishness was hel pi ng hi m escape. He ran into the woods. Looking
to one side, he saw the conical helnmet and auburn hair of the femal e organic who had been under
the bridge. Then the heavy bushes and trees screened her. He slowed down, not wanting her to hear
him until he was several hundred feet fromthe path. Zigzaggi ng through the growth, he headed for
the creek. When he was close to it, he got down on all fours and | ooked from behind a bush that
grew close to the bank of the stream At first, he
could hear |oud voices but could see no one. Then a man appeared in a break between two trees. He
was an organic and had a |l arge green pack on his back. Athick wire ran fromthe pack to a snal
square plate he held in one hand. Another wire ran to a long tube with a disc at its end that he
held in the other hand. This was being noved fromside to side and then up and down.

Caird groaned quietly. The tube held equi prent that would probe for the heat of his body,
sniff for his odor, and listen for his breathing and the beating of his heart.

If only he could have crossed the stream and gotten to the cave. If only he could have
gotten here before the rain.

("If only, hell!" Repp said. "You got two guns! Fight, nman, fight! Go down with guns
bl azi ng!")

("No! No!" Isharashvili said.)

Li ght suddenly appeared in himand swept across, followed by a shadow. The |ight seemed to
spill out of his eyes, blinding him and then the blindness was made even darker by the shadow. He
shook. \What was happeni ng? Was he at |ast falling apart, taking refuge in disintegration?

("l am back,"” a voice said.)

Caird bit his lip to keep quiet.

("You?" Ohmsaid.)

("l was taken up by God, and He weighed ne in the bal ance and found ne wanting.")

("Father Tom " Dunski said.)

("How in hell can a fictional God reject a fictional soul?" Omsaid.)

("He told me to go back to ny maker," Zurvan said. His voice was as deep and nuffled as
the bell of a sunken ship swayed by a current. "He hurled ne out of the kingdom of glory back into
t he not hi ngness fromwhich | cane.")

Caird wanted to yell at the voices. If he did so, he would be | ocated i medi ately, and he
woul d be done for. But what dif
ference did it make if he was silent, or screamed? He was going to be caught. The only question

just now was whether he woul d surrender quietly or shoot to kill until he was kill ed.
("Killing is not the right path," Isharashvili said. "You ... |
we, | nean, have taken many wong paths. Don't take this nost evil of all.")
("Hypocrite!" Ohm screaned. "Hypocrite! Hypocrites all! But just this once, Isharashvili

you're right!")

The voi ces babbled on while he lay prone, his chin on his arm The blindness had passed,
but he seenmed to be seeing through a veil of heat. The tall grass before hi mwavered.

A grasshopper ended its |leap upon the stemof a weed. It swayed back and forth with the
weed, clinging to it. It was a brightly colored netrononme, back and forth, back and forth.

And in and out. H's eyes focused, then unfocused. The insect becane clear, then fuzzy. But
he coul d make out the purplepainted antennae, the Kelly-green head, the gol den eyes, the orange
| egs, and the green-and-bl ack-checked body.

He groaned, "Ozma!"

He began weeping, and the grasshopper dissolved in the tears.

He had turned into a river of tears shaken by an earthquake. He could not control hinself
even if he had wanted to. He sobbed and stretched his arms out and clawed at the earth.

He had betrayed the state, the imers, his lovers, his friends, and hinsel f.

The voices within himscreamed, roared, and tore at him He rolled over to look up into
the trees. He was dimy aware that two nen were | ooki ng down at him
Tuesday-VWorl d
FREEDOM Seventh Month of the Year
D6- W (Day- Si x, Wek-Four)
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34.
Today was Tuesday's Chri stnas.

Jeff Caird | ooked out the wi ndow down at the huge yard surrounding the institution. It was
on West 121st Street, near the junction of Frederick Douglass and St. N cholas avenues. A |ight
snow, which was quickly nmelting, fornmed patches of white and green. It was the first of the winter
and mght be the last. There were no holiday decorations in the yard or on the trees, but nany of
the wi ndows of the apartnment buil ding across the street displayed holly or figures of Santa C aus
and hi s reindeer.

"Saint Nicholas,"” Caird said. "The great giver of gifts. The state.”

He turned and wal ked across the | arge room past the desk of the psychicist and sat down in
an easy chair.

"Frederick Dougl ass, the slave who | ed his people out of bondage. Me."

"“Your people are dead," the psychicist said.

"The i mMmers?" Caird said, |ooking startl ed.

"No," the psychicist said, smling. "I didn't mean the i mers, and you knowit. | referred
to the others. Your personae.”
Caird was silent. The psychicist said, "You still feel a sense of great |oss?"

Cai rd nodded and said, "The big wingout. The grasshopper was the key, the stimulus, the
trigger, the catalyst."

"The funny thing, the peculiar phenomenon, | mean,"” the psychicist said, "is that you grew
new nerve paths when you grew your personae. They shoul d be dying, you know, since you no |onger
use them There's no sign of shrinkage in the neural circuits. Yet, you ve been cured. Cured, |
mean, of your nultiple personality disorder."

"You know that for sure?"

"Don't you? OF course, you do. Just as we know. That is, unless you' ve found sone way of
cheating the truth mist. if you have, you're the first, and |I'm one hundred percent sure that you
haven't."

"You even know that | haven't once, not once, thought of an escape plan."

The psychicist frowned. She said, "That's an even nore puzzling phenonenon, | don't m nd
telling you. Even though you had no desire to escape, you still should think about it now and
then. You should at |east fantasize about it. Fantasizing is part of your nature. | don't

understand it."

"Maybe |'m conpletely cured. The state finally has its perfect citizen."

The psychicist smled again. "There is no such creature, any nore than there is or ever
will be a perfect state. Qur society is as close to perfection as it can be. It's a benevol ent
despotism but that has to be. You know sonething of history. You know that no other government
has provided plenty of food, good housing, luxuries, free education, free nedical treatnent

"Spare ne," Caird said, lifting his hand. "Wat | want to hear is that soneday I'll walk
out of this place and take nmy place in society again."

"That can be. | am confident that you have the potentiality to be cured. But

"But . . . ?"

"There are political considerations. | don't want to upset you. Still, the world

councillors are very upset, and the people are demandi ng puni shnent."

Caird sighed, and he said, "So, even in this ~near-perfect society, politics can override
the strict interpretation and practice of the law"

The psychicist nmade a face. "There are situations where
never mnd. The truth is, Jeff, that you, and all of you imrers, were fortunate that you were not
i mredi ately stoned after the trial. You were lucky to have a trial

"Of course, you could have saved the state the expense of a trial if you had killed
your sel ves before you were arrested. You all had the neans. Yet very few of you used them You all
wanted to live too much."

"Anot her betrayal ," Caird said.

He did not feel guilt. That had been washed out by the tears along with nuch el se. Water
wears out stone.

There was a long silence. Then the psychicist, looking as if she did not want to say what
she had to say, spoke.

"I've been authorized, ordered, | mean, to tell you that De'tective-Myjor Panthea Snick
requested that she be allowed to speak to you personally. She wanted to thank you for having saved
her life. The request was deni ed, of course."

Caird smled and said, "Snick? She actually said that?"

"Way would | lie to you?"
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"It was just a rhetorical question," he said. "Well, well! Do you know, for some reason, |
have a feelim g, a hunch, that I'Il see her again."

"That seens to nake you happy,"” the psychicist said, "though |I don't know why. You nust
know that there is not the renptest possibility that you'll ever see her again. Hunches
sheer superstition."

"Per haps hunches are the output of a sort of biological conputer inside a person," Caird
said. "The conputer calculates all future probabilities and their chances of happening. And it
comes up with a high probability for an event that a humanmade conputer would rate as |low. But the
fl esh-and- bl ood conputer has nore data than the human- made one."

"The human- made doesn't have hope in its circuitry,"” the psychicist said. "Hope isn't
data. It's an irrelevant electronagnetic field."

“Irrelevant? Nothing is irrelevant in this tightly interconnected universe. However

He was silent for a few seconds, then said, "I heard, don't ask ne fromwhom your efforts
to keep me i nconmuni cado have not been conpletely successful . . . | heard that the news shows
sai d not hing about the age-slow ng bacteria when they reported the trials."

The psychicist betrayed nothing on her face, but she paled slightly. She said, "How could
you have heard anything? And what bacteria are you tal king about? Is this some nore of your
nonsense?"

He smiled and said, "No one told ne. | just nade that up about hearing it from soneone.
wanted to see your reaction. | wanted to find out if what |'ve suspected is true. You m ght as
well tell me the truth. | can't pass it on to anybody. | know that every i mer who was questi oned

told all about the elixir. That revel ati on woul d have to be passed on to the higher-ups. But |
believe that it got no further than the interrogators and their superiors, and, of course, the
worl d council. The news about it was suppressed."

The psychicist, who had becone even paler, told the nmonitoring strip to back up the
di splay. Having stopped it at the point where he had asked her about the bacteria, she erased al
of the recording fromthat point forward. Then she turned the strip off.

"You think you' re so clever!" she said. "You fool! You re asking to be stoned
i medi atel y!"

"What's the difference?" he said. "I've known all along that | will never be rel eased as
cured. None of us imers will be. The government will go through the |egal procedures, keep us
I ong enough to fulfill the Iaw, then announce that we're incurable, and stone us. W'Il be put
away where we'll never be found.

"The governnent has to do that. It can't release us when it knows that we know all about
the elixir. At the end of the mninumperiod for us 'nentally unbal anced' to be 'cured,' we go

into the stoners. |'ve got two nore subnonths to live, if you can call this near-solitary
confinenent living. Two nore nonths, unless the governnent gets uneasy and decides to stone us at
once. It could do that. It could easily cover up its illegal action."”

"You don't know what you're tal king about!"”

"Sure, | do. You know | do. You nust also know, if you've any intelligence, that you're in

al nost as nmuch danger as | am The best way for the governnent officials who know about this to
keep you silent is to offer you the elixir, too. But they nmust be wondering if you can keep it to
yoursel f. Wn't you want your husband, your children, all whomyou |ove to age as slowy as you
will? Wn't you be strongly tenpted to get it for then? Wn't you ask for it for then? And what

will you do if you're refused?
"They can't afford to take a chance with you. They want the elixir for thenmselves, a very
sel ect group, | imagine. They haven't told the public, and they won't. The social and politica

and you-nane-it consequences would be too great. No, they're keeping it a secret, making the sane
ni stake that Imrerman did. And you and all those others who interrogated the i nmers and are now
their keepers are dangerous to the elite, the new i nmmrers!

"The main difference between the old and the new was that my people, at |east, wanted to
change the governnent for the better!”

The psychicist sat down and | ooked past Caird as if she were trying to see the future.
Caird felt sorry for her, but he had had to test her to deternine if his suspicions were valid.
That they 'were was evident.

"Maybe we'd better tal k about both of us getting out of here," he said.

The psychicist stood up. Her voice shaking slightly, she said, "I don't deal with
traitors.” She called to a strip, and the door opened at once. Two huge nal e attendants entered.

"Take himto his room" she said. "And nake sure that he doesn't talk to anybody on the
way. Make sure!™

“I"Il go quietly," Caird said. "But think about what |'ve said. You may not have nuch tine
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to do that."

VWhen he returned to his small but confortably furnished room Caird sat down. He stared at
the blank wall strips as if he was trying to conjure displays of the future on them Probably, the
psychi ci st was doing the sane in her office. But he could not depend upon her to do anything that
m ght help him She would be thinking of her own self-survival. Meanwhile, she would be going
through the routine of therapy sessions with him He would be going through the same nmechani ca
busi ness until she di sappeared, having been taken away by the organics or having broken day in a
frenzied effort to escape.

Next Tuesday, if events went as on many Tuesdays, he would breathe the truth mst. And he
woul d be asked if he had thought of any way to escape.

He woul d reply that he had. He was hoping that he could get the psychicist to help him
That was all. He had no other plan, and that one was al nost hopel ess.

He sighed. Why hadn't he thought of many ways to get out of here? Any prisoner would have
concocted a score of plans for escape. Any prisoner. But he had thought of only one and that had
been this norning before he went to the psychicist and he had expected nothing fromit. It had
seenmed to himnore of an anusenent than anything

The psychicist had said that his |lack of escape plans was puzzling her.

He was al so puzzl ed.

35.
There was a place where there was no illumnation but there was light. Yet it could be said that
there was no light but that there was illunination

There was no tine there unless a clock with one hand could be said to mark tinme. That hand
did not nove. It was waiting for tinme to strike it. Not just time. The tine.

There was in that place which was many places a creature that had no shape. Yet it | ooked
exactly like Jeff Caird and exactly like the others.

It had no nane. It was waiting for the right tine to choose one.

It could be said that it had no parts yet was a sum

Formed on Tuesday, it had lived its short life in Tuesday only. Yet it |ooked forward to
nmovi ng t hrough seven weekdays in a row again.

It had all the thoughts about escape that Caird should have had. It knew how to break out
fromthe escape-proof institution and howit would get to the forests across the Hudson River

Yet Caird had grown it and had encysted it except for one channel. Through this channel
it had siphoned off thoughts of escape as swiftly as they had conme to Caird. It cut off the
channel when Caird was subjected to the truth drug, and it
swi tched the channel back on when the drug had worn of f.

It had al so siphoned off, neurally speaking, all the thoughts that Caird had had when
I ong ago, he was planning this thing of no time, no shape, and no nane.

The governnment would sound the alarmand notify all relevant authorities when it
di scovered that he had escaped. But its identification of the fugitive would be wong. The thing,
whi ch had becone a man, would not be the prisoner known as Jefferson Cervantes Caird.
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