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New Y ork/Albany

1

'Daddy, I'm tired,’ the little grl in the red pants and the green blouse sad fretfully. 'Can't
you stop?

'Not yet, honey.'

He was a big, broad-shouldered man in a worn and scuffed corduroy jacket and plain
brown twill dacks. He and the little girl were holding hands and waking up Third
Avenue in New York City, waking fast, amost running. He looked back over his
shoulder and the green car was dlill there, crawling along dowly in the curbside lane.

'Please, Daddy. Please.’

He looked at her and saw how pale her face was. There were dark circles under her
eyes. He picked her up and sat her in the crook of his arm, but he didnt know how long
he could go on like that. He was tired, too, and Charlie was no lightweight anymore.

It was five-thirty in the afternoon and Third Avenue was clogged. They were crossng
dreets in the upper Sixties now, and these cross dreets were both darker and less
populated. . . . But that was what he was afraid of.

They bumped into a lady pushing a waker full of groceries. 'Look where you're goin,
whyn't ya? she said, and was gone, swallowed in the hurrying crowds.

His aam was getting tired, and he switched Charlie to the other one. He snatched
another look behind, and the green car was dill there, ill pacing them, about hdf a
block behind. There were two men in the front seat and, he thought, a third in the back.

What do | do now?

He didn't know the answer to that. He was tired and scared and it was hard to think.
They had caught him at a bad time, and the bastards probably knew it. What he wanted to
do was just St down on the dirty curbing and cry out his frudration and fear. But that was
no answer. He was the grownup. He would have to think for both of them.

What do we do now?

No money. That was maybe the biggest problem, after the fact of the men in green car.
You couldnt do anything with no money in New York. People with no money
disappeared in New Y ork; they dropped into the sidewalks, never to be seen again.

He looked back over his shoulder, saw the green car was a little closer, and the swesat
began to run down his back and his ams a little fagter. If they knew as much as he
suspected they did — if they knew how little of the push he actudly had left — they
might try to take him right here and now. Never mind al the people, ether. In New York,
if it's not happening to you, you develop this funny blindness. Have they been charting
me? Andy wondered desperatdly. If they have, they know, and it's dl over but the
shouting. If they had, they knew the pattern. After Andy got some money, the drange
things stopped happening for awhile. The things they were interested in.

Keep walking.

Sho, boss. Yassuh, boss. Where?

He had gone into the bank a noon because his radar had been derted — that nny
hunch that they were getting close again. There was money in the bank, and he and
Charlie could run on it if they had to. And waan't that funny? Andrew McGee no longer



had an account a the Chemicad Allied Bank of New York, not persona checking, not
business checking, not savings. They had dl disgppeared into thin ar, and that was when
he knew they redly meant to bring the hammer down this time. Had al of that redly
been only five and ahdf hours ago?

But maybe there was a tickle left. Just one little tickle. It had been nearly a week since
the lagt time — that presuicidd man a Confidence Associates who had come to the
regular Thursday night counsding sesson and then begun to tak with an eerie camness
about how Hemingway had committed suicide. And on the way out, his am casudly
around the presuicidd man's shoulders, Andy had given him a push. Now, bitterly, he
hoped it had been worth it. Because it looked very much as if he and Charlie were going
to be the onesto pay. He dmost hoped an echo —

But no. He pushed tha away, horrified and disgusted with himsdf. That was nothing
to wish on anybody.

One little tickle; he prayed. That's dl, God, just one little tickle. Enough to get me and
Charlie out of thisjam.

And oh God, how you'll pay . . . plus the fact that you'll be dead for a month afterward,
just like a radio with a blown tube. Maybe six weeks. Or maybe really dead with your
worthless brains leaking out your ears. What would happen to Charlie then?

They were coming up on Seventieth Street and the light was againgt them. Traffic was
pouring across and pedestrians were building up a the corner in a bottleneck. And
suddenly he knew this was where the men in the green car would take them. Alive if they
could, of course, but if it looked like trouble . . . well, they had probably been briefed on
Charlie, too.

Maybe they don't even want us alive anymore. Maybe they've decided just to maintain
the status quo. What do you do with a faulty equation? Erase it from the board.

A knife in the back, a slenced pistol, quite possbly something more arcane — a drop
of rare poison on the end of a needle. Convulsions at the corner of Third and Seventieth.
Officer, this man gppears to have suffered a heart attack.

He woud haveto try for that tickle. There was just nothing else.

They reached the waiting pedestrians at the corner. Across the way, DON'T WALK
held steady and seemingly eterna. He looked back. The green car had stopped. The
curbside doors opened and two men in busness suits got out. They were young and
smooth-cheeked. They looked considerably fresher than Andy McGeefdlt.

He began ebowing his way through the clog of pedestrians, eyes searching franticaly
for avacant cab.

'Hey, man —'

'For Chrigt' sake, fellal’

'Please, migter, you're stepping on my dog — '

'Excuse me . . . excuse me . . ." Andy said desperately. He searched for a cab. There
were none. At any other time the street would have been stuffed with them. He could fed
the men from the green car coming for them, wanting to lay hands on him and Charlie, to
take them with them God knew where, the Shop, some damn place, or do something even
worse —

Charlielaid her head on his shoulder and yawned.

Andy saw avacant cab.

Taxi! Taxi!" he ydled, flagging meadly with his free hand.



Behind him, the two man dropped dl pretense and ran.

Thetaxi pulled over.

'Hold it!" one of the men yelled. 'Police! Police!"

A woman near the back of the crowd at the corner screamed, and then they al began to
scatter.

Andy opened the cab's back door and handed Charlie in. He dived in after her. 'La
Guardia, sep oniit, he said.

'‘Hold it, cabby. Police!"

The cab driver turned his head toward the voice and Andy pushed — very gently. A
dagger of pan was planted squardly in the center of Andy's forehead and then quickly
withdrawn, leaving a vague locus of pan, like a morning headache — the kind you get
from deeping on your neck.

"They're after that black guy in the checkered cap, | think," he said to the cabby.

‘Right,’ the driver said, and pulled serendy away from the curb. They moved down
East Seventieth.

Andy looked back. The two men were standing done at the curb. The rest of the
pedestrians wanted nothing to do with them. One of the men took a wakie-takie from his
belt and began to spesk into it. Then they were gone.

‘That black buy, the driver said, 'whadde do? Rob a liquor store or somethin, you
think?

I don't know," Andy said, trying to think how to go on with this, how to get the most
out of this cab driver for the least push. Had they got the cab's plate number? He would
have to assume they had. But they wouldn't want to go to the city or state cops, and they
would be surprised and scrambling, for awhile at least.

"They're dl a bunch of junkies, the blacks in this city,’ the driver said. 'Don' tell me, I'll
tell you.'

Charlie was going to deep. Andy took off his corduroy jacket, folded it, and dipped it
under her head. He had begun to fed a thin hope If he could play this right, it might
work. Lady Luck had sent him wha Andy thought of (with no prgudice a dl) as a
pushover. He was the sort that seemed the easest to push, right down the line he was
white (Orientds were the toughest, for some reason); he was quite young (old people
were nearly impossble) and of medium inteligence (bright people were the essest
pushes, supid ones harder, and with the mentally retarded it wasimpossible).

'I've changed my mind," Andy said. 'Take usto Albany, please!’

'‘Where?' The driver gared a him in the rearview mirror. '‘Man, | cant take a fare to
Albany, you out of your mind?

Andy pulled his wallet, which contained a single dollar hill. He thanked God that this
was not one of those cabs with a bulletproof partition and no way to contact the driver
except through a money dot. Open contact dways made it easier to push. He had been
unable to figure out if that was a psychologicd thing or not, and right now it was
immaterid.

'I'm going to give you a five-hundred-dollar bill; Andy sad quietly, 'to take me and my
daughter to Albany. Okay?

‘Jeee-sus, miser —

Andy stuck the hill into the cabby's hand, and as the cabby looked down at it, Andy
pushed . . . and pushed hard. For a terrible second he was afraid it wasn't going to work,



that there was smply nothing left, that he had scrgped the bottom of the barrd when he
had made the driver see the non existent black man in the checkered cap.

Then the feding came — as dways accompanied by that sted dagger of pain. At the
same moment, his somach seemed to take on weight and his bowds locked in sick,
griping agony. He put an ungteady hand to his face and wondered if he was going to
throw up . . . or die. For that one moment he wanted to die, as he dways did when he
overused it — use it, don't abuse it, the 9gn — off dogan of some long ago disc jockey
echoing dckly in his mind whatever ‘it was. If a that very moment someone had dipped
aguninto hishand —

Then he looked sideways a Charlie, Charlie deeping, Charlie trusting him to get them
out of this mess as he had dl the others, Charlie confident he would be there when she
woke up. Yes, dl the messes, except it was dl the same mess, the same fucking mess,
and dl they were doing was running again. Black despair pressed behind his eyes.

The fedling passed . . . but not the headache. The headache would get worse and worse
until it was a smashing weight, sending red pain through his head and neck with every
pulsebest. Bright lights would make his eyes water helplessy and send darts of agony
into the flesh just behind his eyes. His snuses would close and he would have to breathe
through his mouth. Drill bits in his temples Smdl noises magnified, ordinary noises as
loud as jackhammers, loud noises insupportable. The headache would worsen until it felt
as if his head were being crushed insde an inquisitor's lovecgp. Then it would even off at
that levd for Sx hours or eght, or, maybe ten. This time he didn't know. He had never
pushed it so far when he was s0 close to drained. For whatever length of time he was in
the grip of the headache, he would be next to hepless. Charlie would have to take care of
him. God knew she had done it before . . . but they had been lucky. How many times
could you be lucky?

'Gee, miger, | don't know — '

Which meant he thought it was law trouble.

The ded only goes as long as you dont mention it to my little girl, Andy sad. The
last two weeks She's been with me. Has to be back with her mother tomorrow morning.'

'Vidtation rights,’ the cabby said. 'l know al about it.'

'Y ou see, | was supposed to fly her up.'

"To Albany? Probably Ozark, am | right?

‘Right. Now, the thing is, I'm scared to deeth of flying. | know how crazy that sounds,
but it's true. Usudly | drive her back up, but this time my ex — wife sarted in on me, and
... | dont know." In truth Andy didn't. He had made up the story on the spur of the
moment and now it seemed to be leaded straight down a blind aley. Most of it was pure
exhaudtion.

'So | drop you at the old Albany airport, and as far as Moms knows, you flew, right?

'Sure’ His head was thudding.

'Also, asfar as Moms knows, you're no plucka: plucka-plucka, am | four-oh?

'Yes." Pluckaplucka-plucka? What was that supposed to mean? The pain was getting
bad.

'Five hundred bucks to skip a plane ride, the driver mused.

It's worth it to me Andy said, and gave one lag little shove. In a very quiet voice,
gpeaking amost into the cabby's ear, he added, 'And it ought to be worth it to you.'

‘Ligten,’ the driver said in a dreamy voice. 'l ain't turning down no five hundred dollars.



Don't tel me, I'll tell you.'

'‘Okay," Andy said, and settled back. The cab driver was satisfied. He wasn't wondering
about Andy's haf — baked story. He wasn't wondering what a seven — year old girl was
doing vidting her father for two weeks in October with school in. He wasn't wondering
about the fact that neither of them had so much as an overnight bag. He wasn't worried
about anything. He had been pushed.

Now Andy would go ahead — and pay the price.

He put a hand on Chali€s leg. She was fast adeep. They had been on the go dl
afternoon — ever since Andy got to her school and pulled her out of her second grade
class with some hdf-remembered excuse . . . grandmother's very ill . . . cdled home . . .
sorry to have to take her in the middle of the day. And beneath dl that a great, sweling
relief. How he had dreaded looking into Mrs. Mishkin's room and seeing Charli€s seat
empty, her books stacked negtly inside her desk. No, Mr. McGee . . . she went with your
friends about two hours ago . . . they had a note from you . . . wasn't that all right?
Memories of Vicky coming back, the sudden terror of the empty house that day. His
crazy chase after Charlie. Because they had had her once before, oh yes.

But Charlie had been there. How close had it been? Had he beaten them by hdf an
hour? Fifteen minutes? Less? He didnt like to think about it. He had got them a late
lunch a Nathan's and they had spent the rest of the afternoon just going — Andy could
admit to himsdf now that he had been in a state of blind panic — riding sibways, buses,
but mostly just walking. And now she was worn oLt.

He spared her a long, loving look. Her hair was shoulder length, perfect blond, and in
her deep she had a cdm beauty. She looked so much like Vicky hat it hurt. He closed his
OoWn eyes.

In the front seet, the cab driver looked wonderingly at the five-hundred-dallar bill the
guy had handed him. He tucked it away in the specid belt pocket where he kept dl of his
tips. He didn't think it was drange tha this felow in the back had been waking around
New York with a little girl and a five-hundred-dollar bill in his pocket. He didn't wonder
how he was going to square this with his dispatcher. All he thought of was how excited
his girlfriend, Glyn, was going to be. Glynis kept tdl teling him that driving a taxi was a
dignd, unexciting job. Wdl, wat untii she saw his dismd, unexciting five-hundred-
doller bill.

In the back seat, Andy sat with his head back and his eyes closed. The headache was
coming, coming, as inexorable as a riderless black horse in a funerad cortege. He could
hear the hoof bests of that horsein histemples: thud . . . thud . . . thud.

On the run. He and Charllie. He was thirty-four years old and until last year he had
been an indructor of English a Harison State College in Ohio. Harrison was a deepy
little college town. Good old Harrison, the very heart of mid-America Good old Andrew
McGeg, fine, upstanding young man. Remember the riddle? Why is a famer the pillar of
his community? Because he's dways outstanding in hisfied.

Thud, thud thud riderless black horse with red eyes coming down the hdls of his mind,
ironshod hooves digging up soft gray clods of brain tissue, leaving hoofprints to fill up
with mystic crescents of blood.

The cabby haed been a pushover. Sure. An outstanding cab driver.

He dozed and saw Charlie'sface. And Charli€'s face became Vicky's face.

Andy McGee and his wife, pretty Vicky. They had pulled her fingernals out, one by



one. They had pulled out four of them and then she had taked. That, a least, was his
deduction. Thumb, index, second, ring. Then: Stop. I'll tak. I'll tel you anything you
want to know. Just stop the hurting. Please. So she had told. And then . . . perhaps it had
been an accident . . . then his wife had died. Well, some things are bigger than both of us,
and other things are bigger than dl of us.

Things like the Shop, for instance.

Thud, thud thud riderless black horse coming on, coming on, and coming on: behold, a
black horse.

Andy dept.

And remembered.

2

The man in charge of the experiment was Dr. Wanless. He was fat and balding and had a
least one rather bizarre habit.

'We're going to give each of you twelve young ladies and gentlemen an injection,’ he
said, shredding a cigarette into the ashtray in front of him. His smal pink fingers plucked
a the thin cigarette paper, spilling out neat little cones of golden-brown tobacco. 'Six of
these injections will be water. Sx of them will be water mixed with a tiny anount of a
chemicad compound which we cdl Lot Sx. The exact naure of this compound is
classfied, but it is essentidly an hypnotic and mild hdlucinogenic. Thus you understand
that the compound will be administered by the double-blind method . . . which is to say,
neither you nor we will know who has gotten a clear dose and who has not until later.
The dozen of you will be under close supervison for forty-eight hours following the
injection. Questions?

There were severd, most having to do with the exact compostion of Lot Sx — that
word classified was like putting bloodhounds on a convict's trail. Wanless dipped these
questions quite adroitly. No one had asked the question twenty-two-year-old Andy
McGee was mogt interested in. He considered raising his hand in the hiatus that fell upon
the nearly deserted lecture hdl in Harrison's combined Psychology/Sociology building
and asking, Say, why are you ripping up perfectly good cigarettes like that? Better not to.
Better to let the imagination run on a free rein while this boredom went on. He was trying
to give up smoking. The ord retentive smokes them; the and retentive shreds them. (This
brought a dight grin to Andy's lips, which he covered with a hand.) Wanlesss brother had
died of lung cancer and the doctor was symbolicaly venting his aggressons on the
cigarette industry. Or maybe it was just one of those flamboyant tics that college
professors felt compelled to flaunt rather than suppress. Andy had one English teecher his
sophomore year a Harison (the man was now mercifully retired) who sniffed his tie
congantly while lecturing on William Dean Howells and the rise of redism.

'If there are no more questions, I'll ask you to fill out these forms and will expect to see
you promptly a nine next Tuesday.'

Two grad assstants passed out photocopies with twenty-five ridiculous quesions to
answer yes or no. Have you ever undergone psychiatric counselling? — No.8. Do you
believe you have ever had an authentic psychic experience? — No.14. Have you ever
used hallucinogenic drugs? — No.18. After a dight pause, Andy checked 'no' to that one,



thinking, In this brave year 1969, who hasn't used them?

He had been put on to this by Quincey Tremont, the fdlow he had roomed with in
college. Quincey knew that Andy's financid Stuation wasn't so hot. It was May of Andy's
senior year; he was graduding fortieth in a dass of five hundred and sx, third in the
English program. But that didn't buy no potatoes, as he had told Quincey, who was a
psych mgor. Andy had a GA lined up for himsdf darting in the fal semegter, dong with
a scholarhip — loan package that would be just about enough to buy groceries and keep
him in the Harrison grad program. But dl of tha was fdl, and in the meantime there was
the summer hiatus. The best he had been adle to line up s0 far was a responsble,
chdlenging position as an Arco gas jockey on the night shift.

'How would you fed about a quick two hundred? Quincey had asked.

Andy brushed long, dark har away from his green eyes and grinned. 'Which men's
room do | set up my concession in?

'No, it's a psych experiment,” Quincey said. ‘Being run by the Mad Doctor, though. Be
warned.'

'Who he?

'Him Wanless, Tonto. Hegp big medicine man in — um Psych Department.’

'Why do they cdl him the Mad Doctor?

'Wdll,;' Quincey sad, 'hes a ra man and a Skinner man both. A behavioris. The
behaviorists are not exactly being overwhelmed with love these days'

'Oh," Andy said, mystified.

'Also, he wears very thick little rimless glasses, which makes him look quite a bit like
the guy that shrank the peoplein Dr. Cyclops. Y ou ever see that show?

Andy, who was a late-show addict, had seen it, and felt on safer ground. But he wasn't
sure he wanted to participate in any experiments run by a prof who was classfied as a) a
rat man and b.) aMad Doctor.

"They're not trying to shrink people, are they? he asked.

Quincey had laughed heartily. 'No, that's drictly for the specid-effects people who
work on the B horror pictures’ he said. 'The Psych Department has been testing a series
of low-grade halucinogens. They're working with the U.S. Intdlligence Service!

'‘CIA? Andy asked.

'Not CIA, DIA, or NSA,' Quincey said. 'Lower profile than any of them. Have you ever
heard of an outfit called the Shop?

'Maybe in a Sunday supplement or something. I'm not sure.’

Quincey lit his pipe. These things work in about the same way al across the board,’ he
sad. 'Psychology, chemidtry, physics, biology . . . even the sociology boys get some of
the folding green. Certain programs are subsdized by the government. Anything from the
mating ritud of the tsetse fly to the possble disposd of used plutonium dugs. An outfit
like the Shop has to spend dl of its yearly budget to judify a like amount the following
year.

"That shit troubles me mightily," Andy said.

It troubles dmost any thinking person,’ Quincey sad with a cam, untroubled smile.
'But the train just keeps rolling. What does our inteligence branch want with low-grade
halucinogens? Who knows? Not me. Not you. Probably they don't either. But the reports
look good in closed committees come budget-renewd time. They have ther pets in every
department. At Harrison, Wanlessisthar pet in the Psych Department’



‘The administration doesn't mind?

'Don't be naive, my boy." He had his pipe going to his satisfaction and was puffing
grest ginking clouds of smoke out into the retty gpatment living room. His voice
accordingly became more rolling, more orotund, more Buckleyesque. 'What's good for
Wanless is good for the Harrison Psychology Department, which next year will have its
vay own hbuilding — no more dumming with those sociology types. And what's good
for Psych is good for Harrison State College. And for Ohio. And al that blah-blah.’

'Do you think it's safe?

They don't test it on student volunteers if it isn't safe” Quincey sad. 'If they have even
the dightest question, they test it on rats and then on convicts. You can be sure that what
they're putting into you has been put into roughly three hundred people before you,
whose reactions have been carefully monitored.'

'I don't like this business about the CIA —

"The Shop.'

'What's the difference? Andy asked morosely. He looked a Quincey's poster of
Richard Nixon standing in front of a crunched — up used car. Nixon was grinning, and a
subby V — for — victory poked up out of each clenched fis. Andy could ill hardly
believe the man had been elected president less than ayear ago.

'Wdll, | thought maybe you could use the two hundred dollars, that's dl.’

'Why are they paying so much? Andy asked suspicioudly.

Quincey threw up his hands. 'Andy, it is the government's treet! Can't you follow that?
Two years ago the Shop paid something like three hundred thousand dollars for a
feaghility study on a mass-produced exploding bicycle — and that was in the Sunday
Times. Jug ancther Vietnam thing, | guess, dthough probably nobody knows for sure.
Like Fibber McGee used to say, ‘It seemed like a good idea a the time. ' Quincey
knocked out his pipe with quick, jittery movements. To guys like that, every college
campus in America is like one big Macy's. They buy a little here, do a little window-
shopping there. Now if you don't want It

'Well, maybe | do. Areyou going in on it?

Quincey had gamiled. His father ran a chain of extremey successful menswear tores in
Ohio and Indiana. 'Don't need two hundred that bad,’ he said. '‘Besides, | hate needles.’

'Oh.'

'Look, I'm not trying to sdl it, for Chrissskes, you just looked sort of hungry. The
chances are fifty-fifty youll be in the control group, anyway. Two hundred bucks for
taking on water. Not even tapwater, mind you. Distilled water.'

"You canfix it?

1 date one of Wanlesss grad assgants’ Quincey sad. They'll have maybe fifty
goplicants, many of them brownnosers who want to make points with the Mad Doctor —

I wish you'd stop cdling him that.'
'Wanless, then, Quincey said, and laughed.
'Hell see that the apple polishers are weeded out Personaly. My girl will see that your
gpplicant goes
to his "in' basket. After that, dear man, you are on your own.’
So he had made out the gpplication when the notice for volunteers went up on the
Psych Depatment bulletin board. A week &fter turning it in, a young femde GA



(Quincey's girlfriend, for dl Andy knew) had cdled on the phone to ak him some
questions. He told her that his @rents were dead; that his blood type was O; that he had
never paticipated in a Psychology Department experiment before; that he was indeed
currently enrolled in Harrison as an undergraduate, class of '69, in fact, and carrying more
than the twelve credits needed to classfy him as a full — time student. And yes, he was
past the age of twenty-one and legdly able to enter into any and al covenants, public and
private.

A week later he had recelved a letter via campus mail telling him he had been accepted
and asking for his sgnature on a release form. Please bring the signed form to Room 100,
Jason Gearneigh Hall, on May the 6th.

And here he was, rdease form passed in, the cigarette-shredding Wanless departed
(and he did indeed look a bit like the mad doctor in that Cyclops movie), answering
questions about his religious experiences dong with eeven other undergrads. Did he
have epilepsy? No. His father had died suddenly of a heart attack when Andy was eeven.
His mother had been killed in a car accident when Andy was seventeen — a nadty,
traumatic thing. His only close family connection was his mother's sgter, Aunt Cora, and
she was getting well dong in years.

He went down the column of questions, checking no, no, no. He checked only one
YES question: Have you ever suffered a fracture or serious sprain? If yes, specify. In the
gpace provided, he scribbled the fact that he had broken his left ankle diding into second
base during a Little League game twelve years ago.

He went back over his answers traling lightly upward with the tip of his Bic. That was
when someone tapped him on the shoulder and a girl's voice, sweet and dightly husky,
asked, 'Could | borrow that if you're done with it? Mine went dry.’

'Sure’ he sad, tuning to hand it to her. Pretty girl. Tdl. Light-auburn hair,
marveloudy clear complexion. Wearing a powder-blue swester and a short skirt. Good
legs. No stockings. Casud gppraisa of the future wife.

He handed her his pen and she amiled her thanks.

The overhead lights made copper glints in her hair, which had been casudly tied back
with awide white ribbon, as she bent over her form again.

He took his form up to the GA at the front of the room. Thank you,' the GA said, as
programmed as Robbie the Robot. 'Room Seventy, Saturday morning, nine A.M. Please
be on time.’

'What's the countersign? Andy whispered hoarsdly.

The grad assstant laughed politely.

Andy left the lecture hdl, stated across the lobby toward the big double doors
(outside, the quad was green with gpproaching summer, students passing desultorily back
and forth), and then remembered his pen. He dmogt let it go; it was only a nineteen cent
Bic, and he ill had his find round of preims to sudy for. But the girl had been pretty,
maybe worth chatting up, as the British sad. He had no illusons about his looks or his
line, which were both pretty nondescript, or about the girl's probable status (pinned or
engaged), but it was a nice day and he was fedling good. He decided o wait. At the very
least, he would get another look at those legs.

She came out three or four minutes later, a few notebooks and a text under her arm.
She was very pretty indeed, and Andy decided her legs had been worth waiting for. They
were more than good; they were spectacular.



'Oh, there you are,' she said, amiling.

'Herel am,' sadd Andy McGee. 'What did you think of that?

I don't know," she said. 'My friend said these experiments go on al the time — she was
in one last semester with those J. B. Rhine ESP cards and got fifty dollars for it even
though she missed dmog dl of them. So | just thought — ' She finished the thought with
aghrug and flipped her coppery hair neatly back over her shoulders.

'Y eah, me too," he said, taking his pen back. "Y our friend in the Psych Department?

Yes,' she sad, 'and my boyfriend, too. He's in one of Dr. Wanlesss classes, so he
couldn't get in. Conflict of interest or something.'

Boyfriend. It stood to reason that a tal, auburn haired beauty like this had one. That
was the way the world turned.

"What about you? she asked.

'Same story. Friend in the Psych Department. I'm Andy, by the way. Andy McGee!'

I'm Vicky Tomlinson. And a little nervous about this, Andy McGee. What if | go on a
bad trip or something?

"This sounds like pretty mild suff to me. And even if it is acid, wdl . . . lab acid is
different from the stuff you can pick up on the sreet, or so I've heard. Very smooth, very
melow, and adminisgered under very cdm circumstances. Theyll probably pipe in
Cream or Jefferson Airplane.” Andy grinned.

‘Do you know much about LSD? she asked with a little cornerwise grin that he liked
very much.

Very little' he admitted. 'l tried it twice — once two years ago, once last year. In some
ways it made me fed better. It cleaned out my head . . . a lead, that's what it fdt like.
Afterward, a lot of the old crud just seemed to be gone. But | wouldnt want to make a
seady habit of it. | don't like feding so out of control of mysdf. Can | buy you a Coke?

'All right,’ she agreed, and they walked over to the Union building together.

He ended up buying her two Cokes, and they spent the afternoon together. That
evening they had a few beers a the local hangout. It turned out that she and the boyfriend
had come to a parting of the ways, and she wasn't sure exactly how to handle it. He was
beginning to think they were married, she told Andy; had absolutely forbidden her to take
pat in the Wanless experiment. For that precise reason she had gone ahead and signed
the rdease form and was now determined to go through with it even though she was a
little scared.

That Wanless redly does look like a mad doctor,” she said, making rings on the table
with her beer glass.

'How did you like that trick with the cigarettes?

Vicky giggled. 'Weird way to quit smoking, huh?

He asked her if he could pick her up on the morning of the experiment, and she had

agreed gratefully.

'It would be good to go nto this with a friend," she said, and looked a him with her
direct blue eyes. 'l redly am a little scared, you know. George was so0 — | don't know,
adamant.’

'Why? What did he say?

That's just it; Vicky sad. 'He wouldn't tdl me anything, except that he didnt trust
Wanless. He sad hardly anyone in the department does, but a lot of them sgn up for his
tests because he's in charge of the graduate program. Besides, they know it's safe, because



he just weeds them out again.'

He reached across the table and touched her hand. 'Well both probably get the distilled
water, anyway,' he said. Take it easy, kiddo. Everything'sfine'

But asit turned out, nothing was fine. Nothing.

Albany

abany arport mister

hey mider, thisisit we're here.

Hand, shaking him. Making his head roll on his neck. Terible headache — Jesus!
Thudding, shooting pains.

'Hey migter, thisisthe airport.

Andy opened his eyes, then shut them againg the white light of an overhead sodium
lamp. There was a terible, shrieking whine, building up and up and up, and he winced
agand it. It fet as if ded daning needles were being janmed into his ears. Plane.
Taking off: It began to come to him through the red fog of pain. Ah yes, Daoc, it dl comes
back to me now.

'Mister? The cabby sounded worried. 'Mister, you okay?

'Headache." His voice seemed to come from far away, buried in the jet — engine sound
that was, mercifully, beginning to fade off. 'What timeisit?

‘Nearly midnight. Sow haul getting up here. Dont tel me, I'll tel you. Buses won't be
running, if that was your plan. Sure | can't take you home?

Andy groped in his mind for the story he had told the cabby. It was important that he
remember, monster headache or not. Because of the echo. If he contradicted the earlier
dory in any way, it could set up a ricochet effect in the cabby's mind. It might die out —
in fact, probably would — but it might not. The cabby might seize on one point of it,
develop a fixation on it; shortly it would be out of contral, it would be dl the cabby could
think about; shortly after that, it would smply tear his mind gpart. It had happened
before.

'My car'sinthelot, he said. 'Everything is under control.'

'Oh." The cabby amiled, rdieved. 'Glyn isnt gonna believe this, you know. Hey! Don't
tdl me Il t—"

'Sure shélll believeit. You do, don't you?

The driver grinned widdly. 'l got the big bill to proveit, mister. Thanks!

"Thank you,"” Andy said. Struggle to be polite. Struggle to go on. For Charlie. If he had
been done, he would have killed himsef long ago. A man waan't meant to bear pain like
this

"Y ou sure you're okay, mister? Y ou look awful white!'

'I'm fine, thanks." He began to shake Charlie. 'Hey, kid." He was careful not to use her
name. It probably didn't matter, but the caution came as naturaly as breething. "Wake up,
we're here!'

Charlie muttered and tried to roll away from him.

'‘Come on, doll. Wake up, hon.'

Charlie's eyes fluttered open — the direct blue eyes she had got from her mother —



and she sat up, rubbing her face. 'Daddy? Where are we?
‘Albany, hon. The arport.” And leaning closer, he muttered, 'Don't say anything yet.'

' Okay.' She smiled at the cab driver, and the cabby smiled back. She dipped out of the
cab and Andy followed her, trying not to stagger.

"Thanks again, man,' the cabby said. 'Ligten, hey. Greet fare. Don't tel me, I'll tell you.'
Andy shook the outstretched hand. 'Take care.’
'l will. Glyn'sjust not gonna believe this action.’

The cabby got back in and pulled away from the yellow-painted curb. Another jet was
taking of, the engine rewing and rewing until Andy fdt as though his head would it
in two pieces and fdl to the pavement like a hollow gourd. He staggered a little, and
Charlie put her hands on hisarm.

'Oh, Daddy,' she said, and her voice was far away.
'Insde. | haveto st down.’

They went in, the little girl in the red pants and the green blouse, te big man with the
shaggy black hair and the dumped shoulders. A skycap watched them go and thought it
was a pure Sn, a big man like that out after midnight, drunk as a lord by the look of him,
with his little girl who should have been in bed hours ago leading him aound like a
Seeing Eye dog. Parents like that ought to be sterilized, the skycap thought.

Then they went in through the eectric-eye-controlled doors and the skycap forgot dl
about them until some forty minutes later, when the green car pulled up. to the curb and
the two men got out to talk to him.

4

It was ten past midnight. The lobby of the termind had been given over to the early-
morning people sarvicemen a the end of ther leaves haried-looking women riding
herd on scratchy, up-too-late children, busnessmen with pouches of weariness under
ther eyes, cruisng kids in big boots and long har, some of them with packs on ther
backs, a couple with cased tennis rackets. The loudspesker system announced arrivas
and departures and paged people like some omnipotent voice in a dream.

Andy and Charlie sat Sde by sde a desks with TVs bolted to them. The TVs were
scratched and dented and painted dead black. To Andy they looked like sinister, futuristic
cobras. He plugged his last two quarters into them so they wouldn't be asked to leave the
seats. Charlie's was showing a rerun of The Rookies and Johnny Carson was yucking it up
with Sonny Bono and Buddy Hackett on Andy's.

'Daddy, do | have to? Charlie asked for a second time. She was on the verge of tears.
'Honey, I'm used up, he said. "We have no money. We can't stay here.’
"Those bad men are coming? she asked, and her voice dropped to a whisper.

I don't know." Thud, thud, thud in his brain. Not a riderless black horse anymore; now
it was mailsacks filled with sharp scraps of iron being dropped on him from a fifth-story
window. 'We have to assume they are.’

'How could | get money?

He hesitated and then said, 'Y ou know.'
The tears began to come and trickled down her cheeks. 'It's not right. It's not right to
Sed.



I know it he said. 'But it's not right for them to keep coming a us, ether. | explained

it to you, Charlie. Or &t least | tried.’
'About little bad and big bad?
'Y es. Lesser and greater evil.'
'Does your head redly hurt?

It's pretty bad,” Andy said. There was no use tdling her that in an hour, or possbly
two, it would be so bad he would no longer be able to think coherently. No use
frightening her worse than she dready was. No use telling her that he didnt think they
were going to get away thistime.

'l try,' she said, and got out of the chair. 'Poor Daddy," she said, and kissed him.

He closed his eyes. The TV played on in front of, him, a faraway kabble of sound in
the midst of the steadily growing ache in his head. When he opened his eyes again, she
was just a distant figure, very small, dressed in red and green, like a Chrigmas ornament,
bobbing away through the scattered people on the concourse.

Please God, let her be all right, he thought. Don't let anyone mess with her, or scare
her worse than she is already. Please and thank you, God Okay?
He closed hiseyes again.

5

Little girl in red dretch pants and a green rayon blouse. Shoulder-length blond har. Up
too lae, gpparently by hersdf. She was in one of the few places where a little girl by
hersdf could go unremarked after midnight. She passed people, but no one redly saw
her. If she had been crying, a security guard might have come over to ask her if she was
log, if she knew which airline her mommy and daddy were ticketed on, what their names
were s0 they could be paged. But she wasn't crying, and she looked as if she knew where
she was going.

She didn't exactly — but she tad a pretty fair idea of what she was looking for. They
needed money; that was what Daddy had said. The bad men were coming, and Daddy
was hurt. When he got hurt like this, it got hard for him to think. He had to lie down and
have as much quiet as he could. He had to deep until the pain went away. And the bad
men might be coming . . . the men from the Shop, the men who wanted to pick them gpart
and see what made them work — and to see if they could be used, made to do things.

She saw a paper shopping keg sticking out of the top of a trash basket and took it. A
little way farther down the concourse she came to what she was looking for: a bank of
pay phones.

Charlie stood looking a them, and she was afraid. She was afraid because Daddy had
told her agan and again that she shouldn't do it . . . snce earlies childhood it had been
the Bad Thing. She couldn't adways control the Bad Thing. She might hurt hersdf, or
someone else, or lots of people. Thetime

(oh mommy i'm sorry the hurt the bandages the screams she screamed i made my
mommy screamand i never will again . . . never . . . becauseit is a Bad Thing)
in the kitchen when she was little . . . but it hurt too much to think of that. It was a Bad
Thing because when you let it go, it went . . . everywhere. And that was scary.

There were other things. The push, for ingtance; that's what Daddy cdled it, the push.



Only she could push a lot harder than Daddy, and she never got headaches afterward. But
sometimes, afterward . . . there werefires.

The word for the Bad Thing clanged in her mind as she sood nervoudy looking a the
telephone booths. pyrokinesis 'Never mind that,’ Daddy had told her when they were il
in Port City and thinking like fools that they were safe. 'Youre a firedtarter, honey. Just
one greet big Zippo lighter.” And then it had seemed funny, she had giggled, but now it
didn't seem funny e al.

The other reason she wasn't supposed to push was because they might find out. The
bad men from the Shop. 'l don't know how much they know about you now," Daddy hed
told her, 'but 1 dont want them to find out anymore. Your push isnt exactly like mine,
honey. Y ou can't make people . . . well, change their minds, can you?

'‘No-000. . .

'But you can make things move. And if they ever began to see a pattern, and connect
that pattern with you, we'd be in even worse trouble than we are now.’

And it was stealing, and stealing was also a Bad Thing.

Never mind. Daddy's head was hurting him and they had to get to a quiet, warm place
before it got too bad for him to think at al. Charlie moved forward.

There were about fifteen phonebooths in dl, with circular diding doors. When you
were indde the booth, it was like being indde a grest big Contac capsule with a phone
ingde it. Most of the booths were dark, Charlie saw as she drifted down past them. There
was a fa lady in a pantsuit crammed into one of them, taking busly and smiling. And
three booths from the end a young man in a service uniform was dtting on the little stool
with the door open and his legs poking out. He was talking fast.

'Sdly, look, | undersand how you fed, but | can explan everything. Absolutely. |
know . .. 1 know . .. but if youll just let me — ' He looked up, saw the little grl looking
a him, and yanked his legs in and pulled the circular door closed, dl in one motion, like
a turtle pulling into its shdl. Having a fight with his girlfriend, Charlie thought. Probably
stood her up. I'd never let aguy stand me up.

Echoing loudspesker. Rat of fear in the back of her mind, gnawing. All the faces were
strange faces.

She fdt londy and very smdl, grief — dck over her mother even now. This was
geding, but what did it matter? They had stolen her mother'slife.

She dipped into the phonebooth on the end, shopping bag crackling. She took the
phone off the hook and pretended she was taking — helo, Grampa, yes, Daddy and |
just got in, were fine — and looked out through the glass to see if anyone was being
nosy. No one was. The only person nearby was a black woman getting flight insurance
from amachine, and her back wasto Charlie.

Charlie looked at the pay phone and suddenly shoved it.

A little grunt of effort escaped her, and she bit down on her lower lip, liking the way it
squeezed under her teeth. No, there was no pain involved. It felt good to shove things,
and that was another thing that scared her. Suppose she got to like this dangerous thing?

She shoved the pay phone again, very lightly, and suddenly a tide of slver poured out
of the coin return. She tried to get her bag under it, but by the time she did, most of the
quarters and nickels and dimes had spewed onto the floor. She bent over and swept as
much as she could into the bag, glancing again and again out the window.

With the change picked up, she went on to the next booth. The serviceman was ill



talking on the next phone up the line. He had opened the door again and was smoking.
'Sal, honest to Chrigt | did!
Just ask your brother if you don't believe me! Hell —

Charlie dipped the door shut, cutting off' the dightly whining sound of his voice. She
was only seven, but she knew a snowjob when she heard one. She looked a the phone,
and a moment later it gave up its change This time she had the bag postioned perfectly
and the coins cascaded to the bottom with amusicd little jingling sound.

The serviceman was gone when she came out, and Charlie went into his booth. The
seet was ill warm and the air smdled nadtily of cigarette smoke in spite of the fan.

The money rattled into her bag and she went on.

6

Eddie Delgardo sat in a hard plagtic contour chair, looking ' up a the celing and
smoking. Bitch, he was thinking. Shell think twice about keeping her goddam legs closed
next time. Eddie this and Eddie that and Eddie | never want to see you again and Eddie
how could you be so crew — ool. But he had changed her mind about the old Fnever-
want-to-see-you-again bit. He was on thirty-day leave and now he was going to New
York City, the Big Apple, to see the sights and tour the singles bars. And when he came
back, Sdly would be like a big ripe apple hersdf, ripe and ready to fal. None of that
don't-you-have-any-respect-for-me suff' went down with Eddie Degardo of Marahon,
Florida Sdly Bradford was going to put out, and if she redly believed that crap about
him having had a vasectomy, it served her right. And then let her go running to her hick
schoolteacher brother if she wanted to. Eddie Delgardo would be driving an army supply
truck in West Berlin. He would be —

Eddies haf resentful, haf pleasant chain of daydreams was broken by a drange
feding of warmth coming from his feet; it was as if the floor had suddenly heated up ten
degrees. And accompanying this was a drange but not completdy unfamiliar smdl . . .
not something burning but . . . something singeing, maybe?

He opened his eyes and the firgt thing he saw was that little girl who had been cruisng
around by the phonebooths, little girl seven or eight years old, looking redly ragged out.
Now she was carying a big paper bag, carying it by the bottom as if it were full of
groceries or something.

But his fedt, that was the thing.

They were no longer warm. They were hot.

Eddie Delgardo looked down and screamed,

'‘Godamighty Jeesus!'

His shoes were onfire.

Eddie leaped to his feet. Heads turned. Some woman saw what was happening and
ydled in dam. Two security guards who had been noodling with an Allegheny Airlines
ticket clerk looked over to see what was going on.

None of what meant doodly-squat to Eddie Delgardo. Thoughts of Sally Bradford and
his revenge of love upon her were the furthest things from his mind. His army-issue shoes
were burning merily. The cuffs of his dress greens were catching. He was sprinting
across the concourse, traling smoke, as if shot from a catapult. The women's room was



closer, and Eddie, whose sense of sdlf preservation was exquisitely defined, hit the door
draght-arm and ran ingde without a moment's hesitation.

A young woman was coming out of one of the stalls, her skirt rucked up to her wag,
adjugting her Underals. She saw Eddie, the human torch, and let out a scream that the
bathroom's tiled wals magnified enormoudy. There was a babble of 'What was that? and
'What's going on? from the few other occupied ddls. Eddie caught the paytoilet door
before it could swing back al the way and latch. He grabbed both sdes of the gdl at the
top and hoiged himsdf feet fird into the toilet. There was a hissng sound and a
remarkable billow of steam.

The two security guards burst in.

'Hold it, you in therel' one of them cried. He had drawn his gun. ‘Come out of there
with your hands laced on top of your head!”

"Y ou mind waiting until | put my feet out? Eddie Delgardo snarled.

Charlie was back. And she was crying again.

'What happened, babe?

'l got the money but . . . it got away from me again, Daddy . . . theewasaman . . . a
soldier . . . | couldn't helpit . . .

Andy fet the fear creep up on him. It was muted by the pain in his head and down the
back of hisneck, but it wasthere. 'Was. . . was there afire, Charlie?

She couldn't speak, but nodded. Tears coursed down her cheeks.

'Oh my God," Andy whispered, and made himsdlf get to his feet.

That broke Charlie completely. She put her face in her hands and sobbed helplesdy,
rocking back and forth.

A knot of people had gathered around the door of the women's room. It had been
propped qoen, but Andy couldn't see . . . and then he could. The two security guards who
had gone running down there were leading a tough-looking young man in an amy
uniform out of the bathroom and toward the security office. The young man was jawing
a them loudly, and most of what he had to say was inventively profane. His uniform was
mostly gone below the knees, and he was carrying two dripping, blackened things that
might once have been shoes. Then they were gone into the office, the door damming
behind them. An excited babble of conversation swept the terminal.

Andy sat down again and put his am around Charlie. It was very hard to think now;
his thoughts were tiny slver fish swvimming around in a great black sea of throbbing pain.
But he had to do the best he could. He needed Charlie if they were going to get out of
this

'He's al right, Charlie. HE's okay. They just took him down to the security office. Now,
what happened?

Through diminishing tears, Charlie told him. Overhearing the soldier on the phone.
Having a few random thoughts about him, a feding that he was trying to trick the girl he
was taking to. 'And then, when | was coming back to you, | saw him . . . and before |
could top it . . . it happened. It just got away. | could have hurt him, Daddy. | could have
hurt him bad. | set him on fire!'



'Keep your voice down, he said. 'l want you to listen to me, Charlie. | think this is the
most encouraging thing that's hgppened in sometime!

"Y-you do? Shelooked a himin frank surprise.

'You say it got away from you,” Andy sad, forcing the words. 'And it did. But not like
before. It only got away a little bit. What happened was dangerous, honey, but . . . you
might have s&t his hair onfire. Or hisface!

She winced away from that thought, horrified. Andy turned her face gently back to his.

It's a subconscious thing, and it aways goes out a someone you dont like' he sad.
‘But . . . you didn't redly hurt that guy, Charlie. You . . . But the rest of it was gone and
only the pain was | ft.

Was he ill talking? For amoment he didn't even know.

Charlie could ill fed that thing, that Bad Thing, racing around in her head, wanting to
get away agan, to do something dse. It was like a smadl, vicious, and rather supid
anima. You had to let it out of its cage to do something like getting money from the
phones. . . but it could do something else, something redly bad.

(like mommy in the kitchen oh momi'm sorry)

before you could get it back in again. But now it didn't matter. She wouldn't think
about it now, she wouldn't think about

(the bandages my mommy has to wear bandages because i hurt her)

any of it now. Her father was what mattered now. He was dumped over in his TV
chair, his face samped with pain. He was paper white. His eyes were bloodshot.

Oh, Daddy, she thought, 1'd trade even — Seven with you if | could. You've got
something that hurts you but it never gets out of its cage. |'ve got something that doesn't
hurt me at all but oh sometimes | get so scared —

'I've got the money, she said. 'l didn't go to dl the telephones, because the bag was
getting heavy and | was afraid it would bresk." She looked a him anxioudy. 'Where can
you go, Daddy? Y ou haveto lie down." .

Andy reached into the bag and dowly began to transfer the change in handfuls to the
pockets of his corduroy coat. He wondered if this night would ever end. He wanted to do
nothing more than grab another cab and go into town and check them into the first hotel
or motel in sght . . . but he was afraid. Cabs could be traced. And he had a strong feding
that the people from the green car were till close behind.

He tried to put together what he knew about the Albany airport. First of dl, it was the
Albany County Airport; it redly wasnt in Albany a dl but in the town of Colonie
Shaker country — hadn't his grandfather told him once tha this was Shaker country? Or
had dl of them died out now? What about highways? Turnpikes? The answer came
dowly. Therewasaroad . . . some sort of Way. Northway or Southway, he thought.

He opened his eyes and looked at Charlie. 'Can you wak aways, kiddo? Couple of
miles, maybe?

'Sure.’ She had dept and fdt rdatively fresh. 'Can you?

That was the question. He didn't know. ‘I'm going to try," he said. 'l think we ought to
walk out to the main road and try to catch aride, hon.’

"Hitchhike? she asked.

He nodded. Tracing a hitchhiker is pretty hard, Charlie. If were lucky, well get a ride
with someone wholl be in Buffdo by morning. And if were not, well dill be sanding in
the breskdown lane with our thumbs out when that green car comes rolling up.



'If you think it's okay," Charlie said doubtfully.

'‘Come on," he said, 'help me.’

Gigartic bolt of pain as he got to his feet. He swayed a little, closed his eyes, then
opened them again. People looked surred. Colours seemed too bright. A woman walked
by on high heds, and every click on the arport tiles was the sound of a vault door being
dammed.

'Daddy, are you sure you can? Her voice was smdl and very scared.

Charlie. Only Charlie looked right.

'l think | can," he said. 'Come on.'

They left by a different door from the one they had entered, and the skycap who had
noticed them getting out of the cab was busy unloading suitcases from the trunk of a car.
He didn't see them go ouit.

'Which way, Daddy? Charlie asked.

He looked both ways and saw the Northway, curving away below and to the right of
the teemind building. How to get there, that was the question. There were roads
everywhere — overpasses, underpasses. NO RIGHT TURN, STOP ON SIGNAL, KEEP
LEFT, NO PARKING ANYTIME. Traffic dgnds flashing in the ealy — moming
blackness like uneasy spirits.

‘Thisway, | think," he said, and they walked the length of the terminal beside the feeder
road that was lined with LOADING AND UNLOADING ONLY sd€gns. The sdewak
ended a the end of the teemind. A large dlver Mercedes swept by them indifferently,
and the reflected glow of the overhead sodium arcs on its surface made him wince.

Charlie was looking a him questioningly.

Andy nodded. 'Just keep asfar over to the side as you can. Are you cold?

'No, Daddy.’

"Thank goodnessit's awarm night. Y our mother would — '

His mouth snapped shut over that.

The two of them waked off into darkness, the big man with the broad shoulders and
the little girl in the red pants and the green blouse, holding his hand, dmost seeming to
lead him.

8

The green car showed up about fifteen minutes later and parked at the yellow curb. Two
men got out, the same two who had chased Andy and Charlie to the cab back in
Manhattan. The driver sat behind the whed!.

An arport cop strolled up. "You cant park here, gr,’ he sad. 'If youll just pull up to —

'Sure | can,' the driver said. He showed the cop his ID. The airport cop looked at it,
looked at the driver, looked back at the picture on the ID.

'Oh," he said. 'I'm sorry, gr. Isit something we should know about?

‘Nothing that affects airport security, the driver sad, 'but maybe you can hep. Have
you seen either of these two people tonight? He handed the airport cop a picture of Andy,
and then a fuzzy picture of Chalie. Her hair had been longer then. In the snap, it was
braided into pigtails. Her mother had been dive then. The girl's a year or so older now,’



the driver said. 'Her hair's a bit shorter. About to her shoulders:!’

The cop examined the pictures carefully, shuffling them back and forth. "You know, |
believe | did see this little girl, he said. Towhead, isn't she? Ficture makes it a little hard
to tell.

‘Towheed, right.’

"The man her father?

'Ask me no questions, I'll tell you no lies!

The airport cop fet a wave d didike for the bland-faced young man behind the whed
of the nondescript green car. He had had peripheral doings with the FBI, the CIA, and the
outfit they cdled the Shop before. Their agents were dl the same, blankly arrogant and
patronizing. They regarded anyone in a bluesuit as a kiddy cop. But when they'd had the
hijacking here five years ago, it had been the kiddy cops who got the guy, loaded down
with grenades, off the plane, and he had been in custody of the 'red' cops when he
committed suicide by opening up his carotid artery with his own fingernails. Nice going,
guys.

‘Look . .. gr. | asked if the man was her father to try and find out if there's a family
resemblance. Those pictures make it alittle hard to tell.’

"They look abit dike. Different hair colors'’

That much 1 can see for myself, you asshole, the airport cop thought. 'l saw them both,’
the cop told the driver of the green car. 'Hes a big guy, bigger than he looks in that
picture. He looked sick or something.’

'Did he? The driver seemed pleased.

'Weve had a big night here, dl told. Some fool also managed to light his own shoes on
fire!

The driver sat bolt upright behind the whed. 'Say what?

The airport cop nodded, happy to have got through the driver's bored facade. He would
not have been so happy if the driver had told him he had just earned himsdf a debriefing
in the Shop's Manhattan offices. And Eddie Delgardo probably would have beaten the
crap out of him, because ingead of touring the singles bars (and the massage parlors, and
the Times Square porno shops) during the Big Apple segment of his leave, he was going
to spend mogt of it in a drug-induced date of tota recal, describing over and over again
what had happened before and just after his shoes got hot.
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The other two men from the green sedan were talking to arport personnd. One of them
discovered the skycap who had noticed Andy and Charlie getting out of the cab and
going into the termind.

'Sure | saw them. | thought it was apure-d shame, a man as drunk as that having a little
girl out thet late!

'Maybe they took a plane,’ one of the men suggested.

'Maybe s0,' the skycap agreed. 'l wonder what that child's mother can be thinking of. |
wonder if she knowswhat's going on.'

'| doubt if she does,' the man in the dark-blue Botany 500 suit said. He spoke with great
gncerity. "You didn't see them leave?



'No, gr. Far as | know, they're ill round here somewhere . . . unless ther flight's been
called, of course!’
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The two men made a quick sweep through the man termind and then through the
boarding gates, holding their IDs up in their cupped hands for the security cops to see.
They met near the United Airlinesticket desk.

‘Dry," thefirst said.

Think they took a plane? the second asked. He was the fellow in the nice blue Botany
500.

I don't think that bastard had more than fifty bucks to his name . . . maybe a whole lot
less than that.'

'We better check it.'

'Y eah. But quick.'

United Airlines. Allegheny. American. Braniff. The commuter airlines. No broad-
shouldered man who looked sick had bought tickets. The baggage handler a Albany
Airlines thought he had seen a little girl in red pants and a green shirt, though. Pretty
blond hair, shoulder-length.

The two of them met agan near the TV chars where Andy and Charlie had been
gtting not long ago. 'What do you think? the first asked.

The agent in the Botany 500 looked excited. 'l think we ought to blanket the area,’ he
said. 'l think they're on foot."

They headed back to the green car, dmogt trotting.
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Andy and Charlie walked on through the dark adong the soft shoulder of the airport feeder
road. An occasona car swept by them. It was dmost one o'clock. A mile behind them, in
the termina, the two men had rgoined ther third partner a the green car. Andy and
Charlie were now waking pardld to the Northway, which was to ther right and below
them, lit by the depthless glare of sodium lights It might be possble to scramble down
the embankment and try to thumb a ride in the breskdown lane, but if a cop came aong,
that would end whatever poor chance they gill had to get away. Andy was wondering
how far they would have to wak before they came to a ramp. Each time his foot came
down, it generated a thud that resounded sickly in his head.

'Daddy? Areyou ill okay?

'So far, so good,’ he said, but he was not so very
okay. He wasn't fooling himself, and he doubted if he was fooling Charlie.

‘How much further isit?

'Are you getting tired?

‘Not yet . . . but Daddy . . .

He stopped and looked solemnly down at her. ‘What isit, Charlie?

'| fed like those bad men are around again,’ she whispered.



‘All right,” he said. 'l think we better just take a shortcut, honey. Can you get down that
hill without faling?

She looked at the grade, which was covered with dead October grass.

'l guess s0,' she said doubtfully.

He stepped over the guardrail cables and then helped Charlie over. As it sometimes did
in moments of extreme pain and dress, his mind attempted to flee into the pad, to get
away from the sress. There had been some good years, some good times, before the
shadow began to dsed gradudly over ther lives — fird jus over him and Vicky, then
over dl threg blotting out their hgppiness a little & a time, as inexorably as a lunar
eclipse. It had been —

'‘Daddy!" Charlie cdled in sudden darm. She had logst her footing. The dry grass was
dippery, treacherous. Andy grabbed for her flalling am, missed, and overbaanced
himsdf. The thud as he hit the ground caused such pan in his head that he cried out loud.
Then they were both rolling and diding down the embankment toward the Northway
where the cars rushed past, nuch too fast to stop if one of them — he or Chalie —
should tumble out onto the pavement.
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The GA looped a piece of rubber flex around Andy's arm just above the ebow and said,
'Make a fig, pleese’ Andy did. The vein popped up obligingly. He looked away, feding a
littleill. Two hundred dollars or not, he had no urge to watch the IV st in place.

Vicky Tomlinson was on the next cot, dressed in a deeveless white blouse and dove-
gray dacks She offered him a srained smile He thought again what beautiful auburn
har she had, how wel it went with her direct blue eyes . . . then the prick of pain,
followed by dull het, in hisarm.

‘There,' the grad assstant said comfortingly.

‘There yoursdlf," Andy said. He was not comforted.

They were in Room 70 of Jason Gearneigh Hdl, upstairs. A dozen cots had been
trucked in, courtesy of the college infirmary, and the twelve volunteers were lying
propped up on hypodlergenic foam pillows, earning their money. Dr. Wanless darted
none of the IVs himsdf, but he was waking up and down between the cots with a word
for everyone, and a little frosty smile. We'll start to shrink anytime now, Andy thought
morbidly.

Wanless had made a brief speech when they were al assembled, and what he had said,
when boiled down, amounted to: Do not fear. You are wrapped snugly in the arms of
Modern Science. Andy had no greet faith in Modern Science, which had given the world
the H — bomb, ngpam and the laser rifle, dong with the Sk vaccine and Clearasil.

The grad assstant was doing something e'se now. Crimping the 1V line.

The IV drip was five percent dextrose in water, Wanless had said . . . what he cdled a
D5W solution. Below the crimp, a smdl tip poked out of the IV line. If Andy got Lot Six,
it would be administered by syringe through the tip. If he was in the control group, it
would be normd sdline. Head or tails.

He glanced over at Vicky again. 'How you doin, kid?

'Okay.'



Wanless had arrived. He stood between them, looking first a Vicky and then a Andy.

'You fed some dight pain, yes? He had no accent of any kind, least of al a regiond
— American one, but he condructed his sentences in a way Andy associated with
English learned as a second language.

'Pressure,’ Vicky sad. 'Sight pressure!

'Yes? It will pass’ He gmiled benevolently down a Andy. In his white lab coat he
seemed very tal. His glasses seemed very smdl. The smdl and the tall.

Andy said, 'When do we gart to shrink?

Wanless continued to smile. 'Do you fed you will shrink?

'Shhhhrrrrrink,” Andy said, and grinned foolishly. Something was hgppening to him.
By God, he was getting high. He was getting off.

‘Evaything will be fine' Wanless sad, and smiled more widdy. He passed on
Horseman, pass by, Andy thought bemusedly. He looked over a Vicky again. How
bright her hair was For some crazy reason it reminded him of the copper wire on the
armature of anew motor . . . generator . . . dternator . . . flibbertigibbet . . .

He laughed doud.

Smiling dightly, as if sharing the joke, the grad assstant crimped the line and injected
a little more of the hypo's contents into Andy's am and drolled avay again. Andy could
look at the IV line now. It didnt bother him now. I'm a pine tree, he thought. See my
beautiful needles. He laughed again.

Vicky was amiling a him. God, she was beautiful. He wanted to tell her how beautiful
shewas, how her hair was like copper set aflame.

Thank you,' she said. 'What a nice compliment.' Had she said that? Or had he imagined
it?

Grasping the last shreds of his mind, he said, 'l think | crapped out on the distilled
water, Vicky.'

She sad placidly, ‘'Metoo.'

‘Nice, isn't it?

'Nice,' she agreed dreamily.

Somewhere someone was crying. Babbling hystericdly. The sound rose and fdl in
interesting cycles. After what seemed like eons of contemplation, Andy turned his head
to see what was going on. It was intereting. Everything had become interesting.
Everything seemed © be in dow motion. Slomo, as the avant — garde campus film critic
adways put it in his columns. In this film, as in others, Antonioni achieves some of his
most spectacular effects with his use of sslomo footage. What an interesting, redly clever
word; it had the sound of a snake dipping out of arefrigerator: domo.

Severd of the grad assgtants were running in domo toward one of the cots that had
been placed near Room 70's blackboard. The young fellow on the cot appeared to be
doing something to his eyes. Yes, he was definitely doing something to his eyes, because
his fingers were hooked into them and he seemed to be clawing his eyebdls out of his
head. His hands were hooked into claws, and blood was gushing from his eyes. It was
gushing in domo. The needle flgpped from his am in domo. Wanless was running in
domo. The eyes of the kid on the cot now looked like deflated poached eggs, Andy noted
clinicaly. Yesindeedy.

Then the white coats were dl gathered around the cot, and you couldn't see the kid
anymore. Directly behind him, a chart hung down. It showed the quadrants of the human



brain. Andy looked at this with greet interest for a while. Verrry in-der-rresting, as Arte
Johnson said on Laugh-In.

A bloody hand rose out of the huddle of white coats, like the hand of a drowning man.
The fingers were dresked with gore and shreds of tissue hung from them. The hand
smacked the chart, leaving a bloodstain in the shape of a large comma. The chart rattled
up on itsroller with a smacking sound.

Then the cot was lifted (it was 4ill impossible to see the boy who had clawed his eyes
out) and carried briskly from the room.

A few minutes (hours? days? years?) later, one of the grad assstants came over to
Andy's cot, examined his drip, and then injected some more Lot Six into Andy's mind.

'How you feding, guy? the GA asked, but of course he wasnt a GA, he wasnt a
sudent; none of them were. For one thing, this guy looked about thirty-five, and that was
a little long in the tooth for a graduate student. For another, this guy worked for the Shop.
Andy suddenly knew it. It was absurd, but he knew it. And the man's name was. . .

Andy groped for it, and he got it. The man's name was Ralph Baxter.

He smiled. Ralph Baxter. Good dedl.

'| fed okay,' he said. 'How's that other fella?

'What other felasthat, Andy?

"The one who clawed his eyes out,’ Andy said serendly.

Raph Baxter smiled and patted Andy's hand. 'Pretty visud stuff', huh, guy?

'No, redly,’ Vicky said. 'l saw it, too.'

"You think you did,' the GA who was not a GA sad. 'You just shared the same illusion.
There was a guy over there by the board who had a muscular reaction . . . something like
acharley horse. No clawed eyes. No blood.'

He started away again.

Andy sad, 'My man, it is impossble to share the same illuson without some prior
consultation.” He fdt immensdy clever. The logic was impeccable, inarguable. He had
old Ralph Baxter by the shorts.

Ralph smiled back, undaunted. 'With this drug, it's very possble' he said. 'I'll be back
in abit, okay?

'Okay, Raph,” Andy said.

Rdph paused and came back toward where Andy lay on his cot. He came back in
domo. He looked thoughtfully down a& Andy. Andy grinned back, a wide foolish,
drugged-out grin. Got you there, Raph old son. Got you right by the proverbid shorts.
Suddenly a wedth of information about Raph Baxter flooded in on him, tons of suff: he
was thirty-five, he had been with the Shop for sx years, before that hed been with the
FBI for two years, he had —

He had killed four people during his career, three men and one woman. And he had
raped the woman after she was dead. She had been an AP stringer and she had known
about —

That part wasn't clear. And it didnt matter. Suddenly Andy didnt want to know. The
grin faded from his lips Raph Baxter was ill looking down & him, and Andy was
swept by a black paranoia that he remembered from his two previous LSD trips . . . but
this was deeper and much more frightening. He had no idea how he could know such
things about Raph Baxter — or how he had known his name a al — but if he told Raph
that he knew, he was teribly afraid that he might dissppear from Room 70 of Jason



Gearneigh with the same sviftness as the boy who had clawed his eyes out: Or maybe dl
of thet redly had been ahdlucination; it didn't seem red a dl now.

Ralph was Hill looking a him. Little by little he began to amile. 'See? he sad softly.
'With Lot Six, dl kinds of funky things happen.’

He left. Andy let out a dow sgh of rdief. He looked over a Vicky and she was
looking back at him, her eyes were wide and frightened. She's getting your emotions, he
thought. Like a radio. Take it easy on her! Remember she's tripping, whatever else this
weird shit is!

He smiled a her, and after a moment, Vicky smiled uncertainly back. She asked him
what was wrong. He told her he didn't know, probably nothing.

(but we're not talking — her mouth's not moving)

(i'snot?)

(vicky? isthat you)

(isit telepathy, andy? isit?)

He didn't know. It was something. He let his eyes dip closed.

Are those redly grad assstants? she asked him, troubled. They don't look the same. Is
it the drug, Andy? | dont know, he sad, eyes ill closed. | dont know who they are.
What happened to that boy? The one they took away? He opened his eyes again and
looked at her, but Vicky was shaking her head. She didn't remember. Andy was surprised
and dismayed to find that he hardly remembered himsdf. It seemed to have happened
years ago. Got a charley horse, hadn't he, that guy? A muscular twitch, that'sdl. He—

Clawed his eyes out.

But what did it maiter, redly?

Hand rising out of the huddle of white coats like the hand of a drowning man.

But it happened along time ago. Like in the twelfth century.

Bloody hand. Striking the chart. The chart rattling up on its roller with a smacking
sound.

Better to drift. Vicky waslooking troubled again.

Suddenly music began to flood down from the speskers in the caling, and that was
nice . . . much nicer than thinking about charley horses and lesking eyebdls. The music
was 0ft and yet mgetic. Much later, Andy decided (in consultation with Vicky) that it
had been Rachmaninoff. And ever after when he heard Rachmaninoff, it brought back
drifting, dreamy memories of that endless timeess time in Room 70 of Jason Gearneigh
Hdl.

How much of it had been red, how much hdlucination? Tweve years of off-and-on
thought had not answered that question for Andy McGee. At one point, objects had
seemed to fly through the room as if an invisble wind were blowing — paper cups,
towes, a blood-pressure cuff, a deadly hal of pens and pencils At another point,
ometime later (or had it really been earlier? there was just no linear sequence), one of
the test subjects had gone into a muscular seizure followed by cardiac arret — or 0 it
had seemed. There had been frantic efforts to restore him usng mouth-to-mouth
resuscitation, followed by a shot of something directly into the chest cavity, and findly a
machine that made a high whine and had two black cups attached to thick wires. Andy
seemed to remember one of the 'grad assigtants roaring, Zep him! Zgp him! Oh, give
them to me, you fuckhead!'

At another point he had dept, dozing in and out of a twilight consciousness. He spoke



to Vicky and they told each other about themsalves. Andy told her about the car accident
that had taken his mother's life and how he had spent the next year with his aunt in a
semi-nervous breskdown of grief. She told him that when she was seven, a teenage baby-
gtter had assaulted her and now she was terribly afraid of sex, even more afrad that she
might be frigid, it was that more than anything else that had forced her and her boyfriend
to the breakup. He kept . . . pressing her.

They told each other things that a man and a woman don't tell each other until they've

known each other for years . . . things a man and a woman often never tdl, not even in
the dark marriage bed after decades of being together.

But did they speak?

That Andy never knew.

Time had stopped, but somehow it passed anyway.
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He came out of the doze a little a a time. The Rachmaninoff was gone . . .if it had ever
been there at al. Vicky was deeping peacefully on the cot besde him, her hands folded
between her breasts, the smple hands of a child who has fdlen adegp while offering her
bedtime prayers. Andy looked at her and was smply aware that a some point he had
fdlenin love with her. It was a degp and complete fedling, above (and below) question.

After a while he looked around. Several of the cots were empty. There were maybe
five test subjects left in the room. Some were degping. One was dtting up on his cot and
a grad assgant — a pefectly norma grad assstant of perhaps twenty-five — was
questioning him and writing notes on a clipboard. The test subject gpparently sad
something funny, because both of them laughed in the low, condderate way you do when
others around you are deeping.

Andy sat up and took inventory of himsdf. He fet fine. He tried a smile and found that
it fit pefectly. His muscles lay peacefully agangt one ancther. He fdt eager and fresh,
every perception sharply honed and somehow innocent. He could remember feding this
way as a kid, waking up on Saturday morning, knowing his bike was heded over on its
kickstand in the garage, and feding that the whole weekend sretched ahead of him like a
carnival of dreams where every ride was free.

One of the grad assstants came over and said, 'How you fedling, Andy?

Andy looked a him. This was the same guy tha had injected him — when? A year
ago? He rubbed a pam over his cheek and heard the rasp of beard stubble. 'l fed like Rip
van Winkle,' he said.

The GA amiled. ‘It's only been forty-eight hours, not twenty years. How do you fed,
redly?

'Fine'

‘Norma?

'Whatever that word means, yes. Normal. Where's Ralph?

'Ralph? The GA raised his eyebrows.

'Y es, Ralph Baxter. About thirty-five. Big guy. Sandy hair.'

The grad assigtant smiled. 'Y ou dreamed him up,’ he said.

Andy looked at the GA uncertainly. 'l did what?



'Dreamed him up. Hdlucinated him. The only Raph | know who's involved in dl the
Lot Six tests in any way is a Dartan Pharmaceutica rep named Raph Steinham. And he's
fifty-five or s0.’

Andy looked a the GA for a long time without saying anything. Raph an illuson?
Wel, maybe so. It had dl the paranoid dements of a dope dream, certainly; Andy
seemed to remember thinking Ralph was some sort of secret agent who had wasted dll
sorts of people. He amiled a little. The GA amiled back . . . a little too readily, Andy
thought. Or was that paranoia, too? Surely it was.

The guy who had been gtting up and taking when Andy woke up was now being
escorted from the room, drinking from a paper cup of orange juice.

Cautioudy, Andy said: 'No one got hurt, did they?

‘Hurt?

'Wel — no one had a convulsion, did they? Or —*

The grad assstant leaned forward, looking concerned. 'Say, Andy, | hope you won't go
oreading anything like that around campus. It would play bloody hdl with Dr. Wanlesss
research program. We have L ots Seven and Eight coming up next semester, and — '

'Was there anything?

"There was one boy who had a muscular reaction, minor but quite painful,’ the GA sad.
It pased in less than fifteen minutes with no harm done. But therés a witchhunt
atmosphere around here row. End the draft, ban ROTC, ban Dow Chemicd job recruiters
because they make napadm . . . Things get out of proportion, and | happen to think this is
pretty important research.’

'Who was the guy?

‘Now you know | cant tdl you that. All 1 am saying is please remember you were
under the influence of a mild hdlucinogenic. Dont go mixing up your drug-induced
fantasies with redlity and then start spreading the combination around.’

'Would | be alowed to do that? Andy asked.

The GA looked puzzled. 'l don't see how we could stop you. Any college experimental
program is pretty much at the mercy of its volunteers. For a lousy two hundred bucks we
can hardly expect you to sign an oath of alegiance, can we?

Andy fdt rdief. If this guy was lying, he was doing a redly superlative job of it. It had
al been asaries of hadlucinations. And on the cot besde his, Vicky was beginning to dtir.

'‘Now wha about it? the GA asked, smiling. 'l think I'm supposed to be asking the
guestions!’

And he did ask quedions. By the time Andy finished answering them, Vicky was fully
awake, looking rested and cadm and radiant, and smiling & him. The questions were
detailed. Many of them were the questions Andy himself would have asked.

So why did he have the feding they were dl window dressng?
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Stting on a couch in one of the smdler Union lounges that evening, Andy and Vicky
compared halucinations,

She had no memory of the thing that troubled him the most: that bloody hand waving
limply above the knot of white tunics, driking the chart, and then disgppearing. Andy had



no recollection of the thing that was mogt vivid to her: a man with long blond hair had set
up a folding table by her cot, so that it was just a her eye leve. He had put a row of great
big dominoes on the table and said, 'Knock them down, Vicky. Knock them dl down.
And she had raised her hands to push them over, wanting to oblige, and the man had
gently but firmly pressed her hands back down on her chest. "You don't reed your hands,
Vicky," he had said. 'Just knock them down." So she had looked at the dominoes and they
hed dl fallen over, one after the other. A dozen or soin dl.

It made me fed very tired,’ she told Andy, smiling that smdl, dantwise amile of hers.
'And | had gotten this idea somehow that we were discussing Vietnam, you know. So |
sad something like, “Yes, tha proves it, if South Vietnam goes, they dl go. And he
smiled and patted my hands and said, "Why don't you deep for a while, Vicky? You must
be tired." So | did." She shook her head., '‘But now it doesn't seem red at dl. | think | must
have made it up entirdy or built a hdlucination around some perfectly norma test. You
don't remember seeing him, do you? Tal guy with shoulder-length blond hair and a little
scar on hischin?

Andy shook his head.

‘But | ill don't understand how we could share any of the same fantases’ Andy said,
‘unless they've developed a drug over there that's telepathic as well as an hdlucinogenic. |
know there's been some talk about that in the last few years . . . the idea seems to be that
if hdlucinogens can heighten perception . . ." He dghrugged, then grinned. 'Carlos
Cagtaneda, where are you when we need you?

'lsn't it more likdy that we just discussed the same fantasy and then forgot we did?
Vicky asked.

He agreed it was a drong posshility, but he 4ill fet disquieted by the whole
experience. It had been, as they say, a bummer.

Teaking his courage in his hands, he said, The only thing | redly am sure of is that |
seem to be faling in love with you, Vicky.'

She amiled nervoudy and kissed the corner of his mouth. "That's sweet, Andy, but'
‘But you're alittle afraid of me. Of men in generd, maybe.’

'‘Maybe | am,’ she said.

'All I'm asking for is a chance!

"Youll have your chance' she said. 'l like you, Andy. A lot. But please remember that |
get scared. Sometimes | just . . . get scared.” She tried to shrug lightly, but it turned into
something like a shudder.

1l remember,’ he said, and drew her into his ams and kissed her. There was a
moment's hesitation, and then she kissed back, holding his hands firmly in hers.
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'‘Daddy!" Charlie screamed.

The world revolved sickly in front of Andy's eyes. The sodium arc lamps lining the
Northway were below him, the ground was above him and shaking him loose. Then he
was on his butt, diding down the lower hdf of the embankment like a kid on a dide.
Charlie was bdlow him rolling helplesdy over and over.

Oh no, she's going to shoot right out into the traffic —



‘Charlie!’ he yelled hoarsdly, hurting histhroat, his head. 'Watch it!"

Then she was down, squaiting in the breskdown lane, washed by the harsh lights of a
passing car, sobbing. A moment later he landed besde her with a solid whap! that
rocketed dl the way up his spine to his head. Things doubled in front of his eyes, tripled,
and then gradudly settled down.

Charlie was stting on her haunches, her head cradled in her arms.

'Charlie; he said, touching her arm. 'It's al right, honey."

I wish | did go in front of the card' she cried out, her voice bright and vicious with a
Hf-loathing that made Andy's heart ache in his chest. '| deserve to for setting that man on
fired'

'Shhh," he said. "Charlie, you don't have to think of that anymore.’

He held her. The cars swashed by them. Any one of them could be a cop, and that
would end it. At this point it would amost be ardlief.

Her sobs faded off little by little. Part of it, he redlized, was smple tiredness. The same
thing that was aggravating his headache past the screaming point and bringing this
unwel come flood of memories. If they could only get somewhere and lie down. . . .

'Can you get up, Charlie?

She got to her feet dowly, brushing the last of the tears away. Her face was a pdlid
moonlet in the dark. Looking a her, he fdt a sharp lance of guilt. She should be snugly
tucked into a bed somewhere in a house with a shrinking mortgage, a teddy bear crooked
under one arm, ready to go back to school the next morning and do battle for God,
country, and the second grade. Instead, she was dstanding in the breskdown lane of a
turnpike spur in upstate New York a one-fifteen in the morning, on the run, consumed
with guilt because she had inherited something from her mother and father — something
she hersdf had had no more part in determining than the direct blue of her eyes. How do
you explan to a sevenyear-old girl that Daddy and Mommy had once needed two
hundred dollars and the people they had talked to said it was dl right, but they had lied?

'Were going to hook us a ride; Andy said, and he couldn't tdl if he had dung his am
around her shoulders to comfort her or to support himsdf. "Well get to a hotel or a motel
and well deep. Then well think about what to do next. That sound al right?

Charlie nodded listlesdly.

'Okay, he said, and cocked his thumb. The cars rushed by it, unheeding, and less than
two miles avay the green car was on its way agan. Andy knew nothing of this his
harried mind had turned back to that night with Vicky in the Union. She was staying at
one of the dorms and he had dropped her off there, relishing her lips again on the step just
outsde the big double doors, and she had put her ams hesitantly around his neck, this
girl who had still been avirgin. They had been young, Jesus they had been young.

The cars rushed by, Charli€s hair lifted and dropped in each backwash of ar, and he
remembered the rest of what had happened that night twelve years ago.
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Andy darted across campus after seeing Vicky into her dorm, headed for the highway
where he could hitch a ride into town. Although he could fed it only faintly agang his
face, the May wind beat strongly through the dms lining the mdl, as if an invigble river



ran through the air just @ove him, a river from which he could detect only the faintest,
farthest ripples.

Jason Gearneigh Hall was on his way and he stopped in front of its dark bulk. Around
it, the trees with their new foliage danced snuoudy in the unseen current of tha river of
wind. A cool chill wormed its way down his spine and then sdtled in his somach,
freezing him lightly. He shivered even though the evening was warm. A big silver-dollar
moon rode between the growing rafts of clouds gilded kedlboats running before the wind,
running on that dark river of ar. The moonlight reflected on the building's windows,
making them glare like blankly unpleasant eyes.

Something happened in there, he thought. Something more than what we were told or
led to expect. What was it?

In his mind's eye he saw that drowning, bloody hand again — only this time he saw it
griking the chart, leaving a bloodgtain in the shgpe of a comma . . . and then the chart
rolling up with arattling, smacking sound.

He waked toward the building. Crazy. They're not going to let you into a lecture hall
at past ten o'clock. And —

And I'm scared.

Yes. That was it. Too many disquieting hdf memories. Too easy to persuade himsdf
they had only been fantases, Vicky was dready on her way to accomplishing that. A test
subject clawing his eyes out. Someone screaming that she wished she were dead, that
being dead would be better than this, even if it meant going to hel and burning there for
eternity. Someone dse going into cardiac arest and then being bundled out of sght with
chilling professondism. Because, let's face it, Andy old kid, thinking about telepathy
doesn't scare you.

What scares you is the thought that one of those things might have happened.

Heds clicking, he waked up to the big double doors and tried them. Locked. Behind
them he could see the empty lobby. Andy knocked, and when he saw someone coming
out of the shadows, he dmost ran. He dmost ran because the face that was going to
gopear out of those swimming shadows would be the face of Raph Baxter, or of a tal
man with shoulder-length blond hair and a scar on his chin.

But it was neither; the man who came over to the bbby doors and unlocked them and
guck his querulous face out was a typica college security guard: about sxty — two,
lined cheeks and forehead, wary blue eyes that were rheumy from too much bottle time.
A big time clock was clipped to his belt.

‘Building's closed!" he said.

'l know," Andy said, 'but | was part of an experiment in Room Seventy that finished up
thismorning and —

"That don't matter! Building closes a nine on week-nightst Come back tomorrow!"

" — and | think | left my watch in there’ Andy said. He didn't own a watch. 'Hey, what
do you say? Just one quick look around.’

'l can't do that, the night man said, but dl at once he sounded strangely unsure.

With no thought at al about it one way or another, Andy said in alow voice 'Sure you
can. I'll just take alook and then I'll be out of your way.

Y ou won't even remember | was here, right?

A sudden weird feding in his head: it was as if he had reached out, and pushed this
edely night security man, only with his head ingead of his hands. And the guard did



take two or three uncertain steps backward, letting go of the door.

Andy stepped in, a little concerned. There was a sudden sharp pan in his head, but it
subsided to alow throb that was gone half an hour later.

'Say, are you dl right? he asked the security man.

'Huh? Sure, I'm okay." The security man's suspicion was gone; he gave Andy a smile
that was entirely friendly. '‘Go on up and look for your watch, if you want to. Take your
time. | probably won't even remember that you're here!

And he gtrolled off:

Andy looked after him disbelievingly and then rubbed his forehead absently, as if to
soothe the mild ache there. What in God's name had he done to that old duck? Something,
that was for sure.

He turned, went to the dairs, and began climbing them. The upper hal was deeply
shadowed and narow; a nagging feding of clausrophobia dipped around him and
seemed to tighten his breething, like an invisble dog-collar. Up here, the bulding hed
poked into that river of wind, and the air went skating under the eaves, screaming thinly.
Room 70 had two double doors, the top haves two squares of frosted, pebbled glass.
Andy good outsde them, ligening to the wind move through the old gutters and
downspouts, rattling the rusty leaves of dead years. His heart was thudding heavily in his
chest.

He dmost waked away from it then; it seemed suddenly easer not to know, just to
forget it. Then he reached out and grasped one of the doorknobs, teling himsef there was
nothing to worry about anyway because the damn room would be locked and good
riddanceto it.

Except that it wasn't. The knob turned fredly. The door opened.

The room was empty, lit only by suttering moonlight through the moving branches of
the old dms outsde. There was enough light for him to see tha the cots had been
removed. The blackboard had been erased and washed. The chart was rolled up like a
windowshade, only the pull ring dangling. Andy stepped toward it, and after a moment he
reached up with a hand that trembled dightly and pulled it down.

Quadrants of the brain; the human mind served up and marked like a butcher's
diagram. Just seeing it made him get tha trippy feding again, like an acid flash. Nothing
fun about it; it was sickening, and a moan escaped his throat, as ddicate as a Slver strand
of spiderweb.

The bloodstain was there, comma-black in the moon's uneasy light. A printed legend
that had undoubtedly reed CORPUS CALLOSUM before this weekend's experiment now
read COR OSUM, the comma-shaped dain intervening.

Such agmdl thing.

Such ahugething.

He good in the dark, looking a it, starting to shake for red. How much of it did this
make true? Some? Most? All”? None of the above?

From behind him he heard a sound, or thought he did: the stealthy squeak of a shoe.

His hands jerked and one of them gruck the chat with that same awful smacking
sound. It rattled back up on its roller, the sound dreadfully loud in this black pit of a
room.

A sudden knocking on the moonlight-dusted far window; a branch, or perhaps dead
fingers stresked with gore and tissue: let me in | left my eyes in there oh let me in let me



in—

He whirled in a dow-motion dream, a slomo dream, sinkingly sure that it would be that
boy, a spirit in a white robe, dripping black holes where his eyes had been. His heart was
alivething in histhroat.

No onethere.
No thing there.

But his nerve was broken and then the branch began its implacable knocking again, he
fled, not bothering to close the classsoom door behind him. He sprinted down the narrow
corridor and suddenly footfals were pursuing him, echoes of his own running fest. He
went down the dtairs two at a time and so came back into te lobby, breathing hard, the
blood hammering at histemples. Theair in histhroat prickled like cut hay.

He didn't see the security man anywhere abouit.
He left, shutting one of the big glass lobby doors behind him and dinking down the
walk to the quad like the fugitive he would later become.
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Five days later, and much agangt her will, Andy dragged Vicky Tomlinson down to
Jason Gearneigh Hal. She had dready decided she never wanted to think about the
experiment again. She had drawn her two-hundred-dollar check from the Psychology
Department, banked it, and wanted to forget where it had come from.

He persuaded her to come, using eloquence he hadn't been aware he possessed. They
went a the two-fifty change of classes the bells of Harrison Chapd played a carillon in
the dozing May ar. 'Nothing can hgppen to us in broad daylight, he sad, uneasly
refusng to darify, even in his own mind, exactly what he might be araid of. ‘Not with
dozens of peopledl around.

'l just don't want to go, Andy," she had said, but she had gone.

There were two or three kids leaving the lecture room with books under their arms.
Sunshine painted the windows a proser hue than the diamond — dust of moonlight Andy
remembered. As Andy and Vicky entered, a few others trickled in for their three-o'clock
biology seminar. One of them began to tak softly and earnestly to a pair of the others
about an end-ROTC march that was coming off that weekend. No one took the dightest
notice of Andy and Vicky.

‘All right,” Andy said, and his voice was thick and nervous. 'See what you think.'

He pulled the chart down by the dangling ring. They were looking a a naked man with
his skin flayed away and his organs labded. His muscles looked like interwoven skeins
of red yarn. Some wit had labeled him Oscar the Grouch.

‘Jesus!’ Andy said.

She gripped his am and her hand was warm with nervous perspiration. 'Andy,’ she
said. 'Please, let's go. Before someone recognizes us.

Yes, he was ready to go. The fact that the chart had been changed somehow scared him
more than anything dse. He jerked the pull ring down sharply and let it go. It made that
same smacking sound as it went up.

Different chart. Same sound. Twelve years later he could ill hear the sound it made
— when his aching head would let him. He never stepped into Room 70 of Jason



Gearneigh Hall after that day, but he was acquainted with that sound.
He heard it frequently in his dreams . . . and saw that questing, drowning, bloodstained
hand.
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The green car whispered along the arport feeder road toward the Northway entrance
ramp. Behind the whed, Norville Bates sat with his hands firmly a ten and two o'clock.
Classcd musc came from the FM recaiver in a muted, smooth flow. His hair was now
short and combed back, but the smal, semicircular scar on his chin hadn't changed — the
place where he had cut himsdf on a jagged piece of Coke bottle as a kid. Vicky, had she
dtill been dive, would have recognized him.

'We have one unit on the way,' the man in the Botany 500 suit said. His name was John
Mayo. The guy's agtringer. Heworks for DIA aswell asus.'

‘Just an ordinary whore,' the third man said, and dl three of them laughed in a nervous,
keyed up way. They knew they were close; they could dmost smell blood. The name of
the third man was Orville Jamieson, but he preferred to be called OJ, or even better, The
Juice. He sgned dl his office memos OJ. He had sgned one The Juice and that bastard
Cap had given him a reprimand. Not just an ord one; a written one that had gone in his
record.

'Y ou think it's the Northway, huh? OJ asked.

Norville Bates shrugged. 'Either the Northway or they headed into Albany,” he said. 'l
gave the local yokd the hotels in town because it's his town, right?

‘Right, John Mayo said. He and Norville got dong well together. They went back a
long way. All the way back to Room 70 of Jason Gearneigh Hall, and that, my friend,
should anyone ever ask you had been hairy. John never wanted b go through anything
that hairy again. He had been the man who zapped the kid who went into cardiac arrest.
He had been a medic during the early days in Nam and he knew what to do with the
defibrillator — in theory, at least. In practice, it hadn't gone ® wdl, and the kid had got
away from them. Twelve kids got Lot Six that day. Two of them had died — the kid who
had gone into cardiac arrest and a girl who died six days later in her dorm, gpparently of a
sudden brain embolism. Two others had gone hopdesdy inssne — one of them the boy
who had blinded himsdlf, the other a girl who later developed a totd pardyss from the
neck down. Wanless had said that was psychologica, but who the fuck knew? It had been
anice day'swork, al right.

‘The locd yokd is taking his wife dong,’ Norville was saying. 'She's looking for her
granddaughter. Her son ran away with the little girl. Nasty divorce case, al of tha. She
doesn't want to notify the police unless she has to, but she's afraid the son might be going
mentd. If she plays it right, there isnt a night derk in town that won't tel her if the two
of them have checked in.’

'If she playsit right, OJ said. "With these stringers you can never tdl.'

John said, "We're going to the closest on-ramp, right?

‘Right,’ Norville said. 'Jugt three, four minutes now.’

'Have they had enough time to get down there?

‘They have if they were busing ass. Maybe well be able to pick them up trying to



thumb a ride right there on the ramp. Or maybe tey took a shortcut and went over the
dde into the breskdown lane. Either way, dl we have to do is cruise dong until we come
to them.’

'Where you headed, buddy, hop in,’ The Juice said, and laughed. There was a .357
Magnum in ashoulder holster under hisleft arm. He called it The Windsucker.

'If they dready hooked them aride, we're shit out of luck, Norv," John said.

Norville shrugged. 'Percentage play. It's quarter past one in the morning. With the
rationing, traffic's thinner than ever. What's Mr. Busnessman going to think if he sees a
big guy and alittle girl trying to hitch aride?

'He's gonna think it's bad news," John said.

‘That's a big ten-four.’

The Juice laughed again. Up ahead the stop-and-go light that marked the Northway
ramp gleamed in the dark. OJ put his hand on the wanut stock of The Windsucker. Just
in case.
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The van passed them by, backwashing cool ar . . . and then its brakdights flashed
brighter and it swerved over into the breskdown lane about fifty yards farther up.

"Thank God," Andy said softly. 'Y ou let me do the talking, Charlie!

‘All right, Daddy." She sounded apathetic. The dark circles were back under her eyes.
The van was backing up as they walked toward it. Andy's head felt like adowly swdling
lead balloon.

There was a vison from the Thousand and One Nights painted on the side — cdiphs,
maidens hiding under gauzy masks, a capet floating mysticaly in the ar. The carpet was
undoubtedly meant to be red, but in the light of turnpike sodiums it was the dark maroon
of drying blood.

Andy opened the passenger door and boosted Charlie up and in. He followed her.
"Thanks, mister," he said. 'Saved our lives!

'My pleasure,’ the driver said. Hi, little stranger.’

'Hi,' Charliesad inasmal voice.

The driver checked the outsde mirror, drove down the breskdown lane at a steadily
increesing pace, and then crossed into the trave lane. Glancing past Charli€s dightly
bowed head, Andy fdt a touch of quilt: the driver was exactly the sort of young man
Andy himsdf dways passed by when he saw him ganding on the shoulder with his
thumb out. Big but lean, he wore a heavy black beard that curled down to his chest and a
big fet hat that looked like a prop in a movie about feudin Kentucky hillbillies A
cigaette that looked home rolled was cocked in the corner of his mouth, curling up
smoke. Just acigarette, by the smell; no sweet odor of cannabis.

'Where you headed, my man? the driver asked.

"Two towns up the ling Andy said.

'Hadtings Glen?

‘That's right.’

The driver nodded. 'On the run from someone, | guess!’

Charlie tensed and Andy put a soothing hand on her back and rubbed gently until she



loosened up again. He had detected no menace in the driver's voice.

"There was aprocess server at the airport,’ he said.

The driver grinned — it was admost hidden benesth his fierce beard — plucked the
cigarette from his mouth, and offered it ddicady to the wind sucking just outsde his
half-open vent window. The dipsiream gulped it down.

'Something to do with the little stranger hereis my guess' he said.

‘Not far wrong," Andy said.

The driver fel dlent. Andy settled back and tried to cope with his headache. It seemed
to have levded off & a find screaming pitch. Had it ever been this bad before?
Impossible to tell. Each time he overdid it, it seemed like the worst ever. It would be a
month before he dared use the push again. He knew that two towns up the line was not
nearly far enough, but it was al he could manage tonight. He was tipped over. Hastings
Glen would have to do.

'Who do you pick, man? the driver asked him.

'Huh?

"The Series. The San Diego Padresin the World Series— how do you figure that?

'Pretty far out,” Andy agreed. His voice came from far away, atolling undersea bell.

'Y ou okay, man? Y ou look pae.

'Headache,' Andy said. 'Migraine.’

"Too much pressure,’ the driver said. 'l can dig it. You Staying a a hotel? You need
some cash? | could let you have five. Wish it was more, but I'm on my way to Cdifornia,
and | got to watch it careful. Just like the Joadsin The Grapes of Wrath.'

Andy smiled gratefully. 'l think we're okay.'

'Fine' He glanced at Charlie, who had dozed off: 'Pretty little girl, my man. Are you
watching out for her?

'‘Asbest | can,’ Andy said.

‘All right,’ the driver said. 'That's the name of that tune.’
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Hagtings Glen was little more than a wide place in the road; a this hour dl the traffic
lights in town had turned to blinkers. The bearded driver in the hillbilly hat took them up
the exit ramp, through the desping town, and down Route 40 to the Sumberland Motd, a
redwood place with the skdletd remains of a harvested cornfidd in back and a pinkish
red neon sgn out front that stuttered the nonword VA A CY into the dark. As her deep
deepened, Charlie had tilted farther and farther to  the left, until her head was resting on
the driver's blue-jeaned thigh. Andy had offered to shift her, and the driver shook his
head.

'She's fine, man. Let her deep.’

'Would you mind dropping us off a little bit past? Andy asked. It was hard to think, but
this caution came dmodt intuitively.

'Don't want the night man to know you dont have a car? The driver smiled. 'Sure,
man. But a place like that, they wouldn't give a squirt if you pedded in on a unicyce’
The van'stires crunched the gravel shoulder. 'Y ou positive you couldn't use five?

'l guess | could,” Andy sad reluctantly. "'Would you write down your address for me?



I'll mail it back to you.'

The driver's grin regppeared. 'My address is 'in trangit,” he said, getting out his wallet.
‘But you may see my happy smiling face again, right? Who knows. Grab onto Abe, man.’
He handed the five to Andy and suddenly Andy was crying — not alat, but crying.

'‘No, man,’ the driver said kindly. He touched the back of Andy's neck lightly. 'Life is
short and pain is long and we were al put on this earth to help each other. The comic-
book philosophy of Jm Paulson in anutshell. Take good care of the little stranger.

'Sure, Andy sad, brushing his eyes. He put the five-ddllar hill in the pocket of his
corduroy coat.
'Charlie? Hon? Wake up. Just alittle bit longer now.’
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Three minutes later Chalie was leaning deepily agang him while he watched Jm
Paulson go up the road to a closed restaurant, turn around, and then head back past them
toward the Interstate. Andy raised his hand. Paulson raised his in return. Old Ford van
with the Arabian Nights on the Sde, jinns and grand viziers and a mystic, floating carpet.
Hope Cdifornids good to you, guy, Andy thought, and then the two of them waked back
toward the Sumberland Motdl.

'l want you to wait for me outside and out of sight,’ Andy said. 'Okay?

'‘Okay, Daddy.' Very deepy.

He left her by an evergreen shrub and walked over to the office and rang the night bell.
After about two minutes, a middle-aged man in a bathrobe appeared, polishing his
glasses. He opened the door and let Andy in without aword.

'l wonder if |1 could have the unit down on the end of the left wing,’ Andy sad. 'l
parked there.'

"This time of year, you could have all of the west wing if you wanted it,' the night man
sad, and amiled around a mouthful of yelow dentures. He gave Andy a printed index
cad and a pen advertisng business supplies. A car passed by outsde, slent headlights
that waxed and waned.

Andy dsgned the card Bruce Rozelle. Bruce was driving a 1978 Vega, New York
license LMS 240. He looked at the blank marked ORGANIZATION/ COMPANY for a
moment, and then, in a flash of inspiration (as much as his aching head would alow), he
wrote United Vending Company of America And checked CASH under form of
paymen.

Another car went by out front.

The clerk initided the card and tucked it away. That's seventeen dollars and fifty
cents.'

'Do you mind change? Andy asked. 'l never did get a chance to cash up, and I'm
dragging around twenty pounds of slver. | hate these country milk runs.’

'Spends just as easy | don't mind.'

Thanks" Andy reached into his coat pocket, pushed asde the five-dalar bill with his
fingers, and brought out a fistful of quarters, nickels, and dimes. He counted out fourteen
dollars, brought out some more change, and made up the rest. The cleek had been
separding the coins into neat piles and now he swept them into the correct compartments



of the cash drawer.

'You know," he sad, closng the drawer and looking & Andy hopefully, 'I'd knock five
bucks off your room hill if you could fix my cigarette machine. It's been out of order for a
week.'

Charlie waked over to the machine, which stood in the corner, pretended to look ét it,
and then walked back. 'Not our brand," he said.

'Oh. Shit. Okay. Goodnight, buddy. Youll find an extra blanket on the closet shelf if
you should want it.'

'Fine'

He went out. The gravd crunched benesth his feet, hideoudy amplified in his ears
sounding like stone cered. He waked over to the evergreen shrub where he had left
Charlie and Charlie wasn't there.

'Charlie?

No answer. He switched the room key on its long green plastic tab from one hand to
the other. Both hands were suddenly swesty.

'Charlie?

Stll no answer. He thought back and now it seemed to him tha the car that had gone
past when he had been filling out the regidration card had been dowing down. Maybe it
had been a green car.

His heartbeat began to pick up, sending jolts of pain up to his skull. He tried to think
what he should do if Charlie was gone, but he couldn't think. His head hurt too badly. He

There was a low, snorting, snoring sound from deeper back in the bushes. A sound he
knew very wel. He legped toward it, gravel spurting out from under his shoes. Stff'
evergreen branches scraped his legs and raked back the tails of his corduroy jacket.

Charlie was lying on her sde on the verge of the mote lawn, knees drawn up nearly to
her chin, hands between them. Fast adeep. Andy stood with his eyes closed for a moment
and then shook her  awake for what he hoped would be the last time that night. That
long, long night.

Her eydids fluttered, and then she was looking up a him. 'Daddy? she asked, her
voice was blurred, sill haf in her dreams. 'l got out of sight like you said.’

'l know, honey,' he said. 'l know you did. Come on. We're going to bed.’
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Twenty minutes later they were both in the double bed of Unit 16, Charlie fast adeep and
breathing evenly, Andy ill awake but drifting toward deep, only the steady thump in his
head ill holding him up. And the questions.

They had been on the run for about a year. It was dmost impossible to beieve, maybe
because it hadnt seemed s0 much like running, not when they had been in Port City,
Pennsylvania, running the Weight-Off program. Charlie had gone to school in Port City,
and how could you be on the run if you were holding a job and your daughter was going
to firsd grade? They had amost been caught in Port City, not because they had been
particularly good (athough they were terribly dogged, and that frightened Andy a lot) but
because Andy had made that crucid lapse — he had dlowed himsdf temporarily to



forget they were fugitives.

No chance of that now.

How close were they? Still back in New York? If only he could bdieve that — they
hadn't got the cabby's number; they were ill tracking him down. More likely they were
in Albany, crawling over the arport like maggots over a pile of meat scraps. Hastings
Glen? Maybe by morning. But maybe not. Hagtings Glen was fifteen miles from the
airport. No need to |et paranoia sweep away good sense.

| deserveit! | deserveto go infront of the cars for setting that man on firel

His own voice replying: It could have been worse. It could have been his face.

Voicesin a haunted room.

Something else came to him. He was supposed to be driving a Vega. When morning
came and the night man didnt see a Vega parked in front of Unit 16, would he just
assume his United Vending Company man had pushed on? Or would he investigate?
Nothing he could do about it now. He was totdly wasted.

| thought there was something funny about him. He looked pale, sick. And he paid with
change. He said he worked for a vending-machine company, but he couldn't fix the
cigarette machine in the lobby.

Voicesin a haunted room.

He shifted onto his Sde, ligening to Charllies dow, even bresthing. He thought they
had taken her, but shed only gone farther back in the bushes. Out of sght. Charlene
Norma McGee, Charlie since . . . wdl, since forever. If they took you, Charlie, | don't
know what 1'd do.
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One last voice, his roommate Quincey's voice, from Sx years ago.

Charlie had been a year old then, and of course they knew she wasn't normd. They had
known that since she was a week old and Vicky had brought her into their bed with them
because when she was left in the little crib, the pillow began to . . . well, began to
smolder. The night they had put the crib away forever, not spesking in ther fright, a
fright too big and too strange to be articulated, it had got hot enough to blister her cheek
and she had screamed most of the night, in spite of the Solarcaine Andy had found in the
medicine chest. What a crazyhouse that first year had been, no deep, endless fear. Fires
in the wastebaskets when her bottles were late; once the curtains had burgt into flame, and
if Vicky hadn't been in the room —

It was her fal down the dairs that had findly prompted him to cal Quincey. She had
been crawling then, and was quite good a going up the stairs on her hands and knees and
then backing down again the same way. Andy had been gtting with her that day; Vicky
was out a Senter's with one of her friends, shopping. She had been hesitant about going,
and Andy nearly had to throw her out the door. She was looking too used lately, too tired.
There was something darey in her eyes that made him think about those combat —
fatigue stories you heard during wartime.

He had been reading in the living room, near the foot of the dars. Charlie was going
up and down. Sitting on the stairs was a teddy bear. He should have moved it, of course,
but each time she went up, Charlie went around it, and he had become lulled — much as



he had become Iulled by what appeared to be their normd life in Port City.

As she came down the third time, her feet got tangled around the bear and she came dl
the way to the bottom, thump, bump, and tumble, wailing with rage and fear. The dairs
were carpeted and she didn't even have a bruise — God watches over drunks and small
children, that had been Quincey's saying, and that was his firs conscious thought of
Quincey that day — but Andy rushed to her, picked her up, held her, cooed a lot of
nonsense to her while he gave her the quick once-over, looking for blood, or a limb
hanging wrong, Sgns of concusson. And —

And he felt it pass him — the invigble, incredible bolt of death from his daughter's
mind. It fdt like the backwash of warm ar from a highbdling subway tran, when it's
summertime and youre danding maybe a little too close on the platfform. A oft,
soundless passage of warm air . . . and then the teddy bear was on fire. Teddy had hurt
Charlie, Charlie would hurt Teddy. The flames roared up, and for a moment, as it
charred, Andy was looking at its black shoebutton eyes through a sheet of flame, and the
flames were spreading to the carpeting on the stair where the bear had tumbled.

Andy put his daughter down and ran for the fire extinguisher on the wal near the TV.
He and Vicky didn't tak about the thing their daughter could do — there were times
when Andy wanted to, but Vicky wouldnt hear of it; she avoided the subject with
hystericad  stubbornness, saying there was nothing wrong with Charlie, nothing wrong —
but fire extinguishers had appeared slently, undiscussed, with dmost the same sedth as
dandelions appear during that period when spring and summer overlgp. They didnt tak
about what Charlie could do, but there were fire extinguishers dl over the house.

He grabbed this one, smdling the heavy aroma of frying carpet, and dashed for the
dairs . . . and 4ill there was time to think about that story, the one he had read as a kid,
'It'sa Good Life' by some guy named Jerome Bixby, and that had been about a little kid
who had endaved his parents with psychic terror, a nightmare of a thousand possble
deaths, and you never knew . . . you never knew when the little kid was going to get mad

Charlie was waliling, Stting on her butt &t the foot of the sairs.

Andy twiged the knob on the fire extinguisher savagely and sprayed foam on the
gpreading fire, dousing it. He picked up Teddy, his fur dippled with dots and puffs and
dollops of foam, and carried him back downgtairs.

Hating himsdlf, yet knowing in some primitive way thet it had to be done, the line had
to be drawn, the lesson learned, he jammed the bear dmost into Charli€s screaming,
frightened, tear-stresked face. Oh you dirty bastard, he had thought desperately, why
don't you just go out to the kitchen and get a paring knife and cut a line up each cheek?
Mark her that way? And his mind had seized on that. Scars. Yes. That's what he had to
do. Scar his child. Burn a scar on her soul.

'Do you like the way Teddy looks? he roared. The bear was scalded, the bear was
blackened, and in his hand it was 4ill as warm as a cooling lump of charcod. ‘Do you
like Teddy to be dl burned so you can't play with him anymore, Charlie?

Charlie was crying in geat, braying whoops, her skin dl red fever and pale degth, her
eyes swvimming with tears. 'Daaaaa! Ted! Ted!'

'Yes, Teddy, he said grimly. Teddy's dl burned, Charlie. You burned Teddy. And if
you burn Teddy, you might burn Mommy. Daddy. Now . . . don't you do it anymore!' He
leaned closer to her, not picking her up yet, not touching her. 'Dont you do it anymore



because it isa Bad Thing!'

'‘Daaaaaaaaaa —'

And that was dl the heartbresk he could stand to inflict, dl the horror, dl the fear. He
picked her up, held her, walked her back and forth untii — a very long time later — her
sobs tgpered off to irregular hitchings of her chest, and sniffles. When he looked at her,
she was adegp with her cheek on his shoulder.

He put her on the couch and went to the phone in the kitchen and caled Quincey.

Quincey didnt want to tak. He was working for a large arcraft corporation in that
year of 1975, and in the notes that accompanied each of his yearly Chrisimas cards to the
McGees he described his job as Vice-Presdent in Charge of Stroking. When the men
who made the airplanes had problems, they were supposed to go see Quincey. Quincey
would hep them with ther problems — fedings of dienation, identity crises maybe just
a feding that thair jobs were dehumanizing them — and they wouldn't go back to the line
and put the widget where the wadget was supposed to go and therefore the planes
wouldn't crash and the world would continue to be safe for democracy. For this Quincey
made thirty-two thousand dollars a year, seventeen thousand more than Andy made. 'And
| don't fed a bit guilty,” he had written. '| condder it a smdl sdary to extract for keeping
America afloa dmos sngle-handed.’

That was Quincey, as sardonicaly funny as ever. Except he hadn't been sardonic and
he hadn't been funny that day when Andy cdled from Ohio with his daughter deeping on
the couch and the smdll of burned bear and singed carpeting in his nodtrils:

'I've heard things,' Quincey sad findly, when he sw that Andy wasn't going to let him
off without something. '‘But sometimes people listen in on phones, old buddy. It's the era
of Watergate.'

'I'm scared,’ Andy said. 'Vicky's scared. And Charlie's scared too. What have you
heard, Quincey?

'Once upon a time there was an experiment in which twelve people participated,
Quincey sad. 'About Six years ago. Do you remember that?

| remember it,; Andy said grimly.

‘There aren't many of those twelve people left. There were four, the last | heard. And
two of them married each other.’

'Yes' Andy said, but ingde he felt growing horror. Only four left? What was Quincey
talking about?

'l undergtand one of them can bend keys and shut doors without even touching them.’
Quincey's voice, thin, coming across two thousand miles of telephone cable, coming
through switching dations, through the openreday points, through junction boxes in
Nevada, |daho, Colorado, lowa. A million places to tap into Quincey's voice.

'Yes? he said, graining to keep his voice levd. And he thought of Vicky, who could
sometimes turn on the radio or turn off the TV without going anywhere near it — and
Vicky was apparently not even aware she was doing those things.

'Oh yes, he's for red, Quincey was saying. 'Hes — wha would you ssy? — a
documented case: It hurts his head if he does those things too often, but he can do them.
They keep him in a little room with a door he can't open and a lock he can't bend. They
do tests on him. He bends keys. He shuts doors. And | understand he's nearly crazy .’

'Oh...my...God, Andy sad fantly.

'He's part of the peace effort, so it's dl right if he goes crazy,” Quincey went on. 'He's



going crazy so0 two hundred and twenty million Americans can stay safe and fee. Do you
understand?

'Yes,' Andy had whispered.

'What about the two people who got married? Nothing. So far as they know. They live
quidly, in some quiet middle-American dtate like Ohio. Theres maybe a yearly check on
them. Just to see if they're doing anything like bending keys or closng doors without
touching them or doing funny little mentalis routines a the locad Backyard Carnivd for
Muscular Dystrophy. Good thing those people can't do anything like that, isn't it, Andy?

Andy closed his eyes and smdled burned cloth. Sometimes Charlie would pull open
the fridge door, look in, and then crawl off again. And if Vicky was ironing, she would
glance a the fridge door and it would swing shut agan — dl without her being aware
that she was doing anything drange. That was sometimes. At other times it didn't seem to
work, and she would leave her ironing and close the refrigerator door hersdf (or turn off
the radio, or turn on the TV). Vicky couldnt bend keys or read thoughts or fly or dart
fires or predict the future. She could sometimes shut a door from across the room and that
was about the extent of it. Sometimes, after she had done severd of these things, Andy
had noticed that she would complain of a headache or an upset ssomach, and whether that
was a physicd reaction or some sort of muttered warning from her subconscious, Andy
didnt know. Her ability to do these things got maybe a little stronger around the time of
her period. Such smal things, and so infrequently, that Andy had come to think of them
as normd. As for himsdf . . . well he could push people. There was no red name for it;
perhaps autohypnoss came closest. And he couldnt do it often, because it gave him
headaches. Most days he could forget completely that he wasn't utterly normd and never
redlly had been since that day in Room 70 of Jason Gearneigh.

He closed his eyes and on the dark field insde his eydids he saw that comma-shaped
bloodstain and the nonwordsCOR ~~ OSUM.

'Yes, it's a good thing,” Quincey went on, as if Andy had agreed. 'Or they might put
them — in two little rooms where they could work full — time to keep two hundred and
twenty million Americans safe and free!

‘A good thing,” Andy agreed.

"Those twelve people,' Quincey said, 'maybe they gave those twelve people a drug they
didnt fully understand. It might have been that someone — a certain Mad Doctor —
might have ddiberatdy mided them. Or maybe he thought he was mideading them and
they were ddiberately leading him on. It doesn't matter.’

'‘No.'

'So this drug was given to them and maybe it changed their chromosomes a little bit.
Or alot. Or who knows. And maybe two of them got married and decided to have a baby
and maybe the baby got something more than her eyes and his mouth. Wouldn't they be
interested in that child?

I bet they would, Andy said, now s0 frightened he was having trouble talking at al.
He had dready decided that he would not tell Vicky about caling Quincey.

It's like you got lemon, and that's nice, and you got meringue, and that's nice, too, but
when you put them together, you've got . . . a whole new taste treat. | bet they'd want to
see just what that child could do. They might just want to teke it and put it in a little room
and see if t could help make the world safe for democracy. And | think that's dl | want to
say, old buddy, except . . . keep your head down.’
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Voicesin a haunted room.

Keep your head down.

He tuned his head on the motd pillow and looked a Charlie, who was deeping
deeply. Charlie kid, what are we going to do? Where can we go and be left alone? How
isthis going to end?

No answer to any of these questions.

And a lagt he dept, while not so far away a green car cruised through the dark, il
hoping to come upon a big man with broad shoulders in a corduroy jacket and a little girl
with blond hair in red pants and a green blouse.



L ongmont, Virginia:
The Shop

1

Two handsome Southern plantation homes faced each other across a long and ralling
grass lawn that was crisscrossed by a few gracefully looping bike paths and a two-lane
crushed — gravd drive that came over the hill from the main road. Off to one sde of one
of these houses was a large barn, painted a bright red and trimmed a spotless white. Near
the other was a long sable, done in the same handsome red with white trim. Some of the
best horseflesh in the South was quartered here. Between the barn and the stable was a
wide, shalow duckpond, camly reflecting the sky.

In the 1860s, the origind owners of these two homes had gone off and got themsdlves
killed in the war, and dl survivors of both families were dead now. The two estates had
been consolidated into one piece of government property in 1954. It was Shop
headquarters.

At ten minutes past nine on, a sunny October day — the day after Andy and Charlie
left New York, for Albany in a taxicah — an dderly man with kindly, sparkling eyes and
wearing a woolen British driving cap on his head biked toward one of the houses. Behind
him, over the second knoll, was the checkpoint he had come through after a computer 1D
system had okayed his thumbprint. The checkpoint was insde a double run of barbed
wire. The outer run, seven feet high, was marked every sixty feet by sgns tha read
CAUTION! GOVERNMENT PROPERTY LOW ELECTRIC CHARGE RUNS
THROUGH THIS FENCE! During the day, the charge was indeed low. At night, the on
property generator boosted it to a letha voltage, and each morning a squad of five
groundskeepers circled it in little eectric golf carts, picking up the bodies of crisped
rabbitss, moles, birds, groundhogs, an occasond skunk lying in a pool of andl,
sometimes a deer. And twice, human beings, equaly cooked. The space between the
outer and inner runs of barbed wire was ten feet. Day and night, guard dogs circled the
ingdlation in this run. The guard dogs were Dobermans, and they had been trained to
day away from the dectrified wire. At each corner of the inddlation there were guard
towers, dso built of spanking-red barnboard and trimmed in white. They were manned by
personnel who were expert in the use of various items of death-deding hardware. The
whole place was monitored by TV cameras, and the views these various cameras
presented were constantly scanned by computer. The Longmont facility was secure.

The dderly man biked on, with a smile for the people he passed. An old, baldheaded
man in a basebal cgp was waking a thin-ankled filly. He raised his hand and cdled, 'Hi,
Cap! Ain't this some kind of aday!"

'Knock your eye out,' the man on the bike agreed. 'Have agood one, Henry.'

He reached the front of the northernmost of the two homes, dismounted his bike, and
put down its kickstand. He breathed deeply of the mild morning air, then trotted spryly up
the wide porch steps and between the broad Doric columns.

He opened the door and stepped into the wide receiving hal. A young woman with red
hair sat behind a dek, a datistics-andyss book open in front of her. One hand was
holding her place in the book. The other was in her desk drawer, lightly touching a .38



Smith & Wesson.

'‘Good morning, Josie,' the elderly gent said.

'Hi, Cap. Youre running a little behind, arent you? Pretty girls could get away with
this, if it had been Duanes day on the front desk, he could not have done. Cap was not a
supporter of women's liberation.

'My top gear's sticking, darlin.' He put his thumb in the proper dot. Something in the
console thudded heavily, and a green light fluttered and then remained seady on Josi€'s
board. "Y ou be good, now.'

'Wdll, I'll be careful,' she said archly, and crossed her legs.

Cap roared laughter and walked down the hall.

She watched him go, wondering for a moment if she should have told him tha creepy old
man Wanless had come in some twenty minutes ago. Hed know soon enough, she
supposed, and sighed. What a way to screw up the start of a perfectly fine day, having to
talk to an old spook like that. But she supposed that a person like Cap, who held a
position of greet responghility, had to take the sour with the swest.

2

Cap's office was a the back of the house. A large bay window gave a magnificent view
of the back lawn, the barn, and the duckpond, which was partialy screened with aders.
Rich McKeon was hdfway down the lawn, dtting astride a miniature tractor-lawvnmower.
Cap dood looking at him with his ams crossed behind his back for a moment and then
went over to the Mr. Coffee in the corner. He poured some coffee in his U.SN. cup,
added Cremora and then sat down and thumbed the intercom.

'Hi, Rachd,' he said.

'Hello, Cap. Dr. Wanlessis—

I knew it,’ Cap said, 'l knew it. | could smell that old whore the minute | camein.'

'Shdl | tell him you're just too busy today?

'Dont tel him any such thing, Cap sad doutly. 'Just let him gt out there in the yellow
parlor the whole frigging morning. If he doesn't decide to go home, | suppose | can see
him before lunch.’

‘All right, gr.' Problem solved — for Rachd, anyway, Cap thought with a touch of
resentment. Wanless wasn't redlly her problem a al. And the fact was, Wanless was
getting to be an embarassment. He had outlived both his usefulness and his influence.
Wi, there was dways the Maui compound. And then there was Rainbird.

Cap felt alittle inward shudder at that . . . and he wasn't a man who shuddered easily.

He held down the intercom toggle again. 'I'll want the entire McGee file again, Rachel.
And at ten-thirty | want to see Al Steinowitz. If Wanless is gill here when | finish with
Al, you can send himin.'

'Very good, Cap.'

Cap sat back, steepled his fingers, and looked across the room at the picture of George
Petton on the wall. Patton was standing astride the top hatch of a tank as if he thought re
were Duke Wayne or someone. 'It's a hard life if you dont wesken,’ he told Patton's
image, and sipped his coffee.
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Rachd brought the file in on a whisper-wheded library cart ten minutes later. There were
sx boxes of papers and reports, four boxes of photographs. There were telephone
transcripts as well. The McGee phone had been bugged since 1978.

"Thanks, Rachd.'

'Y oure welcome. Mr. Steinowitz will be here at tentthirty.

'Of course he will. Has Wanless died yet?

I'm afraid not,’ she said, smiling. 'He's just gtting out there and watching Henry wak
the horses!’

'Shredding his goddam cigarettes?

Rachel covered her mouth like a schoolgirl, giggled, and nodded. 'He's gone through
half apack aready.'

Cap grunted. Rachd left and he turned to the files He had been through them how
many times in the last eleven months? A dozen? Two dozen? He had the extracta nearly
by heart. And if Al was right, he would have the two remaining McGees under detection
by the end of the week. The thought caused a hat little trickle of excitement in hisbely.

He began ledfing through the McGee file a random, pulling a sheet here, reading a
snatch there. It was his way of plugging back into the Stuation. His conscious mind was
in neurd, his subconscious in high gear. What he wanted now was not detail but to put
his hand to the whole thing. As basebdl players say, he needed to find the handle.

Here was a memo from Wanless himsdlf, a younger Wanless (ah, but they had dl been
young then), dated September 12, 1968. Half a paragraph caught Cap's eye:

. of an enormous importance in the continuing study of controllable psychic
phenomena. Further testing on animals would be counterproductive (see overleaf 1)
and, as | emphasized & the group meeting this summer, testing on convicts or any
deviant personality might lead to very real problems if Lot Six is even fractionally as
powerful as we suspect (see overleaf 2). | therefore continue to recommend . . .

You continue to recommend that we feed it to controlled groups of college students
under dl outstanding contingency plans for falure, Cap thought. There had been no
waffling on Wanlesss part in those days. No indeed. His motto in those days had been
full speed ahead and devil take the hindmost. Twelve people had been tested. Two of
them had died, one during the test, one shortly afterward. Two had gone hopdesdy
insane, and both of them were mamed — one blind, one suffering from psychaotic
pardyss, both of them confined a the Maui compound, where they would remain until
their miserable lives ended. So then there were eight. One of them had died in a car
accident in 1972, a car accident that was amost certainly no accident at al but suicide.
Another had legped from the roof of the Cleveland Post Office in 1973, and there was no
question at dl about that one; he had left a note saying he 'couldnt stand the pictures in
his head any longer. The Cleveland police had diagnosed it as suicidd depresson and
paranoia.

Cap and the Shop had diagnosed it aslethd Lot Six hangover. And that had left Six.
Three others had committed suicide between 1974 and 1977, for a known tota of four
suicides and a probable tota of five. Almogt hdf the class, you might say. All four d the



definite suicides had seemed perfectly normd right up to the time they had used the gun,
or the rope, or jumped from the high place. But who knew what they might have been
going through? Who redly knew?

So then there were three. Since 1977, when the long-dormant Lot Six project had
suddenly got red hot again, a felow named James Richardson, who now lived in Los
Angeles, had been under congtant covert survelllance. In 1969 he had taken part in the
Lot Six experiment, and during the course of the drug's influence, he had demonsrated
the same dartling range of tdents as the res of them: teekiness, thought transference,
and maybe the mogt interesting manifestation of dl, at least from the Shop's specidized
point of view: menta domination.

But as had happened with the others, James Richardson's drug-induced powers seemed
to have disgppeared completely with the wearing off of the drug. Follow-up interviews in
1971, 1973, and 1975 had shown nothing. Even Wanless had had to admit that, and e
was a fanatic on the subject of Lot Six. Steady computer readouts on a random basis (and
they were a lot less random since the McGee thing had garted to happen) had shown no
indication a dl that Richardson was usng any sort of ps power, either conscioudy or
unconscioudy. He had graduated in 1971, drifted west through a series of lower-echeon
managerid jobs — no mentd domination there — and now worked for the Tdemyne
Corporation.

Also, he was a fucking faggot.

Cap sighed.

They were continuing to keep an eye on Richardson, but Cap had been persondly
convinced that the man was a washout. And that left two, Andy McGee and his wife. The
serendipity of their marriage had not been lost on the Shop, or on Wanless, who had
begun to bombard the office with memos, suggesting that any offsoring of tha marriage
would bear close watching — counting his chickens before they had hatched, you could
say — and on more than one occason Cap had toyed with the idea of telling Wanless
they had learned Andy McGee had had a vasectomy. That would have shut the old
basard up. By then Wanless had had his stroke and was effectivdly usdess redly
nothing but a nuisance.

There had been only the one Lot Six experiment. The results had been so disastrous
that the coverup had been massve and complete . . . and expensve. The order came
down from on high to impose an indefinite moratorium on further testing. Wanless had
plenty to scream about that day, Cap thought . . . and scream he had. But there had been
no 9gn a al that the Russans or any other world power was interested in drug-induced
psionics, and the top brass had concluded that in spite of some postive results, Lot Six
was a blind dley. Looking a the long — term results, one of the scientists who had
worked on the project compared it to dropping a jet engine into an old Ford. It went like
hdl, dl right . . . until it hit the fird obstacle. 'Give us another ten thousand years of
evolution,' thisfdlow had said, 'and wélll try it again.'

Part of the problem had been that when the drug-induced ps powers were a ther
height, the test subjects had dso been tripping out of ther skulls. No control was
possble. And coming out the other side, the top brass had been nearly shitting their pants.
Covering up the deeth of an agent, or even of a bystander to an operation — that was one
thing. Covering up the death of a student who had suffered a heat attack, the
disappearance of two others, and lingering traces of hyseria and paranoia in yet others —



that was a different matter dtogether. All of them had friends and associates, even if one
of the requirements by which the test subjects had been picked was a scarcity of close
relaives. The costs and the risks had been enormous. They had involved nearly seven
hundred thousand dollars in hush money and the sanction of at least one person — the
godfather of the fellow, who had clawed his eyes out. The godfather just would not quit.
He was going to get to the root of the matter. As it turned out, the only place the
godfather had got was to the bottom of the Bdtimore Trench, where he presumably ill
was, with two cement blocks tied around whatever remained of hislegs.

And 4ill, agreat dedl of it — too damn much — had just been luck.

So the Lot Sx project had been sheved with a continuing yearly budget dlotment. The
money was used to continue random survellance on the survivors in case something
turned up — some pattern.

Eventudly, one had.

Cap hunted through a folder of photographs and came up with an eght-by-ten glossy
black-and-white of the girl. It had been taken three years ago, when she was four and
attending the Free Children's Nursery School in Harrison. The picture had been taken
with a telephoto lens from the back of a kekery van and later blown up and cropped to
turn a picture of a lot of boys and girls a playtime into a portrait of a amiling little girl
with her pigtails flying and the pistal grip of ajumpropein each hand.

Cap looked at this picture sentimentaly for some time. Wanless, in the aftermath of his
groke, had discovered fear. Wanless now thought the little girl would have to be
sanctioned. And dthough Wanless was among the outs these days, there were those who
concurred with his opinion — those who were among the ins. Cap hoped like hell that it
wouldnt come to that. He had three grandchildren himsdf, two of them just about
Charlene McGee's age.

Of course they would have to separate the girl from her father. Probably permanently.
And he would dmogt certainly have to be sanctioned . . . after he had served his purpose,
of course.

It was quarter past ten. He buzzed Rachd. 'Is Albert Steinowitz here yet?

‘Judt this minute arrived, s’

'Very good. Send himin, plesse.’

4

'l want you to take persona charge of the endgame, Al
'Very good, Cap.'

Albert Steinowitz was a smdl man with a yedlow pae complexion and very black hair;
in earlier years he had sometimes been mistaken for the actor Victor Jory. Cep had
worked with Steinowitz off and on for nearly eght years — in fact they had come over
from the navy together — and to him Al had dways looked like a man about to enter the
hospitd for a termina stay. He smoked congtantly, except in here, where it wasnt
dlowed. He waked with a dow, dsaely dride that invested him with a strange kind of
dignity, and impenetrable dignity is a rare attribute in any man. Cap, who saw dl the
medica records of Section One agents, knew that Albert's dignified walk was bogus, he
auffered badly from hemorrhoids and had been operated on for them twice. He had



refused a third operation because it might mean a colostomy bag on his leg for the rest of
his life. His dignified wak dways made Cap think of the fary tde about the mermad
who wanted to be a woman and the price she paid for legs and feet. Cap imagined that
her walk had been rather dignified, too.

'How soon can you be in Albany? he asked Al now.

'An hour after | leave here!’

'Good. | won't keep you long. What's the status up there?

Albert folded his andl, dightly yelow hands in his lgp. The dae police ae
cooperating nicely. All highways leading out of Albany have been road blocked. The
blocks are st up in concentric circles with Albany County Airport at their center. Radius
of thirty-five miles'

'Y ou're assuming they didn't hitch aride.’

'We have to," Albert said. 'If they hooked a ride with someone who took them two
hundred miles or so, of course well have to dat al over again. But I'm betting they're
inddethet circle

'Oh? Why is that, Albert? Cap leaned forward. Albert Steinowitz was, without a doubt,
the best agent, except maybe for Rainbird, in the Shop's employ. He was bright, intuitive
— and ruthless when the job demanded that.

'Partly hunch,” Albert said. 'Partly the stuff' we got back from the computer when we
fed in everything we knew about the last three years of Andrew McGegs life. We asked it
to pull out any and al patterns that might gpply to this ability he's supposed to have.'

'He does have it, Al Cap sad gently. That's what makes this operation so damned
delicate!

‘All right, he has it Al said. 'But the computer readouts suggest that his ability to use it
isextremdy limited. If he overusesit, it makes him sick.'

'Right. We're counting on that.’

'He was running a storefront operation in New Y ork, a Dale Carnegie kind of thing.'

Cap nodded. Confidence Associates, an operation amed mainly a timid executives.
Enough to keep him and the girl in bread, milk, and meat, but not much more.

'We've debriefed his last group, Albert Steinowitz said. 'There were sixteen of them,
and each of them paid a it tuition fee — one hundred dollars a enrollment, a hundred
more hdfway through the course, if they fdt the course was helping them. Of course they
dl did.

Cap nodded. McGees tdent was admirably suited for investing people with
confidence. Heliteraly pushed them into it.

'We fed their answers to severa key questions into the @mputer. The questions were,
did you fed better about yoursdf and the Confidence Associates course at specific times?
Can you remember days a work following your Confidence Associates meetings when
you fdt like atiger? Have you — '

'Fet like atiger? Cap asked. 'Jesus, you asked them if they felt like tigers?'

"The computer suggests the wording.’

'‘Okay, go on.'

"The third key question was, have you had any specific, measurable success a your job
gnce teking the Confidence Associates course? That was the question they could al
respond to with the most objectivity and reliability, because people tend to remember the
day they got the raise or the pat on the back from the boss. They were eager to tak. |



found it a little spooky, Cap. He sure did what he promised. Of the sixteen, deven of
them have had promotions — eleven. Of the other five, three are in jobs where
promotions are made only at certain set times!’

'No oneis arguing McGee's capability,’ Cap said. 'Not anymore.’

'‘Okay. I'm getting back around to the point here. It was a sSx-week course. Using the
answers to the key questions, the computer came up with four spike dates . . . that is, days
when McGee probably supplemented dl the usua hip-hip-hooray-you-can-do-it-if-you
try stuff' with a good hard push. The dates we have are August seventeenth, September
first, September nineteenth . . . and October fourth.’

'Proving?

'Wdll, he pushed that cab driver last night. Pushed him hard. That dude is gill rocking
and reding. We figure Andy McGee is tipped over. Sick. Maybe immobilized.' Albert
looked a Cap deadily. 'Computer gave us a twenty-Sx-percent probability that he's
dead.’

"What?'

'Wdll, he's overdone it before and wound up in bed. He's doing something to his brain .

. God knows what. Giving himsdf pinprick hemorrhages, maybe. It could be a
progressive thing. The computer figures therés dightly better than a one-in-four chance
he's dead, either of a heart attack or, more probably, a stroke.’

'He had to use it before he was recharged,’ Cap said.

Albert nodded and took something out of his pocket. It was encased in limp plagtic. He
passed it to Cap, who looked at it and then passed it back.

'What's that supposed to mean? he asked.

‘Not that much, Al sad, looking a the bill in its plagic envdope meditatively. 'Just
what McGee pad his cab fare with.'

'He went to Albany from New York City on a one-dollar hill, huh? Cap took it back
and looked at it with renewed interest. 'Cab fares sure must be . . . what the hel!" He
dropped the plastic encased hill on hisdesk asif it were hot and sat back, blinking.

'Y ou too, huh? Al said. 'Did you see it?

'Christ, | don't know what | saw,” Cap said, and reached for the ceramic box where he
kept his acid neutralizers. 'For just a second it didn't ook like a one-dollar bill & all.’

'But now it does?

Cap peered a the hill. 'It sure does. That's George, dl — Christ!" He sat back so
violently this time that he dmost rapped the back of his head on the dark wood paneling
behind his desk. He looked at Al. 'The face . . . seemed to change for a second there.
Grew glasses, or something. Isit atrick?

'Oh, it's a hdl of a good trick,” Al said, taking the bill back. 1 saw it as well, dthough |
don't anymore. | think I've adjusted to it now . . . dthough I'll be damned if | know how.
It's not there, of course. It's just some kind of crazy hdlucination. But | even made the
face. It's Ben Franklin.'

'You got this from the cab driver? Cgp asked, looking at the hill, fascinated, waiting
for the change again. But it was only George Washington.

Al laughed. "Yeah, he said. 'We took the hill and gave him a check for five hundred
dollars. He's better off, redly.’

"Why?

‘Ben Franklin isn't on the five hundred, he's on the hundred. Apparently McGee didn't



know.'

'Let me see that again.’

Al handed the one-dallar bill back to Cap, and Cap dared fixedly at it for dmost a full
two minutes. Just as he was about to hand it back, it flickered again — unsettling. But at
leagt this time he fdt that the flicker was definitely in his mind, and not in the hill, or on
it, or whatever.

T'll tel you something else’ Cap sad. 'I'm not sure, but | don't think Franklin's wearing
glasses on his currency portrait, either. Otherwisg, it's . . .' He tralled off, not sure how to
complete the thought. Goddam weird came to mind, and he dismissed it.

Yeah, Al sad. 'Whatever it is, the effect is disspating. This morning | showed it to
maybe sx people. A couple of them thought they saw something, but not like that cab
driver and the girl he liveswith.'

'So you're figuring he pushed too hard?

'Yes. | doubt if he could kegp going. They may have dept in the woods, or in an
outlying motd. They may have broken into a summer cabin in the area But | think
they're around and welll be able to put the arm on them without too much trouble!’

'How many men do you need to do the job?

'Weve got what we need, Al sad. 'Counting the dtate police, there are better than
seven hundred people in on this little houseparty. Priority A-one-A. They're going door to
door and house to house. Weve checked every hote and mote in the immediate Albany
area dready — better than forty of them. Were spreading into the neighbouring towns
now. A man and a little girl . . . they dtick out like a sore thumb. WEeIl get them. Or the
girl, if he's dead." Albert stood up. ‘And | think | ought to get on it. I'd like to be there
when it goes down.'

'Of course you would. Bring them to me, Al

'l will," Albert said, and walked toward the door.

‘Albert?

He turned back, a smdl man with an unhedthy ydlow complexion. 'Who is on the five
hundred? Did you check that out?

Albert Steinowitz smiled. 'McKinley," he said. 'He was assassinated.’

He went out, closing the door gently behind him, leaving Cap to consider.

5

Ten minutes later, Cap thumbed the intercom again. 'Is Rainbird back from Venice yet,
Rachel?
'‘As of yesterday,’ Rached said, and Cap fancied he could hear the disaste even in
Rachd's carefully cultivated Boss Secretary tones.
'I's he here or a Sanibel? The Shop maintained an Rand-R facility on Sanibd Idand,
Florida
There was a pause as Rachd checked with the computer.
'Longmont, Cap. As of eighteen hundred yesterday. Sleeping off the jet lag, perhaps.’
'Have someone wake him up,” Cap said. 'I'd like to see him when Wanless leaves . . .
adways assuming Wanlessis il here?
'As of fifteen minutes ago he was'



‘All right . . . let's say Rainbird a noon.’

'Yes, ar.'

'You'reagood girl, Rachd.'

"Thank you, sir." She sounded touched. Cap liked her, liked her very much.
'Send in Dr. Wanless please, Rachdl.'

He settled back, joined his hands in front of him, and thought, For my sins.

6

Dr. Joseph Wanless had suffered his stroke on the same day Richard Nixon announced
his resgnation of the presdency — August 8, 1974. It had been a cerebra accident of
moderate severity, and he had never come dl the way back physcaly. Nor mentdly, in
Cap's opinion. It was only following the sroke that Wanlesss interest in the Lot Six
experiment and follow-up had become constant and obsessive.

He came into the room leaning over a cane, the light from the bay window catching his
round, rimless glasses and making them glare blankly. His left hand was a drawnup claw.
The left Side of his mouth drifted in a congtant glacia sneer.

Rachel looked at Cap sympatheticdly over Wanlesss shoulder and Cap nodded that
she could go. She did, closing the door quietly.

"The good doctor,’ Cap said humorlessy.

'How does it progress? Wanless asked, Stting down with a grunt.

'Classified, Cap said. 'Y ou know that, Joe. What can | do for you today.'

' have seen the activity around this place; Wanless said, ignoring Cap's question.
'What e had | to do while | cooled my heds dl morning?

'If you come without an appointment — '

'You think you nearly have them again| Wanless said. 'Why ese that haichet man
Steinowitz? Well, maybe you do. Maybe so. But you have thought so before, havent
you?

'What do you want, Joe? Cgp didnt like to be reminded of past failures. They had
actudly had the girl for a while. The men who had been involved in that were ill not
operationa and maybe never would be.

'What do | aways want? Wanless asked, hunched over his cane. Oh Christ, Cap
thought, the old fuck's going to wax rhetorica. 'Why do | $ay dive? To persuade you to
sanction them both. To sanction that James Richardson as well. To sanction the ones on
Maui. Extreme sanction, Captain Halligter. Expunge them. Wipe them off the face of the
earth.’

Cap sighed.

Wanless gestured toward the library cat with his cdaw-hand and said, 'Youve been
through thefilesagain, | see'

I have them amogt by heart,’ Cap said, and then smiled a little. He had been edting and
drinking Lot Six for the lagt year; it had been a condant item on the agenda a every
mesting during the two years before that. So maybe Wanless wasn't the only obsessve
character around here, at that.

The differenceis, | get paid for it. With Wanlessiit's a hobby. A dangerous hobby.

'You read them but you don't earn,” Wanless said. 'Let me try once more to convert



you to the way of truth, Captain Holligter.'

Cap began to protest, and then the thought of Rainbird and his noon appointment came
to mind, and his face smoothed out. It became cadm, even sympathetic. "All right,’ he said.
'Fire when ready, Gridley.'

"You ill think I'm crazy, don't you? A lunatic.'

'You said that, not 1.

It would be well for you to remember that | was the fird one to suggest a testing
program with dilysergic triune acid.'

'l have days when | wish you hadn't,’ Cap said. If he closed his eyes, he could ill see
Wanlesss first report, a two-hundred-page prospectus on the drug that had first been
known as DLT, then, among the technicians involved, as 'boogter-acid,’ and findly as Lot
Six. Cap's predecessor had okayed the origind project; that gentleman had been buried in
Arlington with full military honors Six years ago.

‘All 1 am saying is that my opinion should cary some weight, Wanless sad. He
sounded tired this morning; his words were dow and furry. The twisted sneer on the |eft
gde of his mouth did not move as he spoke.

I'm ligtening, Cap said.

'So far as | am able to tdl, | am the only psychologist or medicd man who 4ill has
your ear at al. Your people have become blinded by one thing and one thing only: what
this man and this girl can mean to the security of America . . . and possibly to the future
balance of power. From what weve been able to tdl by following this McGee's backtrall,
he isakind of benign Rasputin. He can make . . .

Wanless droned on, but Cap lost him temporarily. Benign Rasputin, he thought. Purple
as the phrase was, he rather liked it. He wondered what Wanless would say if told the
computer had issued one-in-four odds that McGee had sanctioned himself getting out of
New York City. Probably would have been overjoyed. And if he had showed Wanless
that strange bill? Probably have another stroke, Cap thought, and covered his mouth to
hideasmile

It is the gil | am primaily worried about; Wanless told him for the twentieth?
thirtieth? fiftieth? time. ‘'McGee and Tomlinson marrying . . . a thousand-to-one chance. It
should have been prevented at dl costs. Y et who could have foreseen —

"You were dl in favor of it a the time' Cap sad, and then added dryly, 'l do believe
you would have given the bride away if they'd asked you.'

‘None of us redized,’ Wanless muttered. ‘It took a stroke to make me see. Lot Six was
nothing but a synthetic copy of a pitutary extract, after dl . . . an incredibly powerful
pankiller halucinogen that we did not understand then and that we dont understand
now. We know — or a least we ae ninety-nine-percent sure — that the naturd
counterpart of this substance is responsble in some way for the occasond flashes of pg
ability that nearly dl human bengs demondrate from time to time A surprisngly wide
range of phenomena precognition, telekiness, mentd domination, burds of superhuman
srength, temporary control over the sympathetic nervous system. Did you know that the
pituitary gland becomes suddenly overactive in nearly al biofeedback experiments?

Cap did. Wanless had told him this and dl the rest times without number. But there
was no need to answer; Wanlesss rhetoric was in full fine flower this morning, the
sermon wdl-launched. And Cap was disposed to listen . . . this one last time. Let the old
man have histurn at bat. For Wanless, it was the bottom of the ninth.



'Yes, this is true’ Wanless answered himsdf. 'It's active in biofeedback, it's active in
REM deep, and people with damaged pituitaries rardly dream normaly. People with
damaged pituitaries have a tremendoudy high incidence of brain tumours and leukemia
The pituitary gland, Cegptain Holliger. It is, spesking in terms of evolution, the oldest
endocrine gland in the human body. During early adolescence it dumps many times its
own weight in glandular secretions into the bloodstream. It's a terribly important gland, a
terribly myserious gland. If | believed in the human soul, Captain Halligter, | would say
it resdes within the pituitary gland.’

Cap grunted.

'We know these things, Wanless said, ‘and we know that Lot Six somehow changed
the physcd compodtion of the pituitay glands of those who participated in the
experiment. Even that of your so-caled 'quiet one' James Richardson. Most importantly,
we can deduce from the girl that it dso changes the chromosome dructure in some way .
.. and that the change in the pituitary gland may be a genuine mutation.’

"The X factor was passed on.'

'No,” Wanless said. That is one of the many things you fail to grasp, Captain Holligter.
Andrew McGee became an X factor in his post expeiment life. Victoria Tomlinson
became a Y factor — aso affected, but not in the same way as her husband. The woman
retained a low-threshold telekinetic power. The man retaned a mid-levd mentd
dominance ability. The little girl, though . . . the little girl, Cgptain Holligter . . . what is
she? We don't really know. Sheisthe Z factor.

'Weintend to find out,’ Cap said softly.

Now both sides of Wanlesss mouth sneered. "You intend to find out,” he echoed. "Yes,
if you perdd, you certainly may . . . you blind, obsessve fools' He closed his eyes for a
moment and put one hand over them. Cap watched him calmly.

Wanless said: 'One thing you know dready. She lightsfires.!

'Yes!'

'You assume that she has inherited her mother's telekinetic ability. In fact, you strongly
suspect it.'

'Yes!'

'As a very smal child, she was totaly unable to control these . . . these taents, for want
of abetter word . . .’

‘A amdl child is unable to control its bowes' Cap sad, usng one of the examples set
forth in the extracta. ‘But as the child grows older —

'Yes, yes, | am familiar with the andogy. But an older child may ill have accidents!

Smiling, Cap answered, "We're going to keep her in afireproof room.'

‘A cdl!

Still amiling, Cap sad, 'If you prefer.’

'| offer you this deduction,” Wanless said. 'She does not like to use this ability she has.
She has been frightened of it, and this fright has been indilled in her quite ddiberately. |
will give you a padld example My brother's child. There were matches in the house.
Freddy wanted to play with them. Light them and then shake them out. "Pretty, pretty,” he
would say. And so my brother set out to make a complex. To frighten him so badly he
would never play with the matches again. He told Freddy that the heads of the matches
were sulfur and that they would make his teeth rot and fdl out. That looking at struck
maiches would eventudly blind him. And findly, he hdd Freddy's hand momentarily



over alit match and snged him with it.

'Y our brother," Cap murmured, 'sounds like a true prince among men.’

‘Better a samdl red place on the boy's hand than a child in the burn unit, wetpacked,
with third-degree burns over sixty percent of his body, Wanless said grimly.

‘Better ill to put the metches out of the child's reach.’

'Can you put Charlene McGee's matches out of her reach? Wanless asked.

Cap nodded dowly. 'Y ou have a point of a sort, but —*

'‘Ask yoursdf this, Captain Holliger: how mug it have been for Andrew and Victoria
McGee when this child was an infant? After they begin to make the necessary
connection? The bottle is late. The baby cries. At the same time, one of the stuffed
animds right there in the crib with her burdts into smoky flame. There is a mess in the
diaper. The baby cries. A moment later the dirty clothes in the hamper begin to burn
gpontaneoudy. You have the records, Captain Hollister; you know how it was in that
house. A fire extinguisher and a smoke detector in every single room. And once it was
her hair, Cgptan Halliger; they came into her room and found her standing in her crib
and screaming and her hair was on fire.!'

'Yes,' Cap sad, ‘it must have made them goddam nervous!'

'S0, Wanless sad, 'they toilet-trained her . . . and they fire-trained her.'

'Fire-training,' Cap mused.

'‘Which is only to say that, like my brother and his boy Freddy, they made a complex.
You have quoted me that andogy, Captain Holligter, so let us examine it for a moment.
Wha is tolet-traning? It is making a complex, pure and smple' And suddenly
agonishingly, the old man's voice climbed to a high, wavering treble, the voice of a
woman scolding ababy. Cap looked on with disgusted astonishment.

"You bad baby!" Wanless cried. 'Look what you've done! It's nasty, baby, see how nasty
it is? It's nasty to do it in your pantst Do grown-ups do it in their pants? Do it on the pot,
baby, on the pot.’

'Please, Cap said, pained.

It is the making of a complex, Wanless sad. Tailet-training is accomplished by
focusng the child's atention on his own diminatory processes in a way we would
condder unhedthy if the object of fixation were something different. How srong is the
complex inculcated in the child, you might ask? Richard Damon of the Univergty of
Washington asked himsdf this question and made an expeiment to find out. He
advertised for fifty student volunteers. He filled them up with water and soda and milk
until they dl badly needed to urinate. After a certain set time had passed, he told them
they could go . . . if they went in their pants!’

That's disgusting!" Cap said loudly. He was shocked and sickened. That wasnt an
experiment; it was an exercise in degeneracy.

'See how well the complex has set in your own psyche Wanless said quietly. "You did
not think it was so disgusting when you were twenty months old. Then, when you had to
go, you went. You would have gone dtting on the pope's lap if someone had set you there
and you had to go. The point of the Damon experiment, Captain Holliger, is this mos of
them couldn't. They understood that the ordinary rules of behavior had been set asde, at
least for the course of the experiment; they were each aone in quarters at least as private
as the ordinary bathroom . . . but fully eighty-eight percent of them just couldn't. No
maiter how strong the physcd need was the complex indilled by ther parents was



stronger.'

"Thisis nothing but pointless wandering,' Cap said curtly.

'No, it isnt. | want you to consder the pardlds between toilet-training and fire-training
. .. and the one dgnificant difference, which is the quantum legp between the urgency of
accomplishing the former and the laiter. If the child toilet-trans dowly, wha ae the
consequences? Minor unpleasantness. His rooms smdls if not condantly ared. The
mamma is chained to her washing machine. The cleaners may have to be cdled in to
shampoo the carpet after the job is finaly done. At the very word, the baby may have a
constant digper rash, and that will only happen if the baby's skin is very sengtive or if the
mamma is a doven about keeping him clean. But the consequences to a child who can
makefire. . .

His eyes glittered. Theleft Sde of his mouth sneered.

'My egtimation of the McGees as parents is very high,” Wanless said. 'Somehow they got
her through it. I would imagine they began the job long before parents usudly begin the
toilet-training process;, perhaps even before she was able to crawl. "Baby mustint! Baby
hurt hersdf! No, no, no! Bad girl! Bad girl! Ba-ad girl!"

‘But your own computer suggests by its readouts that she is overcoming her complex,
Captain Holliger. She is in an enviadble pogtion to do it. She is young, and the complex
has not had a chance to set in a bed of years until it becomes like cement. And she has her
father with her! Do you redize the sgnificance of that smple fact? No, you do not. The
faher is the authority figure He holds the psychic reins of every fixation in the femde
child. Ord, and, genitd; behind each, like a shadowy figure standing behind a curtain, is
the father authority figure To the girl-child he is Moses, the laws are his laws, handed
down she knows not how, but his to enforce. He is perhaps the only person on earth who
can remove this block. Our complexes, Captain Hollister, aways give us the most agony
and psychic disiress when those who have inculcated them die and pass beyond argument
...and mercy.’

Cap glanced a his watch and saw that Wanless had been in here amost forty minutes.
It felt like hours. 'Are you amost done? | have another appointment —

'When complexes go, they go like dams burding after torrentia rains’ Wanless said
softly. 'We have a promiscuous girl who is nineteen years old. Already she has had three
hundred lovers. Her body is as hot with sexud infection as that of a forty-year-old
proditute. But until she was seventeen she was a virgin. Her father was a miniser who
told her agan and again as a little girl that sex insgde marriage was a necessary evil, that
sex outsde mariage was hdl and damnation, that sex was the agpple of origind sn.
When a complex like that goes, it goes like a bresking dam. First there is a crack or two,
little trickling rills of water so smdl as to escgpe notice And according to your
computer's informeation, that is where we are now with this (little girl. Suggestions that
she has used her &hbility to hdp her father, a her father's urging. And then it al goes a
once, spewing out millions of gdlons of water, dedroying everything in its path,
drowning ‘everyone caught in its way, changing the landscape forever!'

Wanlesss croaking voice had risen from its origind soft pitch to a brokenvoiced old
man's shout — but it was more peevish than magnificent.

‘Ligen,’ he said to Cap. 'For once, listen to me. Drop the blinders from your eyes. The
man is not dangerous in and of himsdf. He has a little power, a toy, a plaything. He
understands that. He has not been able to use it to make a million dollars. He does not



rule men and nations. He has used his power to help fat women lose weight. He has used
it to help timid executives gain confidence. He is unable to use the power often or well . .
. ome inner physologicd factor limits him. But the girl is incredibly dangerous. She is
on the run with her daddy, faced with a survivd sStudtion. She is badly frightened. And
he is frightened as well, which is what makes him dangerous. Not in and of himsdf, but
because you are forcing him to reeducate the little girl. You are forcing him to change her
conceptions about the power insde her. Y ou are forcing him to force her to use it.'

Wanless was breathing hard.

Paying out the scenario — the end was now in sght — Cep said camly, 'What do you
suggest?

‘The man mugt be killed. Quickly. Before he can do anymore pick-and-shovel work on
the complex he and his wife built into the little girl. And the girl must dso be killed, |
believe. In case the damage has dready been done.’

'Shels only a little girl, Wanless, dfter dl. She can light fires, yes. Pyrokinesis, we cal
it. But you're making it sound like armageddon.’

'Perhaps it will be' Wanless said. 'You musint let her age and size fool you into
forgetting the Z factor . . . which is exactly wha you are doing, of course. Suppose
lighting fires is only the tip of this iceberg? Suppose the tdent grows? She is seven.
When John Milton was seven, he was perhaps a smal boy grasping a gtick of charcod
and laboring to write his own name in letters his namma and daddy could understand. He
was a baby. John Milton grew up to write Paradise Lost.'

'l don't know what the hell you're talking about,’ Cap said flatly.

'l am taking about the potentid for destruction. | am taking about a taent which is
linked to the pituitary gland, a gland which is nealy dormant in a child Chalene
McGee's age. What happens when she becomes an adolescent and that gland awakes
from its degp and becomes for twenty months the most powerful force in the human
body, ordering everything from the sudden maturation of the primary and secondary sex
characterigtics to an increased production of visud purple in the eye? Suppose you have a
child capable of eventudly creating a nuclear exploson simply by the force of her will?'

"That's the most insane thing I've ever heard.’

Is it? Then let me progress from insanity to utter lunacy, Captain Hollister. Suppose
there is a little girl out there someplace this morning who has within her, lying dormant
only for the time being, the power to someday crack the very planet in two like a china
plae in a shooting gdlery?

They looked at each other in silence. And suddenly the intercom buzzed.

After a moment, Cap leaned over and thumbed it. 'Yes, Rachd? Goddamned if the old
man hadn't had him there, for jus a moment. He was like some awful gore-crow, and that
was another reason Cap didn't like him. He was a go-getter himsdf, and if there was one
thing he couldn't stand, it was a pessmist.

'Y ou have acdl on the scrambler,” Rachd said. 'From the service area.’

‘All right, dear. Thanks. Hold it for a couple of minutes, okay?

'Yes, ar.'

He sa back in his chair. 'l have to terminate this interview, Dr. Wanless. You may be
surethat I'll consider everything you've said very carefully.’

'Will you? Wanless asked. The frozen side of his mouth seemed to sneer cynicaly.

'Yes!'



Wanless said: 'The girl . . . McGee . . . and this fdlow Richardson . . . they are the last
three marks of a dead equation, Captain Hollister. Erase them. Start over. The girl is very
dangerous.’

'I'll consider everything you've said,” Cap repeated.

'Do 20" And Wanless findly began to druggle to his feet, propping himsdf on his
cane. It took him along time. At last he was up.

'Winter is coming,’ he said to Cap. 'These old bones dread it.’

'Are you Saying in Longmont tonight?

'No, Washington.'

Cap hestated and then sad, 'Stay at the Mayflower. | may want to get in touch with
you.'

Something in the old man's eyes — gratitude? Yes, dmost certainly that. 'Very good,
Captain Holligter,” he said, and worked his way back to the door on his cane — an old
man who had once opened Pandoras box and now wanted to shoot al of the things that
had flown out instead of putting them to work.

When the door had snicked closed behind him, Cap breathed a sigh of rdlief and picked
up the scrambler phone.

'Who am | taking to?

'Orv Jamieson, gir.'

'Have you got them, Jamieson?

‘Not yet, sir, but we found something interesting at the airport.’

'What's that?

‘All the pay phones are empty. We found a few quarters and dimes on the floors of
some of them.’

‘dmmied?

'No, sr. That's why | cdled you. They haven't been jimmied, they're just empty. Phone
company's going crazy.'

‘All right, Jamieson.’

It speeds things up. Weve been figuring that maybe the guy hid the girl outsde and
only checked himsdlf in. But either way, we figure now that we're looking for a guy who
paid with alot of change!'

'If they are a amotd and not shacked up a a summer camp somewhere.'

Yes, gr.'

‘Carry on, OJ.'

Yes, dr. Thank you.' He sounded absurdly pleased that his nickname had been
remembered.

Cap hung up. He sat with his eyes hadf dosed for five minutes, thinking. The mdlow
autumn light fdl through the bay window and lit the office, warmed it. Then he leaned
forward and got Rachel again.

'Is John Rainbird there?

'Yesheis, Cap.'

'Give me another five minutes and then send him in. | want to tak to Norville Bates



out in the service area. He's the head honcho until Al getsthere!

'Yes, dr,' Rachd sad, a little doubtfully. ‘It will have to be an open line. Wdkie-takie
link-up. Not very —

'Yes, that'sfine' he said impetiently.

It took two minutes. Batess voice was thin and crackling. He was a good man — not
very imaginative, but a plugger. The kind of man Cap wanted to have holding the fort
until Albert Steinowitz could get there. At last Norville came on the line and told Cap
they were beginning to spread out into the surrounding towns — Oakville, Tremont,
Messalonsett, Hastings Glen, Looton.

‘All right, Norville, that's good, Cap said. He thought of Wanless saying You are
forcing him to reeducate the little girl. He thought of Jamieson telling him dl the phones
were empty. McGee hadn't done that. The girl had done it. And then, because she was
gill up, she had burned that soldier's shoes off, probably by accident. Wanless would be
pleased to know that Cap was going to take fifty percent of his advice after dl — the old
turd had been amazingly eoquent this morning.

"Things have changed,” Cep said. 'We've got to have the big boy sanctioned. Extreme
sanction. Y ou follow?

'Extreme sanction,’ Norville said flatly. 'Yes, ar.'

'Very good, Norville' Cap sad softly. He put the phone down and waited for John
Rainbird to comeiin.

The door opened a moment later and there he stood, as big as life and twice as ugly. He
was 0 naurdly quiet, this haf Cherokee, that if you had been looking down a your
desk, reading or answering correspondence, you wouldn't have been aware that anyone
was in the room with you at al. Cap knew how rare that was. Most people could sense
another person in the room: Wanless had once cdled that ability not a sixth sense but a
bottom-of-the-barrd sense, a knowledge born of infinitesma input from the five norma
senses. But with Rainbird, you didnt know. Not one of the whisker thin sensory tripwires
0 much as vibrated. Al Steinowitz had sad a drange thing about Rainbird once over
glasses of port in Cagp's living room: 'He's the one human being | ever met who doesn't
push ar in front of him when he waks' And Cap was glad Rainbird was on their sde,
because he was the only human he had ever met who completdly terrified him.

‘Rainbird was a trall, an orc, a barog of a man. He stood two inches shy of seven feet
tal, and he wore his glossy black hair drawn back and tied in a curt pnytal. Ten years
before, a Claymore had blown up in his face during his second tour of Vietnam, and now
his countenance was a horror show of scar tissue and runneled flesh. His left eye was
gone. There was nothing where it had been but a ravine. He would not have plastic
surgery or an atificid eye because, he sad, when he got to the hgopy hunting ground
beyond, he would be asked to show his battlescars. When he said such things, you did not
know whether to believe him or not; you did not know if he was serious or leading you
on for reasons of his own.

Over the years, Rainbird had been a surprisngly good agent — partidly because the
last thing on eath he looked like was an agent, mostly because there was an apt,
ferocioudy bright mind behind that mask of flesh. He spoke four languages fluently and
had an understanding of three others. He was taking a deep course in Russan. When he
gpoke, hisvoice waslow, musicd, and civilized.

‘Good afternoon, Cap.'



'Isit afternoon? Cap asked, surprised.

Ranbird smiled, showing a big st of pefectly white teeth — shark's teeth, Cap
thought. 'By fourteen minutes’ he sad. 'l picked up a Seiko digitd watch on the black
market in Venice. It is fascinaing. Little black numbers that change condantly. A feat of
technology. | often think, Cap, that we fought the war in Vietnam not to win but to
perform feats of technology. We fought it in order to cregte the chegp digita-wristwatch,
the home Ping-Pong game that hooks up to one's TV, the pocket caculator. | look a my
new wrisgwatch in the dark of night. It tels me | am closer to my death, second by
second. That is good news.’

'St down, old friend, Cap said. As dways when he talked to Rainbird, his mouth was
dry and he had to redtrain his hands, which wanted to twine and knot together on the
polished surface of his desk. All of that, and he believed that Rainbird liked hm — if
Rainbird could be said to like anyone.

Rainbird sat down. He was wearing old blugeans and a faded chambray shirt.

'How was Venice? Cap asked.

'Sinking,’ Rainbird said.

'l have a job for you, if you want it. It is a smdl one, but it may lead to an assgnment
you'll find condderably more interesting.'

Tdl me'

'Strictly volunteer, Cap perdsted. "'You're till onR and R.

Tel me' Ranbird repeated gently, and Cap told him. He was with Rainbird for only
fifteen minutes, but it seemed an hour. When the big Indian left, Cap breathed a long
dgh. Both Wanless and Rainbird in one morning — that would take the sngp out of
anyone's day. But the morning was over now, a lot had been accomplished, and who
knew what might lie ahead this afternoon? He buzzed Rachd.

'Yes, Cap?

Tll be edting in, darling. Would you get me something from the cafeteria? It doesn't
meatter what. Anything. Thank you, Rachd.’

Alone a lagt. The scrambler phone lay slent on its thick base, filled with microcircuits
and memory chips and God done knew what dse. When it buzzed again, it would
probably be Albert or Norville to tdl him that it was over in New York — the girl taken,
her father dead. That would be good news.

Cap cdosd his eyes again. Thoughts and phrases floated through his mind like large,
lazy kites Mentd domination. Ther think-tank boys sad the posshiliies were
enormous. Imagine someone like McGee close to Casro, or the Ayatollah Khomeini.
Imagine him getting close enough to that pinko Ted Kennedy to suggest in a low voice of
utter conviction that suicide was the best answer. Imagine a man like that scced on the
leaders of the various communist guerrilla groups. It was a shame they had to lose him.
But . . . what could be made to happen once could be made to happen again.

Thelittle girl. Wanless saying The power to someday crack the very planet in two like
a china plate in a shooting gallery . . . ridiculous, of course. Wanless had gone as crazy
as the little boy in the D. H. Lawrence story, the one who could pick the winners a the
racetrack. Lot Six had turned into battery acid for Wanless, it had eaten a number of
large, gaping holes in the man's good sense. She was a little girl, not a doomsday
wegpon. And they had to hang onto her a least long enough to document what she was
and to chat what she could be. That done would be enough to reactivate the Lot Six



testing program. If she could be persuaded to use her powers for the good of the country,
S0 much the better.

So much the better, Cap thought.

The scrambler phone suddenly uttered its long, hoarse cry.

His pulse suddenly legping, Cap grabbed it.



Thelncident at the
Manders Farm

1

While Cap discussed her future with Al Steinowitz in Longmont, Charlie McGee was
gtting on the edge of the motd bed in Unit Sixteen of the Sumberland, yawvning and
dretching. Bright morning sunlight fell adant through the window, out of a sky that was
adeep and blamd ess autumn blue. Things seemed so much better in the good daylight.

She looked at her daddy, who was nothing but a motionless hump under the blankets.
A fluff of black hair suck out — that was dl. She smiled. He dways did his best. If he
was hungry and she was hungry and there was only an apple, he would take one bite and
make her eat the rest. When he was awake, he dways did his best.

But when he was degping, he stole dl the blankets.

She went into the bathroom, shucked off her underpants, and turned on the shower.
She usad the toilet while the water got warm and then stepped into the shower sdl. The
hot water hit her and she closed her eyes, amiling. Nothing in the world was any nicer
than the first minute or two in a hot shower.

(you were bad last night)

A frown creased her brow.

(No. Daddy said not.)

(lit that man's shoes on fire, bad girl, very bad, do you like teddy all black?)

The frown deepened. Unease was now tinctured with fear and shame. The idea of her
teddy bear never even fully surfaced; it was an underthought, and as so often happened,
her guilt seemed to be summed up in a smel — a burned, charred smell. Smoldering
cdoth and duffing. And this smdl summoned hazy pictures of her mother and father
leaning over her, and they were big people, giants, and they were scared; they were
angry, ther voices were big and crackling, like boulders jumping and thudding down a
mountaingde in amovie.

(‘'bad girl! very bad! you mustn't, Charlie! never! never! never!")

How old had she been then? Three? Two? How far back could a person remember?
She had asked Daddy that once and Daddy said he didn't know. He said he remembered
getting a bee sing and his mother had told him that happened when he was only fifteen
months old.

This was her earliex memory: the giant faces leaning over her; the big voices like
boulders ralling downhill; and a smdl like a burned weffle That smell had been her hair.
She had lit her own hair on fire and had burned nearly dl of it off. It was after that that
Daddy mentioned 'hdp’ and Mommy got dl funny, firs laughing, then crying, then
laughing again so high and drange that Daddy had dapped her face. She remembered
that because it was the only time that she knew of that her daddy had done something like
that to her mommy. Maybe we ought to think about getting 'help’ for her, Daddy had said.
They were in the bathroom and her head was wet because Daddy had put her in the
shower. Oh, yes, her mommy had said, let's go see Dr. Wanless, hélll give us plenty of
'help, just like he did before . . . then the laughing, the crying, more laughter, and the

dap.



(you were so BAD last night)

'‘No," she murmured in the drumming shower. 'Daddy said not. Daddy sad it could
have...been...his...face'

(YOU WERE VERY BAD LAST NIGHT)

But they had needed the change from the telephones. Daddy had said so.

(VERY BAD!)

And then she began to think about Mommy again, about the time when she had been
five, going on dx. She didnt like to think about this but the memory was here now and
she couldnt put it asde. It had happened just before the bad men had come and hurt
Mommy.

(killed her, you mean, they killed her)

yes, dl right, before they killed her, and took Charlie away. Daddy had taken her on his
lap for storytime, only he hadn't had the usua storybooks about Pooh and Tigger and Mr.
Toad and Willy Wonkas Great Glass Elevator. Instead he had a number of thick books
with no pictures. She had wrinkled her nose in distaste and asked for Pooh instead.

'No, Charlie; he had said. 'l want to read you some other stories, and | need you to
ligten. You're old enough now, | think, and your mother thinks so, too. The Stories may
scare you alittle bit, but they're important. They're true Sories.’

She remembered the names of the books Daddy had read the stories from, because the
stories had scared her. There was a book called Lo! by a man named Charles Fort. A
book caled Stranger Than Science by a man named Frank Edwards. A book caled
Night's Truth. And there had been another book caled Pyrokinesis. A Case Book, but
Mommy would not let Daddy read anything from that one. 'Later, Mommy had sad,
‘when she's much older, Andy." And then that book had gone away. Charlie had been
glad.

The stories were scary, dl right. One was about a man who had burned to death in a
park. One was about a lady who had burned up in the living room of her trailer home, and
nothing in the whole room had been burned but the lady and a little bit of the chair she
had been gtting in while she watched TV. Parts of it had been too complicated for her to
understand, but she remembered one thing: a policeman saying: 'We have no explanation
for this fatdity. There was nothing left of the victim but teeth and a few charred pieces of
bone. It would have taken a blowtorch to do that to a person, and nothing around her was
even charred. We can't explain why the whole place didn't go up like arocket.”

The third story had been about a big boy — he was eeven or twelve — who had
burned up while he was a the beach. His daddy had put him in the water, burning himself
badly in the process, but the boy had ill gone on burning until he was dl burned up.
And a gory about a teenage girl who had burned up while explaining al her sns to the
pries in the confesson room. Charlie knew dl about the Caholic confesson room
because her friend Deenie had told her. Deenie said you had to tell the priest dl the bad
suff you had done dl week long. Deenie didnt go yet because she hadn't had first holy
communion, but her brother Carl did. Carl was in the fourth grade, and he had to tell
everything, even the time he snesked into his mother's room and took some of her
birthday chocolates. Because if you didnt tel the priest, you couldn't be washed in THE
BLOOD OF CHRIST and you would go to THE HOT PLACE.

The point of dl these stories had not been lost on harlie. She had been so fr