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THE ARK SAKURA

MY NI CKNAME | S Pl G-ER MOLE

Once a nonth | go shopping downtown, near the prefectural offices. It takes
me the

better part of an hour to drive there, but since nmy purchases include a | ot of
speci alized itens—
faucet packing, spare bl ades for power tools, large lam nated dry cells, that
sort of thing—the | ocal

shops won't do. Besides, I'd rather not run into anyone | know. My nicknane
trails after me like a

shadow.

My nickname is Pig—er Mdle. | stand five feet eight inches tall, weigh two
hundr ed

fifteen pounds, and have round shoul ders and stunmpy arns and | egs. Once,



hopi ng to make nysel f

nore inconspi cuous, | took to wearing a | ong bl ack rai ncoat—but any hope

m ght have had was

swept away when | wal ked by the new city hall conplex on the broad avenue

| eading up to the

station. The city hall building is a black steel frane covered w th black
gl ass, like a great black

mrror; you have to pass it to get to the train station. Wth that raincoat
on, | looked Iike a whale

calf that had lost its way, or a discarded football, blackened fromlying in
the trash. Although the

distorted reflection of my surroundi ngs was anusi ng, ny own tw sted i nage
seenmed nerely

pitiful. Besides, in hot weather the crease in nmy double chin perspires so
much that | break out in a

rash; | can't very well cool the underside of my chin against a stone wall the
way | can ny
forehead or the soles of ny feet. | even have trouble sleeping. A raincoat is

simply out of the

guestion. My reclusion deepens.

If | nmust have a nicknane, let it be Mile, not Pig. Mole is not only the Iess
unappeal i ng

of the two but also nore fitting: for the last three years or so |'ve been
living underground. Not in

a cylindrical cave like a nole's burrow but in a former quarry for
architectural stone, with vertica

wal I's and level ceilings and floors. The place is a vast underground conpl ex
wher e t housands of

people could live, with over seventy stone roons piled up every which way, al
i nterconnected by

stone stairways and tunnels. In size the roons range fromgreat halls like

i ndoor stadiuns to tiny

cubby-hol es where they used to take test sanples. O course there are no
anenities |ike piped

wat er or drai nage, or power lines. No shops, no police station, no post

of fice. The sol e inhabitant

is me. And so Mole will do for a name, at |east until sonething better
suggests itself.

When | go out | always take along a supply of two items: a key to the quarry
entrance and

a small card with a map on the back and the words "Boardi ng Pass—icket to
Survival" on the

front. Late last year | picked up thirty-five |eather cases, and put one key
and one card in each.

keep three in the pocket of mnmy good pants. If | happen to come across any
suitabl e candi dates for

my crew, | can invite them aboard on the spot. |'ve been ready for the |ast
si X nmont hs now, but the

right sort of person has yet to appear

Preparations for sailing are virtually conplete; in fact, all | lack nowis
the crew. Despite

t he urgency of the situation, however, | have no intention of conducting any
recruiting canpaigns.

Why should I? In paynment for their |abors, crew menbers will receive a gift of
i ncal cul abl e

value—the gift of life itself. Were this known, | would be swanped with
applicants. Just keeping

order would be a problem Call it an excuse for my retiring ways if you like,

but 1've always felt
that eventually the right people will gravitate to me without nmy having to go



search themout. So

you see that whether | have any shopping to do or not, it is essential that |
go out once a nonth or

so to mngle with the crowds, conme in contact with people, and nake ny
observati ons.

Odinarily | use the outdoor parking ot next to the prefectural offices,
because the rates

are low and it always has plenty of parking space. But today | decided to park
under gr ound,

beneat h the departnent store across fromthe station. The notice on a banner
hangi ng fromthe roof

caught ny eye:

WONDERS AND CURI CSI TI ES NEVER SEEN BEFCRE
EXHI BI TI ON AND SPOT SALE OF FAM LY

HEI RLOOVS AND TREASURES

Thi s was obvi ous hype, but it succeeded in arousing ny interest. Al so, |
wanted a | ook at

the custoners. Wien | entered the store, an announcenent was being made to the
effect that

menbers of the general public were offering rarities and curios fromtheir
private collections for

sale at the rooftop bazaar. Evidently | wasn't the only one attracted; al nost
everyone in the

el evator was headed for the roof.

| discovered that the entire rooftop was covered with a maze of sone hundred
or nore

stalls. It was like a festival or a fairground; a great tangle of people
filled the aisles, some hurrying

al ong, others hesitating in apparent bewi | dernment. Anong the itens avail able
wer e these

Key chai ns made of owl talons.

A "bear's ass-scratcher,” |ooking something |like dried seaweed. This was
apparently

a kind of parasitic plant; the seller hinmself had no idea what to do with it.
A cardboard box filled with assorted springs and cogwheel s.

Three sets of horses' teeth.

An ol d-fashi oned inhal ator, heated by using an al cohol |anp.

A sharpener for banboo granmophone needl es.

Two whal e turds, each a foot in dianeter

G ass nail s.

O ntnent to rub on the trunk of an el ephant with a cold; made in Singapore.
A bl oodst ai ned signal flag claimed by its owner to have been used in the
Battl e of

t he Japan Sea.

An adjustable ring with plastic ballpoint pen attached.

A sl eep-inducing device to plug into your honme conputer; worn around the
ankle, it

applied rhythmc stinulation tined to the user's heartbeat.

A jar of sixty-five-year-old shochu, lowclass distilled spirits ("Drink at
your own

risk").

An al um num can conpressor, utilizing water pressure in accordance with the
| ever



principl e.

A privately printed tel ephone directory purporting to contain
know'

(for residents of Nerima Ward, Tokyo).

3.3 pounds of powdered banana peel (a marijuana substitute?).
A stuffed sewer rat, nineteen inches |ong.

A baby doll that could suck on a bottle.

And t hen—the eupcacci a.

all you need to

Canped sonewhere in the heart of the maze was a stall with a display of

i nsect

speci mens. The stall keeper must have had in mnd school children with vacation
bug- col | ecti ng

assignments to conplete, but his display was devoid of popular itens |ike
butterflies and giant

beetl es. Several dozen little containers about the size of a pack of
cigarettes |lay heaped in the

center of the counter, and that was all. Each was nade of transparent acrylic
pl astic, and each
appeared enpty. Aluminumfoil |abels bore the name "Eupcaccia," neatly typed,

wi th the Japanese

nanme in parentheses beneath: tokei mushi—l ockbug.

The cont ai ners appeared enpty only because their contents were so uni nposi ng:
what

was inside | ooked like a relative of one of those namel ess bugs that craw

t hr ough gar bage,

unnoticed and unl oved. The sal esman hinmself cut no great figure. H s gl asses
had | enses |ike the

bottons of two Coke bottles, and the crown of his head bulged. Al in all, a
dour -1 ooking fell ow.

Sonmewhat to ny relief, he had customers to occupy him a man and a young
woman, both

sensi bl e-1 ooki ng types, were turning containers over in their hands and
studyi ng them as they

listened to the salesnman's pitch. | couldn't help pausing to listen in,
attracted as nuch by the

aut hentic ring of "eupcaccia" as by the intriguing nickname, "clockbug."

| learned that in Epichamaic, the |anguage spoken on Epi cham|sland (the
insect's native

habi tat), eupcaccia is the word for "clock." Half an inch long, the insect is
of the order Col eoptera,

and has a stubby black body lined with vertical brown stripes. Its only other
di stingui shing feature

is its lack of |legs, those appendages havi ng atrophi ed because the insect has
no need to craw

about in search of food. It thrives on a peculiar diet—+ts own feces. The idea
of ingesting one's

own waste products for nourishment sounds about as ill-advised as trying to
start a fire from

ashes; the explanation lies, it seens, in the insect's extrenely slow rate of
consunpti on, which

allows plenty of time for the repl eni shnent of nutrients by bacterial action
Using its round

abdonen as a fulcrum the eupcaccia pushes itself around countercl ockwi se with
its long, sturdy

antennae, eating as it elinmnates. As a result, the excrement always lies in a
perfect half-circle. It

begi ns ingesting at dawn and ceases at sunset, then sleeps till norning. Since
its head al ways

points in the direction of the sun, it also functions as a tinepiece.



For a long tinme, islanders resisted nmechanical clocks, deterred by the

cl ockwi se rotation,

and by what appeared to themthe suspiciously sinple novenents of hands
nmeasuring off the

passage of tine in equal units, without regard for the position of the sun
Even now it seens they

refer to mechanical clocks as eupcanu, to distinguish themfrom"real"

cl ocks—eupcacci a.

There was a charmto the unassum ng eupcacci a that went beyond nere practica
concerns. Perhaps its alnost perfectly closed ecosystem was sonmehow soot hi ng
to troubl ed hearts.

Guests at the Hotel Eupcaccia, the only such facility on Epi cham would cone
across the insects

lying on flagstones (thoughtfully provided by the managenent) and becone
riveted to the spot.

There were reports of a certain businessman who had sat day after day in the
same pl ace,

magni fyi ng glass in hand, and finally died raving nad, cheeks bulging with his
own excrenent.

(He seens to have been either a Japanese watch sal esman or a Swi ss cl ock
manuf acturer.) Al of

this was doubtless nore sales talk, but | chose to take it at face val ue.

The native popul ation, in contrast, showed no such obsession with the insect.
Around the

start of the rainy season, when tourists went away, the bacterial action so
crucial to the well-being

of the eupcaccia would fall off, effectively slowing the progress of tine.
Next came the annua

mati ng season, when tinme died, as the eupcaccia flew off |ike clock hands

| eaving their dials. Then

i npregnated femal es crisscrossed clunmsily over the ground, fluttering w ngs as
thin as the filmon

a soap bubble, as they searched for semicircles of dung on which to lay their
eggs. The cycl e was

suspended, time invisible. The cl ocks shorn of hands were |ike claw marks on
the surface of the

ground, lifeless and sinister

For all this, the islanders have never rejected time itself. The signs of
regeneration are

al ways the sane.

I couldn't help marveling at the uncanny resenbl ance that the eupcaccia bore
to nme. It

was as if someone were deliberately making fun of me, yet this insect dealer
had no possi bl e way

of knowi ng who | was.

The mal e custoner spoke, after clucking his tongue |ike someone sucking on a
sour

plum "Funny kind of bug," he said. "Looks to me like it's sulking in there."
H s speech was

unpl easantly noist, as if his salivary glands were working overtime. The girl
| ooked up at him and

sai d—her voice dry, the voice of sonmeone sucking on a sugar candy—Ch, let's
get one. They're

so cute."

She smiled prettily, dinpling the corners of her naturally red |ips. The man
stuck out his

jaw and produced his wallet with an exaggerated flourish. Al at once

deci ded to buy one too. |

felt a strong sense of intimcy with the bug—the sort of feeling aroused by
the smell of your own



sweat. Fastened with a pin, | would doubtl ess make just as novel a specinmen.
Whet her the price of

twenty thousand yen was high or low |l couldn't say, but | had a strange
conviction that | had

found exactly what |'d been | ooking for

The eupcacci a was suspended inside its transparent acrylic container on two
fine nylon

t hreads hung at right angles, to nake it visible frombel ow as well as above.
Wt hout the clear

vestiges of atrophied legs, it could have been a dung beetle with the | egs
torn off.

| paid nmy nmoney after the couple paid theirs, and watched as the sal esnan
inserted tablets

of a drying agent into the top and bottom of the container. Then, slipping it
in my pocket, I felt a

great easing of tension, like stepping into a pair of confortable old shoes.
"How many does this
make?" | asked. "That you've sold today, | nean.”

As if the question sonehow offended him the sal esman kept his mouth cl anped
shut .

H s gaze was refracted in the thick | enses, making his expression hard to
read. Was he just

i gnoring me, or had he not heard? Cheerful background music rose and fell with
a passing breeze.

"As soon as | get hone I'mgoing to get out ny atlas and see if there really
is such a

pl ace as Epichamlsland,” | said, and then | aughed. "Just kidding." Still no
reacti on. Maybe | had

gone too far. | hesitated to say anything nore.

2

SOVEDAY |' D LI KE TO DESI GN
A LOGO BASED ON THE EUPCACCI A,
AND USE IT FOR A GROUP FLAG

Strai ght back fromthe entrance was a canvas-roofed rest area that probably
doubl ed as a
stage for outdoor concerts. Next to stands selling iced coffee and hanburgers
was one selling
shaved ice; | ordered a bow ful, flavored with syrupy adzuki beans. Seen
t hrough the protective
wi re-nmesh fence, the dusty streets below | ooked like old torn fishnet. It
seemed about to rain:

nountains in the distance were swathed in clouds. The noise of thousands of
car engi nes bounced

of f the sky and merged, interfering with the departnment-store Mizak in spurts
like the gasps of a
wi nded bul | frog.
The bowl of shaved ice and sweet purplish beans chilled nmy palnms. People in
t he

unroof ed area were starting to head for the exits, but here nearly every seat
was filled. | shared a
table with a student (so | judged himto be fromthe long hair that fell to
t he nape of his slender

neck, and his bl oodshot eyes) wearing a dark blue T-shirt with white lettering
that read PO PO PO



H s face was bent over a bowl of chilled noodles. | crushed the beans in ny
ice with the back of

nmy spoon, then scooped themup and ate them The student |ooked up with a
sound of joints

cracking in his neck. Evidently he was offended by the critical gaze | had
turned on him It's a bad

habit 1've devel oped ever since | started carrying the boardi ng passes with
me. As | go out only

once a nonth, | have to make the nost of ny tine.

"Did you find anything?" | asked.

"Nah." A noodl e hung down on his chin; he pushed it into his mouth with a
finger and

added in a tone of disgust, "Wat a bunch of junk."

"Even the eupcacci a?"

"The what ?"

"Eupcaccia." | pulled the plastic case out of mnmy pocket and showed it to him
"It's the

nane of an insect. Didn't you see it? Second aisle fromthe back, around the
mddle, on the left."”

"What's so great about it?"

"It's a beetle, a kind of Col eopteron. The | egs have atrophied, and it goes
around and

around in the same place |like the hour hand of a clock, feeding on its own
excrenent . "

" goo"

"So isn't that interesting?"

"Not especially.”

So much for him Disqualified.

At the risk of sounding pretentious, let me say | believe the eupcaccia is
synmbolic of a

certain phil osophy or way of |life: However rmuch you nmay nove around, as |ong
as the notion is

circular you haven't really gone anywhere; the inmportant thing is to maintain
a tranquil inner core.

Soneday, | thought, I'd like to design a | ogo based on the eupcaccia, for a
group flag. It

woul d have to be based on the back, not the belly. The segnmented belly has too
many |ines, like

t he underside of a dried shrinp, but the back could be represented easily
enough by two adj acent

ovals. Sort of like the radiator grille on a BMMthe car with the world's top
driving

performance. That settled it: | knew now where | was going to keep the
eupcacci a. There could be

no better place than the shelf over the toilet in ny work area. That was where
| kept all the

| uggage and ot her travel equipment. Suddenly | grinned, ny hunor restored at
the notion of the

eupcaccia as a travel accessory.

The student went off with a | ook of uneasiness. | had no intention of stopping
him Even

apart from his boorish way of slurping his noodles, his approach to life was
obvi ously wanting in

gravity. The eupcaccia pronised to becone a useful litrmus test, | thought, one
t hat gave ne an

obj ective standard for deciding anong potential crewren. Anyone who showed no
curiosity about

such an insect—the ful crumof a compass with which to draw the circunference
of the very

earth—was sinply too insensitive to nerit serious consideration



| felt far greater interest in the young couple who had bought a eupcaccia
before ne.

Where coul d they have gone? They were the ones | shoul d have sounded out. Wy
did | never

make the nost of mny opportunities? On second thought, however, the man anyway
was no | oss.

He had been too restless, as if there were a Ping-Pong gane going on inside
his head. Hardly the

type to adapt well to the life of a nole. The girl was another matter; she
certainly woul d bear

careful investigation. It had been her idea to buy the eupcaccia; besides, it
was only | ogical that

my first crew menber should be a woman. Savoring the col dness of the ice in ny
nmout h, | turned

regretful thoughts of her over in ny mnd. Wiy hadn't | spoken up right then?
By now we mi ght

have been fast friends, based on our nutual interest in the eupcaccia. The
only problemwas the

nature of her relationship with that man. If they were married, or anything
like it, my hopes were

wasted. OF course the eupcaccia itself belonged to the realmof soliloquy. It
was hardly the sort of

thing you' d expect a married couple to purchase together. On the other hand, |
had to admt that

unmarri ed coupl es who behave |ike man and wife are rare—far rarer than married
coupl es who

behave |i ke mutual strangers.

Time to go. | had already had the amazi ng good fortune to stunble on the
eupcaccia; it

woul dn't do to be greedy for nmore. And on a windy day like this | couldn't
drive after dark al ong

that rocky | edge by the coast: salt spray would rust out the body of the jeep.
A shadow fell on the seat just vacated by the student. Conspicuously |arge
crani um

heavy gl asses for nearsightedness, dingy skin—+t was the insect sal esnan. He
unw apped a

sandwi ch and dragged a chair up, scraping it loudly against the floor. He
still hadn't seen nme. It

wasn't an amazi ng coi nci dence that we should end up face to face, considering
there were only a

few seats vacant. He peeled off the top slice of bread fromhis sandw ch,
rolled it up into a

cylinder, and began to take careful bites, sipping now and then froma can of
cof f ee.

"Taki ng a break?" | said.

The insect deal er stopped chewi ng and | ooked up slowy. "You talking to nme?"
"Don't you remenber ne? You just sold nme a eupcaccia a few mnutes ago."

For several seconds he continued to stare at me silently, through | enses so

t hi ck t hey

seened bull etproof. He seemed wary. Was it nmy weight? People tend to equate
obesity with

i mbecility. Menmbers of the opposite sex are distant, those of one's own sex
derisive. Fat is even

an obstacle to finding enploynment. The ratio of body size to brain size
suggests unflattering

anal ogi es to whal es and di nosaurs. | don't even |like fat people mysel f—despite
t he obvi ous

irony—and | generally avoid getting into conversations with themif | can help
it.

"What's the matter? You want your noney back, is that it?"



In the back of my mind | still had reservations about the eupcaccia, but I
didn't want

themforced into the open. | was in no nmood to hear a confession

"Not at all. I'mvery happy with nmy eupcaccia. It's given ne a lot to think
about. Did you

collect all those speci nens yourself? They say environmental pollution is
getting so bad that

i nsects are disappearing all over the place. Sonme dealers have to raise their
own, |'ve heard."

"Yes, and sone go even further—they conjure up nonexi stent specinens wth
tweezers

and glue, I've heard."

"How many have you sol d altogether?" | asked, deeming it safest to change the
subj ect.

"One. "

"No, really."

"Look, if you want your money back, | don't mnd."

"Why do you say that?"

"To avoid a hassle."

"There were sone ot her peopl e who bought one before ne."

"No, there weren't."

"Yes, there were. Don't you renmenber? A man and a young wonan."

"You haven't been around much, have you? | hired them as sakura—decoys,
shills, to

lure custoners."”

"They | ooked on the level to ne."

"Well, they have a standing contract with the departnent store, so they're in
alittle better

cl ass than your average confidence man. Besides, the girl is terrific. She
makes great cover."

"She had me fooled."

"She's a looker, all right. She's got real class. That son of a gun .

"There's a new system for classifying women into types,"” | said. "I sawit in
t he paper.
The ' qui ntupl e approach,’ | think it was called. According to that, wonen fal

into five main

types—\bt her, Housew fe, Wfe, Wnan, and Human Bei ng. Which one would you say
she is?"

"That sort of thing doesn't interest ne."

"It's all been carefully researched by a top ad agency. It's sone new too
t hey' ve wor ked

out for market analysis, so it should be fairly reliable."

"You believe that stuff?"

A flock of sparrows flew | ow overhead. Then cane a rain-cloud that brushed
t he

department store rooftop as it sped by in pursuit. Canvas flaps over the
stalls fluttered and snapped

in the wind;, shoppers paused uncertainly. Here and there sone stall keepers
wer e al ready cl osing

up. They woul d be the ones whose goods were sold out, or who had given up on
selling any nore

t hat day.

"Shoul dn't you be getting back to your stall? Looks like rain."

"I"'ve quit." He laid thin slices of hamand tomato on top of each other
speared themwi th

a fork, and grinned. H's boyish grin went surprisingly well with his bald
head.

"Don't give up so soon," | said. "The eupcaccia gives people sonething to
dr eam about ;

|"msure you can sell at least a couple nmore if you try."



"You're weird, you know that? What do you do for a living, anyway?" He stroked
hi s

head with hairy fingers until the snokelike wisps of hair lay flat against his
scal p, making the top

of his head | ook even bigger

A customer wandered up to the stall next to the rest area where we were
sitting. The item

for sale there was an all-purpose vibrator, oval in shape, featuring a neta
fitting for an electric

drill on the end, in which a variety of tools could be inserted: back
scratcher, toothbrush, facia
sponge, wire brush, shoul der massager, small hanmer . . . you nane it. It

certainly was ingenious,

yet it failed to fire the inmagination. Besides, there at the counter they had
only sanples. To make a

purchase you had to go through sonme fishy rignarole, |eaving a ten percent
deposit and filling out

an order blank with your name and address; the device woul d supposedly be
delivered to your

doorstep (for a slight charge) within a week. | found it hard to see why
anyone woul d want to buy

such a thing.

"There you have the opposite of a dream" | said. "Sheer practicality."
"There you have a lesson in howto fleece people," said the insect dealer
"Nothing wild

or fantastic, you see. Plain, everyday itens are best—kitchen stuff,
especially. If you're clever,

you can even fool people in the same line. But it doesn't bear repeating. You
can never work the

same place, or the sanme item nore than once. And until you' ve nmapped out your
next strategy,

you' ve got to keep jumping fromtown to town. Not an easy life."

"Does the eupcacci a bear repeating?" | asked.

"Ah—so now you' ve nade up your mnd it's a fake."

"Just eat your sandw ch, please. What did you have for breakfast?"

"What does it matter?"

"I al ways have sweet potatoes, or pancakes, with coffee. | make my own
pancakes. "

"I can't make a good pancake."

"Neither can I."

"Haven't eaten breakfast in a good ten years."

"Was that thunder?"

"Who cares?"

He bit off a piece of his sandwich as if tearing into the world's betrayal. |
couldn't bl ane

him If | were the discoverer of the eupcaccia, with sales so slow |'d
undoubtedly feel the same

way. A pillar of sand, understood only by dreaners. But even a pillar of sand,
if it stands inside

the earth, can hold up a skyscraper

"I'f you like, I'll take the rest of the eupcaccias off your hands. Another
four or five

woul dn't hurt, anyway."

"Why shoul d you do that?" the insect dealer said, stuffing his nouth with the
[ ast of his

sandwi ch. "Don't talk like an idiot. | don't know what little scheme you may
have in mind . "

"Al'l right. Just because I'mfat, you don't have to snap at ne that way."
"Cbesity has no correlation to character." He stuck the wad of bread he was
chew ng over



on one side of his nmouth, and added in a nmuffled voice, "It's caused by the
proliferation of

nmel anoid fat cells; only involves an inch or two of subcutaneous tissue."
"You know a | ot about it."

"Just something | read in the paper."

"Do you plan to sell the rest of the eupcacci as sonewhere el se?"

"Frankly, 1've had a bellyful of them™

"Surely you wouldn't just throw them away?"

"They're not even worth grinding up for medicine. I'll save the containers,

t hough; | paid

enough for them"

"Then why not let nme have the lot? I'll trade you that for a boat ticket. If
you're going to

t hrow t hem away anyway, why not? You've got nothing to |ose.”

Whoops—+00 soon to bring up the boat ticket. After this slip, | felt as
unnerved as if

someone had just goosed me with an ice cube. |1'd been too anxious to keep him
frombelittling ny

purchase, feeling that any criticismof the eupcaccia was a reflection on ny
judgrment as well. The

cl ockbug contained, |I felt, a revelation that could save humanity nuch rancor
and anxiety.

Take the ant hropoids, who are thought to share a comobn ancestor with the
hurman race

They exhibit two distinct tendencies: one is to make groups and build
soci eti es—the aggrandi zi ng

tendency—and the other is for each animal to huddle in its own territory and
build its own

castl e—the settling tendency. For whatever reason, both these contradictory

i mpul ses survive in

t he human psyche. On the one hand, humans have acquired the ability to spread
across the earth,

thanks to an adaptability superior even to that of rats and cockroaches; on

t he other, they have

acquired a denmonic capability for intense nutual hatred and destruction. For
t he human race, now

on a level equal with nature, this tw-edged sword is too heavy. W end up
wi t h gover nment

policies that make about as much sense as using a giant electric saw to cut
open the belly of a tiny

fish. If only we could be nmore Iike the eupcaccias

"Trade it for what, did you say?"

"A boat ticket."

"Ah, the old survey con.'
at me

intently through his thick lenses. "If you're trying to pull off one of those
on ne, better wait till

you're a little nore experienced."

" Huh?"

"You never heard of it? | guess not, fromthe | ook on your face. You know, you
see them

everywhere, those people standing on street corners with a pad of paper and a
bal | poi nt pen in

their hands."

"I'"ve seen them What are they there for?"

" "Tell me, madam have you settled on your sumer vacation plans?' They start
out |ike

that, and they wind up extorting an entrance fee for some super-duper travel
club.™

"You' ve got ne wong." After sone hesitation, | decided | had no choice but to

He drank the rest of his canned coffee, and | ooked



bri ng out

one of the |leather cases. "See? A key and a boat ticket. It's a ticket to
survival ."

A tap on the shoul der from behind. A pungent whiff of pomade.

"No soliciting without a permt, buddy. Pay the fee and open your own stall
just like

everybody else." A boxlike man, hair parted on one side, stood |ooning behind
me. Hi s eyes,

moi st with intensity, were round and deep-set. His erect posture and the badge
on his chest

iMmediately identified himas a nenber of the store's security detail

"I"'mnot soliciting."

"You'll have to conme with ne. You can file your conplaints over at the
office."

Eyes converged on us. A wall of curiosity, anticipating a show Then CGoggle
Eyes

grabbed my arm his fingers digging into the flesh until nmy wist began to
tingl e—a form of

puni shment he was evidently used to meting out. Wth ny eyes | signaled to the
i nsect dealer for

hel p, expecting himto be able to say sonmething in nmy defense. But he kept his
head | owered, and

did nothing but funble in his pocket. The man was all talk, not to be trusted.
Let that be a | esson

tonme. It wouldn't do to start passing out tickets recklessly.

Resi gned, | began to get up. Al at once, Coggle Eyes softened his grip. The

i nsect

dealer's right armwas extended toward us, displaying in tw fingers a tan
card.

"Permt nunber E-eighteen.”

"That won't work. This guy is the one who was soliciting."

"He's nmy partner. Since when is use restricted to the bearer?”

"Ch. Well, in that case . . ."

"I'"ll go along with you," offered the insect dealer genially. "It's the | east
| can do."

"No, that's okay, as long as | know the score.™

"Not so fast. You' ve enbarrassed us publicly. Now there has to be a proper
settling up."

"I amsorry this happened, sir. But we do ask in principle that you restrict
busi ness

activities to the place stipulated.”

"Yes, certainly. Sorry to have troubled you."

Pal ns facing us in a gesture of apol ogy, Goggle Eyes backed speedily off and

di sappeared. | was filled with renorse, abashed that for those few seconds |
had doubted the insect

deal er.

"Thanks. You saved ne."

"A lot of those guys are forner cops. Qut to fill their quotas.”

"Anyway, please take this," |I said, pressing the case on him "It may not be

as fancy as

the one for the eupcaccias, but it's pretty nice, don't you think? Rea
| eat her, hand-tool ed."

"So the case is inposing and the contents are worthless, eh? At |least you're
honest . "

"No, no—this is a ticket to survival. Open it up and see for yourself."
"Survival ? O what?"

"The di saster, of course.”

"What di saster?"

"Well, don't you think we're teetering on the brink of disaster right
now-Aat ur e,



manki nd, the earth, the whol e worl d?"

"As a matter of fact, | do. But my thinking so isn't going to rmake any
difference.”
"Come on. I'll show you."

| stood up and notioned for himto follow but the insect deal er renai ned
wher e he was,

maki ng no nove either to touch the ticket case or to get up fromhis chair.
"It's just not ny line. Social protest, that sort of thing. I'mthe type who
believes in

letting things take their course.”

"Nobody' s asking you to worry about anyone else. This is strictly for you
yoursel f."

"Thanks, anyway. | think I'Il pass it up. Who am | to survive when ot her
peopl e don't?

Isn't it a sinto ask for too nuch?"

There was sonething to what he said. He had found ny vul nerabl e spot.

"Don't you see, | want to trade you this for the rest of the eupcaccias."
"Sone other tinme. Wiat's the rush?"

"That just shows how little you know. The disaster is on its way. Don't you
read the

paper s?"

"Ch, yeah? Wen is it coning?"

"It could very well be tomorrow "

"Not today? Tonorrow?"

"I"'mjust talking possibilities. It could come this very instant, for all |
know. Al 1'm

saying is, it won't be long."

"Want to bet?"

"On what ?"

"On whether it cones in the next ten seconds." He prepared to start the

st opwat ch

attachment on his wistwatch. "Ten thousand yen says this disaster you're

t al ki ng about doesn't

happen. "

"I said I'monly talking possibilities."

"I"ll make it the next twenty seconds."

"Either way, it's a toss-up."

"And in twenty mnutes, or two hours, or two days, or two nonths, or two
years, it'll still

be a toss-up, right?"

"You mean the whole thing doesn't interest you unless you can bet on it?"
"Don't be so touchy. | know what you're thinking: Even if it did come in
twenty seconds,

wi nni ng woul dn't do you nuch good because you'd be too dead to collect. There
could be no

payof f unless it didn't cone. Not nuch of a ganble any way you |l ook at it.
"Then why not go ahead and take the ticket?"

"What a depressing creature you are."

" \Npy 2"

"I just can't relate to soneone who goes around hawking the end of the world."
Al right then, smart-ass, go ahead and drop dead if that's what you want.
That head of

yours |l ooks terrific fromthe outside, but inside it rmust be stuffed with bean
curd. Probably I

overestimated the eupcaccia too.

"When you're sorry, it'll be too late," | said

"I"'mgoing to take a | eak."

"You're positive you don't want it?"

The insect dealer began to get up. It wouldn't do to | eave the precious ticket
lying there



any longer. My hand started for it, but before | could reach it, he had slid
hi s hand under mi ne and

snatched it up, smling broadly then as he adjusted his gl asses. He m ght
equal I y have been

seeking reconciliation or nerely teasing.

"Wait back by the stall. I'Il be right there."
"Don't wal k out on nme, now. "
"All my stuff is still there.”

"You mean the eupcacci as? You were going to throw them away, anyway. Wat kind
of

a guarantee is that?"

He took off his watch and set it where the ticket case had been. "It's a

Sei ko

Chr onogr aph, brand-new. Don't you nake off with it."

THE SHI LLS RAN AWAY
W TH THE TI CKETS TO SURVI VAL

Everything in the insect dealer's stall was packed up, backing his assertion
that he had

decided to quit. The left-hand stall across the way—'ve forgotten what it was
sel | i ng—had

i kewi se ceased business. The sky threatened rain any minute, and the hour was
si x-twent y—

al most closing tine. | entered the stall fromthe side, ducking under the
canvas, and found in place

of a chair a large suitcase, which doubtless contained the rest of the
eupcacci as. Overly consci ous,

as al ways, of the eyes of others, | |lowered nyself onto the suitcase,
shoul ders hunched to avoid
| ooki ng conspi cuous. | needn't have worried. The few remai ni ng shoppers went

scurrying past |ike

young crabs racing to catch the tide.

| transferred the insect dealer's watch fromny back pocket to nmy shirt
pocket. My spirits

were | ow-not, | thought, solely because of the weather. Was | sorry already
that | had [et him

have the ticket? Wth what eagerness | had waited for and dreamed of this
event—the finding of a

conpani on—yet now t hat one had nade his appearance, | began shrinking back. A
bad habit.

Mist take a nmore positive view He wasn't a bad fellowin the least. A bit

pl ai n- spoken, but that

was better than a lot of high-sounding talk. Not just anyone could have

di scovered the eupcacci a.

He was probably a lot nore quick-witted than he let on. The first crew nmenber,
above all, had to

be far nore than a nere cabin boy.

To erase any doubts, as soon as he cane back fromthe nen's room| could
inform him

that | was the captain, and have himsign a formstating that once aboard, he
agr eed

unconditionally to obey any orders to di senbark. The ship was mne. |

di scovered her, designed



her, and built her. It was only proper for the crewto fall inline with ny
policies. O course if he

had a mind to disobey, no nere signature was going to stop him In which case
I'd have no choice

but to put my punitive systeminto action. Basically a defense agai nst

i nvaders from outside, the

apparatus was capable of inflicting fatal injury; but for comrunal living to
succeed, m ni mum

standards of order had to be preserved. Certainly | had no plan or desire to
t hrow nmy wei ght

around as captain, but then again, it wouldn't do to turn the ark into a great
coffin.

| couldn't keep putting off the decision. Unless | conpromn sed sonewhere,
plainly I

woul d find nyself battling windmlls forever. One or two people could never
run a ship that size;

my plans called ultimately for a crew of 385. Unless | wanted to see the ship
super annuat ed before

ever wei ghing anchor, | had better make up my nmind to take the insect dealer
on boar d.

The lady directly across the way (whose stall boasted a collection of

t housands of

di fferent matchbooks and mat chboxes, candy w appers and whatnot) had begun
packing in a

hurry. Apparently annoyed by the failure of her goods to sell, she was ripping
off the tarpaulin and

stuffing it into her valise without even taking time to renmpove the thunbtacks.
It was no wonder

her sal es were poor; the eupcaccia was eccentric in its way, but her

nmer chandi se was j ust too

i di osyncratic. She herself, though past niddl e age, wore yell ow sungl asses
with a smart-1 ooking

ki nono, for an effect sonehow out of keeping with the surroundi ngs. To make
matters worse, at

the bottom of her sign were the pathetic words "Menmentoes of My Departed
Husband, " whi ch

could only serve to put off potential custoners. Perhaps the insect deal er had
been right: expecting

too nmuch was indeed a sin.

The man selling a water cannon (not water pistol) at the stall on nmy inmrediate
ri ght was

seated chin in hands by a peculiar machine placed directly on the floor. A
tape recording recited

his spiel for himwhile he | ooked resentfully up at the sky. The cl ouds were
hi gher than before;

now a wisp swirled fitfully by at about the speed of a helicopter. It |ooked
as if the rain would hold

of f awhile longer, but no one was likely to buy a water cannon in any case.
Besi des, the price was

too high. No sane person would part with ten million yen unless either there
was solid reason to

believe the price would rise further or the itemwas of enornous practica
value. Fromlistening to

the tape, | deduced that he had based the figure solely on the nunber of days
it had taken himto

make the thing. A forner enployee of the Japan National Railways, he had
utilized the principle

of the steam | oconotive. He had evidently applied for a patent, but to ny

l ayman' s way of

thinking it seemed hardly likely that steam pressure could have an expl osive



force conparable to

gunpowder. If it was a | ow noise, nonpolluting, short-distance projectile he
want ed, elastic could

easily do the job. | didn't think nuch of the design, either: an unsightly
bul gi ng coal stove, and

rising out of it, a stubby cannon. It |ooked exactly like the male genitalia.
Good for a | augh maybe,

but certainly nothing I'd pay even one hundred yen for

These peopl e were obvi ously genui ne amateurs, just as advertised. Their

of ferings roused

one's curiosity, but ultimately | eft one disappointed. Al | could discern
around ne was out-and-
out greed, and total |ack of concern for psychol ogy. Personally, | didn't nind

alittle wol over ny

eyes as long as the result was sufficiently entertai ning. That was where the
eupcacci a shone: now

there was the unmi stakabl e touch of the professional

A man appeared in the corner of the aisle and stopped lightly, birdlike. In
the heat, as

sultry as a noodl e-shop kitchen, he cut a conspicuous figure in his suit coat.
Even without seeing

t he badge on his lapel, | knew instantly that this was the same security guard
who had fal sely

accused me over at the rest area. Had he come to stir up some new storn® |
didn't want to be

hassled. Wth the stall cleared of nerchandise, he nmight well stop to ask
guestions. | took out the

remaining two tickets and placed them side by side on the counter. The plain
wood surface of the

counter, not one neter |ong, |ooked i nmeasurably vast. No reason to quail,
told myself; those

cases held something of far nore value than ten thousand stalls. The guard
wal ked by w thout a

flicker of expression. The edge of his glance swept over the counter in front
of ne. Sweat was

dripping fromthe point of his chin, | noticed; | too poured rivers of sweat.
What was keeping the insect dealer? This was taking too long. Did the nan have
ki dney

st ones?

A young coupl e stopped at the counter. The nan had a crew cut, and he wore

bl ack

trousers with a white, open-collared shirt. Fastened around his fat,
sausagel i ke neck was a gold

neckl ace. The woman's hair was nussed, as if she'd just gone through it with
her fingers; she had

on purplish lipstick and a T-shirt printed with a | oud Hawai i an beach scene.
They had cone to the

wrong place. | was only putting on an act; | had nothing to sell. | started to
say so, when it hit

me—this was her. There coul d be no doubt about it: she was one of the two

ot her peopl e who had

bought, or pretended to buy, a eupcaccia. The hair and makeup and cl othes were
all different, but

there was no mi staki ng who she was. Even the insect deal er had nmentioned what
"cl ass" she had,

and i ndeed she had a striking way about her that no disguise could conceal for
| ong.

About the man | was | ess sure. Was he or was he not the same person? That | ong
hai r

bef ore coul d have been a wi g—+f she wears disguises, then so does he, | told



nmysel f —but still,

somet hing didn't connect. Perhaps of fensive people | eave a nore superficial

i mpressi on.

Unfortunately, he | ooked ten years younger than the one before, which nmade him
a good match for

her .

"Where's the bug man?" The man slid his fingers over the counter as if testing
for dust.

Uncertain how to respond, | stamered, "Uh, probably the nmen's room"

"I's he closing up, or just sw tching merchandi se?" H's fingers drunmed as if
hitting a

tel egraph key. His voice was raspy and nonotonous. | knew | was under no
obligation to answer,

yet | did.

"Cosing up. He's given up on selling the things."
"Why?" Wbnderingly, the girl tilted her head on its slender neck. She reached

casual l'y

for a ticket. "They were such cute little bugs."

Had it been the man, | would have reacted differently. But the girl's fingers
wer e

transparent, as if she had no bones. There seened little enough chance that
the ticket was in any

danger.

"Great," said the man. "We're here to collect some noney. Can you pay us?"
"I"mafraid business was pretty bad."

"Ch, no, it wasn't." He raised his voice, as if his professional pride had
been wounded. "I

saw it with ny owmn eyes. They were selling, all right."

The girl nodded her head rapidly in agreenent. Her | ook was intense. It seened
possi bl e

to interpret her reaction as a sincere defense of the eupcacci a—but that was
ridicul ous. She was a

sakura, a shill; she couldn't be serious. It had to be an act, | knew, and yet
| couldn't suppress a

rush of affection. Rather like a cat-hater who finds a kitten purring and
rubbing his | egs. Wthout

thinking, | indulged in a bit of small talk, thus inadvertently handing them a
pretext to stay.

"Don't you remenber ne?" | said, burying nmy chin in the folds of mnmy neck

prickly with

heat rash, to enphasize ny bulk. "I renmenber you."

"I remenber you too," said the girl, bringing her hands together. Her eyes
spar Kkl ed.

"You're the one who bought the eupcaccia right after us, aren't you?"

"That's right. That was it; that was the only one he sold."

"What do you mean?" said the man. "We bought one too, didn't we? That nakes at
| east

two. "
"You can stop pretending. | know everything."
"Li ke what ?"

"Li ke what you two do for a living."

They | ooked at each other and | aughed nonchal antly. Consternation was apparent
beneat h

t he | aughter.

"What's your relationship to hinP" the man asked.

"None. | just took a fancy to the eupcaccia, that's all."

"Funny. Way woul d he go and | eave the store with a total stranger?"

"Nature called."”

The girl held the ticket case to her ear and shook it. "Say, what do you
suppose this is?"



Her voice was clear and a bit high, with a suggestion of strain. Was she
flustered at havi ng been

found out?

"Any bug that thin and flat could only be nmade out of paper.’
raspy and

heavily ironic. He rotated his right shoulder and cracked his knuckles. "These
days they have to

have horns, or the kids won't buy them™

"Eupcacci as don't have horns," | said.

"That's the whole trouble with them"

"It's something hard," she said. "Metallic."

Swiftly the man reached out for the remaining case. Over ny dead body. |
snhatched it up

and pocketed it.

"I's that nice?" he demanded.

"It's not for sale.”

H s voi ce was

"You don't mind if | look inside, do you?" The girl glanced up at ne
i nquiringly.
"Go on and open it if you want. It's a free country." The nman's tone was

brusque.

She shook the contents out onto the counter. The ornanental brass key fell out
with a

clatter, while the thin plastic card started to fly away, caught in a puff of
wi nd. The man sl amed

it down in the nick of tinme, as if swatting a fly; he shook off ny arm which
had shot out

si mul t aneously, and backed off with a m schievous smile. He seened bent on

pl ayi ng ganes.

"Well, well, what do we have here? A boat ticket. A 'Ticket to Survival,' no

| ess. What

do you know. Looking for people to sign on?"

Bounci ng the key on her palm the girl peered at the card in her conpanion's
hand.

"There's a map on the back."

Where was the insect dealer? No matter how crowded the | avatory m ght have
been, he

was taking his sweet tinme. It had been a good five m nutes now. WAsn't he ever
com ng back?

Had he taken such a dislike to me that he was willing to sacrifice both his
suitcase and his

wristwatch for the chance to escape? The irony was that these two seened nore
interested than he

had been. Maybe it was all for the best. It wasn't sour grapes; there was just
no reason it had to be

the insect dealer and no one else. | studied the girl, first by herself, then
conparing her with her

conpani on. Had she been alone, | would have wel comed this turn of events
uncondi tional ly.

"Pardon me for asking, but what exactly are you two to each other?" | said.
"Are you

busi ness partners, or what?" It was indeed a strange question. Hearing nyself
ask it, | wanted to

stop up ny ears. The man's snile faded, and he w ped the corner of his nouth
with the back of his

hand.

"I know. We're a funny pair, aren't we? People are always asking us that.
Every time

they do, | think of the saying 'Catch big fish with little ones.'
"Peopl e are al ways asking you that? What do you nean."

"This person,” he said, indicating her with a jerk of his head, "seens to



radi ate | oneli ness.

As if she were a pitiful waif forced against her will to do nasty nen's

bi ddi ng. She stirs up nen's

conbativeness. It's a kind of fishing by lure, if you follow ne."

"This person,” he had said. How much nore inpersonal could you be? Perhaps
there was

hope. O perhaps he was only glorying in his fishing skills. The sight of him
becane even nore

irritating.

"Sorry—+ don't go in nuch for fishing," | said.

Slowy the girl's snmle faded. She did have an air of |oneliness about her
despite her way

of glancing up at you, and the lines at either corner of her nouth, and her
fairly heavy makeup. It

m ght well be a ook that was carefully contrived and cal cul ated, | thought.
"Well, what about this nerchandise? Don't we at |east get an expl anation?" He
flicked

the card with a fingernail and spoke with rising insistency. "You can't choose
your custoners; it's

not fair. Once the goods are on the counter, that's it. You have to play fair.
The bug man may have

told you—half of these stalls are here only because | put in a good word for
the owners with the

management. That gives ne a certain stake in what goes on here. | can't have
you pi cki ng and

choosi ng anong custoners. "

"You don't understand. These aren't for sale. That's what |'ve been telling
you al

al ong. "

"Tsk tsk. The rule is that anything displayed on the counter has to be for
sale."

"In that case, | apologize. I"'msorry. Now will you please hand it back?"
"The bug man must have told you sone ridicul ous story about us. That we're a
coupl e of

sakura or sonething."

"Well, aren't you?"

"Officially, a sakura is a shill, a sidewal k vendor's assi stant—sonebody who
makes a

purchase or |ays down a bet to encourage onl ookers to do the same. Only nobody
calls us that

anynore. The job's no different, but we have a respectabl e-sounding title:

sal es prompters, we're

call ed. The departnment stores treat us |ike proper agents, with our own
accounts and everything."

The girl grasped the man's wist to hold it still, as the excited swayi ng of
hi s body

interfered with her attenpts to focus on the map on the back of the card. Now
was my chance. |

reached out for the ticket, my fingers noving to the precise spot, at the
preci se speed, that | had

i ntended. In fat people, the bottom half of the body may be wei ghted down, but
fromthe wai st up,

heaviness is no bar to agility.

Yet | failed. The ticket was gone from between his fingers. Sleight of hand.
He waved his

other armwith a flourish, and the ticket reappeared, ensconced between two
fingers; he blewon it,

and it spun like a windmll.

"I give up. Please let ne have it back," | said. "Then we'll talk."

"Say, this nmust be pretty valuable, fromthe way you're carrying on about it."



"Didn't use the right psychol ogy."
ne.

"You're just encouraging him"

"It is valuable,” | said, in a voice so feeble that | nmade nmyself sick. "It's
worth nore than

anybody here could begin to afford.”

"Don't underestinmate ne."
"That's not what | nean."
he go on

peei ng? "If you don't know how to use it, it won't do you any good." Not hing
to do but relax and

The girl |aughed, glancing fromthe card to

That crazy insect dealer, | thought—-how | ong could

wait to be rescued. "It would be a total waste.” Still, no telling how
effective his reinforcenent
woul d prove until the tine came. "It's not |ike ordinary nerchandi se, where

you pay the nobney

and it's yours." In terns of sheer physical strength, the insect deal er m ght
have an edge, but in

actual conbat the shill would probably prove the nore adept. It was a good
match. If the shill had

t he sharpness of wire, the insect deal er had the toughness. And | nyself
counted for sonet hing.

Wei ght can be a val uabl e weapon, provided you use it correctly.

The girl spoke up. "A boat ticket can only nean sonme kind of boat. What kind,
is the

guestion. "

"The real question is the key," said the man. "Wat does it unl ock?"

"Finding the answer to that nay be easier than you think. " Her voice was
brightly

animated, as if she were |eafing through a travel brochure. Then she dangl ed
t he key roguishly

near the tip of her nose. The ticket m ght be gone, but | at |east wanted the
key back. Capturing

sitting flies in ny bare hands is one of ny hobbies. | fixed my eyes on her
hand. The man had put
one over on ne, but with the girl | had nore confidence. Still, sonething nade

me hesitate.

Perhaps it was self-reproach, a warning that I was getting too enotional. The
i nsect deal er had

been utterly uninterested, yet | had gone out of nmy way to press a ticket on
him Now, when the

shills grabbed eagerly at the bait, | found nyself trying desperately to
retrieve it. Mistn't be prey

to inmpulse. The thing to do was play for time, and wait till | could join
forces with the insect

deal er. Above all, | had to see that tickets to survival did not start getting

scattered around out of

all control

A furious rain came |ashing down, bombarding us with great pellets of water.
Spr ay

obscured visibility. The concrete floor hunmmed in resonance. Shoppers ran en
masse for the exits,

whil e stall keepers raced to take in their wares.

In the confusion, the pair ran off and di sappeared. There was no tine even to
call to them

to stop. | started to chase after them squeezing out through the side opening
of the stall, when the

wei ght of accunul ated rai nwater on the canvas roof caused the supports to

|l ean. My foot got

caught in the crosspiece, and | fell forward, flat on nmy face. A sharp pain
fl ashed though ny knee



i ke incandescent |ight. Wak knees are the bane of the very fat.

Soneone hel ped ne up from behind, so near |I could snmell the sweat in his
arnpits. It was

the insect dealer.

"Where in hell have you been?"

"Sorry. | didn't think it would take so long, but it turned out I had to take
a crap too. |'ve

had | oose bowels off and on for a while. Maybe it's the weather; who knows?"
"Go after them Hurry!"

"After who?"

"The shills, of course." |I stood and started to run off ahead of him but ny
left leg was

rubbery and lacking totally in sensation. | clung to his shoul der, barely

managi ng to keep upright.

"That woman is a |ooker, isn't she?" he enthused. "That face nakes nme want to
take her

in my arns. That ass nakes ne want —=

"Never mind that. They ran off with nmy stuff.”

"What stuff?"

"The tickets. They swi ped themand ran off."

"Now why woul d they want to do a thing like that?" He pulled nme back under the
canvas,

out of the rain. | would have resisted, but ny |leg wasn't obeying orders.

"You woul dn't take it so lightly if you knew how rmuch those tickets are
worth."

"How should I know? |'m sure they don't, either.”

"Their instincts were better than yours, though.”

The scanty hair on his big round head | ooked as if sonmeone had scribbled it on
with a

bal | poi nt pen. Water dripped fromhis earl obes and the point of his chin, as
if someone had left the

faucet running.

"Relax," he said. "I think | know where they went. If you can walk, "Il let
you | ean on
ny shoul der."

There was pain like a scattering of broken needles, but normal sensation was
begi nning to

return. | gripped the shoul der of the insect dealer, who carried the suitcase,
and we headed toward

the exit, getting wet to the skin. The store | oudspeakers were announci ng
closing tine to the

acconpani nent of "Auld Lang Syne." The nman evidently in charge of dismantling
stalls came

dashing up the emergency stairway, pulled out a crowbar fromthe tool bag sl ung
around hi s hips,

and set to work, starting in a corner

In front of the elevators there was a roofed area some fifteen feet square,
filled with a

jostling cromd seeking escape fromthe rain. The overload bell was ringing,
and the el evator doors

were wi de open. No one noved to get out. No one could have—the el evator was
packed too tight.

Angry shouts . . . crying children . . . wonen's screans . . . and the bell,
ringing and ringing .

"Hopel ess. Dam!"

"We've got to hurry and find them The nan had a crew cut, and the woman had
curly

hair. She was wearing a T-shirt printed with some kind of scenery on the
front—=

"Forget it. Take a | ook at that. No way."



"Why not take the stairs?"

"We're on the ninth floor, you know. "

"So? | don't care.”

We circled around in back of the elevators till we cane to a white steel door
O it was a

wooden sign marked EMERGENCY EXI T. AUTHORI ZED PERSONNEL ONLY.

4

MY Bl OLOG CAL FATHER
I'S CALLED | NOTOTSU

The door swung open to a noise |like the buzzing of ten thousand horseflies—the
hum of

nmotors reverberating down the pit of the stairwell. It was a steep
strictly-business stairway, a

worl d away fromthe gaudy bustle of the store interior. The walls were of

pl ai n concrete, adorned

only with Iarge nunbers on each landing to mark off the successive floors. The
air smelled of raw

pelts hanging up to dry.

The railing was on the left, which made it easier for me to favor ny injured
left knee. On

the sixth-floor |anding we stopped for breath; | tried straightening nmy |eg
and putting weight on it.

There was a watery sensation, but the pain remained |ocal. The insect dealer's
gl asses were

starting to steam over

"Are you sure you know where they went?" | asked.

"They have an office. A rented one, with just a phone, but an office."

" 'Shills for hire,” is that it?"

"It's a referral agency for sidewal k vendors. They keep a percentage of the
space rental

fee."

"Then they are racketeers. | knewit. He tried to gloss it over—ealled hinself
a 'sales

promoter' or some damm thing."

"They don't seemto have any direct connections to organized crime, though. If
t hey did,

they could never deal with the departnment store here so openly. Wio knows,
maybe they pay their

dues on the sly."

"I't wouldn't surprise me. There was sonething slim about them"”

"Her too?"

The question was inmpossible for me to answer in an offhand way. | stopped,

pr et endi ng

nmy knee hurt. The insect dealer shifted the suitcase to his other hand and

| ooked back at me, a

faint smle on his face.

"Doesn't she get to you?" he said. "She does to ne. She's too good for him™
"He called her his fishing lure."

"Did he, now." He licked his upper lip, then his |lower. The suitcase bunped
down the

stairs in time to his footsteps. "The man's no fool. You have to give him
credit for that."

"Do you really think they headed straight for the office at this hour? Maybe
we shoul d



phone first, to make sure."

W passed the fifth floor, then the fourth-floor |anding, brushing past a pair
of uniforned

security guards in an evident hurry—probably on their way up to straighten out
the crowd and get

the el evators goi ng agai n. Rain washed agai nst the skylight.

"I'f I were you, | wouldn't even bother doing that," said the insect dealer
"1'd make

straight for the harbor."

" Har bor ?"

"Sure. That ticket gets you on board a ship, right? A ship means a harbor."
"But my shipisn't inthe water. It's sort of . . ." | groped for a way to
express it. "It's in

dry dock, you could say."

"Well, it's only a question of time till they find it and get on board."

"What makes you say that?"

"There's a map on the back of that ticket, isn't there?"

"You nmean you've al ready | ooked at it? That was quick."

"It's a habit of mne," he said. "While I'"'min the john, | have to have
something to read.”

"Do you think they could find it with just that map to go on?"

"A fisherman could. | like deep-sea fishing nyself, so | knew where it was the
m nut e

saw it."

"Ch . . . Wat about hin? Does he fish? He did nake that crack about fishing
by lure.

"That area is full of great fishing spots,"” said the insect dealer, giving his
hi p pocket a

slap where the ticket apparently was. "I know ny way around there pretty well.
Wasn't there an

old fishermen's inn sonmewhere near there?"

| felt a sick enbarrassnment, as if he'd told ne ny fly was open. | didn't want
to hear any

nore. To have the past dragged aboard my ship was the last thing | wanted.
Wien we set sail, |

wanted ny slate as clean as a newborn baby's.

"Ch, sorry, |I forgot to give you back your watch."

On the second-floor |anding, we took a final rest. My knee was al nost entirely
free of

pain now and felt nerely a bit stiff—though to keep nmy compani on off his guard
it seemed wi ser

to pretend ot herw se. The insect dealer strapped his watch on his wist, sat
down on the eupcaccia

sui tcase, and stuck a cigarette in his nouth.

"No snoking. "

"I"'mnot going to light it. | only snoke five a day."

"See there? You do want to survive."

"No, just to enjoy ny last nmoments. Lung cancer isn't ny idea of fun."

W | ooked at each other, and shared a |l augh for no reason

"Maybe you're right," | said. "I guess it would be snmarter to go straight to
the ship than

to waste tinme stopping by their office on a hunch. Are you coming with ne?"
"Sure—as far as the first-aid room It's right on this floor, somewhere in
back. You've

got to attend to a sprain or it'll get worse."

"Hold on just a minute. That's not what you said before. You pronised you'd
hel p e

find them™

"1 did?"



"Besides, first aid isn't going to help me drive ny jeep. It's parked down in
t he

under ground parking lot. The clutch weighs a ton."

"You want nme to drive it?"

"What's the matter, can't you drive?"

"Are you kidding? You're |ooking at a forner truckdriver. |I'mjust wondering
why |

should go that far out of ny way for you."

"Well, | gave you back your watch, but | notice you haven't given ne back ny
ticket."

"I'f you want it back, just say so. | thought you'd traded ne this for the rest
of the

eupcaccias." He started to get up, funbling in his hip pocket. Al arm took
possession of ne, as if |

were watching an egg roll toward a tabl e edge.

"Nobody' s asking for it back!"

"Lower your voice, will you?" he said. "I can't stand | oud voices. Dogs
bar ki ng, hogs

squeal i ng, people yelling—t all drives me nuts.”

Hogs. Did someone say hogs? My ears buzzed as if filled with crawling insects.
I wasn't

al ways a porker. When | was a boy, | was as skinny as a shish kebab skewer.

Not all hogs are fat,

either, as far as that goes. "Hog" becane synonynmous with "Fatso" back when

ni nety percent of

all hogs raised were Yorkshires. The Yorkshire is a lard breed, and before
synthetic oils and fats

cane into wide use, it was an inportant source of fat. Not just cooking fat:
lard from Yorkshire

hogs was used for a variety of things, fromall-purpose salve and tallow to

oi ntment for rectal

suppositori es—even a nustache pormade said to have been popular with the French
ari stocracy.

Then, as demand for pork grew, the Yorkshire breed gave way increasingly to

t he bacon-type

Landrace breed and the |o0in-and-hamtype Berkshire breed, both of which have a
thin fat |layer and

a high proportion of excellent |ean neat. Wth four extra ribs, the newer
breeds were consi derably

| onger and sturdier than their ancestors.

My biological father (a pariah in his own honetown) goes by the nicknane

| not ot su—

literally "charging boar
personality. Not only is
he as reckl ess and dangerous as a wild boar, but he used to run a fishernen's
inn out on a rocky

cove called Inokuchi, or Boar's Muth (who woul d have thought the insect
deal er woul d know

anything about it!). The cove, where Munt Boar trails into the sea, is so
cal | ed because it |ooks

i ke the snout of a boar

That there shoul d be sonme physical resenbl ance between ny biol ogi cal father
and nysel f

probably couldn't be hel ped. Both of us weigh nearly two hundred twenty
pounds, but Inototsu is

wel | over six feet tall and has a neck so short that he can't wear ready-nade
shirts. He really seens

|l ess a hog than a giant boar, with all the dom neering brute force of one. As
a matter of fact, he is

clumsy and tinorous, but people always defer to himand are awed by his

which is certainly an accurate description of his



appearance. To hide a

peculiarly wavy hairline, he used to wear a |loud green hunting cap, which only
i ncreased people's

appr ehensi on.

He always liked to stand out. He used to hang around the city hall when he had
not hi ng

better to do, and even had nanecards printed up with sonme official-sounding
bureaucratic title or

other. Eventually he got nore anbitious, and started hankering after a rea
counci | man' s badge.

Hs wife (my stepmother) was a practical wonman; instead of protesting, she had
himturn the deed

to the fishing inn over to her for safekeeping. The inn was large, with a
great many roons, each

provided with its own kitchen; it had a sizable clientele, including a nunber
of cooks who liked to

catch their own fish. Inototsu's only other assets consisted of two
twenty-five-ton fishing vessels.

As his wife had feared, when he ran for office he sold these off to raise
funds. But not even

changi ng his hunting cap for a felt hat did any good; he al ways | ost

m serably. Wen his noney

was gone, he becanme a terrible alcoholic and never bathed. Eventually he
snel l ed so bad that dogs

would run away fromhim In the end they even threw himout of the city hall.
One day he tripped over his wife and fell on her as she lay sleeping. He
escaped with a

nose out of joint, but she died frominternal rupture. The runor was that he
had deliberately

tranpled her to death, but they let himgo, for lack of evidence. Even so, his
entire staff quit in

fear. It was after that that Inototsu took in me and my not her

My nother had run a little cigarette stand on Mount Boar, just across the town
road. She

had me after Inototsu raped her. Then the year after we went to the inn to
live, the sumer | was

twelve, it was my turn to be accused of rape. The victimwas a waitress thirty
years ol der than ne.

The one who raped her wasn't me— just happened to be spying on the scene of
the crine. But

with Inototsu's blood in my veins, | found it inpossible to clear nyself.

I not ot su suddenly becane

a sel f-appointed enissary of justice; he caught me and shut ne up in an
abandoned under gr ound

quarry in the nmountain (the present ship), where he kept me chained for an
entire week, unti

Mot her finally sneaked in and set me free.

It was then that | started putting on weight. | wish to nake it absolutely
clear that | was

not born this way. My excess weight is conmpensation for this unreasonable
violence inflicted on

me in childhood. My left ankle still bears scars fromthe chain. At fourteen

I ran away from hone,

but | continued to gain weight, ny hatred of Inototsu proliferating along with
the scar tissue on ny

leg. Runor has it that he still hasn't abandoned his old dream of beconing a
counci | man. But who

can take seriously a thug with a record of four (possibly seven) convictions,
who is also an

al coholic and gives off a foul odor for thirty feet in all directions? Even I



hi s bi ol ogi cal son, while

living in the same city, have seen himface to face only once in the last few
years.

So pl ease, please don't talk to me about pigs. Just the sound of that word
makes me fee

as if my entire personality had been stuffed in a neat grinder. Local people
| ook on ne as an

overgrown hog, so | elinmnated them from consideration as crew nenbers from
the start. |

elimnated al nost everyone | ever knew, however casually. Each person who
seenmed likely to cal

me a pig |l changed nmentally into a | ouse. And then crushed between ny nails.
"Don't hit the ceiling. No harmintended. As long as they don't how and make
a lot of

noi se, |'ve got nothing agai nst dogs. | have one nyself—a mutt, nothing
fancy. "

"So do |I. \What does that prove?"

"Aspitz, | bet."

"Fl ake of f."
"Well, if you don't want to go have your knee |ooked at, | can't make you." He
shifted

the unlit cigarette in his nmouth, and | ooked up at a nonexi stent w ndow. \What
did he see through

it? "At this time of day, the first-aid roomw |l be jamed anyway, wth
victims of departnent

store fever. They say it's endenm c anbng housew ves who go home to an enpty
house. "

"Then you'll cone with ne to the ship?"

"I didn't say that. I'lIl hang on to the ticket, though. There's al ways next
time. When the

sun starts to go down, | have to have a drink. That's mainly what keeps ne
goi ng, day in and day

out. I'll carry the eupcaccias out to your jeep for you."

"You underestinmate the gravity of the situation.”
"You overestimate it." Briskly he clapped his hands—I| eshy hands that made ne

t hi nk of

heavy-duty gl oves—and sprang to his feet. "I don't brood over things the way
you do. It's not ny

style.”

"Ch, crap-say you'll cone with ne. |'ve got booze on the ship, if that's what
you want .

If we take the bypass, we can get there in |l ess than an hour, and | know a
shortcut that only a jeep

can manage."

"I can't figure it out—why you're counting so nmuch on ne."

"Blane it on the eupcaccia. That's what brought us together."

"Look, as far as |I'm concerned, the eupcaccia was a dud. | only sold one, so
t hat proves
it. | msread the people's mnd. Wat's-his-nanme, the German psychol ogi st, has

a theory that this
is the age of sinulation ganmes. Eventually reality gets confused with synbol.
There's a desire for

encl osed spaces, like pillboxes—er with a little nore aggression thrown in,
tanks. If you can't
followit, don't worry. It was all in the paper. Anyway, the end result is a

boomin electronic

nonsters, nodel guns, and computer war ganmes. He could be on to sonething,
don't you think?"

"The shill said the reason the eupcaccias don't sell is because they don't
have horns."



"That could very well be. You sure you wouldn't be better off teaming up with
hi m
i nstead of me?"

"Personally, | don't give a shit about horns. One of these days |'mgoing to
design a

ship's flag, and I have in mnd a | ogo based on the eupcaccia."

"I'n the end, what do you think you'll do with your ship—subdivide or |ease?"

"How could | put a price tag on life?"

The stairs canme to an end in front of the basenent door. The insect deal er put
hi s hand on

t he knob and paused.

"They station a guard here to keep enpl oyees fromcarrying of f nerchandi se, "
he

expl ai ned. "W don't have anything to hide, but still you don't want to
undergo a body search, do
you?"

He opened the door. Qut poured that uniformconcentration of noise that
characterizes

basement grocery sections of a large departnent store. A standing screen was
pl aced before the

door, but there was no sign of anyone around.

"Here we go." Holding up the suitcase like the figurehead on a ship's prow, he
pl unged

into the crowd, shouting, "One side, please, sick man com ng through, one
side, please. Everybody

out of the way, there's a sick nman coning through.
| obliged by wal ki ng hunched over and breathing with exaggerated difficulty.
In the

parking lot, a line of cars had begun to form

"Hey, this jeep is huge," exclainmed the insect dealer

"It's 2600 cc; the torque is terrific."

But he apparently felt no tenptation to drive. He went around to the
passenger's side,

pushed the seat forward, and heaved the contents of the suitcase on the floor
in the back. "I1'1ll

throwin the plastic containers for nothing."

He didn't even ask how ny knee was. All right, the hell with him |'d had

enough. The

knee was good enough to drive with now It was his loss. 1'd given himhis
chance, but | couldn't

ook out for himforever. If it came to that, | could drive off the shills

si ngl e-handed. To prepare

for such an eventuality, | had set up a nunber of traps behind staircases and

at junctures in the

tunnels. They were of all kinds: spring-powered nmechani cal ones, electronic
ones, and devices

usi ng chemical sprays. | was confident they would stop any unwanted intruders.
"Take care of yourself, all right?" he said. "When the bonb falls in Lebanon
or wherever,

"Il drop by your shelter."

"It's not a shelter; it's a ship." | turned the key and started the engine,
taki ng a deep

breath to relax. "A shelter is only tenmporary, but on a ship, life goes on
It's a place to live, day

after day."

"But when you put into port, everyone goes ashore, right? A ship is |like any
ot her

vehi cl e—a nmeans of going frompoint Ato point B."

"There are people who live entirely on the water."

"So who wants to live like a goddamm turtle? | couldn't stand being stuck in



sone hole in

t he ground nose to nose with you every day."

"It's hardly a hole in the ground," | protested. "It's a disused underground
quarry—a

smal I nountain of rock has been dug out of it. If you felt like it, you could
easily go three or four

days w t hout seeing any signs of me, never mnd nmy nose."

The insect deal er spat out his cigarette, which had broken in two fromthe
noi sture of his

saliva. "A small nountain, eh? Sounds pretty inpressive. How many people do
you figure it can

hol d?"

"You could visit every underground station and shoppi ng center across Japan
and not

find anything to conpare with it. The entire population of a small town woul d
fit in confortably."

"How is it adm nistered? Is there any residents' organization? Are you in
charge of

pr onot i on?"

"As of now, |I'mthe sole resident."

"That couldn't be. There nust be other people with tickets, anyway, even if
they' re not

living there yet."

"Nobody but you-not counting the shills.”

"I can't believe it."

"Then don't."

| stepped on the clutch and put the engine in gear. A faint spasm weaker than
pai n, ran

t hrough my knee.

"Wait—+t's not that easy to believe. Wiy should you be the only one there?"
Hs fingers

tightened their grip on the hood. The tables had turned. | disengaged the
gears and gave an

exagger at ed si gh.

"The former owners want to forget all about it. Four different enterprises got
t oget her,

swar med over the nountain, and dug it all out. Then there was a series of
cave-ins, and in the

end—ust eight years ago—they relinquished their mning rights. The tunne
entrances are all

seal ed, and housi ng devel opers are selling off plots of residential |and on
the surface. |I'mcertain

nobody wants to be rem nded of what's bel owground."

"Even if operations have been shut down, the place nust still be registered in
somebody' s

name. "

"Officially, it doesn't even exist. | checked it out at the city hall. There's
no street

nunber, no address of any kind."

"But it is Japanese territory, isn't it?"

In place of an answer, | put nmy foot back on the clutch

"Sorry." He stuck his big head in the wi ndow and grabbed ny arm which was
hol di ng

the wheel. "Wait, let ne do the driving," he said, adding sheepishly, "
suppose you knew al |

along I'd wind up coming in the end."

"Then you admit the disaster is at hand?"

"Sure. The world is lousy with disasters, everybody knows that. But this is
really

amazing. | can't get over it. You're |ike—what should | say?-an enperor, or a



dictator, or

somet hi ng. "

"Yes, of a ghost country. But | don't like dictators."
He swung into the driver's seat, shaking his top-heavy head. "Funni est darned
feeling. |

am grateful for one thing, though. Wien | was a kid at school, no one ever

pi cked me for anything.

| guess | do owe this to the eupcaccia, when you think about it.

5

TRAVELS WHI LE SQUATTI NG
ON THE TO LET

H s experience as a truckdriver had apparently stood himin good stead; soon
after we left

the parking Iot, he was handling the jeep with assurance. It was rush hour
and near the

expressway entrance ranmp we got caught in a traffic jam As |long as we stayed
novi ng, wi nd

entering through the nunerous crevices in the canvas top kept the interior of
the jeep tolerably

cool, but as we crawl ed though the rain it becane unbearably steany. Not only
was there no air-

conditioning, but the ventilation was poor, and we alternated between nopping
our perspiration

and clearing fog off the w ndows.

"I's there gas in the tank?"

"Yes. That gauge is off."

"I'f they took the sane route as us, we'll never make it in tinme, anyway; what
say we stop

somewhere for a plate of curried rice?"

"It hasn't even been half an hour," | protested. "Besides, | know a shortcut
that's nade
for a jeep. It's too soon to call it quits.™

"Aye, aye, sir. It's too soon to give up." Either he was trying too hard to
fake it, or else a

genui ne show of subm ssion came off clunsily fromlack of experience. In any
case, sonething in

his voice did not ring true. "Then how about if | go out afterwards and pick
up sonething for

di nner?" he said. "There nust be a grocery store in the nei ghborhood."
"I"ve got all kinds of provisions laid in. It's an oceangoi ng crui se vessel
you' ve got to

realize."”

"Right. And | suppose you're a hearty eater. Al right, I'll wait. Just in
case we get there

first," he went on, "have you got sone sort of plan? Those two are stubborn
Besi des, they've got

a key."

"I'I'l bolt the door fromthe inside. Steel door, steel bolt."

"They m ght decide to lay siege."

"I said |l was well stocked up, didn't 1? If they want a war of endurance
they' Il get one. |

can outl ast anyone."

The insect deal er chuckl ed, apparently satisfied; his voice and eyes alike
conveyed



genuine mrth. | did not join in. Wat if the shill—+he man—thought of using
the girl as bait?

Wuld | be able to stay inside even then? The bolt mght be steel, but not ny
heart.

"And what if they get there first? Then what?" asked the insect dealer.

"Then we're in trouble.”

"When he tal ks he sprays saliva, did you notice? |'ve heard people with
overactive

salivary glands tend to have a violent streak."

At the tollbooth, they were apparently limniting highway access; we progressed
barely

three or four car lengths at a tine, in spurts. The underside of ny chin felt
prickly. My skin was so

nmoi st with sweat that it seemed in danger of peeling off. Put a penguin in hot
water and they say it

goes bananas.

"You suppose they went by car too?" | asked.

"Probably, but what make? That | can't tell you."

Knowi ng woul dn't have done nuch good, for the w ndshield w pers were having
little

effect. All | could nake out was the hazy outline of the car ahead. | wanted
to take off ny shirt

and wing it out.

"Ch, for a breeze," | sighed.

"Why the jeep?" he asked. "Do you get around nuch?"

"Did once. | used to be a photographer's assistant."

"Used to be?"

"Yup. Sometines | think I'll take a shot of sonmething, and | get ny canera al
set up, and

then before | knowit |I lose interest in the whole idea. | guess |I'mjust
lazy."

"So am|. The human being is basically a very lazy animal, you know That's
how we

evol ved from nmonkeys: by using our brains to get out of doing things.

But phot ography's a

good line of work, it seems to ne."

"Not as good as it seens. Besides, | was only an assistant."

"Still, it's nothing to be ashaned of. You wouldn't have to worry if a
pol i ceman st opped

you on the street and started asking questions."

W passed the tollbooth. Suddenly the scenery took on a transparent clarity.
Traffic still

wasn't novi ng nuch, but since we were on an elevation, at |east there was a
breeze. | thought with

renewed gratitude of ny I[ife in the quarry, where the air was naturally coo
and there was no need

to worry about asthma or allergies, as with artificial air-cooling systenms. |
couldn't wait to get

back to ny ship.

Just to set the record straight, I'mnot a stay-at-home by nature. As a matter
of fact, I'm
very fond of travel —but not in a jeep: | roamall over Japan while squatting

on the toilet. The

eupcacci a dines as he evacuates, the insect dealer does a little light reading
or | ooki ng around,

travel .

My favorites are the color aerial photographs fromthe National Land Board:
detail ed

phot ographs taken with a special Swi ss canmera, each one ten inches square.
Dependi ng on the area



covered, they range in scale from8000:1 to 15,000:1. Yet each has
unbel i evabl e resol vi ng power,

so great that with a magnifying glass you can make out not only individua
houses but cars and

people as well. Fields are distinguishable fromrice paddies. You can even
tell nore or |ess how

the streets are paved.

It's still nore interesting when you | ook at such photos through a speci al
device called a

stereoscope. Since aerial photographs are taken at fixed interval s—ene every
ten seconds froma

survey pl ane—approxi mately three-fourths of the geographical features in
successi ve phot ographs

are redundant. By aligning two photographs in sequence, therefore, and taking
advant age of the

resulting parallax, you can nmake the scene stand out in three dinensions.
The stereoscope consists of a rectangular nmetal plate fitted with two adj acent
convex

| enses, and a hollow for the nose |like that on a fancy-dress nmask; it has a
si x-inch support at either

end. First you |locate the sane point on both photographs, then you arrange

t hem si de by side so

that the two points are directly across fromeach other. The photos shoul d be
slightly closer

together than the width of the | enses. The inportant thing is to nmaintain a
fi xed bearing. Then

pl ace the stereoscope directly over the photos and peer through the |enses
froma slight distance

Concentrate your gaze in the center, ignoring the periphery. There is no
correction for visua

problems, so if you're shortsighted, keep your glasses on. Continue to focus
intently, making fine

adjustments in the distance between the photos as needed, and at sone point

you will hit on just
the right arrangenent: then magically the | owelevation places will drop away,
and t he hi gh-

el evation ones cone thrusting up at you. It goes beyond perspective; you would
swear you were

| ooki ng not at a photograph but at an exact replica of the scene. The

i mpression of depth is in fact

intensified so that in an urban area, the high-rise buildings and TV towers
seemto junp up and

threaten to stab you; in a nountainous area it's the crags and treetops on the
peaks. In the

begi nning, | would always find nyself ducking or closing nmy eyes.

It gets to be an obsession. An addiction. | spend about five hours a day
roam ng around

t he photo maps, stopping every half hour to cool ny eyes with a danp towel and
apply one or two

ki nds of eyedrops. Since the only thing that keeps ne hone is a desire to
spare ny knees, it is

i deal for ne to nove about freely this way, using ny eyeballs as wheels.
Traveling with three-

di mrensional maps is like learning to walk on air.

You can cross the ocean in a flash, if you've a mnd to, island-hopping till
you reach the

mai nl and, then perhaps going on to still other islands beyond. | prefer not to
get greedy, but to
stick patiently to one area, |ooking at everything until | have fanmiliarized

nmyself with it



conpl etely: old mazeli ke nei ghborhoods in hilly areas wi thout a single
straight road or right-

angl ed intersection; hopel ess tangles of w nding streets through which not
even the | oca

shopkeepers can direct you. The reason residents thensel ves cannot draw an
accurate map i s that

they see their surroundings fromeye level only. I, however, amprivileged to
have the entire scene

spread out before me at once. If there is a branch road that joins the main
road ahead, | can divide

nmyself in two and enjoy both at the same tine. If | cone to a dead end-say, a
road bl ocked of f by

acliff wall+ need only pull away fromthe stereoscope and view the photo as
a flat surface

again. Wth no fear of what others may think, | can wal k anywhere | want and
peer freely into any

buil ding. As long as you plan out an escape route beforehand, even fairly bold
actions are safe,

like cutting across |lawns or narching strai ght through roons.

And so | explore it all: sluices running the length of a stone staircase; a
two-story

bui | di ng whose upper story is a lighter color, obviously a recent addition; a
garden with pond,

surrounded by tiled rooftops; a cottage buried in a thicket; a house with a
vast flat roof, no garden

a farmhouse, under its eaves a glinpse of the hood of a fire engine, converted
froma small pickup

truck; a Shinto shrine with twenty-four storage drums lined up in the back

the storehouse of an

agricultural cooperative, with a hole in the roof; a lunber m Il jutting out
into the river; a lone

dwel I i ng buried deep in the nountains, where it seenms no sunlight could

possi bly penetrate at any

hour of the day.

And connecting themall, roads that are not roads. Information accunulating in
di rect

proportion to the passing of time. Wen | growtired, it is pleasant to sit on
a bench in the park

over|l ooki ng the harbor, and drink in great drafts of sunshine. Strolling al ong
a riverbank, taking in

the view, is also enjoyable. Weat fields are deep, lush, and even in hue;
fields of vegetables,

rough-1 ooking and rather nottled. Along the river, it's even possible to

di stingui sh pampas grass

from hogweed (disgusting nane). | also enjoy flying over nountain paths hidden
beneat h rows of
flowering cherries, finding ny way by trial and error. | can lurk in a clunp

of tall grass and see

how it feels to be a peeping Tom or nake believe |'ma detective on a
stakeout. If anyone gives

me a funny look, | can sinply leap over to the radio relay station atop a

di stant nount ai n.

It has long been a source of dissatisfaction to ne that the real world doesn't
operate the

same way. Cone to think of it, the world of ny aerial relief photographs bears
a great simlarity to

eupcacci a droppi ngs.

"Are you sure this clutch doesn't need tuning?" said the insect dealer
"There's not

enough give."



"That makes it safer shifting gears on uphill curves," | said.

"Damm, | hate getting stuck behind a truck in the rain. The spray hits you
straight on."

W turned off the interchange at the prefectural border and entered the
oceansi de bypass.

Partly because there were no nore houses along the way, the wi nd bl ew nore
fiercely, and the

rain snapped with a thousand fingers against flapping sails. W had to yell to
hear each other, so

we said very little.

After a while we cane to a long, straight descent, not far from our
destination. The line of

hills between us and the sea dropped away, and far ahead we saw water. The
foam on the boiling

waves | ooked like dirty soap bubbles. A green sign announced: EXIT FOR KABUTO
1 MLE

"Take the next exit."

"How do you read that place nanme?" he asked. It was witten in an unusua
conbi nati on

of Chinese characters.

"Ka-bu-to, like the helnmet worn with an old suit of arnor.

Peach-col ored (hamcol ored?) rifts appeared in the scuddi ng cl ouds, and the
ni ght scene

took on the brightness of |ate afternoon. A bolt of |ightning flashed

hori zontal |y across the sky.

W pulled up at the service area past the tollbooth and unzi pped the w ndows.
Then, raising ny

shirt to ny chinto let inthe air, | nopped up ny perspiration. Suddenly ny
eyes took in a famliar

sight: fukujin-zuke, the red condiment served with curried rice. The picture
on the restaurant

bill board nmade me realize | was starving.

"Riding in a jeep gives you an appetite, doesn't it?" The insect deal er seened

to share ny
refl exes. "That place over there | ooks enpty."
"Forget it. There isn't tinme." It wouldn't do to betray weakness. A ship's

captain has to

mai ntain the proper dignity. Rather than announce nyself to himas captain, |
resolved to carry on

resolutely until he addressed me as "Captain" of his own accord.

"W don't have to go inside and sit down—et's just get a takeout dinner. W
can eat in

the car on the way. How about some charcoal -grilled eels and a couple of cans
of coffee?"

"I'f you intend to eat and drive at the same tine, it had better be kamaboko, "*
| said

firmy, deternmined to |l et himknow who was in charge.

* Boiled fish paste.
"Ckay, kamaboko it is."
an

argunent, | felt somewhat defl ated.

Soon he cane dashi ng back, a handkerchi ef over his head, his face all sniles.
Bet ween

the thunb and m ddle finger of his left hand he was carrying sonethi ng on
skewers, and with his

little finger he gripped a paper bag. In his right hand he held two paper
cups.

"Junmbo franks and coffee. Also, | got four packages of kamaboko, five to a

He ran of f through the rain. Having expected nore of



package. W

can have themnow in the car, or save themfor |ater over a beer."

"Junbo what ?"

"Frankfurters. They're |oaded with nmustard, so be sure you don't get any on
your pants.

Wth that color, it could be enbarrassing.”

| took a bite—and wondered how | had endured the hunger for so |ong.

"What's your nane again?" | asked.

"Son of a gun. | guess we never did introduce ourselves. Konmono here. Manta
Konono.

Sorry, I"'mall out of nane-cards."

"Unusual nane."

"It comes froma word for a kind of reed, the kind used to make mats. My
ancestors were

probably roadsi de beggars who sat on reed mats all day. Wat's your nane?"
"Never mind."

He tossed the enpty frankfurter stick out the wi ndow, |icked the nustard and
ket chup of f

his fingers, and put the jeep back in gear. "Got sonething to hide?"

"No, it's not that. It's just that for the last few years, about the only tine
|'ve used ny

nane is when | renewed ny driver's license."

"That's a good one. But we're going to be buddies now, |I've got to call you
somet hi ng. "

Now t hat he brought it to my attention, | realized it was true: unconsciously
| had been

avoi di ng having people call ne by ny nane. There were times when the sound of
nmy nane call ed

out unexpectedly had gone through ne like an electric shock. Even when | was
an assistant in the

phot ography studio, it hadn't been | ong before everybody was calling ne Mle.
That was so vastly

preferable to Pig that | would deliberately introduce myself to people that
way. And now |'d

become a mole in reality.

" Actually, if I've got to call you sonething, it mght as well be
'Captain.' "

H s |laughter was |ike the sound of paper being crunpled deep in ny ears. |
felt the sharp

whi ff of |oneliness. A chance stranger had just volunteered to call ne
Captai n. Perhaps this was al

for the best. Brothers end up nutual strangers, they say, and even in
marriage, the nore distant the

rel ationship the better. As a principle for choosing ny crew, the system of
random sel ection fell

right inline with the laws of heredity.

"That shortcut you were tal king about . . . you nean crossing the river and

t hen goi ng

over the mountai n?"

"How di d you know? You shouldn't be able to figure that nmuch out froma nmap
like

that."

"A deliveryman devel ops a sixth sense." He wiped the top of his head with the
handker chi ef, then blew his nose into it. "Look at those diesel exhaust funes.
That's what | hate

nost about expressways. Sonebody really ought to get figures on the incidence
of lung cancer

anmong truckdrivers."

Seen from Kabuto City across the river, Munt Boar was a steep cliff with
vertical pleats,



somewhat |ike the kabuto of a nedieval sanurai. In fact, people in the city
have always called it

Mount Kabuto, using the character for "helnmet" to wite the nmountain's nane.
On the other side,

it's known as Mount Boar. Neither name is on the maps, though; nowadays the
area i s known

officially as Skyl ark Heights.

Headi ng north, we crossed Kabuto Bridge and cane out on Mount Boar. Tangerine
orchards stretched along the skirt of the nountain, to our left. At the first
bus stop, we turned off

t he national highway, took a narrow road that cut through an orchard (it | ooks
at first glance like a

private road), and headed straight for the top. This was the shortcut. If you
don't know about it,

you lose ten or fifteen mnutes going out to the railway station and through
t he under pass, and

then skirting back around the foot of the mountain. 1'd been counting on this
advant age when |'d
assured the insect dealer that we could still beat our quarry to the ship.

The road quickly changed to a steep and wi nding dirt path. Roadside grasses
wer e heavy

with rainwater, and the going was slippery. He | ocked the hubs and went into
f our -wheel drive.

The road finally leveled out near the sutmit. Here it was |l ess a road than a
clearing in a dense

woods. The rain had conpl etely stopped, and overhead, ragged clouds flew by
i ke torn shreds of

t hreadbare cloth. Their silhouettes were highlighted by the Iight of the early
noon, or perhaps by

lingering rays of the just-set sun

"What's that over there? Looks |ike some sort of nonunent."”

Now that he said so, it did in a way. On the left of the woods, the crouching
bl ack shadow

of a rock suggested some structure of no practical use.

"An outcropping of the rock base,” | said. "Apparently a shaft into the
original quarry.

The | and here bel ongs to whoever owns these orchards, and they nust have | eft
it as it was.

Everywhere el se the I and was | eveled off."

"That woul dn't be the gangway to your ship, would it?"

"You're way off. You saw the map; it's farther down the mountain, on the
coastal side."

"I thought it was strange. But the tunnels interconnect underground, don't

t hey?"

"I'"ve done some exploring, but this is nuch farther than |I've been able to go.
As the crow

flies, it must be a good three-quarters of a mle or nore."

At the end of the woods was a fence topped with barbed wire. Al ong the fence
was a |ight

steel -frane building that appeared to be sone sort of comunal facility
(actually it was the office

of the Broom Brigade, but at this hour no one would be in yet). In front of
it, the barbed wire had

been cut, and tire marks were visible on the ground. Then we entered an
asphalt road, and the

scenery underwent an abrupt change. This was Skyl ark Hei ghts. The sl ope,
curving gently down

to the ocean, was covered with roofs of house after house, all shining in the
pal e coppery light that

| eaked from between the clouds until the scene seened nore suggestive of an



armadi |l o than a
wi | d boar.
"We're alnost there. Put it back into two-wheel drive and pick up a little
speed. "

Until eight years before, Munt Boar had been densely wooded, in better
keeping with its

nane. Quarry notors vied in emtting nurderous screeches, while big dunp
trucks fought for

space on the narrow roads, flinging gravel and spraying nuddy water as they
went. Indeed, there

had been an atnmosphere of sufficient danger to frighten children away w thout
any need for "Keep

Qut" signs. Now there were orange-colored streetlights at regular intervals,
curbs painted in

yel l ow wavy lines, glass-walled tel ephone booths, quiet cherry-tree-Iined
streets used solely by

| ocal residents, and row upon row of houses, each with its own nodest,
fenced-in garden, each

running its own air conditioner

Suddenly the insect dealer broke into a nasal falsetto, singing a children's
tune: " 'The

gold bug is a rich old bug—
enbarrassed cough

"Sorry—+ can't help it. Before the eupcaccia, | used to sell stag beetles.”

"I heard about it fromthe shill. They have horns, don't they?"

"Here's my old pitch." He held up his left index finger in the air, and said
in a loud voice,

full throttle: "Can you see it? Look, right there, the tiny insect on the end
of nmy finger. Stag

beetl es bring luck, |adies and gentlenen, just as we Japanese have been
singing for centuries in

that old song. But did you know that ours is not the only country in the world
to value the stag

beetl e so highly? The ancient Egyptians called it the scarab beetle, and

wor shipped it as a

mani festati on of the sun god. And as any encyclopedia will tell you, the
fanous French

ent onol ogi st Doctor Fabre devoted his life to its study. Buy one today and | et
it bring you I uck.

The one | have here is especially rare. This, |adies and gentlenen, is the
world's snallest beetle,

found only in tropical jungles. Can you make it out? It may be too snmall to
see with the naked eye.

They say the magnifying glass was invented just to aid in observing stag
beetles. That led in turn

to devel opments in astronomy, so you see you can hardly underestimate their

i mportance."

"Did they sell?"

"You bet they did—nore than the eupcaccias, anyway.'
not her s

with their children in tow. Al the kids have to do is give me a sidel ong
glance, with just a hint of a

smle, and the nothers are caught off bal ance. They al ways end up | oosening
their purse strings."

"You have a snooth delivery."
"That's right, snooth as butter.

Equal | y suddenly he broke off into an

The best custoners are

He stuck out his tongue, w ggled the tip,

and sai d,
"Well, that's a mother for you, isn't it."
The downhill road ends by the city hall conmplex, with its covering of black

gl ass and



black imtation marble; fromthere a four-lane prefectural road carries you
due south to the harbor.

The area went into a decline after stone hauling came to an end and the bypass
opened up, but

even so, we encountered a fair amount of traffic as we proceeded—ostly pickup
trucks, two or

three lined up at every red light. This harbor still has the | argest freezing
facilities of any fishing

harbor in the prefecture.

"The race is as good as over. Whichever way you cone, you end up here. | hope
we get

there before they do."

"l don't know. That wasn't nuch of a shortcut. Al we did was cross one little
hill."

| knew that w thout being told. Did he have to squash ny last fragile hope? He
was the

one who made us lose tinme at the start.

"The national road swi ngs way around, north of the tracks. If we left at the
sane tine

they did, we should have picked up a good fifteen mnutes on them"™

"Aye, aye, Captain. Straight on to the sea it is."

The sensation of being called Captain, nowthat | could finally taste it,

br ought not hi ng

like the satisfaction | had so long anticipated. On the contrary, | rather
felt he was | aughing at ne.

"See that row of orange streetlights up ahead? That's the bypass. Take a |eft
just before

you reach there."

6

THE DOCOR OF THE
ABANDONED CAR

W crossed over a narrow stream and the asphalt began to buckle and roll. W
were on

a dil api dated town road whose surface was rough with gravel. Soon the el evated
bypass | oomed

over head, supported by thick ferroconcrete piers. At first the town road runs
parallel with the

bypass, but at the second pier it pulls away, sw nging around sharply unti

the two roads cross by

the bay. The crescent of land this formed is private property owned by

I not ot su, my biologica

father, who let slide his chance to sell it to the highway departnment.

The old fishernen's inn was | ocated on a rocky | edge directly under the
present bypass.

No trace of it survives, neither grounds nor building nor wharf. Al that's
left to show for it is that
steep crescent of |and sandw ched between the bypass and the town road, hardly
bi g enough for a

doghouse. It's of so little value that not even Inototsu pays it any
attention, so | had no difficulty in

appropriating it for my own use. At the center of the crescent is the entrance
to the quarry—the

pl ace where | was taken in and chained twenty years ago, when | was accused of
rape. The vein



had been exhausted and abandoned even then. A nunber of artisans were using
the site to nake

stone lanterns, as | recall; they used to sneak nme tidbits fromtheir |unches.
Just what connection

there was between the quarry and the grounds of the inn, | have never
under st ood. | nototsu

probably could tell me, but rather than face him | prefer to remain in the
dar k.

The town road was made by open-cut excavation in that steep slope which falls
away to

the rocky shelf in the cove, like a hard-boiled egg sliced at an angle. From
t he hi ghest point, the

center of the curve, the drop is nearly twenty-five feet, and so rough and
preci pitous that descent is

i mpossi bl e wi thout a rope.

"Hang a right in front of the first concrete pier," | directed him

"There's no road."

"You're forgetting this is a jeep."

Tall weeds covered what was once the entrance to the fishernmen's inn. To get
back to the

rocky pronontory, you have to go under the bypass and skirt the beach
"They'l|l never figure this out," said the insect dealer

"Now pull over and cut the engine." | took a flashlight fromthe tool box

behi nd ny seat,

and stepped out si de.

"Your knee seens okay now, doesn't it?"

"Yes, now that you mention it."

| had too much on nmy mind to go on pretendi ng otherwi se. | crouched down,
peer ed
around, and pricked up ny ears. If the shill and his conpani on had i ndeed read

the map correctly

and beaten us here, they would have had to abandon their car in this vicinity.
There were no fresh

tire tracks. The only sounds that | could make out were the vibrations from
cars whi zzi ng by

overhead and the whistle of wind on the waves. | detected no whir of an engine
trying to pull out

of the sand, nor any foreign object interrupting the horizon's faint glow W
were in tine.

"Isn't that a footprint over there?"

The insect dealer, Konono (it will take me a while to start calling himby his
nane) ,

| eaned out fromthe driver's seat and pointed to a section of sand near the
pier. | turned ny

flashlight on it. In a mound of sand between the pier and the | edge were two
smal | indentations

that did bear a certain resenblance to footprints. Absorbed in tracing the
probabl e route of the

ot her car, | had sonehow overl ooked them

"Probably a dog."

"Too distinct for that. O are they?"

"Let's get a nove on." Mditioning to himto slide over, |I clinmbed into the
driver's seat,

put the gears in four-wheel drive, and started up in second, heading for the
sands, gradually

pi cking up speed as we circled around and went up fromthe beach onto the

| edge.

"Easy! Don't push your luck." dutching the dashboard, he put a cautionary
hand on the

st eeri ng wheel



"Leggo—you'll break a finger!" | yelled.

Flying to the right, careening to the left, we dashed furiously along. A
shadow crossed the

headl i ght beans. | slamred on the brakes and broke into a sweat as a stray
dog, one hind | eg

m ssing fromthe knee down, slunk off deliberately into the grass with its
head down. A white

beard and a saggi ng back gave the aninal a decrepit appearance, but he was a
wily old rascal, boss

of the seven or eight strays whose territory this was.

"So it was a dog's footprints." The insect dealer stiffened, and added
grinmy,

"Bl oodt hi rsty-1 ooking creature."

| turned off the engine. Low grow s craw ed over the ground, and a panting
sound |ike the

chafing of pieces of wood.

"Hear it?" | said.

"Are there nore of then®"

"Seven or eight, as far as | can tell. The one you just sawis their |eader."
"Dogs seldom attack, 1've heard,"” he said hopefully. "They say if they're not
expressly

trained to kill, they won't."

"These woul d. They don't trust people.”
"They know you, though, don't they, Captain?"

"Well, yes . . ."

This time | caught a touch of sycophancy in his use of the word. Still, it was
better than

being |l aughed at. | switched the ignition back on, drove straight under the

bypass, and pulled up as

close as | could to the cliff ahead. Insects attracted by the headlights
crashed into the w ndshi el d.

A mount ai n of garbage and trash reached nearly halfway up the cliff: besides

t he usual

assortment of kitchen refuse, there were nyl on stocki ngs wound around a

bi cycl e seat; honenmade

pi ckl es, complete with pickling crock; a fish head, its nouth the socket for a
broken light bulb; an

old refrigerator, now a dog coffin; an enpty Coke bottle crowned with an old
shoe that had nelted

into gum and a TV tube stuffed with an insect's nest that |ooked exactly like
cotton candy.

"G eat—a garbage dunp. Just great."

"Canoufl age,"” | explained. "I'Il bet you can't tell where the entrance is."
"I'"ll bet | can. Inside the body of that old junk heap on top of the pile."
H s powers of observation were inpressive. | had to adnmit that if you | ooked
careful ly

you could see a rope hangi ng down inside the rusty, abandoned car. But | had
hardly expected ny

canoufl age to be seen through so quickly. Even inside the car, it would have
taken sonmeone of

enor nous experience and insight to find anything suspicious in the snell of
fresh machine oil on

t he door handl e and hi nges.

"You have good instincts."

"Not bad. How the heck did you collect all this junk?"

"Easy. | just posted a sign on the road overhead reading 'Private Property, No
Littering.'

"I ngeni ous. But doesn't it make a huge racket when you clinb up to grab onto
t he rope?"



"It's all fastened down."

"Let's go." The insect deal er sl apped his hands on his knees and bounded out
of the jeep.

He spread his legs apart, placed his clasped hands behind his head, and began
to do warm ng-up

exercises, twisting right and left. He was nore agile than |I'd expected, and
hi s oversize head was

not terribly conspicuous. There probably were athletes of his build,

t hought. "I'mready for an

adventure," he said.

"Look in back under the canvas and you'll find a box with rubber boots and
cotton gl oves

i nsi de. "

"I can see where you'd need the boots. Just the thought of worms and

centi pedes

crawming in ny socks gives ne the creeps."

As if they'd been waiting for himto go around in back of the jeep, several of
t he dogs

began how i ng. They were apparently roving around in the shadows. Stray dogs
are |ike volleybal

pl ayers in the split-second timng with which they switch fromdefense to
attack. Forcing open the

canvas top with his whol e body, the insect deal er dived inside.

"I told you once |I don't |ike barking dogs. And ones that bite are worse."
"Don't worry—they're used to ne."

The flashlight beam served to increase the dogs' frenzy: some junped up and
cl awed the

jeep, others started to dig in the ground for no reason, still others began to
mate. After letting the

i nsect dealer get a little scared, | decided to do my howing imtation. For
sone reason, that

al ways dispirits themand | eaves themdocile. | |eaned partway out the

hal f - open wi ndow and | et

| oose three long howls into the night sky. One dog nearby how ed an
acconpaniment in a shrill,

nasal voice, while another gave a plangent shriek. The insect deal er burst out
I aughi ng, hi s body

rocking with mirth. | could certainly understand why he was | aughi ng, and yet
for soneone who'd

just been rescued, he seemed remrarkably indiscreet.

"I had a dreamlike this once, when was it . . . ?" He changed into a pair of
rubber boots,

bit off the string joining a brand-new pair of work gloves, and clinbed over
the backrest into the

front seat. "Shall | go first? Two at a tinme probably wouldn't work."
"You're probably right, although |I've never tried it."
"Then let me go first. | can't think of anything worse than hanging froma

rope, with a

pack of hounds snapping at my rear end. It's true, you know—+ound objects
activate a dog's

hunting instincts. Miust be the resenbl ance to animals seen from behind." One
foot on the running

board, eyes casting about in the dark, he said, "Howl again to distract them
will you?"

| felt a sudden, inexplicable hesitation. Acquiring crew nenbers was a matter
of the

deepest urgency, | knew all too well. But | had grown used to living in
solitude. Logically | was

prepared to wel come the insect deal er aboard, but enptionally | was terrified.
| suspected that



everyt hing today had happened too fast. Certainly there had been tines, after
conmi ng back from an

outing, when the nonment | inserted the key in the padlock | was assailed by an
unbear abl e

| onel i ness. But that never amounted to nore than a fleeting spell of

di zzi ness. As soon as | was

settled in the hold, I would return to a nood of such utter tranquillity that
t he concept of |oneliness

lost all meaning. In the words of the insect deal er—er rather of sonething he
had parroted out of

t he newspaper—+ had perhaps fallen prey to the confusion of synmbol and
reality, to the |onging

for a safe place to hide

"Hurry up and do your how again," the insect dealer urged. "I'mhungry."
"First don't you think we'd better work out a strategy?"

"What do you nean?"

"Just in case they did beat us here, what are we going to do?"

"You're worrying about nothing. That's inpossible, isn't it?"

"Maybe. "

I wasn't in fact seriously expecting to find themthere, but there were one or
two signs

that coul d have indicated an invasion during my absence. For exanple, that
arrangenent of chair

| egs and storage drunms which |I always inspected when | came back from ny

outi ngs was

noti ceably out of order. Probably it neant nothing, considering the heavy
downpour we had j ust

had. Some caving in of the ground was only to be expected. It was equally
possi bl e that a cat had

knocked the storage drum aside, using it as footing to escape the dogs.

A series of large trailer trucks went by overhead. Wen they were gone, the

i nsect deal er

said in a fed-up tone of voice, "All right, then, you want to bet? | say
they' re not here. Are you

willing to bet me they are?"

"How mnuch?"

"The key to the jeep."

Ignoring this, | said, "Actually | was tal king about something different—a

nore genera

qguestion of franme of mnd. Having you here is naturally going to change the
way | deal with

unl awf ul occupation, conpared to before. . . .
"If it's general franes of mind you're tal king about, how about cleaning up
your front

doorstep for starters?" He gave a |l augh edged in irony. "Between your garbage
dunp and your

pack of wild dogs, |I'd say you don't have too much to worry about. Nobody's
going to break in

here. This place stinks to high heaven. Just trying to breathe gives ne a
headache. "

"It's the weather. And what you snell is sonme disinfectant | scattered
around. "

"I don't think that's all. Pardon ne for saying so, but | suspect it has nore
to do with

your personality, Captain. Overly defensive. Frankly, with a captain who's so
determ ned to shut

peopl e out, | must say the prospect of a |ong voyage doesn't offer nuch
excitenment. "

"Look—f you were dealing in pots and pans or mnedicine bottles, you' d have an
obligation to make themwatertight, wouldn't you? Wth a ship, it's even nore



vital. Your whole

life depends on it."

"I"'mnot taking the shill's part, nmind you,'
a ship's

captain has got to be a trifle nore broad-ninded, it seens to ne.
"You were the one who kept insisting they were people to keep an eye on."
"You' ve got to keep an open mnd. If they managed to get inside despite al
t he obstacl es

in their way, they' d deserve a prize, wouldn't they?"

"That's right; it would be too nuch for that girl, anyway."

"But then, anything you could handl e— he said, and quickly caught hinself.

he said. "Don't get me wong. But

" Qops,
sorry, | shouldn't have said that. Remenber now, a ship's captain has to be
tolerant. . . . That just

shows how rmuch | really trust you. Anyway, don't forget we live in an age when
wonen clinb

t he Hi mal ayas. Al though between these dogs and this garbage dunmp, it mght be
too nmuch for her

at that."

| was starting to feel the same way. Maybe | was only junmping at shadows. It
seened

i npossi bl e that the padl ock on the entrance—er the gangway, properly

speaki ng—aoul d be

mssing. Was it nerely fear of shadows that had led me to acquire a weapon in
t he person of the

i nsect deal er—a weapon for which | would have no use?

"Ckay. If the dogs go after you, I'Il distract them" | said. | turned off the
engi ne, and

toget her we stepped out of the jeep. | handed hima penlight, and Iit the way
for himwith a | arge

flashlight. "The door on the driver's side of that car opens directly into the
tunnel, so watch your

head. It's about thirty feet to the entrance. 1'll be right behind you."

The insect deal er grabbed the rope and haul ed hinsel f up, his feet knocking
down | ar ge

clunmps of dirt and sand at each step. This did not signify that he was any

| ess surefooted than I

the slope was steep, and on it lay junk of all sizes and shapes, precariously
pil ed together, each

item supporting and supported by the rest. A nonkey coul d have done no better
wi t hout know ng

where the foothol ds were.

A thin, runty black dog with long ears came sidling over to my feet. Was this
a

newconer, paying his respects? Thanks to ny talented how ing, the pack of dogs
had qui ckly

accepted ne as their leader. Wth humans it wouldn't be so easy.

| put on my rubber boots and heavy-duty gl oves. The insect deal er di sappeared
i nside the

abandoned car with a wave of his penlight. After the rope stopped sw nging,
grabbed it and

followed him As | went up, | placed ny feet safely and securely in the

foot hol ds, enjoying a mld

sense of superiority. The rusted netal plate of the car door cane before ny
eyes—beyond it gaped

the mouth of the tunnel, exactly 4.83 feet square. | could see the insect
dealer's light flickering up

ahead. Why they had chosen that exact measurenment | did not know The
entranceway itself had a

steel franme, but fromthere on the walls were bare rock, still showi ng the



mar ks of the power saw

wi th which they had been carved out. At ny feet were rusted rails, their width
adjusted to that of

t he handcars used for hauling stone. The tunnel cut directly under the town
road, and continued

anot her sixteen feet. Directly above the innost part was where ny biol ogi ca
not her had run her

tobacco store—the place, incidentally, where I was born

The farther in you went, the nore pronounced the acoustical alteration

hi gh- pi t ched

sounds created nmutual interference and were absorbed into the stone walls,

| eaving only the deep

roar of |ow pitched sounds. The how of w nd, the boom of waves, the singing
of tires on the

hi ghway, all had a conmon denom nator: the sound of a great wet canvas
flapping in the w nd.

"Ch, no—the |ock's gone. Come have a look." His voice was nuffled, as if he
wer e

speaki ng over the tel ephone.

"It's over on the far left, as you stand facing the latch."

He was right. The padl ock was gone. It was stainless steel, a fairly big one
several inches

across, so there was no way we could have nmissed it. Soneone had opened the
door. It could only

be them Since it was a padl ock, just turning the key wasn't enough; you had
to renove the whol e

thing fromits fastening. They certainly weren't going to stop there and j ust
take the thing hone as

a souvenir. |I'd been invaded. Bitterly, | regretted the | ack of a keyhol e that
woul d have | et ne peer
inside. | sat cross-legged before the steel door and |istened attentively.

Such a n®l ange of sounds
cane to my ears that | could hear nothing.

7

THE TRAPS AND THE TO LET

"Looks like they're here, after all. 1'mglad we didn't nmake that bet." The
i nsect deal er

spoke in an undertone, w ping the sweat fromunder his chin with the tail of
his shirt. In the

process, his pal e abdomen was exposed, revealing next to his navel a dark red
bi rthmark the size

of my palm

"I told you I wasn't being an alarmst," | said.

"But is it really then?" he asked. "Couldn't it be sonebody el se?"

"Forget it. Who el se has a key?"

"But we didn't see any cars parked al ong the way—and that shortcut woul d be
i npossible to figure out froma map."

"Maybe they took the train."

"Eh? You never said anything about a train."

"I'f you can get right on the express without waiting, it's faster. Put out
that light."

The door was heavy steel, nearly half an inch thick, so the burden on its

hi nges was great.

There was a certain trick to opening it. You had to pull it toward you, then



push it up diagonally to

adj ust the hingepin before it would swing open silently and snoothly. |

i stened, and heard only

the runble of the sea, murmurings of conches, drops of water falling—whether
near or far was

i mpossi ble to say.

It was too quiet. | pushed the door open still farther, went inside, and stood
on the

cedarwood deck. The insect dealer foll owed behind, gripping ny belt. If what
we had just cone

t hrough were the gangway, this would be the hatch, not the deck. W were on
the top | andi ng of

the stairs |l eading down into the hold. There was a danp green snell, and
perfect silence. Nothing

nore. What had happened to the invaders? | felt an uneasy prenonition

I had not yet told the insect dealer, but the entire ship was booby-trapped to
guard agai nst

trespassers. This very staircase | eading down into the hold was a dangerous
trap. It appeared to be

the only way down, but the boards fromthe fourth step to the seventh held a
nasty surprise: on one

side they were fastened down with a spring hinge, while the other side was
left free so that anyone

putting his weight on themwas bound to slip and fall. It was twenty-three
feet to the bottom An

unlucky fall could easily prove fatal. The only safe way to go up and down was
to use the | adder

propped i nconspi cuously al ongside the stairs.

Assum ng you managed to pass this first hurdle, you still had to get by the
stairs | eadi ng

up to the bridge, a sort of terrace off the first hold. (I always refer to it
as the bridge, although

technically it's ny own cabin—+the captain's quarters.) Set foot on those
stairs without first

pushi ng the cancel button, and a fusillade of skyrockets will instantly fire.
Put a hand on the
drawer of ny desk, and a spray can of insecticide will go off in your face.

Nor would it be wise to

show any interest in the bookmark stuck invitingly in nmy diary: Merely
reaching for it would

trigger an ultraviol et warning device, sending out a shower of crushed glass |
made by grinding up

old light bulbs. Individual fragments are as thin as mca and as sharp as
razors; once they get in

your hair you can't brush themout, and if you tried to shanpoo them out, your
scal p woul d be cut

to ribbons.

| had never expected any of this to be put to use. |I had thought of it lightly
as a sort of

protective seal on the ship until the crew officially cane on board. What got
nme started was a

smal |l Austrian utility machine that | bought to make duplicate keys. One day |
used it to nmake a

tiny screwto fasten on the sidepiece of ny glasses. Next | repaired a
fountain pen, and then added

some parts to a used canmera. Gradually it becane a consum ng passion, and

went around fixing,

adding to, and renodeling everything I could lay hands on

My nasterpiece was an automatic air gun. It was no ordinary air gun; apart
froma slight



t hi ckness of the shaft, it |ooked exactly like an unbrella. Unfortunately,
there was no way to

attach a sight, so | was forced to omt that feature. As a result, it could be
used only at extrenely

cl ose range, and never did achieve as nmuch as | hoped in ny war on rats—the
original purpose for

which 1'd designed it. As an unbrella, however, it functions admirably. If |
ever put it up for sale

in that department store rooftop bazaar, it would certainly do better than the
wat er cannon,

anyway.

But what if | did inflict injury on a trespasser, | now wondered—aoul d | be

| egal ly

responsi bl e?

After an interval that m ght have been two seconds, or twenty, the steel door
cl anged shut

of its own accord, the reverberations conveyi ng a vague sense of inmense

wei ght. The i nsect

deal er switched his penlight on, but the shaft of l[ight illum nated nothing;
it only tapered off and

di sappear ed, enphasizing the depth of the darkness (the roomwas 225 X 100" X
60'). He cast his

voi ce into the bl ackness.

" Anybody here?"

"Yes." The response canme bundled in reverberations, and the beam of a

fl ashl i ght

bounced back. "You kept us waiting | ong enough. Hurry and turn on the lights,
pl ease. "

It was the shill, no doubt about it. Hi s voice was cheerily off key, but it
had a defi ant,

cutting edge. Next cane the voice of the girl.

"Qoh! It hurts," she said, but as she was not noaning, | assuned her injuries
wer e mnor.

It was a relief to know they hadn't been kill ed.

Drawn by their voices, the insect deal er took several steps forward, lost his
bal ance and

| anded heavily on his rear. The beam from his penlight, which had been ai nmed
at the floor, was

swal | owed up in the darkness.

"Why haven't you got a banister here, for crying out [oud? A person could get
killed."

H s voice was shrill. He coughed, cleared his throat, and said in a different
key, "So it is you two.

How d you sneak in here?"

"Hey, it's Komono!" The girl's voice was bright. The shill must have said
somet hing to

her, for she imedi ately started conpl ai ni ng agai n about the pain.

"You two are worse than a pair of cockroaches," said the insect dealer. "How d
you get

past the dogs?"

From t he swayi ng shadows beyond the flashlight, the shill shot back, "That's a
fine hello.

Let me ask you, then—who invited you to conme poking your ugly face in here?"
Plainly the three of themwere well acquainted. The insect deal er hadn't

| eveled with ne.

"You're a fine one to talk," countered the insect dealer. "I happen to know
how you got

your ticket—swi ped it, didn't you?"

"Now, now-don't talk that way. One thing just led to another. W |ooked al
over for



you, you know. "

"Ch, you did, huh? Canme all the way here to |l ook for nme, did you? That was big
of you.

Come off it."

"As long as we pay the admission fee it's okay, isn't it?"

"There are certain qualifications."

"Who' s asking you, Konobno? Butt out."

"Sorry, but I've been officially hired on by the captain here."

| was pleased to hear nyself introduced as the captain right fromthe start.
Was the insect

deal er genuinely taking ny part?

"Captain?" said the shill. "Ch, right. He's selling boat tickets, so he's a
captain.”
"Correct. | amthe captain." Better take a firmstand here. "And since this is

a rather

speci al ship, crew nmenbers do need some rather special qualifications."
"What are Konono's qualifications, may | ask?" The girl's voice was tinged
with

sarcasm "Qoh, it hurts.
"He's sort of a conbined advi ser and bodyguard, you could say. Are you in a
| ot of

pai n?"

"My ankle is killing ne."

The shill's high-pitched, high-speed voice cut in: "Well, imagine that. Wth
Konono

your bodyguard, we'll all have to stay on our toes, won't we? But you know,

Captain, if it's a
bodyguard you want, then you ought to take a | ook at ny qualifications too.
What ever | may | ack

in strength | can nmake up for in conbat experience, | assure you."
The girl spoke again. "Save the fighting till after the lights are on, please.
What' s the

matter with you, leaving me to suffer in the dark like this?"

"The young | ady does have a point; it would be nice to get the lights on," the
shill

conceded. "And she does seemto have sprained her ankle."

The young | ady, he had called her. A curious yet altogether ol d-fashioned and
char m ng

sort of appellation. It could have been sinply a nicknane, yet it bore a
certain air of formality that

rekindl ed ny flickering hopes. Although for all | knew, that m ght be exactly
how he intended for

me to react. Perhaps this was nmore of his "fishing" ganbit—a nere professiona
habi t .

"There's no feeling at all in the toes,’
t he bone."

"That stairway has a couple of rotten boards in it," said the shill. "I
wr enched ny back

she said. "I think | may have broken

too. You two had better watch out. Fall the wong way and you'll be lucky to
get off with a

fracture."”

Very well. There was no turning back now, anyway; | mght as well accede to
their

request and switch on the lights. The switch was on an infrared renote-contro
devi ce hangi ng

fromny belt. |I traced along the vertical row of five buttons with ny finger
tapped the top one

lightly, and slid it to the right. Instantly the lights cane on—+fifty-six
fluorescent lights, al

blinking into action at once. However often | witness it, the drama of that



nonment never fails.

Darkness itself has no spatial dinensions: the black expanse of a starless sky
and the confinenent

of covers pulled over one's head are equally dark. Perhaps that explains why
i mages we conjure in

the dark seem constricted and m ni ature: people becone dwarfs; |andscapes,
potted plants. Al the

nore reason why seeing the full aspect of the quarry interior cone springing
into viewis as great a

shock as if a mghty range of nountains had junped full-blow out of an egg.
In some ways it's

i ke gazing at a three-dinmensional aerial photograph, but the scale is far
greater.

Towering blue space. Massive stone walls intersecting sharply, as if sliced
with a knife.

Nurmber | ess horizontal lines, like marks left by the teeth of a conb—+the
signature of the power

stonecutter blade. The walls do not appear to be even parallel ogranms but seem
rather to undergo a

certain curvature, as if falling in toward the center, probably an effect of
t he uneven |ight cast by

the wall light fixtures.

When you focus on particulars, things shrink and m niaturize again: the
thirty-two

storage drunms to ny right in the corner of the hold were |like scales on a
carp; the shill, staring

open-mout hed at the ceiling, was no bigger than my thumb. Beside him sitting
at his feet with her

arnms around her knees, was the girl, the size of nmy pinkie. She too was
sweepi ng her eyes across

the ceiling, fromend to end. They were both dressed exactly as | had | ast
seen themon the store

rooftop—enly the girl's hair was again short. Her own hair becane her far
better than the w g.

"Incredible.” The insect deal er was backed up flat against the wall, barely
abl e to speak.
He seened afraid of heights. "I had no idea it was so huge," he said. "This

place is like a sports

stadium You could fit five tennis courts in here.”

"This is just one small part." Their stunned | ooks revived my spirits. "M
prelimnary

surveys indicate there are at | east eighteen other holds this size. In that
wal | over there to the right,

past that row of storage drums, there's a narrow opening between the pillar
and the wall —see it?

That's the passageway to the next hold. And on the upper |left over there, that
area hol | oned out

like a terrace is ny cabin. There's another hole in there that you craw

t hrough to reach anot her

hol d, and you see the place is actually a vast honeyconb of —=

"What's that thing over there?" interrupted the shill, pointing his chin
toward the left-
hand wall. It scarcely needed pointing out; one's eyes traveled there

automatically, drawn by the

gl eam of white.

"That? That's the toilet."

"The toilet? You mean that's the john? That's where you go?"

"The design's a little unusual, but the water pressure is terrific."
"Doesn't it feel a little strange taking a crap right out in the open like
t hat ?"



The girl clapped her hands. "Ww, " she said. "Listen to that echo."
The insect deal er |ooked up, attentive to the reverberations. "If you tried
singing in here,

you'd sound like a pro," he said.

"We'| | pay our passage, of course," said the shill. "This is worth a lot.
Nobody' s aski ng

for a free ride. W'll talk it over with you and pay a fair price." He

noi stened three fingers and

rubbed themon his forehead as if perfornming some magic rite, then added as an
aft ert hought,

"Before | forget it, Konobno, you still owe nme ny fee for sales pronotion
Ignoring this, the insect dealer bent down to inspect the stairs. "There's
not hing rotten

here," he said. "It's all in perfect shape.”

| grabbed his el bow and pull ed hi mback. "Watch out! It's a trap. This way
down, over

here.”

The | adder was propped up in such a way that it could easily be mi staken for
part of the

scaffolding. | started down first, and i medi ately regretted not having |et
the insect dealer take the

| ead. Too late. The shill came striding over, heels clicking on stone; he

grabbed the | adder and

began to shake it.

"So that's the way it was, eh? You knew about the danger all along and did
nothing to

warn us. It's your fault the young |ady got hurt."

My position was highly di sadvant ageous. WAs he pl anning to use violence? In
any case,

it wouldn't do to betray weakness.

"I had no obligation to warn you of anything. You, sir, are in the wong for
br eaki ng and

entering."”

The insect deal er | eaned down from above the | adder, show ng rodentlike teeth.
"All

right, you two,’

he said. "Break it up. In any quarrel, both sides are at

fault."

"This isn't a quarrel,"” said the shill. Wat was that supposed to nean? He
went on

shaking the ladder. "I'mjust trying to help. Two injured people is enough. W

certainly wouldn't

want anything to happen to the captain.”

The girl tossed in an irrelevant remark. "lIs the stone in these walls really
bl ue, or does it

just look that way?" Sitting all alone in the center of the vast stone room
arnms cl asped around one

knee, she was as conspicuous as a tin can in the center of a soccer field. 1'd
heard that the fenale

sex took cold easily; would she be all right, sitting directly on the cold
stone floor all this time? If

her ankl e was sprained, there wasn't nuch el se she could do. |I found her pose
unbear abl y

provocati ve.

"It really is blue," | told her. "That's why it's called waterstone. Maybe
you' ve heard of

it. When it's polished it shines |like marble, but the shine doesn't |ast |ong.
Wien it dries out, the

surface turns powdery."

The shill let go of the | adder and stepped back, adopting a neutral stance.
The insect



deal er started down the |adder, calling out to the girl as he descended:
"How are you doi ng? Pain any better?"

"No, " she shouted back.

Hs feet were alnost to ny head. There were still three rungs bel ow nme, but |
junped to

the floor. The shock of |anding was translated i nto bunches of needl es
hamrered i nto ny knee; |

staggered, and the shill held ne up. The insect dealer slipped past ne with a
smle and a pat on the

shoul der, heading straight for the girl.

"How s that ankle?" he asked. "Are you okay? Do you want to see a doctor?"

"I can't walk."

"There's a jeep right outside."

The shill cut in inmpatiently, "Her bone's broken, you know. Just how do you
think she's

going to clinb the | adder and hang on to the rope?"

"I"1l carry her piggyback. Fractures need attention fast."

"Don't be an idiot." The shill nmade a noise in the back of his throat like a
bal | oon

poppi ng. "You can't clinmb a rope with soneone on your back."

"I used to be a nmenber of the Self-Defense Forces. They trained us in that
sort of

maneuver. Besides, there won't be any clinbing; on the way back it's al
downhi Il ."

"You mean uphill." The shill's voice was thick with saliva; his voice quivered
at the end
of the sentence for |ack of breath. "The way here was downhill, so they way

back is uphill."

"You mean to say you two clinbed down to get here?" The insect deal er shot ne
an

accusi ng l ook out of the corner of his eye. | grew flustered. "VWere fron?" he
demanded.

"From the road overhead, of course."”

"You nmean the town road?"

"What ever. The one overhead."

"There's no rope there."

"I brought nmy own." He bent down under the staircase and picked up a bag like
a

phot ographer's case. "See this?" he said. "I keep a set of essential tools in
it."

"What for?"

"Just in case."”

"I see." The insect deal er nodded, drawing an X with his | arge head. "That
expl ai ns how

you got past the dogs."

"But how did you find your way here?" | asked.

"I just showed that map to a taxi driver, and he brought us straight here.”
"Ataxi driver?" Hold on, nustn't get too excited. It would only anpbunt to a

di spl ay of

weakness. "Well, that was a damm fool thing to do. That's why | didn't want to
| et you have a

ticket in the first place. That's the sort of person you are, | could tell

You w eck everythi ng—

"Cal m down, please. Al | did was show himthe map."

"That's exactly what you shouldn't have done."

"The captain does have a point." The insect deal er squatted down confortably
on the

floor next to the girl. "The fewer people who know about this, the bigger each
one's share, after

all.”



"I't's unpardonable. Hand nme that ticket and get out of here right now "

"But what about me? I'mhurt," the girl said forlornly, |ooking up at the

i nsect deal er,

besi de her.

The shill added deliberately, in a hard voice, "If a taxi driver is dangerous,
I"mnore so. |

know t oo much—nore than any cabbie. You can't afford to throw nme out."

The silence that followed, though short, seened intermn nable.

"What's that smell?" nurnured the girl.

There was a snell of some kind. | had already decided it was the scent of the
girl's

body—but she would hardly react to that herself.

"Maybe it's the bl eaching power | use for disinfectant."

"No. | have a very good nose. This is nore like . . . burned soy sauce.

Si mul t aneously we three men began to stick our noses up and swi ng our heads
around as

we sniffed the air.

"Do you know, you're right; | had squid with soy sauce for dinner yesterday."
"Not spear squid, was it? The ones around here are fit for a king." The insect
dealer's

voi ce was eager, and he spoke with that twitch of the soft palate that cones
when one is fondly

recalling a particular taste. "CGood raw too."

"As a matter of fact, | fried up the leftovers of sone | ate raw the night
before. "
"Look, will you hurry and call an anbul ance, please,"” the girl begged, draw ng

out the

vowel at the end of the sentence as if she were singing. It really seened as
much a test of the echo

as a cry of exasperation. | was about to tell her that it was out of the
guestion; the insect dealer

opened his nmouth too, apparently on the verge of some simlar remark; but it
was the shill who

said it first:

"Forget it. W can't possibly do that."

"Ch, | know. Never mind." She gave in without a fight. "If you're trying to
avoi d cont act

with the outside world, then it doesn't nmake sense to call an anbul ance, does
it? But CGod, it's
killing ne. .
"Ch, let nme give this back to you before | forget," said the shill. He took ny
padl ock out

froma conpartnent in his bag and threw it at ne all of a sudden, though we
were barely an arms

length apart. | nmissed it, and it fell to the floor—but there was no cl ank
when it hit the stone. It
was still twirling around the shill's finger. Mire parlor tricks. This tine he

passed it slowy into

my palm "You can never be too careful with a | ock, can you?" he said.

"How about the key, while you're at it?"

"Sure thing." He funbled in his pocket. "Konmono, you give back yours too."
"All right." Wthout the slightest hesitation, the insect deal er tossed over

hi s passkey,

which flewin a precise parabola, |anding snack in the shill's hand before
being transferred to

mne. | was not inpressed. Such virtuoso performances | eave nme cold. It's

al ways the sane: the

bal | goes back and forth, back and forth, in a quick, light rhythm. . . and

then before | knowit,
somebody switches it for a hand grenade; | catch it, and that's the end of the



gane. | had

recovered the padl ock and keys, but in return | had been forced to acknow edge
that the shill and

the girl would stay.

"Just tell me when you want out. |'Il open the door right up."

"No problem | have no pressing conmitnents.” He sucked in a bit of saliva at
t he corner

of his nouth. "Besides, in here you don't have to worry about bill collectors

chasing after you."

"That's right," the insect dealer chinmed in. Everybody |aughed but me. The
girl began

massagi ng her ankle as if she'd just renmenbered. | could see right through her
l[ittle ruse, but there

seenmed no point in bringing it up

"Doesn't anybody know a good doctor? Soneone di screet, who nmakes house calls."
"Yes, we'll need a ship's doctor. Ships al ways have one, you know. " The shil
sought the

i nsect dealer's concurrence; the insect deal er nodded. "Not only should he be
exenpted from

payi ng a fare; he should be paid a salary. Does anybody know a good person?"

| did, but | didn't want to say so. "For now, why don't you let me have a | ook
at that

leg?" | offered. "I used to work for the fire departnent. | can at |east tel
a sprain froma fracture."

Agai n everybody | aughed. | could only join in, estimating as | did so the

di st ance

bet ween her and nme. A good eighteen to twenty paces. The thing to do was to
stroll over casually,

timng it so that as | finished talking | was right by her side. If all went
well, | mght be able to

touch her | eg wi thout anybody stopping ne.

"They make you learn first-aid procedures even if you're not a nenber of the
enmer gency

squad,"” | said. "Things like splinting a fracture or adm nistering artificial
respiration—but this is a

bit unconfortable, so why don't we go to my cabin? It has a sofa and sone
cushi ons. Not hi ng too

fancy, but confortable."

Just as planned, | maneuvered nyself into place directly opposite the insect
dealer, with

the girl between us. She nodded and raised her right arm high, signaling that
she wanted to | ean on

nmy shoul der. Unbelievably, she had accepted ny invitation. | knelt down by her
side on the left,

scarcely breathing, |ike someone slipping a windfall in change into his
pocket. Such a chance

woul d never conme again. | could not afford to worry about what anyone el se
m ght think

Her hand rested on ny right shoulder. This was no fantasy, but a real wonman's
hand. The

sensation was so novel that | can scarcely describe it; if anything, it felt
as if someone had applied

an icy flatiron to the surface of ny brain. Under the circunstances, no one
could have objected if |

slipped an arm around her waist, but | forbore, content nmerely to imagi ne what
it would be like.

As | stood up, a hand reached in nmy crotch and tickled my balls. It had to be
the insect dealer.

ignored it.

The shill had gone ahead toward the bridge—ny cabin. He kicked at the toil et



bel ow t he
stairs and |l et out a nervous |laugh. These people | aughed a | ot for no good
reason.

"Sure |looks like a toilet," he said.
"It is one," | said.
The insect deal er caught up with the shill and peered over his shoulder. "This

is a special-

order size. Are you sure it isn't for horses? Does it work?"

"Of course it does."

"You must be sone kind of exhibitionist." The shill |eaned against a stick
besi de the

toilet. "How you could drop your drawers here, in such an open place, is
beyond ne. "

What he had | eaned agai nst was a steel rod sticking up out of the floor like a
rail way

switch; it looked like sonething to grab for support, but actually it was the
flush lever. Before

could warn him the | ever noved, and he staggered back. An earthshaking trenor
arose, as if a

subway were roaring in. The noise was concentrated in the core of the toilet,
as if it had been

passed through a parabolic | ens and magnified. An instant |ater, water cane
surging in with a

cl oud of spray, rose up just level with the bow, forned a whirlpool, and

vani shed wi th anot her

roar. There was a wet noise of rupture, then a hush

"How awful ." Shaki ng my shoul der, the woman enmitted a soundl ess | augh. Judgi ng
from

the way she carried herself, the ankle was certainly not broken. | doubted if
it was even sprained.

That was fine with me. | only wanted to stay forever the way we were.

"That water pressure is ridiculous!" The insect deal er | ooked back at me and
sai d sharply,

"Is this really a john? It's big enough to service ten el ephants—all at the
same tinme. The shape is

funny too. | mean, it |ooks sort of like a john, but it's really not, is it?"
"Well, who says that all toilets have to | ook alike?" | countered. "There's no
law, is

there?" | wasn't dead sure nyself. Maybe it was sonething else. It was bigger

than your ordinary

facility, and higher; its back was indistinguishable fromits front, and it
was unusual ly wi de. The

absence of a seat made it difficult to straddle and hard to keep your bal ance.
It was al so a peculiar

shape: the heavy porcelain bow rested Iike a giant tulip on stainless-stee

pi pes protruding from

the floor.

My first encounter with this toilet went back to the time | was confined here
under

suspi cion of rape, and my biol ogical father, |Inototsu, had chained ne to those
very pipes. Every

prison cell needs some sort of facility for disposing of human waste. The nen
at wor k near by

(who regarded me with a nmixture of disgust and awe for having supposedly
conmmitted rape so

young) used to share their lunches with nme and then relieve thensel ves right
in front of ne

wi t hout batting an eyelash, while | was still eating. Al so, they would dispose
of cigarette butts, the

paper bags they brought their lunches in, things like that. Sonetines they



woul d drag over a cat

carcass or a bug-infested cushion and flush it away. Kittens could fit in
whol e, and the nother cat

could be managed either by hamrering the body to bits or by severing it in
two. It was doubtless

constructed in such a way as to take advantage of different water |evels
under gr ound—but why

and how it generated such trenmendous pressure | never understood. Despite its
nmystery, it was in

fact all-powerful, capable of washing anythi ng away.

"If you say so. But | wish you' d put a screen around it, anyway," said the

shill. Mving

on ahead, he laid a hand on the banister of the steps leading up to the
bri dge.

"Watch out!" | yelled, pulling away fromthe wonan's arm | grabbed the
shill's shirt and

haul ed hi m back. "Please don't go anywhere or touch anything w thout first
checking with nme. |

told you there are booby traps everypl ace.”

As | spoke, skyrockets went off at the top of the stairs, exploding as they
hit the floor,

and sending out a cloud of orange snoke.

"What in hell was that?" The shill's voice was shrill and unnerved. The wonman
nmade a

sound |like a whistling teakettle.

"I'"d say you've gone a little overboard." The insect deal er spoke slowy and
deci si vel y.

"That's going too far. Sheer paranoia." He signaled ne with his eyes all the
whi | e he spoke. |

couldn't get what he had in m nd, but he was apparently seeking sone sort of
carte bl anche.

"Rel ax. Registered crew nmenbers will be informed of all booby traps aboard the
ship. If
necessary, | can turn off the power as a safety precaution.”

| turned around, intending to offer the worman ny shoul der again—enly to find
that the

i nsect dealer had swiftly stepped forward and w apped his arm around her. She
was conpli ant,

showi ng no signs of resisting. The shill |ooked away with a faint smle. That
was a dirty trick. But

| was the only one who had the right to put a conpress on her ankle.

8

THE WATERY TASTE OF DI SAPPO NTMENT
GRONS AS FAM LI AR
AS A PAIR OF OLD SHCES

It was a steep stone staircase, six and a half feet wide, with twenty-three
steps in all. The

bani ster was a square-cut |log of cryptonmeria. At the top, on the right, was a
stone pillar sone

thirty inches square, and in the back a parapet twenty inches high. The bridge
(al so known as the

forward observation deck—ny quarters) forned an el ongated di anond sone 235
square feet in

area. The walls were open, bal cony style. Living here alone with ny imagi nary



crew, | had taken

pl easure in the uninterrupted view, and in the sense of spaci ousness (besides,
I had f ool proof

nmeasures in place to guard agai nst surprise attack). But community life, it
now struck nme, would

necessitate the acquisition of heavy curtains.

| led the way, followed by the girl on the insect dealer's arm with the shil
bri ngi ng up

the rear.

"What a mess!" exclainmed the insect dealer, his voice an unconvincing shriek
of di smay.

"A junkman's backyard has nothing on this."

He needn't have said anything; | was quite aware of the room s shocking state.
| had not

pl anned on bringi ng anyone here for some tinme yet, and so everything was in

t he sane topsy-turvy

order as ny own brain cells, scarcely fit to withstand the cold scrutiny of
out siders. | gnashed ny

teeth to think that if only I had known they were com ng, | could have

st rai ght ened things up and

made the place nore presentable. Both the TV and the stereo were fairly new
nodel s, but the

effect this m ght have had was | ost.

"Consi dering how nessy things are, though," | said defensively, "you'll notice
there's

very little dust. The square box at the head of the stairs is a
dust-col l ecti ng machi ne that |

invented. It works pretty well."

"That you invented, you say?" the shill said nockingly, |ooking fromme to the
box and

back again. It was a plastic box approximtely twenty by twenty by eight

i nches; a fluffy covering

of dust made it appear to be wapped in old felt.

"Instead of an ordinary filter system | used the adsorption power of static
electricity.”
"Ch, yeah?" The shill's voice picked up with interest. Perhaps he was a nore

reasonabl e

fellow than | had given himcredit for being. "A dust renover using static
electricity? That's a new

one on ne."

"It is new, | thought it up."

"It nmakes good sense, theoretically." He squatted down in front of the

machi ne, while

ran over to the chaise | ongue shoved against the wall and swept off a notley

pile of old
newspapers and magazi nes to make room for the girl
"Never mind that. Get a load of this room wll you?" The insect deal er

groaned, his teeth

cl enched, as he kicked three bananas and a bag of peanuts under the table.
"Looks like a cross

bet ween a pawnshop and a den of thieves."

Supported by the insect dealer, the girl sat down on the chaise | ongue,
hol di ng one | eg

straight out before her. Still with his armaround her, the insect deal er sat
down t oo, snuggling

cl ose agai nst her. He bounced playfully on the old springs, then gave his own
face a slap and

muttered, "Shame on you. Behave yourself."

The shill, still squatting in front of the dust collector, paid no attention
"Is all this stuff



on top dust?" he asked. "Pretty clever. You know somet hing? You're a | ot
brai ni er than you | ook."

| took no offense. "Well, after all, it's not as if your brain gets fat."
"I't's making a noise. |Is something rotating inside?"
"To ensure uniformcontact with the air, | have it set to rotate five tines a

m nute, while

t he wool and nyl on brushes inside turn in the opposite direction at ten tines
t hat speed. The

friction creates static electricity. | set it right at the point where air
currents intersect. Seens to

work all right, as far as | can tell."

"l suppose you've already applied for a patent."

"Way would | want to do that?"

"No ambition?" He wi ped the corner of his nouth dry with the pal mof his hand.
"Don' t

t hrow away your talents. Remenber that sale at the departnent store today? An
itemlike this

coul d have gone over big. Right, Konobno?"

"Yes, sir—the captain here is a great man, all right."

H s answer cane too readily. Hi s glasses had fogged over, obscuring his
expressi on, but

he obvi ously had no real interest in the dust collector. Was this sonme sort of
dodge, to put the shil

of f guard? People lacking in curiosity are said to be unfeeling. Had his
original air of introspection

been a deliberate act, just a way of getting hinself aboard the ship? It

woul dn't do to expect a |ot

of him as ny bodyguard, and wind up paying for it in the end. Meanwhile, a few
amendment s

seened in order on ny inpressions of the shill. CGenerally, it's noney and

mat eri al goods that wn

society's respect, while intangible assets |ike inventiveness and
resour cef ul ness get short shrift.

After all the interest 1'd shown in his eupcaccia, the insect dealer went on
treating ne |ike some

ki nd of kook.

Cone to think of it, the rest of the eupcaccias were still out in the jeep.
I'd have to

renmenber to bring themin later.

The girl began swaying, probably fromthe effort of holding her leg up in

m dair. The

i nsect deal er made a nove to get up, planning evidently to go over and support
her leg hinmself. He

was m staken if he thought | was going to let such a prize go to him |

pl anted nyself in front of

him bl ocking his way at close range. One or the other of us would have to
step asi de.

"Rel ax, relax—+ wouldn't do anything to offend you." He gave ny shoul der a
ight pat

and noved aside. Then, heading toward the back of the room he wal ked by the
five steel |ockers

next to the chai se | ongue, snapping a finger against each one in turn. He
stopped in front of two

bookcases that intersected at an angle of 120 degrees and | ooked back at nme.
Avoi di ng his eyes, |

knelt in front of the girl, alittle to one side.

"Does it still hurt?"
"Naturally."
She cl asped her hands under her knee and pulled her arms back, lifting her |eg

so that her



artificial leather skirt peeled back to the top of the thigh. Fine soft hair
covered flesh even rounder

and richer than | had inmagined. | pulled out a first-aid kit from underneath
t he chai se | ongue. The

room m ght | ook chaotic, but it had a certain orderliness of its own: things
were strewn in

concentric circles around the chai se | ongue in order of useful ness, distance
being in inverse

proportion to necessity or frequency of use.

"Hold out your leg straight, and relax," | said, and brought my two pal ns up
to the calf of

her leg. She let out an exaggerated scream

"Stop it! That tickles!"

"Don't scare nme like that. I'mjust trying to exam ne you."
The shill glanced our way. "Exami ne, huh. That's a good one." Slowy he stood
up in

front of the dust collector and swall owed, Adam s appl e bobbing. Setting both
hands on the end of

t he desk-table that took up half the avail abl e space, he | eaned forward
slightly in a pose of

unm st akabl e nenace. "If you're going to give first aid, just keep it cold.
Make a col d conpress

out of a wet towel, and wap a bandage around it. That's all."

"Wong." Rubbing the cover of a |large book he had taken fromthe bookcase, the
i nsect

deal er shook his big head. "Not cold. You ve got to use a hot conpress.”

"Are you crazy? Everybody knows you pack a sprain in ice." The shill was
adamant .

"No, it's heat you want. Hot conpresses are the best." The insect deal er was
not about to

gi ve ground, either.

Let themfight it out. In the neantime | had a clear field. It was a gol den

chance—ene |

had no intention of wasting. Wthout the least hesitation, | slid ny hands
confidently al ong the
curve of her calf, and this time she made no sound. | had to act as if | knew

what | was doing; a
gi ngerly approach would only backfire.

"Leave it to me," | said, hands now firmy in place, as | savored the
sensation of her flesh
against mine. "I learned all about it when | was a firefighter. You chill a

fracture, but you apply

heat to a sprain.”

The girl's finger touched the back of ny hand. | thought she was going to push
ne away,

but that didn't seemto be her aim Never |eaving ny hand, her finger began to
cram along it like a

wi ngless insect. Nowit was my turn to feel ticklish. But it was a
ticklishness | could happily

endure.

"Why do they take X-rays at a hospital ?" she asked.

"What do you nean?"

"It's because otherw se they can't be sure if the bone's broken or not,

ri ght?"

"l guess so."

"Then isn't this just a waste of tinme?"

The question was a heavy blow. The shill |aughed, spraying saliva from between
his teeth

like an atom zer. The insect dealer shut his book with a bang.
"Tell me," he said, "what nade you becone a firefighter, of all things?"



"Not hi ng special. You know, when you're a kid you dream about what you want to
be

when you grow up. | wanted to be a fireman, that's all."

Al three of them burst out |aughing. "Al right, what were you doing in the
Sel f - Def ense

Forces, of all things?" | countered.
I nstead of answering, he took off his glasses and wi ped themon his shirttail.
"My gl asses

are fogged up all the time. It nust really be hunmid in here."

| stayed serene. The reason was that casually, secretly, the girl's fingers
wer e rubbing the

back of ny hand in rhythm c circles.

"It's humid, but it feels confortable, doesn't it?" she said. "As if a cooler
were on."

Fortunately, her hands were shadowed by ny body, so that neither the shill nor
the insect

deal er seened aware of what she was doing. | hadn't known that secret

pl easures could be so

exciting. Warmair blewinto ny ear, and energed fromny nostril. My bl ood

pressure must be

zoom ng. What | could not conprehend was the neani ng of the signal coning

t hrough her fingers.

Was she uncommonly synpathetic, or had the shill nerely conditioned her to
flirt with whoever

was at hand?

"Now that you mention it, it is cool. I'mdry as a bone." The shill put a hand
under his

shirt and rapped his chest several tines.

"But if it's humd all year round, the air gets full of air mtes. Terrible
for your
respiratory organs.
tone of voice.

"Air mtes? That's a good one. Typical," said the shill

"I"'mnot making it up. Don't you read the paper?" He held out a book

hori zontal ly,

making it swmlike a fish. "They're one-hundredth of an inch across, |ike
m croscopic jellyfish

| ook in any encycl opedia. They float in the air and feed on dust particles.

The insect dealer threwin a cavil in his knowit-al

They' Il reproduce in
your lungs and bring on a nasty inflammtion."
Paying no attention to this exchange, the shill skirted the table and peered

down into the

hol d over the parapet opposite the chaise |ongue.

"What's inside those storage drums down there?" he asked.
to ask

ever since | got here.”

"Five are full of drinking water
The girl's

conti nued massagi ng of the back of nmy hand had swollen the rmucous nenbranes of
nmy throat.

"I'n an emergency, there's got to be plenty of water, right?"

"This place is swwnming in water. Look at this book—you could practically
wing it

out." The insect dealer held the spine of the book at either end and twi sted
it; the cover canme off

and the contents fell to the floor. "Oops, sorry. Looks like an interesting
book—A Manual for

Self-Sufficiency, it's called. Woever wote it nmust be a real nut, to worry
about self-sufficiency in

this day and age. Say, this is a library book, isn't it? Aren't you going to

ve been neani ng

My voice was thick, as if spread with gl ue.



take it back?"

I had no obligation to answer. | was on the verge of remenbering sonething far

nor e

i nportant. Uses for bundles of printed paper, old newspapers, old magazi nes
That was it—a

cast. Until a plaster cast was avail able, you could use them as tenporary

substitutes, to i mobilize

an injured joint.

"You know, | like it here," announced the shill, leaning slightly forward to

seat hinself

on the parapet. He continued in a | oud and enthusiastic voice. "To be honest,

at first | just wanted

a look at the place, out of sheer curiosity. But this is great! Absolutely

fascinating. Who cares

about a little humdity? High humdity is typical of underground space; al

you have to do is think

of some way to put it to use. Having the winters warm and the sumers cool

with a fixed

tenmperature year round, could be extrenely useful, it seens to nme. Just to

take an obvi ous

exanple, it's perfect for storing vegetables or grain. O maybe unhulled rice

and seeds woul d be

better. The price is high, and there's a stable demand.

Too pedestrian. It was |like seeing a diamond in a king's crown and associ ati ng

it with

nmere glass-cutting. This sort of man coul d beconme a great nuisance. It struck

me now that the

noncommittal insect dealer was the safer of the two.

"Nobody tells me what to do." Numbness in ny leg blunted ny tone. | raised ny

eyebrows, tightened ny grip on the girl's calf, and said, "For now, anyway,

let's make a cast.

Whether it's a fracture or a sprain, the nost inportant thing is to keep the

injured area i nmobile."

"That's all right for now, but what happens after that?" he said.

The girl's calf twitched slightly. Wthout hesitation, the insect deal er cane

butting in.

"It's all settled, isn't it? I'll clinb down with her on nmy back." He put a

cigarette in his

mout h, then returned it to the pack unlit. "You two came down here fromthe

hi ghway, but the rea

way in is along the shore. There's a jeep waiting outside, so relax and let ne

t ake care of things.

["lI'l just have a cup of coffee before we go."

"Takes you a while to catch on, doesn't it? You're a bit slowtike an old

fl uorescent

l[ight." The shill dragged out his words for greater effect. "This place is so
top-secret we can't even
call an anbul ance, right? If | were the captain, |I can tell you |I wouldn't

want to grant any shore

| eaves, either, not unless it was to a trusty who had really proved hinself."
"You stay here as hostage, then," the insect dealer said easily, with a w nk
at me, seeking

nmy approval

Taken by surprise, | was unable to decide quickly whether his suggestion woul d
work to

nmy advantage or not. If she were the hostage, it would be a different matter
but was there any

concei vabl e advantage in being left alone with the shill? She m ght di sappear
stuck fast to the

i nsect deal er's back, and never return.



"You'd like that, wouldn't you?" The shill sucked in his saliva with an
of f ensi ve sound.

"Just look at the captain's face. Tal k about bl ack | ooks
"Shall we be of f?" Unperturbed, the insect deal er addressed the girl across ny
shoul der.

It m ght have been the angle, but all of him-ot just the done of his
head—ooked a size bigger

than normal. "Captain, will you see us out to the jeep? | can't handl e those
dogs al one. "

"Dogs? What dogs?" The girl gave ny hand a light pinch

"A pack of hungry strays. W took our lives in our hands getting in here.
There nust be

five or six really ferocious ones. But there's nothing to worry about: the
captain here does a great

imtation of a dog's how, and the nmonent they hear that they cal mright

down. "

My hand, covered with sweat, felt as obscene as if it had been coated with

[ ubricant. The

i nsect deal er was standi ng now where he could see our hands, but he said
not hi ng. Was he

intentionally overlooking it? In that case, his request that | see themout to
the jeep took on a

deeper significance: | would be one of those to | eave rather than stay, and ny
wi sh to see the shil

excluded would be brilliantly fulfilled. It was an ingenious idea. Once the
padl ock was | ocked

fromthe outside, the shill would never again set foot aboveground. How | ong

he could stay alive

woul d depend on when, and whether, he found the provisions. If he never did,
then he woul d

certainly die in a matter of weeks. Even if he did find provisions, he would
probably fall in one of

the anti-invader traps and be fatally injured. | could dispose of the body

si ngl e- handed. Chopped

in pieces and flushed down that high-pressure toilet, it would be gone w thout
a trace in a matter

of m nutes.

Perhaps | should trust the insect dealer, after all. It was like facing a
broken traffic signa

that blinked red, then green, then red, then green, over and over.

hesitated, unable to decide

whet her to step on the brake or the accel erator

"First let me get that cast on," | said, and reached out for the pages of the
Manual for

Sel f-Sufficiency, which lay strewn across the floor. The floor spun and
toppl ed over. My | eg had

fallen asleep from spending such a long tinme in an unaccustoned position. The
girl, despite her

supposed injury, dodged and sprang to her feet. The shill exploded into

| aughter with the

suddenness of a cork popping off a bottle of chanpagne. The water cannon on

t he depart nent

store rooftop, which hadn't attracted a single buyer, would probably fire its
projectile with a

simlar noise, | thought.
"Al'l right, mss, you can quit acting now." The shill snapped his fingers and
j unped

ninbly fromthe parapet to the floor. "That's enough. Tine to take a break."
"You mean she was faking?" Slowy the insect dealer planted his feet w de
apart,



exudi ng menace. | renmained surprisingly calm Things never go the way you plan
them except in

fantasies. The watery taste of disappointnent was as famliar as a pair of old
shoes.

"You knew it all along. Stop bullshitting," replied the shill, wi ping the
corner of his

mouth with a fingertip.

Feel i ng began returning to ny leg, with such disconfort that | could not have
borne the

touch of a fly's w ng.

"Now this is going too far." Looking grim the insect deal er renoved his

gl asses,

sl unped forward, and rubbed the area between his brows. "W have an agreenent
with the captain

here. You can't get away with this."

Not to be outdone, the shill pressed his elbows tightly against his sides,
crouched over,

and | owered his head. Except for their tense breathing, it was as if each had
wi t hdrawn inside his

own shell, ignoring the other. Wld aninals feign the same indifference as

t hey sharpen their

claws, waiting for a chance to pounce.

"You're going to have to throw me out, you know "

"1 know. "

"Pretty sure of yourself."

The insect dealer folded his gl asses and dropped themin his pocket. The shil
stuck the

fingers of his right hand in his pants pocket. Did he have a conceal ed knife?
They stood twel ve

feet apart, with the corner of the table between them

The girl stepped on ny foot and whi spered, "Do you suppose it's still raining
out si de?"

In that taut atnosphere, her whisper stood out like a piece of dirt in the
eye. The nen's

excitement ended abruptly. The insect dealer put a fist to his nouth and
coughed, while the shil

went on clicking his tongue.

"The walls are thick and there are no wi ndows, so for both weather and tine we
have to

rely on instruments.” | switched on the nonitor sitting on the mddle shelf of
t he bookcase

bet ween the couch and the | ocker. Electric signals fromthe outdoor sensor
were transl ated by

conputer into synbols that flashed on the screen. "Looks like the rain is
over. Wnd velocity is

thirteen point eight feet per hour, com ng out of the southwest."

"You're really sonmething, Captain." The shill's gaze swept me boldly up and
down.

"Humi dity index is eighty-two. Air pressure's still low and falling."

"That's why ny head feels so heavy," the girl said, sweeping the hair off her
f or ehead.

"Anyone el se want a cup of coffee?"

"Not a bad idea. Take the bad taste out of our nouths.'
rel axed a bit.

"Everyt hing you do, Konono, is so phony it |eaves a bad taste in the nouth,"
said the

shill. To the girl he said, "To cel ebrate your recovery, mss, how about
fixing us all a cup of

coffee?" His nmotive was transparent: by having her help out, he neant to
settle the issue of

The i nsect deal er



whet her they stayed or went, by neans of a fait acconpli. "Captain, would you
m nd showi ng her

where the coffee and everything is?"

"Never mind, I'lIl get it nyself," | said.

The girl glanced at the shill to ascertain what he wanted her to do. He urged
her on with

bri sk waves of his hand, as if chasing a fly.

"Let me do it," she said, her voice suddenly animated as if in amends for

mal i ngering. "I

make a mean cup of coffee.”

"Yes, but it's an electric coffeemaker, so it cones out the same no matter who
does it," |

said. | too had an ulterior notive: this was it, ny chance to be alone with
her. "Wy don't you

hel p ne wash up sone cups instead? Al that sort of thing | do downstairs, by
the toilet. Cooking

and laundry too. | don't use the toilet water, you understand—there's a sink
built into the wall,
with its own faucet. The coffee-nmaker only nakes three cups. W'Ill just have

to brewit alittle

stronger, and then add hot water."

She smoot hed her skirt and led the way, motioning for me to foll ow.

"I don't like violence." The insect deal er stood aside, taking a kamaboko
stick froma

pouch on his belt and offering it to ne as | went by. "Want one? In the
confusion, | forgot al

about them Coffee on an enpty stomach is bad for the system you know Upsets
the nerves, and

it can make you constipated too."

I took four and dashed after the girl, dragging the leg that was stil
partially nunb. Three

steps down, we entered the shadow of a pillar, out of sight of the bridge. The
shill's voice

sounded.

"What a crazy machine. Wat the heck is this for, sharpening rats' teeth?"
"It's a small precision machine tool," replied the insect dealer, his nmouth
stuffed with

kamaboko. "You know, |'ve always wanted to play with one of these."

9

BACK TO THE POT

"Really, the nore you look at this toilet, the stranger it is. . . ." The
girl spoke in a nasa
whi sper that sounded al nost deliberately provocative.

| had to agree with her about the toilet, all right. Squatting over it, you
were totally

unprotected, |onging desperately for a cover behind, or just for sonme way to
tell front from back.

In a place as vast as this old quarry, the anus devel oped rejection synptons
even with a wall

behi nd you. When | first started living here, constipation was ny bane.
tried all kinds of

| axatives, to no avail. After a week ny ears were ringing; by the tenth day ny
vi sion was cl oudi ng

over.



| tried enenas, but that only nade it worse: they gave me the urge to go, and
that's all.

My sphincter remai ned stubbornly corked. To feel an intense urge to evacuate-a
vi ol ent one, |

shoul d say, as in intestinal catarrh—and to be incapable of doing anything
about it is an

excruciating formof suffering that nust be experienced to be believed.

At the hospital they brushed it off lightly: "If you feel |ike noving your
bowel s, that only

proves you have a light case, so don't rush yourself. Just keep sitting on the
toilet." They needn't

have told ne that; the nonment | got off | would feel the sumons of nature,
and tear straight back

again. For two whole days | sat there leafing through the Fam |y Medi cal Book
convi nced t hat

death was i nmminent.

The Fam |y Medical Book was written for laynmen, as the title suggests, but in
the end it

provided the solution. At least it gave better advice than the doctors.
Mention constipation and

generally they' Il ascribe it to one of two causes: desiccation and hardeni ng
of the stool, or poor

muscl e tone. Intestinal malfunction, in short. But in the Fam |y Medi cal Book
as an exanpl e of

i ntestinal hyperfunction the authors nention difficulty in evacuation due to a
spastic rectuma

type of constipation not even listed in the constipation section. | felt a
flash of light.
Despite ny large bulk, I amof surprisingly nervous tenperanent, and two or

three tinmes

a year (when | nust neet with someone unpl easant, such as ny biol ogi ca
father, Inototsu, or

when I"mcalled to traffic court for a violation), | come down wth diarrhea.
When t he synptons

worsen | am attacked by severe pain, as if ny bowels were being tw sted and
wung. If this

constipation had resulted froman especially acute case of diarrhea,
reasoned, then it mght pay to

try nmy regular medicine. (In fact, it's a drug to relieve nmenstrual cranps,
but I find it wonderfully

effective for an irritable colon.) The results were dramatic: in mnutes, an
enor nous novenent

erupted, leaving only a delightful sense of hollowness. Thinking he m ght be
interested, | did

mention this to the doctor, but his only reaction was a | ook of faint
annoyance.

That time of suffering did, however, enable ne to grow accustoned to the
vastness of the

quarry. Besides losing ny fear of constipation, | became able to straddle the
toilet forward

backward, or sideways, fromany angle. | even becane rel axed enough to
contenpl ate ot her uses

for the thing. More and nore frequently, | used it for garbage di sposal. Soon

| was using the sink
and counter to prepare food. Waiting for the contents of a pan to heat,
could seat myself on the

toilet in confort. Even while eating ny nmeals and drinking ny coffee, |I had no
need to go
el sewhere. | could do ny aerial - phot ography traveling, or go over the results

of the day's



surveying, right while drinking coffee on the pot. And so the toilet cane
gradually to occupy a

central place in ny life. Metaphorically speaking, | was beginning to change
into a eupcacci a.

The galley was a hollow in the wall, about a neter off the floor; inside, it
had been

polished to a blue, enanel-like finish that deserved to be set off by a loving

cup, if 1'd had such a
thing. Once, on the ceiling there, | found some bunps that had been puttied
over. Prying with a

knife, | uncovered a | ead pi pe whose end was capped. Wen | unscrewed the cap
wat er cane
gushing out. | installed a faucet, electric wiring and a socket. Then | added

a small refrigerator and

a fluorescent light, a large electric stove, a kitchen cabinet, and a fol dout
counter. Wien | wasn't

using it, |I kept the area hidden behind accordion curtains. Finally | added a
hi gh encl osed shel f

you reached by standing on the toilet; rubber sealing made it airtight. Up
there is where | keep ny

canera equi pnent and travel necessities (i.e., the aerial photos), surveying
equi pnent and so on

protected by drying agents. My safety precautions are airtight too: | set it
up so that if you touch

the door handle without first flicking a hidden switch, an electric shock w Il
burn your fingers, and

tear gas will go off in your face. The spot right next to the camera equi pnent
woul d be a good

pl ace to keep the eupcacci as.

| opened the curtain, which made the lights go on. "How pretty!" she
exclaimed. "It's like

mar bl e. "

"Actually it's sonething called hydrous shale; as long as it stays noist, it
has a nice

shine. It's probably an underwater stone. The only trouble with it is that
when it dries out, it gets

covered with fine powder. After four or five years, buildings decorated with
it look as if they've

been dusted with confectioner's sugar. In fact, that probably explains why the
quarry cl osed

down. "

"Hmm " she said. "It certainly |acks a woman's touch." She | ooked at five
days' worth of

dirty dishes piled in the sink and | aughed.

"OfF course it does. What el se did you expect?"

"Want me to wash these up for you?"

"That's all right, | always do it once a week, without fail." | stuck one of
t he kamaboko

fromthe insect dealer in my nmouth, and gave another to her. "They're not
chilled, but we just

bought thema little while ago, so I'"'msure they're all right."

"Thank you." Like thin rubber, the girl's Iips expanded and contract ed,

foll owi ng the

shape of the kamaboko. "These are high in protein and lowin fat, so they're
very good for you,"

she said.

"Ch, I'mincorrigible. I've given up." Tal ki ng openly about ny weaknesses,
figured,

woul d make ne cone across as a frank and |likable type. "But this is nostly
nonosodi um



glutamate held together with starch. @utanic acid soda is sodium chl oride, so
it could be bad for

your bl ood pressure.”

"Can you hear sonething? Like dogs barking?" the girl said.

"You can hear anything here if you try hard enough,” | answered. "This place
is so full of

tunnels and caves, it's like being in the nmddle of a gigantic trunpet."

"It's like one of those foreign nmovies on TV. There's al ways a house—a big

st one

building with an iron fence, right?—and a big yard and a watchdog. If this
were a novie, the story

woul d just be getting under way. All we need is sonme nusic."

"You're different,” | told her

" How?"

"I mean different in a nice way. Interesting.”

"Don't tease me. He's forever groaning about nme—says | have holes in nmy head."
"He's disgusting."

"Maybe that's why he is the way he i s—because he knows people don't like him™"
"What do you nean, 'the way he is'?"

"How many cups' worth of grounds shall | put in?"

"Five, if you like it strong." Perhaps because of the peculiar nature of where
we were,

sandwi ched between the kitchen sink and the toilet, | began to feel an
excitenment attended by

visual stricture, like that of a child playing in closets. "I'Il tell you what

| don't like about him It's

his attitude toward you—he's so damed overbearing."

"I know, but he's sick, so what can | do?"

"Sick? What's the matter with hinP"

"Cancer."

Mentally | reviewed nmy inpressions of the shill, as if starting again at page
one of a book

I'd read partway. "What kind of cancer?"

"Bone marrow. Maybe | shouldn't have said anything. It's evidently a kind of
| eukem a.

Don't tell anyone, okay? He doesn't even know about it yet hinmself."

"Is it serious?"

"Isn't cancer always? They give himsix nonths to live."

"Tell me the truth. What's your relationship to hinP"

"It's hard to say exactly."

"Why does he call you 'young lady'? Isn't that a bit formal ?"

"Probably he does it to excite people's inmaginations.”

"More fishing?"

"I don't know, maybe."

"But the only ones to be told the truth about a cancer patient's condition are
t he next of

kin. Isn't that so?" | felt arising irritation that was totally at odds wth
the thrill of being al one

with her Iike two children snuggled in a closet.

I nstead of answering, she |ooked up and waved. The shill and the insect deal er
wer e

standi ng side by side, elbows on the bridge parapet, munchi ng on kamaboko and
| ooki ng down at

us.
"You want your coffee up there?" she asked.

"Nah, we'll come on down." The insect deal er placed his hands on the small of
hi s back

and stretched. "Less trouble that way, and easier to clean up."
"No, let's have it up here." Waving both hands, the shill disappeared in the
recesses of



the bridge, then rounded the pillar and came down the stairs. "But first |I've
got to use the john."

"You can't—e first!" the girl exclaimed, thrusting at hima tray piled with
four clean

cups, no two alike. "I'll bring the coffee up as soon as the water boils."
What could we say? Wirdlessly the shill took the tray and w t hdrew, and
fol | oned.

Toget her we laid the cups out near one corner of the table. The insect dealer
cal l ed down to her

over the parapet:

"CGot anything to eat down there?"

Her voi ce came echoing back, colored by the reverberation. "Hey! No peeking."
I

detected a note of playfulness that |I found distasteful. A half-smle
lingering on the corner of his

nmout h, the insect dealer turned away with visible regret.

"Let's eat, Captain,” he said. "I can't talk on an enpty stomach."

I was hungry too. The problemas | saw it was to deci de what kind of nmeal we
shoul d

have; it might well have a profound inpact on our future relationships.
Broadl y speaking, there

were three possibilities: the four of us could share a sinple neal of instant
noodl es; we could sit

down to a slightly nore substantial neal, in a spirit of welconme to the new
crew (in that case, we

woul d need nore booze); or | could take themall to the food storehouse, where
t hey coul d each

pi ck out what they wanted, at their own expense. In that case, everybody woul d
be on their own.

Personally, | favored the last option, but seeing that living quarters had not
yet been fornmally

assigned, it mght set sone unfortunate precedents. An enjoyable wel cone party
m ght serve as an

ef fective social lubricant for all the various relationships anong us. If
there was some guarant ee

could talk to the girl wi thout worrying constantly about the shill, |
certainly had no objection to

opening a bottle or two of sake. Right now, in order to settle ny nind,

needed tine for another

cup of coffee.

"I's this where you sl eep, Captain?" asked the shill, tapping an arnrest of the
chai se

| ongue.

" Yes—ahy?"

"What about us? Where do we sack out ?"

"For now, anyplace. | have sl eeping bags for everybody."

"Well, in that case, you'll have to excuse nme for a while. Sorry," said the
shill.

Wth people switching back and forth all the tine this way, how could

formul ate any

plan? | decided to stop worrying about the di nner nmenu.

"Nothing to be sorry about. Do as you please,” | said.

"I can't help it,"” the shill said, explaining, "l can't get to sleep w thout
nmy own pillow

Always carry it with me on trips.”

"That's ridicul ous."

"No, it isn't." The insect dealer was stuck to the edge of the chaise |ongue
i ke a half-

dried squid. "It doesn't have to be a particularly soft one, or anything. But
there are people with



attachments to a certain pillow It nust be the snell of their own hair oils,
absorbed into the

pillow "

"Pillows pick up snells, all right, that's for sure," agreed the shill. "Ever
stay in a cheap

hotel sonmewhere in the sticks? It's enough to nake you gag."

"OfF all the senses, they say the sense of snell is the npst primtive," said
the insect
deal er.

"Qt her people's snells nmay be unbearabl e, but your own never are," said the
shill.

"Everyone has a certain affection for their own body odors."

"That's true,"” said the insect dealer. "Ever see somebody scratch his
dandruff, and then

sniff the dirt under his nails?"

"Pl ease, would you both just be quiet?" | was fed up. | certainly had never
expected life
with a crewto be so bothersome. "I went a long tinme w thout hearing any human

voi ces here," |

went on. "Now it's a strain on my nerves."

Wuld the old quiet never return? This arrangenent was scarcely worth the
trouble. Did

any of them have the slightest idea of the enornous price | was payi ng?

W heard a sudden gush of water. The girl had begun to urinate. | hadn't
expected the
noise to carry so well. It took little effort to i magine the preci se anmpunt

and pressure of liquid

rel eased. It sounded as close as a cricket woul d have sounded, chirping under
t he chai se | ongue.

Too late, | regretted having asked themto be silent. Al three of us pulled
at our ears, sucked air

t hrough our nol ars, and pretended not to hear. The sound continued unendi ngly,
until | could no

| onger endure it.

"Anytime people begin living together, there have got to be sonme rules.” M
wor ds

serving as a substitute for ear-plugs, | jabbered on at a speed even | found
offensive to the ear.

"And rules aren't rules unless they're kept. And in order for themto be kept,
t hey nust be based

on the prenise of a shared set of fundanental values. What | nean to say is
that only peopl e who

fully appreciate the utility value of this old quarry can conprehend its true

worth. |'m not being

overly fussy, | can assure you."

The insect dealer followed up ny words swiftly in a gravelly voice. "That's
right. Just

havi ng this rmuch space at your disposal is worth an incredi ble sum After all
Japan is a tiny

country suffering from absol ute space deficiency."

Was that big skull of his stuffed with bean curd instead of brains, or did he
talk like an

asshol e on purpose?

"Don't get me wong," said the shill. "It's not only the pillow I'mworried
about." There

nmust have been sonet hing catching about the insect dealer's rapid-fire, hoarse
way of talking, for

now the shill rattled on in the sanme way. "There are sonme pills |I've been
taki ng, and a book |I'm

hal fway t hrough—after all, we've got to get our things and nove in, don't we?



But | won't cone
back enmpty-handed, Captain. WIIl you let nme sell some of those passkeys for
you? |I'Il bring you
back sone absolutely first-rate people. The kind that think fast and are
flexible. This cave has all
sorts of possibilities, after all. Right off the top of my head | can think of
farm produce storage,
| acquerware factories (they need plenty of noisture), mushroomcultivation
the brewi ng industry .

you nane it."

"Haven't you got the message yet?" | said. "I don't want people finding out
about this

pl ace."

"I know. What you're really after is a way to work w thout paying taxes, am!|
right?

Leave it to me, |'man expert. For instance, you could forma filmstudio to

make porn vi deos.

They say that really rakes it in. O you might consider running an underground
hotel as a hi deout

for escaped crimnals. You wouldn't have to spend nmuch on facilities, and you
coul d charge as

much as you liked. Even better would be intensive-care roonms for nental
hospitals. A nmenta

hospital is really a kind of prison for lifers, so what with local citizens
protests and one thing and

anot her, finding somewhere to build can be a problem But once you have that,
you' ve got the

goose that lays the golden egg. Patients in lifetine isolation wards."

The man was totally unconprehending. But how could | explain the need for an
ark to a

cancer victimwith only six nonths to live? Even if he had no inkling of his
condi tion, persuading

hi mwoul d be a vain effort, one | could not bring nyself to nmake. Yet |
couldn't very well let him

do as he pleased, either. | was saddl ed with one heck of a nuisance.

Finally the trickle of water stopped, and the roar of the flushing toil et
echoed in the air.

"No need to nake a special trip," | said. "The weather's bad . . . . Go ahead
and let ne
know i f there's anything you need, and I'Il do nmy best to get it or

approxi mate it."

"Right, you can always nake do for a pillow" As if to say he had everything
figured out,

t he i nsect deal er began drumming his fingers on the edge of the cup he had
chosen, a | ook of

sangfroid on his face. "Even if it's borrowed, if you wap it in a dirty
undershirt of your own it

cones to the sane thing, doesn't it?"

10

THE SHI LL DI SAPPEARS AND A
BOTTOM SLAPPI NG RI TUAL TAKES PLACE

Per haps because of having had to wait to go to the toilet, the shill descended
the stairs in
a sort of fox-trot, his knees pressed together



"I'"mhungry,"” murnured the insect deal er, eyes turned vaguely on the spot just
vacat ed

by the shill. "By the way, Captain," he went on, "how do you manage to support
yoursel f here?"

I could well understand the motive of his question. H's was an entirely
natural curiosity:

the world over, a man's source of incone is the nmeasure of his worth. Even so
I had no obligation

to reply, and no intention of doing so, either. As a matter of fact, the
electricity was all stolen, as

were nost of the fittings, which cane fromthe city hall. There was no | aw
that said | had to |et

hi m know ny weakest points. | pretended not to hear

Li ght footsteps approached, as those of the shill faded away; there renai ned
I ess than ten

seconds, | calcul ated, before she set foot on the top stair.

"Maybe | shouldn't have forced himto stay."

"Don't worry about it. You're the captain. Just follow your instincts."

"I heard he's got cancer."

"“No!

"She told ne. Keep it quiet—he doesn't know. "

"Kind of ironic—the guy's so nmuch |ike a cancer hinself."

We | aughed loudly and freely in a burst of nutual understanding. Then the girl

appear ed,
coffeepot in hand. | was unable to | ook her square in the face. The echo of
that gush, still fresh in

nmy ears, made me picture not her face but the outlet for urine.

She joined easily in our |aughter, then announced gaily, "Guess what | found
out! The

refrigerator's stuffed full of canned beer!"

"For shame," scol ded the insect dealer, pulling on the arnrests of the chaise
| ongue to

bring his body forward. "You're forgetting yourself, mss. You can't |et
yoursel f cone that far

under the president's influence."

Intuitively I sensed he was referring to the shill

"President?" | queried. "OfF what? \Who?"

"You needn't sound so inpressed,"” said the insect dealer. "These days
everybody and his

brother is a conpany president. The nei ghborhood junkman wal ks around with a
nanmecar d t hat

says 'President of Eastern Reclamation, Inc.
"Still, what kind of a conpany is it?"

The girl smiled, |ips open and teeth closed. "It's called Saisai."

"What does that nean?"

"lt's witten with the characters for 'hold —as in a function or event—-and
"festival ." "

"Peculiar sort of nanme."

"He represents festival stall owners.'
as if flicking

away i magi nary dust, and adjusted his glasses with his left. To the woman he
sai d, "Anyway,

don't forget that without the captain's permission you' re not entitled to a
gl ass of water, let alone a

can of beer. First you go and put on sone phony act about a fractured ankl e,
now this. Try to show

alittle nmore sense.”

H s preachy tone of voice was far phonier than her act had been. She nodded,
and for no

reason | found nyself feeling abashed.

The insect deal er waved his right hand



"Don't exaggerate," | said. "All |'ve been saying is there's a need for
cauti on about
boar di ng procedures. The beer doesn't worry ne."

Afat lot it didn't. | like to drink nmy beer all alone. I'ma beer hog—a
beeraholic, in fact,

who breaks into a sweat at just the sound of the word. What's nore, | |ike ny
beer with a little

chocol ate on the side. Every day, once a day, | sip a leisurely can of beer

and nmunch on

chocol ates. It is a time of suprenme piggish delight, a time | could share with
no one.

"You don't mind, really?" Behind their thick concave | enses, the insect
dealer's

guestioni ng eyes wi dened in happy excitement. "Coffee before a neal is bad for
t he stonach,

anyway. Shall we presume on the captain's generosity this once? Let's

cel ebrate our

enbar kati on—+that's as good an excuse as any."

It was a sensation |I'd often experienced in dreams—osing my footing on a hil
of

garbage. In trying to recover |lost ground, | made yet another concession
"Very well, let's drink to that,"” | said. "But naybe beer alone isn't enough."
| could

hardl y suggest chocol ate as an acconpani nent —al t hough when you try it with an
open mnd, the

hops and cacao blend together in a bitter harnony that | find irresistible.
"How about sonme canned

sar di nes?"

"Excellent," said the insect dealer. "They're very good for you. Sardines have
lots of a

nutrient called prostagl andin, which nakes them effective against all kinds of
di seases. Hardening

of the arteries, even cancer."

The idiot. What did he have to go and say that for? But then, | was the one
who had

spilled the beans to him so what could | say? Luckily, her expression didn't
flicker. Turning

toward the hold, she called down:

"When you're finished down there, we're having beer and sardi nes up here."

Not to be outdone, | too called down. "The sardines are in a basket on top of
t he

refrigerator."

No answer. | felt an unpl easant presentiment.

She set the coffeepot on the table and smiled. "So the coffee turned out to be
a waste."

"No—+'I1l have some," | said. "Westerners drink coffee and al cohol together and
t hi nk

nothing of it, |'ve heard. Sonehow it protects the liver."

She poured out a cupful. Still not a sound fromthe hold. It was tinme we heard
sormet hi ng;

since the point of enmission is higher in the male than the femal e, the noise
ought to be

correspondi ngly | ouder

"\Where's the sugar?"

"Let me think." | take both tea and coffee w thout sugar, so | couldn't recal
i medi atel y

where | did keep it. | had a feeling it mght be in a jar in the back of the
refrigerator, where ants

wouldn't get into it. It would probably be better to have the shill | ook for

it while | gave



instructions. | went around the table, into the interstice where the bookcase
and the parapet cane

toget her at a sharp angle, and | ooked down into the hold. The shill was
nowhere to be seen.

The neani ng of the scene before ny eyes tenporarily eluded ne. It was a

cl ean-cut

obl ong room solid stone, with nowhere to hide and nowhere to search. | felt
the frustration of
someone | ooki ng through the viewfinder of a broken stereoscope. | was used to

seei ng no one
there, but how could | get used to not seeing someone who shoul d be there?

"Now where did he roamoff to?" | nuttered.
The girl canme around fromthe other side of the table and joined ne at the
parapet. "Is he

gone?" she asked. She didn't seem particularly concerned; in fact, she sounded
rather intrigued.

Not knowi ng the | ack of places to hide would doubtless take away the
peculiarity of the situation.

Coffee cup in hand, the insect deal er joined us.

"Over there behind the storage druns, in the shadows,"
coffee, and

called, "Al'l right, let's not be cute. W all know you're not so squeani sh you
can't go right out in

t he open there. Cone on out."

"They're lined up smack against the wall," | said. "There's no way anybody
coul d

squeeze in there."

| realized what had happened. | didn't want to think about it, but | knew
where the shill

must have gone. Fromthe bridge it was hard to see, but he must have craw ed

t hr ough the

passageway cut into the far side of that sanme wall. Unless he had chopped

hi nsel f up and fl ushed

hi nsel f down the toilet, there was sinply no other exit.

The girl called out, her voice trailing off in a |long sinuous echo like the
rise and fall of

he said, slurping his

waves on a large, shallow strand. "If you want to play hide-and-seek, wait

till we decide who's it."

| strained ny ears, listening for a scream He could not possibly get through
t hat

passageway on his own. | had set up a trap on the principle of the bow It was

triggered by a line

of fishing gut stretched half an inch off the ground, which when touched woul d
rel ease a steel |eaf

spring. The basic purpose was to keep rats out, but it could easily shatter a
person's ankl e.

"The bast ard-he got away.'
instantly

grasped what had happened. He | eaned over the parapet, trying to peer down the
passageway.

"What's down there, at the end of that tunnel ?"

Had these been the crew nenbers |'d anticipated for so |ong, there would' ve
been no

need to ask. That woul d have been the first place |I'd have shown them the
heart of the ark, where

tunnel s branch off three ways, one to each of the other two holds, and one
back here. If each hold

were a residential area, the "heart"” was in the best |ocation for conmuna

use, so nentally I

al ways referred to it as the "central hold" or "work hold.” It was my firm

The insect dealer followed ny line of vision and



intention to interfere as

little as possible in the crew s personal |ives, but some tasks, like the
operation of air-purifying

equi prent or electric generators, required a joint effort. The success or
failure of life aboard the

ark hinged on how well people cooperated. If everyone lived like the
eupcaccia, there would be no

problem since if no one had any urge to expand his or her territory, there
woul d be no fear of

mutual territorial violations. Letting the shill aboard m ght have been as
fatal a lapse as if | had

over| ooked shi pwor rs.

"Machi nery." My voice sounded too belligerent. Mre graciously, | added, "I'lI
t ake you

there one of these tinmes."

"What ki nd of machi nery?"

"Machi nery for survival, of course.”

"Survival of what?" asked the girl, at last seeming to grasp the situation
Bendi ng her

body at a right angle, she rested her weight on the parapet and | eaned forward
as far as she coul d.

Her skirt of artificial |leather was stretched to the limt, revealing her
round contours |ike a second

skin. The reality of those two soft gl obes right there beside my own hips
seemed nore fancifu

than nmy wildest fancies. My brain began to turn red and raw, as if peeling.
"Survival of what?" she repeated. Wat indeed, | wondered. If only she had
asked not "of

what," but "why." For if it was possible for me to go on living near a skirt
stretched this tightly,

over this round a pair of hips, then | had no doubts whatever concerning the
meani ng of survival.

Even the eupcaccia enmerged fromits chrysalis in preparation for nmating.
Emergence is a

preparation for rebirth—+regenerati on—as well as for death. Looking sideways at
her round, tight

skirt, | thought that perhaps | too was starting to emerge frommnmy cocoon

"OfF course survival for its own sake is nmeaningless. It's pointless to live a
life not worth

living." My answer was no answer. The insect dealer then spoke up in ny place.
"Don't you ever think about nuclear war or things |ike that?" he asked her

"It doesn't interest me. Even on TV, if it's anything about war | change the
channel . "

"That's a woman for you," said the insect dealer, turning his back to the hold
and settling

agai nst the parapet until he was at the optimal distance for view ng her hips
(about ten inches

away). "Wonen are born wi thout any inmagination."

Hardly a sensitive remark. Instinctively |I came to her defense. "Look who's
tal ki ng. You

can't stand barking dogs, can you?"

"No, but so what?"

The girl purposely made light of it. "The reason wonen don't think ahead is
because t hey

have to go to the supermarket every day. This coffee is too bitter for nme. |
don't like it w thout

sugar. "
"No?" | said. "But it's better this way if we're going to have beer next,
isn't it?"

The insect deal er gul ped the remainder of his coffee with a noise like the



punp of a dry

wel |, never ceasing his close observation of her runp. Seem ngly conscious of
his eyes, she waved

her hand now and then as if to chase off a pesky fly. But her right-angled
posture rerained the

same, needl essly provocati ve.

"Let's go downstairs and see what we can see," | said, notioning to her, ny
real aim
being to get her away fromthe insect dealer. "If he's injured, it'll nean
trouble."

"I wouldn't worry," she said. "That man is as sharp as they come. He can catch
flies in

hi s bare hands."

"So can I."

"While they're flying."

"I wouldn't be too sure about him" said the insect dealer. He | aughed sharply
and gave

the wonman's bottoma slap, making a startlingly |oud noise. In nonkey

col oni es, what did they

call it? Ch, yes—ounting: the | osing nonkey sticks out its rear end.

Subj ugati on begins wth

control of the other's hindquarters. "I wouldn't be surprised if he's already
dead. | don't know

what sort of trap it was, but if he'd only hurt hinmself a little, he'd be
scream ng for help by now "

Despite the liberty the insect dealer took with her bottom the girl reacted
only by

twi sting away and jerking her head. Had she fallen so easily under his sway?
O was she used to

this sort of thing? Perhaps it was not as serious as |'d assunmed. | wanted to
foll ow his exanpl e,

but somet hing hel d ne back

"I doubt if his life could be in danger,"” | said, "but it is pitch dark in
there."”

"He took a light," said the insect dealer. "Remenber that one hanging fromthe
| ocker

handl e—+he kind coal mners wear on their heads."

H s statements | acked consistency. First he exaggerated the danger the shil
was in, then

in the next breath he enphasized how safe he was. He was just out to find
fault with whatever |

said. She sided with him

"That's right, it's a waste of tinme worrying about hi mhe's sharp as a tack,"
she said,

and casually shifted her weight fromthe left leg to the right; in the process
the two gl obes, stil

pressed cl ose together, subtly changed shape. The skirt stuck to her bottom

becom ng
progressively nore transparent.
| wasn't seriously concerned about the shill's well-being myself; | only

wanted to put a

fast stop to this unpl easant collusion between the insect deal er and her
Besides, it was barely

possi bl e that he had gotten safely past the trap and entered the work hol d.
was unwilling to credit

himwi th as much cunning and dexterity as she, but perhaps sonething—a rat,
say—had tri pped

t he mechani sm bef or ehand.

I could not have people roaming all over the ship, in any case. The

ai r-conditioning



system and el ectrical generator were as yet unfinished, and | couldn't permt
anyone to |ay hands

on themin ny absence. | especially did not want him or anyone, getting into
t he magazi ne, where

locked in a safe | had five crossbows, seven nodel guns, and one rifle rebuilt
with steel-reinforced

barrel and hammer. | had test-fired each one five successive tines with no
difficulty. | was
dammed if 1'd let the shill get his hands on those.

Wth the ark in danger of springing a leak, this was no time to loiter. It was
essential to

go straight bel ow and take defensive steps. But the other two seemed content
to stay where they

were. After the insect dealer's ritual assertion of supremacy just now, |

could not bring nyself to

go off and entrust the girl to his keeping. The situation called for

deportnent worthy of a captain,

to make them recogni ze nmy | eadership. What if | went ahead and gave her bottom
a resoundi ng

slap mysel f?

"Anyway, let's get going," | said. Taking advantage of the opportunity ny

wor ds

provided, | gave the girl's bottoma slap that was bold in spirit, if less so

inreality. The sound

ef fect was poor, but the tactile inpression was richly rewardi ng—+he noi st,
clingy feel of artificial

| eather, and a heavy warnth that sank deep into ny flesh.

The girl straightened up and turned red. She opened her eyes w de and | ooked

straight at
me, whether in fear or enbarrassnent | could not tell
"I didn't know you had it in you," said the insect dealer, licking his |ips,

and reachi ng

past the girl to slap my shoulder. He flashed nme a secretive, friendly grin in
which | coul d detect

no trace of irony or ridicule. Had it been a success? The insect deal er wal ked
ahead, |eading the

way. Reality returned. It was as if at last the ship's rudder had begun to
wor k. The day's events

had not been a total waste.

11

AT FI RST GLANCE THE PASSAGEVWAY
APPEARS TO BE A MERE CRACK
OR SLIT I N THE SEAM BETWEEN WALLS

At first glance the passageway appears to be a nmere crack or slit rising high
in the seam

between walls. This is because of its enornous height, over fifty feet in all;
actually it is wde

enough for a small truck to pass through easily. W were dwarfed as we drew
near .

About fifteen feet in, it turned to the right, thus bl ocking off our light
source fromthe

first hold. As we nmoved on in darkness, the floor began rising. Calling a
warning to the others, |

halted and stared ahead into the blackness. If the shill was there, the |ight



fromhis lanp should be

vi si bl e. Those shadows, |ight and dark, that nmoved with ny eyebal | s—were they
nere

afteri mages, within the eye? I could see nothing else. Had he switched off his
| antern, hearing our

foot steps? Why? | pushed the second button on the switch control panel hangi ng
fromnmy belt,

and fluorescent lights spaced evenly along the walls cane sputtering to life.
The right-hand wall of

t he passageway conti nued on to beconme the south wall of the work hold. The
first hold and the

central work hold were linked directly by this passage. The cluster of white
pi pes al ong the west

wal I, like a scal e-nbdel factory, was a nmanual ly operated air-conditioning
system

"Looks like he found the switch," the insect deal er whispered in ny ear. He
hadn' t

caught on that | was operating a renote-control switch. | saw no reason to
relieve himof his

nm sappr ehensi on.

The girl took a step forward and call ed, cupping her hands, "Cone on out.

Hi de- and-

seek's over."

"Watch out." | grabbed her armand pulled her back. Wy, | wondered, was her
skin so
soft? For a while | let ny fingers stay as they were, pressed into her flesh.

It was the first such

change in nmental state | had undergone since the bottomslapping incident. He
who controls the

worman controls the group. Leering in ny imagination |like a novie villain,
strained ny eyes to

see the stone floor a few steps ahead.

The worst situation possible met ny gaze. The flat steel spring lay bl ocking
our way |ike

a railway crossing gate. By rights it should have been fastened to the wall,
set so that the nonent

anyt hi ng or anyone touched the sil kworm gut, suspended in a zigzag just off
the floor, the latch

woul d rel ease and the spring would now down its prey. Soneone (possibly the
shill) had either

seen through the device and dismantled it safely, or else fallen into the
trap.

"I's that a trap?" She clung to ny arm A nost favorable sign. The sound of
urinating .

bottomslapping . . . and now direct contact. At the same tinme, | found nyself
still nore

apprehensive: a sprung trap, and no sign of prey. .

"Yes," | responded, "but the spring' s been rel eased. Look, the strings on the

fl oor have

all gone slack."

"I"1l be damed. You're right.'
spring and

renoved his gl asses. "These lenses aren't right for nmy eyes—but wait a mnute,
where's the

victin? If this came down on your leg, you'd sure as hell know it."

"That's right; we didn't hear a scream"” said the girl.

"It didn't have to be a person, you know. A rat could have set it off easily,"
| said.

"Yes, but a rat would get killed, wouldn't it?" said the insect dealer. "Not
only is there no

The i nsect deal er crouched over the stee



dead rat here; the spring is perfectly clean. There's not even any hair on it,
| et al one bl oodstains."

"Then it was a person. Sonebody stood back at a safe distance and poked it
with the end

of a stick, or threw a stone at the string. But to do that you'd have to know
bef ore-hand that the

trap existed. So it's inpossible."

"It's possible,” the girl said flatly. "He's a naster at anticipating people's
noves. Cards,

mah-jongg . . . you nane it."

"Yes, and he's already been hurt, twce.'
the smal |l of

his back and stretched. "First the staircase, then the fireworks. But,
Captain, it doesn't necessarily

have to be the president, does it? Couldn't it be sonmebody else, like a spy
who sneaked aboard

when you weren't | ooking?"

There was no point in discussing hypothetical possibilities. The inportant
t hi ng now was

The insect dealer put his hands on

to ascertain the shill's whereabouts.
"\Whoever it was, he couldn't have just nelted away. He's no snowran," | said,
st eppi ng

over the steel spring and noving forward.

"He's terrible, running off like this without a word to anyone,’
r esponded

fretfully. The genuine irritation in her voice seened to rule out any
possibility of collusion.

We entered the work hold. It was the sane size as the first hold but seened
smal ler, as

the I ength and breadth were equal. The ceiling, however, was high, so gl ancing
up, one had an

i mpressi on of spaci ousness. The pillar thrusting upward directly ahead, near
the back wall—er in

ot her words al ong what was an extension of the right wall of this
passageway—was exactly

twenty-three feet around. The nunber of pillars, and their girth, were
apparently fixed according

to ceiling height. Behind the pillar was a tunnel over three feet across and
six and a half feet high,

easily overl ooked because of the old bicycles piled up nearby as canoufl age.
There were twenty-

ei ght of them which | planned soneday to turn into a foot-powered electric
generator. Catty-

corner fromthe pillar—er fromwhere we were, at the far end of the near

| eft - hand wal | —gaped

t he openi ng of a second passageway. Rusted rails indicated that this had been
a mai n tunnel when

the quarry was still in operation. A third opening was near the ceiling,

strai ght ahead on the left,

bel ow which a lift—a sort of vertical conveyor belt-—was attached. Excavation
wor k customarily

proceeds fromhigh to |l ow, so probably in the beginning this was used to
transport excavated stone

to the surface. Wien it becane apparent that the |ayer of high-quality rock
ext ended deeper than

was antici pated, they nust have dug out the mmin passageway, to raise

ef fici ency.

"What a mountain of rock! Wioever made off with all this nust have earned

t hensel ves

a pile of dough." As he said this, the insect dealer swung his big head around

the girl



as if his neck had no

vertebrae. "So where do you think our friend went? Were would you | ook
Capt ai n?"

The I'ift was over forty feet high—a bit rmuch even for a former Self-Defense
For ces

menber. The secret passage in the shadow of the pillar |ooked Iike nothing
nore than a scrap

heap. Qur eyes turned as if by agreenment to the large tunnel entrance on the
left, where the end of

the rails could be seen

"Come on out, will you!" shouted the girl, the echo extending her voice.
"You' ve nade

enough trouble. Just when we were going to eat, too."

"Remenber, he polished off eight of those kamaboko sticks all by hinself." The
i nsect

dealer lifted his undershirt and began rubbing dirt off the skin on his side.
"Anyway, let's have a look." | led the way down the tunnel. Their footsteps
behi nd me

rang out with appalling | oudness.

"What's this jiggledy-joggledy thing?" asked the girl, regarding a

seesaw styl e punp

fastened to the wall along the way.

"It's a punp hooked up to the ventilation system It's set up so that two
peopl e working it

by hand for four hours a day can purify the air of three holds."

"You've got it all worked out, haven't you?" The insect dealer w ped his
finger on his

trousers, and laid a hand on the seat of the upper armof the seesaw. The punp
functi oned

snoot hly, operating on the resistance of air inside six-inch-dianeter

st ai nl ess-steel pipes. "Not

bad," he said adnmiringly. "Pretty darned clever, in fact."

"Why doesn't it run on electricity?" the girl cut in with a dissatisfied air.

"When the tine comes to use the system there'll be no electricity,” |I told
her .

"Don't waste your tine explaining," said the insect dealer. "You can't talk
logic to a

worman. " He raised his right arm bent at the el bow, and haul ed back, aim ng
for the girl's rear

end. She dodged ni nbly aside. Kicking the pedal of one of three wheelless

bi cycles |ined up

besi de the punp, she said boastfully:

"I know what these are. They | ook |ike exercise machines, but really they're
generators.

Ri ght ?"

"Yes. They're hooked up to car generators. O course they function as
exerci se

equi prent too; lack of exercise is a perennial problem
"One of these would supply about enough electricity for one twel ve-watt bul b,
and that's

it," said the insect dealer, and | aunched a second attack on her backsi de.
There was the sound of a

wet towel falling on the floor. He'd scored a direct hit, in the area of the
crease in her buttocks.

She enmitted a screamthat was half wail.

"Eventually | intend to convert all those old bikes in that pile over there.
Wth twenty-

ei ght bi kes operating at the sane tine, charging up the car batteries, there
woul d be enough energy

to supply an average day's needs."



Pretending | was going to activate one to show them | drew closer to the
woman and | aid

a hand on her nyself, not to be outdone. It was not so nuch a slap as a
caress: that prolonged the

contact by a good five times. Using her hand on the handl ebars as a ful crum
she swung hersel f

around to the other side, bent forward, and giggled. On the other side, the
i nsect deal er was

wai ting, pal moutstretched. It was a ganme of handball, her bottomthe ball
"In that case, you have to have a fairly large crew " He served.

"Not all nen, | sincerely hope," she said, reentering ny court.
"Of course not; there'll be lots and | ots of wonen too. "
took my turn,

gi ving her bottom a good pinch into the bargain.

"That's enough." She squatted down, hands covering her posterior. "If the
captain and |

got on the same seesaw, it would stop noving, wouldn't it? Please don't get ne
Wr ong. oL

| couldn't conpletely fathomwhat she neant. And yet suddenly ny excitenent
ebbed.

She had referred to what bothered ne nmost—+the difference in our weights. The

i nsect deal er too

seened to return to hinself. Licking the palmof his serving hand with his

| ong tongue, he sighed

and gl anced up at the ceiling.

"Say," he said, "isn't this a terrible waste, all this electricity?"

How |l i ke him-a totally practical view This hold al one had ninety-six
fluorescent |ights,

plus five halogen lights of five hundred watts each. Not only were the
ceilings high, but the blue

stone walls were dulled by nicks and scratches fromthe electric saws,
reflecting the avail able Iight

so poorly that in order for the hold to function as a center of operations,
extra intensities of

illumnation were necessary. If an electric bill came, | could never hope to
pay it. But it was too

soon to show ny hand.

There was a sound of water dripping. The girl started up and excl ai med, "What
was

t hat ?"

Allowi ng for sonme variation according to the weather and the time of day, at

i nterval s of

once every thirty mnutes to three hours a barrage of water drops fell from
the ceiling in the first

hold onto the row of storage druns. They nmade a dry, unwatery noi se that
sounded as if a chair

had overturned, or the bottomhad burst in a bag of beans. Since it's

i mpossible to tell what

direction the sound is coming from the imagination swells linitlessly.

Wt hout expl ai ni ng,

turned and headed strai ght down the second tunnel entrance.

The lights of the operation hold illumnated the rusty rails for another
twenty-five feet or

so. The lights all shone straight down, so the sheer walls at either side

vani shed hal fway up into

darkness, as if stretching all the way to heaven

"CGot sone kind of a trap in here too?" asked the insect dealer in an
under t one.

"Of course.”

"I"'mtelling you, he really is very agile.'

Bol d now, |

She too spoke in an undertone.



"This next one is different.
three steps

forward into the dark, guided by the rails, and then slowy | |owered ny arns.
An al arm bell rang

out. The shadow of the insect deal er, which had been follow ng cl ose behind
me, suddenly

di sappeared; he'd tripped on a tie and fallen, crashing into the girl, who |et
out a scream

"Quick, turn that damm thing off—+t's bad for ny heart." Seated where he had
fallen, the

i nsect dealer covered both ears with his hands.

The left side of the seventh tie fromthe front. |I groped for the switch under
the rail, found

it, and gave it a flip. The ringing stopped, leaving only a buzz in the ears.
"See what | nean? This one is fool proof."”

"Says who? That's the same kind of thing they install in banks, right? A
burgl ar al arm

using infrared lights. If you | ook carefully, you can see a red beamin the
air, and all you have to

do is duck under it."

"Wul dn't work. There are three different beans, which get | ower as you go.
The | ownest

one is only a foot off the ground. How the hell could anyone duck under that?"
"Where does this lead to?" The girl was crouched down, with a hand cupped
behi nd one

ear. "l hear sonething."

"It's a dead end. It used to connect over to the western side of the nountain,
j ust under

where the city hall is now, but there was a cave-in, and it becane a blind
alley. But there are lots

of little roonms along the way. It might make a good place to live."

"There's a town on top of this nountain, isn't there?"

"Yes, a big residential district."

"l hear noi ses. "

"I't's not what you thlnk I naudi bl e sounds becone audi ble here, amplified as

t hey bounce

off the ceilings and walls: winds of different velocities passing by each

ot her, bugs crawing

around, drops of water falling, stone cracking.
"I don't care, I'mnot going up there." The insect dealer | ooked up at the
tunnel at the

ceiling edge, brushing stone powder off the seat of his pants. "G anted the
guy's reckl ess and

athletic—but doesn't it seemfunny that these |lights cane on just twenty or
thirty seconds before

we cane in here? In fact, all we did was check out the trap, so maybe it
wasn't even that |ong.

That contraption would be hard to clinb, and it nust be a good twenty-five

Hol di ng ny arns out at shoul der level, | took

feet high."

"Forty-two, to be exact."

"No way."

"Then where do you think he is? There's nowhere to hide." The girl thrust out
her chin,

tilted her head back like radar, and turned around in a full circle. "Wiat's
that snell? It's stronger

than it was before. And it's definitely not fried squid."

"I snmell it too." The insect dealer likewise tilted his head back and sniffed
the air. "l've

smelled it sonmewhere before.”

"It's the snmell of the wind," | said. "It blows down through that hole in the



ceiling."

"That doesn't |lead to a Chinese restaurant, does it?" she asked.

"Don't be ridiculous.” | had my own explanation for the odor. But | was not
dut y- bound

to tell them nor did | think it was at all necessary. "Even fifteen seconds
is longer than you think

A woman can do the hundred-yard dash in that length of tine."

The girl started wal king straight toward the lift. From around her feet,
shadows stretched

out in all directions, light and dark, |ike the spokes of a fan. She put both
hands on the bottom of
the scaffol ding and hung fromit, suspending her full weight. "It's perfectly

strong," she said.

"Somebody clinb up.”

"Forty-two feet in the air?"

"Well, you had training for a rescue squad, didn't you?"

"After | left them | got acrophobia." The insect deal er spoke glumy, lifting
his shirt and

scratching his belly. "Captain, how about leveling with us? Is there sone
reason you don't want

hi m wandering around in here? Sonething you don't want himto find out?"
"No, nothing in particular. It's just that it turns into a real maze;
haven't finished

surveying it yet. Once | nade it all the way to the tangerine grove on the
ot her side of the

mountain. | carried a lunch, and it took nearly all day. The inside of the
nmountain's full of other,

smal | er nmount ai ns, and valleys, and rivers."

"Yeah? Any fish?" asked the insect dealer, his forehead winkling—a sign of
serious

i nterest.

"Not a chance. The only living creatures in there are snakes and beetles and
centi pedes. "

"Then he won't nake it," said the girl. "He's terrified of snakes." She | ooked
at ne and

the insect dealer in turn. Was she worried about the shill's safety after all?
"A bigger problemwould be finding the way back," | said. "I had a heck of a
tine,

believe ne. It took nme all norning just to get over to the other side, and
then com ng back | tried

to follow the same route and got lost. A conpass isn't worth a dam

under ground. The goi ng was

dangerous and | was hungry, and so tired nmy knees were knocking. Before | knew
it, it was the

m ddl e of the night. Frankly, | thought | was done for. You know, |ike those
stories you hear about

peopl e who wandered in the wind hol es under Muwunt Fuji and died there w thout
ever finding

their way out.

"So what happened?”
"So there | was, canping out with nothing but a bar of chocol ate and what
little water

cane seeping out of the rocks, no sleeping bag—ot even a flashlight, since
the batteries had

given out. | never felt so forlorn in ny whole life. But when the sun cane
up—

"How could you tell the sun came up?"

"That's it, you wouldn't believe it. 1'd retraced ny steps back to the other

side of the
nmount ai n—+he north entrance, | call it, or the tangerine grove entrance—and



spent the whol e ni ght

there. When | woke up, the norning light was pouring in."

"That is unbelievable." The girl's tone was stinging, but her eyes emanated
synpat hy.

"People's instincts don't amount to much, do they?"

"I'n the dark, your senses are nunbed."

"So," said the insect dealer, stretching and narrowing his eyes. "You're
saying he's the

only one who'll suffer; you have nothing in particular to lose if he's in
there. Right? Then who

cares—+et himgo. Let it teach hima | esson."

"You have a point there," said the girl, falling in easily with his opinion
For sone

reason, this sudden switchover seened entirely natural. "It's just silly to
waste time worrying

about him Last Decenber, when we were at a fair near a ski slope, a truck
cane sliding down a

steep hill. It must have been doing at least forty mles an hour. Right then
he was crossing the

street, and he slipped and fell in the truck's path. Wat do you think
happened? After the truck

rolled on by, he got up and wal ked away, not a scratch on him He's

i nvul nerabl e."

"He is, huh?" | said, thinking, Another six nonths and he'll be a goner.
started to say

t he words but caught nyself in tine. She didn't react. Didn't it seemironic
to her that a man with

only six nonths to live should have such great reflexes that he was

"invul nerable"? | was the only

one who felt abashed. Inwardly | tendered an apology to the shill. Heroes
fated to die untinely

deat hs have an inescapable air of privilege. | began to think it was high tine
to drop ny

unwarranted hostility toward the guy and i ssue hima special conplinentary
boar di ng pass.

The insect deal er gave his belly a couple of resounding slaps. "Let's eat."
The girl glanced up at the top of the lift. It still seemed to weigh on her
Never mind if it

was a stunt worthy of an acrobat—there did remain the small possibility that
he had sonehow

clanmbered up to the ceiling. I, however, was nore concerned about the shadow
behind that far

right pillar. Before we ate, | wanted to nmake sure he wasn't lurking in there.
"This is a long shot, but | just want to be sure. . . . Behind those old bikes
over there,

there's a small storage space with a trapdoor. This'Il only take a mnute."

The twenty-eight old bicycles piled in a triangular heap between the stone
pillar and the

wal | were a tangl ed mass of handl ebars and wheels that formed an ingenious
barrier: not only did

they make entry difficult; they kept one from suspecting anythi ng was there.
It looked as if

not hi ng but wall was behind them Light was particularly dim as if the
overseer (ne) set no great

store by the area. But it was all a trick. OF all the shipboard traps, this
one was the nost

el aborately canouflaged: the entire triangle formed by these tangled old bikes
was in fact a door.

The "key" was the front wheel on the far right bike. Al you had to do was
twi st the handl ebars



sharply and pull out the pedal that was enbedded in the spokes of the

nei ghbori ng bi ke.

"Now it's unlocked. Mnd aligning the wheels of the bikes in the front row?"
A slight pull, and the triangle of all twenty-eight bikes swng around to
reveal , al ongside

the pillar, a gaping wedge-shaped passageway. At the far end lay a section of
dirty canvas, roughly

six feet by three. In the dimlight it |ooked |ike sonmething to throw over the
bi kes, but it was in

fact camoufl age for a trapdoor, backed with plywod and fastened with hinges.
"I'sn't there sone kind of bug that makes a nest like this, covering it over
with | eaves?”

asked the girl.

"I think you nean a fish."

"No, a bug."

The construction inside was worthy of the canouflage outside. Just beyond the
door was

a small roomwith a low ceiling, just over six and a half feet high. Tunnels
had been dug out in

three | evel s—top, middle, and bottom-each |leading to yet another small room
all interconnected

by irregular narrow stone steps. It was rather as if several playground
nonsters, the kind whose

| abyrinthine innards children love to clinb around in, had been Iined up and
j oi ned toget her.

"This is just a guess,”" | said, "but | suspect these were all trial borings.
They tried digging

in different directions, but the quality of the stone here fell short of their
expectations, and so they

gave up. Al these tunnels are small, and the excavation is rough. But they're
handy for storing

materials according to type."

A largish, high-ceilinged roomat the top of the right-hand stairs was where
kept food

supplies, sorted by kind. Thirty dozen cans of hardtack. Seventeen cartons
packed with el even-

pound vacuum packed bags of uncooked rice. Two hundred nmeals' worth of dried
noodl es.

Assorted dried vegetables. Mso, soy sauce, salt, sugar. Five big cartons of
canned f oods,

i ncludi ng stewed beef, tuna, sardines, and so on. There was al so a conplete
kit for cultivating

veget abl es by hydroponics, and an assortment of seeds.

On the nmddle |l evel was a cubbyhole with a conplex junble of irregular

undul ations, |ess

like a roomthan a nodel for a fallen castle. | kept all sorts of supplies
there, fromhardware to

everyday itens |ike razors, soap, toothpaste, as well as nedicine, bandages,
and other first-aid

supplies. There were al so rechargeabl e batteries, light bulbs, solid al coho
for fuel, film a

whet st one, sol der and sol dering iron, adhesive, assorted fishing line, fire
extinguishers . . . If |

didn't get busy and nake a list of everything, | was in danger of losing track
of it all nyself.

The | owest |evel was the nost confortable. This was not mere storage space but
area

room wth seven chairs, a table, a slide projector, and a screen. The front
wal |, noreover, was

hung with a |l arge rough sketch of the quarry, which | had nade two weeks



bef ore—+to00 soon to

include the results of ny latest survey. Still, as a three-color ground plan
it wasn't too bad.

On the adj acent wall were twenty-eight gas-and-snoke nmasks; wench, hammer,
crowbar, and other tools that could double as weapons; thirty-five twelve-volt
batteries. Al ong the

opposite wall were seven small automatic guns—+enodel ed toys—along with enpty
cartridges

and boxes of amunition, raw materials for gunpowder, five crossbows and one
hundred and two

arrows. In addition, there was a box of sand marked, in large letters, SAND
FOR FI RE

EXTI NGUI SHI NG | nside the sand there were forty-three | eftover sticks of
dynamite, which

i ntended to | eave hidden right there for the time being. All | had to do was
plant a flag next to the

map, and the room woul d | ook exactly |ike one of those underground strategic
conmand

headquarters you see in the novies. Wiat sort of flag would | ook best—+the

Ri sing Sun? | have a

feeling that's not it. 1've never given the matter deep thought, but somehow I
have a feeling no

flag woul d |1 ook quite right.

"He doesn't seemto be anywhere in here." The girl stood in front of the map,
studying it

with her head tilted sharply sideways, as if she couldn't tell which way was
up. "Although it's not

surprising, with that entrance.”

"You're well prepared, I'll grant you that.'
over the

tabl et op, then rubbed the accunul ated dust on his trousers, twisting his | ower
lip as he spoke.

"Still, isn't there something a little childish about your taste in

furni shings?" Evidently a reference

to the model guns. Did he really think they were there just for decoration?
Then let himgo on

t hi nki ng so.

"Supposi ng he went down the ceiling tunnel,"” said the girl, her head stil

si deways as she

traced the surface of the map with a finger. "That's this black line, right?"
"Al'l the parts | explored nyself are in black. The red |ines are hypothetical
based on a

map done by the quarry conpanies, on file in the city hall. Strange, don't you
t hi nk?—they

overlap, but there are no actual points of congruence. Probably because
everybody ignored the

agreement, and went off digging on their own. Small wonder the roof caved in."
"And the blue |ines?"

"The solid ones are canals and waterways, the dotted ones are underground

vei ns of

The insect dealer ran a finger

wat er. "
"By the tinme you need firearns, it's always too late." The insect dealer
pi cked up a

crossbow and ained it at the map. "Those black lines go off the bounds of the
map. "

“I'I'l add on the rest as the need arises."

"I"ll bet he's left the bounds of the map too," said the insect dealer

The girl turned around and shrieked, "Stop that! It's dangerous!"

"No, it isn't—+t's not |oaded." As he spoke, the insect deal er pointed the
weapon directly



at her face. "But it feels awful, doesn't it? Even when you knowit's a joke,
it still does. There's

just sonething about firearms | don't |ike. They never settle anything,
anyway. "

"Quit preaching; it doesn't suit you," | said, adding, "Look, they're only
nodel guns

And the crossbows are for rodent control."

The girl cane around the table, reached out an arm and flicked the bowstring.
"Can you

really shoot rats with one of these?" she asked.

"Sure. If you hit one square, you could knock it dead." The insect dealer held
t he bow

down with his foot, and slipped the bowstring in place. Deftly he fitted in an
al um num arrow and

set up the sight, adjusting for distance before handing it to her. "Go ahead

and try it," he said.
"When you | ook through the hole, the target should be sitting on top of the
sight."”

"I don't know why, but it scares ne a little."

"There's nothing to it, because it has no kick, unlike gunpowder." He set an
enpty

cigarette carton |l engthwi se on the back of a chair sone thirteen feet off.
"Here's your target. Don't

make any conscious effort to keep your arm steady. Just relax, take a breath,
and hold it."

There was the snap of the string being rel eased, and—begi nner's | uck, of
cour se—a

bull's-eye. The cigarette carton was in pieces, and the arrow, having shot
clean through it,

ri cocheted back off a wall. She tw sted and whooped in triunph.

"Ww, | hit it! Is it okay if | borrowthis for a while?"

"Sure," | said. "Those are legal." My feelings were mixed. In line with the
i nsect dealer's

opi nion, ny prize stockpile of weapons was beginning to seemterribly
juvenile. "Hunting is

forbi dden, but you can use themfor fishing."

"Where can you fish?" She was hol ding up the crossbow and ai mi ng through the
si ght

this way and that. "Feels a little heavy. But it seens to have a |lot nore
power than an airgun."

"The only trouble is, it's not suited for |ive conbat,
deal er; unhesitatingly

he sel ected an Uzi sub-machine gun fromthe gun rack, and gave its barrel a
few neani ngful pats.

"Loading it takes too rmuch tinme. If you're conducting a preenptive strike,
with plenty of tine to

aimso your first shot scores, well and good; but in conbat, you'd probably be
better off with a

slingshot. A crossbow is capable of inflicting a nortal wound only if fired at
a range of one

hundred feet or less, so if your first shot msses you have to fall back on
your fists. This Uzi, now,

is another story."

"You seemto know enough about it. Wiere did you learn all that?" | asked.

"I wasn't in the Self-Defense Forces for nothing. But, Captain, aren't you the
one who

knows a hell of a lot? Your average person wouldn't think of an Uzi. That's
not used by regul ars

so much as it is by commandos. "

"Come on, it's only a toy. Wile | was watching the news about the Reagan

said the insect



assassi nation

attenpt, | noticed the Secret Service nmen were all using them | liked the
smal | size and the

design, that's all."

"Sorry, | don't buy it. This has been converted into a real gun.'
the rust off

the cocking bolt, sniffed the nuzzle, and peered at the breechbl ock, then
stuck in a finger and

explored the interior. "And I'lIl be damed if it hasn't been test-fired. Some
guts. No cracks or

ot her damage, so it nust have been a success, too. Wiat is it? Single-Ioading?
Semi aut 0? Don't

tell me it's an automatic.”

"Pull out the magazi ne and have a | ook. Toy bullets."

"Gve up," he said. "So you stuck in a couple of blanks for canoufl age, and
for warning

shots. Very smart. But | have news for you—back in your cabin, around that
machi ne, there were

nmet al shavings on the floor. Right? As | said, | didn't sign up for the SDF
for nothing. | always

liked guns. | knew right away what you'd been up to."

Furt her protest seened futile. The third shot, and all the rest, were in fact
real cartridges,

He scraped

al beit honermade. "You know your way around guns, all right,"” | comented.
"Want me to check themout for you?"

| was tenpted to take himup on the offer. | had test-fired each one five
tines with no

problems, but | was still uncertain as to how they might hold up in a
shoot - out .

"You don't think much of nmy arsenal, though, do you?"

"I"'monly saying it won't serve the purpose. It's certainly interesting. This
| ooks |ike

some special steel, though; about all you can do is reinforce it and make up
the difference by

adj usting the anmpbunt of gunpowder."

"I can't do it!" the girl cried. She was sitting on a forty-four-pound keg of
active carbon,

both feet braced on the crossbow, unable to fit the bowstring into place. "Not
enough strength in

nmy back, | guess.”

"I don't think you can do it bare-handed,"” | said. "Afterwards I'll lend you
ny | eat her
driving gloves." | fixed it for her, and grabbing five arrows, she ran up the

tunnel stairs.
"Look at her go. You can't stop her."

"She's charming. Makes ne feel |ike getting out my camera for the first tine
in along
while."

"Weapons have a way of changi ng people."

The insect dealer pulled the trigger on the Uzi, replaced the cocking |ever,
and held the

weapon in his arns. "Captain," he said, "are you sure you aren't a m sant hrope
at heart? You're

too exclusivist."

Suddenly there was a shout fromthe work hold. It was the girl.

"Come on out or |'Il shoot!" Perhaps because the high tones were absorbed by

t he noi st,

uneven surface of the stone walls, her voice sounded | ower than usual; that in
turn m ght have

expl ai ned the note of urgency in her voice, which seened to preclude the



possibility of a joke.

There was a nuffl ed response.

The insect dealer and I raced neck and neck up the stairs. W arrived on the
scene just as

she was relaxing and | owering the crossbow from her shoul der. The shill was
cli mbi ng down from

the hole in the ceiling. He appeared ninble and surefooted. He turned his head
and | ooked at us

with a provocative snile.

12

EVERYBODY' S GOT' A FEW
SCARS ON THE SHIN

W all knew this was not a propitious nonent for soundi ng one another out.
Round one

a tine of mutual sizing up, was over, and now we were about to enter on the
deci sive round two.

The inmportant thing now was to control your breathing, and try to anticipate
the others' noves.

Everyone seenmed to feel the sane way; and so until the beer was opened we
observed a carefu

truce, keeping the sensitive matter of the shill's expedition firmy off
limts.

Supper was instant Chinese noodl es topped w th chopped green onion, a couple
of ham

slices, and an egg. To go with the beer, | opened, as prom sed, a can of
sardines. | could have

cone up with a fancier nenu if I'd wanted, but it didn't seem necessary.

Besi des the noodl es, we |ugged five cans of beer per person up to the bridge.
| sat in the

chair by the stairs, the insect dealer sat on the parapet, and the shill and
the girl sat at either end of

t he chai se |l ongue; this had the drawback of being so |ow that their chins
barely reached the

tabl etop, but it had the conpensating advantage of greater confort.

The insect deal er downed his first beer in one gulp. The shill, having taken
charge of the

crate of beer, pronptly tossed hi manother, over the table, and then picked up
t he | oaded crossbow

fromthe girl's feet

"Konono," he said, "mnd setting your enpty can over there? | want to try a
little target

practice. Let's see, now, where's the safety catch on this?"

The girl put her chin on the shill's shoul der and renoved the pin at the base

of the trigger

for him Even assumi ng there was somnet hing between them her manner was far
too intimate for

so public a setting. Was she a born flirt, or just an innocent? Dogs that fawn
on everyone appea

only to children

"Knock it off, you two.'
in

conpliance with the shill's request, the insect deal er spoke in a disgusted
tone of voice. "Hurry up

and eat, or your noodles will get cold."

Even as he set up the can on one end of the parapet



The shill pulled the trigger. The can appeared to sway slightly, but he had
nm ssed. In the
di stance we heard the arrow ricochet.

"Some marksman!" The girl | aughed and stole a glance at me. "Wy, | could hit
a pack

of cigarettes straight on, bang."

The shill buried his face in the | arge bowl of noodl es, slurped up a nout hful
and then

muttered, nouth full, "Rats! If only I'd had sonmething like this before, 1'd

never have let that little

bastard get away."

"What was it, a rat?" asked the girl innocently.

"We've nade our toasts,"” said the shill, "so shall we nove on to the business
at hand?"

He wi ped his nouth and stared straight at nme. End of truce. "Let's have it,
Capt ai n—who the hell

was that guy?"

In ny stomach, the beer and noodles formed a lunp of sticky tar. Wat had he
seen?

What was he trying to say?

"What do you mean, who? There isn't anybody el se. How could there be?"

"Don't try to play ganes with ne."

"You nmust have inmagined it."

"Hold on a minute, please," said the insect deal er, and washed down a nout hf ul
of

sardines with a swig of beer. "As the captain's adviser, naturally I'mon his
side—but in any case,

| think we'd better get the facts straight.” He turned to the shill and said,
"Now, M. President, tell

me the truth. You had on that mner's light before you even left here; are you
sure you weren't

pl anning on doing a little exploring all along? If people think you're

bul I shitting them about

havi ng seen some suspici ous character, how can you bl anme t hen®"

"Very observant, Konmono—'ve got to hand it to you." The shill opened a second
can of

beer and flashed a friendly smle. "Al right, it's true that | thought 1'd
take a little walk after

finished using the john. But that doesn't make ne crazy enough to go so far
for no reason.”

"I"'mstill suspicious." The girl raised her head fromthe bow, a noodle
trailing down

fromher nouth; she sucked it in with alnost invisible speed and went on
"Then why didn't you

call for help? If you trusted the captain, that's what you should have done."
"You keep out of it. And I don't trust the captain." He thrust out his armin
ny direction

and snapped his fingers with conviction. The thought crossed ny mnd that his
story m ght

possi bly be true.

"What kind of a guy was he, then?" | asked. "Wen you first laid eyes on him
wher e was

he and what was he doi ng?"
"Then you admt he exists,"'
Wiy are

you hi di ng hi n®"

"I'"'mnot hiding anyone!"
"You asked me what he was like, didn't you? That shows you know sonet hi ng."
"Don't get so excited." The insect deal er reached across the table and took
his third beer

he said arrogantly, kicking the floor. "Wo is he?



fromthe girl. Purple spots were starting to show on his forehead and cheeks;
he probably had | ow

resi stance to al cohol. "What we need nowis a lie detector. But think about
it; even if you have an

obligation to tell the truth, the captain here doesn't. You two were never
invited on board, after

all —you're a couple of crashers.”

"The hell you say." He sprayed us with saliva. "I thought | made it clear—
can't sleep

wi thout ny pillow He's the one who's forcing ne to stay against nmy will."
"That's a bit strong. Don't forget, legally he's not a certified ship's
captain." The insect

deal er tapped the area above his stomach and enmitted a | oud belch. "In other
wor ds, he can cal

hi nsel f captain all he likes, but without the consent of the crew, it doesn't
nmean a thing."

"In that case, we settle it by force—=

"Or by an election. | don't approve of violence."

"I know " The girl's voice was bright, as if she'd nmade a great discovery.
"All he has to

do is pay us a salary. People always foll ow the orders of whoever's paying
their wages."

"You may be onto sonething there," said the insect dealer slowy, staring at
her as if

appraising collateral. "The captain may be well off, at that. He's poured a
ot of money into fixing

up this place. But his photography business doesn't anpbunt to anything, and he
doesn't seemto

have any other neans of enployment . . . so who knows, maybe he's a man of

i ndependent neans,

who made his fortune by selling off sone piece of |and or other. Maybe that
fishermen's inn

out si de under the highway was really registered in his nane."

"Aha. If that's true, that changes everything." The shill sank back in the
chai se | ongue,

setting down the crossbow and | owering his eyes. "Then we naturally have
certain obligations to

fulfill, and the captain has certain rights. Maybe | m sunderstood the whol e
situation. How coul d

help it? Back at the departnment store rooftop you made it seemas if the
ticket and key were for

sale."”

"That's right," the girl said, nodding.

"But you two didn't pay!" The insect deal er shook his big round head slowy,
with a

triunphant smle.

"Did he?" Suspicious, the girl turned to ne.

He answered her question hinself. "I'lIl say | did—+to the tune of six hundred
t housand

yen."

Swept along by his tone of conviction, |I could hardly demur. It was true

enough that with

eupcacci as going at twenty thousand yen a head, and thirty of themin the

sui tcase, his figure had

some basis in reality.

"Somet hing's funny." The shill was not to be put off. "You' ve been letting on
that you're

a paid crew nenber, but this nmeans you're no such thing. You' re a paying
passenger."

"What, for a paltry six hundred thousand yen? Even for a screening test to



pernmit me to

cone aboard it'd be a real bargain. I'mreally grateful, let me tell you. You
shoul d be too—

especially considering that neither of you has paid for your ticket yet. Wen
you figure it all out,

it's as if you'd each been paid a handsone sum al ready. Let's have no nore
conpl aints.”

The shill and the girl seemed conpletely taken in. You had to give the man
credit for

being a snmooth talker. | began to understand why he had asked for carte

bl anche in dealing with

the shill.

After a pause while he drained his third beer, he continued: "Wll, as far as
| can see,

everybody's had their say, and nobody's cone out the wi nner. There don't seem
to be any rea

victinms among us, either. Al we need now is some guarantee of mutual trust.
Mere ver bal

agreements aren't enough, and real intinmacy—the kind where you | ook right up
each other's

behi nds—+takes too long. In the old days, people exchanged hostages as a kind
of nutual check. So

| have an idea. What if we all show each other a few old scars? Everybody's
got sonething he'd

just as soon people never got wind of—a tail he doesn't want grabbed. Wy
don't we all bring

ours into the open, right now? Then nobody would feel tenpted to do anyt hi ng
nasty |ike running

to the police."

"How do we know the other guy isn't making it up?" asked the shill. "How about
you,

Komono—an a guy like you bring yourself to be that honest?"

"You don't understand. Anybody can invent a story that makes hi m | ook good,
but it's

next to inpossible to i nvent weaknesses for yourself.
and licked his lips,

He half shut his eyes

serenely confident. "If you think you can do it, try."
"You mght be right,"” said the girl, opening her second beer
"When |' m borrowi ng noney, | can think of things, all right. "

Grudgi ngly, the shill

opened his third beer.

The insect deal er gave a couple of dry coughs and went on. "Captain," he said,
"woul d

you mind setting up a tape recorder? It's a peculiar thing, but for sone
reason people can't lie

when a mcrophone is staring themin the face. Besides, later the tape could
serve as materi al

evi dence. You're excused, of course; this ship itself is your weak spot. Let's
flip a coin to see who

goes first, shall we?"

Nobody objected. First the girl won, then the shill

"Ckay, turn on the tape, recorder." The insect dealer started his confession

"My basic

reason for joining the SDF was that | |iked uniforms and guns. | was

di sappointed right fromthe

start. Fromthe time | was a kid, | was no good at fitting into groups, see,

so | hoped | could

straighten nyself out with that uniform-but it got to be too idiotic.
decided 1'd have been better

of f becoming a priest. Finally | got so fed up with it all that | took to



stealing pistols and selling

themto yakuza on the black market. As to who ny smuggling partner was, you'l
pr obably be

heari ng soon enough fromthe horse's nouth. . . ." He glanced at the shill,
who reached out and

covered the m ke with his hand.

"Hey, no fair." H's speech was slurred; apparently he was the kind whose
[iquor didn't

show in his face. "Everybody's got the right to decide for thenselves what to
tell about, right?

Besides, the statute of limtations ran out on that ages ago."

"Ckay, we'll wite that one off. Take your hand away. Anyway, three tines it
went of f

wi thout a hitch, but the fourth time I blewit. They had a room di spl ayi ng
smal | arnms from around

the world, including a Belgian gun called an MW Vaughn. Ever hear of it?
It's one helluva

gun—functions like a machine gun, and it's no bigger than a pistol. Its only
flaw is the price tag.

So what was | supposed to do, just stand there with nmy tongue hangi ng out? My
grades were high

so | was able to get a special study pass. The room had nearly a thousand guns
on di splay, and

right in the doorway was a conputer-controlled surveillance apparatus. The
syst em was

surprisingly lax. Wien you went in you inserted your pass in the apparatus,

whi ch recorded your

nane and wei ght, and then when you went out you put your pass in again. It was
set up so if your

wei ght showed a di screpancy of ten ounces or nore, the door would | ock and an
al armwoul d

sound. So how do you think | did it?"

"You must have taken it apart and carried it out piece by piece," said the
girl, stating the

obvi ous.

"OfF course. Piece by piece, starting in the mddle, till finally only the gun
barrel was left.

That al one wei ghed al nost two pounds. ™"

"I"'ve got it." This was the sort of problem| liked. | thought I could give a
better answer

than she had, anyway. "All you'd have to do is carry in something that weighed
alittle over a

pound, and |eave it there."
"Too lacking in originality.
al r eady

anticipated that little tactic. Wen you got up to go, you pushed a switch to
signal you were

through, and if at that time the weight for the area around the desk in a
three-foot radius wasn't

zero, a red light flashed. Even the wastepaper basket sounded an alarmif you
put in anything

wei ghi ng nore than two ounces.”

"Hmm that makes it tough." The shill was staring into space, tracing squares
in his |ap.

"Don't keep us guessing." The girl crossed her |egs on the chaise | ongue,
slipping of f her

| ow heel ed sandal s and throwi ng them on the fl oor

"There was one blind spot." Bobbing his head up and down, |ips pursed in
triunph, he

went on: "What do you think it was? The drinking fountain. After setting

He di sposed of ny idea like that. "They'd



everything up so

carefully, they went and installed a drinking fountain. That set me thinking,
and finally it hit me.

Are you ready? | brought in three cups' worth of water in a plastic bag and
dunped it down the

drinking fountain."

Si | ence, as everyone absorbed this.

"And you failed anyway?" The girl's voi ce was hushed.

"Hell, no. | made clean off with it."

"But wasn't that why they threw you out?"

"Ch, my luck ran out. | had all the parts sewn up in nmy pillow, nice and cozy,
and then

t hose bastards go and conduct a metal -detector test right in the barracks, of
all places. There was

no way out. Hiding loot is always harder than lifting it."

"That may be a tail,"” said the shill, "but if you ask nme, it's like a lizard's
tail that's

al ready broken off—ot worth a dam." He spraw ed back agai nst the arnrest of
t he chai se

| ongue, and slurped the rest of his beer. "Once you were di scharged, the
charges were dropped,

weren't they?"

"The hell they were. 1'll have you know I'mon the wanted list right now, I
ski pped out

before they could nake me stand trial. Al right, nowit's your turn. Let's
have it straight, please.”

The shill | ooked wordlessly fromne to the insect deal er and back again. He
sniffed, and

| ooked at the girl. Then, as if resigned, he took a sheaf of cards out of his
hi p pocket and said,

"Take a | ook. Wy the dickens they do it | don't know, but they all issue
these cards, |ike bank

cash cards. Twenty-six of themI|'ve got, and all fromdifferent |oan
conpani es. "

"It's so they can exchange data anong thensel ves, using conputers.”

"Counting the ones without cards, it cones to over thirty conpanies. |'ve
borrowed a

grand total of seventy million yen. | used to be a collector for |oan sharks
nysel f, so | know all the

angles. |I'mnotorious. Al nost every one of their offices has nmy picture on the
wal |, marked

"Wanted.' "

"So that's why you were in disguise." | felt relieved, as one of ny unspoken
guesti ons

about hi mwas answered.

"I understand there are hit nen out looking for me full tine. 1'Il bet the
reward is pretty

hi gh, too." He paused. "That's all. You can turn off the tape recorder."

"Hmm " said the insect dealer. "Not bad, not bad. Yes, I'd say that qualifies
you to cone

on board." He pushed the pause button and said, "Captain, you'd better
confiscate those cards as

materi al evidence."

"Ch, no you don't." That familiar sleight of hand. The cards were gone before
ny

out stretched hand could reach them "The tape's enough, isn't it?"

"Well, all right, if that's the way you want it. Then shall we proceed?" The
i nsect deal er

made a circle with the fingers of one hand, and peered through it at the girl.
"No, | can't." Her face stiffened, as if coated with starch



"Why not ?"

"It's too embarrassing."

"OfF course it's enbarrassing. Qtherwise it wouldn't be worth anything, would
it? Cone

on now, don't hold back."

Suddenly the effects of all the beer | had drunk began to tell on ne. Filled
with a mxture

of revul sion and anticipation, | could not |ook squarely at her. My pul se was
punping like a

treadl e under ny ears.

"I don't nean that," she said. "I nean it's enbarrassing because | haven't got
anything to

tell."

"Look, why don't you let her off the hook?" It was the shill, comng to her

support for

once. WAs there sone secret between them he didn't want her to divul ge?
"There's no way she

could get out of here on her own, anyway."

"Why not ?"

"Because one of the |loan collectors who's after me wants her as security.
Let's get back

to where we were. We've all shown our tails now, and we're all on an equa
footing. You can be

honest with me, Captain, so tell me, what's going on? Who is that character |
was chasi ng

bef or e?"

The insect dealer resettled hinself on the parapet and began to rock backward
and

forward; apparently the beer had dulled his fear of heights. The girl, stil
sitting cross-1egged,

stretched out her arms, her clasped hands turned pal mout. Her too-short skirt
was |ike a rope

around ny neck. The gazes of all three of them seened to grab nme by the | apels
and shake me

wi t hout nercy.

"I truly do not know. Until | heard you tell about him | had no idea—the
whol e i dea was

frightening. But the nore | think about it, the nore it explains. You see,
was blaming it all on

rats. Wuld you nind telling ne in detail what you saw?"

"You first. I'"'mnot going to have you changing your story to fit mne."
"Relax, will you?" The insect deal er changed his forward-and-back notion to a
right-

and-left sway. "Here's our chance to prove to the captain that he wasn't wong
to let us on board."

"Watch out, don't fall!" the girl cautioned. Abruptly he ceased nmoving, as if
caught in a

freeze-frame

"My story is sinple. Sonebody poked his face in froma back tunnel, so

foll owed him

That's all."

"Are you sure it was a person?"

"What else could it have been? There sure as hell aren't any rats that big."
"To tell the truth, for sone tine now |'ve sensed the presence of an intruder
But it's too

quick for a human. |'Il see something nove out of the corner of my eye, and by
the time | | ook

that way, it's gone. The center of your field of vision registers shapes, but
t he periphery is

sensitive only to novenent, you know. So a rat and a person could | ook the



sane. "

"Does a rat wear sneakers and a jacket? I'll grant you he was fast. Seened
right at hone

in there, too. He followed a conplicated course, and kept running ahead

wi t hout ever sl ow ng

down or showing the | east hesitation. Just when |I'd think | had hi mcornered,
he'd find a way out.

He knew his way around, all right."

"How far did you go?"

"How do | know? | doubt if | could find my way back again, either. W went
down a

couple of flights of stairs, but it was uphill nobst of the way. Twice we cane
on runni ng water, and
once it was w de enough and deep enough to call it a sort of river."

"You went all the way there?"

"That's where | lost him Just when |I thought | had him he vanished into the
air. How on

earth he got over that river | can't figure out. Aren't there any other ways
in and out of this place?

There must be."

"l don't know too nuch about that end."

"Well, | sure hope it doesn't turn out that sonebody you didn't know about's
been living

over there, watching every damm thing you do."

"Did you notice a peculiar snell?" asked the girl

"Yeah, maybe | did," he said.

"Just before the river there was a narrow bottl eneck, wasn't there?" | asked.
"That's the
far boundary of the quarry. 1've had it in mnd to close that off—-but still,

it's unbelievablel It's a

good four nmiles that far and back, as the crow flies, and you've got cliffs,
val | eys, and all kinds of

hurdles in the way. | never thought those people would go so far as to cross
over that boundary."

"' Those people'? Then you do know sonething you're not letting on."

"Ch, they're nothing to worry about. The Broom Bri gade, they're called—an old
people's club."

"The broom what?" The insect deal er, who'd been sitting stiffly, stuck out his
paw. H s

gl asses slipped askew. H s right eye was watering.

"The Broom Bri gade. They do vol unteer work, sweeping and cl eaning, as a
public

service. Their average age is seventy-five."

"And they live somewhere in this quarry?”

"No, they probably just use it for their garbage dunmp. In any case, they're
over two miles

fromhere. You renenber, don't you, Konono?" | said, using his nane for the
first time. Wth
some trepidation at this change in our relationship, I went on, "On the

shortcut, that slight
out croppi ng of rock—=

"That's it! It was the snmell of garbage,"” interrupted the girl, her mnd stil
on the sane

track.

"But why woul d a cleaning brigade cone spying around here?" The shill too had
a one-

track m nd. "And whoever was doing the running wasn't any seventy-five years
old, either."

"I't m ght have been sonmeone fromthe supervisory squad. | gather they use
younger



peopl e for supervisors."

"Isit a large battalion?"

"Thirty-five to forty men. They work only late at night, so hardly anybody's
ever seen

them They go around in a straight line, swinging their broons in tine to
martial songs."

"Sounds creepy."

"As far as | know, nobody's ever conpl ai ned about the noise. They sing in
hushed

voi ces, so the sound nust get nmixed in with the sighing of the wind and the
swi sh of their

br oons. "

Layer upon | ayer of heavy, relaxed inebriation settled over everyone but the

girl.

13

THE BROOM BRI GADE WAS
VWRI TTEN UP | N THE PAPER

The Broom Brigade's been witten up in the |ocal paper; everybody fromthis
area

knows about them It all began with a movenent to collect enpty beverage cans,
organi zed by a

few elderly citizens. They attracted a growing foll owi ng, and the novenent
began earni ng a name

for itself as a way of getting old people reinvolved in society and giving

t hem new purpose in life.

Gradually it becane nore structured, with unifornms and a badge show ng two
crossed banboo

brooms. Clad in dark blue uniforns |ike conmbat suits, the ol dsters parade
around in the mddl e of

the night, when ordinary people are in bed, and sweep the streets till dawn.
They work in the wee

hours because generally old people are early risers anyway, and because they
don't want to get in

peopl e's way. | magi ne them marching abreast in a single row, softly intoning
an old war song and

swi nging their brooms in rhythm casting a shadow under the streetlights like
some nonst er

centi pede creeping through the night.

There definitely is sonething creepy about them The matter of the martial air
was

debated in the city council, but the issue was laid to rest when one
council |l or declared that the
wor ds, beginning "Here we bide, hundreds of miles from hone .
t he uni versal grief

of sol diers everywhere, and that to lunp this with the "Man-of-war March" was
a piece of left-
wi ng radi cal hokum The brigade nenbers' practice of soliciting donations in
areas they had

swept, noreover, won acceptance with the reasonable argunment that it's only
whol esome good

nei ghborliness to give a helping hand to senior citizens seeking to build
their own retirenent

hone. As a matter of fact, the city of Kitahama is exceptionally clean. You
can wal k the streets

expressed



baref oot w thout dirtying your feet. Not only that: the city has becone a
| eader in cutting the use

of synthetic detergents. How could the authorities fail to be pl eased?
"What a di sgusting bunch of old men," snorted the insect dealer. "Mist be
somet hi ng

wrong with them Doesn't sound normal to ne.
on the parapet,

cane over by the table, and rested his cheek in one hand. In the depths of his
gl asses his gaze
flickered. "Basically,"
worth much. | hate it,
nmysel f. " A place for everything and everything in its place' —you can take that
notto and stuff it."

"Besides," said the shill, "there's sonething disturbing about the whole
thing. W don't

know beans about them and here they' ve been staring up our asses." As he
spoke, he pulled the

bowstring on the crossbow and fixed an arrow in place. "Wat | can't figure
out is where in hell

did that spy disappear to? It was |ike a subway platformout there, steep
cliffs on right and left, up

to the edge of the water. The only way to escape would be to dive in."

"Then he nust have swum across," said the insect dealer, sinking to a sitting
position on

the floor. | did not at all Iike where he was: fromthere he could peer though
the table legs at the

girl, sitting cross-legged on the chaise | ongue, and see right between her

| egs.

"Inmpossible.” The shill too seened to take notice of the situation. Al of a
sudden he took

aimw th the crossbow and put his finger on the trigger. "The other side of
the river was a sheer

wal |, straight up to the ceiling.”

"Put that thing down," said the insect dealer. Instinctively he snatched up
the Uzi that

was | eani ng agai nst the parapet, cocked it, and rose to a crouch. "Save it for
when you' re sober."

Athin smle on his lips, the shill ignored this and pulled the trigger. The
arrow mssed its

target for the second time, skimming by the beer can and ricocheting with a
dry scrape sonewhere

off in the distance.

"Look who's talking," he said nockingly to the insect dealer. "Aren't you a
little old to

be playing with toys? O is a gun freak |like you happy to get his hands on
anyt hi ng?"

The insect dealer |owered his gun w thout conment. But he nmade no nove to go
back

under the table. The girl started to speak, then clanped her nouth shut.

Fl icking the bowstring, the shill added, "Captain, what do you say? Shall we
head back to

that river for a | ook?"

He slipped down fromhis perch

he went on, "nobody who enjoys cleaning up can be

"Too late now," | said. "Better wait till the sun comes up."
"Under ground, what difference does it make?" he protested. "There's no day or
night in a

cave, is there?" He slurped up the rest of his noodles and started in on his
fourth beer. "My nental

faculties are sharpest when |I'mdrinking, believe it or not. Al though noodl es
and sardines nmake a

hel|l of a conbination.”



"No need to go searching themout, you know," said the insect deal er, picking

up the I ast

sardine by its tail and curling his tongue around it. "If they have somnething
on their mnds, they'l

be back."

"No," said the shill, "we've got to take the initiative. Don't forget, that

pl ace where

they' re dunping their garbage is right next door. Wio do they think they are,
anyway, cleaning up

the streets at our expense?"

"And it's not just ordinary garbage.'’
"That snmel

is fromsone harnful substance, |'mpositive. You know they say you can nake a
| ot of noney

cl eaning up industrial wastes."

"That's right," agreed the shill. "Woever heard of building an old people's
home out of

the proceeds fromstreet sweeping? It would never be enough." The two of them
seened to be

growing in rapport. "Sone ticket for survival," he wound up sardonically. "Now
it turns out we're

bei ng sl oWy poi soned by toxic funes!"

A snail covered with wire netting full of gaping holes, imagining itself
shi el ded by a giant

shel | of sonme superstrong alloy: how soft-headed can you get! There was a pop
inthe vicinity of

my |ower eyelids like that of a tiny balloon. My vision clouded, as tears
sprang to ny eyes.

renenber ed havi ng had the same experience when Inototsu |ocked me up in this
qguarry, chained

like a dog. | read sonewhere that there are three kinds of tear glands, each
used with a different

degree of frequency. These tears probably came froma gland | rarely used;

that woul d explain the

poppi ng noise, as if the tear ducts were clogged fromlack of use.

"Il bet you it was a spy who canme to see if the captain was dead yet or
not," said the

girl. "Right about now they nust be in a tizzy as they find out that (a) the
captain is still alive, and

(b) he's got three new people in with him" She stared in sudden surprise at
ny face. "What's the

matter—are you cryi ng?"

"OfF course not." Ashamed to wipe themaway, | let the tears trickle down the
wi ngs of

ny nose

"The captain has no reason to cry," said the insect dealer, eyes tightly shut,
| eani ng on the

table with his elbows planted far apart.

"They could be tears of nortification," said the shill w th enphasis, spraying
a mst of

saliva. "A ship's captain can't very well sit back and watch while his air
supply is slowy

poi soned, after all."

"I told you before—+'mgoing to close off that passageway just as soon as |
can get to it."

"No, you've got to act now. Look, that guy canme poking his nose in here only a
little

whi | e ago. What's the Broom Bri gade anyway? Just a bunch of decrepit old
street cleaners. Let's

go have it out with them™

The girl clung tenaciously to her thene.



"Or we could sinply assert our territorial rights, rmuch as it m ght

i nconveni ence them"

said the insect dealer, crawing up on the table |ike a wounded sea sl ug.
"They look on it as a

gar bage dunp, but we can put the space to far nore significant use. Renenber,
Japan is a very

smal |l country, suffering from acute space deficiency, getting worse all the
tinme. .
"What are you going to do, plant a flag?" The girl kept staring curiously at
ny tears.

"Why not?" said the shill. "That or something el se.
assurance,

driving his words hone. "The thing to do is to see that they give us service
at a special rate, or pay

us for the space they're using. Sonehow we've got to draw a firmline."

He spoke with great

Despite small individual differences, overall it appeared that everybody but
me was in
favor of sonme form of association with the BroomBrigade. | had a sense of

doubl e defeat: first the

spy and then, as if that weren't humiliation enough, the fact that it was the
shill, not ne, who

di scovered him The Broom Brigade, for its part, having had its spy exposed,
woul d surely be

devising some swift counterneasure. If a confrontation was inevitable, what
better tine than now,

when | was flanked by two sel f-appoi nted bodyguards?

| decided to let the girl score a few points. "I give up—you're right," |
sai d, addressing

her. "They' ve been scattering around a chronmic waste fluid. H ghly poi sonous.
You know, "

added, "ninja used to have keen noses too. Even in the dark they could

di sti ngui sh peopl e and

objects by scent, like dogs." (This conparison was perhaps a touch inept.)
"They say the whol e
body of ninja |lore cones down to perfecting the sense of snell. Wy, you're

probably qualified to

be a ninja right now "

As it happened, ny association with the Broom Bri gade was a good deal nore
intimate

than any of them suspected. Qur first contact dated fromjust about a year
ago. As the girl had

di vined, we were engaged in the illegal disposal of industrial waste (although
the instigator was

not them but nme). Once a week they furnished five pol yethyl ene containers
full of a heavily

chrom c waste fluid, fifty-eight times the pernmitted | evel of concentration
It was a pretty awful

job, and the pay was accordingly high. To di spose of one container was worth
80, 000 yen. That's

400, 000 yen a week; 1,600,000 yen a nonth. Mdre noney than | could ever hope
to lay hands on

agai n.

O course it wasn't as if 1'd drawn up a contract directly with the Broom
Bri gade. There

was a nmiddl eman. Every Tuesday just before daybreak, he came by with the
goods, hauling five

containers along the town road in a pickup truck. The rest was up to ne.
First, using a pulley, |

| owered themto the roof of the abandoned car | used for canouflage (a Subaru
360); then | shoved



themin through the back-seat wi ndow, where the pane was m ssing, and | oaded
t hem aboard ship

in a handcart. It's fairly hard | abor, but when you want to raise noney in a
hurry, you can't pick

and choose. Besides, | didn't want anybody finding out about ny toilet.
Before setting up in this business, | did the necessary groundwork. | coul dn't
rest easy

wi t hout having some idea of where things flushed down that toilet would end
up. Conmon sense

said it was sonewhere out at sea. But where? The conpl ex topography of the sea
bottom nmade it

i npossible to predict. Since | knew | would be handling illegal wastes, it was
i nperative to

i nvestigate the matter thoroughly beforehand: if toxic substances and corpses
of small aninals

started popping up along the shoreline, people would inevitably ask questions.

One wi ndl ess day, choosing an hour when there was little current, | flushed
twenty
ounces of red food coloring down the toilet. | then kept a steady watch from

atop the pedestrian

bri dge on Skyl ark Hei ghts, which comrands an excell ent view, but saw no
telltale red stain

anywhere on the surface of the water. Nor at any tinme since then have | even
heard runors of dead

fish floating nearby. The underground water vein fromthe toilet nust enpty
very far out at sea. Or

per haps an especially swift current sweeps the outlet clean. As |long as no one
rai ses any fuss,

there's no problem The work goes along snoothly. In any case, the world is
conmng to an end

soon, so what difference does it nake?

Then, early this nonth, things suddenly changed. One day shortly after the
rai ny season

was declared officially over, I was waiting in nmy jeep for ared light to
change at the corner by the

Pl um Bl ossom Sushi Shop, when next to ne there pulled up a black van like a
paddy wagon or

one of those paramilitary soundtrucks used by the neo-fascist right wing. On
its side was an

enbl em of two crossed broonms, and on the corner of one bunper, a flag bearing
the sanme enbl em

fluttered in the breeze. So this is the famous Broom Bri gade patrol car, |

t hought, havi ng heard

about it fromour nmiddl eman. | gazed at it not with any strong sense of
identification but with
genuine (quite neutral) interest; we were, after all, business partners. Then

nmy eyes net those of

the man sitting next to the driver. A big fellow, whose head brushed agai nst
the car ceiling, he was

staring intently into ny jeep. The shock was |ike sticking your hand into the
chill vapor of dry ice,

expecting hot steam Large sungl asses and a goatee had altered his appearance,
but there was no

m st aki ng that green hunting cap. It was my biol ogical father, |nototsu.

| had not seen himin five years. Just to find himin apparent good health was
bad enough

(a more fitting fate being pauperismor softening of the brain), but of al

t hi ngs, here he was seated

in the patrol car of ny best custoner, the Broom Brigade, as snug as a yolk in
its egg. Barely six



feet away, the facings on the |left sleeve of his dark blue uniformwere
plainly legible: thee gold

inverted V's. Gold for the rank of general, three for the highest grade within
his rank. That mnmade

himtheir chief, or marshal, or suprene commander. O course | couldn't have
known—but still, |

had picked one hell of a business partner. My head throbbed as if |I'd cone
down wi th Raynaud's

di sease,* and after the light turned green | had trouble putting the car in
gear.

* A circulatory disorder affecting habitual chain-saw users.

The reaction fromhis side was swift: the follow ng week, orders for work were
abruptly

term nated. Naturally, my first suspicions rested with the internediary,
Sengoku. Unl ess he had

said something, | figured, not even Inototsu was crafty enough to connect ne
with the

consi gnnents of hexaval ent chromi um Probably, carried away by sonme desire to
boast of his own

evildoing (since bullying his famly was part of the sadismhe secreted |like
poi son), |nototsu had

told his followers about neeting ne in front of the sushi shop; Sengoku, who
happened to be

present, then boasted that he knew me as the final recipient of the illega
wastes. For Inototsu to

order an inmrediate halt to all deliveries would be the |ogical next step. H's
goal would be to

starve me out, cutting off ny supplies and attenpting to recover ny territory.
As the one who had

chained me to the toilet, he was no doubt well aware of its power.

Not surprisingly, Sengoku firmy denied ny allegations. For his services, he
poi nted out,

| regularly paid himtwenty percent of the intake, which nade himno less a
victimof the work

stoppage than ne. That too made sense. No matter how attractive the Broom
Brigade's terms, he

could do nothing without first finding another safe place for disposal of the
chrom um waste. Still

vaguel y suspicious, | resolved to | eave the negotiations up to him and
meanwhile to prepare for a

| ong si ege.

"And now that | think of it," | concluded, "it was just about then that I

first began

detecting the presence on board ship of what | took to be a rat."

"You know, if it were me, | wouldn't trust that Sengoku person an inch."
Traci ng endl ess

small circles on the arnrest of the chaise |longue, the girl recrossed her

| egs. She had sweet,

unpr et enti ous kneecaps.

"I agree," said the shill, licking flecks of saliva fromthe corners of his
nmout h. "Who

knows—that guy who gave ne the slip before m ght have been Sengoku hinself."
"You have nothing but supposition to base that on."

"Here goes," said the insect dealer, carefully lighting a cigarette. "M/ | ast
one for today."
"Actually I don't trust Sengoku one hundred percent nyself,"” | added. "The

nane neans
"a thousand koku of rice,' and it has a great air of nobility about it (and



for all I know, his

ancestors were aristocrats), but when you cone down to it, he's nothing but
the son of a

confectioner who gave his creditors the slip and set up a little confectionery
just off the town

road."

He's three or four years younger than ne. The store—you know the kind of

pl ace—has a

lattice front backed by glass instead of paper, with a faded sign; he lives
there with his nother,

who's involved in some religious sect or other, and often goes out. They sel
things |ike cheap

sweets and snack breads, milk and fried donuts nade fromunsold | eftovers from
ot her stores. The

one exception is their homemade sweet-potato cakes. Made fromreal sweet
potatoes with plenty

of butter, they would be any baker's pride; they fill the store with a

wonder ful fragrance, and were

even mar ket ed whol esale to coffee shops and restaurants near the station, with
great success.

Sengoku's father was formerly a baker in a confectionery factory, specializing
in sweet-potato

cakes. I"'mfond of them and they're easy to pop in your nmouth, so | got in

t he habit of dropping

by every norning to buy them fresh-baked. Besides, if you tinme it right, you
can get all the way

there and back wi thout encountering anyone.

One norning about six nonths after 1'd started doing this, Sengoku's nother
was out,

and he was manning the counter hinmself. 1'd seen himworking in the back
before that, but this

was the first time we'd ever spoken

"Ah, M. Inokuchi," he says. "That is your nane, isn't it?"

"No. You're thinking of the old fishing inn that used to be down under the
cliff. You can

just call ne Mdle. Back when | worked as a photographer, that's what everyone
called ne. | |ook

i ke one, don't |?"

"Not really. Mol es have | ong whiskers. Are you sure it isn't bad for you to
eat so many of

t hose?"

"Ch, no—sweet potatoes are an excellent source of vitamn C and fiber. An

i deal food, in

fact. Their only drawback is the price."

"CGoes up all the time. They used to be the poor man's staple. No nore."
"Where's your nother?" | asked.

"Busy, lately, with church duties. She just got pronoted to junior executive.
Ilt's alittle

hard on nme—'ve got to do everything here nyself now, fromlaying in stock and
mashi ng and

straining potatoes to timng the ovens and mnding the stove."

"Church? You nmean she's a nenber of sone religious outfit?"

"You mean she's never invited you to join? She nust have you figured for a

hopel ess

degenerate.”

We both burst out laughing. It felt pleasantly intimate, |like sharing a
secret. | had no great

need for friendship, you understand, but | did feel a bond of sorts with the
man. As he lined up the
cakes on thin strips of paper, arranged themin boxes, and rang up the bill



he went on talking in a

qui et, unobtrusive way. He asked no questions, veiled or otherw se, about ny
life-style (of which

he must have had sonme inkling). It seens now alnost as if he was actively
cultivating my

fri endshi p.

"My father ran off and di sappeared,” he said, "and no one knows what becane of
hi m

Maki ng sweet -potato cakes is dammed boring. Not only that, it takes up al

your time. There's a

big difference between just bored, you see, and busy bored. Too nuch of that
can take away your

manhood. | can renmenber ny nmother pulling down ny father's pants and bl ow ng
on his thing—

whi ch woul d be all shrunken up like dog crap—er wi nding her prayer beads
around it and

chanting an invocation. You try baking one hundred of these a day, and it'l|
happen to you too, he

said; | swre it wouldn't—n fact, | wished it would. So naybe that's it: both
nmy father and | |ack

strength of character. Wien by sone fluke guys like himand ne get lucky, it's
about as fitting as

a fur coat in July.

"One tine about three years ago, a friend of ny father's who worked as a
tipster for the

bi cycl e races got sick, and Dad was hired to fill in for him Racing tips
don't usually anmount to

much anyway, so you didn't need any special know edge or inside information to
do the job.

Racing tips always turn out wong, and if his did too, so what? But for better
or worse, three days

in a row he picked a long shot that came home. That kind of news spreads
faster than an epi demc,

so all of a sudden there was a rush of business. Anybody wi th sense woul d have
hightailed it, but

after the nonotony of sweet potatoes, Dad was having the time of his life.
Finally he fell in his

own trap. He took all the proceeds fromthose three days and bet the whole
thing on the next race.

| don't have to tell you what happened. The tipster got after himto produce

t he noney, and when

it wasn't there he beat himup. He had to go into hiding, bleeding heavily. It
made ne think

maybe our family name really is an old one. It nust have taken a long tine to
produce soneone as

foggy-brained as ny father. O course, fromhis point of viewit nust have
been a dream cone

true. No nore sweet potatoes. He's probably cured of his inpotence by now.
"\What about you?" | asked. "Is it your turn?"

"There are signs."

"Shall | see what | can do for you, before your old |lady starts chanting

i nvocati ons over

you?"

"It won't work."

"How do you know?" | said. "Don't give up so fast. | tell you what—give ne a
hand in

nmy business. It may not be as exciting as a tipster, but it's a great
opportunity for you to make use

of any sixth sense you nmay have inherited."

"Forget it," he said flatly. "Remenber what | sai d—sweet - pot at o-cake bakers



are bored

to death and busied to death. | haven't got the time, and my not her would
never let me, anyway."

"As a junior executive, she nust have a lot of financial obligations. Wat if

you nmade
enough noney to cover themall?"
"No, no. | can see it now. | junp at sone story that's too good to be true and

there | am a

replay of ny father."

"Whet her you go for it or not is up to you, but let me at |east explain the
deal . Here's a

hint: suppose there was a secret manhol e sonmewhere where you could get rid of
anyt hi ng. Not hi ng

barred. What would you use it for?"

The answer wasn't three days in coming. Like a thirteen-year-old wapped up in
a

conput er game, Sengoku becane conpletely engrossed in | ooking for ways to use
such a

manhol e. Fromthe outside he and | may |l ook as different as a pig and a nouse,
| thought, but we

are kindred spirits. Not only because we share the fate of having been born to
a no-good | ouse of a

father, but because we are both addicted to outl andi sh ideas.

He soon arrived at a Grand Manhol e Theory. One sunmer years ago, he had tried
to run a

beachhouse. Fromthis he learned that the issue is not whether to use rea
tatami mats or plastic

covering; nor is it how many showers you install, how many gall ons of hot

wat er per mnute you

al l ow, how many bl ocks of ice or waternel ons you |lay i n—hAone of that nakes a
particl e of

di fference. Custoners are smart. They let their noses lead them The thing to
do, in other words, is

to pour as nuch noney as you can into the rest roonms. Sanitation conmes first
and second. For that

reason, flushing toilets are a nmust. In the end, you stand or fall by the size
of your sewage tank. If

you fail to appreciate that fact, then before you know it the snmell of ammonia
will pernmeate the

pl ace, business will fall off, and that will be that.
Japanese hi story books tell about "noving the capital,
pl ace at fixed

intervals in ancient Japan. The reason for this was the sane, | think—people's
sensitivity to snell.

Wth a dense popul ati on, waste di sposal eventually becomes a problem Sewage,
trash . . . and

dead bodi es.

Once, when | was a boy on a school excursion to Kyoto, sonmebody expl ai ned that
one

a ritual that took

particul ar ancient classical poemfromthat era (when, exactly, | don't
recall) neant roughly that
whenever the wind blew a certain way, it stunk to high heaven. | renenber how

shocked | was.

But back then, of course, they didn't bury their dead. They piled themup on
the ground, say in a

banboo grove on the outskirts of town. (Maybe that explains why Kyoto is
fanous for its bamboo

shoots to this day; | don't know ) Anyway, it's obvious why they would have
had to nove the

capital periodically. People can't win out over waste matter; at some point it



t akes over and gets

the better of them In foreign countries, you often come across the ruins of
abandoned cities and

towns. Buil di ngs nade of stone couldn't easily be nmoved, so raw sewage and
dead bodies

accunul at ed, epidenics were ranmpant, and the cities were left to fall into
ruins. Woden structures

di sappear without a trace, but they m ght have been that nmuch nore sanitary.
The only way to

avoid having to nove, or |eave enpty ruins, is to build your city around a

| arge manhol e. The

i deal sewage system in other words, is like a giant unbilical cord: the
lifeline of the city of the

future.

Sengoku's first practical application of his manhole theory was to take over
t he di sposa

of aborted fetuses fromlocal obstetricians. The plan was successful as well
as clever. Previously,

the only recourse had been the makeshift device of mixing the fetuses in
furtively with raw waste

fromthe fish market. This system had never appealed to those involved, and
they were only too

glad to wash their hands of it.

Sengoku and | quickly set up a conmpany that we called SWAMDI, or Speci al
Wast e

Matter Disposal, Inc. "Wat title do you want?" | asked him "You can be
presi dent, or executive

director, or secretary-general. Take your pick."

"What will you be?" he answered. "Chairnman?"
"Just plain manhol e manager is good enough for ne."
"Then I'Il be secretary-general. No president or vice-president. Mre

denocratic that

way, don't you think?" he said, adding, "Are there any ot her nenbers?"
"For nowit's just you and ne," | said.

"Even better," he said. "The nore people, the | ess each one's share of the

t ake. "

"The fewer faucets,"” | said, "the |ess |eaking."

"Exactly."

"So for the time being," | continued, "I want there to be just one. Not that

don't trust

you—+ do, but | think you're better off not know ng too rmuch about the
manhol e. Then there's no

way you could tell anybody anything. | know it seems unfriendly .
"No, | don't mind," he said cheerfully. "If anything ever happened, |'d get
of f lighter not

knowi ng. "

The very unconventionality and flanboyance of this first project of ours made
it difficult

to attract orders. And unless you're dealing in dead bodies or industrial
wast e, the disposa

busi ness pays next to nothing. Finally, in our third nonth, we began handling
hexaval ent

chrom um Soon we were doing so at regular intervals, and this becanme our
chi ef source of

revenue. Sengoku gave spending noney to his nother, who was still busy
prosel yti zi ng, and

tal ked her into letting himvirtually close up the store. Sonetinmes, when he
was in the nood, he

woul d bake sone of his prize sweet-potato cakes just for ne.

That was all about a year ago. Since then everything had been goi ng snoothly,



until | ran

into Inototsu in front of the Plum Bl ossom Sushi Shop. Sengoku and | worked
together well, in a

spirit of genuine friendship. Besides neeting once a week at 4 p.m for the
delivery of hexaval ent

chromum we nmet often in a back roomof his store (now closed), to drink
cof fee, chat, exchange

| ast nonth's nagazi nes, and play an occasi onal game of chess. Sonetinmes we
woul d drink a toast

to the manhol e. Sengoku used to declare that he had never known such a sense
of fulfillment in all

his life. The vague anxiety he felt was probably due to his recovery from

i mpot ence, but that, he

said, smling, was |like the sense of exhilaration you get after washing your
face with fine soap

Ti me seermed to weigh on his hands, so sonetines | had himhelp ne with other
t hi ngs besi des the

SWAMDI work. Things |ike purchasing and transporting supplies for the ark
parts for air

conditioners, materials for gunpowder, and so on. | realized now that | should
have expl ai ned
everything to himthen. It wasn't that | doubted himat all. | fully intended

to give hima ticket to

survival too, but | kept putting it off. My failure to include himowed solely
to ny own | ack of

deci si veness. He nust have suspected sonething, but he never once asked
anyt hi ng approachi ng a

guesti on—ei ther because he knew his place or because he had suffered a | ot
for a man his age. He

had a habit of saying, "Peace is wonderful."

"So we beat out your friend Sengoku, eh?" said the shill, upending his fourth
can of beer

and sucking up the last remaining froth. "He'd be nad as hell if he knew. "
"That's why | feel guilty. 1'Il have to tell himabout you three, who've

contributed
not hi ng, and get his approval after the fact."

"I wouldn't trust that person Sengoku," said the girl, |eaning back and
tuggi ng at the hem
of her skirt. Man-made | eather hardly stretches at all, so the only effect was

to accentuate the gap

bet ween her knees.

"Try to renmenber, Captain,” said the shill, stifling a yawn. "Was it before or
after you

ran into I nototsu that you began to sense the presence of an intruder?"

"How do | know?"

"But that's the crux of it all: that'll tell you if you can trust your
secretary-general or not."

n W]y?ll

"It only makes sense," said the girl. "That nan Sengoku sounds too reserved."
She

covered the end of her sentence with a smle, to keep me from opening ny
nmout h. "Are you sure

he wasn't in | eague with the Broom Bri gade fromthe start?"

The question was not lacking in merit. | nyself wondered at what point Sengoku
had

| earned of Inototsu's connection with the Broom Brigade. He certainly knew
both that the

hexaval ent chrom um canme fromthere and that Inototsu was ny biol ogica

father. If he had

remai ned silent while knowing Inototsu to be the head of the Broom Brigade,



t hat suggested not

nmere reserve but a deliberate |ack of candor. Had he wanted to keep his trunp
card hidden until |

was nore open about my life in the quarry?

The insect deal er slunped fromthe table down onto the floor. He |l anded in a
sitting

position, eyes half open, but the angle of his neck showed he was fast asleep
Too bad-he was

back in position to | ook up her skirt but unable to do anything about it. Now
if only the shill would

go to sleep too. | threw himhis fifth beer

"Shall we get ready to turn in?" | said.

"Are you serious?" The shill opened his can, peering under the table.
"That's right—don't you know what tine it is? It's still only five after

eight." The girl

too | ooked under the table, pressing her cheek agai nst the chai se | ongue.
Everyone but ne di sappeared bel ow the surface of the table. As | kept ny gaze
| evel ,

was assaulted by a wave of |oneliness. Along with qui et came unrest.

"The evening is young. Shall we be setting of f?" said the shill

"Where to?" | asked.

"Cave exploring, of course. Spelunking." He was still under the table. "Wat's
this in the

bag next to the Styrof oam box—a sl eepi ng bag?"

"Could be, if it's got dark blue and red stripes."

"It's covered with dust."

"That's a top-quality brand, 1'll have you know. It's in a different class
fromthe chintzy

stuff they palmoff on you in sporting goods stores.”

"What's the difference?" asked the girl.

"Enough so that a little dust doesn't matter. The bottomis triple-Ilayered,

wi th nyl on,

carbon fibers, and a spring, so that whether you're |lying on rocks, gravel, or
what ever, you can

sleep as confortably as in a hotel bed."

The shill tucked the crossbow under his arm inserted the renaining al um num
arrows in

his belt, and stood up. Going around the table, he pulled out a sleeping bag
and threw it down

fromthe parapet. Then he grabbed the shoul ders of the insect deal er, who was
asl eep, | eaning

agai nst the table | eg, and began to shake hi mroughly.

"Ckay, Konmobno—time to go downstairs and go beddy-bye. Wake up, will you!"
"There's no point in nmoving too fast," | counseled. "At least let's wait til
Konono i s

sober. The nore help we have, the better."

"It's worse to let the eneny get an edge on you. Don't forget, the best
defense is a good

of fense. When politicians want to sound tough, they start tal king about their
i ndomi t abl e resol ve

In a fight, the trick is to let fly a stiff punch that will put a danper on
your opponent. You can't |et

guys like that Sengoku have it all their own way. Corrupts discipline."

"But there's no hard evidence that he did turn traitor. It's al
circunstantial, isn't it?"

"The best way to check it out is to go back there for a look."

"Why are you so eager for a fight?"

"Drink sharpens ny faculties, remenber? What is there to be afraid of ?"

"Al'l right, then, let me contact Sengoku. His radio is set up in the store. If
he's there,



that'Il give himan alibi, and disprove your idea that he's in | eague with the
Broom Bri gade. "

"I haven't got anything personal against the guy, nmind you," said the shill
"He's just one

possi bl e suspect. But go ahead and try to contact him if that'll nmake you
feel better. If he's there,

he may have some new i nformation for you, and if he isn't, the cloud of
suspicion will deepen and

you can throw away your doubts."

"I"ll give it a try—but sonehow | just cannot believe that he's that rotten.”
My radio set was in |ocker nunber three. The | ock combination was easy to
remenber: 3-

3-3. | set the dial and switched it on.

—€hannel check. Channel check. |Is anyone using this channel ?

No answer.

—+ repeat. Hello, this is Mle. Mle here. Conme in, please.

No answer.

Twice nore | repeated the call; still there was no answer.

"That settles it." The shill clapped his hands. "You' d better give up
Captain. You want to

take your canera al ong when we go? | hear you're a professional. A photograph
of the evidence

could be worth a fortune. And, Konobno, you wake up. W've got to get noving.
Cone on, 1"l

t ake you downstairs."

He gave the insect deal er's shoul der another hard shake, until at |ast Konobno
st ood up,

hi s whol e body emanating sl eepi ness. Even so, he never |oosened his grip on

t he converted toy

Uzi .

"I"ve got to pee," he munbl ed.

The insect dealer |eaned on the shill, whose knees buckl ed. There was a good
four-inch

difference in their heights, and their weights nust have differed to a
correspondi ng degree. Using

nmy head as a prop as he went by, he passed in back of me, nearly knocking over
a chair in the

process. He had terrible body odor. The odor itself was nenaci ng, and even
apart fromthat there's

somet hi ng about big men | don't |ike—probably from association with |Inototsu.
As he wavered

unabl e to negotiate the turnabout, the shill grabbed his belt and held himup
Thei r unst eady

f oot st eps receded down the staircase.

"What shall | do?" The girl, still lying curled on the chaise |ongue, | ooked
up at ne with

a troubl ed expression

"Can you swin? | think probably we'll be diving underwater."

"No, | can't. And | can't hold ny beer very well, either—dnlike him"

"Then you shouldn't come. You'd just end up an encunbrance." As | went by, |
gave her

bottoma light slap. Wthout a flicker of expression, she sighed and said:
"You know, you've got to hide your feelings better than that."

"Was it so obvious?"

"Just like a dog |l ooking for a pat on the head."

"You' ve got to be kidding."

"I think he wants to start a new life. But don't forget, he has only six
nonths to live."

From down bel ow, mi xed with the sound of soneone passing water, canme the noise
of



voi ces quarreling. Then a queer voice, with laughter init. A pause, and then
the roar of the toilet

being flushed, like a subway train thundering by in the niddl e of the night.
"He seens nicer than he | ooks."

"He's a fairly conplicated person,” she answered thoughtfully. "That nay be
the very

reason why he acts so sinplem nded."

"Has he ever used viol ence on you?"

She put a hand on her hip where | had sl apped her, and said nothing. From
bel ow, the

shill's voi ce booned out, echoing through the hold.

"C nmon, Captain, let's go!"

14

THE SHI LL WVENT FI RST,
CROSS BONIN H' S ARV

The shill went first, clutching the | oaded crossbow in his arms, and

foll owed, holding a

trigger-operated tear gas cylinder. Kicking aside the sprung trap, we cut
across the work hold, our

footsteps resounding. Fromhabit |I tried to nuffle mine, but the shill strode
bol dl y ahead,

apparently eager to cover ground. Each step we took created its own echo. The
sum effect was a

| oud pattering like the noise of falling raindrops.

"I'f we nmake this nuch noise they'll hear us coming," | said. "You know,
whoever it was

t hat got away before mi ght have doubl ed back, and be waiting in anbush up
ahead. "

"That's okay," he said. "As long as the eneny isn't planning an all-out
attack, it's safer to

make a | ot of noise as you approach, whether it's a bear you' re up against, or
anyt hing el se."

By the time we reached the top of the Iift, | was panting. | stopped to | ean
agai nst the wall

and catch ny breath, but the shill signaled ne to hurry, indicating his watch.
After a few nore

yards we reached a room of nediumsize (still easily as big as a schoo
auditorium, with a split-

| evel floor. Light fromthe work hold provided soft, indirect illumnation
covering the walls with

a thick velvety sheen. | planned to set up a periscope here soneday for

out door observation. For

t he present, taking advantage of the room s soundproof structure, | used it to

test-fire converted

guns and nock bullets.

"We're up so high now, the ground nust be just overhead," said the shill
swi tching on

his cap light. Hi s breathing remai ned unaffected by his exertion. He nust have
a liver the size of a

cow s, | thought, able to convert beer directly into water. It was hard to
bel i eve the man had only

six nmonths to live.

"Even so, there's a good thirteen feet of solid rock up there, at the

m ni mrum " |



answered. "So the | aw says."

"This is where the snell starts to get worse, notice?" he said.

Besi des the passageway through which we had cone, two other ceiling-high
openi ngs

extended on right and left, separated by a wall of rock. The shill headed for
the one on the right.

"You got through there with no difficulty before, did you?" | asked.

" Yes—ahy?"

"There's another booby trap planted in there."

This was one route | had figured an invader would be sure to take, and so,

wi t hout

begrudging the effort required to replace the | ani nated batteries once a
nonth, | had installed a

rather nasty device: a cylinder of cockroach spray, activated by an infrared
sensor.

"Ch, yeah? | didn't see anything." He paused just before entering the
passageway. "There

was a trap where we just cane through, | know, but that's all. | swear | never
saw anyt hing el se."

He was telling the truth. The safety mechani smwas intact—and that wasn't all:
t he

wor ki ng part of the cylinder had been hardened with spray coagul ant, so
skillfully that the eye

could scarcely detect anything am ss. This was the work of soneone who knew
all ny secrets, |

feared. How | ong had | been under surveill ance? There was no denyi ng that
Sengoku was in a

position to know or surm se a great deal about ny traps, having had access to
the I'ist of goods I

or der ed.

"I wonder if all ny traps have been tanpered with," | said.

"Looks that way," said the shill as we pushed forward, our only source of
[ight the beans

emanating fromour helnmets. "If there were any traps in working order, they'd

have caught the

intruders, and there'd be nothing to fear. It all goes to show our com ng on
board wasn't such a

bad idea, after all. AmI right?"

Several yards ahead, the ceiling suddenly rose. On the left was a gentle
flight of stairs,

and strai ght ahead, an array of small, irregular cubicles |ike ancient cave
dwel l ers' hones. The

results of nunerous test bores here had apparently been unifornmy

di sappoi nting, each soon

abandoned.

"I'f the rubble were cleared away," | said, "I thought this would make a good
living area.

Al private roons.'

"Great idea." He turned around and grinned. "Put up steel bars and it would
make a good

i solation ward for violent patients."”

"You know, |I'msorry," | apol ogi zed.

"What for?" W started down the stone staircase.

"I should have leveled with you fromthe start. There was never any question
of how

pl anned to use this quarry. It's got to do with the tickets to survival. You
see, this will be a bonb

shelter in case of nuclear war."

"You're weird, you know that?" He turned to | ook back at me without slow ng
hi s pace.



For a nonent the light on his hel net blinded ne.

"The danger is real—and iminent, let me tell you," |I said. "Even if everybody
goes

around | ooking as if nothing were the matter."

"You're not telling ne anything | don't already know, " he said. "I nean,

real l y—tickets

for survival, qualifications to board a ship, nman-powered generators, air
filters . . . what could it be

but a bonb shelter?"

"So you knew. "

"Naturally. You are weird."

"Then what made you suggest dumb ideas |ike vegetable storage, or a hotel for

escaped

crimnal s?"

"Well, you've already managed some pretty good businesses on the side, haven't
you,

Capt ai n? Di sposing of fetuses, illegal dunmping of toxic wastes . "

"That's different," | protested. "I can call it quits anytime | want, w thout
r eper cussi ons.

But fugitives and | oony birds are human. Once | let themon the ship, |

couldn't just toss them

overboard whenever | felt like it."

"Like you will us." The shill swallowed noisily, a sign of nerves. "Let me ask
you one

guestion. As captain, what sort of people have you got in mnd for your crew?
So far | get the idea

you're after people with nore respectabl e backgrounds than us—but you know,
respectability isn't

everything. It could be boring as hell. Besides, we don't know beans about who
you really are

either, do we? There's no point in putting on airs."

"I"'mnot putting on airs. But when the tinme conmes, this ship's creww Il form
t he gene

pool for future generations, don't forget. That |eaves me with a heavy
responsibility."”

"Let me make one thing clear,
setting foot

out of here, either."

W canme upon a third large room This one was no sinple rectangul ar shape but
fairly

convol uted, roons w thin roons extending al ong di agonal |ines, high and | ow,
each one supported

by pillars. The effect was one of haunting solemity, as in some ancient
cathedral. O perhaps it

woul d be truer to say that ancient cathedrals are a practical application of
that effect.

The shill | owered his voice. "Just between the two of us, she's a very sick
wonan. "

"She is? What's wong with her?"

"Cancer. The bone marrow has |l ost its bl ood-nmaking function. The doctors give
her six

nonths to live."

| started to snile, and couldn't breathe. The air had turned hard as gl ass.
One of them was

lying, or both. They hadn't checked their stories out with each other, and
ended by droppi ng

separate fishlines. There was also the (admttedly small) possibility that
both were telling the truth.

Per haps they had nmet by chance in some hospital waiting room It wasn't

i nconcei vabl e. But |

he said firmy. "As long as she stays, |'m not



hadn't the courage to ask. Two cancer patients, each ignorant of the truth
about hinsel f/ hersel f,

each protecting the other: to take away their tickets to survival would be too
cruel .

In the wall facing us, at roughly three-foot intervals, were three tunne
entrances. The one

on the right had tracks and headed downhill; the center one was a dead end;
and the one on the left
was a gentle ascent, up stone steps. The shill cocked his head.

"That's funny. Which one was it?"

"I'f you went to the river, it's got to be the one on the left."
"I"'mdammed if | remenber this—three passageways |lined up side by side.
guess it's

because we were running so fast. | alnost caught up with himhere, too.
"The one on the right is another dead end. It leads to a cave-in."
"You know your way around, don't you?"

"It's part of nmy daily routine: morning exercises, and then two hours
surveying or nore

|'ve never m ssed a day yet."

The way | eveled off, then went sharply downhill. W took the stairs by the
wall. A w nd

bl ew up at us, caused by the difference in tenperatures. Mxed with the smnell
of water and

seaweed was the sharp odor of nmetallic ions.

"Does that river enpty into the sea?" he asked.

"I think in part it leads into a spring at a Shinto shrine. There are a couple
of noodl e

stands that serve rainbow trout."

"No effects as yet fromthe chroni un?"

"None that | know of."

"Later on, let ne have a | ook at your surveyor's map," he said. "You' ve got
one, haven't

you?"

"There's a rough sketch hanging on the wall of the conference room" | said,
unable to

bring myself to say "operational headquarters.”

"But you did do sone surveying, didn't you?" he said. "You must have sone
record of

your work."

So | did. In fact, | had kept detailed records: sixteen ichnographic
projection draw ngs

that had taken a full six nmonths to conplete. But for some reason, when |
tried to convert themto

ort hographic projections |I ran into trouble. Wien | forced nyself to visualize
a perspective

drawi ng of the quarry interior, |andslides and cave-ins took place in ny head.
Doubt | ess there

were flaws in ny surveying techniques and drawing ability. But a bigger source
of the problem |

believed, lay in the slipshod, hit-or-mss operations of the stone-quarrying
aut horities thensel ves,

or their workmen. No straight line was in fact straight, no right angle was in
fact ninety degrees.

Errors accunulated little by little until finally southwest was skewed around
to sout heast, and the

floor that should have been below a flight of stairs cane out on top

Yet the degree of conplexity involved could not be attributed solely to
haphazard, trial -

and-error procedures. Four comnpani es had | eapfrogged through the nountain in
fierce



conpetition, ignoring all agreenents. |f Conpany A craw ed under the belly of
Conpany B and

tied up its legs, Conpany B swung ahead of Conpany C and pi nned down its head;
Conmpany C

poked holes in Conpany D s arse, while Conmpany D slamed Conpany A in the
ribs.

Unreported cave-ins—even bl oodshed—-had apparently been everyday affairs.
"Right now |I'mworking on a new system of surveying," | said. "By correlating
tenmperature, humdity, and wind velocity, it seems to ne you should be able to
make a contour

map, or a map of air pressure distribution, the kind they use in weather
forecasts.'

"Have you got sonething against it?"

" Agai nst what ?"

"Showi ng nme your surveying maps. Why are you hol di ng back? I's there sone
reason you

can't show themto ne?"

"They woul dn't do you any good."

"I"'mthe one to decide that."

| did not like the way he was talking. It was like hitting someone and then
conpl ai ni ng

that he'd hurt your fist.

"Li sten—there's the sound of running water."

"Yeah. It's not far now "

At the bottom of the slope the footing was suddenly precarious. The walls were
r ougher

too. The floor was littered with fragments of scal ed-off stone. Casually I
turned and shone ny

flashlight on the point where the terrain changed. Along with the terrain, the
col or of the rock

changed as well: the shift fromdark green to a paler hue, the color of dried
mugwort | eaves, was

clearly delineated in a slanting line. That |line was dotted with a nunber of
hol es, hollows in the

wal I where rock had scaled off. Second hollow fromthe top . . . Qutwardly it
appeared no different

fromthe others, but to me it bore a special significance: here was where

had set a charge of

dynam te. When the tinme cane, one flick of the switch would blow it up. This
very spot woul d

mark the division between the interior and exterior of the ship. The area from
this point on woul d,

in effect, cease to exist. Al | had to do was take a few steps back, pull the
switch, and the shill too

woul d be trapped in that nonexistent space, unable to nove either forward or
backwar d

I f he thought he could hijack ny ship with the aid of a sinple map, he was
dead wrong.

He underestimated nme. This wasn't the only place where | had set dynamite: in
all there were nine

hi dden charges. Wres connecting the detonators led to a single spot where
could set off all the

expl osi ves at one stroke. (For safety's sake, | had used two separate systens
of wiring.) The

trigger switch also set off the infrared sensors for lighting in the captain's
cabin. The mani pul ation

of the switches on the board | carried with me was barely nore conpl ex than
turning on the lights.

This was sinultaneously the signal for the ark to set sail. Vibrating fromthe
bl asts, the ship would



be cut off fromthe outside world in an instant, and a siren would sound the
alarm calling al

hands to their posts. And then, for however long, this would be all that

remai ned of the world.

At first | hesitated over where to set the explosives. | thought the bigger
the ship's

tonnage, the better. Eight years before, when the stone-quarrying conpanies
ceased operati ons,

they had sealed off all mine shafts and tunnels, according to regulations. The
city council and

government offices alike were of the official view that no aperture remnained.
True, apart fromthis

passage to the tangerine grove, and the one leading to the boiler roomof the
city hall, there were

no apertures |arge enough for a person to squeeze though. But a nuclear bonb
is adifferent matter.

No openi ng, however small, can be safely overlooked. Unfortunately, ny

i nvesti gati ons showed

that the entire quarry was riddled with hol es—apertures for wring, plunbing,
wat er supply,

ventilation, and so on. The nmore | checked, the nore | found. The only thing
to do was to alter ny

approach. If | couldn't cut off the nountain froman outer world contam nated
by radiation or

radi oactive substances, the only recourse was to abandon the bul k of the
nount ai n that was

vul nerable. | decided to set dynamte in those places that seened nost |ikely
to cave in. Pulverized

rock woul d make an excellent filter

O course, being neither a geologist nor a civil engineer, | can't say exactly
what will
happen in the blasts. Al | knowis what area | think will w thstand them

safely. Starting with the

work hold in the mddle, it should be safe as far as the second hold out from
there. | can't offer a

prof essi onal guarantee, but | amsure it's nore than w shful thinking.

Wat erstone, as its name

inplies, is highly conpatible with water; as its noisture content increases,
its characteristic green

grows deeper and it becomes harder, stronger, and so fine-grained that it
polishes to a high luster. |

settled on the present work hold as the heart of the ark by taking into
account the distribution of

that hue. For the rest of it, people will just have to take ny word. Should
t he expl osions set off a

chain reaction that ultimately destroys the ark, so be it. The inportant
thing, after all, is not really

survival per se, but the ability to go on hoping, even in one's final nonments.
And we woul d

certainly be guaranteed a gigantic tonb, at |east the size of the pyram ds!
"The going gets tricky here."

Piles of stones bl ocked the way—pi eces of rubble great and small, |ess hewn
t han

smashed. Sone were heaped up like cairns built to guide the souls of dead
children to paradise.

The tunnel ended there. Beyond was a steep cliff, thirty-five feet down or
more. In my mind this

was t he boundary.

"Shall we take a | eak?" he asked.

"Mght as well."



He seened fairly tense, now that we were about to plunge into eneny territory.
After al

that beer, it was hardly surprising that he should want to relieve hinself.

Si de by side, we urinated

across the heaps of stones, into enpty space. The sound echoed fromso far
away that | grew

uneasy, |eaned backward instinctively, and ended up wetting nmy trousers. The
[ight fromny

hel met did not reach the bottom Heavy fog at the base of the cliff also cut
off visibility.

"That's funny. There wasn't any fog before." Setting foot on the top rung of a
steel | adder

in the left corner on the edge of the precipice, the shill peered fearfully
down.

"It's probably caused by the difference in tenperature and hunidity between

t he

subt erranean water and the open air."

"After making sure which way he went, | grabbed the | adder and took off after
hi m But

when | got down there, dammed if he hadn't disappeared.™

"I"'mtelling you, he dove underwater. There's probably a tunnel bel ow the
surface of the

wat er. "

"It couldn't have been nore than ten or fifteen seconds. | still can't believe
it. There

wasn't any of this fog then, either.”

"Well, let's go down."

"And just what do you intend to do when we get there? Be honest, Captain."
"Well, | think it's probably better not to come on too strong—o needl ess
provocation. |

know, | know, attack is the best defense, but still 1'd prefer to try talking

things over. We could try
to reach sone sort of conpronmise, with this river as a boundary between us.

The shill glanced at his watch, in the light fromhis mner's hat.

"Ei ghteen m nutes."

" Par don?"

"Since we left, I nmean."”

"It doesn't seemthat |ong."

"What are you going to do, Captain? You suit yourself. |I'm going back."
"Back where?" | couldn't grasp what he meant.

"Where we cane from That'll be just over half an hour, round trip. Perfect
timng."

"But why? The river is right down there."

"That was just an excuse. | don't really give a shit about it."

"Well, | still think it's worth investigating. If we | ook around, we m ght

even find some

wet footprints.”

"Nah, that ladder is too risky. It's not worth it."
"You're the one who started this."

"I told you—+t was an excuse."

"For what ?"
"Look, I'mnot crazy enough to go picking a fight with some guy when | don't
even

know if he's an enemy or a friend." He glanced at his watch again, and kicked
the dirt like

someone getting ready for a foot race. "But I'll tell you this: whoever
underestimates nme i s going

tolive to regret it."

He went even faster on the return trip. |I tried to call out to him but | was



gaspi ng for

breath, and it was all | could do to keep up with him | couldn't understand.
Who was he accusing

of underestimating hin? The insect deal er was drunk and asleep, and | couldn't
recall any

particularly stormnmy exchanges between them But there wasn't anybody el se.

had the feeling that

cancer wasn't the only shadow hangi ng over him

He did not stop until he reached the firing range. | had no intention of
aski ng questi ons,

but even so he fitted an arrow into the crossbow, drew the bow full, spun
around and took aim at

ny feet.

"From here on, don't utter a sound. Better take off your shoes too."
"Kormono was drunk, you know. | can't believe he was only pretending to be
asl eep. "

"I said shut up!"

H s voice was so charged with electricity that it all but gave off sparks. |
took of f ny

shoes and stuck themin nmy belt. | wanted to hold hi mback, but he gai ned
another big lead on ne

at the lift. By the time I had | owered nyself back onto the floor of the work
hol d, he was way

across the room

| tiptoed into the last tunnel. |I had no great mind to stick up for the insect
dealer. In a

sense, he had it coming. H's overbearing ways—especially his overly famliar
way with the girl—

had riled ne too. But the shill was not a terribly good shot. Wether the girl
was on the top or the

bottom he might err and hit her instead. Even if he did hit his target,

t hi ngs woul d be sticky.

Calling an anbul ance woul d be bad enough; once the police were called in, the
shi p was dooned

even before its launching. Perhaps a nortal wound woul d be better. Once the
body was chopped

up and flushed down the toilet, nothing would remain but a lingering

unpl easantness. And in six

nmore nonths (followi ng the worst-case scenario), burdened now with two
cancer-ri dden corpses,

woul d go back to being a | onely captain, probably never recovering
sufficiently to seek other

buyers for the tickets to survival

The shill was standing stock-still in the tunnel entranceway, weapon poised.
The arrow
was still fixed in place, with no sign that he had fired. Bel ow the bridge,

t he bl ue-and-red-striped
sl eeping bag was rolled up like a potato bug, and fromit energed deep snores.

The shill put his weapon on safety and smiled awkwardly. "I have a feeling
I'I'l bet

those ol d geezers in the Broom Brigade are planning an attack for right around

toni ght."

"What makes you say that?"

"Just a feeling | have. Anyway, Konobno shoul d be ashaned of hinsel f—knocked
out

flat by a few beers!"

15



THE MEMBERS OF THE OLYMPI C
PREVENTI ON LEAGUE WEAR
Pl G BADGES ON THEI R CHESTS

The girl too lay asleep, face down on the chaise |ongue, with a |ight blanket
pul I ed up

over her head (by which | do not mean to suggest that the |ower half of her
body was exposed),

her snores rivaling those of the insect dealer. The shill sat down in the

m ddl e of the stairs and

wi ped the corner of his mouth with the back of his hand. He said:

"I wasn't really going to shoot. That's the honest truth. Even if the worst
possi bl e thing

was happening right before ny eyes, | wouldn't have pulled the trigger. I'm
not as tough as | | ook

and talk, really; it's all anact. . . . I'mjust a failure. And | go into
jealous fits over her. Even

though in six nonths she'll never belong to anyone again. She's sonething,

isn't she? | mean,
don't you think so?"

"Yes, | do. | have fromthe first."

"Back when | was with the gangsters, | happened to read Darwin's theory of
evolution. In

com ¢ book form-but still, it changed ny whole view of life. Yakuza pride

t hemsel ves on living

dangerously, but you know, if their fights are real, so are everybody el se's.
If a gangster is

somebody who lays his life on the line every day, then everybody's a gangster
But gangsters can

see only their own little world. Life is reduced to a bunch of fights over
territory. You woul dn't

bel i eve how spiteful they are.”

"So the problemis who the "fittest' are.”

"Exactly. Basically, everyone who's alive is fit. Suppose Konobno were to try
to take her

pants of f and succeed-he'd be one of the fittest."

"Everything seens so clear to you."

"Not really. It's just evolutionary theory."

"Speaking of fights over territories—+he eupcaccia has a very snmall territory,
doesn't it?

Barely the length of its own body."

H's mind continued on its own track. "Religions aren't fair,
their heavens

and hells."

| laughed. "lI'mstarting to see what you nmeant when you said a shipl oad of
respect abl e

peopl e woul d be dull as hell."

"Absolutely. This is no Qynpic village. No point in gathering a |ot of
clean-cut athletic

types."

" Speaki ng of the O ynpics—did you ever hear of sonething called the dynpic
Prevention League?" He didn't answer, and | dropped the subject.

he said, "with

The coffee was ready. | placed two cups side by side on the edge of the
toilet, and poured
out coffee that |ooked |ike watery brown paint. The shill propped up the

i nsect deal er and held a
cup of scalding coffee to his nouth.
"Al'l right, Kormono, wake up. It's only nine-thirty. I've got to talk to you,



so wake up."

Openi ng one bl oodshot eye, the insect deal er slurped a nouthful of coffee,
made sure he

was hol ding the gun, shook his head, and went back to sleep without uttering a
wor d.

The shill and I went back up the stairs, and sat drinking our coffee and
wai ting for
somet hing to happen. Yawni ng without opening his nouth, he said, "I wonder if

they're really

going to attack. What do you think, Captain?"

"Shall | try again to get hold of Sengoku?"

"\Why 2"

"Based on circunstantial evidence, he's a strong suspect, isn't he?"

"Why are they all old men in that outfit? Aren't there any old | adi es?"
"Apparently not, although | don't know why. Maybe the old |adies are too in
touch with

reality.”

Too much cof fee upsets nmy stomach. Thinking I'd boil myself an egg, | headed
for the

gal l ey, when out of the corner of ny eye | glinpsed a human figure | urking
around the tunne

entrance. | set down my coffee cup, snatched the converted Uzi out of the

i nsect dealer's sleeping

bag, and took off.

"What is it?"
"There's sonmebody over there.”
The shill junped down the stairs in a single bound, quickly overtaking ne and

runni ng on

ahead. As he planted hinself in the entrance to the work hold, crossbow at the
ready, he | ooked

reassuringly strong and reliable.

"Nobody in sight. There wasn't enough time to clinb the shaft; naybe he got
out that

way." He snapped his fingers in the direction of the tunnel leading to the
second hold (the future

residential area).

"Inpossible. It's a dead end, and besides— | caught nyself. That's right, the
shill still

didn't know. | took a step forward, held out the barrel of the Uzi, and waved
it up and down. A

bell rang. | turned off the switch under the rails. "I tested it before too.
The warni ng systemis al

in working order."

"That's funny."

"Maybe | only imagined it. The sane thing's happened before, nore than once.
Thi s

place is so big and enpty, and the light is so dim that even a piece of dust
in your eye can | ook

like all sorts of things."

"Are you telling me | only imagi ned what | saw?"

"I didn't say that."

"I't's not inpossible, though. |I've never lived anywhere as big as this."

"But if you caught sight of himrepeatedly . . . | nmean, if it was an optica
illusion you'd

have seen hi monce, period."

"l suppose so. You want to have a look in that pile of stuff over there?"

The shill ainmed his crossbow at the palisade of old bikes concealing the
entrance to the

storeroonms. The bi ke handles were turned at odd angles, with no sign that
anyone had been



t hrough. Whoever knew about the campufl age woul d al so know that inside was a
dead end. If he

nmeant to use the arsenal, however, that was different. In that case, there was
even the possibility of

counterattack. | cocked my Uzi and held it ready. Lining up the handl ebars in
the right and left

corners so they faced the sane way, | swung the palisade out and swi tched on
the lights. Wiile the
shill guarded the entrance, | checked out the interior, step by step. Nobody
was there

"My nerves were getting to me, | guess,” | apol ogi zed.

"You're not the only one. | nade a dammed fool out of nyself." The shill ran
his fingers

lightly along the barrel of my Uzi. "Aha, so this was no toy after all. Now
see why it attracted

Kormono, with his eye for guns."

"It's converted. If you go easy on the gunpowder, you can use it as a
sem aut omatic. "

"Put it on safety, please. Things like that have a way of causing nore trouble
than they're
worth."

"Konmono says a crossbow isn't much use agai nst nore than one eneny, since you
can't
fire in volleys."

"Have all the guns in here been converted?"

"Yes, nore or |ess."”

"I"ll be damed. You've got yourself enough for a small arny."

He sat back in the chair in the |owest arnmory and | ooked around excitedly.
He' d spoken

like a pacifist a noment before, but now that he found hinself surrounded by
weapons, it seened

to set his blood racing after all. It was certainly true that guns could be
the source of nuch trouble.

| kept themto use against rats, snakes, and stray dogs; to date, | had
exterm nated seven rats and

one cat. For protection against human invaders, | had greater faith in

dynamite. In the end, nman-

made cave-ins would protect us like the door to a safe.

"I"ll go get the sleeping bags," | said.

"Wait a minute. This is where we are now, right?" The nonent he set eyes on
the wal |

map, he was absorbed. Wen | came back |uggi ng two new sl eepi ng bags, he was
tearing off strips

of red vinyl tape and sticking themon the map, |ike sone big chief of staff.
"Here, and here-see, the eneny has to cross at |east three barriers.
Especially clinbing

down the shaft here, they' ve got to go single file with their backs turned
toward us. It'd be a cinch

to wipe "emout."

"As long as they didn't attack while we were sleeping. This one with the

yel low stripes is

a nmedium You can have it."

"Looks like we'd better have sentry duty toni ght, anyway."

W went back under the bridge and | aid out the sleeping bags, with the insect
deal er at

the far end, nme by the stairs, and the shill in the mddle. My brain felt
suddenly exhausted, as if

somebody had kneaded it in flour. Wthout asking, the shill helped hinmself to
a beer fromthe

refrigerator.



"If the free drinks go on forever, that only reduces their value," | said.
"I's that a nice thing to say? O course | expect you to bill me for anything
eat or drink.

That's a fundanental rule of community life, isn't it?—pay for what you
consune. "

"About the night watch—you and | are the only ones awake."

"I know. Funny, isn't it?" He opened the can and |lowered his mouth to it as
carefully as if

it contained hot soup. "Get a | oad of Waternel on Head here, sleeping like a
pig."

"Wat ch your | anguage." My voice went shrill despite nyself.

"I didn't nmean anything by it." He smled apol ogetically, then quickly
strai ghtened his

face and said, "After all, if |I really thought so |I'd never say so, right?"
"You shouldn't | ook down on pigs." | took off nmy shoes, tore the |label off the
br and- new

sl eepi ng bag, unzipped it, and stretched out inside, propping nyself up on ny
el bow. "Sure,

they're stupid. At |least as stupid as people. But what's really stupid is to
go around thinking pigs

are inferior to people. 1've already told this to Konbno too: |'m not having
any muscl e-

wor shi pping types share this ship with nme. It's going to be along trip."
"Al'l right."

"Do you know what mark the O ynpic Prevention League chose as their symnbol ?"
" No—what ?"

"A pig. Around green pig, like a ball with legs. Aynpic Prevention League
nmenber s

wear the badges on their chests. You may have seen them—+ound green badges
trimred in silver.

When they march in denonstrations, the menbers carry a flag with the sane
design. Just so no

one will think it's an ad for pork cutlets, the mouth is slightly open, with
tusks bared. OPL is still a

tiny fringe noverment, but | hear people with that badge are scattered al
across the country, and al

around the world. Most are obese, or at least fairly overweight. Which
Aynpics was it, now .

renenber, on the TV news? Menbers of the A ynpic Prevention League narched
bol dly onto the

playing field, waving their flags. | remenber | felt a little bit synpathetic
to their ains, but also a

little put off, alittle enbarrassed, actually. The slogans began pouring in
from hand mi kes:

" '"Down with nuscle-worship!'

"Down with vitam ns!'

"Down with the national flag!""

They wanted to pull down all the national flags on display overhead. It
certainly is
true that that cluster of national flags in the Aynpic stadiumis
presunpt uous. People are all too
ready to pick sides for no good reason. Showi ng the national flag only takes
advant age of that
i nborn weakness. And why shoul d any country get excited about a well-devel oped
set of nuscl es?
It's unnatural. There's got to be some plot. Besides, to raise the nationa
flag and play the
nati onal anthemin honor of robust bodies constitutes a clear act of
di scrimnati on agai nst the rest



of the citizenry. There in that sports arena being used openly as a cerenoni al
hall to exalt

nati onal prestige, it was only natural for the pig group to launch an attack
on the flags, and for

the steering conmittee to take the defensive.

Grounds keepers ran around bl owi ng police whistles. Angry at having the ganes
interrupted, the spectators began throw ng things:

hanbur ger s

boxed | unches tin cans

spect acl es strings ti ssue paper
fal se teeth

condons chewi ng gum

Next the players and guards together attacked the |eague nenbers. The
announcer

i ssued earnest appeals, as if gargling in sand:
"Players, please return to your assigned positions and stand by. The ganes
will resune

nmonentarily. Spectators are requested to wait quietly. The lavatories are
presently all occupied."

But by then it was inmpossible to stanch the flow of waste articles that cane
pouri ng down
the bl eachers |ike lava. The conical stadiumwas soon buried in trash, and
some of the judges
announced they were | eaving. The players becane nore and nore crazed. Not
content nerely with

ri pping the prevention | eague pigs apart, they consigned the officials to
oblivion and then
advanced agai nst the spectators. A sports comentator offered his anal ysis:
"I'f things go on this
way it will be a darned shane for the athletes.” Finally the whol e stadi um
swel led up like bowels
with the anus sutured shut, in the shape of a giant toilet. It also bore sone
resenbl ance to a
dirigible with the back hollowed out. At any nmonent it would Iift off tearing
away fromits anchor
and go scuddi ng over the seas where a hundred tropical |ow pressure zones
cl ustered.

Better split before they cone checking tickets.

Everybody knows they were pork cutlet restaurant owners in disguise.

[And they all lived

happily ever after.]

"HEY, Captain, isn't there any TV here?"

| awoke at the shill's voice. | had a feeling we had had sone sort of run-in
over hogs, but

| could not tell exactly where that had left off and nmy dream had taken over.
"Forget it."

"Darn. It's alnost tinme for ny favorite show "

"Look, TV isn't going to be around forever."

"Don't you get bored?"

"I just take a trip somewhere if | do: with three-D aerial - phot ograph maps, |

can fly

anywhere | want. Want to take a | ook?"

"That's okay, I'mnot in the nood."

The shill gave a huge yawn, fell on his sleeping bag, and w ped tears fromhis
eyes. At

last, for the first time in hours, it was back: silence. The walls of the
under ground quarry sighed as
if they knew ny feelings. CCCCCCcccccccchhhhhh., . . . . . a silent nutter as



of grass seeds

bursting open. Until now these walls had seened a second skin to nme. They had
seemed the inner

wal I's of my own bowels, turned inside out for ny contenplation. Now that
speci al intimcy was

gone forever. Community |ife meant that they must appear the sane to all. The
wal |'s were

ordinary walls, the floors ordinary floors, the ceilings ordinary ceilings. |
woul d have to refrain

fromtal king out loud to no one but the stone; fromsinging crazily off key
till I was covered in

sweat; from dancing ecstatically in the nude. Yes, everything had changed.
Even if | could

somehow have chased away the shill and the insect dealer, the old tranquillity
woul d never return.
Soneone was watching nme. Even if what | saw had been an illusion, the figment

the shill had

spotted and chased had at |east a ninety percent chance of being real. How

el se could | explain the

way my traps had been tinkered with? Even if the nysterious interloper was
Sengoku, it would

nmean that he not only knew about the secret toilet and the al arm system but

al so had been listening

in on my nonol ogues and songs. The nere thought nade every nucous nenbrane in

ny body

feel soaked in tannin.

Until | could devise a definite counterplan, there seenmed no choice but to
keep wat ch,

after all. As | was thinking this, the shill suddenly began to snore. He was
fast asleep wi thout any

pillowat all, let alone one wapped in an old undershirt. Now | was the only
one awake. That

saved the trouble of drawing lots to see who went first. | was angry, but |
didn't feel like forcing

either of themto wake up. Collecting the crossbow and the Uzi, | headed for

the galley to do what

| always did when | couldn't sleep: sit on the toilet and munch on chocol at es,
washi ng t hem down

with beer. | mght have a good | ook now at ny eupcaccia too.

But the focus of my interest turned fromthere up the stone steps to the top
of the bridge.

Unreal images began to proliferate. The girl lay asleep now, her whol e body
pressed tightly

agai nst the chai se | ongue, which was pernmeated with the snells of ny body. Her
body nestled in

the very curves hollowed out by mne. Perhaps in her dream she was even now
snel ling ny

snells. The chai se | ongue was enbraci ng her bare flesh in my stead. She nust
be receiving some

sort of signal in her dream if she had normal reception capability, at any
nonment now she woul d

arise. . . . And then in fact she did get up and cross over the bridge toward
nme. She peered down

fromthe end of the parapet, |eaned her chin on her hand, and waggl ed the
fingers.

"Captain, sonething's making a funny noise in the | ockers."

"Ssh. "

From the wai st up she was wapped in terry cloth the color of a dried |eaf;
fromthe wai st

down she m ght very well be nude. A T-shirt had been her only upper garnent,



so it was entirely

possible. Pointing to the two men fast asleep in their sleeping bags, | nade
an exagger ated show of

di sconfiture, acting as if she and | were acconplices. She waved back. Could
she be thinking

what | was thinking?

"I think it's |ocker nunber three. Can you hear?"

"It's probably sonmeone trying to reach ne on the wireless.”

At any rate, | was lucky to be able to respond to this new devel opnent by
nysel f.

Hol di ng the crossbow in ny left hand, the Uzi in ny right, | clinbed the
stairs with slow steps.

Sniffing, | wondered what it would feel Iike to slap her bottomon the bare
skin, without any skirt

i n between.
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TH'S IS MOLE. OVER

—Mbl e here. Over.

—Sengoku here. This is an energency. Can you tal k now? Have you got tine?
Over.

—What do you nean, have | got tine? |'ve been |ooking all over for you. Over.
—+'ve got to see you and talk to you in person. It's very inportant. Over.
—Rel ax, will you? Stop exaggerating. Over.

—+t's about the Broom Brigade. But | can't risk having anyone listen in. Over.
—+'ve already checked to see if anyone's on this channel. Over.

—There's a body. They want ne to get rid of it. I can't have anyone |istening
in. Over.

—A body, did you say? Wose? Anyone | know? Do they know who the nurderer is?
Over.

—Meet ne sonewhere and I'I1 tell you all about it. Over.

The girl whispered in ny ear: "Don't let yourself becone an accessory to
crine. It could

be a trap.”

| was perched on the arnrest of the chaise | ongue. She was seated with knees
raised,

shoul der agai nst the sanme arnrest. If | so much as turned ny head and | ooked
down, our eyes

woul d neet at cl ose range. The voice kept calling.

—Hel 1 o, hello, manhol e manager, please cone in. Is there soneone there with
you?

Over.

The girl smled and stuck out her tongue.

—You know perfectly well there isn't. Over.

—Anyway, it's not such a bad idea, is it? Considering the nature of the item
I think we

could probably charge a fairly exorbitant anmount. O course the Broom Bri gade
wants to open

direct negotiations, but I knew you wouldn't like that. | explained that

you' re sonething of a

recluse, and they finally accepted that. But if you don't cooperate, they're
going to send their

representative charging over there. Over.

—Who's that? Not ny dear old dad, | hope.

—Just neet ne. Although he isn't as bad as you nmake himout to be. Over.



—You keep your opinions to yourself. Now the son of a bitch has taken up
nurder, is

that it? Over.

—Nobody said that. Over.

—+ can't trust you if you're going to stand up for him Sengoku. Over.

—All I'"'mdoing is carrying on hardheaded di pl onacy, as secretary-general of
SVWAMDI .

I"mconpletely neutral. Stop being such a goddamm nole, will you? Over.
—You' d better have a barbecue or sonething before that body starts going bad
on you.

Over.

—Jhat's not as safe as you m ght think. You' d better talk it over with

I nototsu. He's got

lots of ideas. Look, now s the time to forget the past and be reunited, father
and son. It's been five

years. Listen to the advice of a friend. Over.

—+' m di sappoi nted in you, Sengoku. | was going to give you a key to this

pl ace. You

probably don't know what that means—then again, maybe you do. A key so you
could cone and

go freely. But now |l'll have to think again. That rat who was running around
getting into

everyt hing was probably you, anyway. Over.

"Don't." This time it was the girl's turn to slap ne on the bottom "You
mustn't show

your hand."

—There seens to be sonme m sunderstandi ng. Having both you and Inototsu | ook on
nme

with suspicion puts me in a very difficult position. Over.

—+ have nothing to discuss with you. Over and out. QRT

—Wit. He's not the type to let anything drop. I'mafraid of himmnyself.
Besides, if this

new deal works out, | think he'll reconsider about the shipnents of hexaval ent
chrom um t oo.
Over.

—No comment. QRT

—Just the other day he grabbed a pushy junior high school student and crushed
hi s

fingers in a pair of pliers. The guy figured Inototsu was just bluffing, so he
paid no attention—-and

dammed if Inototsu didn't go ahead and do it. Crush, crunch. You shoul d have
heard t he poor guy

scream Over.

—RT. RT.

—Mol e, you're stubborn. If you change your mind, get in touch with ne again
ri ght

away. |'Il be waiting. QRT.

As | returned the apparatus to the |ocker, the girl asked curiously, "Wat
does that nean,

' QRT' 2"

"It's an expression used by hamradi o operators. It nmeans 'conmunication
ended.' "

"Real | y? How funny."

"I feel terrible. Bad aftertaste.”

"That was amazing," she said. "Crushing soneone's fingers in pliers! There
really are

people like that."

"Sengoku's no angel, either."

"You were too open with him 1'll bet Komono woul d have handl ed hi m nore
shrewdl y. "



"I bought his sweet-potato cakes every day for over six months; |I'mhis best
cust oner.

Not only that, | paid hima straight twenty percent conm ssion on the
hexaval ent chrom um

busi ness. "

"What are you going to do? If you don't do sonething, he said they'll cone
charging in

here.”

"They're trying to scare ne with that talk about a dead body. Who could it be?
Do t hey

mean to drag ne into it so they can inplicate me in the nurder?"

"There's no point in wasting tine worrying. The best thing to do is tell the
ot hers about it

and see what they say."

"It won't work."

"Decide that after you' ve talked it over with them™

"I just wasn't cut out to be the |leader of a group like this."

"Now now, there's only four of us."

"Do you know the three basic conditions necessary for survival in a nuclear
shelter? First

is waste disposal, second is ventilation and tenperature control, and third is

managenent . "

"Wait," she said. "Before you wake themup, let me go to the toilet. The noise
of flushing

it will probably wake themall up, anyway."

Was she seriously thinking of straddling that seat wearing nothing but a
terry-cloth

bl anket ? | npossi ble; too indecent. Surely she would put on sone clothes first.
Here, right in front

of me, she would stand in her panties and step into the red artificial |eather
skirt; then, nude from

t he wai st up, she would pass her arns through the sleeves of that T-shirt with
the palmtrees on the

front. | could gaze at close range on her underarm stubble and the shape of
her navel. Finally I too

woul d be able to share a nmonent of casual intinmacy with a woman. All because
had built the ark

O was | only a pig to her—o one to be shy around?

The bl anket arched through the air, landing on the chai se | ongue.
Unfortunately, she was

fully dressed, wearing both skirt and T-shirt. 1'd half expected as nuch.
Still, I couldn't help

feeling the wistful pang of a child deprived of a | onged-for treat. After she
was gone, the terry-

cloth bl anket remained where it had fallen, folded in half and twisted in a
doughnut shape . . . the

shape of eupcaccia dung. Falling on ny knees, | buried ny face init,
breathing its odor of noldy

bread. That was the bl anket's odor, not hers.

The sound of urination, like an unsteady arc drawn with trenbling hand. The
sound of

paper being torn. Then the roar of flushing: water and air engaged in nutua
attack, plummeting

simul taneously. | regretted ny failure to ask her nane. And who, | wondered,
was the real cancer

pati ent —hi m or her?

After a time, there cane the sleepy, cheerful laughter of the nen, evidently
t easi ng her

about something. Wth me not there, they seened to feel liberated. | mnyself
grew weary of mny



gl oony personality; and yet when | was alone |1'd often nanaged to feel quite
gay. Singing,

| aughi ng, acting out solo dranas with only the stone walls for audience
dancing with spidery

ni nbl eness on wafers of stone . . . seldom bored or lonely .

"Captain," called the voice of the insect dealer, still thick with drowsiness.
"So you heard

fromthem did you?"

"Come on down, |I'll make some coffee." The girl's too-innocent voice
continued, and at

last | raised nmy face fromthe towel.

"Looks like we'd better be prepared to stay up all night,"” said the shill wth
a yawn.

Doi ng what one wants to do, and refusing what one doesn't want to do, seem
al i ke, but

are in fact utterly different. |I didn't want to neet anyone's eyes. Hol ding
the converted gun, | sat

on the third step. The girl was at the sink, neasuring out ground coffee. The
shill was seated on

the john, rubbing sleep out of his eyes. The insect dealer was sitting up in
hi s sl eepi ng bag, waving

a lighted cigarette over his head.

"This one puts ne over ny quota for the day,’
|'ve been

dreami ng a | ong dream™

"I don't know-however great the water pressure nay be, could you really flush
a human

he said. "Sonehow | feel as if

body down this hole?" The shill stared down between his legs. "It is a human
body, | assune.”

"It nust be." She switched on the cof feepot and wi ped her hands on the shill's
shirt.

"I did flush a dead cat down there once," | said, and purposely held ny hands
wi de apart,

exaggerating its size. "One this big, a tortoiseshell. It just popped right
down. "

"A human body isn't the sane as a cat. The head alone is huge." The insect
deal er

i nhal ed deeply on his cigarette and bl ew the snmoke out slowy through his
nostrils, as if loath to

part with it. "It can't get through anyplace narrower than the head. That's
how t hey space the bars

in ani mal cages, did you know that? By matching the spaces to the size of the
animal's head. "

"Stop it—how sickening!" The girl seened genuinely angry. "Do you intend to
go

through with it?"

"Certainly not. That's the last sort of thing I'd want to get mixed up with."
"In that case, why didn't you come out and say so before? You sound so

wi shy-washy

that you end by giving them an excuse."

"An excuse for what?" asked the shill.

"Well, Sengoku said that if the captain wouldn't enter into negotiations,
they'd stormthe
pl ace."

"Starting to tal k tough, eh?" The insect dealer snuffed out his cigarette on
the sole of his

shoe.

"They'll come in here over ny dead body," | declared. "I don't even want to
talk to

Inototsu. Let ne make one thing clear: as long as |'mcaptain of this ship, he



will never, ever, have
boarding privileges. Even if | could fit the entire population of the world in

here, 1'd still keep him
out in the cold. For nme, survival neans one thing: having himdie."
"I can appreciate how you feel . . ." The insect deal er opened his eyegl ass

case and took

out a pair of glasses.
does cone on board?
Maybe you could if he was al one, but he's apt to cone with his entire

ent our age. "

"I'n other words, the captain's stynmed." The shill took off one shoe and began
to nmassage

the arch of his foot. "Wich nmeans it's our turn now. Al we have to do is go
to the bargaining

table in his place."

"That's right." The girl poured coffee into the cups. "After all, Inototsu is
usi ng that

Sengoku person as his representative. There's no reason why the captain should
have to handl e

this in person. Come get your coffee.”

"He's got his representative, you' ve got yours. Wat could be nore fair?" The
shill took

his cup and without warning dealt the girl's left cheek a sudden hard sl ap
"OM" she screaned, raising a hand to her cheek. Then she hel d out her hands
i ke a

magi ci an, and smiled. "Didn't hurt a bit."

"Alittle trick | learned." The shill passed a cup to the insect deal er and
nodded. "You fit

the holl ow of your hand perfectly against the curve of the cheek, and nake the
air explode. It

makes a terrific noise, with practically no pain. Perfect for making it appear
you' ve bad a falling-

out with your comnpani on, and confusing the other side. Wrks like a charm

What do you say,

isn't that quite a trick?"

but how are you going to turn himback if he

"It is indeed. Thanks to you, |I'mw de awake." The insect dealer finished
pol i shing his

gl asses and put themon, reseating hinself on top of his sleeping bag. "If you
agree, Captain, he

and | will take over the negotiations. A charlatan and a shill—ow there's a

conbi nati on for you."

"One practices deception, and the other's taken in by it. Perfect." She held
out a coffee

cup and peered up at nme through her | ashes. Since | was above her, she could
hardly do ot herw se,

but | deliberately chose to read a hidden neaning into her look. If the insect
deal er and the shil

went out together, she and | would be al one.

"Sure," | said, "go ahead if you want. It's okay with nme." | descended the
steps and

accepted a cup of coffee. The touch of her fingertips was |ike cold bean curd.
"But he's no pushover," | warned. "Logic doesn't get through to him Besides,
you tal k

about 'negotiations,' but ny position is non-negotiable."

The girl gave ne a swift wink. | broke off. Blowing on her coffee to cool it,
she said:

"Now t hat you're awake, Konbno, there's sonething |I've been meaning to ask
you. That

bug call ed the eupcacci a—+t nmoves around in a circle with its head facing the
sun, while feeding



on its owmn elimnations, isn't that right? So when it's dark and it goes to
sleep, it's facing west.

Ri ght ?"

"l suppose so," answered the insect dealer wthout enthusiasm

"Then that's strange. What happens when it wakes up the next norning?"

"You' re asking ne? Ask the captain. He bought one, he rnust know. "

"Actually | never gave it any thought," | said, "but now that you nention it,
it is strange."

"Not really." The insect dealer put his glasses in the steamrising fromhis
cup, clouding

t hem on purpose. "Just use your head. A clock doesn't have to have a

twel ve-hour dial. There are

such things as clocks with twenty-four-hour dials. | saw one once"

"But doesn't its head al ways point to the sun?"

"Al'l it has to do is push against its dung and turn a half-circle. It al
fits."”

"Brilliant." The girl laughed, and pressed agai nst the coffee cup, rippling

the surface of

the coffee. "You could make anything sound plausible. And it all cones off the
top of your head—

| really have to hand it to you!"

"Well, I"'mafraid | can't be much of an optimst," | said gloomly.
"Don't worry," said the shill, and slurped his coffee noisily.
"That's right. My guiding principle," said the insect dealer, "is to think

first, last, and

al ways of your viewpoint, Captain. You ve asked for our assistance, and we
won't et you down."

"But this request for negotiations could be just an excuse for a skirnish
couldn't it?" |

sai d.

"As a fornmer SDF man, what do you say, Konono?" One eye on ny Uzi, the shil
kept

goi ng through the notions of pulling the trigger. "Could we defend oursel ves
if we had to?"

"Well, the eneny is a bunch of old men, and amateurs to boot. Structurally
this place
woul d make a good stronghold . . . and besides, you' ve got five crossbows, and

seven renodel ed

guns, right? Pretty good fighting power."

There was an intermttent buzz—a call on the radio. Al four of us stood up at
once and

raced to the stairs, the shill in the lead, with the insect deal er holding the
girl's hand and ne

pushi ng her by the hips (there was no need to do so, but somehow it made ne
feel better).

The voice that cane out of the radio receiver sounded |like an elephant with a
cold. This

time it was not Sengoku, but |nototsu
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SURVI VAL GAME

—Hell o, son, how re you doing? It's been a long tinme. This is your dad. Over.
—You' ve got one hell of a nerve. | have nothing to say to you. Period. Over
and out.

—it. Let's bury the past. We're both grown nmen. Over.



—mpossi bl e. Over and out.

—tisten, this is a deal you can't afford to pass up. Over.

—Over and out, over and out.

—+tisten, will you? They're onto ne.

Suddenly the shill gripped my wist. My fingers opened and the m crophone
dropped, to

be passed to the insect dealer's waiting hand. He shoul dered his way up
pushi ng agai nst ny chest

and forcing ne out of the front position. That |oss was nore than made up for
by the fact that ny

butt ocks now pressed squarely against the girl's abdonen.

—Hell o, please continue. This is the captain's representative. Over.

—Who the hell are you? Over.

—Fhe nanme's Konobno. |'mthe captain's |liaison nan. Pl ease state your business.
Over.

—tiai son, huh? That's a good one. Suppose you tell ne what you really do.
Over.

—+ sell educational materials. Insect specinens, that sort of thing. Now let's
get straight

to the point-who is onto you, and why? Over.

—You're quite a character. I'mtalking about the body, of course. Over.
—Yes, | understand you have sone probl em about a dead body. Exactly what kind
of

body woul d this be-hom cide, or accidental death, or what? Over.

—How am | supposed to know? Ask ny son. Over.

—Stop playing ganes. What's that supposed to nmean? Over.

—Just what | said. This is a body you peopl e abandoned, after all.

"You're crazy!" | yelled. "I don't know a goddanm thing about any dead body!"
The

radi o was one-way, not adapted for integrated conversation; as long as the

ot her person didn't

push the right button, your voice wouldn't get through. Knowing this, | stil
yelled out, in reflex.

The insect dealer patted ne quickly on the shoulder to shush me up, and the
girl pressed harder

agai nst my buttocks. Inototsu's voice continued, oblivious.

—&¥ course | have no hard evidence to prove it, but there's circunstanti al

evi dence

galore. If this gets out, it's going to be rather awkward. You see, ny garbage
col l ection business is

a responsi bl e social service organization: any illegally discarded objects we
come across, we have

a legal obligation to turn in to the authorities. But I'mwlling to be
flexible. Wiy not settle this

just between ourselves? My son is still there, isn't he? You tell himnot to

be so stubborn. Children

never understand their parents' feelings. Son, can you hear nme? | think you've
got a very

wort hwhile enterprise there, and I want you to know |'m supporting you one
hundred percent

behi nd the scenes. | certainly don't want to put you in a conproni sing
situation. | think we can

wor k together, help each other out. Over.

The shill called loudly frombeside the mke. "Wat do you nmean by a
"wort hwhi | e

enterprise'? Garbage coll ection?"

—Save your breath. | know all about it. You've got a nuclear bonb shelter
right? A very

prom sing venture. Shows great foresight. | can't go into all the details

now—that'll have to wait



till we can get together—but |I'm al ready naking sone nmoves on my own. Signing
up nenbers.

My roster has sone pretty inpressive names on it too. You see, | think | can
hel p you. .
"It is a threat,” whispered the girl, her breath brushing the back of ny

ear | obe.

"That dead body is a trick of some kind too, you can bet onit," said the

i nsect deal er.

The shill bit his lip. "Looks like he's one junmp ahead of us."

I nototsu continued tal king, aware of these interpolations.

—You'd really be surprised. Wiy, |1've got city officials, the director of a
credit union,

two doctors at the city hospital —even the president of Hi shitom Storage has
signed a contract.

Very promising, this little venture—+t could really go places. You' re not
going to let alittle thing

like a body or two cranmp your style, are you? That's all | have to say. Over.
Leaving the radio switched to reception, the insect deal er stuck out his jaw,
teeth

cl enched, and said, "Captain, are you positive you know not hi ng about t hat

body?"
"Of course | am" | answered.
Wthout even waiting for ne to finish, the shill grabbed the microphone out of

the insect

deal er's hands and pushed the switch to transm ssion

—Would you mind telling us the victims age and cause of death? Over.

—You' re new. What's your departnent? Over.

—+'mthe purser. In charge of passengers' quarters. Over.

—Cute. To answer your question, |I'mno pathologist, so | haven't any idea.
Aren't you

the ones with that information? Over.

—Jhat's a | eading question. No fair.

The shill switched off the radio and | ooked hard at nme. "Couldn't one of those
ol d nen

have wandered in and got caught in a trap? Say he got tenporarily blinded, and
st aggered off that

cliff. . . ."

"But the traps were all tanpered with. Knocked out. Remenber?"

"Whoever it was mght have started doing that after he had already nmet with
sone sort of

acci dent."

"I doubt it. Spray plastic takes a long tine to harden that way."

"As far as that goes, the body may not be fresh, either,” put in the insect
deal er.

The buzzer sounded, urging the resunption of conmunication

"Maybe it's that guy | chased before." The shill snapped his fingers. "Maybe
he fell in

the water and drowned. Wait a minute—that's it. | bet it's that fellow
Sengoku. "

"No, it couldn't be him" said the girl, her breath again tickling ny earl obe.
"The captain

talked to himon the radio while you were both asleep."”

"I'n that case, this body could be very fresh indeed," said the insect dealer
and slowy

took back the transmitter, with an air of grimdeternination. "The murder
coul d have taken pl ace

after that conversation. Even now, by rights, it ought to be the sweet-potato
man we were tal king

to. Inototsu nmust know the captain hates his guts.”

The buzzer kept squawking inpatiently.



"That's right," | said. "Now that you say so, it is odd—because the ot her
transmitter is in

Sengoku's store. It's strange for Inototsu to be talking onit."

"That's peculiar," said the shill. He licked his lips and swal |l owed. "Then was
the sweet -

potato man given the job of disposing of his own corpse?”

The insect dealer flicked the transmitter on

Wit a mnute, please. W' re having a consultation

He turned the switch back off and said, "Supposing the sweet-potato nman was
killed at

his store. Crcunstantial evidence could very well point to the captain as
prime suspect. But what

noti ve coul d there be?"

"None—seeing as how | didn't do it!" | retorted.
"l nean Inototsu's notive."
"There's no point in thinking about it," said the girl. "You don't even know

for sure that

the sweet-potato nman was the victim" Her hand rested lightly on ny shoul der
Instantly her opinion struck me as unassailable truth. "Check it out," |
commanded t he

i nsect dealer. "Ask to speak to Sengoku."

Noddi ng, he flicked the transmtter back on

—Cone in. Sorry to keep you waiting. Wuld you mnd putting the sweet-potato
man on

the |ine? Thanks. Over.

—He's gone out, but | can | eave him a nessage. Over.

—hat do you nmean? You're in his store, aren't you? Over.

—No, I"'min the office over by the tangerine grove. There's a radio
transmitter here too.

"Sweet -potato man," eh? That's a good one. Suits him all right. [Sounds of
whi spering.] Ah—t

seens he's gone out on his nmotorcycle to get sone cigarettes. He should be
ri ght back. Over.

"Ask himwhere they found the body," pronmpted the shill.

—Where' d you find the body? Over.

—As if you didn't know. Over here, by the tangerine grove entrance, of course.

If you

won't get rid of it for ne, 1'll have no choice but to go to the police. In
whi ch case, like it or not,

the entire quarry will be the focus of a police investigation. 1'd like to
avoid that as much as you

Put my son back on the line, would you? | assune he's still there, |istening.

It's high time we had

a reconciliation, son. You' ve got the wong idea about ne. If it's the way I
puni shed you when

you were a kid that bothers you, | want you to know that | did it solely out
of fatherly love. If that

i nci dent had ended up in famly court, the shame woul d have foll owed you for
the rest of your life.

Then and now, | have only your best interests at heart. . . . You're there,
aren't you, son? Try to

understand. And as for that business about tranmpling ny wife to death, it's a
damed lie. What do

you say, shall we make a deal ? W are father and son, after all. Let's team up
and do sornet hi ng

really big. Besides, |'ve changed. Mellowed. And |'m not getting any younger
Over.

Shoving my way between the insect dealer and the shill, | stuck ny face up to
t he

transmtter and yell ed:



—Quit the father-son baloney. It gives me the willies!

—+ can't help it, it's true. Half of your chronbsonmes came frommy sperm
Over.

—Over and out.

—ait. Al | want is a little bit of happiness in nmy old age. The Broom

Bri gade has nade

a good reputation for itself, and 1'd like to do nore for society. | want to
live a useful life. You

see, | have changed. Over.

"Ch, why did that damm body have to butt in like this?" | nuttered. | felt
defeated. It had

been a bad day. Every concei vabl e conti ngency had burst on me with the force
of a tidal wave. It

was enough to make a person believe in Friday the thirteenth, or unlucky days
on t he Buddhi st

cal endar, or any such bal eful influences.

The insect dealer drew the mcrophone close to his mouth and said quietly, in
a voice

suggesting strong willingness to conpronise:

—+'msorry, but could you give us a little nore tinme? Over.

—+ hate to repeat nyself, but | want to patch things up with nmy son. It's only
human

nature. |'m human too, after all. Over.
"What do you think?" The insect dealer switched the set off and sighed.
"There really isn't any choice, is there?" The shill turned toward ne,

speaki ng rapidly.
"Isn't that right? If you don't want to get on the wong side of the Broom

Bri gade, you've got no

choi ce but to go ahead and di spose of that body. If the real culprit would
only turn up, there'd be

nothing to fear. . . . That's it, we've got to come on strong there. Because
if the captain didn't do

it, then the nurderer nust be one of them"

"Not necessarily," said the insect dealer. "I believe the captain too. But
that doesn't

guarantee they haven't tanpered with the evidence. Even supposing it's al

fake, if they did a good

job we can't |let down our guard."

"Are there really only two entrances to this cave?" asked the girl. She rested
her knee on

t he chai se | ongue, thereby shifting her weight so that our bodies were no

| onger pressed together.

"Coul dn't sone other outfit be canped out sonmewhere else in here?"

"It's awfully hard to inmagine," | said. | had no proof to justify ruling it
out. Wth the

rapidity of a high-speed printer, | flipped nmentally through the surveying
maps stored in ny

menory. Certainly there were |arge areas of the cave that | had not yet
attenpted to nap or

explore—+ had in mnd especially those old excavations m dway down the eastern
cliff, like

settings for rock-carved Buddhas. But no tunnel connected themto the
interior. The ground there

was dry, and the quality of the rock poor; presunmably they were trial borings
that had been

summarily abandoned. To the best of ny know edge, there had been no

i ndi cati ons of hunman

com ngs and goi ngs anywhere, except at the tangerine grove entrance. | added,
"And there's been

absol utely no sign of anything.



"Once you start letting your suspicions grow, there's no drawing a line," said
the shill.

"Based purely on circunstantial evidence, |I'ma prinme suspect nyself."
Covering his nouth, he

giggled in a way | found unbecom ng and unsavory. "You have only nmy word that
| let some

suspi ci ous character get away; there's no proof. Maybe | killed him and |I've
just been putting on

an act all this time. Seeing is believing, isn't it? | think we should go on
over and see for

our sel ves. "

"We've got to draw the |ine somewhere. We're just groping around in circles.”
The insect

deal er put the radio back on the shelf, clasped his hands, and cracked his
knuckles. "In a case like

this, all the conjecture and speculation in the world won't get you anywhere.
W' ve got to anal yze

the situation according to the facts at hand, and map out our strategy. Right?
At the nmonent there

are two issues facing us. One is the handling of the body, if it is a body.
The other is the proposa

fromthe Broom Brigade, or fromtheir |eader, Inototsu, concerning managenent
participation.”

"Hold on," | interrupted. "Quit taking the discussion in your own hands, will
you?" By
the barest fraction of an inch, taking care not to be observed, | nudged

closer to the girl. The
di fference was so slight that | could not tell for sure whether or not our
bodi es were again

t ouchi ng.
"Don't worry," he said. Perspiration made his gl asses slide down his nose. "As
capt ai n,
your word is final; that goes wi thout saying. | was only trying to clarify our

situation. In other

wor ds, those two i ssues—the body's disposal and Inototsu's proposal -have to be
dealt with

separately. O herwise you play into his hands. He's trying to use the body as
bait for his deal, and

you mustn't fall for it. Isn't that so?"

The buzzer sounded agai n.

"That makes sense." The girl nodded briskly; the vibrations conveyed

t hemrsel ves to ny

buttocks. "They are separate issues. But supposing we turned down his offer of
a nerger—sn't it

possi bl e that he'd refuse to hand over the body?"

"That's right," | said. "Somehow we've got to find his weak spot." Boldly I
edged over

another tiny fraction of an inch

"Not hi ng could be easier,"” said the insect dealer, wiping his glasses on the
tail of his

shirt. "Leave the bargaining to me. My tongue has gotten ne through many a
tight spot before.

It'd be a cinch.”

Sonehow it had becone established that either the insect dealer or the shill,
or bot h,

woul d represent ne in the negotiations. | did not fully trust either one of
them and yet it was a
wel cone devel opnent. For one thing, | doubted ny ability to confront |nototsu

on an equal basis;
for another, if the two of themwent away, |'d be alone with the girl.



"But it's so disgusting." Disgust rolled around on her tongue like a taffy.
"The toil et

won't be fit to use anynore once we stuff a body down it, will it?"

"Don't worry," | said, "there's no blood." It was a lie. Even when | had
flushed away the

cat's body, let alone the aborted fetuses, it had been a while before | could
bring nyself to come

near the toilet again. Once | forced nyself to urinate there, and ended up
vomting. It was four or

five days before I could begin fixing neals near there again. The only reason
I was so cal m now

was that | still didn't take seriously the existence of this "body."

The buzzer went on scream ng at us.

"Ckay?" The insect dealer |ooked at each of us in turn. The shill and the girl
gazed at nme.

"Ckay," | said, "but | nust insist you stick to the matter of the corpse.

What ever happens,

I"mnot letting Inototsu on board."

The insect dealer flicked the radi o back on

—Hello. Sorry to keep you waiting. This is Komono, the liaison man. Do you
read ne?

Over.

—Cone in, come in. What took so |ong? Over.

—Weé've decided to consider your overture. But we can't settle on a fee unti
we've had a

| ook at the body in question, and hear a detailed report about its place of

di scovery, condition at

the tine, and so on. Wiere would you like to neet? Over.

—ait just a mnute. You' ve got it all wong. |I'mdoing you a favor by not
reporting to

the authorities. Over.

—€all off your bluff, Inototsu. W' ve got this whole conversation on tape from
the very

begi nning. And as the first person to cone upon the dead body, you not only
failed to report it to

the police but plotted to dispose of it illegally. Wuldn't that be a little
tough to expl ai n? Over.

The shill tilted his head and wet his lips. "Did you hear that? He is good,
the son of a gun.

"1l be dammed."

Apparently it worked; for no reason, |Inototsu began to |augh

—All right, all right—+this is no tine to quibble. I'll nmeet you anywhere. |'1]
go there, if

you want. It's fine with me. |'ve got a pickup at ny disposal right now Over.
"No! Don't |let himnear herel" | said.

"Why not ?" The insect deal er covered the mcrophone with his hand. "Aren't you
being a

little paranoid? O course it s up to you
"He's got us outnunbered, and the Broom Brigade is a paramlitary force,"
sai d. "Wat

if they should attack?"

"I'f being outnunbered is the problem it's nore dangerous for us to go there,"
said the

shill, adding in a thin wheedle, "If they take us hostage, will you cone
rescue us, Captain?"

The insect deal er spoke into the m crophone. —Well, that's the picture.

You heard,

didn't you? Nobody trusts you. Over.

—&eat. Well, then, how about soneplace nore neutral? | know . . . Laughter

Hill.



Nobody' Il see us there. Ask my son, he'll tell you. Over.

"What's that? Laughter what?" Leaving the radio switched to reception, the

i nsect deal er

turned to ask ne.

"Hill. Laughter Hill. It's an out-of-the-way place along the coast," | told
hi m

"Funny nane."

"You go south fromthe station until you conme to the Fishernmen's Union

war ehouse, and

then turn. There's a sea cave nearby, and dependi ng on which way the w nd

bl ows, sonetines it

makes a peculiar noise. Doesn't sound like laughter so much as it does a
sniveling child with a bad

cold. Quite unpleasant. But some people find it amusing, and | augh thensel ves
silly when they

hear it. CGeriatric patients fighting off depression take bag |unches to the
foot of the hill, and sit

there just waiting for the wind to bl ow. "

"How funny! It nakes nme | augh just hearing about it." The girl giggled, and
twi sted her

body in such a way that her abdonen pressed like a softball into my buttocks.
| in turn noved so

as to expand our shared space (the area where her flesh nelted into mne). No
adverse reaction. |

felt nmyself about to forget that | was a pig. As long as Inototsu stayed away,
| didn't give a damm

where the tal ks were held.

"Count ne out," said the shill, flicking the radio off with a fingernail
"Once you get

there you'll find nothing in sight but a dead body, and then all of a sudden
t he cops—o, thanks."

"You' ve got a point." The insect dealer switched the radi o back on

—Sorry, no go. None of us has enough nerve. The last thing we want is to get
t here and

find nothing in sight but a dead body, and then suddenly have cops craw ing
all over us. Over.

—What? Wwuld | play a dirty trick like that? Don't be preposterous. Renenber,
I'mthe

one who's devoted to cleaning up this town. Not just trash and enpty cans,
either—y real aimis

a cleansing of the spirit. Nowadays it's essential —purifying the people

t hemsel ves. |' m seri ous.

share your concerns fromthe bottomof my heart, and | want to join hands wth
you. What can

do to rmake you believe me? Over.

—TJell me this. You' ve already made a fair anount of noney from advance ticket
sal es.

Isn't that so?

—+ told you | was recruiting people, in sonme very influential circles, too.
You're

wel cone to supervise the whol e operation, frommenbers' roster to accounts.
Over.

"He's crazy," | said. "Wen it comes tine for the ark to set off, all the
status and assets in

the world won't be worth jack shit. And anyway, nobody accepts applications
for boarding this ark

but ne."

—Hello. For nowwe'll limt the discussion to the question of the body. Still,
you' ve got

yourself a definite problem how are you going to win our trust? Is that the



best you can do? Over.
Wy am | so unpopul ar, anyway? | just don't get it. Over.

"It's because you never take a bath!" | yelled fromnext to the nike
—What do you nean? For anybody engaged in sanitation work, taking baths is a
duty—

and pl ain common sense besides. The only tinmes | don't take a bath are when

' m stone drunk

Bad for the heart. Over.

The girl began to | augh, her body chafing against mne with a hypnotic rhythm
I've

never undergone hypnosis, but that must be what it's like: the flow of tine

di sappears and "now'

takes off alone, flitting capriciously here and there.

—or someone so generally disliked, you have an honest way about you. Shall |
tell you

what you coul d have said to allay our fears? There is something. Do you want
to hear it? Over.

—Yes. Over.

—You shoul d have said, "Try to think nore like a real baddie. A real baddie
woul dn't go

to all these ridiculous lengths. He'd just haul the body over wi thout a second
t hought, and dunp it

down fromthe overpass onto that pile of trash. Then you'd have to get rid of
it, likeit or not."

Ri ght ? Over.

—You're right. My son is lucky to have a shrewd thinker like you for a friend.
I's he

listening? See, son, |I'mnot such a bad guy, after all. | can't help the way I
l[ook. Al right, then, is

Laughter Hill all right? COver.

—No, let's nake it your office. That's near where the body was found, isn't
it? Over.

—You tell me. Anyway, you're nore than welconme. |'ve got drinks here, and al
ki nds of

stuff to eat. If you want, I'Il send sonebody over to the beach entrance to
pi ck you up. Now j ust

don't spoil it by saying this will be a one-time visit. Over.

—Sorry, but that's just what it will be. Wen the body's out of the way, we'll
have no

nore business with each other, right? What tine shall we make it? Over.

—Who's conming? How many in all? Over.

—Jwo. Me, that's the liaison man, and the purser. You renenber him He said
hel l o

awhi | e back. Over.

—+sn't nmy son comi ng? Over.

—The captain? No. Qut of the question. Over.

—hy? Over.

-y el se has he got a liaison man? This is ny job. Over.

—tisten, I'mall alone here. That really has nothing to do with it, but—aon't
you pl ease

let me talk to hinf? You see if you can get through to him wll you? Just two

or three mnutes

woul d be enough. Pl ease. Over.

"Well, what do you say?"

"Never mind that. Wat's happened to Sengoku?"

—He wants to know where the sweet-potato man is. Over.

—Jhat's funny; | guess he's still not back
| spoke up.
—+f that body turns out to be his, I'll never forgive you, you know that? He

was one



decent guy. He was one person | really thought I could work with.

—bon't get carried away. The man's in perfect health. |I'mfond of himnyself.
You

know what he's always saying? "Time to start over, tine to wi pe the slate
cl ean. Serves 'emright,

the bastards. . . . " | know just how he feels, too. It is time to wi pe the
slate clean and start afresh

sort out the ones who deserve to survive fromall the ones who don't.
There—sn't that it? Over.

—+sn't what what? Over.

—+sn't that the way you figure it too? W think alike, I'mtelling you. Over.
The insect dealer interrupted. —What tine shall we neet? Over.

—Just listen for a mnute. Wen the apocal ypse cones, deciding who ought to
live and

who might as well die will be no easy matter. Isn't that so? What sort of
yardstick are you

pl anni ng on usi ng?

"What a joke," | snorted. "Wio does he think he is, preaching to people?"
—+'m not preaching. This happened just awhile back, at the spring athletic
neet of the

| ocal junior high school. They had a strange event called Survival Gane. A
contest to pick out the

real survivors. Seens to have been the brainchild of some wi se men who got
toget her to decide

how to use the underground air-raid shelter in the new city hall building.

Shall |1 go on? Over.
The insect dealer |ooked ny way to check ny reaction. |I refrained fromissuing
any

objections. It weighed heavily on ne to |l earn I nototsu had connections in that
part of town.

—Keep it short, please. Over.

—6kay, |I'll just cover the main points. As part of the fortieth-anniversary
cel ebrations

for the local junior high school, they had a contest to judge who was
qualified to survive. Fromthe

day before, there was a front stalled just off the coast, and that norning it
was drizzling; but the

weat her reports were encouragi ng, and they didn't want to waste all the noney
and effort that had

gone into the preparations for the event—you know, preparing the athletic
fields and the

decorations and all—and this survival game was a major attraction fromthe
start. How m 1 doi ng?

Shall | keep goi ng? Over.

—Fine. Yes. Over.

—+t was just a game, but at first everyone was a bit confused. The rules, you
see, were

unusual . There were winners and | osers, but no direct conpetition. Wich is
maybe the way it

goes with survival. First the playing field was divided | engthwi se into three
tracks, red, white, and

bl ue, each with a starting line and a goal. Picture it. Then at the starting
signal, all the participants

headed for the flag of their choice. There was no need to hurry, and you
didn't have to decide on a

color till the last noment if you wanted, so it was all nice and rel axed.
Everyone—teachers and

students, fanmilies, special guests—they all set off casually, as if going on a
hi ke. It could have had

something to do with the prize, but for a junior high school athletic event it



was a |avish

production. Are you still with me? Over.

The four of us exchanged gl ances. For ny part, as long as | didn't have to
participate in

the com ng discussions, | was prepared to put up with a little inconvenience.
As usual | y happens,

silence was taken for reluctant consent.

—Yeah, | guess so. Over.

—So that's how the participants all started off, Wen everybody had chosen
their color

and |ined up accordingly, the head judge rolled a die painted in the three
colors. Wen the w nning

color came up, drunms rolled and the flag of that color was unfurled. At that
signal the |osing teans

were supposed to fall flat on the ground. Get it? Only the survivors were
allowed to go back to the

starting line. Then the starting signal would be given again. It went on like
that, over and over, and

the Iast one left would be the winner. Any questions? Over.

—+f the winners were determined by a roll of the die, it wasn't so nuch a
sporting event

as a kind of ganbling, was it? Over.

—ell, luck is a crucial factor in any battle, isn't it? So what if it was
ganbl i ng? That

only added to the excitement. After all, the first prize was a new little red
Honda not or scooter

donated by the Association of Local Shopkeepers. | was in the event too, but

with someone el se

throwing the die, there's really no point in wearing yourself out, is there?
Over.

—Stay on the track, please. Just stick to the main story. Over.

—+f you don't want to hear any nore, that's okay with ne. Over.

—You're off the track again. Over.

—bid | nmention the weather? It got worse and worse—ust the opposite of the
forecast —

until rain was falling in solid sheets. As if sonebody was slathering it with
a pai nt brush.

The girl laughed. | didn't really think it was amusing, but | joined in with
an appreciative
snort. Qur hips were still pressed firmy together. | knewl'd be called to

account for this

eventual ly. Both the insect dealer and the shill had their eyes tightly
closed; the shill was |icking

his lips, the insect dealer was swaying his head fromside to side.

—Fhe students' caps were plastered flat on their heads, as if they' d been
soaked in oil,

and the sand in the playing field was all nucked up with little pools of water
here and there. The

school physician kept whispering in the principal's ear, and each tine the
princi pal seened on the

point of calling it off. He'd sneak a tinmd |look at the visitors' tent, but

t here was not hi ng doi ng.

That brand- new Honda scooter was there just waiting for sonmeone to claimit.
If he'd called the

event off just because of a little rain, there would have been violence. A
promise is a prom se. And

so the gane went on, one way or another . . . and what do you think happened?
Over.

—Vhat ? Over.

—+t turned into a circus. You see, the principal believed that everyone's



chances for

survival ought to be equal, so he inposed no linmts on who could participate.
And so the athletic

field was janmed with people. They had to shift the starting line up fifteen
feet to acconmpdate

themall. Starting tinme was del ayed eight mnutes, too. It was really
somet hi ng; you shoul d have

seen it. That great mass of people, soaking wet, sending up spray in the air
and wearing down the

ground under their feet. Mthers running past, dragging bawling kids by the
hand; old nmen wavi ng

canes; an invalid, unsteady on his feet, |eaning on a nurse's shoul der
nmenbers of the Fishermen's

Uni on Youth League, charging forward in scrimuage formation. It took an
unbel i evably | ong

time, but finally everyone poured into the goal area of their choice. The die
was cast, the flag

unfurled, the drunms rolled. A few people got beat up for trying to switch

pl aces after it was all

over, but for the first round, generally everyone was distributed evenly
across the three goals. The

only hitch was that at first the losing teanms wouldn't hit the dirt |ike
fallen soldiers, the way they

were supposed to. To have to roll around in the mud and rain, on top of

| osing, is nobody's idea of

fun, after all. The P.E. coach's voice cane screaming fromall the

| oudspeakers: "Losing teans,

pl ease fall down. You're dead. Al losers, hit the dirt." People got sore and
started to leave. | was

one of them Then a fusillade rang out: a volley of shots froman automatic
rifle. Taped, of course,

but it had a dramatic effect. Everybody recognizes the sound from TV and

novi es, even if they've

never heard it live. The losing teans started falling down, right according to
pl an. They nust have

deci ded they owed the organi zers that nmuch, after all. Actually it didn't |ook
like a battle so much

as a mass execution. Are you still with me? Over.

The part of ne pressed against the girl becane a separate living creature, in
grow ng

control of me. It was wiggling, seeking to take me over conpletely. And there
was anot her reason

for the sense of unreality | felt: as the words came over the radio, each

buil ding on the rest like

pi eces of a puzzle, | sensed the shaping of another Inototsu, totally unlike
the Inototsu | knew. |

could hardly believe this was the sane person. The Inototsu |I knew woul d never
talk this way, as

if each separate word were just back fromthe cleaners, freshly | aundered and
pressed. | felt as if |

were witnessing a cicada shedding its skin.

—Get to the point, will you? Over.

—So that's the way it went. Then the losing participants quit the field, and
round two

began, at a signal fromthe referee. The invalid hanging on to his nurse's
shoul der—+ think he

nmust have had pal sy—well, he was in the winning team so he nmade a great

nui sance of hinsel f,

getting in everyone's way. Even so, up to round four everything went

swi mmi ngly, the group



decreasing by two-thirds every tinme. The end was in sight, and a | ot of people
started packi ng up

to go. Then at round five, events took a strange turn. Shall | go on? Over.
—We're all ears. Carry on. Over.

—Fhanks, glad to hear it. So they got down to about el even people, | think it
was.

Everybody but the paralytic left the starting |ine together. So far so good.
Then for sone reason

right in front of the goals they all stopped. Guess what happened? Everybody
just stood there,

waiting for the paralytic to hobble down and catch up. Seeing himenter the

bl ue zone, they all

went in after him Strange psychol ogy, don't you think—eall it superstition or
nmob psychol ogy—

the we're-all-in-this-together mentality. And the funny thing was that the die
turned up blue. Al

el even survived, but this way the prize stayed beyond their grasp. It wasn't a
viol ation of the rules,

t hough, so not even the judges could conplain. At round six, exactly the sane
t hi ng happened.

I ncredi bly, round seven was the same. It began to seem uncanny. The rain was
com ng down

harder and harder, and the lights came on, although it was really still too
early. Even the students,

who were usually a source of noise and confusion, stood lined up at the edge
of the playing field

li ke so many wet sandbags. M dway through round eight, the conmttee in charge
went into

del i berations, and just then the assault began, a sudden fusillade of
automatic rifle fire. The sound

effects director nust have flipped out. Al at once the paralytic's knees
buckl ed and he went down

head-first into the nud. Sone peopl e m sunderstood, and | aughed. The schoo
physi ci an cane

runni ng over, medicine bag in hand, but it was too |ate. The game was called
of f. What do you

think? | think maybe that's what survival is all about. Over.

—hat happened to the scooter? Over.

—Ah, the prize. They had a raffle anong the ten survivors. Then the fam ly of
the old

invalid put up a squawk: the others had all been waiting for him they pointed
out, in order to do

what ever he did, and since he had died they should all be regarded as
technically dead too. The

argunent does have a certain logic. Anyway, the issue remmins unresol ved, and
the scooter is kept

| ocked up at the school. Isn't that a strange story? Over.

—Vhat does it all boil down to? Over.

—+ don't know. Haven't any idea. That's exactly why | want to get together
with you and

tal k things over. Maybe you can tell me. Over.

W all began smling weakly. Fromthe other end of the wireless there cane a
noi se like a

bl ast of air escaping froma heavy rubber balloon. That was | nototsu, |aughing
his old, famliar

| augh.

18



FALLI NG | NTO THE TO LET

Back at the supply roomin the work hold, we chose our weapons, the selections
varyi ng

according to each person's perception of the situation. The insect deal er took
a small converted

revol ver; had his goal been nmere intimdation, something |arger and nore
conspi cuous woul d have

served the purpose better. He and I nototsu had seenmed to achieve a certain
rapport in their

exchanges over the radi o, but perhaps inwardly he had been preparing for the
worst. O was this

only a sign of his natural predilection for firearns?

After considerable hesitation, the shill settled on a tear gas pistol designed
for self-
protection. Actually it was a spray canister; | call it a pistol only because

it was equipped with a

trigger, and its range had been greatly increased. This too was for actua
use, not nere show—

although it served only to render the eneny powerless, and had no | etha
effect. It was | ess potent

than a converted gun, and yet it suggested he sought a sure neans of

sel f-defense; the knives and

crossbows he never gave a passing gl ance.

The girl and | each took a crossbow. Just as our suppositions regarding the
comnbat

det erm ned our choice of weapon, so those choices in turn would ordain the
nature of the conbat.

To appease the stray dogs out by the garbage dunp, | picked out some pieces of
dried

sardines nade fromtainted fish (I got themat the fish market once a week,
for dog food) and lifted

the hatch. As if a curtain had gone up, warm air came sweepi hg down, and the
singing of tires on

concrete pavenment filled nmy ears. | scattered the fish fromthe door of the
scrapped car that

canouf | aged the entrance.

My way of imtating a dog's howl when | wanted to feed themdiffered fromthe
how |

used to denonstrate ny authority as boss. The effect, however, was simlar. |
signaled to the

i nsect dealer and the shill to let them know the danger was gone. As |ong as
t hat pack of w ld dogs

obeyed ne, this was one way in and out, anyway, that was firmy in nmy control
"When you get back, honk the horn, and I'lIl conme out to neet you."

"We' || do our best not to cone back with any unpl easant souvenirs."

Wavi ng, they junped hastily into the jeep. The dogs, as if sensing sonething
unusual in

the air, fought viciously over the food. | stood watching themoff until the
taillights disappeared in

t he shadow of the highway overpass. The high-level road cut off ny viewlike a
visor, so | could

not see the sky. The rain appeared to have let up, but | couldn't make out the
hori zon, so probably

there was still a heavy cloud cover. Only the lights of the fishing port on ny
far right gave any

i ndi cation of where the sea lay. Traffic was fairly heavy. This was the hour
when | ong-di st ance



trucks passed by, ainmng to be in Kyushu, far to the southwest, by norning.
Qut at sea, a gravel -

carrier ship headed east.

On ny way back inside the ark, | contenpl ated what mi ght happen should the two
nen

fail to return fromtheir errand. Day after day alone with the girl, wapped
together in a world the

consi stency of banana juice—she in her red artificial leather skirt, with
those red lips, and

droopi ng eyes, and that straight nose, shiny at the tip; and beside her ne,
forever gazing at her like

a mute gorilla. In fact, if I w shed, there was no need to wait for sone
accident to befall ny

negotiating team | could take unilateral steps to bring about the
banana-j ui ce conditions anytine |

want ed.

Al | had to do was set off the dynamite. Then all connection between the ark

and the rest

of the world would be severed. However nany times they mght circle the
nmountai n, my two

em ssaries would never find their way back inside. Not only them+4+ had power
to shut out and

nullify the entire world. |I knew the nagic formula for escape fromthe world.
G ven that nucl ear

war was inevitable anyway, it would only be hastening its onset by a little
bit. Then woul d begin

t he hal cyon days of a eupcaccia (and eventually, no doubt, regret so searing
that 1| would long to

chop myself in a thousand pi eces and flush myself down the toilet).

She was at the sink, washing coffee cups. Bel ow her short skirt, her slimlegs
were |ike

bl own gl ass. Now that we were al one, she was sonehow harder to approach.
"Never mind that," |I said. "I'll do it afterwards.”

She froze for a few seconds, then | ooked at ne without a flicker and asked,
"What were

you pl anni ng on doing first?"

"I beg your pardon?"

"The dishes will come after sonething el se, right?"
"I didn't nmean that."
"Mean what ?"

She turned off the faucet, went slowy up the stairs, and sat down on about
the fifth step

fromthe top, knees together, elbows in lap, chin in hands. \Wether she was
of f ended or being

del i berately provocative, | couldn't tell. Remenbering when the insect dealer
got such positive

results by slapping her on the bottom | thought that on the whole it was
probably better to assume

the latter, even if wong. But the right words wouldn't conme. That's the way
it always goes. | let

nmy best chances slip away.

"I must say | don't like your attitude very nuch." Her voice was flat and

col orl ess.

"What attitude?"

"It's like we're playing parrot.
gundrop. "Ch, |

hate it. Really | do."

"Hate what? You can tell ne."
"Being a worman. It's a terrible disadvantage."

"Not always, is it? You don't seemto be at a di sadvant age."

She nanaged a snile the size of a



"I look conpletely harm ess, don't |7?"

"Yes. | can't inagine you hurting anybody."

"That's why I'mso well suited for this line of work. | make people trust ne
and et down

their guard.”

"That's right, you're the shill's partner. . . . So you're dangerous, are
you?"

"Yes. Twice |'ve swindled nen by pretending to want to marry them"

After a short pause, | said, "But nmen do that sort of thing too."

"It's not the same. When a man does it, he's a doctor, or the heir of a
weal t hy | andowner,

or a conpany executive, or somethi ng—he dangl es his position or his property
in front of his

victims eyes as bait. But a woman's only bait is herself. It's a terrible

di sadvantage. A nan can't

very well say he's a man for a living, but no one thinks anything about it if
a wonan says, 'Oh,

I"mjust an ordinary wonan.'
"Look, | haven't got a job |I can be proud of, either.”

"Why not? You used to be a firefighter, and then a photographer, and now
you're a ship's

captain.”

"Still, I could never carry off a marriage swindle on the strength of any of
that. It would

be a disaster."

At | ast she laughed. "If a policeman asks you your occupation, all you have to
do i s speak

up and tell him They don't even ask wonen. A wonan is a wonman, and that's
that."

"It's discrimnatory, no doubt about it." After another pause, | asked, "Shal

| make sone

carrot juice?"

"Never mind that; let's fix sonme rice for dinner."

"I can do it," | said. "I know ny way around a kitchen, you know. "

"Lots of unmarried nmen say that. Those are the easiest ones to trap into a
proposal . "

"But | haven't had even a whiff of your bait."

"I's that what you want?"

The conversation had again taken a dangerous turn. | measured out four cups of
rice, put

it inapan and left the tap running while | washed it off. No matter how

t horoughly | wash it, rice

make al ways has a peculiar taste. Probably because the rice is old.

"So are wonen al ways on the | ookout for soneone to deceive?"

"Sure. Mpst wonen are chronic of fenders, aren't they?"

"Nobody's ever tried it onme . . . but that's all right. It won't be | ong now
before the

apocal ypse, when everything's wi ped out and we start all over.

"When that happens, are you really sure you'll be able to survive?"
"OfF course. My life began with an apocal ypse. My nother was raped by Inototsu,
you

see, and that's how | cane into the world."

Perhaps | shouldn't have said so much. But | wanted to inpress it on her that
I, for one,

was not the sort of man who could go around brandi shing the traditional male
prerogatives. | was

a nol e, soneone who m ght never fall into a marriage trap, but whose prospects
for succeeding in
any such scheme of his own were nil. Yet | was the captain of this ark

steani ng on toward the



ulti mate apocal ypse, with the engine key right in ny hand. This very nonent,
if I so chose, |

could push the switch to weigh anchor. Wat would she say then? Wuld she cal
nme a swndler?

O would she Iift her skirt and hold out her runp for nme to slap?

"When | was a little girl," she said, "our house had sliding shutters, and
sone birds nade

a nest in the shutter box outside ny window They were |ike crows, only
smal l er, and kind of

brown. | don't like birds. They're noisy in the norning, and they carry ticks
and mtes, and if you
| ook closely they have spiteful |ooks on their faces. | couldn't sleep in the

norning, so it got me

mad, and | started to keep one shutter in the box all the time, narrow ng the
space so that they

woul dn't be able to get in. | forgot all about themuntil the sumer was
gone—and then one day |

saw it: there in the space between the shutter and the box was the shrivel ed
corpse of a baby bird

with only its head sticking outside. It nust have put its head out to be fed
until it got so big that it

couldn't get in or out. Isn't that horrible? And |I've al ways thought that
that's what a nother's | ove

is like."

I finished washing the rice and put it on to boil

"About once a year | have a nightmare,"” | said. "It's about rape. The rapi st
is me, but the

victimis ne too."

"That's fascinating. What sort of a child would be born of such a union, |
wonder. . . . |

bet it would be wet and sticky, all tears and saliva and sweat, and not hing
el se.™

"That doesn't sound like you. It doesn't suit you very well, either, that kind
of talk."
"Frankly, | don't care if it does or not."

There was an awkward silence. How did we get started on this?

"What if the nuclear bonb went off right now, and you and | were the only
survivors?

What woul d becone of us, do you think?" | asked.

"We'd end up like that baby bird in the shutter box."

"Then there nust be a nother bird sonewhere. But where?"

"How do | know? Anyway, to the baby bird, the nother is nothing but a beak
bri ngi ng

food. "

A mole's conversation: digging my way in further and further, with only ny
whi skers to

guide me. O else it was a heart-in-mouth dance on wafer-thin ice. But a
dance, for all that. | was

strangely buoyant. | wanted to grab this chance to come to an agreenent wth
her about our life

toget her here after the apocal ypse, so that | could push the dynamte switch
anyti me.

"But we're not like the baby bird," |I said. "W've got each other, and
besides, rice is

bubbling in the pot."

"Anybody who's leading a rotten life nowisn't going to do any better just
because the

slate's wi ped clean."

"Shall | show you ny maps? They're three-D color aerial photos taken by the
Land



Board. Snhapped every ten seconds froma plane, for surveying purposes. Since
they' re taken from

just the right angle, with three-quarters duplication, if you line themup and
ook at themwith a

stereoscope they leap out at you in perfect three D. You can make out all the
houses, and peopl e

goi ng by, cars, even the condition of the pavenent. You'd be amazed. It's as
if you were actually

there—¥V towers and power cable poles stick right up off the page as if they
m ght poke you in

t he eye."

"Thr ee-di nensi onal maps, eupcaccias . . . | see you have a definite taste for
fakes. "

"Just take nmy word for it and give it a try. You can conplain after that,"

sai d.

The maps and stereoscope were on the shelf over the toilet, along with ny
caneras and

ot her val uabl es. The shelf was fitted with sliding glass doors on rollers, but
t hey were insul ated

with rubber to protect against humdity, which nmade thema little tricky to
open and cl ose.

renoved ny shoes. The edge of the toilet was slippery, and besides, | was fond
of the feel of stone

agai nst the soles of my feet; | usually went around barefoot. The knee | had

i njured on the

department store rooftop still wasn't conpletely back to normal, either

"I'f you had to choose between a real dianmond one hundredth of an inch in

di aneter, and

a glass stone three feet across, which would you take?" she asked.

M ght as well let nyself in for it, | thought. As long as I'd invited her on a
map trip, why

not get out ny camera too, for the first tine in a long while?

"Let's see. After the apocal ypse, it would be the gl ass stone, of course. |

i ke to work

with ny hands, and there's a line | always say to nyself while |I'm working:
'People aren't

nonkeys, people aren't nonkeys.
happy. Ful fill nent

For some strange reason it nakes ne

doesn't mean filling your life up with external things, you know, but
realizing your own self-
sufficiency. People aren't nonkeys, people aren't nmonkeys. . . . The novenents

of the human

fingertips are unbelievably precise."

She answered, "Once, | forget when, | saw a contest on TV between a chi npanzee
and a

person, to see which was better at threading needles. Wich do you think won?"
"The person, of course. Wy . . ."

"I't was the chinp, hands down."

"You' ve got to be kidding. | don't believe it."

"He was over tw ce as fast."

I lost ny balance. My left foot slipped all the way into the toilet and stuck
fast, fromthe

toes. That was the |l eg bearing scars fromthe tinme |Inototsu had chai ned nme up
Trying to prop

nmysel f up, | grabbed the flushing | ever w thout thinking. There was an
overwhel m ng roar as a

cylinder of water shot down through the | ong pipe. Suction clanped on ny foot
like a powerfu

vise, so that ny leg, acting as a stopper, was dragged down deeper and deeper
The nore |



struggl ed, the stronger the attraction became, until the | eg was caught al

the way to the calf.

The girl sprang up and stood stiff with alarm "What's the matter?" she cri ed.
"How ridi cul ous! Nothing like this ever happened before."

Only my toes could still nove, ever so slightly. A slinmy sensation ran up and
down ny

spi ne. The pipes were certain to be crawling with gerns.

19

THE LIVING AIR

For a while the girl held her breath. She noistened her lower lip as if to

[ augh, but the
frown winkles in her forehead were too deep; she was caught between fear and
| aught er. That
wasn't surprising: even I, though ny insides were knotted with panic, felt a
certain desire to
gi ggl e.
"Well, this is some fix," | said.
"Can't you get out?"
"Whn't budge."
"You've got to relax," she said. "Try a different position."
"You're right. Let's see, | guess |1'd better get nmy weight off that leg."

In a case like this, getting hysterical only makes matters worse. The
essential thing was to
stay calm keep up ny courage, take ny tine, and avoid wasting energy. First,
in order to
distribute nmy weight nore evenly, | tried shifting nmy body so that the edge of
the toilet canme just

between ny knees. Now it felt as if one foot had on a toilet shoe. My weight
was equal ly
distributed, but I knew |l couldn't maintain that position for |long. The |eg
bowed out at the knee.
Was there nothing else | could do? Perhaps it would be better to bend ny knees
ni nety degrees as
if I were sitting in a chair. But there was no chair, no seat at all. 1'd have
to have soneone nake
me a stool of the proper height. But fitting it to the curve of the toilet
woul d take tinme and skill. It
was beyond the powers of the girl. Perhaps |I'd better negotiate with that
chi npanzee—the one on
TV that was faster at threading needl es than a human.

Li ke sonmeone fingering a puzzle ring, nentally | traced the connecti ons anong
nmy joints
and nuscl es. She was still keeping a dubi ous eye on nme, wary perhaps |est |
catch her off guard
"In cases like these, don't people usually dial the police or the fire
station?" she asked.
"Yes—say, if soneone gets stuck in an elevator, that sort of thing, they do."
"Well, when you were working in the fire station, didn't you get any calls
i ke that?"
"I remenber listening in while someone gave advice to someone whose ring
woul dn' t
conme off."
"What was the advice?"
"El evate the finger above the heart, and rub it with saliva or soap—ust



common sense.
But | can hardly elevate ny leg, and putting soap on it would have the
opposite effect.”

"I"ve heard of sawing rings off, too.
"Yes, they do that sonetines.”

"That machine on the table upstairs—sn't it an electric saw?"

"Forget it," | said. "Those are hard to use. Nothing for amateurs to ness
with. One slip

and it's goodbye leg."

"I hope you get | oose before you have to go," she said.

"You just went, didn't you?"

"Yes," she said, and added, "Don't worry about ne. | can go anywhere."

| felt a | eaden weight around ny ankle. My thoughts began to | ose coherency.
It was as if

a ball of string wound too tight had suddenly started to come apart in ny
hands.

"Wwuld you mind lending me a shoulder? Let's see if we can't pull ny leg out.
The

longer it's in there, the tougher it's going to be getting it out, once it
starts swelling."

She stood in front of the toilet with her back to me. Wthout the |east
hesitation, | put ny

arnms around her shoul ders and pressed up cl ose agai nst her, |eaning ny ful

wei ght on her. Her

hair smelled |ike toasted seaweed. If not for my |aughable predicament, this
dramati c event m ght

wel | have turned nmy whole life around. There was still hope, | thought. That
foot m ght pop right

out without causing any relative change in our positions. Bending ny el bows, |
haul ed nysel f up

vertically. The only thing to change was her position. Her shoulders tilted,
she sl unped forward

and ny knee curved forward too, defying its construction. The pain stopped
just short of

unbearabl e. | had achieved nothing. Only the sensation of physical contact
with her saved ne from

bl i nd pani c.

"It's no use," | said. "The inside of the pipe is a vacuum"™

"How | ong does it take to get fromhere to the Broom Bri gade headquarters and
back?"

she asked.

"No nore than ten m nutes one way."

"Then if they finished quickly they could be on their way back now. "

"It won't be that easy," | said. "They're tal king about a human corpse, after
all. Man, |

sure would like to be out of here before they get back."

"They might at least call us on the radio. If they stop off somewhere for a
drink, they'll

be forever. Qued to their chairs.”

"Wth a body stashed in the jeep?"

"That's true; | suppose it would be too risky.
She went back to the stairs and seated herself on the second step fromthe
bottom That

short nove put her totally beyond my reach. So this was the cozy tine al one
with her that | had

waited for so eagerly. | felt sick

"When the cork in a wine bottle gets stuck, there's the devil of a tine
getting it out, you

know, " | sai d.

"Let me know if you want anything."



"I'"'mokay for now "

"Does it hurt?"

"It itches as nmuch as it hurts. The bl ood nust be congesting."

After a pause, she | ooked up. "The inside of the pipe is a vacuum right?
Isn't there a

val ve sonewhere below? If you open the valve, the pressure ought to go back to
nor mal . "

"Maybe. |'ve never actually checked it out, but | imagine it's built to take
advant age of

the different |evels of underground water. So the actual valve creating this
suction is the water

itself, and beyond that, somewhere, there nust be something geared to a |ever
that cuts off the

flow of water. Sonething on the order of a hydraulic turbine."

"I"ll go take a | ook," she volunteered, bounding up like a spring. Anybody can
nove t hat

way when they're light of weight. "Tell me the way."

"That's just it. I don't know As far as | can tell, there is no way to get
there."”

"That doesn't make any sense. Somebody nust have gone in to do the
instal | ati on work.

There's got to be a way in."

"I used to think so too, but |'ve gone over the area pretty thoroughly."
"Maybe it's bl ocked off."

"There's no sign of it. This is a guess, but | have an idea some other outfit
tunnel ed

underneat h wi t hout perm ssion. The conpetition was fierce, and the various
expl orations were like

spi ders' webs. One cave-in after another. You want to take a | ook at the maps?
When | |ost ny

bal ance | knocked down a scrap al bum al ong with those photos—ever there. M nd
getting it and

bringing it here?"

Rel uctantly she came down the stairs. "It is funny," she said. "It doesn't
figure. After all

t he plumbing was installed below so that it could be used up here. Don't tel
me it just happened

to connect up."

G ngerly she handed ne the scrapbook, as if determined to cone only so close
and no

closer, then she hurriedly wthdrew her hand. | nust have been a sorry sight.
She was right; a

stupid bungle like this deserved not synpathy but scorn

"Look," | said, "here's a map of the work hold."

"Don't bother. I'mnot a map person. You don't | ook very good. Shall | get you
some

nmedi ci ne?"

"I guess a couple of aspirin wouldn't hurt. You don't m nd? Remenber that
medi ci ne

box before—under the chaise | ongue? The aspirin are in a green hol der."
Whil e she was off getting the aspirin, | flipped through the scrapbook
scanni ng the areas

that had not yet been closely surveyed. Mne shafts |acking either |adders or
lifts, and waterways

very far underground, were still virtually unexplored. There was danger in
expl oring them and

anyway they lay on the other side of the line that would be forned when ny
dynamite bl asts cut

us off fromthe rest of the world. But if |I ever made up ny mind to go back
and investigate, it was



just possible that | night cone on a passage |leading in under the toilet. M
power s of

concentration were dimming. My knee began to buzz, and suddenly a spectrum of
pai n expl oded

t hrough nme, branching all the way to nmy arnpit.

"I's one enough?" she asked.

"Make it three. People usually fix the dosage by age, but it ought to be by
wei ght . "

"Want nme to take your picture?"

"What for?"

"You | ook just like a human potted plant. It's so unusual —and then you'd have
something to remenber it all by. If the slate really does get w ped clean, and
| get a chance to start

over, I'mgoing to give up being a woman for a living, and take up
phot ogr aphy. "
"By then it'll be too late. This is the age of advertising—you can nmake a go

of it as a

phot ographer as long as you have a knack for business; that's all the tal ent
you really need."

"Don't be nean. Say, how |l ong do you think you can | ast that way?"

"Dam it, ny knee is killing me. And the calf feels like it's about to pul
right off. If |ack

of circulation brings on gangrene, it'll have to be anputated—sane as
frostbite. Even supposing

could tide along with sedatives and antibiotics, | suppose |I'm good for only
four or five days at the

nost . "

"You've got to be able to relieve yourself. "

"A worse problemis sleep. | don't know how long | can stay sane."

"It must be torture."

"Even though | have nothing to confess. It's not fair."

"Freedomto wal k around really is inportant, isn't it?" she reflected.

"OfF course it is. People aren't plants."

"And yet you're happy taking trips on paper."

"That's different. You tal k about wal ki ng around, but you can't fly, can you?

Vell, on ny

aeri al - photograph trips, | can. So could you."

"Looking at you is depressing," she sighed. "Wth survival like this, you
m ght as well be

dead. "

"Ch, no. There's a world of difference between being able to take a few steps
and not

being able to walk at all. Not being able to go to the bathroom on your own
m ght be sad, but who

cares if he can't nmake it to the South Pol e?"

"You can't even take one step.”

"I"ll be okay. Nothing this idiotic can go on forever."
"Maybe you're right. Even a balloon starts to shrink in tine. .
"Freedomis somet hing you have to discover for yourself. There's freedom even
here.”

"Are you a coll ege graduate?"

"No. High school dropout."

"Sometines you talk |like somebody with a real education. And you've got al

t hose

books. "

"I like to read. | take themout of the public library. But I'"'mreally better
at working with

nmy hands. | can fix a handbag clasp in no tine."

"If there's anything you want to read, | could go get it for you," she said, a

hal f-smle



playing at the corners of her mouth as if blown there by a passing breeze. She
was teasing ne.

"Even cancer patients who know they' re dying go on trying to live, right up to
the end.

Al of lifeis just that, in fact—arrying on until you die."

"Pardon me for saying this," she said, "but you don't really seemall that
happy. This ark

seens seawort hy enough, but even so
"Staying alive comes first, doesn't it?"
"You're peculiar. It's as if you couldn't wait for the bonb to fall."

"Have you ever heard about mass suici de anong whal es?"

"Alittle. Not nuch."

"Well, as you may know, whales are very intelligent creatures. But all of a
sudden they'|

go berserk, swimstraight for the nearest shore, and beach thensel ves. The
entire herd. They won't

go back in the water no matter how you coax them They drown in the air."
"Coul d sonet hing be after thenP"

"The only thing that could scare a whale is a killer whale or a shark. But
this

phenonenon occurs even in waters where there are no sharks—and the killer
whal es commit nass

suicide too. So the scientists racked their brains and cane up with a very

i nteresting theory: they

say the whales try to get out of the water for fear of drowning."

"How coul d that be? They're aquatic animals."

"But they're not fish. They evolved fromland mammal s breathing air with

[ ungs. "

"Then they' re throwbacks?"

"That's funny—y foot's starting to prickle. Feels like ants are nesting in
it. Anyway,

it's true that if whales are unable to surface, they' |l suffocate. There could
be sone sort of

conmuni cabl e di sease that would drive themto suicide by making them fear the
water, |ike

hydr ophobi a. "

"That may be scary for whal es.
back of her

neck. "If you want to know the truth, I'mnore afraid of cancer. That's a | ot
scarier to ne than

some bonmb you don't know when to expect either.”

She spoke in a | ow voice, rubbing the

"You're conming down with whale disease,” | retorted—but | felt as insecure as
an

earthworm burrowing in the dirt. Wthout her support, | doubted ny ability to
cheer when the ark

set sail.

"I have to see the sky," she said.

"What do you nean?"

"I"ve got a magic spell | say. One tinme, | forget when it was, as | was

| ooking up at the

sky, the air |l ooked like sone great living thing. Tree branches | ook just |ike
veins and arteries,

don't they? Not only their shape; the way they change carbon dioxide into
oxygen and absorb

ni trogen. Al ways changi ng, netabolizing. . . . Changes in wind and air
pressure are the flexing of

the air's muscles, and grass and tree roots are its arns and | egs and fingers
and toes. Aninals

living in themare the corpuscles and viruses and intestinal bacteria.
"What does that nake peopl e?"



"Parasitic worms, maybe."

"Or maybe cancer."

"Yes, that could be. Lately the air just hasn't seened itself.
"So what's your nagic spell?"

" '"Hello, air—you're alive, aren't you?
"Sorry, but when the bonb falls, the air will be done for too. The earth is
going to be put

on ice for nonths and nonths on end, wapped in a heavy |ayer of dust and
debris.”

"But | have to see the sky."

| had to stop her from going. Sonehow, anyhow, | had to free nyself. As |ong
as you
could take even one step, life here really wasn't so bad, | thought. The

hum |i ati on and anger of
that time years ago when Inototsu had chained ne to this very spot cane
bursting out from ny

tear glands like air out of a punctured tire. | ached to be free by the tine
the insect dealer and the

shill returned. There was no need to invite themto take seats in the gallery
for a hilarious

si deshow.

"I wonder if you could do it," | said. "I mean break the concrete around the
pi pe."

" How?"

"Wth a drill. There's one in with the hamrer in ny tool box under the table.
There are

five or six inches fromthe pipe nouth to the floor, and ny foot is stuck
about twelve inches in.

The difference is six or seven inches. So if you dug down eight inches in the
floor and opened a

hole in the pipe, you could let air in without risk of hurting ny leg. The
same principle as opening

t he val ve bel ow. "

"Well, not exactly."

"Why not ?"

"For one thing, the toilet would then be usel ess."

"There's sonme waterproof putty in the toolkit."

"Putty's no good. It couldn't stand up to the pressure. W' ve got to di spose
of a dead

body down here, you know "

"Well, we can't, unless ny leg conmes out first."

"If it came to a choice between your leg and the toilet, it would be better to
anmput at e

your leg."

"Are you mad? |'mthe captain here. This toilet belongs to ne."

She stretched her lips out in a line, and bal anced a smle on themlike a dot.
She' d neant

it as a joke.

"But while we sit around waiting for your leg to come out naturally, the body
will start to

snell. | won't be able to bear it. | have a very sensitive nose."

"Well, as soon as they get back, there will be all sorts of alternatives. Like
setting up a

scaffold for a pulley, and pulling nme out with a wi nch."

"How do you know the I eg won't just tear apart at the knee?"

Wul d the insect dealer and the shill also object to opening a hole in the

pi pe? |

wondered. |f putty was out, there was always wel ding. No, that woul dn't work,

ei ther, on second

t hought. Once the plug of my |eg was renoved and the water in the pipe fell



it would refill all the

way to the top, on the principle of the siphon. Water woul d pour out fromthe
hol e nonstop. There

was a special technique for welding underwater, but | didn't have the

equi prent. There had to be

some other, nore practical idea.

My wat er - bl oat ed nerves seened to burst through the skin and touch the pipe
directly,

with a savage pain |ike that caused by biting on an ice cube with a decayed
tooth. My entire body

was riddled with holes, releasing funes of pain.

"It's no good. My foot feels awful. |I can't stand it anymore. . . . |'ve got
to yell."

"I's it asleep?"

"No. Wuld you m nd holding ny hand? | have a chill. Just let me touch you
sonewher e,

anywhere. Your tits, your ass . . . | don't care."

She sat motionl ess on the bottom step, her |ook frozen. Screans squeezed up

t hr ough ny

body |ike toothpaste through a tube, and came pouring out ny throat. | beat ny

thighs with both

hands like a bird beating its wings, and went on screeching |like a nonkey. She
covered her ears.

VWhile I how ed, a thought crossed my mind: O all the stupid things—+ stil
haven't found out her

name!

20

THE BODY WAS WRAPPED
IN A BLUE PLASTI C SHEET

"Be quiet!" the girl screaned, stonping on the floor. It being stone, this
effort was

wasted, but | was tired of howing anyway, and ready to call it quits.
"Listen," she commanded. "Isn't that a car horn? Maybe it's them"

| had to admit she could be right. "Go check it out, will you?" | said. M

t hroat burned.

The reverberations of ny hows lingered deep in ny ears, so that ny ordinary
speaki ng voi ce

sounded no | ouder than a nurnur.

Crossbow in hand, the girl circled around the toilet, keeping her distance,
and headed for

the hatch. The vertical |adder was inpossible to negotiate holding the
crosshow. She stood the

weapon upright at the foot of the |ladder and started clinmbing insecurely. Wth
every step her red

artificial |leather skirt peeled higher, exposing bare flesh. Her every
nmoverent i njected high-

pressure gas into ny veins. That | could still react this way, even though ny
trapped foot felt now

as if it weighed nore than all the rest of nme, seened nothing short of

i ncredi bl e. Fresh anger

flooded me at ny clunsiness in failing to capitalize on our tine al one.

She unbarred the steel door and opened it. The sound of the horn was now
unmi st akabl e.

The dogs were barking for all they were worth. Their sensitive ears had



pr obably picked up ny

how s through the wall, which would make themall the nmore excited. Signaling
reassurance, she

di sappeared into the tunnel. Only a few m nutes now and the two men woul d be
here to rescue ne.

Sone | oss of dignity was inevitable. But now there was a good chance | could
be freed at last, by

what ever means. Perhaps because | had rel axed, ny | eg becane several dozen
tinmes itchier than

before. The itch was nore maddeni ng than the pain.

She came back and poked her head in the doorway. "Wat shall | do? They want
you to

get rid of the dogs for them"

"I can't. | can't get out of here."

"But they're going crazy, those dogs. "

"Hm Well . . . maybe |I could try using a hand mke." As she cane down the
| adder, |

grew i nmpatient at her excessive caution even as | savored the sight of her

skirt rolling up.

"Look over on the side of the table by the bookcase,” | said. "You'll find one

inwth the

el ectrical parts, the soldering iron, and so on. Red, shaped like a trunpet.
The m crophone and

speaker are detachable."

I got her to hand nme the mi ke and carry the speaker down to the far end of the

tunnel .

When she gave ne the mke, | deliberately sawto it that our fingertips
touched; she did not seem
to mnd. Was it because the shill was back—er was it all ny imagination?

"What do | do?" she asked. "Just turn it on?"

"Pull the antenna all the way out and turn the volume all the way up." |
turned on the

m ke and pulled out its antenna. "Testing, testing, one, two, three

| whi spered the words, but they came boom ng back at me in a voice as |oud and
bol d as

a foghorn. | quieted nmy breathing, positioned the back of ny tongue up against
ny soft palate, and

took a deep breath. There was a noise in the toilet |ike the sound of wet
noodl es hitting the floor.

felt nyself slide in a fraction of an inch deeper. O had | imagined it?

Wth all the enotion | could nmuster, using every skill at my disposal, | burst
into a | ong,

sorrowful threnody. The sheer volume of ny voice surprised even nme. It mnust
have t hrobbed into

the night sky over town with such force that even now, | thought, sone

wel | - meani ng soul mnust be

phoni ng the police. The girl reappeared and signaled "Okay" with her fingers.
I worried that

per haps now t he dogs would no | onger be satisfied with my old way of how ing.
The dogs were quiet, but there was still no sign of ny two em ssaries.

turned down the

m ke and tried calling them

"Hey—what's the hol dup?"

"They say they've got something with them" the girl called back

"Tell themto save it for later."

She conferred with thema few mnutes before reporting: "They say it's really
i mportant."

"What could be nore inportant than my |eg?"

"They're here," she said, and started down the | adder, recoiling. She, at any
rate, could



cone down as slowy as she liked, as far as | was concerned. After an interval
the shill appeared,

his back to me. He was draggi ng sonething wapped in a heavy blue plastic
sheet of the sort used

on construction sites. It was about the size of a human body rolled up in a
ball, and it appeared to

be fairly heavy. Oh, no, | thought. WAs this the body, after all?

Next to appear was the one pushing the bundle: not the insect dealer, as I'd
expect ed, but

Sengoku, his shoulders rising and falling as he panted fromthe exertion
Dressed in the unlikely

conbi nati on of a well-ironed open-collared white shirt and khaki work pants
torn at the knee, he

first bowed deeply to the girl, then caught sight of me. Seem ngly unable to
make sense of what he

saw, he just kept staring.

The shill then turned around, stood on tiptoe, and let go of the
pl asti c-w apped bundle in
apparent incredulity. Surprised myself by all this, | could not imediately

thi nk of anything to

say. The girl spoke up on ny behal f.

"He fell in and got stuck. Got any ideas?"

There was a long, preternatural silence. The first to break it would be the

| oser.

"Sorry, but I've got to take a |eak," announced the shill in a flat, rapid
voi ce, and

retreated back down the tunnel

"You can't get out of there? But why . . . ?" Sengoku spoke anxiously, his
voi ce husky.

"I'"'m stuck. Were's Konmono?" My voice too was hoarse. But it seemed w ser not
to take

in any liquid for the time being.

"I'n conference with the Broom Brigade. A lot's been happening."

"What's in that thing?" | asked. "Not sweet potatoes, | hope."

"Don't be ridiculous. You know very well it's a body." He controlled his
irritation, and

added nore quietly, "That was the deal all along, wasn't it?"

"But | thought if there was a body it was going to be yours."

"Thanks a lot."

"How awful . . ." The girl retrieved her crossbow and cane back toward ne,
nmeasuri ng

t he di stance between us as she did so, and halting about thirty feet away.
"Whose body is it?" | denanded.

"Whose do you think?" answered Sengoku.

"Somebody | know?"

"I think you'll be surprised.”

"Well, if it's not you, then . . . you're kidding ne. It's not Konono, is it?"
"It couldn't be," the girl broke in. "There was tal k about a body even before
he left here.”

"Then who the hell is it?" Painin ny leg kept ne from being able to organize
ny

t houghts. Who el se was there whose death mi ght surprise nme? Wien nmy own not her
died, I'd felt

less emption than if |'d dropped a canera and danaged the lens. O course, at
the tine 1'd been

l[iving with Inototsu (I hadn't had any choice), and the death notice had cone
two weeks after the

fact.

"This is a rather, uh, difficult body. It's going to be a bit ticklish to
handle, I"'mafraid."



Sengoku' s gaze swept rapidly back and forth fromone end of the hold to the
other, his eyes

greedy with curiosity. This was his first ook at the place where waste
materials were illegally

di sposed of, and where that unknown quantity the manhol e manager —hi s

associ ate—+i ved. "Say,

Mol e," he started, and then corrected hinself. "That john where you' re soaking
your foot—s that

t he fanous nanhol e?"

The girl objected sharply. "He's not 'soaking his foot.' Does it |ook |ike
he' s enj oyi ng

hi nsel f? Haven't you got eyes?" Her no-nonsense nanner rmade her seem ol der
she was in fact no

child, | reflected. This might well be her real self.

"Now renenber, | wasn't hiding it fromyou, or anything," | blabbered
nervously,

acutely self-conscious. "I was going to let you in on it when the tine cane.
In ny mnd, you' ve

been one of us all along. | knew |l could nmake a go of it with you. | really
mean it. |'ve got your

ticket all laid aside. Now s the perfect chance, so—~

He interrupted nme. "Are you sure you aren't talking that way for spite?"
"Certainly not. Wat nakes you say that?"

"You sure you aren't putting on sone kind of act just to keep us fromgetting
rid of the

body?"

"OfF course not. |'ve been waiting for help. Come on over and give ne a hand,
will you?"

"An act, you say?" The shill cane back through the tunnel, hunched forward,
still zipping

his trousers. Wien he saw ne he froze, hand on his zipper, like a clunsy paper

cutout. "What the

devil are you waiting for? Aren't you out of there yet?"

"We tried everything," said the girl, and shook her head firmy, having at
| ast regained

her buoyancy. The presence of her old partner apparently bol stered her
spirits. "The pressure is

unbel i evable. It's a vacuuminside, and he can't nove his leg at all, either
by pulling it or tw sting
it. | gave himsone aspirin before and that may have hel ped, but until just

bef ore you cane back it
was awful . He was scream ng his head off."

"Looki ng for synpathy, if you ask ne." The shill closed the steel door and
shot the bolt.
"Fall in yourself, and you'll see," | said caustically. "It's like having

someone do a job on

the sole of your foot with a wire brush."

"A vacuum huh?" said Sengoku. "How nuch pressure is being exerted? That's
what

we've got to find out." He spoke with a cool detachnent. "Wen the
deconpression rati o passes a

certain limt, first blood oozes out, then the skin ruptures and the nuscles
split apart. Judging from

the fact that the pipe and his leg are in contact, w thout |osing equilibrium
t he pressure may not be

so high after all."

"Never mind the fancy explanation. Just get me out of here.”

"First we'll haul the body over." The shill signaled to Sengoku, and together
they started

to drag the plastic-wapped bundle. The shill headed for the |adder, while



Sengoku, unaware of the

danger, headed unsuspecting for the stairs. The rope slipped off and a corner
of the vinyl sheet

cane askew. Under it there appeared no blood or flesh but only a glinpse of
shi ny bl ack—a trash

bag, it looked like—which inits own way intensified ny inpression of the
corpse's physica

reality.

"Careful, don't go that way!" the girl called out to Sengoku, her voice as
bri ght and

ani mated as an ocean breeze after a calm Did she use that tone instinctively
with strange men?

"There's a trap on the stairs. It's not safe.”

"This place is booby-trapped fromone end to the other. You know that mnuch,
don't

you?" Wthout seemng to expect an answer, the shill |ooked down fromthe

| andi ng and added,

"Why don't we just throw it down fromhere? It weighs a ton."

"We can't do that," protested Sengoku. "This is a human being. Was, | nean."
"That's the whole point: it's dead, not alive. If it gets a little knocked up
now, so much

the easier to flush it away later."

The girl nade sonme kind of notion, but as she had her back to ne, | couldn't
interpret it
very well. Smiling sourly, the shill turned to the plastic sheet and brought

his hands together in a

gesture of respect. Sengoku put one foot awkwardly on the bundle and started
to tuck the stray

corner back under the rope.

"I really wish you' d | eave that, and cone give ne a hand now." | tried to stay
calm but

my voice was growing strangely shrill—first fromthe acute disconfort | was in
(by nowit felt as

if my heart had slipped down inside ny trapped knee) and second at ny grow ng
fear that no way

of escape night ever be found. "Wthout this toilet, how do you plan on
getting rid of that body,

anyway ?"

"Look, don't be in such a hurry, will you?" said the shill. He signaled to
Sengoku and

together the two nen started to push the bundle off the |anding.

"I'f you knew whose body this was, Captain, you wouldn't be so col dhearted," he
added.

"Who's col dhearted?" | said. "You're the one who's dropping it on the floor."
As the girl let out a scream the blue plastic bundle did a one-and-a-hal f
twist in mdair,

then hit the floor with the unm stakabl e squi sh of flesh and bl ood. (d ay, of
course, would make

approxi mately the sanme noi se.)

"Who is it?" | demanded agai n.
"W ought to pay our respects before we flush himaway, said the shill as he
came down

the | adder, followed by Sengoku. The girl was staring at the bundle, her
crossbow pressed agai nst

her chest.
"Who is it?" | insisted, refusing to be put off.
"Well, properly speaking, Captain," said the shill, "this is you." He w ped

his nouth and
turned around. Hi s nostrils | ooked pinched, and the whites of his eyes had a
bl ui sh tinge. Evidently



he was not as collected as he had seened. No matter how he wi ped the corners
of his nouth, pale

fl ecks of saliva kept reappearing.

"Come agai n?"

"Well, uh . . . actually, it's, uh . . ." Sengoku funbled for words, his voice
dry and

scrat chy.

"What in God's nane are you talking about? I'min no nmood for practical jokes,
let nme

tell you."

"In other words . . . it's you," said the shill, rubbing his nmouth, and then
wi pi ng that hand

on the tail of his shirt. "Your substitute, anyway. He was killed in your

pl ace. The killer, who

made the first nove, apparently mistook himfor you. So if it hadn't been for
this guy, you'd be

wrapped up in this sheet right now "

"Who's the killer?" | asked. Sinultaneously the girl asked, "Wo's the
substitute?"

"Try asking the guy who was supposed to get bunped off; he must know " said

Sengoku
with a false air of toughness.
"I haven't any idea," | said. "Someone who | ooked |ike ne?"

"Not really." Sengoku tilted his head in seem ng disconfort, and | ooked to the
shill for

hel p.

"It must be Konono.'
pl asti c-

wr apped bundl e.
"What about hin?" | asked her

"He died in your place," she said.

"Then who did himin—+nototsu?" | asked, the pain in my leg forgotten

Teeth clenched, the girl retreated yet farther fromthe

"No." The shill indicated the notionless bundle with a jerk of his head, and
added with
apparent effort, "If you really want to know, it was the other way around.”

"Korono killed Inototsu, you say?" My voice shook with tension, as if needles
wer e

j abbing ny eardruns. "Then the thing under that plastic sheet is
"Well, let's get the cerenmony over with, shall we?" said the shill.
"You stay out of this," | snapped.

My eyes remai ned glued to the blue plastic sheet. Could this really be
| not ot su? That

ani mal who wore a green hunting cap and went around snelling |ike fernented
beans wrapped in

a dirty old rag? That nonster who tranpled his own wife to death, raped ny

not her, chained ne

to the toilet, and bulldozed concrete buil dings on behalf of the waterstone

i nterests? That

friendl ess bastard who sold a thriving fishermen's inn and two twenty-five-ton
fishing vessels to

run for city council over and over—but never to wi n—and who first pinned a
badge on his chest

only when he becane | eader of the Broom Brigade? | felt |liberated. | nust have
feared hi mnore

than | realized—ore than | hated him even. There was no other enotion
Perhaps getting ny |leg

caught in the jaws of the toilet had nunbed ny feelings. Had I w tnessed the
actual killing, no

doubt it would have been different. | could not hel p being amazed at his
enormous bul k, even



fol ded up as he was. Had they nerely bent himover, or had they di snmenbered
hi m and rearranged

the parts? | recalled having heard once that no evidence is so hard to di spose
of as the human

body; the full neaning of that statenment hit ne now with fresh force.

"It doesn't figure," muttered the girl, her jaw set. "Wy woul d Konbno m st ake
hi m f or

t he captain? How coul d he?"

"He didn't. It's nore conplicated than that. | can't sumit up as well as
Konmono coul d,

but basically it's not a sinple case of right and wong. Oiginally there was
anot her suspect, who

was after the captain, and that's who Inototsu m stook Konmono for."

"That's right," echoed Sengoku, waving both his fists as he sought to explain.
"The

"body' Inototsu was tal king about referred to that suspect. Wether he
actually intended to do him

in or was just bluffing, | couldn't say. R ght now Konbno is gathering facts
fromthe Broom
Bri gade, so we ought to know nore soon. . . . Also, in ny opinion, Konono was

overly suspi ci ous

of I nototsu. He got too much of an indoctrination fromthe captain here."

The shill 1ooked at the bundle and rubbed his hands on his pants. "It does
seemas if he

didn't give himenough of a chance. That revol ver he had was bad. M nd you,

" mnot finding

fault; it was legitimte self-defense. The only problemis that he |eft
bullets in the body. If an

autopsy is done, a bullet could be found, and traced, which would nake things
rough for the

captain. Kormono told nme to tell you, though, that he'd see to it that
everybody in the Broom

Bri gade kept his nputh shut, so not to worry."

"That man is meant for better things than liaison work," said Sengoku, noddi ng
seriously.

"He's a born | eader. Wiy, he's already taken over the | eadership of the Broom
Bri gade. Inototsu

hadn't been dead ten minutes before he'd reorganized the brigade on new |ines,
and was i ssuing
conmands right and left.
The ants nesting in ny foot now changed to flies, whose maggots attacked ny
nerves

voraciously. | hadn't neant to scream yet here | was scream ng. Wshing
desperately that the

scrapbook in ny hands were a hamrer, in rage | kicked blindly with ny free

| eg. What bore the

brunt of this frenzied attack was not the toilet but the knee of my entrapped

| eg.
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" ATTENTI ON SAUSAGE STUFFERS
DEAD HOGS DELI VERED FREE OF CHARGE"

If the shill and Sengoku had not supported ne on either side as | thrashed
around, | m ght
easily have broken ny leg. The pain served to clear ny head. In the interiml



had wet ny pants

slightly, but that didn't matter. The benefit of it all was that now, taken
aback by mnmy outburst, the

two nen began to think seriously about ny rescue.

First | had themget nme two nore aspirin and a triple-strength antihi stam ne
Then | had

themwap a chilled conpress around the thigh of the entrapped leg. Finally I
had t hem each hol d

up one end of a section of steel pipe left over fromthe plunbing
installation, which | clung to,

while the girl massaged ny knee with both hands. | nustered all ny strength;
the insect deal er and

the shill cheered me on, straining their voices to the limt. The steel pipe
bent, Sengoku's shoul der

made a popping noise as if on the point of dislocating—and again | wet ny
pants. Mrre this

ti m—about a full cup's worth. There was no sign whatever that the | eg had
noved.

M ndful of the liquid trickling frommy pants down the inside of ny leg toward
the knee,

| decided that hol ding back any |l onger could lead only to urema. | had
somebody bring ne the

steaner fromthe galley. The bottom was scorched bl ack, so | had no scruples
about using it. They

all turned their backs while |I relieved nyself into it.

"Whoever heard of using a potty frominside a toilet? Nobody'd believe it,"
said the shill.

Plainly he was trying to joke away his confusion and di smay. The seriousness
of the situation had

begun to inpress itself on him

"Well, once | saw a butterfly flying around inside an airplane, but it didn't
seem

particularly strange." The girl's voice was too bright; was she perhaps
attenpting to cover up the

sound of ny urinating?

Once the sound broke off and Sengoku, mistakenly assunming | was through

t ur ned

around. "QOops, sorry,’
whopper there, don't
you?"

At this the shill turned around too. "It's just because he'd been hol ding his
wat er so

| ong, " he opined. "Anybody would get that big."

The girl, of course, kept her eyes ahead of her. As | put the lid on the
steanmer and tried to

ease it to the floor, a stabbing pain shot through my knee, erasing the retort
| had prepared.

Sengoku took the steamer from me. Perhaps he wasn't such a bad sort after all
Slowmy the pain in

nmy belly eased. Evidently the tension in ny bl adder had been aggravating the
pain in ny |eg.

Then ny eyes fell on the badge on the collar of Sengoku's open-necked shirt,
and though | knew I

shoul d thank him instead | blurted out a sarcastic renark.

"Well, well—gold broonms, is it? Very fancy. And how | ong have we been wearing
t hi s?"

"It's just gold-plated." Sengoku rubbed his Broom Bri gade badge with the bal
of his

t hunb and added, "Ordinary nmenbers are silver. If you joined, Captain, of
course yours woul d be

he said. "Thought you'd finished. Say, you' ve got a



gol d-pl ated, probably with horizontal stripes to boot. Upper echel ons have
those. "

The shill stepped back and gazed fixedly at nme up and down, taking in ny
exact

relationship to the toilet. "I get it," he said. "You're in the sane trouble
as a bottle of wine with a

cork stopper, after it's stayed too long in the fridge. What's the procedure
in a case |like that?"

"You can either warmit to expand the air or open a hole in the cork with a
nail to let air

in,™ | said. "One or the other.” | shot the girl a warning | ook, mneaning for
her to keep quiet, and

went on. "In this case, there's no way to heat it, so the only thing to do is
open a hole."

"I agree." Sengoku rubbed his injured shoulder, pursed his lips, and sml ed.

Sonething in

his manner struck ne as servile, though perhaps | only inagined it. "Logically
you' ve got to

achieve a balance with the external air pressure.”

"Let's see-where'd be the best place to drive in a nail?" The shill studied
the area

between the toilet bow and the floor

"I'f you drilled seven or eight inches down in the concrete, you' d cone out

bel ow ny

foot."

"Well, of course we can't do that," he said uncerenoniously. He was
smling—+rare for

hi mbut the smle was cruel. "Your leg will heal wth proper nedicine and

care, Captain, but

what happens if you weck this toilet? The ship is nothing without it. How
woul d you ever explain

it to Konmbno? Di sposing of the body has got to be our nunber-one priority."
"How about inserting a rubber hose between his leg and the toilet wall?" The
girl's voice

was ani mat ed, but she didn't sound very confident.

"There's not enough room | may be fat, but I'mno water cushion.'’
ny pul se

beat a threatening drunbeat in the calf of my leg. The nmere thought of sone
foreign object being

stuck between ny skin and the pipe made ny lungs start to expand with a
buddi ng scream

"Wait—that's not a bad idea. A narrow pipe of copper or steel just m ght

wor k, " said

Sengoku. He canme over and made as if to poke a finger between ny |leg and the
toilet wall. In his

ent husi asm he had failed to reckon with the ferocity of a wounded boar. |
grabbed his finger and

twisted it sharply up. | have no illusions about ny strength-but even so I'm
cl ose to average

conpared to Sengoku, whose muscles are like dried fish

Once again

"Cut it out—you'll break it!" he screaned.
"Apol ogi ze," | said.
"What for?"

"Never m nd; just apol ogize."

"I"'msorry. Stop hurting nmel"

"I"'min a lot nore pain than you are."

"I"'msorry."

"If you're really sorry, give it to ne straight. However it happened, |nototsu
here ended

up dead, | can see that—-but what ground have you got for saying he died in ny



pl ace? Tell it to

me in plain | anguage. Who's to say you're not just making up the whole thing?"
"There were graffiti sprayed all over the walls down at the garbage dunmp by

t he

tangerine grove—Attenti on sausage stuffers: Dead hogs delivered free of
charge.' " His voice

was so feeble that | let go of his hand. After retreating a safe distance, he
rubbed the joint with a

sull en | ook. Once again ny clunsiness had earned ne an eneny.

"What proof is that?" | sniffed.

"I't's obvious who would do a thing like that, isn't it?" he said.

"In other words, it had to be somebody who |unped you in with the Broom

Bri gade,

Captain.” In an apparent effort to sort out his thoughts, the shill pressed
his forehead agai nst his

cl asped hands, so that he appeared to be gazing through them "O maybe they
had the idea you

were the Brigade's real |eader. So they took out their grudge against them on
you. "

"What was that about sausage-say it again, the graffiti,"” |I said

" "Attention sausage stuffers: Dead hogs delivered free of charge.' You could
take it as a

kind of death threat, couldn't you?" said Sengoku, smling slightly.

Still staring at his clasped hands, the shill went on: "Yes, now that | think
of it, Konobno

and | should have marched right in, in plain view Kombno wouldn't hear of it.
Thanks to his line

of work, which involves pulling the wool over people's eyes, he was beside
hinmself with

suspi ci on, determ ned nobody was going to pull anything over on him He hardly
| ooks the part,

but it turns out his favorite strategy is—what's it call ed?—a conmando
operation. Penetrating

deep into eneny territory with a handful of nmen. It probably cones from an
overdose of TV, nore

than any influence fromhis SDF days. So there we were—fust |ike some hostage
rescue squad.

Vll, I"'ma shill by trade. What could | do but junp in with both feet?
"We stopped the jeep a fair distance away and then wal ked. After carefully
| ooki ng the

pl ace over, we synchronized our watches and split up. Three minutes later |
knocked on the front

door. While the eneny's attention was diverted—+ realize thinking of them as
the 'eneny' was

strange, but anyway—Konono sneaked through a back w ndow i nto eneny
headquarters.

Assum ng everything went according to plan, that is. What really happened
have no way of

knowi ng. Since ny knocking on the door was intended to forma diversion,

guess | overdid it a

little; in fact, | broke the glass. The next thing I knew, the lights went

out —whet her because

someone turned them off on purpose, scenting danger, or because the power just
happened to fail

I don't know | do know that at al nost the same nonment | heard a pistol shot."
He was silent a

nmonent before conti nui ng.

"What do you make of it, Captain?" he said. "I see it as a case of interna
strife. On the

personal level it's murder, of course, but if it were two countries involved,



it seems to nme they'd

both be victins, caught in a trap. And the intended victim after all, was
you. "
"Bravo," said Sengoku. "I could never have summed it up half so well." The

remar kK was

apparently sincere, neant as neither flattery nor sarcasm That unconplicated
sincerity of his was

what | found nost am abl e about Sengoku. It was sonmething |, who postured |ike
a hedgehog even

with the odds all against nme, could never imtate.

| said, "But who's responsible for the graffiti? | haven't got any idea.

Besi des, there's no

notive."

"Cleaning up graffiti could have been part of the Broom Brigade's work.

Still, that's a

weak notive for nurder.’
t aki ng deep

breat hs. "Konmono shoul d be back anytine now with the whole story. . . .
"Mnd if | borrow that steaner?" asked the girl in a |low voice. No need to ask
what for.

No need even to reply. Cradling the steaner, still warmfromthe heat of ny
body, she headed for

the work hold. My chest burned with a m xture of shane and somet hing akin to
happi ness. The

fever in ny leg shot up to the limt. But it appeared the aspirin was working,
for the pain was now

m ni mal , and the high dosage of antihistam nes had effectively soothed ny
nerves. Seeing

Sengoku swung his injured armaround in big circles,

Sengoku strain his ears, | was even able secretly to enjoy an ironic sense of
victory.

Then the situation began to change rapidly. Fromthe work hold there energed a
buzzi ng

sound that matched nobody's anticipation: a sound that no physiol ogi ca
function of hers could

possi bly produce, however one wenched the imagination. Had the insect deal er
returned through

the maze of tunnel s? For soneone so terrified of dogs, it was certainly
possi bl e. Now t hat he was

| eader of the Broom Brigade (which | still tended to doubt—t seemed unreal),
he woul d have

access to reliable guides.

The girl cane rushing back in. In her confusion and agitation, the novenents
of her |egs

were totally out of sync with the swaying of her body. She seened to be trying
totell us

somet hi ng, but she was gasping too hard for the words to conme out. Like a
signboard torn off in a

sharp gust of wind, she flew over to the bottomof the stairs and snatched up
t he crosshow.

Shoul ders heavi ng, she adjusted her panties through her skirt.

"What's the matter?" We all three said the sane thing at once, our words
over | appi ng.

The answer was not long in comng. Restless footsteps strode toward us down

t he

corridor. The steps were quick, light, and squishy; ny guess was rubber-sol ed
sneakers. The girl

| oaded an arrow i nto her crossbow.

Two young men the shape and conpl exi on of wthered sticks bounded into the
room and

pl anted t hensel ves side by side in front of the row of storage drums. They



| ooked to be in their

|ate teens. Their forelocks were teased till the hair stood on end; they wore
| eat her jackets, one red

and one purple, and baggy pants tied at the ankles. Evidently sonme sort of
hoodl| uns.

"Keep out of our way!" yelled one of them in a hoarse voice that still hadn't
changed. He
drew a chain off his belt. Not to be outdone, | screaned back at hi m and

| unged for ny Uzi,

forgetting about ny trapped | eg. Apparently nistaking ny outburst for a signa
to attack,

si mul t aneously they raised their chains, swng themround, and charged. It was
a clever plan,

calcul ated to l eave the eneny no time to think. In reflex, the girl pulled the
trigger of her

crossbow. The al um num arrow scored a direct hit on the ear of the youth in
the red jacket, struck

the floor, and rebounded with a light, brief reverberation that sounded

omi nous, in view of the

damage just done. The shill quickly | oaded the other crossbow, while Red
Jacket put a hand to his

ear and stared at the nmoist red blood on his palm Wthout another word, the
pair turned and

sprang up toward the hatch like a couple of junping rats.

Had it been themall along? | asked nmyself. Al those times | sensed the
presence of

something, only for it to disappear so fast that | would conclude it had been
nmy imagi nation, or

rats. . . . Even the shill, just hours ago, had been lured on in chase for the
better part of a nile.

These hoodl uns were certainly capable of spray-painting graffiti on walls. Nor
was it hard to

i magi ne themplotting to elimnate me, in order to take over the quarry for

t hemsel ves. They nust

have | unped me and Inototsu together in their mnds. The shill's and Sengoku's
statenments took

on nore and nore plausibility.

The request Inototsu had nade for disposal of a corpse, before he turned into
one hinsel f,

needed rethinking. My first reacti on had been one of sinple dismay at the

i mposi tion, but perhaps

I'd been blind to what was goi ng on. Those teenagers m ght belong to an
arny—an arny of

termtes eating holes in the ark. Perhaps unknown to me, the ark was al ready
spongy w th hol es,

end to end. Then, they were no |l ess ny enenies than Inototsu had been. Was one
of them dead?

O had the request been nmeant as a reservation for disposal of a future

cor pse? Sengoku had

indicated it mght have been either way. In any case, the bellicose attitude
of those two young

hoodl unms indicated that the situation was extrenely tense.

They ran along the row of storage drunms and up the stairs toward the hatch
The next

thing we knew, they stepped on the hidden trap and fell, exactly according to
pl an. The shill and

the girl howed with laughter, clutching their sides—especially her. But with
the agility of youth,

t he hoodl unms grabbed the landing railing on the rebound and swung t hensel ves
ninbly to the



head of the stairs. They lifted the latch and dived down the tunnel. The dogs
began to bark. The

door swung heavily shut, with a long, |oud reverberation

The girl at |ast stopped | aughing, w ped her eyes, and said, "Didn't you | eave
the key in

the jeep?"

"You expect ne to go out and get it?" said the shill. "Didn't you hear those
dogs?" He

cleared his nose and spat.

"I"ve heard those dogs are savage," said Sengoku, frowning. "Please, let's
have no nore

deat hs. "

"What do you mean?" said the shill. "You people are the ones who wanted to

pl ay war

ganes for keeps, aren't you?" He nodded his head at the blue bundle, adding,
"You had great

plans for this toilet."

Sengoku replied in a spiritless voice, "It wasn't going to be that kind of
war . "

"War? What war ?" asked the girl. Curiosity made her voice rise and fall like a
kitten

arching its back.

"The war agai nst those hoodluns,"” said the shill snugly, and then | ooked at
Sengoku for

confirmation. "Isn't that right?"

"Who—then?" she said blankly, losing interest. "But there were only two of
them and

they took off |ike jackrabbits.
She came over and circled hal fway around the toilet, her eyes on ny trapped

| eg. "Look,

we' ve got to do sonething about the captain's leg," she announced. "Let's al

t hi nk harder."

"You're wong," retorted Sengoku. "It's not only those two."
He was undoubtedly right. There had to be nore of themthan that. And as for
ny | eg—n

the end the only thing to do was to open a hole in the pipe, which | intended
to have done; even so,

tracki ng down the youths' headquarters mght still be the quickest way to a
solution. They were
stowaways, |iving undetected in some unexplored section of the ark. Wich nmade

it quite possible

that they knew all about the passageway to the toilet's |ower nechanisns. Very
possi bl e i ndeed.

had had zero success in locating a passageway to the eastern entrance, by
Kabut o Bri dge—yet

fromthe outside, one was plainly visible. The opening was mdway up a cliff
facing the Kabuto

River, so it had been left unseal ed. What better place for themto settle in?
In the old days there had been a road there, used for hauling rock, but during
a huge

| andslip several nonths before the closing of the quarry, it had been sliced
cleanly away, as if by

kni fe. Conpressed air had bl asted through the maze of tunnels until the entire
nount ai n how ed

like a wild beast, jerking half the local citizens fromsleep. Over the
foll ow ng two weeks, a

wat erfall appeared and becane a nmajor tourist attraction. Removing fallen
rocks fromthe river

took over four nmonths. The cause of it all—whether deliberate or the result of
a mscal cul ati on—



was apparently the irresponsible actions of the quarrying conpany at the
tangerine grove entrance.

Ignoring their allotted boundaries, they had tunneled into the nei ghboring
territory, destroying

essential walls and pillars on the way. Seen from Kabuto City on the opposite
bank, a portion of

the tunnel is recognizable under a canopy of ferns and ivy, but the

wat er st one, whi ch weat hers

qui ckly, has faded into an inconspicuous dirt-black. Through a pair of

power ful bi nocul ars you

can see rubble lying scattered all around |ike the aftermath of a bombing
raid—and mxed in with

it, clear signs of human habitation: tin cans, enpty cigarette packs, tissue
paper stuck to the

ground like jellyfish, com c books, and what | ook |ike dried, used condons.

"There's definitely nore than two," repeated Sengoku. "And the skirm shing has
gone on

three full days now. It's tine for a decisive battle—ight around tonight."
"But your |eader is dead," said the girl, holding her nose and shrinki ng back
as if

suddenly renenbering the body. "Who's fighting whon? Wio were those two guys
runni ng away

fromin such a hurry?"

"The | eadership may change, but not the strategy. The old nen are very keen on
their

strategy." Something in Sengoku's way of speaking was terribly disturbing. It
made ne think of a

fishing barb wapped skillfully in bait.

"How ridicul ous," sighed the shill. "Wo gives a damm?" He | ooked fromne to
t he

sheet ed bundl e and back again. "Maybe we should go ahead and call a doctor,"
he sai d.

Sengoku burst into |oud, jeering guffaws.

"What's so funny?" denmanded the shill.

"I was just thinking you wouldn't talk that way if you knew what the war was
all about."

"I"mtal king about a doctor."

"No doctors nake house calls at this hour, and you knowit."

"Al'l right, |I give up. What is the war about?"

"Ch, you'd be interested, | guarantee. |I'd even bet onit."

"OfF course he would," snapped the girl. Then, reverting to her professiona
smle, she

added nore graciously, "After all, that's his job. Hs and mne. It has
nothing to do with our real

feelings. Don't forget, we're sakura. Decoys. Shills. Qur job is show ng
interest to attract

customers. Anytinme we can be of service, just give us a call."”

"I must say | don't think you have the proper attitude," said Sengoku, puffing
hi nsel f up

self-inportantly. "When some problem arises, you ve got to try to understand
the other fellow s

poi nt of view—sn't that the basis of conmunal |iving? Before | express any
doubts to the captain,

| always think back on all the sweet-potato cakes of mine he's bought and try
to figure out what

went wong."

"Bully for you." The shill sucked in his saliva and clucked his tongue. "Sorry
if our line

of work offends you."



"I+ didn't nean it like that." Sengoku stunmbled over his words as if he'd
lost his

bearings. "I nean—'ve worked in el ection canpaigns, and that's pretty nmuch
t he same thing,
isn't it?"

"What are you trying to say?"

"That cleaning up humanity is part of the Broom Brigade's business. Al so that
the kids in

the WIld Boar Stew gang are real punks, the |owest of the [ow "

"The what, did you say? WIld Boar Stew gang?"

"That's right. Cever, don't you think? It's apparently deliberate
provocation. Because the

men in the Broom Bri gade go around puncturing the tires of their cars.”
"Kormono isn't going to go for any war like that," | argued, rubbing the back
of my knee.

"No way." Even if he was a former SDF man, in love with firearnms, at heart
Konmono was a

sel fish cynic who believed in nothing but quick, sure profits. Nobody in
search of everlasting hope

coul d possibly succeed as a showran like him "Still, you know, if he ever did
catch one of them.

"Don't forget, Konobno's got a gold-plated badge with three stripes," said

Sengoku

"Yes," said the shill, "and he issues commands |like the real thing. He's
pr obabl y

hunoring the old nen."

"No, he's serious, | think," | said.

"Don't be silly," said the shill. "Wat is there to worry about ?"

"I can't help it."

"Even granting the WId Boar Stew gang is the dregs of humanity—-absol ute scum—
there still isn't nuch to choose between themand the old men in the Broom
Bri gade. Anyway,

basically |I don't believe in dividing people into trash and nontrash.

Evol ution taught ne that

much." He gave a quick self-deprecating smle, and added, "Garbage is the
fertilizer that nakes

the trees grow "

Again ny |leg began to throb painfully in tine to the beat of nmy pulse. | had
a

presentiment of terrible pain, as if ny skin were to be slashed with a knife.
A danger ous si gn.

Even a person who normally can't stand dentists will head straight for one as
soon as his toothache

gets bad enough. You get so you wouldn't care if he used pliers to take it
out. At this rate, | feared

I mght soon start begging themto cut ny leg off. | addressed the shill.

"I'f anything should happen to me, | guess you'd make the best successor as
captain," |

sai d.

"Me? Captain?" The shill's face froze in the begi nnings of a | augh. "You sure
you

haven't got me mxed up with sonebody else? If | were the captain, this would
be the S. S.

Sakura—a shill ship. What a | augh! No conpass, no charts. Just a ship that
pretends to be going

somewhere, when all along it has no intention of noving an inch."

"I never had a conpass, either, you know" My leg continued to swell. "If you
coul d

catch one of those hoodl ums, though, | sure would |ike to question himabout a



tunnel | eading up
under here."
"I"ll bet they're still around, those two—naybe just outside." The girl
supported the
crossbow with her knee, and laid her fingers on the bow
"I't's probably hopel ess,"” said Sengoku. "They couldn't know very much about
the quarry
layout. It's only the last two or three days they came in this far, running
away fromtheir pursuers.

Funny thing is, the Broom Brigade was really after junior high schoo
girls the whole tine."
"I beg your pardon?" | asked.
"You heard me. Junior high school girls."

22

THE SHADOW ADJUTANT

W stared at the steel door over the landing. The girl was standing three
paces in front of

the toilet, crossbow at the ready; the shill was at the foot of the staircase,
hand on the pillar, frozen

hal fway to a sitting position; Sengoku was | eani ng agai nst the wall that
connected with the galley.

Each of us pondered separately the possible nmeaning of that striking remark
about junior high

school girls. W all sensed the inportance of understanding it, in order to
catch the youths

coweri ng behind the door

That was why when a figure appeared in the tunnel to the operation hold,
nobody noti ced

until he spoke up.

"Excuse me," he said. Hi s manner of speaking and his attitude were different
fromthose

of the other two, yet he was unmi stakably one of them Half of his teased hair
was dyed yel | ow,

and he | ooked like a dead branch soaked in oil. Swiftly the girl repositioned
her crossbow, as Dead

Branch gave the interior of the hold a nervous once-over.

"Excuse me," he repeated, this tine with a bow and a salute in the direction
of Sengoku,
whom he cl early recogni zed. Sengoku acknow edged the greeting with an annoyed
wave of the

hand and said, "Wat are you doi ng here?"

"Excuse me," Dead Branch said again. Wat set himapart fromthe WId Boar

St ew gang
was the small banboo broomin his right hand, and the silver badge on his
chest. He drew out the

antenna on a |l arge wal kie-tal kie slung around his left shoul der, and call ed:
"Headquarters, come

in. . . . This is Scout A, reporting fromroom nunber one by the oceanside
entrance. All's well.

Over. . . . That's correct. No sign of any suspicious persons. Over.
That's correct. Four in all

Over. . . . Roger. Over and out."

"Cal li ng Komono?" asked the girl. She | owered her crossbow and nade a sucking
sound,



as if rolling a pill on her tongue.

"Commander Komono is on his way here now He'll be here very shortly. He's
going to

set up mobile headquarters in this room I'mto wait here for him Excuse ne."
H s peculiar way of accenting every sentence was typical of his generation

yet his

expression and deneanor were as flat as those of a tired old man. Not even ny
queer predi canent

elicited any sign of interest or surprise. Was he playing the part of a
nodern, callous youth, or had

constant association with old men turned himinto a fossil? O perhaps he was
a very nodel of

al | egi ance—the sort who gave constant obedi ence, even in the absence of a
command. There was

no denying that he inspired a certain dread. Yet now he | eaped ninbly up onto
the first storage

drum and seated hinself, swinging his |l egs and beating out a rhythmw th the
handl e of his broom

Surely he wasn't humming an old war song . . . ?

"Cet a load of him" mnuttered the shill.

"He's a spy," said Sengoku, |oud enough for the youth to hear. "He was a
nmenber of the

Wld Boar Stew gang till just a few days ago. Inototsu paid himto keep us
informed." He turned
to the youth. "lIsn't that so? Wiy don't you say sonething? You' re the one who

dr agged j uni or

hi gh school girls into it, aren't you?"
The youth shot hima wordl ess glance, his face a mask.

The girl turned around and asked Sengoku, "What's all this about junior high
school

girls?

"Ask Konono," he said.

"I't's nothing for a woman to be concerned about,’

said the youth in a crisp

and
busi nessl i ke tone.
"Wat ch what you say, kid, or 1'll let you have it," she warned, crouching with

her finger
on the trigger.
He was unfazed. "Very inpressive. But your panties are show ng."

"You idiot!" yelled the shill. "She neans it!" He scooped up the surveying
scr apbook
fromthe floor by the toilet and hurled it at the girl. It grazed her shoul der

and fell on the sight of

t he crossbow, knocking the arrow off course so that it glanced | oudly against
the drum and

ri cocheted up to the ceiling.

"What did you do that for!" cried the girl, jumping up

The shill strode past her to the youth, and slapped himin the face. The youth
| eaped to

the floor and raised his broomthreateningly. "Wat's the big idea?" he

snarl ed.

"I'"ll tell you the big idea, pal. You owe ne a little gratitude. | just saved
your life."

Slow y the youth rel axed; then he began to fidget in evident enmbarrassment.
"Uh, excuse

ne.
"Al'l right. That's nore like it."

"Horrid little person,” said the girl. She held out her crossbow and the shil
took it,

drawi ng the bow to the full.



Sengoku, in apparent shock, pulled away fromthe wall, stiff with amazenent;
I,

however, could guess what was going on. It had to be some sort of a trick by
these two con artists.

They had carried it off magnificently; the tables were entirely turned. Now
was my chance to ask

nmy question

"There's sonme kind of engi ne roomunder here, isn't there?" | said. "You know
about it,

don't you? Tell me howto get there."

For the first tine, the youth | ooked straight at ne. His eyes dropped to the
toilet, then

rose again to nmy face. "Wat are you doi ng?" he asked.

"Never mind," said the girl, fitting another arrow to the taut bow. "Answer
the captain.”

"We've had nothing to go on but copies of the sketches."

"What sketches?"

Wth his broomhandl e the youth pointed to nmy scrapbook, |lying on the floor
where the

shill had thrown it. The girl picked it up, snoothed the pages, and returned
it to me.

"How do you know about this?"

"I borrowed it fromthat shelf and got it copied at a bookstore in town."

A double blow. First the humliation of having been hoodw nked by a pup like
him all

the while I went on foolishly believing the scrapbook was ny private secret.
As if that weren't

enough, this destroyed ny | ast hope of escaping by adjusting the mechanismin
t he pipes from

bel ow.

"But you people are holed up at the old tunnel site out by Kabuto Bridge,
aren't you?" |

said in desperation. "It's got to connect out there. Try to renenber if
there's a tunnel |eading

down in. There's got to be. That's the only expl anation."

"Leadi ng down under here, you nean?"

"Yes, exactly beneath here."
"Then maybe that's where .
"Does it ring a bell?"
"Isn't there soneplace you m ght have overl ooked?" he said.

"Conme on, tell ne," | begged. "At |least give ne a hint."

"Down by the Kabuto Bridge entrance—the cave in the cliff facing Kabuto R ver,
that is,

on the east . . . | suppose you know there was a big cave-in there once."
"Yes," | said.

"Well, that cave cones to a dead end barely ten yards in."

"That can't be," | protested. "Then how do you know there's a room under
her e?"

"You just told me there was."

"But you said |I'd overl ooked something."

"How the hell else do you explain it?"

The girl re-ained her crossbow, planting her feet firmy. "Watch the way you
talk."

"Excuse me." He went on, his face still devoid of expression. "Actually we'd
like to

know t 0o."

Sengoku interrupted in seening irritation. "That could be true. | know they're
out

| ooking. Al fifteen or so of the girls have di sappeared.™
"Huh?" The shill swall owed noisily.



"You baited the tangerine grove entrance sonehow, and lured themin from
there, was

that it?" Sengoku said casually.

"W gat hered up runaways and brought them here,"’
for the

first time with youthful enthusiasm "W're not spying on you. W just wanted
to do our own

thing without any interference fromadults. W were going to make our own
village and settle

down. So we negotiated with M. Inototsu, the head of the Broom Bri gade, and
pai d some noney

and got a share of the rights to this place. W've got a perfect right to be
here.”

"I don't know what to make of this, do you?" said the shill, an eye on
Sengoku' s face.

"Quit maki ng excuses," said Sengoku with a junpy laugh. "You tricked those
girls into

com ng here, and then you had the Broom Bri gade attack—admit it.
"No. Sonebody was waiting for us in anbush," said the youth.

t he youth decl ared, speaking

"Who?"

"The pig here and his nen."

The shill anbled forward. "Now you've gone too far. Look here, you—=

"Never mind. Let himfinish," | said. At last | was beginning to see. The WIld
Boar Stew

gang, having been attacked, nust have escaped through the dark naze of
tunnels. In the process

t hey had gotten separated and some—ncluding all the junior high schoo
girls—were lost. Their

wher eabouts were a matter of inmedi ate consequence to ne. This was not hing
coul d cl ose ny

eyes to.

Addressing the youth, I said, "Until now the only one living here was ne. The
other three

all just came on board today. You can ask Konono. | couldn't attack you all by
nysel f, now coul d

| ?"

"But we were attacked."

"Yes. By the Broom Brigade."

"No, they were there to protect us."

"What an idiot!" shouted Sengoku, sw nging his two arnms before him hands
cl asped.

"I"ve never seen anything like it. |1've known plenty of liars, but here's a
guy who can't face the

truth. If what you say is true," he went on, "why did everybody but you run
away fromthenf

Don't tal k nonsense. You knew there was only one person here. You knew
everything. That's

because you're a spy. Can you get that into your head?"

Suddenly the youth burst into tears. He pressed his forehead agai nst the broom
handl e

and sobbed, his shoul ders heavi ng.

"Fool ." The girl |lowered her crossbow and went back to the stairs.

"Try to renmenber,” | urged. "Were did you | ose sight of the girls?" The
maggots in ny

calf were as large as earthworms. | doubted ny ability to remain sane through

the next attack,

whenever it mght come. As soon as the wornms sprouted | egs and changed into
scor pi ons or

centipedes, it would be all over. If it cane to that, |1'd rather have them cut
the dam | eg off.



There was the echo of footsteps, their approach hei ghtened by perspective.
This tine it

was the insect dealer, as | could tell fromthe shadow of a massive round head
in the doorway. He

halted just before conming into view, and said in a rich, comrandi ng voi ce:
"Very good. Two men remain here, and the rest of you go join the search squad.
That' 11

be all."

Was this really the insect dealer? OF course it was. | breathed easier when he
stepped into

si ght.

"That took |ong enough," said the shill cheerfully, w th undisguised relief.
Was he

relying on Konono, after all?

"Yes, | got held up—=

"Excuse me, sir!" The youth stopped crying, held his broomup at his side |ike
a nusket,

and clicked his heels together

"Who' re you?" asked the insect deal er

"That's Scout A, sir," said a deep, husky voice, and at the same tine a
shadowy figure

that of an old man, appeared behind the insect dealer. He seenmed | ess a man
t han a man-shaped

hole in space. He was still in his sixties, broad in the shoulder, with an
erect posture. His dark bl ue

uni form | ooked too short for him The end of his banboo broom which he held
tucked under his

arm upsi de down, shone darkly, as if it had a steel core. It |ooked like a

| et hal weapon. Sl ung

across his other shoul der was a | arge canvas bag.

"Ah, yes, that's right. | renenber." The insect deal er nodded slightly, held
out a hand

i ndi cating the shadow i ke ol d man (whose dark conpl exi on nearly matched the
color of his

uni form, and introduced himto us.

"My adjutant. He's had a | ong and di stingui shed career under my predecessor.”
"How do you do," said the shadow, with a deep bow

Leaving his scout and his adjutant there, the insect dealer slowy advanced.
He seened to

be stalling for tine in order to decide what questions to ask first.
Mysteriously, neither he nor the

shadow was the least bit wet. If they had cone by way of the tangerine grove
entrance, they nust

have crossed that underground river somehow. Cone to think of it, the young
hoodl uns were al

dry too. Why? Was | the only one who didn't know ny way around?

The insect dealer |ooked fromnme to the toilet and back again. Then he
conpared nme with

the plastic-wapped body. Finally he | ooked around at the other three.

"The situation's gotten a bit out of hand," he said, indicating the body with
a jerk of his

head. "What do you think, Captain? Fromyour point of viewthis is a calamty,
isn't it? After all,

you've lost a close fanmly nenber. O is it nore in the nature of a m nor

i nconveni ence?"

"It's no calamty," | snorted. "As you know dam well. "Il admit it's
soberi ng—any dead
body is."

"The problemwith the toilet is a calanmity, though, isn't it?" he pursued.
"Don't tell ne



you're just out to protest disposing of the body."

"Look at him" said the girl. "Can't you see he's in trouble?"

"Well, yes."

"What are we going to do?" said Sengoku, fear in his voice. "He's in there as
tight as a

cork in a bottle."

"I"'mgetting sick of this," said the shill, rubbing his arns vigorously. "Too

many dammed

conplications.”

"You can say that again," said the insect dealer, lIooking fromne to the body
and back

again. He scratched the wing of his nose. "I thought the job was inportant for
a lot of reasons, and

I'"ve worked it out with the menbers of the BroomBrigade . . . but | guess the
captain's | eg cones

first."”

"You know, |'ve been thinking, and it seenms to ne there are two

possibilities." The girl

spoke quietly, |ooking around cautiously to check everybody's reactions. She
was right—+t needed

to be said quietly. | could read her thoughts as clearly as if they were ny
own. She was al so right

about there being two alternatives. But how to choose between then?

"I think so too." Surprisingly, the shill quickly agreed.

"In principle, so do |I." Even Sengoku was getting in the act. Had all four of
us reached
t he sane conclusion? WAs it so clear and inescapable as that, |ike a straight

road with no turnings?
The insect dealer rolled up his sleeping bag by the stairs and sat down on it.
"Let's hear

it, then. If this is unaninmous, it nust be brilliant."

Nobody wants to be the one to bell the cat. Finally the girl spoke up, smling
i nnocently.

"Well, sinply put, one way is to snash the toilet, and the other is to find

t he engi ne room bel ow

and adjust the valves to elimnate the pressure. Isn't that so?"

"Makes sense. "

"But each plan has its flaw. If we break the toilet, we can't dispose of the
body until it's

repaired. And to find the engine room we've got to track down the hiding

pl ace of those m ssing

junior high school girls."

"How s that?

"Well, the captain figures that since neither place has cone to light in any
survey to date,

t here nust be sonme connection.”

"I see.™

The adjutant, standing by in the tunnel, called out his opinion. "I know how
you can kil

two birds with one stone—er serve two ends at the sane tine. . . . Excuse ne,

Captain, | ought to

of fer you ny formal condol ences, but allow me to defer that for the noment.
First | should like to

say that speaking in nmy official capacity, | reconrend the latter
course—tracki ng the m ssing

persons. For years, under the |eadership of Commander Inototsu, we in the
Broom Bri gade

dreaned of the establishment of an independent self-governing old people's
paradi se. Only we

never call it that. To us the word '"old" is discrimnatory, so it's officially



banned. Here, as in all

t hi ngs, Commander | nototsu was unconpronising. W use the word 'castoffs
instead. Strictly

speaki ng, the concept of castoffs has no age limts; but since the aging
process generally brings on

a degree of physical decrepitude, with no hope of reversal, and since aging is
the universal fate of

manki nd, in our dictionary people of advanced age are known as 'qui ntessenti al
castoffs' and the

facilities we are planning to build we call the Kingdom of Quintessential
Castoffs. Fortunately, the

day when our dream becones reality is not far off. Hellfire of uranium and
plutoniumw Il rain

fromthe sky, and that will be the start of the apocal ypse—er what Sengoku
over there calls the

New Begi nni ng. "

"Listen to him" marveled the girl, speaking softly.

"This guy's a real pro," nmuttered the shill

" Li sten, can't you hear?" the shadow adjutant went on. "The whole world
i s weeping

with loud lamentation. The world weeps at the picture books of happy hones,
and at TV

commercials for weddi ng pal aces, as it takes part in drunken nedleys in bars
and dives. W

qui ntessential castoffs can hear every wail. Never let it be said that
Commander Inototsu died in

vai n. Commander Konono, Captai n—pl ease | ead us."

The shadow adj ut ant unzi pped the canvas bag at his side and took out
sonet hi ng

resenmbling a half-rotten cabbage. Holding it up with reverence, he narched
forward

cerenoniously. Stepping directly in front of me, he held it out as if
presenting ne with a speci al

award. It was the old green hunting cap that had been Inototsu's trademark.
The shadow bowed hi s

head and sai d unctuously:

"Pl ease accept this remenbrance of your esteened father. W sincerely hope you
will

overcome your present sorrow, in order to carry on his great work and see it

t hrough to

conpl etion.”

| could hardly bear to touch the thing. It synbolized the essence of all that
| hated about

Inototsu; it was the materialization of his stench. But | couldn't very well
refuse it, either; that's a

cerenony for you. This oily-smoth old nman m ght possibly forgive ne if |
handl ed the cap with

di srespect, but never if | ignored the cerenony. The insect deal er beside him
was silent, wthout a

trace of a snmile on his lips. This was not only because they had just net,
felt sure, but because he

too had sensed the core of madness lurking inside his adjutant. As he stepped
back, the shadow

peered inside the toilet.
"What an unfortunate disaster,’
deal er, | eaning

on his broomas on a cane, and addressed himw th conpelling politeness. "Wat
do you say, sir,

to calling back all the cleaning squads and having themjoin in a search for
the lost little femal es?

he concurred. Then he turned to the insect



daresay it would be good for norale. Not only could we be of service to the
captain, but you see

this is a question that bears directly on the fate of the Ki ngdom of

Qui ntessential Castoffs as well.

When the world is destroyed in hellfire, even if we survive, unless we |eave
descendant s our

survival is in vain. W would be letting society down. Besides, |ike banboo,
which flowers and

bears fruit just before it withers and dies, nbst quintessential castoffs
still have sexual prowess.

And as has been scientifically proven, they are still fully capabl e of
fathering children. In fact,

they'd rather do that than eat."

"Hey, that goes against the agreenent!" cried the youth in an unhappy voi ce,

hi s body

stiff. "You prom sed you wouldn't lay a finger on them"

"And we won't. It'lIl be a different part of the anatony altogether. Now what
are you

going to do about it?" The adjutant stood stiffly erect and banged the fl oor
with his broom handl e.

There was a netallic clang. "If you expect us to share themw th you, then I'd
advi se you to show

respect for your elders. Respect, do you hear me? O would you like to have
this taken up in

court? Speak up. You' ve been told how to answer when spoken to, haven't you?"
His turn of

speech rem nded nme of Inototsu. The insect deal er had dropped his eyes to the
fl oor and was

scrat ching hinsel f behind the ear; he seened to be struggling to naintain a
di si nterested

expr essi on.

"He's something, isn't he?" whispered the girl, and bit her lip.

"I'sn't he, though. He'll be a cinch to work for," agreed the shill.

After sone hesitation, the youth straightened hinself and sang out, his face
expressionl ess, "Excuse ne, sir!"

"That's nore like it."

"I see." The insect deal er nodded his |large head and thrust his hands in his
pant s pockets.

"But the final judgnment will depend on the captain. And we've got to consider
his limts of

endur ance. "

"Yes, that's right," the girl responded at once, firmy. "W can't rely on
that search; it's

too chancy. The captain started going out of his mind just a little while
ago. "

"How woul d we break the toilet?"

"There's a vacuuminside, so all you have to do is open a hole in the pipe and
let air in.

Break the concrete about eight inches down.
"I see—+t's a question of odds." The insect deal er plucked a gol d-pl ated badge
out of his

pocket. "What do you say, folks? These carry a |lot of weight around town in
the entertai nment

districts, especially the gol d-pl ated ones. .
No one reached out a hand. The adjutant repeated, "Shall | send out an order
to the

cl eani ng squads outside, ordering themto return inmediately and join the
search squad?"

The shill, his voice like bubbles froma washcl oth squeezed underwater,

mur mur ed, " So



that's it . . . a dozen or so junior high school girls, and dozens and dozens
of ol d nen. "

"I won't stand for it," fumed Sengoku. "No way. Even if the New Begi nni ng
cones, and

we al one survive, those girls nust be guaranteed the right to choose their own
partners. |'I1l

recommend that this be adopted as a central article in the bylaws. Wo does he
think he is? Little

femal es indeed! If that's the way he's going to talk, | hereby w thdraw al
cooperation."
There were several seconds of silence. Then the youth whispered, "It goes

agai nst the

agreement. It wasn't supposed to be like this, not at all
"How about it, Captain—about how many nore hours do you think you can hold
out ?"

The insect deal er propped up both el bows on his sleeping bag and snmiled at ne,
fondling his

badge. It was the very expression he had worn when | stopped the jeep and he
cane back with the

fish sticks.

"I have only one question,"” | said. "You and the others cane by way of the

t angeri ne

grove, didn't you? So why aren't you wet? Your clothes, your hair, anything

"That's right," said the shill. "I've been thinking the sane thing."

"We came by boat." The adjutant smiled faintly. "A rubber boat. Coul dn't
nmanage

without it. . . . You nean you didn't know? It's stuck in below the ceiling on

the eastern side near

the floodgate, where the ceiling conmes down nearly to water level. Help
yoursel f anytine. You lie

face up in the bottom and push against the ceiling with your hands and feet.
Only fifteen feet or so

fromthere, you come to a stairway. To pull the boat toward you, use the rope
attached to a pulley

under the ceiling there by the floodgate."

I could say nothing. His all-too-practical explanation shattered ny frai
hopes. There was

no hi dden passageway.

"Athird alternative does exist,
woul dn't appeal to

said the insect dealer, "but it probably

you." He rubbed a badge on his leg, and pinned it on his chest. "I nmean
anput ati ng your | eg.
Logically speaking, it is another possibility, that's all. | just thought 1'd

nmention it."

"We're wasting time, Conmander,'
i ssued orders

| ong ago. He knew how to handl e people. How do you expect to win the nen over
if you can't

even stir themto action over the little fenal es?"

He stepped up to the toilet. | braced nyself, but he seenmed to have no

i ntention of hurting

me. He picked up the green hunting cap of Inototsu's, which | had let fal
unawar es, brushed it off

(though the cap itself was far dirtier than any dirt it mght have picked up),
wal ked across the hold,

and laid it carefully on the blue plastic sheet. Bringing his pal ns together
he then cl apped his

hands sol emml y—hether in Shinto style or Buddhist | couldn't tell, nor did it
seemto nmatter.

said the adjutant. "Inototsu would have



Even from behi nd he | ooked |like a hole in space.

"Al'l right, then—=+'Ill give an order." The insect deal er got up. "Does anybody
know a

doctor? He needn't work exclusively for the Broom Brigade, but it ought to be
soneone we coul d

rely on in an emnergency."

"I know one, but he's an ob-gyn man," replied the shadow adjutant, in

appar ent

di sconfort.

"What are you going to do?" | asked. My mouth was dry, and yet | wanted to
urinate

agai n.

"The specialty doesn't nmatter.'
ef fectively shutting

The insect dealer held up his hands,

of f further discussion. "If he can't make house calls, let himat [|east
provide us with sonme drugs. A

good strong sedative, not sone over-the-counter kind. Something potent, |ike
nor phi ne. Can he do

it?"

"I suppose so. If he doesn't have to do it very often.”

"And we'll need sleeping pills, and antibiotics. Send out the order on the
doubl e. "

"What about calling in the cl eaning squads?" the shadow adjutant rem nded hi m
"I leave that to your judgnent."

23

"I WANT TO SEE THE SKY"

"I'f only I could see the sky," sighed the girl forlornly.

"It's still the middle of the night," | said. The throb of pain in nmy |leg was
strange; it

didn't match ny heartbeat.

"Tonorrow, then."

"You want to get out of here?"

"Very much."

Casual ly, while pretending to wash the galley sink, she picked up ny Uzi and
stood it

agai nst the side of the toilet, where | could reach out and get it w thout

twi sting ny knee. WAs she

concerned about my safety? It was true that the situati on was grow ng tenser
by the nonent.

The adjutant returned fromthe work hold, apparently having finished rel aying
conmmands. He struck the floor with his broom handl e and barked an order at the
yout h.

"Scout A"

"Excuse ne, sir."

"Bring down a table and chair fromupstairs."

"Yes, sir. Atable and chair fromupstairs. Right away, sir."

"The hell you will," | yelled, turning to the insect dealer and the shill for
support. The

shill and the girl responded quickly: he planted hinmself at the foot of the
stairs, blocking the way

up, while she released the safety catch on the crossbow. The insect dealer
only shook his head at

the youth, restraining himpassively. | still wasn't accustoned to the new

di stribution of power. O



themall, Sengoku, who only gave a deep sigh, may well have been nost

sympat hetic to ne.

"May | ask why not?" The adjutant seemed |ess disgruntled than surprised. "I
shoul d i ke

to take this opportunity to explain several inportant daily procedures to our
new commander. For

himto be able to | ook through the necessary papers, we will need a table and
chair."”

"I don't care what the reason is," | said. "Nobody goes up there w thout ny
perni ssion."

"Then you will please give us your perm ssion."

"Ch, | don't think we need to get so touchy, do we?" said the insect dealer

nmol i fying the

adjutant and me with a broad smle as he spread out his sleeping bag. "This'l
do fine for now 1"l

imagine I'mout on a picnic, enjoying the cherry bl ossons at night."

The shill sm | ed—perhaps a professional reflex—as he watched the adjutant pul
vari ous

articles fromhis canvas bag and arrange them across the sleeping bag. It was
exactly like an

outdoor stall, without the need for capital investnent. Not even the insect
deal er coul d suppress a

smal |l snmile

The girl sat on the bottom step of the staircase, and the shill settled

hi nsel f three steps

hi gher, | eaning agai nst the banister as he | ooked down. The insect deal er sat
cross-1egged by the

wal | on the bridge side; even Sengoku cane around by the toilet for a peek. I,
of course, had the

best view of all frommy vantage point atop the toilet. Only the yout hful
scout remai ned sul ki ng

besi de the storage druns.

The state of ny leg grew nore and nmore disquieting. | had a violent chill, as
if the

synpt ons were spreadi ng throughout nmy body. Intellectually, ny nmind rejected
the idea, yet

somehow | seermed to be waiting for drugs fromthe doctor. Never m nd
antibiotics, | thought—get

me nor phi ne!

The adj utant spread out his itens, conspicuous anong them a tel ephone
directory.

"What am | supposed to do with a phone book?" queried the insect dealer, a

| ook of

i nconpr ehensi on on his face.

"We' |l use it later, in the trial. I'll explain everything in due course

"So the commander just |istens to explanations, and has no final say?"
"Not hi ng of the kind. But | shoul d advi se agai nst too-sudden changes. Custons
that the

entire brigade grows used to becone al nost physically a part of them Casting
doubt on

est abl i shed custons would be to no one's advantage. Pride in being part of the
brigade is

i nseparable froma spirit of subm ssion."

"Where' d you get all that?"

"Can't you guess?" The shadow man | aughed for the first tine. It was a

col orl ess | augh,

neither sarcastic nor amused. "l used to be active in politics."

"Politics is interesting, I'll grant you that."

"Not hi ng nore so—as long as you're on the side in power. And as long as you're



willing

tolive with the fear of losing that power, there's no greater pleasure in the
world than to know the

country is safely in your hands. Commander |nototsu was a fortunate man.

"The country?" repeated the insect dealer. "You're only tal king about the

Ki ngdom of

Qui ntessential Castoffs.™

"Don't talk foolishly about things you don't understand." The shadow | aunched
into a

speech. "The value of a country has nothing to do with its size or wealth: the
only trick is getting

other countries to recognize it in accordance with international |law. As |ong
as they do that, even a

tiny country no bigger than the pal mof your hand is a sovereign nation. Do
you know what t hat

nmeans? There is no greater power on earth. Backed by that power, whatever you
do—kill, steal

get rich and fat off confidence ganes—you can never be arrested or inprisoned.
Criticized, yes;

fined, no. This is the century of the sovereign nation, absolutely."

"He's funny, isn't he?" said the insect dealer, glancing around the roomas if
testing

everyone's reactions. For a second his eyes grew thoughtful. Then he said,
"But it's all a pipe

dream Whatever you say or do, nobody's going to recognize the Kingdom of

Qui ntessentia

Castoffs as a sovereign nation."

"Ah, you don't understand. O no, forgive ne. You nustn't forget that we're
entering the

age of the apocal ypse—the New Begi nni ng. Wien that tine cones, everyone can
just grant

hi nsel f recognition. It will be a brand-new era."

"So you' re another one who thinks nuclear war is inevitable?"
"Absolutely."

"So do I." | couldn't help speaking up, despite a teeth-clenching chill.

"Do you? Why?" The adjutant did not seemespecially pleased with the

appear ance of a

fell ow believer.

"Because once they discover a weapon so powerful that the first one to use it
will

automatically wi n—which is what everyone is racing to discover—+ find it hard
to believe they'd

hesitate to put it into use.”

"Very perceptive." For a monment | felt as if the shadow had opened his shadow
eyes to

reveal another set of eyes, deeper within. "But nore inportant, even supposing
a state succunbs

to a virulent infectious disease, there is no way to force it to undergo a
cure."

"Then there's no hope,"” wail ed Sengoku

"That only makes it nore interesting, you night say," said the adjutant.

"I magi ne

yourself a witness to Genesis, Chapter One. What greater thrill could there
be? That's real nation-

bui I di ng. "

"But kingdons aren't for nme," | said. "I told Komono that before—sonarchies
and

di ctatorships are not ny style.'
knee, until now the
wei ght of my body on that leg was hardly bearable. |I longed to sit down, even

The sense of swelling had spread up past ny



for a nonent.

"It's all one and the sane.'
and sheafs

of paper scattered on the sleeping bag, as if in accordance with sone
fundanmental |aw. "You're

tal ki ng about denocratization, Captain, if I'mnot mstaken. That, believe ne,
is a nere expedient

the state was forced to adopt in order to increase individual production
efficiency. It's no different

from expanding the freedomof a terminal in order to increase computer
efficiency. After all, every

form of denocracy places limts on the freedomto conmit treason or acts of a
simlar nature."

"But there's the right to self-defense."

"Certainly. What guarantees it, however, is again the state. There are two

ki nds of

nati onal defense: external defense, to protect against meddling fromwthout,
and internal defense,

to protect against treason or rebellion fromw thin. Hence the two great
pillars of any state are its

arnmy and its police. There can be no state in which the donination principle
fails to function.

Whoever is in control, issuance of passports goes right on. But what of it-al
we' re concerned

with for the time being is the Kingdom of Quintessential Castoffs, after all
"Kingdom in this case

is merely a manner of speaking, you understand, used to suggest an ideal realm
i solated fromthe

rest of the world. As far as concrete policy decisions are concerned,
personally intend to | eave

everything in your hands, Commander—er the captain's.”

Instinctively the insect dealer and | exchanged gl ances. The shadow had
succeeded

The adj utant rearranged the tel ephone directories

brilliantly in driving a wedge between us. The suggestive phrasing effectively
under scored his
own position as well. This guy was some hunbug. | felt as if 1'd once had a

dreamlike this; it was

the sort of scene that had probably been inevitable once | started selling
tickets to survival in

earnest. A haunted shrine in a forest holds no terrors if you run past it

| ooki ng the other way, | had

told nyself, but such was not to be. This, undoubtedly, was the reality of
survi val

"Who am | working for?" said the shill tiredly, shifting his position. After
sitting on stone

that long, his bottom probably hurt—though whatever exhaustion he felt could
be not hi ng

conpared to mne. "lI'mlosing nmy grasp of things. Wose side am| supposed to
be on? Wo's

hiring me?"

"I'"ll hire you," | offered. |I needed every friend | could get. Besides, there
was sonet hi ng

| wanted himto do for ne.

"And what are you trying to sell?" he asked.

"You know what it is, don't you?" | said. "My position. Anyway, never m nd
that. Wuld

you pl ease bring down the encycl opedia in the bookcase upstairs?"

"Just tell me what you want to know. 1'Ill look it up for you."

"No—+ want to pile it up and sit onit. My knee can't hold me up nmuch | onger."
"Five or six volunmes enough? Seven would do it for sure, | guess," he said,



and trotted up

the stairs.

The adj utant opened a | arge notepad and drew a line with a felt pen. He marked
it off at

regul ar intervals, adding nunbers. "Excuse ne, sir. Allow nme to explain
briefly the daily routine.

Wrk ends at 0430 hours. Then showers and baths, then chorus."”

"Chorus means the martial songs," stuck in Sengoku.

"That's right. You know—Here we bide, hundreds of miles fromhome, in

far-off

Manchuria . o
"I don't like it. Too jaded," said the insect deal er, shaking his head.
"It's a good song for quintessential castoffs," said the shadow. "It expresses

so well the

heartfelt sadness of soldiers forced to di e nmeaningless deaths."

"It's sad, all right—especially the part that goes: 'My friend lies 'neath a
stone in yonder

enmpty field." "

"Ah, but that's not the line that gets to themthe nost. It's "tears in ny
eyes.' That's the

one pl ace where they nmanage to sing in perfect unison."

"Sane difference."

"At 0500 hours, everyone assenbles in the ness hall."

"Where's that?"

"Starting today we'll be using room nunber two, next door to here."
"Ch, you think so, do you?" | expostulated. "Wo the hell said you could do
t hat ? Who

do you guys think you are, anyway?"

"But the construction squad has already started transporting food and
materials.”

"Look, Konobno," | said. "Just because you're the new head of the Broom

Bri gade

doesn't mean you can do things like that."

"Is it out of the question?" asked the adjutant, and went on swiftly in a

wel | -rehear sed

tone. "Oh, well, we could always switch to room nunber three, above the lift;
about ei ghty percent

of the itens have been noved that far already. Al the nen are anxious to join
the search squad in

| ooking for the junior high school girls as quickly as possible. It has a
direct bearing on norale."

"Captain, would you mind leaving this up to ne?" said the insect dealer. "It
seenms to ne

that in the niddle of a confusing situation, changing everything around is
only going to conpound

the confusion. |I'mdoing ny best to work things out to everybody's

sati sfaction. "

Havi ng antici pated a nore convincing argunent in his old, flow ng style, |
felt vaguely

di sappointed. If this was how he stood up to the adjutant, | feared the worst.
How had he managed

to secure the position of conmander in so short a tine, anyway? If it was
solely by virtue of

havi ng shot and killed Inototsu, then they were no better than a pack of
nmonkeys. To push

Kormono any further nmight only be playing into the adjutant's hands.

Just then the shill cane down the stairs, carrying the encycl opedia vol unmes
piled on his
shoul der.

"Besides,"” | said, "I'lIl have you know the room next door isn't room nunber



t wo,

anyway. It has a proper nane—the work hold."

"I beg your pardon.”

The girl and the shill together piled up the volunes catty-corner behind the
toilet,

adjusting themto the proper height. Sengoku held ne under the arns, hel ping
me to sit down

wi t hout putting any additional strain on nmy knee. Once | had endured a pain
rather like that of

stretching a sprained nuscle, | did feel nore confortable. A weath of m st
swirled lightly around
i nside ny head, |ike drowsiness. In nmy knee and the arch of nmy foot, it was as

if electrodes had

been i npl anted, sending out electrical current in rhythmc pul ses. Slowy,
very slowy, the current

was gaining in strength.

"It won't be long now," said the adjutant, crinkling his eyes; the winkles in
the corners

| ooked as if they'd been pasted on. H s shadowy exi stence was gradual |y

fl eshing out, beginning

steadily to fill its proper share of space.

"Drugs nay ease the pain, but they won't solve the problem™" | said.

"For now at least let's ease the pain," said the insect dealer, with a wave
and a smile.

"That encycl opedia was a clever idea. It nmust feel a little better anyway,
wi th your weight off the

leg. "

"I'f he suggests knocking me out with drugs and then cutting off the leg," |
sai d, | ooking

first into the shill's eyes and then into the girl's, and finally resting ny
gaze on Sengoku, "I want

you to protect me. Don't let themlay a finger on me, do you hear?"

The insect dealer turned till he was facing ne directly and said, "Captain,

wat ch your

manners, if you don't mind. You' re going too far. Please be nore discreet."”
"You' re responsi ble. What do you nean, the SDF was a di sappoi ntnent? You seem
to be

enj oyi ng yourself, all right, the way you snap out those commands.
"You know, it surprises even ne. I'mnot lying, either. (I only do that for
pay.) It's a fact:

there's all the difference in the world between getting orders and giving
them It's like the

di fference between the steering wheel and the driver."

"I want to see the sky," said the girl, between sips of water over at the

si nk. Her voice

was a nmonotone, like that of a child reading froma textbook

"I still say that owning your own country is the greatest |uxury there is.
Excuse me, sir."

The adjutant's pencil struck the third point on the Iine he had drawn on his
not epad. " Breakfast

begins with recitation of the Broom Bri gade oath: 'I pledge to sweep away al
trash bl ocki ng the

way ahead.' This nmorning—at this tine of year the sun nust be about ready to
conme up; it rmust

be morning by now+'d like to include sone tine for silent prayer in nenory of
Commander

I not ot su. Showi ng the proper courtesy toward the one you felled will go far in
engagi ng the nen's

trust. If possible, a eulogy fromthe captain would be—=

"Don't nmake me laugh." | snorted.



"Very well, | won't insist. Excuse nme." He continued with his litany. "At 0545
hours,

breakfast is over. Then there's a fifteen-minute break. At 0600 hours, the
trial begins. It's divided

into two parts, the first being nutual arraignnment, which involves having
Broom Bri gade nenbers

submit anonynous witten indictnments of each other. Yes, | know what you're
going to say—but a

certain anmount of nutual distrust is like a shot in the arm vital if the
systemis to operate

snoothly. There is certainly no need to publicize all the reports; you and
can pi geonhole themif

we want, Conmander, or we can create our own—

"You mean trunmp themup, don't you?" said the shill accusingly fromthe top of
t he

stairs, shooting off the words |ike paper airplanes.

"As you wi sh."

"Depressing. These guys are all so depressing," |anented Sengoku
"Nonsense," sniffed the adjutant. He sucked on a back tooth, stretching his
j aws open as

far as he could wi thout opening his nouth. | suspected he had fal se teeth.
"Let's have no high-

sounding tal k. This nmethod is being used all over—eorporations, schools,
everywhere. It's called

the 'sel f-supervision system'

"Well, shall we proceed to part two of the trial? This is by far the nost

i mportant activity

of the day . . . unless, of course, by this tinme the junior high school girls
have been netted, in

whi ch case we may have to change plans. I'mafraid the brigade nenbers are
pai nting a rather

lurid picture of what will follow in that case—sonmething to the effect that
they will divvy them up

by lots on the spot. Extrene caution will be essential in handling the female

brats, and in

persuadi ng the brigade nmenbers to exercise self-control. No one has to
partici pate who doesn't

want to—although | for one amlooking forward to it, and the captain m ght
just find the

information he's looking for. First we'll line themup and introduce themto
t he brigade, and then

the four of us can conduct in-depth interviews in private. How does that
sound?"

"How can you sit still and listen to this?" said Sengoku, his breath com ng
sonewhat
faster than seened necessary. "l can't stand it."

"Nobody' s asking you to," remarked the adjutant, and continued. "Leaving that
asi de, we

now come to part two of the trial, when this cones into play." He picked up

t he tel ephone

directory, which had a well-worn | ook, placed his hand on top, and cl anped his
nmouth shut as if

wei ghing the effect. The effect was all he could have hoped for. Having sone

i nkling of what this

was all about, | becanme still nore depressed.
"Look—sn't he still crying?" whispered the girl over ny shoul der. The youth
was

standi ng notionless, his face buried in his arns on the storage drum It was
hard to tell; he night
have been crying or he mght just have dozed off.



"I think gangrene is setting in," | said.
"It won't be much | onger now. Hang on. . . .

"I suppose it wouldn't help if | just blasted a hole in the pipe with my Uzi."
"You'd bleed all over the place, since your leg itself is acting as the
st opper,"” she said.

"To continue—we use this to search for the right people,” said the adjutant,
pi cki ng up

the directory and flipping through it. Al sorts of symbols were inscribed on
its pages in different

colors of inki #* %& # $ <> o ¥ 8§ 072 "This is what we use to screen
people, to determne if

they are fit to survive. W go through the whole list in al phabetical order
proceeding at a rate of

about thirty nanes a day. Anyone who receives a strong majority of negative
votes will naturally

be elimnated. What it conmes down to, really, is a death sentence. \Were there
is a division of

opinion, we'll put a person on hold. There are various ranks anmong those on
hol d, and after

reeval uati on a person can be given a new rank, or have the sentence of death
confirmed."

"What's the standard for that eval uation?" asked the shill. "How do you
propose to
gat her the necessary data?" | noticed appreciatively that he said nothing

about his evol ution-based

views that human trash woul d make the best crew, instead taking ny side—as per
our

agr eenment —and voi ci ng my own doubts

"I can understand what deeply satisfying work it rmust be." The insect dealer
nodded

synmpat hetically. "You have absolute power of l|ife and death. It's obviously
very crucial work

too—after all, you're assigning responsibility for the future of the entire
hurman race. "

"Naturally," said the adjutant, "we use all sorts of data for reference. Files
inthe city hall

conputer, giving fairly detailed information on fam |y, occupation, incone,
and so forth, in

addition to reports fromprivate detectives, credit bureaus, and what have
you. But there is

precious little tine, so we have to process an average of at least thirty
peopl e a day. No one person

can be allotted nore than five mnutes. As a result, to expedite the process,
we occasionally take

i nto consideration gossip about the candidate, his general reputation—even the
aura of his

resi dence as seen fromthe outside—+to help in formng a judgnment. In the |ack
of relevant data

other than the entry in the phone book, we go by our gut reaction to the

candi date' s name and

phone number. "

"I's it possible for someone who's innocent to receive the death sentence?" The
i nsect

dealer, sitting with his legs crossed, reversed their position

"Everyone is innocent before standing trial."

"That's true. | guess it's better than throwi ng dice."

"Dice are no good. That way, not enough people receive the death penalty."
"That many have to die, do they? Well, | suppose it can't be hel ped. The
nunber of

peopl e who can fit in here is limted."



"They're crazy." The girl's voice at ny ear was hoarse.

"What's the ratio of death penalties to acquittal s?" the shill nunbled, barely
openi ng his

nout h; his voice too sounded weak.

"There haven't yet been any conplete acquittals.'
remai ned

perfectly calm Was he only putting on an act for his own anusenent? " Most
peopl e get the death

penalty, and the rest are on hold. There are various categories anong the
peopl e on hold: retrial,

The adjutant's voice

pendi ng, bail, tenporary rel ease, suspended sentence, appeal, and so forth.
The case is

reconsi dered after new evidence or new testinony is brought in. Still, mainly
it's the death

penalty. If you' ve ever visited a courtroom perhaps you'll understand—the

great est excitenent

anong the quintessential castoffs in our company occurs the nmoment that the
death penalty is

announced. That seens to be when they feel the greatest pleasure and purpose
in their status as

qui ntessential castoffs. | do wi sh people would stop treating this as sone
sort of personality

aberration." Laying a palmon the opened tel ephone directory, wthout mnoving
hi s head he | ooked

straight at the shill and the girl. "Sentencing people to death began as a
pai nful neans for choosing

the few who woul d be able to survive—but at sone point it becane an end in
itself, and a highly

pl easurabl e one at that. Some might interpret this as the warped nmentality of
qui ntessenti a

castoffs, | suppose. But there's far nore to it than that. Qut of all the
stories | read when | was a
boy, two scenes in particular stand out in nmy mind. |'ve forgotten the rest of

the plots, but those

scenes are vividly etched in my mind. One is the queen in Alice in Wnderl and
runni ng around

yelling, "Of with their heads! Of with their heads!' at every little thing.
The other is in one of

Andersen's fairy tal es—which one, |'ve forgotten—where a young prince hiding
behind a tree

hands out death sentences to passing travelers and cuts them down on the spot.
That's the way it is

even in the world of children—how nmuch nore so, then, anbng quintessenti al
castoffs, who in a

sense are condemmed nen (and wonen) granted a tenporary stay of execution
Besi des, the

sentences we give out can only be executed by the condemmed people

t hensel ves. "

Leani ng back against the flushing | ever, which now did nothing but wobble

i neffectually,

| rubbed the sides of ny knee, feeling rather as if | had wet the bed and
gotten soaked. If

Inototsu's ferocity and total disregard for others were dissolved, distilled,
and crystallized, they

woul d cone out resenbling this adjutant's logic. Could | have stopped there,
and repudi ated his

words at face value, there would have been sonme hope. But the nore | thought
about it the |ess

di fference there was between what he was doing and what |, all unconsciously,
had been doi ng



too. How could | defend nyself against the charge that ny extrene rel uctance
to part with tickets
to survival cane to essentially the very sanme thing?

Both the insect dealer and the shill had repeatedly accused ne of m santhropy.
They were

right. | too had been signing secret death sentences wi thout benefit of trial
all along. Whose way

was nmore cruel? It was hard to say. In any case, | had lost all grounds for

criticismof the Broom

Brigade. Instead | wanted to criticize myself, crush nyself to death like a
flea.

"I don't know," said the shill. "It sounds inefficient to me to concentrate
only on whom

you can elimnate." He snapped his fingers and banged the banister as if
det er mi ned sonehow to

turn the tables on the adjutant. "Wy not take the opposite approach, and
conpile lists of all the

necessary trained personnel ? Doctors, nurses, conputer experts, car mechanics

"After the bonmb, there won't be any need for conputer experts,"” interrupted
Sengoku
wi th understated irony. "El ectromagnetic waves will make conputers usel ess.”

"We' ve taken scrupul ous pains to do just what you're saying," answered the

adj ut ant .

"Anong the brigade nmenbers are accountants, cooks, even agricul tural workers.
W al so have

carpenters, plasterers, judo experts . . . butchers . . . plus a
sweet - pot at o- cake baker, a cameranan,

and our conmandi ng of ficer here, who has a very special talent: nob
pacification."

The last three were apparently offered in light jest, to show off the accuracy
of his

information. | was distracted, however, by the deliberate pauses before and
after "butchers."

The shill spoke up defensively. "I happen to be a past naster of |egerdemain."
"We' || need you, then," said the adjutant, quietly closing the tel ephone book
"Because

not only utility goods are necessary for survival. Any struggle requires a
dream Spiritual self-

sufficiency is the greatest reconpense of all; that's what the trial is al
about . "

"I used to sell dreans," said the insect dealer, gazing at nme as if searching
hi s way

t hrough darkness. "The rest of the eupcaccias are still out in the jeep,
aren't they?"
"Dreans aren't enough, either," said the shill. "W need knives and guns

and toilets.”
Suddenly he sprang up, shaking with tension. Then he took a deep breath and
sat back down. "In

here it's as if there wasn't any need to sweat over noney. | suppose even
outside, after the
apocal ypse—the New Begi nni ng—€ebtors and creditors will cease to exist. But

ri ght now, step

one foot outside and they're craw ing everywhere, playing hide-and-seek with
each other. How

can it ever be any different? How can there ever be a New Begi nni ng?"

"W need air too," repeated the girl vacantly.

"That's why we carried out the hunt for junior high school girls,"” said the
adjutant. "The

younger the better—don't you agree, Conmander? Like wet paper, in a way: the



time you spend

slowy warm ng themup, before they catch fire, is the nost enjoyable. Say,
that fellow s taking an

awfully long tine getting back, isn't he? \Were's that nedicine? Let's have
t he scouts check up

on him and on the progress of the search too. Commander, will you give the
or ders?"

Noddi ng, the insect deal er stood up. Lightly rubbing his gold badge with the
ball of his

thunb, he stared intently at the youth, whose face was still buried on the
storage drum and drew a
deep asthmati c-sounding breath, filling his chest with air, about to speak

Just then the steel hatch creaked open and a scream echoed. Al the air the

i nsect deal er

had i nhal ed rushed out of him before he could say a word.

"Hel p, help, they'Il kill him" It was Red Jacket, whose ear the girl had
struck before.

The bl eedi ng had apparently not stopped; the earlobe was red, and swollen to
twice its previous

size. He tunbled in and fell to his hands and knees on the |anding. "The other
guy's being eaten

alive by a pack of wild dogs! Help!"

"So that's where you were." The adjutant sprang up with remarkable agility,

t hen

crouched down agai n and noi stened his forehead with spit. Probably a charmto
get rid of pins

and needles in the legs; | could remenber ny grandnother doing the same thing
| ong ago. "Come

on down; it's all right."

"Help him for God's sake—the dogs are all over him"

"Scout A, what was the neaning of that slipshod report you filed?" barked the
i nsect

deal er suddenly, straightening himself up. "You said there were no suspici ous
characters around

here. Isn't he suspicious? Wat have you to say?"

"Excuse me, sir," said Scout A grinding his teeth. "No one told me he was

there."”

"You didn't ask," shot back Sengoku

"I"'mpartly to blame," said the adjutant. "I should have warned you that these
peopl e

m ght not cooperate.’
the floor. "Look—

bl oodstains. | was careless to have m ssed them Wich one of you wounded
hi nP"

"I did." The girl waved her crossbow aloft for himto see.

"I see. Then everyone here failed to cooperate, and the scout failed in his
duty. 1'll Ieave

t he question of discipline up to you, Commander."

"Pl ease, you've gotta do sonething," begged Red Jacket. "He's being eaten
alive! If he

dies it'll be nmurder, don't you see? Please, hurry. .
"Shut up!" The insect dealer's neck swelled until it was a match for his great
round head.

"At this point, do you think a dead body or two nore is going to scare any of
us? Scout, drag that

young punk down here and make himtell you where he hid the girls."

"He doesn't know where they are." The scout's voice had reverted to a childish
squeak.

"Nobody knows but the ones who ran off with them"

Red Jacket chinmed in. "If | had any idea where they were, |'d have gone al ong.

He wal ked ten paces toward the storage drunms, eyes on



Then this

never woul d have happened. ™"

"Commander, | advi se against retracting an order once it's given," said the
adjutant. He

frowned, dropping his head on his chest as if he'd just realized he'd lost his
wal let. He retraced his

steps back over toward the toilet.

"I know," said the insect dealer, drawing a converted toy pistol from under
his belt. He

cocked it, aimed it, and planted both legs firmy. "Now you drag hi m down
here, fast, and you

make himtal k. "

Broomin hand, the young scout noved toward the |landing with a resigned | ook
Red

Jacket rose to his knees, unfastened the chain at his belt, and gave it a
shake. Steel bit into the

floorboards with a graphic sound that was sonehow intensely physical:
flinched, imagining a

butcher's knife carving into bone.

"Stay away," said Red Jacket.

"You get down here," said the scout. "Do nme a favor."

"No, you do nme a favor."

"I"'mfollow ng orders."

"Lousy traitor."

"You don't understand."”

A sharp report rang out, its echoes bouncing around the roomlike Ping-Pong
balls. The

i nsect dealer had fired at the ceiling. There was a snell of gunpowder, Iike
scorched bitter herbs.

Red Jacket, wounded once already, pronptly collapsed in terror

"Drag hi mdown here. Make himconfess if you have to stick your broom handl e
up his

ass. If he doesn't, the captain will be in trouble. It doesn't matter if you
kill him Don't worry

about di sposing of the body."

"The captain will be in trouble. . . ." Wat did that nmean? The i nsect

deal er's own

wor ds—that firearnms change people—ame to nme; he had fulfilled his own

pr ophecy.

"You' d better get down here," said the scout. "Or you'll get killed."

"I don't know anyt hi ng—and you know | don't know "

As if his body were drained of strength, Red Jacket cane sliding down the

| adder,

col l apsing on top of the blue-sheeted bundle. "There's a body in there,"
warned the scout, at which

Red Jacket | eaped up, noved several feet off, and coll apsed again.

"Cet to work," said the adjutant in a businesslike way. "Just do as you've
been taught."

The young scout twi sted the broomhandle in Red Jacket's gut. There was a wail
of pain.

"You're hurting ne!"

"Confess, then."

"How can | confess what | don't know Aagh!"

"That's enough," said the girl frostily, glaring at the adjutant with open
hostility. A show

of indifference would have been better, | thought; the nore you let others
know how you really

feel, the worse off you are.

"I"'mafraid an order, once given, can't be retracted that easily," said the
adjutant. "Bad



for discipline. As long as the nen are following orders, they're forbidden to
pass any sort of

judgrment on those orders. \Were an order is concerned, there can be no second
t houghts, period."

Red Jacket was weeping. Covered with sweat, the young scout kept on grinding

t he

broom handle into the victinmis belly.

"If he really doesn't know, then no amount of torture is going to get anything
out of

him" The shill had covered his face in dazed disbelief, and was peeki ng
t hrough his fingers at the
scene.

"This could take tinme," adnitted the adjutant, his peregrination around the
toil et com ng

to a sudden stop; he studied the insect dealer's expression. The insect dealer
gave the barest of

nods, his face an expressionless mask. "In the neantine 1'll go up to room

t hree—ah, excuse ne,

did it again. What should | call that roomup over the lift?"

"Anyt hi ng you want."

"Al'l right, then—how about Main Mess Hall? It's easily four times as big as

t he one by

the tangerine grove. Someone will have to keep a sharp eye on the cooking
squad; otherwi se it

woul d be easy for irregularities to creep in, and any carel essness regarding
sanitation can only | ead

to harm Unfortunately, tomorrow s breakfast is fish again. It's a pity, when
we have two forner

but chers anong us, both skilled neat carvers. Excuse ne for a nonent."

The adj utant cut across the hold, wal ked past the storage drums, and

di sappeared down

the tunnel leading into the work hold. It seenmed to take ages—a hal f-hour or
nor e—bef ore he was

gone.

"Hey, Komono," called the shill, to no response. "Make himquit that, wll
you? Konono

what's the matter? Are you out of your nind?"

"Il make himstop," said the girl, releasing the safety on her crossbow, and
fitting it

with an arrow

| was busy taking steps of ny owmn. Sliding off the encyclopedia, | tw sted
back and

reached out for the Uzi that the girl had |l eft propped up against the toilet.
Slowmy the muzzle of the

i nsect dealer's gun rose, aimng straight at ne.

"Cut it out. . . ." He canme around and wested the Uzi away fromme. "I
haven't gone

mad, nuch as it may seem | have. I'mall right, | think. Just wait a little
longer. I"'mthinking. . . . |

know what —+'11 have a snoke."

He withdrew to a safe place and crouched against the wall; there, with the Uzi
across his

knees, and his own gun still in his hand, he lit a cigarette. The young scout

kept on raising and

| owering his arms nechanically, as if pounding rice for rice cakes. He did
seemto be letting up a

little. Red Jacket went on mpaning in tinme to the novenments of the broom he
did not appear to be

taki ng a deci sive beating. Hundreds of barbed slugs, or some such creatures,
were craw i ng around



on the surface of ny paral yzed |eg.

"I"'mgoing to go take a | eak," said Sengoku, and headed for the hatch, with a
si del ong

| ook at the sheeted bundle. No one had any reason to stop him and no one did:
the pack of wld

dogs woul d do that. The realization that Red Jacket's partner had gone outside
was a bit

troubling—but then, it was probably true that he'd been attacked by the dogs.
That woul d take

care of him Puffing on his cigarette, the insect dealer went into a crouch
and cocked his gun.

Mentally, in those few seconds | played up and down the keyboard of my brain
cells, fast

enough to conpete in a contest, and nade a decision. | whispered to the girl,
"WIl you do ne a
favor? Keep it secret.'’
her response was

i nst ant aneous.

"Yes."

"Locker nunmber two upstairs has a switchboard inside. There's a red | ever on
the left

end, just at eye level. | want you to push it up. WIIl you do that?"

"What' s the conbi nati on?"

"Same as the | ocker number, two—two right, two left, two right. Just

t wo-t wo-two. "

"The red lever."

"Not hing will happen right away."

For safety's sake, | had set up the dynanmite detonating device in two stages.
The panel |

had now at my fingertips could do nothing on its own. Contact with the

swi t chboard relay woul d

awaken the slumbering fuse and ready it for reception. My Uzi had been taken
fromme, but

now—+f only she managed her task successfully—+ would gain a weapon many tines
nor e

power f ul .

The girl went casually up the stairs. Anticipation and nervous tension seened
to make the

pain in ny | eg recede sonewhat. Wen she was hal fway up the stairs, the shil
shot her an

i nquiring | ook, which she answered with a frantic signal

Naturally, it would be hard for himto understand what she was up to, but at
this point the

only secret she and I could possibly share would have to concern a way out of
the current inpasse.

He fell in with her. If all went as planned, | had no intention of |eaving him
in the cold. The insect

deal er foll owed her novenments briefly, then showed no further interest. Wnen
are expected to

have their own reasons for com ng and goi ng, beyond men's understanding; in
fact, nmen have a

duty to pretend not to see. She di sappeared safely onto the bridge. | thought
of tiny air creatures

faced with death. O schools of whal es seeking survival that end up conmtting
mass sui ci de

instead. My vision of eupcaccia tranquillity—had it been only an illusion?
Then why was there a

nmerry-go-round in every amusenent park worthy of the name? If it could be
proved that children

on holiday were all schizo, very well; then I would resign nyself, and

My voice was so low | could barely hear it nyself, but



wi t hdr aw.

A destructive pressure now bore on ny calf. Had | not been wrapped in the
protective

bandage of the pipe, the flesh mght well have ruptured. It felt like the tine
ny guns were

inflaned with toothache. | only wished | could lance it, and clean out the
abscess within. Had a
surgeon chosen that nonent to nenace nme with his scalpel, | doubted ny ability

to fend himoff.

A butcher's cleaver | would resist to the death; a surgeon's scal pel could be
the tool of ny

sal vation. But this weakening was a sign of danger. The failure of the drugs
to arrive probably

meant the scout was haggling with a doctor reluctant to prescribe norphine;
then again, it could

have been that the doctor was taking a long tinme to dress, or even that the
car engi ne woul dn't

start. Wuld the doctor go along readily with an anmputation? He coul d al ways
justify it on

grounds that it would relieve suffering. If he succeeded in stopping the

bl eeding, and if vascul ar

suturing went well, and if effective measures to prevent suppuration could be
taken, then nedica

ethics wouldn't seemto argue against it. Even if the doctor should w tness ny
anput ated | eg

vani shing down the hole with a pop |like that froma popgun, followed by the
di smenbered parts

of a corpse, one after another, his ethical propriety would remain

uni npeachabl e.

The girl signaled to me fromthe parapet.

At last the time had conme, just as | had known that one day it would; | had
al ways

known, too, that it was sonething | would have to decide nyself, wthout
orders from anyone el se.

| had put off that decision until now for the sanme reason that | had refrained
frombetting with the

i nsect dealer as to whether or not the nuclear war would begin in five

m nutes. But in a nuclear

war there could be no advance warni ng, which would give the eneny an

i rreversibl e advant age.

The button could be pushed for only two conceivabl e reasons: either a sudden
unf or eseen

accident, or the devel opment of technol ogy which conferred autonatic
first-strike victory on the

user, thus ending the bal ance of power. That nonment could conme at any tine,
wi t hout

forewarning. By its very nature, nuclear war would begin all of a sudden, and
as suddenly be over.

The variables are far greater than for an earthquake, making prediction far
nore probl emati cal

War ni ngs were unt hi nkabl e. Any attack that left roomfor the operation of a
war ni ng system woul d

be subject to the restraining forces of both sides. The | aunching of the ark
woul d inevitably take

pl ace one peaceful day, catching everyone unawares. There was not the
slightest reason why that

day shoul d not be today. Al decisions are arbitrary in the end.

Sengoku cane back inside, having relieved hinself.

| brought out the renmpte-control panel fromnmny belt, slid off the safety
devi ce, and held



my finger quietly on the red button. My conviction was |ow, but ny
expectati ons were high. There

woul d be vast alterations in the flow of the underground vein of water. |
m ght even be able to free

nmyself fromthe toilet. It would be a lonely, quiet launching, with not a
single toast in celebration

This, | thought, was the only way to enter upon nucl ear war—before it began
O those who were

aware of the actual outbreak of war, the vast majority would be w ped out;
only those whose ears

were covered, who remmined ignorant, would be able to survive

24

ESCAPE

A flash. Innunmerable whips | ashed ny skin where it was exposed. Then the

hat ch

expl oded, eradicating the oceanside entrance. There was no boom such as | had
expected to hear,

but nmy eardruns felt an excruciating pain. The light gave way instantly to

bl ack dar kness. Power

failure. The insect dealer switched on his cigarette lighter, its tiny flane
enphasi zi ng the vast

dar kness. Hi s shadow swayed against the wall; the rest of us were totally

i nvisible. Red Jacket's

groani ng stopped. Even if he was still groaning, with the ringing in ny ears |
coul d never have

heard him

Next there was a distant echo Iike a crack of thunder, and the whoosh of w nd
currents

crossing and crisscrossing the ark. It had worked.

A war ni ng buzzer went on and off, feeble in nmy ears after the roar of the

bl ast. As the one

who had installed it, | felt a responsibility to make a statenent:

"Looks like a nucl ear explosion. That signal is the enmergency warning."

No one answered right away.

"It's an earthquake, isn't it?" said the girl in a scared voice. "It's got to
be. "

"For an earthquake, | don't notice many trenors," said someone—per haps
Sengoku

"I hate to say it," | repeated, "but | do think it's a nuclear explosion." |

wi shed | could

have the insect dealer do the talking for ne. "The systemis designed to sea
us off automatically

in case of a nuclear explosion, by dynamiting all tunnels to the outside."

"I don't know what kind of sensors you nmay be using, but how can you be so
certain?"

The insect dealer's light cane closer, |leaving a wavering tail of flame in the
air.

"I"'mnot; |I'mjust stating the nobst obvious possibility."

Darkness in a roomor a cave is of varying dimensions. The darkness of, say, a
cl ot hes

cl oset can actually be soothing, not frightening in the |least. But the vaster
the scale, the nore

nmenaci ng dar kness becomes. The custom of burying the dead in coffins m ght
have arisen from



the desire to protect themfromthe uncertainty of |arge darkness by
surrounding themwi th snal

dar kness. Here there were only seven of us, but it sounded |ike hundreds of
fish gasping in a water

tank | acking sufficient oxygen

"I want to know what makes you think so," said the insect dealer, thrusting
the flane of

his light toward nme. "It could have been set off by a sudden squall, couldn't
it? There's a front

goi ng by. Maybe your sensor is just too sensitive."

"It's far nore sophisticated than that," | said, feeling |l ess and | ess
confident in ny ability
to outtal k this man whose tongue was his fortune. "It's conputer-controll ed.

There are pressure

anenoneters at the northern and southern extrenmities of the nountain, and when
the difference in

their neasurenents is greater than one-third, the conputer registers it as a

| ocal, snall-scale

di sturbance wi thout proceeding to the next stage. Qther factors taken into
consi deration are

duration of pressure, presence or absence of a heat wave, rate of tenperature
clinb, and, of course,

tests for radioactivity. . . . There's no way it could be set off by a nere
squal I . "

Light fell on the tunnel entrance. It was froma large portable lantern
hangi ng fromthe

adjutant's shoul ders, carefully positioned in such a way that his body was
visible fromthe wai st

down only.
"Excuse me, sir.
resiliency
demanded respect.

"An emergency situation has arisen," responded the insect dealer. "Possibly a
nucl ear

expl osion." He seened inclined to affirmthat possibility rather than deny it.
Fl akes of Iight

appeared in the flame of his lighter—a sign he was running out of fuel

"Nucl ear weapons are

essentially designed to be used in a preenptive strike. It's conmon know edge
among mlitary

anal ysts that in all-out nuclear warfare there woul d be no decl aration of
war . "

"I'"ll go get a lantern," said the shill, and groped his way upstairs.

"What's that snell —+adioactivity?" It was the young scout.

"No, di ng-dong—gunpowder," said the adjutant flatly. "Powder snoke, it's
called. To a

real man it snells sweet as roses.”

"We'| | be safe fromradiation in here," said Sengoku, reassuring hinself.

"I's there a radi o?" asked the adjutant, and cl apped his ear with the pal m of
hi s hand. He

had apparently received a consi derabl e physical shock

"There won't be any broadcasting stations left,” | said. "A one-negaton bl ast
Wi pes out

everything in a three-mle radius. Wthin a six-mle radius, high w nds ful

of glass fragnents

whi p around. "

"Yes—so if there was reception, that would be a good sign."

| had to be cautious. This nman was not only deranged but fast-thinking. "The
wal |s are so

thick I don't think radi o waves woul d have a chance of getting in. Even if we

H s tone hadn't changed a whit. Nerves of such steely



had a radio."

"You know, Captain," said the insect dealer, "you should have put everything
you had on

that bet. You were too fainthearted." He explained to the adjutant, "The
captain and | had a bet

goi ng, you see, as to whether or not the bonmb would fall in the next
twenty-four hours."
"It was the next five minutes," | corrected.

"What's the difference?" said the insect dealer. "Mney's worthless now,
anyway. You

couldn't lay wagers even if you wanted to."

"I know sonething just as good as nobney, or better," persisted the adjutant.

" How about

t hose junior high school girls? They'd nake perfect stakes."

Lamplight flashed fromthe parapet on the bridge, crossing the ceiling in a
straight line

until it rested on the ruined hatch. The destruction was nore conplete than |
had i magi ned. The

center of the steel door was smashed, and stone rubble had poured through; the
shape was that of

an expensi ve Japanese-style confection. The dogs had doubtl| ess been scared out
of their wits. The

[ight nmoved on, fastening on the blue-sheeted corpse, which was covered with
several fist-sized

chunks of stone. If he hadn't been a corpse already, he would have been
scream ng in pain. Mybe

he woul d even have died fromthe injuries.

Suddenly Sengoku slanmmed a fist into his palmand hollered, "Then we did it,
man! W

survi ved!"

The Iight vani shed, and the shill cane down the stairs.

"You nmean we're not dead. That's all,"” retorted the girl glumy

"We're alivel W survived!" Sengoku repeated, in tears, and sniffed.

"Now cones the tough part: going on surviving," said the adjutant, stroking
Sengoku

with his Iight. "Conmander, what are your instructions?"

"I don't care—we survived," said Sengoku again, kicking the floor. "Everybody
el se has

croaked. Right, Ml e?"

"Lower your voice, will you?" | said. "You' re giving ne a headache."

There was a percussive sound, clear and carrying, but not sharp; rather like a
di st ant

drunmbeat. If this was the sound of falling water, then just as |I'd hoped,
there m ght have been an

alteration in the flow of water underground. | detected a change in the
wriggling of the worns in
my calf. Was | imagining it? Surely it was too soon for the effects to revea

t henmsel ves.

Beanming his lantern ahead of him the adjutant approached Red Jacket —who, had
he

stayed where he first was, would al nost surely have been severely injured in a
fusillade of stones.

"Excuse me, sir!" screaned the young scout.

"I's he dead?" asked the adjutant.

"No, sir."
"Did he confess?"
"No, sir."

"Scout A, have you forgotten your orders?"
Just as the adjutant raised his steel-centered broom the insect deal er issued
a bri sk,



pr of essi onal command.
"Enmergency directive. Divide the Broom Brigade into squads, and assi gn each

squad a
turn at the air-purifying equi pment. A schedule of shifts will be issued
later. Al nmen will be

expected to participate in the work of charging batteries with the
pedal - oper at ed generators.

Choose all those nmen with nechani cal experience, and start work on building a
new generator, top

speed. Register all nmen according to their skills, make up a list of nanes
arranged by specialty,

and appoi nt one man in charge of each division."

There was no mistake; it was definitely the sound of water drops hitting the
storage drum

Three in a row, a pause, then two. A clear sign that the fl ow of water had

al tered.

"Repeat those orders," said the adjutant to the young scout, jabbing himwith
the broom

handl e.

"I can't," the youth replied, his voice shaking.

"You have to be able to repeat an order," said the adjutant. He might equally
have been

reproving the youth or the insect dealer

The flame of the cigarette lighter went out.

"Adjutant, let's be off," said the insect dealer, |eading the way toward the
wor k hol d.

"Bring along the captive and set himto work." He seenmed desperate not to |ose
command. In the

light fromthe shill's lanp, held up to see himoff, we could see that he was
gripping the small of

the Uzi's butt. As if suddenly renenbering, he swng around and said,
"Captai n, how about the

filters on the air purification systen? Al in place?"
Knowi ng this to be sheer claptrap, | responded in kind. "Absolutely. BG system
triple-

| ayer cooling filters."

"Everyone who can spare the time, report to the work hold," he declared. The
adj ut ant

foll owed, driving the youths before him After himwent Sengoku, nuttering to
hi msel f. "W

survived . . . we survived
" "Spare the tine'? Wio could have nore tine to spare than us?" said the shil

in

di sbel i ef .

"Careful,” warned the girl. "Don't let themout of your sight, or who knows
what t hey

m ght do." She pushed the reluctant shill along, lighting the way for himwith

the lantern. The
beam travel ed on, crawling along the wall and up to the ceiling, where it
captured sone sort of

nmoverent, |ike the swarm ng of bees. OF course it was no such thing: it was a
curtain of water
spilling out over quite a wide area. The noise of droplets hitting the druns

cane froma very snal

portion of the water on the ceiling. Wth change proceeding at this pace,
becanme hopeful that the

i nner workings of the toilet m ght soon be affected too.

"Water's leaking," said the girl, exploring the whole area with her lantern
"I's it always

like this? Look, there's enough behind those druns to raise goldfish in."



The flood was building up swiftly. It was just after that that sone sort of
shock took place

in the depths of the toilet. My ears couldn't hear it, but ny leg did: it was
i ke the sound of

el evat or doors echoing down in the base of a high-rise building. Had the
control valve turned

around at |ast?

"Wwul d you mind gathering things up before they start to get wet?" | said.
"The nmaps

and tickets and eupcaccia box, for starters."

"You think the water will cone this far?" she asked.

"Probably."

"Are these chocol at es?"

"Liqueur-filled. | eat themwth my beer. 1'll bet you think that's weird, but
it tastes

surprisingly good."

"What shall we do?" the girl said anxiously, choosing a chocolate. "Now that
this has

happened, won't the toilet be nmore inportant than your leg, after all?"

She stepped up on the edge of the toilet with one I eg and put the eupcaccia
box on the

upper shelf. The hem of her skirt was at nmy eye |level, her bare kneecaps j ust
in front of ny |ips.

"There's nothing to worry about," | said. Cautiously, as when m xing
gunpowder, | held

nmy breath, and then said in a rush—as if unwapping a gift that had cost an
entire year's salary—

"It's all alie. Nowlisten to ne calmy, without getting excited. There was
no nucl ear explosion. |

lied. Nothing of the kind happened."”

The girl did not say anything right away. The liqueur-filled chocolate in her
fingers was

crushed wi thout a sound.

"Alie? You nean what you said was a lie, or the explosion was a |ie?"

"It was all a lie. That was only sonme dynanite before. You hel ped ne,
remenber ? By

pushing that |ever on the sw tchboard."

"But why . . . ?"

"Two reasons. First, | was scared. The nuclear war hadn't even started yet,
and | ook what

was happening already. | couldn't bear it. The other reason is selfish: | did
it because of the

toi |l et —because of my leg. | figured there was only a fifty-fifty chance it

woul d wor k—er | ess;

maybe one in three. Remenber, you and | tal ked about it before—the val ve
below. It was ny | ast

hope. | wanted to change the fl ow of the water underground, and see if that
woul dn't change

t hi ngs. "

"Did it?"

"Yes. Look how the water is dripping fromthe ceiling."

"\What about your |eg?"

"Just as |'d hoped. It feels conpletely different."

"Better?"

"Well, | wouldn't say that. \Wen your leg goes to sleep it feels worse when

t he

circulation starts com ng back, after all. Right nowit hurts even to cough
But that sensation of

being slowy sucked down is definitely gone. If sonmeone gave ne a hand, | bet

| could manage to



get out of here sonehow "

"You'd better not tell anyone."

"I know. If they found out |I'd wecked the toilet, they'd nurder ne.
"Way did you tell me?"

"You're going to run away with ne, aren't you? To where we can see the sky."
"How? The passageways are all bl ocked off."

"There's a way out. A secret passageway."

"Wher e?"

"Don't tell anyone. Nowadays all you hear is the public's right to know, but
it seems to

me that lying is often nore practical. It's upstairs, |ocker nunber one.

"Il tell you everything.

The conbi nation is one-one-one. Take off the back panel and there's a tunne
there that | eads

down underneath the city hall."
"The outside world is safe, then
"Yes. And the sky. O oudy skies and sunsets, blue skies, snog. . . .
The shill returned fromthe work hold, following the small circle of Iight
emtted by his

penlight; he was wal king slowy and carefully to avoid splashing hinself—-as if
maki ng hi s way

across a swanp.

"I'f you want soneone to help you, it'll have to be him" she said
"l suppose so," | agreed.
The shill hailed us cheerfully, his voice a sharp contrast with his draggi ng

f oot steps. He

seened already conpletely at home with the Broom Bri gade. "Everybody's hard at
wor k, " he

said, "taking turns pedaling the five bikes. But the strongest ones are al
out in the search squad

| ooking for the girls, and so far the pedal ers have managed only to light up
seven mniature |ight

bul bs, the size of a candle flame. But you should hear the way they tal k! Just
i ke a bunch of cats

in heat. A d nen have the dirtiest minds."

"The captain says he thinks his leg mght come out."” | did not know what to
make of her

mentioning only this and not the hidden escape route.

"Why?" he asked, in exaggerated surprise. "Maybe his blood started fl ow ng
backwar d,

and it's affected his mnd. Do you suppose that could happen?"

"Way not tell himthe truth?" | said

"The truth?" he said. "Wat are you talking about?"

She ignored ne. "How are things going over there?" she asked. "Do you think
you can

hit it off with Konono and the adjutant? Do you think you can make a go of it
her e?"

"Good question." He rubbed his face with his palnms and said, "Ch, I'lI

pr obabl y nmanage

one way or another. I'mused to playing up to people. Not |ike the
sweet - potato man; he strikes ne

as a mani c-depressive type. After being all that gloony, now he's whooping it
up hysterically. Just

sitting still doing nothing, he says the joy of being alive comes in through
his belly button and

goes out the top of his head. Says it nmakes a noise like the beeper on a
wristwatch. Can you

believe it? I'"'mnot that far gone, but I'Il admt it will be a relief not to
have to wear disgui ses and

run away from |l oan sharks. The ones followi ng nme around are all ol d buddies of



m ne, which only

makes it worse. OF course, | have to say being superintendent of the captain's
weapons and supply

roomsounds a bit out of my line. That place is a real fortress.”

"It's stocked with guns and nedi ci ne and food supplies—=

"No, foodstuffs all come under the jurisdiction of the sweet-potato man."
"There's a bazooka in there too, you know "

"That's Konpbno's little toy. What | really like is that gun chanber that
doubl es as a

conference room If only our office had been Iike that. A big round table
surrounded by arncthairs.

"Do you think relations between Konobno and the adjutant are going to stay |ike
t hat ?"

she asked.

"I"d like to hear what you think." The shill indicated ne, waving one hand as
if in

supplication. "Wth your leg free, there'll be two separate |ines of comrand.
Thi ngs could get a

bit sticky."

"Everyone nust need to use the bathroom™" | said. "How have you been

managi ng?"

"Making do with the storage druns, and wondering vaguely what to do when
they're all

full. But that's all right, if your leg is coming out. . . . Wat are you
waiting for? Come on out! If

you can't manage it alone, 1'll give you a hand. Shall | go get sone nore

hel p?"

"No, just you is enough. I"'mwaiting for the prickles to go away."

"It's aterrible feeling, | know But | certainly amglad it turned out this
way. Now t hat

the crisis is over, | don't mind telling you we had quite a confrontation over

whi ch to choose—the

toilet or your |l eg. Renenber the pirate in Treasure |sland—what was his nane?
Long John

Silver. He had a wooden |leg, and he cut quite a figure with it. The others
said if the ship was really

i nportant to you, you should take a tip fromhim™

"How m| going to do this?"

"Grab on to ny shoulders. 1'll walk around in a circle, |ike the donkey at the
mllstone."

I hung on to his burly shoul ders, |ooking no doubt |ike a fresh-pounded rice
cake draped

on a tree branch. The girl poured cooking oil fromthe shelf between nmy calf
and the pipe, for

lubrication. H's penlight in his nmouth, the shill started circling the toilet,
while wi th anot her

penlight the girl lit up his feet for him The skin on ny leg, especially
around the shin, chafed

against the pipe walls as if it would tear off. Even so, | began turning.
Slowmy |I conmpleted a

quarter-turn, without the | east sensation of being pulled down inside.
"Attaboy! Say, they'll be knocked over dead when they see this." Since he
still had the

penlight in his mouth, the words were nmuffled, but his voice was cheerful.
felt guilty. If possible,

| had wanted to escape alone with the girl, but this was certainly no tine to
suggest such a thing.

The shill had rights too. If | left himbehind without telling himeither that
the toilet was now



unusabl e (without, | guessed, extensive redesigning and reconstruction) or
that | planned to escape

t hrough a secret passage, doubtless afterwards | would hate nyself. Barring
speci al

ci rcumst ances—though, indeed, | could scarcely inmagi ne what they m ght be-he
deserved to

come with us.

"Doesn't it hurt?" asked the girl. (Wiy didn't she tell the shill the truth?)
"Alittle pain nakes it easier to bear—ancels out the pins and needl es."
"You' re coning up—a good inch!" she said encouragingly. "Keep it up!"

"Funny," said the shill in the same nuffled voice as before, penlight still in
hi s nout h.

"Who woul d have thought 1'd outlive the whole rest of the world? Me! | can't
believe it."

"What if it's not true?" | couldn't keep still. Wuld the girl fee

di sappoi nted? She didn't

| ook that way. She just |ooked fromme to the shill and back and tilted her

head to one side, her

nmouth drawn out in a line.

" Eh?"

"Al'l that happened was that | set off some dynanmite, to see if | could rel ease
t he pressure

inside the toilet."

"You sure do things in a big way." He didn't seem especially outraged. "So you
nmean t he

bit about the nuclear blast wasn't true?"

"That's right."

"Well, that's the way it goes. Shall we try turning the other way now? | bet
you're feeling

alot lighter."

"He's come up alnost an inch and a half,’
now. Once the

calf is out, you' re home free."

she said. "Just alittle bit nore

"Aagh." | grimaced wth pain.

"Shall | slow down?"

"No, I'mokay. It just gave ny knee a twinge there for a mnute."

"Well, well. So it was all a lie—+the world is going on the sane as ever, this
very

nonent ?"

"We aren't trapped in here, either; there's a secret way out. | didn't tel
anyone. "

"I'n other words, not one thing has changed. Go ahead, |ean your full weight on
me. It's

okay. "

He was acting too blasé. Had his extraordi nary suspici ousness seal ed of f al
hi s

enotions? That couldn't be. He had been overreacting to every little stimulus.
Even the insect

deal er had said to watch out for him that people with heavy secretions of
saliva were violent.

Coul d he possibly not be aware of the seriousness of the situation? O was the
situation possibly

not as serious as | found it? Perhaps his self-respect was invol ved: Someone
who prides hinself

on his own sleight of hand can't afford to fall all over hinself with surprise
every time soneone

el se reveals the secret of a trick

Fromthe work hold flashed the highly condensed beam of a flashlight;

f oot st eps drew

near.



The girl whispered, "Should we turn off our |ights?"

"That would only seem nore suspicious. Just act natural."

A figure stood in the tunnel entrance. By now t he fl oodwater was ankl e-deep

so whoever

it was made no attenpt to come further. The beam swept around the floor in a
circular motion, |ike

a lighthouse light. OF the storage druns, the five in the back containing
kerosene, the three filled

with al cohol, and the two filled with drinking water (I changed it once a
week) stayed put, but the

dozen or so enpty ones had already floated out of line and were starting to
drift over to the

seaward wall. Probably the floor tilted in that direction. The vinyl-sheeted
bundl e lay in the same

pl ace as before, soaked in water. He nust be sorry he's dead now, hating baths
as nuch as he did

in his lifetine, | thought. Despite the flash of understanding, | couldn't
help him and woul dn't

have, anyway; but slowy | was beginning to see that he had been a nan of

i rrenedi abl e

| onel i ness. The |ight swiung around and found us.

"Terrible flood in here. What are you doing?" It was the insect dealer. But he
pressed us

no further. Probably he found it too troublesonme to take responsibility for me
and ny present

difficulty. "We called roll and found that fortunately seventy percent of the
men were inside the

bl ockade line. W're incredibly busy. There aren't nmany places |left we haven't
| ooked, so we'll

have to change our search nethods. Right now the men are hunting in every
cranny, using

condenser mikes. W're going to try some excavating too. Captain, can you hang
on a bit |onger?

It won't be much nore. Just say the word if you need anything to eat or drink
The body will keep

awhi l e | onger."

"What do you suppose i s happeni ng outside?" said the shill innocently, asking
t he

expected questions to avoid arousi ng suspi ci on.

"By now it's raining glass shards and radiation. Wll, Captain, don't hesitate
to let ne

know." Wth this, he passed his light over the ceiling and withdrew. The shil
hadn't betrayed me.

Evidently the seriousness of the situation had not escaped him

"I think my calf just pulled free."

The girl shone her penlight down inside the toilet, and stuck a finger between
ny |eg and

the pipe. | felt nothing.

"You're right—there's about a finger's wi dth of space there now. "

After that everything went unexpectedly easily. Wth one arm around each of
their

shoul ders, | hauled nyself up in mdair, as sinmultaneously water canme welling
up. Probably the

pressurization frombel ow aided in ny rel ease—but now this toilet was no
longer a toilet. | had

t hought nmy leg would be all bloody, but it wasn't as bad as | feared: the shin
and the top of ny

foot were skinned, and there was no other external injury. The whole | eg was
swol | en and

purplish-red, however, as if smeared with ink froma souvenir stanmp pad at a



Shinto shrine.

Looki ng carefully, | saw that the old scar where |I'd been chained | ong ago was
sprinkled with tiny
bl oodstai ns, |ike grains of rough-ground pepper. It would be sonme tinme before

| could wear a shoe

again. The joint seened unaffected, so | anticipated no difficulty wal ki ng, as
soon as sensation

returned. It was the rest of ne that was totally worn out. | decided to sit
down on the encycl opedi a

and continue hiding ny leg in the toilet, until sensation returned to the sole
of nmy foot and the

crick in nmy ankle went away.

"Thanks a nmillion. |1'd about given up hope.™

"So nothing's changed,” mused the shill. "I"mno different frombefore. W
didn't really

"survive,' after all."

Clawing the sides of the toilet, | sought to endure the agony of returning
sensation; it felt

as if the raw nerves were at the nmercy of a nerciless wind. | forced nyself to
exerci se the ankle.

"You're strange, you know that?" | scoffed. "You actually sound regretful

None of that
cromd is worth a nmoment's regret, if you ask ne."
"They are a bedraggled lot, those old nmen," he agreed. "Scraggly eyebrows,

long hairs
sticking out of their noses, winkled hippopotanmuses under their chins
VWl l, you can't blame

them for how they | ook, can you? What | can't forgive is that m serable,
knowit-all

t hi ckheadedness of theirs."

"As soon as you're ready, let's go. The | onger we hang around here, the
greater the

chance they'll be back."

"He's right," said the girl, and added, |aughing, "After all, you re bound to
have a lot to

do after your new promption." She bent over in | eapfrog position

Layi ng a hand on her shoulder, | stood on ny right leg and set my freed |eft

l eg on the

floor. There was no pain, and the knee and hip joints did everything | told
themto. The | eg m ght

ook like a rotten eggplant, but inside, anyway, it was sound. Cheered, |
shifted my weight. My

vision whirled, and before |I could tell what was happeni ng, pain was shooting
t hr ough ny

shoul der and arm and | lay face down in water, Evidently sensation had not
yet returned to the |eft

leg. The shill and the girl hel ped ne up

"I'"ll carry you piggyback," said the shill. "Cone on—this is no tine to stand
on

cerenony. Wth you out of the toilet, every second counts."

He was right. If they knew |'d gotten free, our chances for escaping here
woul d dwi ndl e.

| put nmy arns around his neck, keeping ny right foot on the ground to ease his
burden. Reeli ng,

he spluttered:

"How much do you weigh? You' re just as heavy as you | ook, aren't you?"

The girl's voice followed us. "You want your camera, don't you? Shall | get
it?"

"Yes, the one that's out, and the case next to it, if you don't mind. They're
heavy.



While you're at it, 1'd appreciate it if you could bring the eupcaccia."
There were dozens of others out in the jeep, | knew, but sonmehow they weren't
the sane.

I could only be satisfied with nmy eupcaccia, the one that | had checked with
ny own eyes.

"Somet hing bothers me . . ." said the shill, his breath conming hard. "It's al
this water.

You don't suppose the entire cave is going to be flooded, do you?"

"My guess, fromthe general topography, is that it won't go higher than a foot
or so off

the ground. The work hold will be all right."

"What about places |ower than this?"

"Some will becone pools, filled to the ceiling."

"What if those girls are really hiding out sonewhere? Then they could flee
fromthe

water right into a waiting net."

| hadn't thought of it before, but there was such a possibility. Was that ny
responsibility

too? My brain could not forget the adjutant's comment |ikening young girls to
wet paper. It

seened unlikely, but what if these people, thinking this was all that remained
of the world, should

go on living here in this spurious ark for a year, two years, three,

f our —aybe a decade or

| onger —spi nni ng out their days.

The girl caught up with us in front of the |lockers. "These are heavy. | see
phot ogr aphy

isn"t all just pushing buttons—+t's hard work!"

"You'd better believe it," said the shill. "Even flea circus trainers end up

with a sprained

back, you know. " He used the back of his hand to wi pe sweat from his chin,

t hen rubbed the hand

on the side of his trousers.

| glanced with satisfaction at the | abel on | ocker number one: "Fl anmabl e

Sol vent s;

Lat he Bl ades, All Sizes; Rubber Wirk Aprons; Infrared Lanps; Wterproof
Sandpaper ;

I nsul ation; Corking Materials; Al umnun Heat-resistant Facial Cream" A

pl ausible list of itens

t hat nobody would be likely to need or care about, and yet that aroused no
suspi ci ons. Even the

nost rapacious thief would surely decide it was not worth the troubl e of

br eaki ng t he | ock.

Right 1+4eft 1—ight 1.

The items actually stored inside were a close match for the | abel on the door
al t hough in

some cases the containers were barely filled, or enpty. The idea was to | ower
t he overall weight,

but even so, | was careful not to make it suspiciously light. Rails were
attached to the | ocker

ceiling, and when a hook was renoved, the shelves swung out opposite the door
I n other words,

they served as a hidden inner door

From beyond the back of the | ocker, now opened, there swept up a noi st breeze
snel |ing

rather |ike the warehouse in the fish market. The shill's penlight it up the
casing of the escape

hat ch, which neasured two feet by two and a half. The shill whistled.

"You coul d fool anybody with this."

"Maybe | had a presentinent sonething |like this would happen.”



"Where does it |ead?" he asked.

"He says it comes out underneath the city hall,"’
pl ace. There was

alilt in her voice, as if she sensed light at the end of a very |long tunnel
"Is it safe?"

"OfF course. The nuclear explosion's a fake, and | deliberately left the
dynamte

unconnected here. Let's go—there's no tine to waste. Once they're on to us,
that will be that."

"What will they do when they find out?" asked the girl, hunching her shoul ders
and

stifling a giggle.

answered the girl in ny

"I wouldn't worry. They'll be too busy |ooking for those junior high schoo
girls for the
time being." The shill passed a critical hand over the | ocker door

"I"'ma girl too, you know," she said.

"They woul dn't dare lay a hand on a crack shot |ike you," he answered.
"What do you nmean?" | said. "You're both coming with ne, aren't you?"

"l can't decide . " he said.

"What is there to decide? You' ve had it with those old nen, haven't you?"
"Still, I don't know. . . ." He stepped out of the | ocker and bit his | ower
l[ip. A sound like

uneven hand-cl appi ng, apparently an echo fromthe work hold, rose and fel
i ke the sound of rain

pelti ng eaves.

"The world outside is exactly the sane as before. Al that about a nucl ear war
was a pack

of lies. Don't tell ne you're going to stay here knowing it was a lie."
"That depends. If you inagine it really happened, then it seens real. And
you' ve been

saying so all along, haven't you? That one of these days it really would
happen. That a nucl ear war

starts before it starts. . . ." Al three of us pricked up our ears in the
darkness. It was either an

unintelligible command fromthe insect dealer, or a how of |aughter from
Sengoku, or a scream

The shill went on: "I wouldn't mind a bit—staying on here as we are awhile
| onger. "
"You're out of your mind." | fixed ny eyes on the girl, seeking her support.

"I don't care

how good a shot you are—you can't stay awake twenty-four hours a day."
"That's true—the air here is too stale," said the girl, her voice nuffled and
hesi t ant .

"It's not only the air. There's no sky, no day and night. You can't even take
pi ctures."

"If you're going, you'd better get on with it," he said.

The girl drew her lips into a sharp line, tilted her head, and | ooked from ne
to the shill

and back. What a peculiar fellowwhy in the world was he hesitating?

couldn't understand it.

"Let's go; there's no nore tine for jokes," | said.
"No—+ really think I'Il hold off. Werever and however | decide to go on
living, it

doesn't make a hell of a lot of difference. Besides, professionally speaking,
that's what |I'mfor—
responding to lies as if they were true, knowing full well they' re not.

"Al'l right, then, 1'll call Kormono." | thought it was a bit reckless, but
couldn't just
abandon them "I'Il talk to himfor you."

"I wouldn't if |I were you. You're only going to make things worse. Thanks, but



no
t hanks. "
"You're right,’
happier in the
end. "
"W're at hone with lies, anyway. They're us. W're sakura, don't forget."

If that was the way they were going to be, let them | had sinply felt a duty
to tell them of

this chance to escape, in return for their help in getting me free. Still, it
seemed unreasonabl e of

himto keep the girl there too. Al along | had dreamed of escaping with her
just the two of us; and

if only the shill hadn't interfered, she would have come. | was the one who
had told the shill about

this escape route; she had never opened her nouth.

"Why don't you at |east let her go free?"

"She is free. Stop talking that way." He turned to her. "Right? You're free,
aren't you?"

He prodded her al ong, and she nodded hesitantly.

"Never mind that," he said. "Do you know how t he word sakura—eherry bl ossons—
cane to be used for people like us? It comes fromthe expression

murmured the girl. "Believing it was true m ght nmake us

"Bl ossomviewing is free.' In
other words, it costs us nothing to do our shopping."
I noticed he had stopped calling ne Captain. So be it. | handed himthe

control panel, said
what | had to say, and thus carried out what | took to be ny duty.
"The key to the jeep is init, right?"

The shill nodded as he accepted the control panel
"That's right."
"They'll have it in for you for letting ne go."

"Then®? Have it in for me? No."
"How are you going to explain? | don't know about Konobno, but that adjutant
neans

busi ness. "

"I'"lIl tell themyou got all soft and squishy, and the toilet just swall owed
you right up."

"Who's going to believe that?"

"They will. Al right, go, will you? I'll look after the ship. Not that |'m
all that sure of

myself. . . . But now that the anchor's up, it would be a shane to sink her so
fast."

"Sorry about that encyclopedia," said the girl. "The last three volunmes are

soaki ng wet."

She set my camera case down on the floor of the | ocker, sliding it back in
with the toe of

her shoe. Meaning to follow her, | tripped over her leg and fell forward,

t aki ng advant age of the

situation to push her deeper inside the |ocker, covering her with ny body. I
couldn't let this

sudden intimcy daunt ne; we had a long trip ahead of us, traveling together
down this tunnel. W

woul d warm each other as we waited for dawn, protecting each other fromcold
and dar kness.

But my shoul ders were hindered by the | ocker, and nmy torso hung tilted in the
air. M

shoul ders neasured seventeen inches across, and the | ocker a nmere thirteen
there was no way |

could get through facing strai ght ahead.

"Are you all right?" Wth a wy smle, the shill grasped ny |eft shoul der and
pul | ed,



whi | e pushing on ny right shoul der, turning nme ninety degrees.

My leg was still not what it should be. I felt nyself go on crashing to the

right, unable to

retrieve ny balance. The girl slipped out frombeneath me. For some reason

the shill's penlight

went out. As | fell, | grabbed hold of the hemof her skirt. There was the

sound of ny shirt ripping

i n back; a couple of buttons popped off. Partly it was the fault of the inner

construction of the

| ocker, but nostly it had to do with the accunul ation of fat on ny stomach. M

ri bs banged

agai nst the canmera case with a noise |ike someone pounding rice cakes. Pain

fl ashed not so much

there as in nmy knee and neck. Somebody was grasping ny ankle and pushing it. |

could feel

nmysel f slide with the canera case across the stone floor. Sonmething fell on ny

back—a shoe.

Where was the girl? | could feel her skirt in ny hand, yet strangely | could

not tell where she was.

"Take care. " The voice was too far away.

The sound of the | ocker shelves noving, then the netallic click of the door

closing. |

pulled hard with the armthat held her skirt, and she cane down agai nst ne .
or so | expected,

but to ny chagrin, all that remained in ny hand was the skirt itself. Had it

cone off? | could

hardly bear to give her up. A nmonent later, | realized that what | had taken

for her skirt was in fact

a rubber work apron. Wen had that m sapprehensi on occurred? She was free,

told myself. O

her own free will she had shut herself up in there. O was | the one who had
been shut up in here?
For a while | lay where | was and rested, clinging to the case. Somewhere only

a few feet away
she was staring wi de-eyed into the dark with those eyes that forced you to
trust her, like it or not.

But there was no neani ng anynore in the units of distance between us. | got

up, and imredi ately

fell over again. | took off nmy shoes and tied themtogether, slung them around
ny neck, and

started crawl i ng down the tunnel on both hands and one knee, draggi ng ny
canera case behind
ne.

25

THE TRANSPARENT TOWN

It took a long time. | seemto have slept nore than once along the way. The
nunbness in

nmy | eg subsided, and sensation returned to ny knees; but by the tinme |I reached
t he basement of

the city hall, the sun was coming up. After waiting for people to start com ng
and goi ng, | went
out si de.

Transparent rays of sun, the first | had seen in a long time, stained the
streets and



buil dings red. The area was lively with the mingled flow of bicycles noving
south al ong the

riverside fish market, and conmuters hurrying north to the station on foot. On
a truck narked

LIVE FISH a small flag fluttered in the breeze, inscribed with the words FI SH
BEFORE

PEOPLE. Anot her truck, waiting at a stoplight, proclainmed, WHEN | AM GONE AND
THE

CHERRI ES BLOOM LOVE WLL ALSO BLOOM

Faci ng the bl ack-glass walls of the city hall, | set up ny canmera, using the
wi de- angl e

| ens, and focused. | neant to take a souvenir photograph of myself and the
street, but everything

was too transparent. Not only the light but the people as well: you could see

right through them
Beyond the transparent people lay a transparent town. Was | transparent, then,
too? | held a hand

up to my face—and through it saw buildings. | turned around, and | ooked al
about nme; still

everything was transparent. The whole town was dead, in an energetic, lifelike
way. | decided not

to think anynore about who could or would survive.
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